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93 miles per hour? We obviously don't economy tests.The Rabbit in the city averaged a
recommend it, but it is reassuring to know that nifty 24. Not bad for a sub-compact with all the
as you get onto a hectic expressway, a new interior room of some mid-size cars.
Volkswagen Rabbit Hatchback has the power $2,999? That's what you pay for the car backed
for incredible acceleration. From 0to 50 inonly by the most complete and advanced car
8.2 seconds. Quicker than a Monza 2+2. coverage plan in the business: The Volkswagen

38 miles per gallon? That's what the Rabbit Owner's Security Blanket with Computer Analysis.

averaged on the highway in the 1975 model
Federal Environmental Protection Agency fuel

Happy days are here again? We think you'll
think so [ after you'v.edriven a Rabbit.

*Suggested retail price Rabbit 2-door Hatchback, P.O.E. Transportation, local taxes and other dealer delivery charges
additional. TSee your dealer for more details. ©Volkswagen of America, Inc.
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined Y TCe;

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.

Cook
outdoor
meals
easily with
the Coleman
Gasoline Camp
Stove. Get it for free B&W
coupons, the valuable extra
on every pack of Raleigh.

To see over 1000 gifts, write
. B i . = for your free Gift Catalog:
- ’ - X —m > Box 12, Louisville, Ky. 40201.
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PLAYBI'- IT'S COMMON KNOWLEDGE, in this post-

Nixon era, that Presidents alk dirty—at
least s much as other people. So it probably won't surprise
you to ind out—in Benjamin C. Bradlee's Conwversations with
Kennedy—that John F. Kennedy knew a cuss word or two.
But it won't surprise many of you, ecither, to find out that
the backstage Kennedy had different things on hiz nind lrom
the backstage Nixon. Bradlee. who is now the exccutive editor
of The Washington Post and used w be Newsiceek's D.C.
bureau chief, got to know Kennedy quite well between 1959
and 1963, He spent more than a few nonworking howrs at the
White House—well. supposedly nonworking hours, because
Bradlee kept 2t journal of those visits, with the understanding
that he wouldn't make his notes public until at least five years
alter J.F.K. left ofhce. His memoir—a rare personal look at a
historical figure—will he included in a book. Conversations with
Kennedy, that W. W. Norton will publish in May.

Speaking ol salty walk—and historical figures—the all-time
master had to be Lenny Bruce. whose autobiography.
originally serialized in rrLavsoy, was How (o Talk Dirty
and Influence People. This month's exclusive mterview—
conducted by Richard Meryman, who spent 23 vears with
Time-Life belore seuling down o the unsetded lile of a
Iree-lancer—is with Dustin Holtiman. the versatile actor who
plays Bruce in the cwrrent film Lenny. (Coindidentally, and
happily. we also have pictorial uncoverage ol Valerie Perrine,
who plavs Lenny's wife in the flick.)

A Walk in the Country finds novelist Harry Crews taking
just that. He and a pair of [riends hiked all the way from
Georgia 1o the Appalachian Trail's conclusion, somewhere in
the northern woods. looking for book material. They found
it. and while the book remains in Crews's typewriter, we
proudly preview its first two chapters—that is, the first two
experiences that Crews and his crew gor imo.  (Incidental
literary note: Articles Editor Geollrey Norman thought that
the elephant story sounded vaguely Lanuliar. Indeed. there's
a similar ancedote in one ol James Agee's letters 1o Father
Flye. Norman hgures that Crews and Agee must have un-
covercd the same incident; alter all, how many elephants get
convicted of murder in Tennessee?)

Speaking of murder, we've got a battery ol quizzes—under
the title Anvggghhh!—hat will enable you 1o gauge the
degree ol violence in yowr own personality. It's the work of
Scot Morris, a former Psychology Today editor. who, accord
ing 1o good authority. has wained his dog 10 accost other dogs
only il their leashes lie in the hands ol atractive young ladies.

How I Wiped Up the Courts with Pancho Gonzales will
doubtless surprise the tennis great, whose memory ol his
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encounter with free-lance writer Peter Noyd, as part of a teach-
ing film, is surely different from Nord's. Live and learn. Pancho.

Ouwr irrepressible Stalf Writer Reg Potterton is always get-
ting into something. Most recently. he met this guy in Chicago
who'd made a big score in commodities, and what with the
Arabs’ pulling in all the world's money . . . well. the gentle:
man in question figured he could help them invest it. Seri-
ously. So he journeyed 1o the Middle East. and Reg weno with
him. You can read all about it in “Daon’t the Avabs Undervstand
I Wanna Malke Them Rich?”

Heading our list of fiction this month is Lady Spain, by
Herbert Gold, which will form part of his comic novel in
progress about the madcp San Francisco underworld. Also
ol a fictional nawure, so the authors insisy, are Bockman, and
Why His Arm Newer Got Broken, wherein Jordan Crittenden
chronicles the misadventures of a laid-off engineer, and e
Madel, a wry tale ol a lubricous lady painter and her naive
male subject, by one-of-a-kind cartoonist-philosopher Al Capp.

Prool that our Art Department is always on the case. seek-
ing out and developing new talent, is the fact that the paint
ings accompanying the above stories are by three artists who
are making their fust major PLAYBOY apperances—respec
tively, Dennis Magdich, Paul Slick and Vincent Topazio.
who, to show you how much ground our Art Divectors cover.
hail (again, respectively) from Chicago. L.A. and New York.

IT you guessed that there's much, much more in this issue.
you guessed right. Significantly, there’s an eye-popping pic-
torial on Donyale Luna, a most unusual lady who's come back
to the U.S. after a period ol expatriation in Europe; the
pictures were taken by her waveling companion.  Italian
photographer Luigt Cazzaniga.

We've also got Bed & Board—a pictorial. that is, to which
i lot of photographers contributed, linking the themes of food
and sex (aren’t all the appetites tributaries of the sume rivers).
And there's fat Your Heart Oui!, a photographic tribute not
1o sex or lood but 1o some lantastic cars that you can't buy
in America. The camerawork is by Richard Fegley of our staff,
who covered four countries and ruined only two dream cars.

Getting back to our [avorite subject—the one Tiny Tim
always spells out—it gets the funny weamment from two of our
nutuer cartoonists: Mal (real name: Malcolm Hancock), who
limns the amorous antics of the legless set in Sevpentine Sex,
and Arnold Roth, who offers Part Four of his History of Sex.

Not without sexual connotations, ol course, is our gatelold
girl, Victoria Cunningham. You may involve her in what-
ever Lantasy you wish. OF course, you've probably checked her
out by now. Which means you're already off 1o a good start.

TOPAZIO

HANCOCK
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Minolita helps
the day drift by.

The stillness of that special moment can last forever when you capture it
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 expo-
sure 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.

For many happy returns of the day, try a Minolta SR-T. For more informa-
tion, see your photo dealer or write Minolta Corporation, 101 Williams
Drive, Ramsey, New Jersey 07446. In Canada: Anglophoto Ltd., P.Q.

Jminolta g 2

Minolta SR-T Cameras

Is your comero o meons of self-expression? If so, enter the Minolto Creotive Photogrophy Contest. Grond
Prize: two weeks in the South Sea islonds for hwo, $1000 cosh, ond a Minolta SR-T 102. 1428 other volu-
oble prizes will be aworded. Nothing to buy. Minollo equipment not required. See your Minolta deoler
for details ond registration. Or write: Minolto Creotive Photography Contest, Box 1831, Blair, Neb. 68009.

Use REACTS Card — Page 23.
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Everything MG has learned in 50 years
of building sports cars is summed up
in this most exciting of all MGs.




Introducing:

The Golden Anniversary MGB.

Since 1925, MG has espoused a simple
but unconventional philosophy: that
driving can and should be enjoyed, not
justendured.

And never has the MG philosophy
been better exemplified than in our
1975 MGB. For this handsome machine
is eloquent testimony that driving an
honest sports car can be one of life's
more stimulating experiences.

The experience begins as you sit in
the MGB, in bucket seats that hold you
firmly—but gently. Right before your

W

eyes is a businesslike array of sports
car instrumentation (including, natu-
rally, a tachometer) to measure vital
engine functions.

And that engine is our well-known,
race-bred 1798 cc four. The MG short-
throw stick shift is linked up to ourvery
nimble, four-speed, all-synchromesh
transmission. You maneuver with the
precision of direct rack and pinion
steering, on radial-ply tires. You stop
with the authority of front caliper disc
brakes.

The 1975 MGBs. like their legendary
ancestors. are strong sports machines
pure and simple. We feel. with pride,
that they're the most exciting cars
we've ever built. And we invite you to
drive these cars. Afterall. when was the
last time you had fun behind the wheel?

For the MG Dealer near- [RiTisH]
est you. call these numbers
toll free: (800) 447-4700. or,
in lllinois. (800) 322-4400.

BRITISH LEYLAND MOTORS INC.
Leonia. New Jersey 07605

LEYLAND




Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.
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Smoothness
you can taste.

If you're looking for a smooth, easy ride, nothing in-
the world beats a balloon.

And if you're looking for the same smoothness in your
cigarette, nothing beats a Lark. Lark has smoothness
you can taste, from your first cigarette in the morning to
your last one at night.

The reason? Our unigue filter. It has fwo outer “tar”
and nicotine filters, plus an inner chamber of specially
treated charcoal granules.

Together they smooth the smoke, and give you ataste
that’s richty rewarding, uncommonty smooth.

Lark. It has smoothness you can taste -

Pack after pack.
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JUDGING DEAN
Your interview with John Dean
(rLaYBOY, January) is one of the best
vou've ever done. Thank God somebody
had the guts to step forward and spill the
beans on the whole Watergate mess. Dean
is, indeed, a |Jr0ﬁlc in courage.
Dennis King Gibson
Jackson, Mississippi

Being known as Nixon's top hatchet
man—a “seamy character,” in the words
ol your editor—I1 suppose 1 can claim
some expertise on hatchet jobs. Good
work! You sank the blade right into
Dean’s scalp with  your introduction.
Through the three vears we served to-
gether in the White House, I knew John
to be hard-working, careful and honest.
Though ambitious (as we all were). he
was on the whole quite sclfless in per-
forming his dutics. Recently, in prison,
our paths briefly crossed again, and for
what it is worth, he was taking his punish-
ment like a man, But the John Dean 1
have known for five years is not the self-
seeking, finagling shark you have de-
picted. I attacked Dean vigorously—even
worse than you have in your introduc
ton—in my heyday as Nixon’s Water-
gate defender, for T thought he was lving.
Events proved that I had been misled and
he was telling the truth. But obviously it
must still sell magazines to carve away at
the fallen of Watergate. We are, after all,
lair game for these so inclined—as the
[allen always are. This seamy character,
however, believes that Dean  at least
deserves a litde better [rom rravsoy.

Charles Colson
Maxwell AFB, Alabama

In rraywoy's nlerview with John
Dean, scoeral eyrors of fact appeared
m the introductory material that were
brought to our atlention after the issue
went lo press. In checking on Dean'’s
career before and duving his years al the
White House, the editors verified some
of the allegations with veputable pub-
lished sources. In several instances, how-
coer, these published accounts dated back
lo a time when Dean was under heavy
attack from the Nixon White House, and
damaging, often inaccurale information
was being leaked lo the media with
out being velracled afterwavd. Where
rLAYBOY staled that Dean had left a law
firn after a senior pariner charged him

with “unethical conduct,” we learned that
the partner later withdvew the charge,
calling it an “overstatemenl.” The intro-
duction noted elsewhere that Dean had
worked out a “deal” with prosecutors be-
fore testifying, but we later found that he
had stated he was willing to testify with or
without immunily. And wheve the intro-
duction stated that Dean had withheld
evidence from the Evvin commilice that
he was later compelled to divulge at the
cover-up tyial, it was then brought out
that Dean had given this information to
the prosecutlors—despile news reporls lo
the contrary. In these and other instances,
incomplete information may have given a
negatioe impression of many of Dean’s mo-
Lives and actions. The editors of PLAYBOY
regret this and apologize 1o Dean.

In view of the fact that a ubiquitous
obsession with my critics has been an
alleged and assumed inaccuracy of long-
distance psychoanalysis, I was comlorted
by the kind, unsolicited and candid re-
marks made of me by Dean, in reference
10 my book President Nixon's Psycluatric
Profile. Dean, though a layman in the
ficld of psvchiatry, is an ex-officio author
ity on the Nixon psyche and through the
medium of your magazine has given a
badly needed boost to my sagging credi-
bility as a psychohistorian. Psychohistor-
ical techniques when applied to the
xon imbroglio were revealing and
unintentionally predictive. Dean’s early
prepared testimony before the Ervin com-
mittee served as a sine qua npon lor my
initiation of the Nixon “profile.”” How
pleasantly ironic it is that 18 months later
Dean should also give me his accolade.

Eli S. Chesen, M.D.
Lincoln. Nebraska

HOLMES, SWEET HOLMES
Regarding  Sean  O'Faolain’s  Good
Night, Sweet Shevlock (vravsoy, Janu-
ary), the magic of Sherlock Holmes has
endured throughout the years precisely
because it is magic, and magic never fails
10 entertain. We all know that the Tady
is not really cut in two. but we all wish o
enjoy the illusion of the impossible’s be-
ing true. In similar fashion, we may all
suspect that Holmes's weapon that “both
strangled and erushed” did not have wo be
the Argentine bola he deduced but might
just as well have been—in this day of

THE WAY
THEY
WERE
...ONLY
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Authentic replica of the 1930s
Franklin **Cathedral”” Radio.
Radio is equipped with
AM-FM-AFC circuitry, housed
in a handcrafted wood cabinet.

Marketing Services, Inc.

919 N. Michigan Ave.

Chicago, lllinois 60611

Please send me_____ . "Cathedral™

Radio(s) lo use and enjoy for two weeks
without obligation. If | decide 1o keep the
Radio(s), the cash price for each is
$49.96", plus $2.96 for shipping

and handling.

O Payment enclosed.
{Make checks payable to Equinox)

[0 charge to my Playboy Club credit Key no.

I o a5 e

No C.0.D. orders, please. Cash keyholders,
please enclose check.

*Ilinois residents—please add 5% tax
($2.65 for each Radio}.
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cynical attitades—a snake with a hammer;
but our eternal wish to be deceived will
not allow us to question the magician.
Nor should it. There is liule enough
magic in our lives today and I, lor one,
shall continue to read my Holmnes for all
it contains, including its marvelous detec-
tion, and for all the other magic that en-
lolds me whenever I open the door of
221 B Baker Street.

Robert L. Fish

Trumbull, Connecticut

Of course, we of The Irregulars cannot
be expected to agree with O'Faolain’s
opinion, since he seems to be running
Sherlock down. However, in the last
paragraph, he does show that he is aware
of the reason that Holmes has such a
great attraction lor all of us.

Julian Wolll, M.D., Editor
The Baker Strect Journal
New York, New York

COCAINE SCRUTINY
Richard Rhodes's excellent article A

Very Expensive High (rLavsoy, January)
is well vesearched and rings with unmis-
takable psychopharmacologic and (fright-
ening) sociologic realism. The [ascinating
history of cocaine reveals it as the drug of
aristocrats. Kings, high priests and |1igilly
articulate men of many eras. Surelv siill
the champagne of drugs, for social (and
often sexual) occasions, cocaine casily
retains its superlative position in the
panoply of currently available (licit and
illicit) mind-altering drugs.

George R, Gay, M.D.

Director of Clinical Activities

Haight-Ashbury Free

Medical Clinics
San Francisco, California

Well, well. at last a good, informative
article on cocaineg; too bad it took 115
vears. But Rhodes and praysoy are to be
commended lor producing a straightfor-
wird article about a drug that has long
been hidden by foolish superstition.

M. Dowden
Montreal, Quebec

BARDOT WATCHERS
I suggest that an investigation of your
editorial and pictorial stafl is indicated.
As evidence ol this, 1 suggest that you
review the January pictorial on Brigitte
Bardot. I'm sure you will agree, after your
review ol the pictorial, that the dosest
thing the lady has 1o 40 is her bust
measurement. At best. she can’t possibly
be over 23. T realize this will create con-
siderable problems, as it relates 1o the
revelation that the precocious nymph in
And God Created Woman was only seven
vears old. 1 have every confidence you can
and will correct the misconception that
this article presents and that you can do
it prior to Bardot’s filing suit for slinder.

T. B. Doe, 111
Morchead Citv, North Carolina

In your January Playbill, you ran the
1ame \'{ff’g(f! llll(lt‘l' il I)icllll‘c 0[ lhe
French singer Antoine,

Hubert Henrotte
Bureau SYGMA

aris, IFrance
The man in the fiost picture (below)
is, indeed, the singer Antoine. The man
in the second piclure (bottom) is the
real Lauvent FVergez, BardolUs current

=y
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boyj’n‘f'nd- and the photographer for our
January featuve “Bardoi—Incroyable!”

GROUP DISCUSSION
John  Medelman’s article “Does Your

Hushand Know You're Biiexual?”
(rPravuoy, J.'mu;n‘y}, describing his expe-
rience with the University of Minnesota
Medical School's Sexual Attitude Reas-
sessment progam, is an outstanding piece
ol reporting. It captures most perceptive-
Iv the initial phase of semihostile, witch-
ful sparring. the harsh impact of several
aspects ol the experience and the sequen-
tial impact of the discussion groups. In
the three times that I have experienced a
SAR. it happened that sex formed a very
small part of the discussion that centered
on human relatonships and experiences
in general. Yet the effect was the same,
for, as Medelman found out. the primary
effear of the SAR is 1o put you in touch
with yourself, which then frees you to be
tar more easily and openly in touch with
others. It seems to be most fruitful when
the participants are as mixed as possible
as regards age. prolessional or educational
status and sexual prelerence. Those who
have not experienced a SAR should be
aware that to read about the experience
can be likened 1o reading about swim-
ming i the ocean by someone who has
never done 1t.

Mary S. Calderone, M.D.

Executive Director

Sex Information and Education

Council of the U. S.
New York, New York

SAY CHEESE
The article George Plimpton: Playboy
Photographer in the January isue was
very much enjoyed by this photographer.
You might say it contains “everything [
always wanted to know but was alraid to
ask™ on the subject.
Peter R. Maneen
Urica, New York

The Plimpton article is one of the fun-
niest articles I've ever read. I've read
it again and again, and ics still funny.
It was a terrific experiment giving novice
Plimpion the assignment and you might
want to do the same again with Wilbur
Mills as the shulwrlmg_'

Ralph R. Wright
Nashua, New Hampshire

I enjoved Plimpton’s account of his
prolonged and somewhat halfhearted
search for his elusive ideal female. I was
also relieved to see that he sulfered only
a few psychical stings during his wavels.

Howard Brecher
Nanuer, New York

OPEN HOUSE
I found vour pictorial essay Playboy

Mansion West (pLAYBOY, January) one of
the most Irivolous and boring things 1hat
you have ever published. Whar makes you
think that the people in readerland care
two bits about Hugh Hener and his
gaudy Mansion, pompous partics and silly
ego trips? Besides, in these relatively hard
times, I don’t imagine many people are
impressed by Helner's personal fantasies,
fulfilled or otherwise.

Bradley R. Magrey

Vernon, Connecticut

Thank vou lor vour marvelous pic
torial essay on Playboy Mansion Wesi.
I've always dreamed ol having a mansion
and  being  swvounded by beauutul
women. If vou happen to read this, Mr.
Helner, I would like you to know that if
you need a gardener. janmtor or, better
vet, a window washer, I'm the best
around!

Wayne Centers
Guntersville, Alabama

Thanks for the guided wour through
Helner's California  Mansion. It gives
clear insight into Helner's personal tastes
and makes for a most enjoyable reading
experience. It certainly is understandable
that Hefuer prefers his California head-
quarters, just as the gods loved Mount
Olympus.

Craig Lawson
College Station, Texas

BIRTHDAY GREETINGS

As a history buff, I must commend you
for your fine portrayal of the lighter side
of American history in Happy 1991h,
America! (rLavpoy, [anuary). I was espe-
cially gratified to see that great scoundrel



*Jts safe.Its not really mon
until I decide touseit?’ )

Jack Gardner, Sales Office Manager

“I'm uneasy about carrying
alot of eash...no matter what.
Once...when we were going up
north to visit my wife’s family
...the transmission in our car
went out. It was late on a
Saturday afternoon...and we
had to stay an extra two days
to get it repaired. Actually, it
turned out to be a nice time.
We often use Bank Americard®
to take care of unexpected
expenses.

When do you use
BankAmericard?

Well, I certainly wouldn't
travel without it. I use it largely
for big items...tires, batteries
...orif we happen to find an
antique. When something
comes up, it's a good cushion
between pay checks?”

What about the cost
of the card?

“It didn’t cost me anything
to get it* It works like a store
ard...or a gasoline card.
Only it's more flexible...more
convenient”

What would you do
if you lostit?

“I'd contact the bank right
away. If nobody’s used it, I'm
not liable. Even if they've
already run up a bill of ...say
$1,000...1 only have to pay $50
...if that?

Are you pleased with
BankAmericard?

“Very. It's excellent when
you're traveling. It gives youa
sense of security...control. Of
course,l use it responsibly and
keep track of my expenditures.
But just having it...I know I
can always make a purchase
when I want to...that I always
have something to back me up?

BankAmericard.
You never have to use it whe
youdon't wantto.But
sometimes just havi

all the difference.
P

“In musl states, there s no fee for oltaming a Bank Americard ® bank card.

®Service Marks Owned und Licensed by BonkAmerws Service Corp

¥ Nagwnal BankAmenicard Incorporated 1975
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i California brandy ond
¢ soda A simple drink. But
what o subtle flovor.
Brandy fram California
has o light, clean toste
thot comes from Coli-
fornio grapes. You con
serve It any way you like,
ony hime you like,

California brandy, shinger.
It may look complicated,
butits nat Mix 2 parts
Califormio brandy with 4

; port green or white creme
‘ de menthe and serve

over crushed ice The

cleon. crisp toste makesa
refreshing way ic end
fhe evening.

Use REACTS Card — Page 33,

Paul Revere get his just deserts. Not only
wis he a rotten military man and a
cowitrd but his so-called historic ride,
romanticized in  Longfellow’s [amous
poem. was one of the most flagrant fias-
coes of all time.
Lyman Smith
New York. New York
Longfellow was not the only promoter
of the Revere myth. As you can see by the
pidm':f Dbelow, artists preferved to depict
the infamous “midnight rvider™ as a

thi

dashing young messenger, galloping hevo-
ically through British lines. If, indeed,
he galloped al all, it was most likely
because he was in a huny to gel to the
nearest vest roon.

MONEY TALKS
The Wit and Wisdom of the Rich
(PLAYBOY. January) is a grand collection
ol lovely nonsense. Author Anthony
Haden-Guest demonstrates that the rich
are as gooly as anybody else, but m a
more  grandiose and  spectacular  way.
Haden-Guest's gilded gallery reminds me
ol my own favorite rich man. Jesse Liver-
more, a speculator who made and lost
four enormous lortunes on Wall Street
earlier in this century. He originated :un
amiable statement that has since (prob-
ably unknowingly) been used by and -
tributed to other rich folk. Somebody
asked him whether a poor man couldn’t
be as happy as a rich one. “I've been up
and I've been down,” said Jesse, “and |
cn tell you fvom experience, up is het-
ter.” He seemed to mean it Alter he lost
his fourth bundle. Livermore walked into
a New York hotel, had a couple ol drinks,
went to the men’s voom and shor himsell.

Max Gunther

Ridgefield, Connecticut

The late. grear violinist Fruz Kreisler
also used o play for the rich at helty
lees. One day he was invited 1o plav by o
particularly snobbish and unpleasant so-
ciety hostess. To discourage her, he asked
lor the unusually stift fee of 35000 The
hostess hesitated but then agreed, putting
the condition that Kreisler not mingle
with the guests. “In that case.” he replied,
“my lee is S2000.7 This anecdote should
have been in The Wit and Wisdom of the



Some 20 years ago the idea of
thinking small to beat the high cost of
tronsportation turned a lot of heads
around. And rightfully so. It was an
idea whose time had come.

But, today even thinking small can
cost you plenty (we don’t hove to tell
you about inflation).

Today it's timely to take 'thinking
small'a step further. Now it's smart to
think even smaller. Aboutthe size of a

Think even smaller.

Kawasaki motorcycle.

Compared to car costs—price,
mileage, and maintenance —a
Kawasaki will let you ride through in-
flation without bending your budget
out of shape.

Besides, on a Kawasaki we think
you'll have a better time getting
whereyou're going. During rush hour,
on a weekend country ride, or a spin
around town.

So size-up a Kawasaki. By thinking
smaller you'll get yourself low cost
transportation and plenty of good
times to boot.

In times like this, that's some

bargain. -
$995° .
kei
lets the good times roll.

Good times include nding salely We recommand wearing a helmel and eye prolechon. kesping lights on and checking local laws balore you ride. See Yellow Pages for neares! Kawasaki dealer,
“Showr 15 the KZ-400/Spectal. $995 manufaciurer's supested list price excluding freight. dealer prep. state and local taxes. Price subject lo change withoul nohce.
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THE ANCIENT TEQUILA ARTS
OF MONTEZUMA

Monrezuma ruled during the
Aztecs' galden age, so the Halls of Mon-
tezuma probably echoed with the
sounds of celebration quite often.

Today. you can rediscaver the spirit
of the Aztecs. according fo Montezuma”
Tequila, by looking at the Aztec calendar.

This ancient colendar. called the
Sun Stone, has an inner ring of rwenty
symbols. one for each doy of the Aztec
week. These symbols also suggest what
kind of drink might be appropriate

Tequila €arthquake. A circle with
radiant arms symbolized the 17th
Aztec day. representing the power o
move mounrains and get a party shak-
ing. The drink: In blender. combine % oz,
strawberries and 1 teaspoon grenadine.
OLIN

Add 1% oz, Mantezuma
Tequilo, dash of orange bitters
and ice. Garnish with lime
slice and fresh strawberry.

Mexico Martini. The elegant

for each day’s celebration. Joguarrep-

resented
Tequila Pina. The giant the 14th
candor represents day of
the 16th Aztec OCELOTL  the Azrec
day. symbolizing week, symbol of
rare pleasure. 4 graceful enjoy-
The drink: ment. The drink:
Shake 1) oz, Stir with ice,
Montezuma 2 az. Monte-
Tequila with zumo Tequila,
3 oz. pine- 1 oz. dry Ver-

applejuice,
1 oz_lime juice,
sugar to raste.

mouth, 2 drops
vanilla extract.
Strain into chilled

Serve on cocktail glass.

rocks in C

Collins & Tequila Caramba.

gloss. The brave eagle rules
COZCACUAUHTIL the Aztecs 15th

doy. symbol of
free-spirited
fun. The drinls:
Shake with crushed ice 1} az. Monte-
zuma Tequilo. 3 oz. gropefruit juice, 1
tablespoon sugar. Add club soda, serve
in highball glass.

Montezuma Tequilo. In White. In
Gold. Made in the tradition of the finest
ancient tequilas.

For all rwenty ancient Tequila Aris
recipes write: Montezuma Tequila Arts.
Barron Brands, 200 South Michigan
Avenue, Chicaga, lllinois 60604,

And may Tonativh, the sun god,
smile an your celebrations.

Montezuma:
TEQUILA

the noblesr tequila af them all.

Tequila Pup. The loyal dog CUAUHTL <
symbolized the 10th doy
in the Aztec week, repre-
senting faithful compan-
ionship. The drink: Mix
in shaker with ice, 1% oz. Montezuma
Tequila, 1 teaspoon honey. juice aof 1
lime, dash of bitters. Serve in cocktail
glass.

ITZCUINTLI

IMIPORITED

=== Montezumz

]

€1974. 80 proof. lequilo. Borton Distillers Import Co. New York, New York

Rich. What neither vour author nor vour
editorial staff should have allowed to pass
is the idenufcation of Paderewski as a
violinist. This is equal o calling Heifetz
a pranist, Casals an oboist.

Herbert Ruhm

New York, New York

Excuse our clinker.

PRIZE WRITERS
I understand that the editors of vour
fine magazine have the last word on
choices for pravooy's annual writing
awards (PLavsoy, January), but I'm won-
dering whether there's any wav vour
readers might be able 1o miluence the
final decision.
Walter Honeywell
Toledo. Ohio
Although, as you ‘f)ninf out. the editors
have the last word, we'll gladly take into
considervation nontinations.
Our procedure is simple: We byeak the
compelition down into calegorics, ciyeu-
late lists, quibble, vole and lally up the
scores. Awards this year weve distributed
al a luncheon held at New Yorl's Plaza

YOUY rd

Hotel on December 10. During a short
break in the festivities, a number of
awardees posed for a group porivait. They
are, from left to right: O'Connell Driscoll,
Ed McClanahan, Jim Siegelman, Bruce
Jay Friedman, Saul Bellow, L. Rust Hills,
John U pdike, Dick Tuck, Paul Reb and
master of ceremonies George Plimpton.

DIME STORY
Robert  Andrew  Parker and  John

Blumenthal's Case of the Cockamamie
Sisters (rravsoy. January) is hilarvious.
Please wy to find another: there must be
one in the auic somewhere!

Tony Sano

Parlin, New Jersey

Blumenthal is a comic genius! His
January leature. The Case of the Cocka-
mamie Ststevs. sparkles with & humor that
is most certainly divinely inspired.

Nhoj Lahtnemulb
Chicago, Illinois

We thank My, Lahtnemull for his
praise but would like to point out that
his name takes on a curious familianily
when spelled backward.
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How come it’s
bigger on the
inside than

on the outside?

The 1975 Honda Civic seats four
adults comfortably. It can carry a lot
more luggage than you think. Yet its
compact size makes it ideal for today'’s
kind of driving.

We did it by mounting the engine
sideways to shorten the profile and
give more leg room in the passenger
compartment. Plus, there’s no bulky
drive shaft running through the
interior taking up valuable space.

Next, we trimmed down the rear
deck without giving up the carrying
space. Plus in the Hatchback, you
can fold down the rear seat for even
more room.

And finally, there’s the Honda
CVCC Advanced Stratified Charge
engine. It meets all the 1975 emissions
requirements without a catalytic
converter. It runs on regular, low-lead
or no-lead gasoline. It also got 38 miles
per gallon. (That'’s in EPA lab tests
for highway driving with our 4-speed.)

The 1975 Honda Civic CVCC.

We designed it from the inside out.

CVCC and Civic are Honda trademarks. © 1975 American
Honda Motor Co., Inc.

1ial N

el s
SR ;

y " Yo 1 < % R
RIS~ 5. 5 AL S L B TR PRIk LAY S T

HONDA CIVI
What the world is coming to.
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©1974 A. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.

it wasit foerston
| Wouldn’t smoke.

P ——

Taste isn’t everything. It’s the only thing.
51 smoke for pleasure. That’s spelled T-A-S-T-E.
That means Winston. Winston won’t give you a new image.
All Winston will ever give me is taste.
Altaste that's very real. Ifa cigarette isn'treal,
it isn’t anythings Winston is for real.
okl |

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



PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

n envelope containing a Boston man's
A tax return and pavment reached its
destination without a hitch. He had ad-
dressed it to “City Haul.” . _ . More edi-
torializing, from The New York Times:
According to a TV listing, the guest on
Face the Nalion was Donald C. Alexan-
der, “Infernal Revenue Commissioner.”

A man in Marion, Indiana, walked
into a massage parlor just alter it had
been raided. When questioned by a de-
tective, the man quickly explained that
he had actually been on his way to a
school of martial arts next door and had
somehow entered the wrong door. The
officer obligingly escorted the customer
to his intended destination—and watched
as the man grudgingly signed up for 14
weeks of karate lessons.

After years of student protest and

demonstrations, officials of Scottsdale
Community College in Arizona finally re-
lented and unanimously approved the
artichoke as the school mascot. Sanction
was not given, however, to the demand
that pink-and-white-lace be adopted as
the school colors.
Providence, Rhode Island,
were that a large plate-glass
window at a McDonald’s restaurant was
shattered by a brick. A note was found:
“You deserve a brick today.”

Police
notified

If ivs limp, were taking the next
flight home! A sales manager for a San
Francisco electronics firm received this
provocative telegram from a couple of
CusStomers: “ARRIVING TWA 49 AT 19:14 sTOP
WOULD APPRECIATE PRICK-UP AT AIRPORT
AND HOTEL RESERVATIONS.”

A family in Coburg, Germany, dined
on mushrooms they had picked while on
an outing in the woods. They fed the
leftover table scraps to the family cat.

A short time later, the cat began act-
ing strangely. It ran wildly around
in circles before collapsing in obvi-

ous distress. The alarmed father

rounded up the family and rushed to a
nearby hospital, where they all had their
stomachs pumped. Following the ordeal,
the family returned home, where they
were greeted by the cat—and three kit
tens she had had in their absence.

Classified ad in California’s Hills-
borough Boutique: “Lady alone wants a
loan of $3000 for one ycar. Interesting
interest.”

Mickey Mouse was clearly the favorite
candidate in a race against an unchal-
lenged judge in Comal County, Texas,
but election officials refused to count the
write-in mouse vote on a technicality.
According to a petition they fled:
“Mickey Mouse i1s not and has not been
a rvesident of Comal County for six
months as required by law™ and, fur-
thermore, “Mickey Mouse is an idiot,
lunatic and minor and very possibly an

The Florida Flamingos of the World
Team Tennis League announced that
they wounld hold a “Ball-Girl” Contest
to choose cight givls to work with the
area’s newest sports franchise. Among the
duties vequired of the contest-
anis would be “grabbing loose

balls” around 3 the courts.
Y

S

unpardoned felon and is therefore, under
the laws of the state of Texas, ineligible
to hold office.”

A young bride in Istanbul finally suc-
cumbed to her mother’s constant en-
treaties that she leave her husband, She
packed her bags and returned to her
family. The jilted husband sought re-
venge: He had 1000 handbills printed
advertising the opening of a brothel—at
his mother-inJdaw’s address—and distrib-
uted throughout the city.

You're too late, Ed: The Tuscaloosa
News, reviewing Edwin Newman's Plain
Speaking, a book that decries the mis-
use of the English language, concluded:
“Hesays we are headed toward ecither a
sloppiness and illiterarcy or obsfusciation
and pretention.”

Censors in _]HPZIII have long cut out sexy
scenes in adult iilms, but now theyre con-
cerned about the sound tracks in certain
movies. From now on, says the Code of
Ethics Commission, the sounds of “inde-
cent groans” will be snipped out, too.

One small step for a schmuck: A young
man from Fargo. North Dakota, who had
been slecping soundly in the back of a
pickup van, awoke to answer nature's
call. Accordingly, he stepped out the side
door of the van, which was traveling at
50 miles an hour at the time. At the
emergency ward where the Fargoan was
soaking his feet, he told police that the
first step “was a little rough, but after
that it wasn't bad.”

Definite contenders on the list of all-
tume botched crimes: When a man walked
into a lounge in New Hvde Park, New
York, and announced a holdup, he ran

into some great teamwork, The topless-

bhottomless dancer caught his atten-
tion, the manager grabbed his gun
and passed it to a barmaid, who
dropped it behind the bar. Out-
mancuvered, the thiel ran out the

21
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HOORAY FOR BALLET!

Thanks to a new organization called
Hooray for Ballet, our nation’s high
kickers and prancers may become as
well known as our athletic heroes.

In order to bring bhallet center stage
and into the public eve, H.F.B. an-
nounced bubble-gum cards for ballet
dancers and the construction of a rest
home lor Unwed Kickers and has
named five performers to Ballet’s All-
Time All-Stars. You'll sce the [ollow-
ing greats inducted into Ballet’s Hall of
Fame on network television when the
dance season begins next Thursday:

LEFT INsTEP—Knocky Bagatelle, 27.
This crowd-pleasing master of the
entrechat dix 15 back in action afier
narrowly escaping serious injury in the
East-West All-Star dance. Performing
his specialty, Knocky leaped high,
crossed his feet 250 times in ten sec-
onds, came down spinning and twisted
himself into the ground, bruising his
hip. twisting an ankle and breaking his
alasses. A creative performer, he is fa-
mous for his Dance of the Snowflahe,
known popularly as the Queens Boule-
wvard Shuffle, which he conceived acci-
dentally alter some joker poured a
hucket of mavonnaise in his tutu.

rRIGHT INsTEP—Peg-Leg Perdoo, 31.
Formerly a high hurdler who kept fin-
ishing out of the money, Peg-Leg
turned to ballet, where he achieved
mstant fame in the lead role of the
erotic production Hips That Thrash
in the Night. Balletomanes know all
about that performance. During the se-
duction scene, Peg-Leg whirled madly
in simulated heat, His steeltipped,
Long John Silver wooden leg came
undone, flew into the audience and
shish-kabobbed three ushers.

cextEr Jusmpe—Bronko Vijinsky, 39.
Past his prime, maybe, but who can

deny his greamess? He was the first
man to go up over ten feet without a
net. And there was that fantastic leap
in 1962 that ballet buffs still chatter
about. Bronko leaped so high, when he
came down his slippers were out of
style. Because he deplores violence,
Bronko recently turned down a black
belr in karate: however, he did accept
a cerise sash in slapping.

LEFT THIGH RISER—Norma “Boon-
Boom™ Glissade, 25, The lone [emale
on the squad. shapely Boom-Boom rose
to overnight fame when her leotards
split while performing Swan Lale on
The Ted Mack Amateur Hour. Meas-
uring 46-28-16, Boom-Boom was the
prototype of a new-model Howard
Johnson ice-cream cone before turn-
ing to ballet. Writhing, sensuous
Boom-Boom is the only girl in show
business who has an earthquake
named after her. She 1s listed in the
Yellow Pages under “Excitement.”

RIGHT THIGH RISER—Amos “Chicken
Legs” Arabesque, 35. This cool step-
maker is finally receiving the plaudits
Iong due him. A cautious perlormer,
Chicken Legs rotates the elastics in his
tights every 10.000 leaps so they'll wear
evenly. He was the first dancer to wear
snow slippers during bad weather.
Chicken Legs has the confident out-
look on life that most men have who
work with their feet. A wiple-threat
talent, he dances, wrote the incidental
music to an autopsy and has a fine
contralto voice, doing voice-overs lor
arenments at deaf-mute conventious.

Highlighting the telecast, which will
make America familinr with long-
limbed, leotard-clad ballet luminaries.
will be the appearance of President
Ford, who will get the ceremonies
under way by throwing out the first
shipper. —Bill Majesk:

door, slipped on the ice and was picked
up by a policeman who was checking
the robber’s car, which had been stolen
and parked on the wrong side of the
street with the motor running. . . . And
in Santa Ana, California, a woman asked
a cabdriver to wait while she went into a
grocery store. Inside, she pulled a toy
pistol out of her purse and demanded
money. The manager, who spoke ahmost
no English, said, “May I help you?” The
woman explained, “This is a robbery,”
which apparently he understood. He first
handed her $25, then reached behind the
counter and pulled out a toy replica of a
Revolutionary War muzzle-loading pistol
and chased her out the door. The man-
ager spotted the taxicab driver at the curb
and, pleading for help. shouted, “This is
a holdup!”—so the driver threw up his
hands. Meanwhile, the woman bandit
hitched a ride with two men who turned
out to be undercover cops. They took her
to the police station.
-

Sign scen in the window of a fish
market in New York City: HI, I'M FLOUN-
DER. FRY ME.

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

That recent minitrend in pop music—
the inclusion of a porn tune here and
there, tucked away safely behind the PG
stuff on an otherwise innocuous album—
may soon be overrun by a whole new
genre: porn rock. Thar is if the record
companies don't run and hide when they
get a taste of Country Porn, a West Coast
quintet that has emerged to stake a claim
as the world’s first and only, 100-percent
Norated, feelthy rock-"n"roll band.

The leader of the group is Nick “Prig”
Chavin. 30. a onctime Judrez, Mexico.
bawdvhouse bartender and ex—Haight-
Ashbury poet, who hnds the use of porn
Iyrics on albums by such established pop
stars as Bill Wyman and Commander
Cody vaguely amusing. il not downright
Taughable. “They're all drawing the line
someplace.” he says. “Why draw the line?
It’s no big deal that fuckin® rhymes with
truckin’. What they're doing is just like
dry humping.”

Country Porn, which is currently ap-
pearing at clubs in the San Francisco Bay
Area, was assembled by Chavin about a
vear ago. He is its least experienced mu-
sician, having taken up guitar less than
four years ago—alter abandoning his
poetry writing (two volumes published)
and coffechouse readings (ten dollars a
gig). “All my poems started sounding like
songs,” he says. “But I've always been a
pornophile.”

We trailed Country Porn to a Friday-
night gig in Petaluma. Calilornia, a town
surrounded by chicken ranches, dairy
farms and three-bedroom dc\'elopmeul-.',
about 35 miles north of San Francisco. The
place is a barnlike Gay Nineties-motif
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watering hole catering to the country-
suburban equivalent of big-city hard-hats
and their women, and it's a first-time ven-
ture for the band. It will be a test of
Country Porn’s appeal to virgin ears.
Chavin and his cohorts (“And these
are the Four Skins . . .”) lead off with
what he calls “a West o
Texas prairie ' .)

ballad tha l(-\'

I heard ole Porter Wagoner was gonna
do. It's called Cum Stains on the Pillow
(Where Your Sweet Head Used to Be).”

What the . . . ? At the bar, several jaws
tighten. The pleasantly plump blonde
barmaid stops pouring drinks and fixes
her gaze on the singing cowboy in white
ten-gallon hat and wrap-around black
sunglasses who is leering into the micro-
phone. The tinkle of drinks in half a
hundred hands subsides as Chavin la-
ments, in graphic detail, the loss of a
lover and the discovery of loneliness. At
song’s end, the sound of ice against
glasses explodes in relicf and the place
buzzes with chatter. Who are these guys?

“] wanna dedicate this next one to my
mother, who's in the hospital in Sher-
man Oaks,” Chavin drawls in measured,
country-and-western tones.

“What's wrong with hers” a band
member inquires.

“She’s got a dose.”

For the fust time, somcone gets the
message that this might be fun and laughs
heartily. That breaks the ice, and as the
evening wears on, Chavin wins them
over. The song that does 1t is Four A.M.
Jump, which begins: “We're gonna jump,
suck, lick, fuck and hump all night. . . ."”
For Mom.

Country Porn’s tunes range in style
from primitive Filtics rock (“‘songs of sex-
talgia™) to Stones and soul stulf. Some.
where in between lies the influence of the
Texas-Mexico horder heritage that Cha-
vin brings to the fore. He was nurtured
on rock, but he grew up on ckw, with its
polite ways, in Ll Paso. Unlike some
stony-faced rock stars who mumble half-
phirases when introducing a song, Chavin

sets up his tunes with fast quips in the
best ckw, just-folks tradition.

*“Here’s a song about the time ole Prig
lost his maidenhead at the tender age of
14,” he says, leading into Talking Mata-
moros First Piece of Ass Blues. “Here’s
a truckers’ favorite called it Stop
Rock . . . a women’s lib number, Muff
Divin’ Man . . . our salute to science’s
fight against V.D., Love That Burns.”

Other songs in the Chavin repertoire
include Head Boogie, Dry Humping in
the Back of a ’55 Ford, dAsshole from
Il Paso, Sado Masochistic Transvestile
Queen and Feelin® You Feelin® Me. But
the evening’s high moment comes with
the singing of the “inspirational num-
ber,” dedicated to “the big picker in the
sky,” Cum Unto Jesus, [or which Chavin
hushes the audience into respectiul
silence:

Remember, the Good Book says love
and lel love, cast no stones at sin.

Take that young lady back to your
bed and when you finally get it in;

You've got to

Cum for Peter, cum for Paul

Cum for Mary, too;

If you cum twice, then Jesus Christ
will Dless you. . .

It is late in the evening now and the
place is alive with that last flurry of acuiv-
ity before closing. The plump blonde
behind the bar is cleaning up, but she
laughs to herself as Chavin introduces the
last song, saying, “It’s a simple tune
called Sit Sit Sit (Sit on My Face).”

When you sat on my face and said
that you love me

1 knew that romance would soon be
above me;

But before I could try

A bile of your fur pie

You ran away, you said goodbye. . ..

Four couples sway cheek to cheek to
this Fifties, doo-wah ballad. One man
slides his hand down his partner’s spine.
She fingers his neck and he rubs her but-
tocks. Over by the cigarette machine, a
tall young girl wearing a halter top, boots
and taut blue jeans boogies solo, her long,
blonde waterfall of hair splashed by
shafts of spotlight.

As the band wraps up the song, Cha-
vin surveys the scene. It doesn’t compare
with the night in Napa when a dancing
couple shed their clothes and the club
owner stepped out from behind the bar
to moon the band; or the evening a
tequila-swigging lady in a LEGALIZE MARI-
Juana Tshirt reached past the micro-
phone stand to give Chavin's crotch a
friendly fondle. But it beats reading po-
etry for a sawbuck.

RECORDINGS
Remember Ray Manzarek? He used to

be the keyboard man with the Doors,
and now he’s a big hoy making records

on his own. This one’s called The Whole
Thing Started with Rock & Roll Now It's
Out of Control (Mercury). And it’s an apt
title. Ray seems to have this uncon-
trollable desire to become Jim Mor-
rison—you know, an erotic Rock Poet
with a monotonal voice. He's captured
the monotone but is light-years away
from the charisma that made Morrison's
star rise. It's a tedious chore to listen to
Manzarek droning his pitiful lyrics over
the California-cheap music. One cut, The
Gambler, sounds like Vaughn Monroe
singing March of the Elephants. His key-
board work is still at the junior high
level—ORK for 1967, when bands were like
gangs of juvenile delinquents; but solo
albums mean grownup time. The only
decent solo work on the album is by saxo-
phonist John Klemmer. None but a die-
hard Doors devotee could stand this
stuff—unless maybe for old-times’ sake.

Country-music [ans will flambé their
biscuits on the supertasteful instrumental
album Superpickers (RCA), featuring gui-
tarist Chet Atkins and Nashville’s finest
backup men. Atkins plays with such fi-
nesse that you are sure he could drive a
grader across an Andrew Wyeth wheat
field without disturbing Christina. Beef
and Biscuils is acid rvock alkalined in
brown gravy, while the Chuck Berryesque
Sweet Dreams sighs gently like a possum
dozing in a chandelier. Which all goes to
prove you can take a good ole boy out of
the country, but you can’t take the coun-
iry gentleman out of a superpicker.

-

It's not giving away any state secrets
to say that Joe Pass is one of the hnest
jazz guitarists around, and Pablo records
seems to have cornered the Pass market,
as witness a trio of recently issued LPs.
The first. Joe Pass: Virtuoso, is a breath-
taking solo tour de force. The lack of
rhythm accompaniment has fazed Pass not
one whit. Without resorting to pyrotech-
nics, he manages to hold the listener in
thrall by the seemingly nrefurable logic
ol each aystalline sound. There are a
slew of standards declichéed by Pass, in-
cluding Night and Day, My Old Flame
and All the Things You Ave. 1U’s an album
that ends much too soon. Then we have
Pass joining fellow guitarist Herb Ellis
on Two for the Road. Ellis is if anything
even more straightforward than Pass
in his musical approach, but the duo has
no trouble Anding an uncommon com-
mon ground. They weave in and out,
from melody to harmony to rhythm, with
uncanny extrasensory anticipation. We
haven't heard anything so good since
George Barnes got together with Bucky
Pizzarelli. As a case in point, listen close
to the back-to-back Seven Come Eleven
and Guilar Blues. That, friends, is what
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it’s all about. Last, but far from least, is
an album that finds Pass providing the
instrumental backgrounds and solo fills
for the magical Ella Fitzgerald. Take Love
Eosy is loaded with lovely sounds, despite
some recording problems with the pickup
of Pass’s guitar, but they prove only mild-
ly disconcerting—the over-all effect is
smashing. Miss Fitz and Pass do things
with Gee Baby, Ain’t I Good to You. that
are sensational enough to be dedared il-
legal. And if that doesn’t wrap it up for
you, linger over the beauties Lush Life,
You Go to My Head and You're Blase.
Heady stuff.
.

You really have to see Stanley Clarke
play the eclectric bass to appreciate his
mastery. He handles the thing as easily
as Walt Frazier handles a basketball, and
makes music on it that a pair of pi-
anists couldn't make together. He also
looks delighted to be Stanley Clarke
and doing what he’s doing—a most ap-
pealing quality in a musician. Clarke
is most olten seen as one fourth of Chick
Corea’s Return 1o Forever, but from the
sound of Stanley Clarke (Nemperor), we'd
guess that the 23-year-old virtuoso is des-
tined to be a star in his own right. Side
one finds him playing electric bass and
churning out double funky jazz rock with
the assistance of keyboard star Jan Ham-
mer, nonpareil drummer Tony Williams
and a most surefingered guitarist, Bill
Connors. On the flip side, Clarke—who
composed most of the music on the LP—
picks up the acoustic instrument aud
builds some fantastic sound castles against
a tastefully shifting orchestral backdrop.
You won't find 100 many records in the
same class as this one.

.

We wish we had nicer things to say
about Lou Rawls and She's Gone (Bell).
Rawls, who has one of the better voices
around, was one of the first to get the
Gospel sound before a wider audience; but
much ol the material on this album is
a waste of time for both Lou and the lis-
tener—semipop pap that disappens [rom
memory within minutes while leaving
you hungry for something solid. Obvi-
ously, Rawls can still get it all together,
but in trying for mass appeal he has too
olten crossed over the dividers hetween
mass and miss and mess. Aretha Franklin
skirts pretty dose to the same edge on
With Everything I Feel in Me (Atlantic). Some-
times the arrangements seem to call for
everything but the Mormon Tabernacle
Choir, but whether it's Franklin’s ability
to totally project herself into the mate-
rial or the material itself, which fits her
like the proverbial glove, the LP is all of
a piece and a welcome addition to any-
one’s pop-rock-Gospel library. However,
special Kudos should go to the opening

track, the Ivy Joe Hunter—Carolyn Frank-
lin item, Without Love, and the latier’s
Sing It Again—Say It Again. Terrific.

-

“Hey, whatsa dat bigga noise comma
from da Coliseum?” “Atsa no noise,
stupido, atsa P.F.M.1"” Yes, roll over, Puc-
cini, it’s P.F.M.—Italy's first rock-"n"roll
export on the big market. The album,
P.F.M. “Cook” (Manticore), consists of high-
lights of two live concerts, which will
strike you as very E.L.P.ish. The lyrics
are mostly in Italian and those words
that are sung in English get muddled by
the heavy accent. Beyond that, you'd
swear this was one of those upper-middle-
class British bands that waver from mo-
ment to moment between brilliance and
banality. The banality’s maddening, but
there are some truly fine moments on this
record, too, especially the guitar solos,
which are dazzling. Odds are that P.F.M.
will soon be raking in the lire.

Maybe it’s a faulty memory; more like-
ly our tastes have changed over the years,
but, Christ, it's a bummer to have some
of one’s fondest recollections smashed to
smithereens. Columbia has just put out a
trio of LPs re-
producing some
of the immor-
tal W. C. Fields’s

radio  shows,
but—Godfrey .
Daniel Mother of A
Pearl—they're not yw

such a much. One,

the Lux Radio The-

ater’s presentation of the old theatrical
warhorse Poppy, is a semidisaster. Maud-
lin, simple-minded and turgid, it affords
Fields little opportunity for the ripostes
and nuggety non sequiturs thar made
him famous. The two others are pickups
of The Chase and Sanborn Hour—
some of them pitting Fields against his
nemesis Charlie McCarthy, with Edgar
Bergen and Don Ameche as referees.
(Ameche has to be the only man with a

smile permanently imprinted in his
voice.) Fields also does a couple of rou-
tines as Larson E. Whipsnade (“That’s
Larson E. Whipsnade™), a bumbler of
epic proportions. There are laughs—it
was impossible for Ficlds to open his
mouth without striking your funny bone,
however lightly—but theyre far too in-
frequent. Collector’s items, maybe; clas-
sic routines, no way.

-

Four years ago, Patti LaBelle and the
Bluebelles metamorphosed into Labelle,
a high-gloss, high-powered trio, and there-
by saved themselves forever from the fate
of eternally playing rock-"n’roll revivals.
The old everything—sound, look, mate-
rial—has been replaced by space-age soul
music that can make the scalp tingle and
lift you right out of the chair. With this
latest album, Nightbirds (Epic), and a move
to a new label, Labelle has also acquired
a new producer, Allen Toussaint, who
proves to be an ideal match, providing
the ladies with maneuvering room for
their voices and a couple of dandy songs,
especially All Girl Band, with the hide-
ously appropriate line, “It’s just an all-
girl band/Dealing with the facts, and the
pain.” The album also demonstrates that
group member Nona Hendryx has become
a fine songwriter who is, o a great extent,
shaping the direction of Labelle. With the
title song and Space Children, she empha-
sizes the group’s basic quality—warmth
surrounded by steel knife edges. Let's hope
this one does it for Labelle & Co. They're

ready.

If you don’t believe that Thad
Jones and Mel Lewis have the big-
band business locked up, dig Pot-
pourri (Philadelphia International)
and we’ll accept your apology.
Half of the compositions and
all of the arrangements ex-
cept for Ambiance (charted
by Jerry Dodgion) are by the
awesomely talented co-leader—
horn muin Jones, and the band
is loaded for bear—it can play
lush, funky, deliver complex orchestra-
tions with crisp precision and has gifted
soloists sitting in almost every chair. And,
wonder of wonders, even Buddy Lucas’
harmonica seems exactly right in the mid-
dle of all those big, bad sounds—For the
Love of Money and Lwing for the City
demonstrate that admirably.
-

Miles Davis’ musical personality grows
more elusive by the year; on Get Up with It
(Columbia), there are moments when he
scems to disappear entirely. The famous
laconic trumpet style is stripped to the
bone, and even on his new instrument,
the electric organ, Miles demonstrates his
belief in the axiom that less is more. The
music—a varied and often intense mixed
bag of space funk, calypso and even a
straight blues, complete with raunchy
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harmonica—at times confirms this 1m-
pression, and the band, augmented by
spot performances from John McLaugh-
lin, Herbie Hancock, Dave Liebman and
some exciting African and Indian percus-
sion, is a powerful unit in its own right.
Yet Miles is in total command: His pres-
ence is diffused throughout, much in the
same way that Duke Ellington, to whom
this double LP is dedicated, controlled
his band with a brief phrase on the
piano or a wave of the hand. This is ap-
parent on the mournful He Loved Him
Madly, a stately wibute that evokes the
Duke’s elegance through musical under-
statement and almost elegiac use of si-
lent intervals. Miles himsell doesn’t come
in until hallway through the sidelong
tune, and then only with a few well-
chosen, echoing phrases that speak, as
they say, volumes.

On the subject of speaking
T'!’)[?l”f[’.’i. g(‘ﬂ'i“.ﬁ’('s are gt‘??i’('r‘
ally difficult 1o approach for
intevviews, and Dauvis is no
exception—even though he
was the subject of the very
first “Playboy Interview” in
September 1962. But Jimmy
Saunders, a writer [ musician
who first met Miles back in
1964, thought he had a pretty
good chance of getling hum to
tall when the Davis group
r.('rrnh'}' !J.’n)'f'rf a concerl al
Naovthern Hlinots University
in De Kalbh. So when the god-
father of jazz rock arrived, in
maxi-length  fur and
three-piece satin suil, Saun-
ders accosted him and asked
for a short interview. Miles
agreed and vight after the
concert, they got to lalking
about colleagues in the jazz
ficld, white folks wvs. black
folks and veligion:
SAUNDERS: How do vou get up
for this kind of thing—I[or gigs, inter-
views, and so on?
pavis: 1 don’'t make interviews.
SAUNDERS: Well, the gigs, then.

DAVIS: Black f[olks.

SAUNDERS: L'hat's what gets you up?
DAVIS: Drummers. My musicians. What
they might plav, and what they might
play alter that (laughs).

SAUNDERS: Well, you've always surround-
ed voursell with great musicians, like
"I rane.

pAVIS: When 1 first went mto the studio
with Coltrane, they asked me, “What are
doing with a sad-ass saxophone
player like him?" So [ said, “Just shut
up and get behind the controls—belore
we leave (laughs).” When 1
Sonny Rollins, they said the same thing.
Fuck them folks. They don’t know shit.
You know them blankets they used to
put in front of the drums in recording
studios? 1 made them take that shit from

coal

Vv

first got

in front of Art Blakey's drums, man.
They don’t use that shit no more. Drums
are supposed to be heard—everywhere!
SAUNDERS: Speaking of drums. what do
you think of the music Billy Cobham is
playing now?

DAVIS: Aw, man, I don’t want to get into
talking about other people’s music and
shit. That's what them goddamn critics do.
SAUNDERS: He and McLaughlin were
both with you
pAVIS: Well, John played different when
he was with me.

SAUNDERS: He seemed to lay back more.

DAVIS: Naw, naw. He didn't lay back
with me. See, you can’t lay back when
you play, because you don't help the
rhythm section. You got to keep goosing
them. I don’t worry about playing the
trumpet, man, because I know how to

ain’'t shit

play the trumpet. But a horn
without the rhythm section.

SAUNDERS: Having to lead such gifted
musicians must put you through a lot ol
changes. Like Herbie Hancock
DAVIS: Herbie wanted to quit, man.
SAUNDERS: \Why?

DAVIS: Because once in Clicago he said,
“Miles, someumes 1 feel like it just ain’t
nothing to play.” And [ said, “Then
just don't pl;l)‘ nothing.™ He's a great
musician, man, and he knows what’s
happening. But you can’t be a nice guy.
He's a nice guy. But me. I ain’t nice.
I don't care if you don't like me—as
long as you can play.

SAUNDERS: What about Wayne Shorter?
pAVIS: He fell n love, man. He started
playing pretty, syrupy music. Ain‘t no
fire there no more.

SAUNDERS: Weather Report doesn’t move
you, then?

DAVIS: Fogey. It's loggzy.

SAUNDERS: The things that Weather
Report has done are more structured
than what you're doing now. Your band
is a really [ree, extended-improvisation
group.

DAVIS: But there’s control. We might
write a melody around the drums. We
might write a melody around one chord.
Whatever we do, it’s controlled.
SAUNDERS: But you're constantly cre-
aung
DAVIS: That's the name of the game. I'm
48, but so what? Am I supposed to stop
growing? If I live 1o be 70 years old——
SAUNDERS: You still going to be playing?
DAVIS: 1 don't know. We might get up
there and just hold hands. We have
rehearsals like a five-hour rehearsal of
nonreaction. . . . Like, if I say, “Ba-bop
ba-ba-ba,” you don’t say, “Bop.” You
don’t do that. You don't
say nothing.

SAUNDERS: You wrote on Joe

Zawinul's first solo album
that he was extending
thoughts you'd both had for

years
DAVIS: Listen. Zawinul is like
Sly and Mingus. They write
things and they fall in love
with them. You know what I
mean? 1 don't write things
for myself. T write for my
band. When you write things
for yoursell, your ego takes
over. I ain't never going to
ever damn-fool myself into
believing that everything, or
any onc piece I write, is that
good—and I ain't going to
let my musicians tell me that
shit, either. I don’t have no
yes men around me.
SAUNDERS: Do you ever read
reviews of your music or
concerts?

DAVIS: Never.

SAUNDERS: Why?

paviS: Because white folks can’t review
black music. I don’t review their music.
Could I review Fiddler on the Roof? Or
would 1z

SAUNDERS: I'd like to go back o your
comments about Shorter. Do you really
think the hre gone
plaving?

DAVIS: You can't come, then fight or
play. You can’t do it. I don't. When |

has out of his

get ready to come, I come (laughs). But
I do not come and play.

SAUNDERS: Explain that in layman’s
terms.

pAvIS: Ask Muhammad Ali. If he comes,
he can't fight two minutes. Shit, he

couldn’t even whup me.

SAUNDERS: Would you fight Muhammad
Alr,
your point?

pAVIS: You goddamn righe I'd fight him.
But he's got to promise to fuck first. If

under those conditions, 1o prove
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he ain’t going to luck, 1 ain’t going to
fight (laughs). You give up all your energy
when you come. I mean, you give up all
of it. So il you're going to fuck before
a gig, how are you going to give some-
thing when it's time to hit?

SAUNDERS: This might be somewhat far-
fetched, but are you a religious cat,
Miles? Are you into God and Jesus?
DAVIS: Ain't no fucking Jesus, man. Get
out of here. Shit. Do you believe in
God and Jesusr I believe in muyself.
I believe every man is Jesus and God.
Il there was a Jesus, and he came
down here, he'd get put in jail—drink-
ing wine, beer, smoking shit. White folks
fill you up with all that shit about Jesus,
and then you get out there believing that
holding hands we shall overcome. II there
was a God, he would be in the cancer
wards, in the hospitals—or over in Korea
and Viernam.

SAUNDERS: One more question. You've
got a concert tomorrow night in Boston;
are you going to make it?

DAVIS: Man, shit. I'll be up all night
thinking about what we did tonight and
trying to think of something else for the
band to do.

BOOKS

Frederick Exley, like most of us these
days, is a specialist. He specializes in sell-
destruction. That doesn’t exacily place
him in select circles—even though he has
the stamina and the will to write about
his own torments. There are legions of
writers all too willing 1o share cvery
dreary deleat and humiliation. Conles-
sional literature is a growth industry and
there are young writers who think that
their success depends more on having a
breakdown than in learning the funda-
mentals of English prose.

In A Fan’s Notes, his first book, Exley
told his readers that he was writing about
“that long malaise, my life.” He called the
book a “hctional memoir” and it won the
William Faulkner Prize as the best first
novel of the year. But just so nobody
would miss the point and think that it
was not autcbiographical, he cilled his
narator ]ﬁ.\'lc)'. Now, after six years,
there is a second Exley hook, Pages from a
Cold Island (Random House). It is a re-
markable hook, every bit the equal of
A Fan's Notes and perhaps superior 1o it.
(Incidentally, the publisher is rereleas-
ing A Fan’s Notes. It will appear simul-
tancously with Pages. Go to a bookstore
and buy both of them.)

The Exley of A4 Fan’s Noles is a studen
at USC during Frank Gifford's glory days
there. He is just another student who
watches Gifford’s heroics from the stands.
He is, in short, a fan. He graduartes,
moves 1o New York City. where Gifford
goes on 1o legend as a halfback with the
Giants while Exley, still the Em, crashes
and burns. He drinks, loses jobs, is com-
mitted three times and lorced into shock
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treatments—emerging, finally, a beaten
man reduced to a ludicrous and almost
craven obsession with the fortunes of Gif-
ford and the Giants. The Sunday game
is the only reason he survives the week.

From this bleak material, Exley fash-
ioned a book that is—and bless him for
this—a comic masterpiece. He is pitiless
without being self-pitying. If he never
comes to terms, he survives.

The book didn’t change Exley or his
way of life. He continued to pursue his
own elaborate vision of doom—working
on Pages from a Cold Island as he went.
The narrator of this book is again a man
called Frederick Exley, careening Irom
one misfortune to another on his way to
hell. It's the same old Exley, drinking so
much that Dylan Thomas would have
been pressed to keep the pace, chasing
women half his age and loving it, feeling
all the hurts of the world and once nearly
blowing his brains out, but never—even
in that bleak sequence—losing his ex-
traordinary sense of humor.

Pages is like Notes in another way.
It, too, has a character against whose
achicvements Exley measures his own
failures. In this book Edmund Wilson,
20th Century America’s grandest literary
man, takes Gifford's place in the line-
up. And in his appreciation of Wil-
son’s achievements, Exley is every bit as
much a man of letters as he is a student
ol professional football.

To Exley, the essence of Wilson's great-
ness is the et that for over 50 years he
worked and survived, producing dozens
ol books, some of them classics, while the
other literary men ol his generation fell to
alcohol, madness and suicide. More: Wil-
son disdained the kind of politicking
and showboating that characterizes this
era of talk shows and literary superstars.
So Exley is hard on Norman Mailer and
Gloria Steinem (pravsoy published this
portion of Pages as Saint Glovia and the
Troll in its July 1974 issue). But he is
hard enough on himself to be entitled to
some shots.

Pages jumps aazily through time and
across settings. In fact, if there is a flaw,
it 1s that Exley somctimes loses control
of his own difhcult structure. However,
there are constant reference points for the
reader, the most notable being Wilson's
death in Talcotwville, a few miles from
Exley’s own home in Upstate New York.

The shock of Wilson’s death—though
he was in his 70s and in bad health—and
the world's perlunctory summing up of
the great man push Exley to feats of ex-
cess that are extraordinary even for him.
He flces. He drinks. And he broods. But
in the end he writes about all of it, and
of Wilson's last [ew days particularly.
Though Exley never even met the man
and knew the details of his death only
through newspaper stories and sketchy
interviews with [riends and [amily, he

writes of Wilson’s end with such un-
ashamed and uncomplicated love that to
read it is to be moved nearly to tears even
if you have never heard of Edmund Wil-
son or read his books.

Frederick Exlev has survived himself
and all of his misfortunes if not in good
health, then at least with good cheer. He
is writing another book now, the third of
a trilogy, to be called Last Noles from
Home. His [ans wish him well and
eagerly await the book. There is a contra-
diction there, since Exley seems 1o need
his suftering in order to write. And there
is a kind of tragic grandeur in this odyssey
that his hero Wilson, even at his most
demanding, would have admired deeply.

-

After reading Rosalyn Drexler's new
book, Cesmopalitan Girl (Evans), we were
conlused, to say the least. How could a
book that had received kudos from Nor-
man Mailer. Gloria Steinem and Donald
Barthelme have left us so blah? Maybe to
enjoy this book one needs to be a literary
resident of the Big Grapefruit in the
East—New York. For the rest of us, who
dwell in suburbs of New York such as
Chicago or Pittsburgh, the book’s mes-
sage may be lost. Cosmo Girl is about
an unmarried New York princess, Helen
Jones—one of the walking wounded, a
casualty of the ausades waged berween
partisins of the Cosmo credo and the
feminist goon squads. Helen bought the
Cosmo program whole but ran into one
small hitch: The only male heart she cap-
tured with all the magazine's prescribed
womanly wiles was that of Pablo, her

talking dog. Pablo ranks right up there
with other such anthropomorphic celebs
as Jonathan Livingston Seagull, Mr. Ed
and Francis the Talking Mule. Actually,
the pooch is the straightest inhabitant
of Helen's world. which encompasses a
couple of spaced-out parents, a resident
pyromaniac and Joe Falka, a late-night
radio-talk-show host who eventually fills
the irois spot in Helen and Pablo’s me-
nagerie. The three of them adopt a for-
mal contract with each partner getting

his or her quota of chores and sex, so
that their liberated lifestyle eventually
comes off every bit as mundane as its
traditional counterpart. Finally, we're
left with one burning question: If one
follows the precepts of Cosmo's high
priestess, Helen Gurley Brown, are we
to assume that the only salvation remain-
ing for the modern woman is the love of
a good dog?
-

Books about the film industry—biog-
raphies, so-called inside fictional weat-
ments of superstars and moguls and
a number of how-to-make-a-movie vol-
umes—seem to have heen popping out of
the woodwork the past couple of years.

Now come two more, one good. one bad.
The Men Who Made the Movies (Athencum),
edited by Richard Schickel, is one of
the best of its kind, a book certain to
delight and intrigue both movie buffs and
general readers. Schickel's collection of in-
terviews with eight of the greatest direc-
torial talents is literate, witty. candid and,
above all, informative. The interviews,
heavily edited for time considerations,
were the basis for the highly acclaimed
television series of the same name. but
here they are presented uncut. And they
are, as the reviewer's clich¢ goes, well
worth any reader’s time and money. Here,
in a single volume, are Raoul Walsh,
Frank Capra, Howard Hawks, King
Vidor, George Cukor, William A. Well-
man, Vincente Minnelli and Alfred
Hitchcock. It’s an engrossing book about
the remarkable self-made men whose in-
novative genius and dedication to their
craft have raised them far above the pack.
Unlortunately. the same cannot be said
for another interviews-with-the-direciors
effort. Kings of the Bs (Duuton), edited by
Todd McCarthy and Charles  Flynn,
seems longer than a UN speech by the
ambassador from Chad and is set in a
near-microscopic  type face that would
test the eyesight of a hungry hawk. And
if the book has a point, that pomt is as
difficult to find as a taxi in a blizzard.
Worse still, all the interviews, in question-
and-answer form. are prefaced with the
initials of the speakers. Thus, when P.K.
asks L.Z. a question and finds R.M. inter-
rupting to clarify something J.D. said
three pages earlier, the reader’s reaction
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is to put down the book and go watch an
I Love Lucy rerun. Give this one to some-
one you don't like.

We should probably be grateful for
S. J. Perclman’s first collection of comic
pieces in five years, Vinegar Puss (Simon &
Schuster). To those of us with a special
craving [or written humor, the [act that
he's 71 and still in there. pitching curves
at the English language. is a comfort. Of
course, the ball park is [airly small these
days: P. G. Wodchouse graces us annually
with one ol his dotry. demented novels:
Art Buchwald's collections are fun while
they're fresh: and occasionally Woody
Allen will crank up the old formula and
alight here and there with a magazine
piece. But humorists in the wadition of
Twain, Benchley and Thurber aren’t
causing any tralhic jams anywhere.

Perelman. of course, is the gentleman
who fed the Marx Brothers some ol their
funniest lines; who stated in an early
short story, “Women loved this impetual
Ivish adventurer who would rather heht
than eat and vice versa™: who whipped
up this classic bit ol lunacy: ™ ‘T'm sorry.”
he added Quigley. "Why did you add
Quigley?” T begged him. He apologized
and  subtracted Quigley, then  divided
Hogan.” In this collection. Perelman’s
punning way with a story title sull spar
kles: Hail. Hail, the Ganglia's All Heve,
Dip in Hot Water and Fry Till Acer-
bic, Nostasia m Asia. But there's al-
wiatys an acid test for humor, and that's
whether the wind bellows up from your
lungs to produce laughter (or, in the case
ol The New Yoirker, for which most of
these picces were writlen, whether vour
nostrils flare thinly in amusement). Perel-
man’s latest stull just isn't very funny. He
wrote it largely during his British penod
(he left the States [orever in a huff, only to
return from London a vear or two later)
and perhaps he inhaled oo much men's-
club stufliness. The “comic sitnations™ his
characiers find themselves in are stock.
his curmudgeon-goes-abroad travel pieces
somewhat tedious. the wordplay often
clever but no longer dazzling. The hook
makes for a pleasant riflle, but in this
Perelman collection there are more oys
1ers than pearls.

Thomas Berger is one ol those novelists
who are able to turn a bad idea into a
book that is almost good. That. in fact, 1s
a preuy fair desc ription of lis career since
the estimable Little Big Man. Last time
out. Berger took a look into the luture
with Regiments of Women. It was all
about some society where male and female
roles had been reversed and it was a
lot of laughs for 40 pages or so. Well,
Berger must have decided that he'd
taken a look at the future and that didn’t
work. so why not try the past? In Sneaky
People {Simon & Schuster). he goes back 10
the small-town America of the late Thir-
ties. But Berger isn't having any nostalgic



1onsense about the times or the people:
There isn't a single Norman Rockwell
verity in the book. Compared with
Berger, Sinclair Lewis absolutely loved
the common, bucolic folk. But unlike
Lewis, Berger doesn't feel obliged to beat
anybody senseless with plowshares. He's
oo good a writer, having too good a
vime. for that. The hustling, horny used-
car salesman out to Kill his dumpy,
unassuming wife—who writes a little
pornography on the side and on the sly—
1s 100 good a character {or didacticism. So
Berger just wails along with the used-car
man, his wile, his vacant mistress, his
masturbating teenaged son, a black punch-
drunk ex-fighter and, as they say. a
whole host of others. It is a very deft
piece of work. But vou read it wondering
why Berger bothered. No single character
in this book is redeemed. None moves
vou to anything bug the kind of laughter
Milton Berle is good for. Nothing much is
said about that time in America except
that 1t wasn't as good as the people who
write nostalgia would like us to believe
it was. That's probably a necessary mes-
sage, but it’s one that Berger could have
wansmitted in . . . 10 pages or so. Let us
hope that this novelist. with his acute
gilts, will decide next time to write about
his own times and about people for whom
he feels something more than snickering
contempt.

Unlike most screen stars whose endless,
pseudosophisticated talk-show babble is
just so much sewage under the bridge,
Shirley MacLaine, who rarely even ap-
pears on talk shows, is an actress with
something 1o say. And she says it articu-
lately in her second book. You Con Get
There from Here (Norton). The book is a
witty chronicle of her odyssey through the
artifictal foliage of the television world,
on the disastrous campaign  trail  with
George McGovern and finally, climacti-
cally, 1o the People’s Republic of China,
where she finds herself looking skeptically
at those vilues Americans cherish with
such nationalistic and unquestioning [er-
vor. Disillusioned at first by the glaring
contrast between the neurotic, sellout
world ol American television and politics
and what she sees as the cheerful, selfless
ambicnce of China, MacLaine ends up
with a profound feeling of rebirth and
hope. Like a female version of Mr. Deeds,
she confronis her experiences with a
wide-eyed. idealistic innocence that is,
mitially, difhicule to swallow, coming as
it does from an actress who's been in-
volved in the motion-picture industry for
almost 20 years. But, like Mr. Deeds's,
the honesty behind her idealism is there.
and in the end, Shirley MacLaine's obvi-
ous sincerity is impossible for even the
most hard-boiled reader to reject.

.
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Jovanovich): Please don’t write any more
books, Andy, it's a terrible waste of trecs.
Stick 1o painung and grunting. Watch the
tube. Play with your tape recorder or
yourself; 1t comes to the same thing. Give
your money away. Make a movie about
cobbles. Maybe you could plant some new
trees. open a restaurant, build a subway.
And don’t forget your knitting, you
naughty boy, you.

MOVIES

Ellen Burstyn's explosive performance
in Alice Doesn’t Live Here Any More is nearly
cnough to blow up the theory that con-
temporary movies offer no strong roles for
women. On the other hand, Burstyn puts
such a potent charge into every part she
gets that even a mediocre one is apt to
look reasonably good. Alice is several cuts
above medioae. though the script (by
Robert Geichell) has a lot in common
with those overripe magazine romances
that tired housewives used to lap up be-
tween breakfast dishes and the mid-
morning soap opera. It tells of a newly
widowed young mother. who decides right
after her husband’s death to revive a girl-
hood ambition to sing better than Alice
Fave. So she sets off by station wagon from
New Mexico en route to Monterey, Cali-
fornia, with her smartass kid. pausing for
odd jobs as cocktail pianist or hash slinger
until, of course, she and her son form a
touch-and-go relationship with a lonely
young rancher (Kris Kristolferson) who
makes his own ice cream and likes corn-
ball music. You'll
be glad to
know that Alice
plays a helluva
lot better
than it sum-
marizes. Director
Martin (Mean
Streets) Scorsese
explores the
tacky gin mills, /.

%
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Land of Oz Kristofferson’s easy down-
home charm also adds zest 10 what mighi
have been a mere tearjerker, and there’s
equally spirited support from Diane
Ladd—in a definitive bit as a foul-
mouthed, warmhearted waitress named
Flo—and from Alred Luter as the im
pudent, fatherless Tommy, a brat who
keeps reminding his harried mom that
“Life is short.” (To which Alice snaps,
“So are you . . . what do you want [rom
me, card tricks?””) While Alice is no Stella
Dallas, women’s libbers are apt 1o de-
plore her as an old-shoes kind of gal who
finally has to admit, “I don’t know how
to live without a man.” Thart preface to a
rather conventional happy ending weighs
lightly against the movie’s sensitive depic-
tion of women’s frustrations, women's
Iriendships and the myriad subtle ways in
which a2 woman alone must strugele o
preserve her pride. often at the cost of her
independence.
-

Suddenly, the alleged [amine in roles
for women is trning into a least. Rafferty
and the Gold Dust Twins recounts the comic
misadventures of two weirdo female
drifters who kidnap a Marine veteran in
Hollywood's Griffith Park and force him.
at gunpoint, to set off lor New Orleans
in an old jalopy that looks as though
it might not survive a tip to Malibu
Well, the car finally makes it. and so
does this offbeat “road movie,” by former
photographer Dick Richards, whose fist
feature film was the equally original,
sorelv neglected The Culpepper Cattle
Co. Hanging loose with a script by John
Kaye, Richards shows an obvious knack
lor giving good actors a hule breathing
space in which their hidden sirengths and
idiosyncrasies can Hower. Herve, his wio
of misfits is headed by Alan Arkin as
Ralferty, rhe bored ex-Marine who sums
up 20 years of service with, "I spent most
of my time just gewin’ drunk.” As his
captors, who become close chums long
belore they hit the slot machines ol Vegas,
Sally Kellerman and Mackenzie Phillips
(grown a bit since her memorable debur
as a teeny-bopper in American Graffiity
are a team of droll, totlly incompetent
con artists. In a movie filled with small,
unexpected pleasures, the biggest surprise
is young Phillips, who obviously in-
iends to make scene stealing a full-time
cireer. Rafferty meanders. and its un
structured [orm may madden movicgoers
who like a story that tells you where
youre going and announces you've ai-
rived once vou get there. Richards ap
parently prefers side wips, or a kind ol
cinematic serendipity, but has started to
fulfill his promise as a diréctor who's not
about to get lost.

.

The heroine of Sheila Levine Is Dead and
Living in New York 15 scarcely recognizable
in the NOlm version of Gul Parent’s
best-selling novel.  Frecly adapted by
Pavent hersell (with co-scenarist kenny
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**] am precisely three inches high;’
said the Caterpillar, “though | frequently
become much higher!”

“With that magic mushroom?"
Alice asked eagerly.

“With music!” retorted the Cater-
pitlar, conjuring visions of Fender®
guitars and matching amplifiers. “I
play inhumanly hot licks on my
Stratocaster® and back myself with
everything else!”
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“But [ have only two arms,’ sighed
Alice. “If { am to reach new heights
on a Strat, | shall need your backing on
electric bass!'

“On a Fender!" smiled the Cater-
pillar. “Or two or three. | should much
rather get my hands on what TV
concert bassmen play.”

“And of course,’ Alice sang out ...

9 out of 10 pick a Fender bass!"*

For a full-color poster of this ad, send $1 to:
Fender, Box 3410, Dept. 175, Fullerton, CA 92634,

*Source: National Marketing Research of
California, 1974

CBS Musical Instruments
A Division of CBS Inc.




Solms) and played by Jeannie Berlin
(The Heartbreak Kid's desolate bride),
Sheila onscreen is no longer the Man-
hattan-bred reject who's planning a gor-
geous suicide. She’s now a nice klutzy
Jewish girl from Harrisburg, Pennsyl-
vania, who moves to New York to find
1 hushand but first has to find hersclf.
In other words, she's the ugly duckling
evolving into a  passable swan—with
Michel Legrand’s mellifluous background
music to preen by, as well as to tell the
world that the broad ethnic humor of the
hook has been sloughed off in favor of
True Romance.
The changes are
not often help-
ful, and Sid-
ney J. Furie's
oddly out-of-
sync direction
puts a heavy
burden on his
cast. Though
perfectly

If shavingis
a painful grind,
transform your
double-edge to our
twin-blade kind.
New Personna® DOUBLE EDGE IL

Gel close shaves and more safety and comfort than ordinary double-edge
blades deliver. Personna Double Edge II fits any double-edge razor
and transforms it into a TWIN-BLADE shaving instrument. The twin biades

right for the title role, Jeannie overplays
it here and there and sufters needless m-
dignity when Furie lets the camera probe
her plain, sympathetic face as if he were
examining pores for a skincream com-
mercial. As the scatterbrained roommate
who captivates the guy Sheila intends to
marry, movie newcomer Rebecca Dianna
Smith is a treat. But the real revelation of
Sheila Levine is Roy Scheider, whose per-
formance as Dr. Sam Stoneman—the ball-
sy, prototypical New York bachelor on the

wowl—almost saves the show and ought are precisely aligl"_led and bonded logether, then curved at the exact
L) fix him in the public eye so he'll E:u:; shaving al:‘gle'l'ho_r lncrfdiliale glgs;pg;si_scaggbgng c:umfo:‘l. Daly -1
longer have to be identified as that actor R e e STt SPOENE orm",o L
o your old double-edge today. i 1
who pl;t)‘(fd;(;(:nu Hackman's side-kick in ",0' '
The French Connection. Cast against e e o T e e e '
type, bur still sceing plenty of acrion, STORE COUPON :
Scheider changes his image and simul- '
taneously brings some cool, convincing q ¢ -
sexual tension to a rather mundane Jew- :
ish Cinderella story. :
G 1
“If I'd been born a hundred years ago, DFF :
I'da been a gun fighter,” says Keir Dullea, :
as i pcwm!iully Juvenile small-town stud Le——yq

and spare-time hockey player whose dan-

gerous sell-delusions are the subject of
Paperback Hero. Iilmed in the bleak back-
woods ol Saskaichewan in a style thag
begs o be called Canadian Gothic, this
ambitious first feature by divector Peter
Pearson looks a little oo studied—a clut-
ter of meaningful pauses and sky-wide
silhouette shots clearly intended to estab-
lish it as an Art Film. Arty is not art, un-
fortunately, so Paperback Hero wastes a

r-—----——---—-----—-—-1

TO THE DEALER: This coupon worth 25¢ on the
purchase of merchandise named. American Safety
Razor Company will redeem this coupon for 25¢
plus 3¢ handling «f conditions of offer have been
compliad with by you and your customer. Invoices
proving purchases of sufficient stock to cover cou-
pons pre ted for redemp must be shown
upon request. Customer must pay sales tax. Void
where prohibiled, licensed, or taxed. Cash value:
1/20 of 1¢. Oller expires June 30, 1976, For
redemption of propery recewved and handled cou-
pons, mail ¢fo:
Personna Double Edge |l
P.D. Box 1020
Ciinton, lowa 52734
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OURI20's WORK

Try them and see.
Buy two. Get the third
one, freel

The trouble with most 120 minute
cossetes is that they break. Or they jom. Or
they stretch into distorted uselessness.

On the other hand, you canusea
Maoxell Ultra Dynamic or Low Noise cossetie
and forget about these problems.

We combine pre-stretched “tensihzed”
tope with the most precisely engineered
cossette shells mode. You get relioble perfor-
mance, and the highest quality sound.

The Ultra Dynomic UDC-120 ploys
back every tone the very best equipment
can record. The Maxell Low Noise cossette
shell is just os strong. It sounds olmost
os good and it costs less.

If any Maxell 120 cossette foils, we'll
replace it. But we don't think we'l have to.

Our Buy Two, Get Three offer is
ovailoble from March 15 to Apnil 30, 1975.

Maxell Corporation of America,
Moonachie, New Jersey 07074. Also

ovailoble in Conodo. mEXE“@‘

For professional recordings
s at home,

COMPUTER
VEGAS...
IT'S A
SURE BET!

Play the fast electronic crap-
shooting game designed to dupli-
cate the actual odds of rolling a
number with dice. It's action-
packed; any number can play.

Start out with $4,000,000 in piay money and Computer Vegas chips. Just
‘*shake" the electronic dice by pushing the roll button, release it, and your
lucky number will appear in lights. The Computer Vegas game book has all
the rules and tips on playing the odds. Just $39.95*, plus $2.05 for shipping
and handling.

Computer Vegas is yours to use and enjoy for two weeks without obliga-
tion. If at the end of 14 days you aren’t completely satisfied, just return the
game and receive a full refund or credit. Send check or money order to:

' 9
%@U] LN@X Equinox Marketing Services, Inc.

919 N. Michigan Ave. Dept. PP89

Chicago, ill. 60611

No. C.0.D. orders, please.

*[llinois residents please add 5% tax ($2.10 each).

Playboy Club credit keyholders may charge to their Key (please include Key
number with your order).

lot of talent through self-indulgent striv-
ing for eftects. Opposite Dullea, Elizabeth
Ashley delivers a vibrant performance
but looks much too fabulous to be off in
the sticks, dividing her time between an
invalid [ather and wild-assed yokel Dul-
lea, who wants to ball every woman for
miles around (though he concentrates on a
rich man's daughter, crisply played by
Dayle Haddon). Pearson flaunts promise
but might have delivered more il he had
left out a few flourishes. Everything his
Hero expresses about a nobody whose
dreams of glory set him on a fatal colli-
sion course with society was said far better
in Terrence Malick's eloquent Badlands,
one ol the finest “lost” films of 1974.

A mild-mannered bank teller (Jean-Louis
Trintignant) enters into a kind of Faustian
relationship with an unsuccessful writer
Iriend (Jean-Pierre Cassel) who becomes,
in cflect, the author of the bank cderk’s
life. To launch chapter one, Trintignant
quits his job, cryptically explaining that
he has other plans: “T'll become rich and
sleep with many women.” Director Michel
Deville'’s featherweight Love at the Top sub-
sequently throws its hero into the arms of
Romy Schneider, Jane Birkin and Florin-
da Bolkan, where he proves his potency
to everyone's satisfaction—and ends up
the owner of a washy, influential news-
paper, making and breaking political
careers. This bright, stylish, thoroughly
entertaining comedy is such unabashed
trivia that it won’t weigh on your mind
much longer than a brief dizzy spell.
Trintignant and Schneider nevertheless
turn on all their star power to make the
fun last and blithely prove that their
standing as box-office champions in
France is well earned.

o

Though his work since Women in Love
has been erratic, o say the least, British
writer-director Ken Russell makes things
snap, aackle and pop on a movie screen.
He is never guilty ol dullness—{or some
ol the same reasons that smmp(‘(ling cittle
or shock woops cannot properly be called
dull. Latest in his outrageous Great
Composer series of ilm biographies, [ol-
lowing 1970's Music Lovers (Richard
Chamberlain as Tchaikovsky), is Mahler—
ostensibly about the Iife and times of
Austrian-born composer-conductor Gustay
Mahler (1860-1911). Mahler is a very
messy movie in which the composer and
his unhappy wile (plaved to the hilt by
Robert Powell and Georgina Hale) travel
across Austria by wain while picking up
threads of the past in Hashbacks. The
Mahlers, in this version, appear to have
been subjected to more than the usual
quota of madness, infidelity, jealousy,
newrotic  self-destructiveness and  flam-
boyant artistic temperament, much of it
expressed in nightmarish symbolism—for
example, a topless Madame Mahler sirad-
dling a gigantic Victrola horn in a dream
prior to her husband’s funeral; or Mahler
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.
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himsell renouncing Judaism in an incred-
ible low-comedy [antasy on a mountain-
top, where he ceremonially surrenders the

/ KONICA

Konica Autoreflex T3
from under $460

Introducing
fearless photography.

If you'd love to take good pictures, but are
scared to death of cameras, meet the Konica 35mm \
automatics.
They take the fear out of photography by letting
you concentrate on your subject, not on your camera.
Their built-in “brains” do practically everything
for you, except compose your pictures. Or press
the shutter release. Whether you choose the pocket-
size Konica C35, the advanced Konica Auto-S2, the
compact Konica Auto-S3 with Daylight/Synchroflash,
or the professional Konica Autoreflex-T3 single lens ot
reflex system, you know it's part of the world’s most Konica ggga%:i
experienced automatic camera line. The cameras o
that put fun back into phutugmphy
Even their prices won't frighten you. From
under $100. See them all at your Konica dealer. Or T
i - 5 Konica C35
write for detailed literature. under $125*
Konica Camera, Woodside, N.Y. 11377. [Im] B o ey
In Canada, Garlick Films Ltd., Ontario. D Berkey

Konica: The World's Most Experienced

Komica Autorefllex A3
from under $360

LES &
)
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Star of David to a swastika brandished by

Konica C35V

Automatic Cameras. under $100* Richard Wagner's widow, Cosima, the
*Incl. case; flashextra. | celebrated anti-Semite. Confused? Well,

== none of this gaudy mosaic is easy to grasp

at a single sitting, yet only bits and picces

From Concept to Reality 7. of it \\()uld justify being dragged back

(in chains?) for a second look. Maller

The power.ful NEW clinches Russell’s nomination for a 1975
Snalu Award as the director most likely
KENWOOD Kn 9400 to fall on his ass with fair. Meanwhile,

The receiver you've built in your mind . .. with more may he regain some lost ground with his
power, '-'“Wa"':f"ng?ua"w a“tdc:ezigreﬁ ] ! next soon-to-be-released  film

rated i : s
T pEVEER Ofr:estgmcewer =16 ¢ version of Tommy, the rock opera by

The Who.

Short takes: In case you were under a
rock when we ran an excerpt from Mel
Brooks's Young Frankenstein script (Novem-
ber) or the Playboy Interview (February),
you reilly should catch Gene Wilder and
Peter Boyle as a socko doctor-monster duo
donning top hat and tails to sing Puttin’
on the Ritz. Madeline Kahn, Cloris
Leachman and Gene Hackman also score
in Brooks's dandy spool of every Holly-
woodized cliché from Mary Shelley’s what-
chamacallit to Rose Marie.

Confessions of @ Window Cleaner, directed
by Val Guest and based on the first in a
series of racy British sex novels by
Timothy Lea, has a handsome cast dem-
onstrating the way of erotica in latter-
day England: good [or a quiet giggle, and
about as prurient as plum pudding.

o a o~ :
KENWOOD * Ut:’_Ir%UE.TAPETHRo\.IG-ICMT ON_ “"-—e\ In Defiance, 2 troubled teenager (blonde
15777 S. Broadway, Gardena, CA 90248 o it v Jean Jenmings, this year's challenger to
Mic porn star Marilyn Chambers) learns

Where-To-Buy-lt# Use REACTS Card — Page 33



clementary sex in a lunatic asylum, then
majors in bondage at a sort of finishing
school. Basically, it's Gidget Behind the
Green Door with Story of O overtones.
Hermann Hesse's Steppenwolf, a magical-
mystical modern classic, had millions of
young readers wipping out in the Sixties.
The wip ends with a thud in the sopo-
rific movie version by ;ul;ipu:r-dircclm'
Fred Haines (who used the same heavy
tools on his scenario for James Joyce's
Ulysses). While Max Von Sydow man-
ages 10 look alive as Hesse's suicidal
writer-hero, Haines transforms bewitching
Dominique Sanda into a waxwork.

THEATER

Itching, neuralgia, bursitis, tennis el-
bow and. for a first-act curtain—hemor-
rhoids! Here come psoriasis, gonorrhea and
blindness. This is a comedy? A plague
on your house, Neil Stmon (he owns the
theater in which his Ged's Faverite 15 tenant-
cd). Simon’s latest is a modern version of
Job, shiliing that Biblical fall guy ino a
suburban New York mansion and making
him an ostentatiously rich manufacturer

of card-
houard boxes
and the patriarch
ol a spoiled, dreary
family. Joe Benjamin
(played by Vincent Gar-
denia, intensely communicating his terri-
ble plight and itch) is God’s favorite.
God's messenger is a flying, leaping
butterfly of a delivery boy (messages, no
packages) from Queens—with Charles
Nelson Reilly milking all his ridiculous
lines for laughs. Who can blame him?
The plot is as old as the Testament and
some of the jokes seem to go back that
far, too. Of course, any Simon comedy
has its quota of laughs (lor example,
the notion ol the Devil's looking like
Robert Redford), and if one checks one's
brains in the cloakroom, this may seem
like a risible soufllé. But given an ounce
of thought, it all begins wo fall as flat
as a crepe. You can take Job swraight,
seriously or black-comically, but this any-
thing-for-a-laugh autitude, with predict-
able punch lines and running gags that

For 19* by 21 "color reproduchon of the Wild Turhey painting by Ken Davies send 3] to Box 979- PB-4. Wall 5t Sta N Y 10005

Wild Turkey Lore:
The Wild Turkey’s beautiful

plumage was highly prized
by early American Indians.
The feathers were used to
make arrows, blankets and
the elaborate headdresses
worn by great chiefs.
A truly native bird, the|
Wild Turkey is a most |
fitting symbol for the
finest native American
Whiskey—Wild Turkey.

WILD TURKEY/ 101 PROOF/8 YEARS OLD.

Austin Nichols Distilling Co., Lawrenceburg, Kentuchy.
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VIVITAR INTRODUCES

A REVOLUTIONARY IDEA IN

35mm SLR CAMERAS.

A SENSIBLE PRICE.

Vivit ar Get the good news at your photo dealer. And let him tell you
; about the famous Vivitar reputation in the photographic world.

Markgted inine LS A by Ponder&Best Inc Corporate ottces 1630 Stewart 51, Sania Monica, Ca 90406 In Canada Frecision Cameras of Canada Lta Monireat
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in LeRoy Neiman: Art & Life
Style. It's a superlative col-
lection of his finest works,
with 350 reproductions (300
in full color) and text by the
artist on his art. A valuable
addition to every collection,
from Playboy Preferred.

THE “‘lllljl A\S

Playboy Building
919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, lllinois 60611

LeRoy Neiman book(s) to read and enjoy for two weeks

Please send me
without obligation. If [ decide to keep the book(s), the cash price for each is $35*

plus $1.96 shipping and handling.
(I} Plea[':sjtle char?e 12 my Pﬁyboy Club credit Key no.
I prefer 4 monthly payments.

1 1 prefer 1 payment. ‘[_‘ D
[0 Payment enclosed. (Please make checks payab!e to Playboy Preferred )
No C.0O.D. orders, please. Cash keyholders, please enclose check.
*1llinois residents—5% tax will be added to your first statement if you charge.
Please add tax if you enclose a check.

Name . U —

(please pmzij
Address — = . ot

City, == e s P o7 8.0 W soglgle Zip e

Playboy Preferred PMB7

run out ol stcam at the starting gate. is
no way to write your annual hit cometdy.
Call this one a Simon misstep—a forced
side show of Job jibes. At the Eugene
O'Neill, 230 West 49th Street.

-

The key to doorslamming farce is to
keep those characters tripping over one
another—emotionally as well as physi
cally. The comedy is in the collision. In
All Over Town, Muray Schisgal has con-
cocted a [ast-moving yarn about welfare
cheats, urban anxicties and rampant in-
hdelity. This month’s Playboy Interview
subject, Dustin Hoffman (who directs but
does not act in this production), has staged
it at a breakneck pace. All Over Town is
as fleeting as wet snow; it lacks the obses-
siveness and comic intensity of the au-
thor’s Luv. But in performance it offers a
course in easy langhter—for which much
of the cedit must go to the director.
Actually, the comedy splits in two. There
is a nutty New York psychiatrist, with
family and fringe (which includes a
Jewish guru) and, even [funnier, two
“sane” wisitors from the outside world.
Smart, sassy Cleavon Liule, mistaken for
a gross impregnator of unmarried women,
decides he'll go along with the mistake
and play the part. The real love bandit
is a zany twerp (played by the twerpish
Zane Lasky). Some of the chavacters are
less original than others, but Little’s dev
ilish put-ons and Lasky's delightfully im-
passioned seductions (“1 love you.” he
confesses to a nearsighted lady in a wheel-
chair as he wheels her into his bedroom)
are themselves worth the price of admis-
sion. At the Booth. 222 West 45th Street.

-

In a paliry season for musicals, Shen-
andoch at least has the virtue of virtuous
ness. The sentiments are noble. The show
is both pacifist and patriotic (a good com-
bination [or the bicentennial). Shenan-
doah is the kind ol lolksy musical you'd
hang on the wall if it were a sampler: but
do you want to se¢ it in a theater? John
Cullum, a stalwart Virginia farm widower
with a brood of six sons and one daughtey
(hard telling them .'l]}'n’t} has embarked
on a program of “settin’ out the war.”
The war, decidedly uncivil, is breaking
out around him, and finally he takes
action. Shenandoah, adapted [rom the
James Stewart movie, has a fine moral
point of view, but, like its hero, it takes
a long time sewtin’. Then it peaks and
drifts to a teary finish. The production
is modest by Broadway standards. The
score by Gary Geld and Peter Udell is
straightforward, with song titles such as
Freedom and Medilation (one could wish
for a more authentic evocation of period
and place) and Cullum, who has a power-
ful voice, is as sturdy as a ramrod. At the
Alvin, 250 West 52nd Sueet.



If you think there's
a cassette or cartridg

we'llbuyit for

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.

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 really
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 offer

1. Buy a new Columbia cassette or cartridge
in any length you like.

2.'Try it out. Record on it. Compare it to the
tape you've been using. TDK, Memorex,

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
you'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. Well send you the tape
you prefer. In the same length as
the Columbia tape you returned.

COLUMBIA

e
better than Columbia’s

T e

Our experience
We don't think we're taking much of a chance with
this offer. And we don't think we'll be sending out
many TDKs, Memorexes, or Scotches. Because while
you may have never seen one of our blank tapes
before, we're 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
through that experience we learned a lot about
sound quality and product reliability that helped
us develop the best blank tape for home

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 automatically
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
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(Seﬁ as a K’SSQ ; el

Sip. Kiss omp

Go ahead. Sip some Inver House Scotch.
Very pleasant. Then kiss someone. Even nicer. And — compare.

Inver House Scotch passes the test every time.
Because it’s distilled, blended and aged gently in Airdrie, Scotland

until it is Soft as a Kiss. So find a friend and try it.
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i single young man. Recently,
bachelors have been getting a lot of bad
press. Apparently, we are a menace to
society. We commit 90 percent of all
major, violent crimes, we are 22 times
more likely to be committed to asylums
than married men, we earn about half of
what family breadwinners do and we have
double the mortality rate of husbands,
And, according 10 Geoige Gilder's Naked
Nomads, we have more than a fair share
of "mild neurosis, depression, addiction,
venereal disease, chronic disability, psy-
chiamric weatment, loneliness, insomnia,
poverty, discrimination, unemployment
and nighumares.” With publicity like that,
it may be hind to find anyone who will go
out with me. I assume you're in the sime
boat. What do you say about the bad
image?—W. B., Ithaca, New York.

The bill of particulars doesn’t bother
us; i fact, i's parl of our charm. Next
time you meet a young lady, just recite
those statistics. Throw yourself on her
mercy (or whatever else presents itself).
If she doesn’t call the police or a doctor,
you're home [iee.

Rc-u;ntly. I spent a weekend in New
York. wining, dining and secing shows.
At one restaurant, my dinner check was
presented on a wray, beside a plain white
envelope. I had never seen anything like
it. here or abroad. 1 thought it might
contain a note from the lady I had been
staring at during dinner, but alas, it was
empty. Do you know the purposce of the
envelope? I used it to mail this letter.—
C. R., Jacksonville, Florida.

Don’t expect to run into this practice
at your local Burger Castle. Certain res-
taurants and private clubs provide the
plain while envelope so that you can slip
your lip info .

Mj‘ girlfriend and 1 have sexual rela-
tions [requemly. Every time we start to
make love, she insists that I tear off her
clothes, tie her 1o the bed in a spread-
ragle position, and then rub Ben-Gay all
over her body. She says this makes her hot
with desire. She then demands that I flay
her with a feather boa and tease her with
my tongue until she is breathing heavily.
Finally, she encowrages me to enter her
and mike love as violently as possible.
When we wry to make love in the usual
way (without any extravagances), she can-
not climax and finds no enjoyment. I am
afraid that if 1 continue to satisfy her
whims and fetishes, our sex life will be-
come ritualistic, boring and less pleasing.
What can I do to rid her of this weird.
ness?>—V. G., Philadelphia, Pennsvlvania.

What weirdness? You've probably heard
that special-interest lovers ( flagellants,

leather freaks, el al.) are somehow limited,
that their pursuit of pleaswre doesn’t
possess as much variety as normal love-
making. Nonsense. Do you know how
many knols there are in the “Boy Scout
Handbook™? Do you know what il's
like for a shoe fetishist to walk into a
Thom McAn’s? Some persons seck and
enjoy a high level of activity (your girl-
friend, for example); others consider sex
more of a spectator sport. Everything else
being equal, we think you should con-
linue to salisfy her. hmagine the state of
your head if nothing turncd her on. If
you've afraid the Ben-Gay will vub off,
wear a wel suit to bed.

How docs a person become a daredevil
or a professional stunt man? I'm seriously
interested in the career possibilities. 1've
got the nerve. For 56,000,000, I'd even
jump the Snake River Canyon on a
rocket-powered Pogo stick.—NM. J., Lati-
mer, lowa.

We know people who would try that
stunt for a six-pack, let alone $6,000,000.
Deliveved up front, of course. Stunting
lakes more than nerve; it is one profes-
sion in which it pays to pay your dues.
It doesn’t hurt to hkeep up your Blue
Cross, either, Most stunt men start as ex
tras in an action picture (see “The Atmos-
pheve People,” in the August 1974
PLAYBOY ). As an extra, you would come
into contact with professionals who could
give you pointers on the specialties you
wish to perfect (falls, fights, fires, elc).
The work is strenuous and it is impera-
tive that you be in top physical condition.
Once you bcgm a career, train Lo p.rr:frr'!
your skills. For example, many chase-
scene drivers have studied high-perform-
ance driving; the guys who make up
posses have taken viding lessons. Another
approach: Studios tend to favor special-
ists and often hire the men they want
from a velated professional sport. Rodeo
riders, football players, karate masiers,
roller-derby queens. ping-pong champions
and the like have all found work in Hol-
lywood. For additional information, con-
sult “Stunting in the Cinema,” by Arthuy
Wise and Devel: Ware. Break a leg.

Al)uut a year ago, my wile and [ began
to discuss books such as Open Marriage
and the possibility of having sex with
other persons. (We were both virging
when we married ten years ago.) Shortly
after these talks, she got a job as a secre-
tary—mainly 1o get away from the house
and the kids. The winter passed and then,
one day. she told me that she'd had a
brief affair with a man at work. I was
shocked. 1 asked her to tell me every de-
tail of the affair, since 1 felt this would

: | 2 - .
Nobody's been making satin sheets for 21 years.
Except us! The secret? We know what we're doing.
We use only the softest acetate satin, 225 x 78
thread count. (Some people don't!) Our sheets are
completely MACHINE WASHABLE. And we offer 12
colors for regular or round beds! NEW Hot Pink,
Tangerine, Gold, Red, Black, Bronze, Blue, Silver,
Pink, White, Mint or Orchid. Isn’t it time you came
of age with satin?

SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases)
Double Set  $23.98 Queen Set  $27.95
Twin Set 22.98 King Set 32.50

Round 84~ Set 48.50 Round 96 Set 54.95
3 letter monogram on 2 cases—$2.50
For fitted bottom sheet, add $2.00 to double or twin
rice; $2.50 to gueen; $3.00 to king price. Round
om sheets are fitted. Odd sizes on reguest.
Send check or m.o. 50% deposit on €.0.D.’s.

4802 N. Broad P
SCINTILLA,® INC. hicaps it enedn *
Free 40-Page Color Catalog of all Our
Satin Fashions With Every Order!

=
New'?5 <o ax ~
Heathkit Catalog

Describes over 350 kits, all designed to prove that
you can build a better product than you can buy.
Choose Irom digital color TV, 4-channel hi-fi, auto
tune-up gear, metal locators, digital clocks & cal-
culators, fishing & marine gear — hundreds more.
Fi Heathkil Is make kit building a breeze
even for beginners—show you how to assemble
the kit and service it yourself — leave nothing to
chance or your imagination. In short, we simply
won't let you fail. Get in on the fun — and the sav-
ings — send for your FREE Heathkit catalog, now!

| HLATH 1
Schiumberger

1 Heath Company, Oept. 38-04
1 Benton Harbor, Michigan 45022

! Send my free 1975 Heathkit Catalog to: .
I Name ]
: Address, . :
! city State Zip. :
i CL-538 |
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what

Playboy’s done
with Jamaica

We've taken the bright
Caribbean sun, the tropical beaches
and the unique, reggae-flavored
atmosphere of Ocho Rios and
wrapped it all up into one dazzling
Playboy Club-Hotel. An island full
of activities. Nights full of entertain-
ment. In a resort full of luxury.

For all of the delightful de-
tails and for reservations, see your
travel agent or call, toll-free,
800-621-1116. (In Illincis, call
312-751-8100.)

@=a playboy club-hotel
{03.4 oCHO RiOS-JAMAICA

help me understand. Our marriage went
through a radical change. We spent hours
talking as we had never before. We made
love constantly. In spite of these changes
for the good, I brood about the inequali-
ty—my wife has had an extramarital affair
and I have not. I feel left out. I would
like the experience of getting to know a
married woman well enough to become
intimate. My wife says that now that she
has found out what sex is like with an-
other person, she won't repeat the inci-
dent. She also says that since our marriage
has improved, there is no reason that I
should ever want another woman. Even
if some gorgeous creature throws hersell
at me, I should refuse. I feel that she has
lost her right to ask for a pledge of faith-
fulness. I don’t want to change my life-
style and go to bars looking for available
women; but I also feel that if 1 just go to
work and do my daily errands, I will
never have an affair like hers. That is a
bitter pill to swallow. Is there anything I
can do to balance accounts?>—M. F., Los
Angeles, California.

The reprisal theory of open marriage
(don’t get angry, get even) seldom works,
and it may lead to open warfare. For one
thing, the thivd person in a revenge vela-
tionship often winds up a bitter victim.
An affair of your own would probably
threalen the delicate balance of your mar-
riage, but not for the reasons your wife
cites. She wants you to learn from her
mistake (which scems not to have been a
mistake); what you both fail to realize is
that any affair you undertake is likely to
be diffevent from hers. She said yes to an
opportunity that presented itself; it ap-
pears that you would have to create the
opportunity. If you want to get to know
a married woman, try your wife.

French wines are a new passion with
me. I'm just learning to read labels and
one thing has me puzzled. On several
bottles T have scen a note that says, STILL
rep wiNE. Still red? Are they thinking of
changing the color>—]J. M. R., Chicago,
Ihinois.

Would you believe mauve? Puce? Still
is the opposite of sparkling. The label is
necessary for lax purposes. The Govern-
ment levies a higher import duty on for-
eign champagnes and carbonated wines
to protect domeslic varieties.

I just purchased a reel-toreel tape re-
corder that has three taping speeds (7.5
inches per second, 3.75 ips and 1.875 ips).
A friend owns a similar deck and I plan
to copy several of the tapes in his collec-
tion, most of which were recorded at the
middle speed of 3.75 ips. Will I lose any
good vibes if, to save time, I set both
decks at 7.5 ips (twice as fast), then play
the duplicate back at 3.75 ips>—D. M.,
Baton Rouge, Louisiana.

Duplicating lapes at a fasler speed can
be done by the professional who knows

how to align tape heads and readjust
recording equalizations between the two
decks. In addition, both units must be
absolulely synchronized, with the same
speed error. Similar machines make this
caster, but you still may end up with the
Norman Ramshackle choir doing imila-
tions of Donald Duck.

E\'(rry now and then, I see ads in under-
ground papers [or B & D freaks. I assume
that the initials stand for bondage and
discipline. Recently, I saw an ad soliciting
D & B freaks. Was this a typographical
error or something else entirely>—N. W,
Shaker Heights. Ohio.

D & B refers to Dun & Bradstreet, a
firm that establishes credit ratings. As F.
Scolt Filzgerald once noted, the rich are
diffevent from the rest of us. G

smre I got out of high school, I have
practiced—both in private and with co-
operative ladies—an erotic technique 1
thought up myself. First I slip a tight
rubber band around the base of my penis,
then I proceed 1o stimulate myself. The
resulting pleasure/pain is ecstatic. For
variety, I sometimes twist the rounded
band at the end of a condom in the man-
ner of a tourniquet. An article I read
mentioned that Eastern cultures had de-
veloped clamps and rings made of silver
and ivory that served the same function.
Even more important, the rings prolong
an erection by preventing the blood from
escaping during detumescence. 1 can’t
find any silver rings. so I've taken to
using number-16 aluminum hose clamps.
Seeing that Eastern lovers have been
doing this for centuries, I assume the
practice is safe. Truer—D. K., Baltinore,
Maryland.

Our medical expert doesn’t recommend
the procedure: An amateur tourniquet
could damage the blood wvessels in the
penis or the elastic tissues that swell dus-
ing an ereclion (putling a permanent
crimp in your style). If pressure is applied
too long (not necessarily for centuries,
either), gangrene might vesult. Then a
doctor would have to cut it off at the joint
and substilute a wooden stub, which may
or may not be what you wanled in the

furst place.

Dri\'ct"ﬁ-licens:r manuals are an ironic
joke if you ride a motorcycle. There’s all
that information about what to do when
a four-wheel vehicle goes out of control
(blowouts, skids) but only a disturbing
silence when it comes to two-wheel wipe-
outs. T just bought a Vincent Black Shad-
ow (why start with a small bike if you're
gonna outgrow it?) and I wonder if there
is a reccommended procedure for handling
a bike In a crisis situation.—]J. P., Del
Mar, California.

Roger Louvin’s “Complete Molorcycle
Nomad"” suggests the following technique
for dropping a bike at speed (afier a



blowout or to avoid hay wagons): “Pull
both knees up until your feet clear the
engine castngs, put your hand on the sad-
dle or frame on the side of your mount
opposite the divection of fall and push
youwrself away sideways as the bike goes
down. . . . Hit the pavement with your
feet, butt and your palms simultaneously
and stretch out backwavd immediately -
with your feet aimed in the divection of
your slide. . . . Tyy {0 keep as much of
your body surface in contact with the
around as possible. (o distvibuie the per-
imch pressure and to slow your slide at
the maximum vate. You will lose move
skin this way but less deeply.” Oh, that
smarts: but less if yow've wearving sloves
and leathers. The technigne for slow falls
is someahat diffevent: You stand sidesad-
dle on the lopside of your beast as il goes
down. If you survive, go tnmediately lo
the neavest hospital and donate a pint of
vour blood. It will be pure advenaline
and pevhaps some old veezer will get it
on for the first time in years,

vou won't believe this, hut my girl-
fricnd and I get incredibly turned on
watching animals mate. We've exhausied
the neighborhood cats and dogs. The
attendants at the o0 are getting suspi-
cous. Can vou tell us what other ani-
mals e exciting to watch—in terms of
size, penetration, ete.>—-S. W.. Harilord,
Connecticut.

Ve don't noalt for suve, bnt e think
You must be kidding. Haoe you tried the
common bul coer-populay flea? 1t has the
lavgest penis in relation 1o body size of
any crealure alive. Pick up one of those
slereo microscopes, putl 1l in your collec-
e lap and try not to jigele the bed.
Whales aie also a favorite. Their foveplay
s fantastic: A male and a female whale
will sivim toward cach other, leap oul of
the seater and collide in mid-ai. Thewr
accuracy is astonishing (which is where
“having a whale of a lime” comes Jrom),
although they sometimes miss (therefore
the black-and-blue whale). And for added
kink: Whales engage in group sex. Two
males will sandwich a female (the extia
male acts as a backstop so the other can
penetiate). Of course, you'll have lo mouve
fast 1o catch the act—ivhales ave an endan-
gerved species. oy anformation on saving
the sexy cetaceans, write: The National
Audubon Society, 950 Third Avenue,
New York, Neaw York 10022, (Isw’t it
amazing how we worked that in?)

All reasonable questions—from  fash-
ton, food and drinl:, steveo and sports cars
to daling dilenimas, taste and etiquelte—
will be pevsonally answered if the writer
includes a stamped, self-addressed en:
velope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan dovenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611. The
most provocative, perlinent queries will
be presented on these pages cach month.

I ESLINGLASSESS
THAT THINK FOR YOU!
WRENAULD

REaQCT-a-IMaTIcC

LIGHT-ADJUSTING SUNGLASSES

They darken in the sun, lighten in the shade ...

automatically-

These ophthalmically ground and polished lenses are now available in both grey or brown.
and the lighl-adjusting action never wears out.
Lenses by Corning and by Chance Pilkington, England
React-a-matic fashion collection for men and women $15.00 to $45.00.
Prescription eyeglass wearers: React-a-mantc®™ CLIP-ON CONVERTERS now avaifable
Write for free booklet describing the amazing React-a-malic sunglasses.
and the name of a slore nearest you for a demonsiration.

Renauld International Ltd. 1250 Broadway = Dept. PG » New York, N.Y. 10001

INFLATE-A'BED’

m_‘l"_l.ﬂl n-n-nw

CLOUD NINE — A luxurious. velver-rufied. oir coil bed
you inflate in minutes with o vocuum deoner (comes
with odoptor). Use it os o permonent moftress or
store on o shelf for overnight guests. Use it in o
camper, or doze your woy ocross a loke on it
(the soh. flocked finish prevenrs sticking of burning
while sunborhing). Use it os o pleosurable new
experience 10 shore with the one you love!

CLOUD NINE rokes the seo-sickness ond water our of
woter beds, but gives the some reloxing give-ond-
loke feel. The speciolly patented “oir coil” con-
struction. consisting of individuol polyvinyl oir sup-
pon caoils. suppons your body evenly —you don't
sink down, and the sides don't fiy up os with inex-
pensive vinyl plostic fumirure. No frame or inner-
spring is needed yer it is more comfanoble thon o
conventionol monress. A Full Worranty is Included.

CLOUD NIMNE —incredibly light. incredibly tough (20
mil. Poly Vinyl Chloride). It cleons easily with soop
ond woter—the color does not wosh our. An excit-

ing new woy to sleep, relox ond love. Try one for 2
\\:‘eeks —no obligotion

( Sleep On Cloud 9...

The aﬁl_v guest bedroom you can store on a shelf!

o R R S S S S e S S S e e S e e e e e e

= For Sleeping.
= Camping,

= Boating,

= Relaxing,

» Swimming.

* Playing,

= Loving

Please send me the lollowing CLOUD NINE inflorable bed(s).
I nar fully sansfied I con retum it within 2 weeks for an imme-
diate refund.
[ TwinSize (1 §59.95 [ Full Size @ $69.95
[ QueenSize @ §79.95 [ King Size @ §99.95
Colar Choice: | | Red | Avocado

CheckorM.O. Enclosed {IL res. add 5. sales 1ox)

| Americon Express OonkAmericard
| Master Charge Diners Club | Cane Dionche
[Add $3.95 lor shippeing and msurance)
Chorge Card =
Moster Charge Dank » (4 digits) Exp. Dare
Home
Address
Ciry Siare Iip
Fa-4/75
Signature
Contemporary Marketing. Inc.

&07A Country Club Dr.. Densenville, Ill. 60106
Call Toll Free: 800-323-2408 ingis call: 312-595-0481
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The new SX-737.

R

With its extraordinary engineering,
advanced design concept and
extreme flexibility, Pioneer’s new
SX-737 AM-FM stereo receiver offers
a level of performance that can only
be described as awesome.

Its exceptional FM reception is
achieved through the use of phase
lock loop circuitry, ceramic filters,
and a dual-gate MOS FET. So it
cleanly and clearly picks up stations
that were once just numbers on the
dial — without interference.

The SX-737 has more than
enough power to satisfy your needs.
It delivers 35 watts per channel,
minimum continuous power, 20Hz—
20kHz, maximum total harmonic
distortion 0.5% at 8 ohms. And all of
this power is smooth and stable with
dual power supplies driving direct-
coupled circuitry.

If you equate performance with
versatility, you’ll find the SX-737

‘Somuch for solittle.

unsurpassed in its price range.

It accommodates every listening
interest with a complete range of
connections for two pairs of speakers,
turntable, tape decks (with tape-to-
tape duplication), headphones and
microphone. And it offers an
exclusive Recording Selector that lets
you record FM while listening to
records, or vice versa.

All of this performance requires
the proper controls to handle it.

And the SX-737 gives you the kind of
control mastery you deserve. Click-
stop tone controls. . . high/low filters
... loudness control . . . dual tuning
meters . ..and FM muting.

The SX-737 is only $399.95 —
including a walnut cabinet. If, by
chance, you're looking for even more
power and additional features, the

SX-838 AM-FM Stereo Receiver

r‘_—_'l'_':ﬁrv—‘- —
~asP A s we e . WA
W @

i

% G W AR R

WPIONEER®

when you want something better

SX-838 is $499.95. Both deliver the
awesome level of performance that
is typical of Pioneer excellence.

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

Specifications SX-737 SX-gae

FM Sensitivity 1.9 uV 1.8 uv

Selectivity 60 dB 80 dB

Capture Ratio 1.0 dB 1.0dB

S/N Ratio 70 dB 70 dB

Power 35 Watls per 50 Watts per
channel, mini- channel, mini-
mum contin-  mum contin-
uous power,  LOUS power,
20-20,000 Hz, 20-20,000 Hz,

with maximum with maximum
total harmonic total harmonic

distortion distortion
0.5% at8 0.3% at 8
ohms. ohms.




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

THE NEW INQUISITION

I had just finished reading the letters
in the December 1974 Playboy Forum
about Hugh Hefner's fund-raising party
for the National Organization for the Re-
form of Marijuana Laws when I heard on
the radio that the narcs are now investi-
gating Hef for possible drug-law viola-
tions. “Funny coincidence,” I thought—
just like the time in 1963 when The
Playboy Plilosophy attacked censorship
laws and an issue of rLAYBOY was charged
with obscenity by the Chicago cops. 1 was
happy that Helner was acquitted that
time and I hope he’s vindicated again in
the present case.

Meanwhile, the “funny coincidence” of
people who attack certain laws being im-
mediately accused of violating those laws
reminds one of the witch-hunts of the
grimly remembered past. Those who
criticized that particular hysteria were
frequently accused of being witches
themselves—which is why many who saw
through the folly were afraid to speak
out against it. We seem to be living
through the same sort of mass madness
again, with drug users the new “witches.”
Those who speak out now are the real
heroes of our time.

John Fitzgerald
Los Angeles, California

JUSTICE UNTEMPERED

Inflexible laws that have harsh, manda-
tory sentences are bound to produce cases
of injustice. New York State’s drug statute
is such a law and the following is such a
case.

In October 1974, 19-year-old David
Balian was convicted of a felony drug of-
fense and given a mandatory life sentence,
of which he must serve at least 15 years.
We do not deny that David was involved
with drugs. However, he realized that he
had problems and needed help, and so he
voluntarily entered the residential weat-
ment program here at Reachour while he
wis [ree on bail. During the ten months
he spent with us prior to sentencing, he
remained free from drugs; he matured tre-
nendously and was, we think, rehabili-
tated in every sense of the word. Given a
chance, he could have hecome a produc
tive member of society. But the drug law
didn’t allow the judge 1o give him that
chance.

Presumably, this law was intended to
discourage drug abuse and lock up the
big heroin distributors; however, statis-
tics show that it has accomplished neither

goal. Instead, the law has put away for at
least 15 years a young mnan whose chance
of surviving that long in prison is slim.
According to his doctor, David suffers
from chronic serum hepatitis and, with-
out daily medication and a high pro-
tein diet—which he’s not likely 1o get
in prison—there’s a strong possibility that

his liver will fail and he will die.
Obviously, David’s circumstances are
unique, but that's just our point: Every
criminal case is an individual matter that
deserves individual consideration. New
York’s drug law makes that impossible by
precluding judicial leniency even when it
is justiied. The law needs to be changed,
The Staff of Reachour, Inc,

Syracuse, New York

ACTIVIST FREED
You'll be pleased to know that Brent

Stein has been released from prison alter
serving less than a month of his ten-
years-and-a-day sentence for possession of
1/18 ounce of marijuana in Dallas in
1972. His sentence was commuted by
Governor Dolph Briscoe and the Board
ol Pardons and Paroles, according to the
policy established by the governor to ex-
tend provisions of the state’s revised
drug law to people convicted earlier of
minor drug offenses.

Ronald Earle

State Representative

Austin, Texas

Representative Earle is the dirveclor of

project STAR (Social Transition and Re-
adjustment), which has coordinated the
release of move than 200 marijuana pris-
oners since passage of the present Texas
drug law. Stein wrole for an under-
ground newspaper under the pen name
Stoney Burns and was a political activist
who tangled with Dallas authorities seo-
eral times before his marijuana arresi.
R. Keith Stroup, executive divector of
the National Organization for the Re-
form of Marijuana Laws, discussed the
case in the March “Playboy Forum.”

WHOM CAN YOU TRUST?

A couple of years ago, I started sinok-
ing pot. Supposedly pot’s dangerous, but
the only negative effect I've noticed is
alienation from certain parts of society
and from an old friend.

Last summer, the friend got into trou-
ble with the police. To get himself off ihe
hook, he made a deal and agreed to in-
troduce a narcotics agent to people who
might be induced to sell him dope. I'm

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 bottnm 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
Eatontown, N.J. 07724

 SENSUOUS
CONTRACEPTIVE
BY MAIL! :

Dept. P

TOOAY'S ULTRA-THIN CONOOMS PROVIOE
A SENSUOUS EXPERIENCE ANO PROTECTION TOO!

Today a man just doesn't have o lolerale a sensahon-
deademing condom when he wants protechion Now there
are ullra-thin supremely sensitwe condoms that have
been designed for sexual pleasure, while shll providing
the mosl rehable protection of any non-prescrphion birth
control method And now you can buy Lhese sensuous
condoms without embarrassment . by ordermg them
through the privacy ot the mail from Population Planming
Qur illustrated 20-page catalog descnibes the wide selec
tion of condoms we offer _all nationally adverbscd
brands . the popular Trojan . .the pre-shaped NuForm

super-sensitve skuns that conducl body heat . co-
lodul Fiesta = Fourex ~ and 26 others including new
JADE (available only from PPA). All orders are shipped
prompily in 2 plan package 1o assurce privacy Why nol
send for a sampler today? Recewe owr illusirated cat-
dlog offenng salin sheels, posters. books on sex and
tarth control, clothes and much more And o you do not
agree that PPA's sampler pachages and overall service
are fhe best avadlable anywhere, we will refund your mon
ey in full - no questions asked
Population Planming, Dept. PBY-1
IO.'?N Columbsa St., Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514
e -
Population Planning, Dept. PEY-1
10.}: N_ Columbia 5t Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514
Please rush me in plan package
[ sampler of 12 assorted condoms (4 difterent brands)

_ plus calaiog, 83
[ Deluxe Sampler ol 22 assorted condoms

(8 different brands) plus catalog $6
I fiustrated catalog alone, 25¢

Name -

Address
City -

State 2ip
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sorry to say I sold the narc an ounce of
pot and was busted two days later. I was
charged with a felony, while my ex-
friend was let off clean. I don’t know yet
what will happen at my trial, but I'm sure
a conviction will wreck my plans to be-
come a teacher.

OK, I was dumb to sell pot to a stran-
ger—but a friend vouched for him. 1
don’t see what the narcs gained by trad-
ing his freedom for mine; 1 do know
they're rapidly creating a world in which
no one trusts ill‘l}'()nc.

(Name withheld by request)
Valley Forge, Pennsylvania

CHROMOSOME COOKIES

I read with interest and some surprise
the item in the November 1974 Forum
Newsfront that stated that a study [unded
by the Department of Health, Education
and Welfare has [ailed to find any evi-
dence of chromosome damage caused by
marijuana use. The threat of birth de-
feas is a big gun in the crusade against
liberalization of marijuana laws. I remem-
ber reading of one anti-marijuana zealot
who testified before the Eastland commit-
tee that genetic damage done by pot
smoking is like that resulting from the
atomic bomb. What's the story on the re-
search mentioned in Newsfront?

Edward Hartman
Piusburgh, Pennsylvania

Ouver a perviod of two and a half years,
researchers at the Institute for Medical
Research at Camden, New Jersey, gave
cookies containing marijuana, hashish or
THC (the active ingredient in Cannabis)
to 30 healthy male volunteers between
the ages of 21 and 35. Their grant was
from HEW's National Institute for Men.
tal Health. Analysis of blood cultures
taken from the volunleers “revealed no
increase in chromosome breakage which
could be attvibuted lo the effects of these
compounds,” as announced in the medi-
cal journal Mutation Research. This
cavefully controlled study and a number
of others, plus the fact that health author-
ities have observed no unusual increase
in birth defecls in the offspring of the
nation’s millions of marijuana  users,
make tales of genetic damage doubtful.

OREGON POT REFORM
More than a year ago, Oregon demon-
strated remarkable good sense and abol-
ished criminal  penalties for simple
possession of marijuana. What has hap-
pened there since and what are the
chances that such sanity might spread
clsewhere?
T. Evans
Seattle. Washington
A majority of Oregonians (58 percent)
favors the new law, which eliminales
criminal penalties for possession of one
ounce or less of mavijuana, according to
a study commissioned by the Drug Abuse
Council. The law makes it a civil offense
with a maximum fine of SI00.

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

THE CHEMISTRY OF SEX

ATLANTA—Aromatic  “sex attraclant”
chemicals have been discovered and iso-
lated in the vaginal secretions of women
by a team of vesearchers at the Emory
University School of Medicine and the
Georgta Mental Health Institute. Such
chemicals, called pheromones, have been
found in viriually all animals, including
insects, but their presence in humans,
though suspected, had not been confirmed
previously. According to a veport pub-
lished in Science, the research also showed
that women who take oral contraceplives
have less of the chemicals and that the
amount does not vary according to their
menstrual cycle as it does with women
not on the pill. The chemicals are impor-
tant to the mating habits of amimals, but
the vesearchers expressed doubt that they
play much of a role, if any, in human
sexual behamor.

IN THE INTEREST OF SCIENCE
ITHACA. NEW YORk—dA week-long “co-
educational experiment” by Ithaca Col-
lege students was discontinued  after
school officials threatened disciplinary ac-
tion against the experimenters. A group
of male and female dormilory residents
selected roommaltes of the opposite sex by
drawing names from a hat: the randomly
selected couples then shaved a voom for

one week lo lest intersexual compatibil-
ity. The test, however, was not compatible
with school rules; at present, the dorms
are coeducational by floors and wings and
even by alternate rooms i some cases,
but cohabitation is forbidden, a college
spokeswoman explained.

MARRIAGE DOWN, SEX UP
wasHINGTON, D.c—The U.S. Census
Burcauw reports that the national divorce

rale increased as much in the past four
years as il did in the entive previous dec-
ade, and that more young people are
cithey postponing marriage or not getting
married at all. According to the most re-
cent Census Bureau survey, for cvery
1000 persons married and living with
spouses there were 63 divorced persons
in 1974, compared with 47 in 1970 and
35 in 1960. The survey also indicated an
increase in the number of single young
people, especially women, establishing
their own households and a decline in
the percentage of divorced men and
women who vemarry.

At the same time, marvied couples
apparvently are having sexual inlercourse
more frequently in the 1970s than in the
previous decade. A new veport based on
the continuing National Ferlility Studies
indicales that by 1970, married couples
were engaging in sex on the average of
8.2 times a month compared with 6.8
limes a month in 1965.

ABORTION STUDY BACKFIRES

LoxpoN—Afler a threeyear siudy of
the operation of Britaim's 1967 lhiberal
abortion law, a I3-member government-
appointed commitiee concluded: “We are
unanimous in supporting the act and its
provisions. We have no doubt that the
gains facilitated by the act have much
outweighed any disadoantages for wlich
it has been crilicized.” The study was
undertaken in 1971, at the demand of
anti-abortionists who had hoped the com-
miltee would find grounds for restric-
tively amending the law.

TEXAS TEXTBOOKS

FORT WORTH—An Oklahoma publisher
has brought a $29,000,000 libel, slander
and conspiracy suil against three women
who successfully opposed the adoption of
several texthooks for use in Texas public
schools, claiming the books portray loo
niuch violence and foster disrespect for
law and order. The suit alleges that the
women influenced the state board of
education lo vole againsl using a sevies
of readers that already had been approved
by the state textbook committee and the
commissioner of education. One of the
defendants has countered by suing in
state court to bar the publishing company
from doing business in Texas and {lo
receive 8600000 damages for alleged libel,
slander and infringement of her consti-
tutional right to pelition government.

HIRING FORMER ADDICTS

NEw YORk—The U.S. Postal Service,
responding to a Federal court order, has
announced it will now hire former drug




addicts, including people in methadone-
mainlenance programs. The change in
policy followed a class-action lawsuit filed
in 1973 by four former addicts who chal-
lenged the Postal Service practice of not
hiring people who had histories of drug
abuse. A 1972 Federal law prohibits dis-
crimination against former addicts in Fed-
eral cvilian employment, but the Postal
Service, a quasi-public corporation, and
Federal law-enforcement agencies were
exempled from the provisions of the law.

LIQUOR LIABILITY

sAN Francisco—T he California  Su-
preme Court has ruled that employers ean
be held responsible for the injuries in-
curred by employees who get drunk at
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company-sponsored office parties. Ruling
in the case of a man who died in a one-car
accident in 1971, the court decided that
the employee’s widow qualified for Work-
men's Compensation benefits because the
company condoned the parly at which
the man became obviously intoxicated
and then permitled him to drive home.

CONTROLLING THE FEDS
WASHINGTON, D.C—A formncr assistant
to J. Edgar Hoover has recommended
that the Federal Bureau of Investigation
be stripped of all authority over domestic
security and foreign inicllizence opera-
trons and that a three-year moratorium on
bugging and wire tapping be observed by
all Federal agencies. In a paper wrilten
jor a conference on privacy, William C.
Sullivan, who retired as the FBI's third-
ranking official in 1971, declaved that the
agency “as il is now structured [is| a poten-
tial threat to our civil liberties” and should
have its power and funds reduced. He Jur-
ther proposed that a Federal commission

study the feasibility of either abandoning
certain surveillance tactics altogether or
creating an independent board, appointed
by Congress, to control the internal-
securily activitics of Government agencies.

THE OLD ACTION ARMY

WASHINGTON, D.c.—71 e Pentagon con-
firms that the Army has continued lo use
the Atiorney General's list of subversive
organizations against mililary personnel
even though the list was officially abol-
ished by Presidential divective in the sum-
mer of 1974. The Army praclice came to
light when it ordered a member of the
Young Socialist Alliance to be discharged
from the Army Reserves on the ground
that he belonged to a subversive organi-
zation. The reservist, who served on
active duty from 1971 to 1973, has ap-
pealed the order.

NARCS IN THE CLASSROOM

LOS ANGELES—More than 150 Los An-
geles high school students, most of them
between 15 and I8 years old, were ar-
rested in a week-long police roundup and
charged with possessing drugs for sale
to classmales. The mass arvests occurred
after undercover agenis posing as students
infiltrated 2¢ high schools without the
knowledge of school administrators. Po-
lice said they had a havder time peneirat-
ing black schools, but “everywhere clse
it was with extreme ease” Junior high
schools were not infiltrated, police added,
for lack of officers who looked young
enough lo pass for students.

PROMULGATING POT

ELIZABETH, NEW JERSEY—Two 21-ycar-
old California men have been placed on
probation after pleading guilly to sowing
marijuana seeds along roadsides during a

cross-country automobile trifp. The mod-
ern-day Johnny Appleseeds explained
that they sowed the pot for the benefit
of “all the lids traveling around the
couniry.” The judge gave them probation
because they had no prior arrest records.

The number of people using mari-
juana hasn’t increased significantly in
Oregon since criminal penalties were
abolished. Of those people currently us-
ing pot, only six percent began using it
within a year of the law’s changing. Forty
percent actually reported a decrease in
usage during that lime and only five per-
cent said they use it more.

In 1972, the National Commission on
Marijuana and Drug Abuse recommend-
ed the decriminalization of both the pos-
session of marijuana for personal use and
the casual distribution of small amounts
not involving profit. Oregon is the first
stale to try part of this recommendation.
So far it scems to show thal taking away
criminal penaltics does not lead to more
marijuana use.

GROSS INDECENCY

In 1971, a Canadian man charged with
rape and gross indecency admirtted at his
trial that he had performed cunnilingus
and intercourse, but claimed the woman
had consented. Before the jury retired,
68-year-old judge Campbell Grant said of
cunnilingus, “Well, can you think of a
much more grossly indecent acr? . . .
Frankly, gentlemen, I had to get the dic-
tionary to know what it was about. I
venture to say that most of you are the
same.” He went on to declare that “a
dirty. filthy practice such as this that is
resorted to by no one but by sexual per-
verts is surely an infringement of the
criminal code.” The jury found the ac-
cused not guilty of rape but guilty of
gross indecency and he was sentenced to
three years in the penitentiary.

An appeals court ordered a new wial.
This time, 6b-yearold judge Edson
Haines read to the jury another court de-
cision on a man who had a woman fellate
him: “The accused’s behavior was un-
natural and depraved and violated the
common standards of conduct accepted
by the people of our land, and it is our
view that Canadians are not prepared to
condone such acts as falling within ac-
ceptable standards of behavior.” The
judge did not let the jury hear the psy-
chiarrist’s testimony that cunnilingus is
normal behavior and is practiced by a
large proportion of the population. After
12 howrs, the jury returned with the same
verdict as that of the first jury and again
the man was sentenced to three years in
the pen.

He appealed a second time, and the
appeals court ruled Haines's conduct in-
correct and ordered yet a third trial.
Fortunately for Canadian taxpayers, the
crown clected to discontinue proceedings,
which up to that point had waken four
years and cost §15,000 in pul;lic money.

Ron Leppanen
Scarborough, Ontario

According to the Toronto Globe and
Mail, Haines didn’t even want the ac-
cused man to be able to appeal the case.
Under Ontario’s admivable Legal Aid
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Plan, people in need are issued ceriifi-
cates that draw on public funds to pay
for all or part of their legal expenses.
This defendant was granled cerlificales
worth about 356000. At the end of the
second trial, Haines noted the man’s pre-
vious criminal record and described him
as a “rather undesirable citizen.” Despite
the fact that both judges had attempted
to impose their opinions about cunnilin-
gus on the juries, Haines questioned the
wisdom of financing further appeals,
saying, “The accused has had his days in
court in full measure.”

When he was justice munister of Can-
ada, Pierve Trudeau sponsored a change
in the eriminal code to allow homosexual
acts between consenting adults, and he
said, “The state has no business in lhe
bedrooms of the nation.” But the same
act that is now legal for homosexuals is
thought, by some judges at least, to be a
crime of gross indecency when performed
by heterosexuals. We'd like to sentence
each judge to write Trudeau’s statement
1000 times on a blackboard.

SUMMING IT UP

As a student of mathematics, I'd like
to add my two cents’ worth to the con-
fusion over normal and abnormal (The
Playboy Forum, December 1974). Normal
means @ perpendicular, particularly the
line perpendicular to the tangent to a
curve. My penis, whether faccid or erect,
isn’t perpendicular to anything and I
can’'t recall any perpendicular features
on my girl. Abnormal is any line that is
not normal. As any number freak knows,
there are more abnormal lines than nor-
mal lines. Now how the hell do vou
apply that 1o sexual behavior®

P. R. Collinsworth
Eugene, Oregon

You don’t. Goethe had something
when he said, “Mathemalicians are a
sorl of Frenchmen: When you talk to
them, they immediately translate it into
their own language, and vight away 1l is
something utterly different.”

ODD SQUAD

What has happened to the open and
l()lCl'Ell]l }'Ollllg(fl' gcllf_‘l'&lliﬂll:‘ G(]ﬂ(l (]ll(.'!i-
tion, according to two high school girls
in Palo Alto, California, who held hands,
embraced and occsionally exchanged
kisses on the cheek during a three-week
experiment. According to United Press
International, the 17-year-olds, who had
set out to test the tolerance of their peers
as a project for a familylife course at
school. encountered more than they had
bargained for. Their boviriends dropped
them, girllriends avoided them and some
students threatened to beat them up. As
one of them summed up the experience
afterward, “I can really sympathize with
gay people and the pressure they're un-
der every day. I can see why there are so
many closet homosexuals.” Being one
myself, I can understand the horrors of

those three wecks, but I wonder if all

of us wouldn’t be better off if we under-

went such an experience as theirs.
(Name withheld by request)
San Francisco, California

MARRIED MASTURBATOR

I am a happily married 50-year-old
and I enjoy making love with my wife
two or three times a week. But when
she is busy or not in the mood, I mastur-
bate—at least once a week—beating my
meat with all the joy that the celebration
of sex and orgasm can generate. 1 con-
centrate on prolonging the process. de-
laying ejaculation as long as possible. 1
started out with 15-to-20-minute sessions
and I'm now working up to an hour. All
that’s required is the will power to relax
just before a climax reaches the point ol
inevitability.

This waiting game intensifies the pleas-
ure of orgasm enormously. But its main
advantage is that it greatly improves my
staying power during intercourse with
my wife.

(Name withheld by request)
Chapel Hill, North Carolina

FROM BITTER TO BETTER

When I was very young, 1 [ell in love
with a slightly older boy and we enjoyed
a sexual relationship for several years,
always tilking of plans o marry. But
one night, after several hours of sex, he
told me he had been dating another girl
for about a year and planned to marry
her. I had been a good, convenient lay
whenever he was hard up. but it was over.

I became pretty bitter about men and
sex, and when I did marry, about three
vears later, I was a bitch and took out
all my hostility on my husband. Instead
of leaving, he got me to talk about my
feelings, and things began to improve.
We even tried the swinging scene, and
slowlv T began to realize that sex was
something I mysell wanted and could
again enjov.

A pl‘oblcm with swinging, however, is
that all parties seldom turn on to one
another equally: we decided that we'd
be better off just letting things happen
spontaneously. Things did happen short-
ly thereafter.

A distant cousin spent the Christmas
holidays with us. One evening while we
were all listening to music and talking,
he asked me to dance. and as he held me
close, 1 could feel him become aroused.
Soon [ also was aroused, almost to climax,
and that night 1 nearly raped my hus-
band. I ended up telling him how my
cousin had turned me on. He told me I
should go to the guest room, with his
full approval.

To make a long story short, it tarned
into a night of ecstasy. In the morning,
to my surprise and pleasure, my husband
joined us in bed. What a day, what a
holiday season—and you wouldn’t be-
licve New Year's Evel

Today I'm 46, happy with life and
very much in love with my husband for
understanding and helping me through
the difficult years. Sex can be a beautiful
thing, especially between a hushand and
wife who love each other. But marriage
is more than a liletime sexual rclation-
ship between two people. It is being open
with each other, having faith and truse,
and being helplul and willing to allow
one's mate to grow as an individual.

(Name withheld by request)
Pasco. Washington

ANOTHER COVER-UP ENDED

If you've ever seen female imperson-
ators or transvestites at work, vou must
have wondercd, as I have: Where do they
get those ultrafeminine and alluring
breasts? The mystery has finally been
solved by the San Francisco Sentinel.
which asked some of the performers in
local bars. Empress Shirley revealed the
whole truth:

Rice bags. Do you want to see
one? I never use anything else. Some
of the kids use foam rubber, which
is much softer but doesn’t have the
weight of rice, or birdsced. You can
make them out of popcorn, dried
beans or whatever is vour [avorite
health food. If it gets too bad in the
depression, you can always take your
tits out and boil them.

As Dick Nixon discovered, sooner or
later we must all make a bare breast ol
things.

Arthur Mitchell
Seattle, Washington

SCREWED AGAIN

When Federal judge Frank Bauisti di-
rected that the former Ohio National
Guardsmen accused of violating the civil
rights of the Kent State University stu-
dents be acquitted, he exposed to us all
the absence of any meaningful Federal
law to protect our civil rights.

Judge Battsti referred Irequently in
his opinion to a 1945 Supreme Court de-
cision in a case involving the beating, by
policemen, of a citizen they had arrvested.
In that case, known appropriately as
Screws vs. Unuled States, the high Court
said that it was not enough to prove
“that petitioners had a generally bad
purpose. To convict, it was necessary for
them to find that petitioners had the pur-
pose to deprive the prisoner of a consti-
tutional right, e.p., the right to be tried
by a court rather than by ordeal.”™ In
other words. this kighly trumpeted civil
rights statute is worthless unless the pros-
ccutor can establish a conscious intent
on the part of law-enforcement officers or
Guardsmen not just to kill, maim or
harm innocent atizens but also to violate
their rights. Otherwise, there is no Fed-
eral crime.

Most lawyers will say this is as it should
be, because an intent just to maim o1
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harm violates state law and, therefore, is
the province of the state. Judge Battisti
said as much when he agreed that the
Government had produced evidence to
support a finding that the accused
Guardsmen fired at the students with in-
tent to harm or [righten them and that
the state of Ohio could prosecute them
for that offense. But time and time again,
states have whitewashed civil rights cases
involving death and injury by exonerat-
ing the police officers or Guardsmen re-
sponsible, leaving the families of the
victims with nowhere to turn. In the end,
justice is denied, circumvented and, final-
ly, mocked. The events last November in
Cleveland's Federal district court prove
one thing: The so-called constitutional
right to free speech and assembly, not to
mention due process of law, isn't worth
the parchment it was written on. Richard
Nixon raped it. The Ohio National
Guard killed it. And the sooner the
American people wake up to what is hap-
pening, the better are our country's
chances of surviving as a democracy.

Peter Davies

Staten Island, New York

IS WATERGATE OVER?

We need to question the easy belief
that Watergate is a single incident that
is behind us and can be relegated 1o his-
tory. In fact, the autitudes and practices
that culminated in that scandal grew up
over a number of decades and still have
not been totally repudiated.

For instance, the complicity of the
Central Intelligence Agency in the Wa-
tergate cover-up and the domestic es-
pionage it conducted in direct violation
of its charter are only the most recent acts
in a history of surreptitious activiries of
questionable legality. Since the CIA was
established in 1947, there have been more
than 150 legislative proposals for in-
creased Congressional control over the
agency. All were defeated. The revela-
tions of the CIA's illegal activities in this
country have prompted new investiga-
tions that hopefully will produce reforms
that are obviously needed and overdue;
however, without considerable pressure
from citizens and the press, legislators
may once again brush the whole matter
under the carpet and allow the CIA to
operate without controls.

Also, the FBI's Counterintelligence
Program for illegal disruption of radical
or pacifist groups was formed in 1956.
When it was exposed, the FBI itself
admitted that some *“Cointelpro” activ-
ities could *“only be considered abhor-
rent in a free society.” The plan was
officially repudiated, of course, but there’s
no easy way to find out how, if at all,
the FBI's public pronouncements are re-
lated to its private behavior.

The same is true of the Internal Rev-
enue Service. Ralph Nader had to file
suit under the IFreedom of Information
Act to obtain documents showing that

the IRS, under the Nixon Administra-
tion, investigated such organizations as
Americans for Democratic Action and
the National Council of Churches; in
most cases, the information it compiled
had nothing to do with taxes. This prac-
tice, too, has been publicly repudiated
by the IRS, but the machinery that made
it possible still exists.

Obviously, by looking at each separate
abuse and punishing certain conspicuous
villains (or pardoning them), we are
missing the real point: Our society has
long since departed from its basic Con-
stitution and Bill of Rights and em-
braced numerous police-state institutions
and practices. No one President or no
one Federal agency is responsible. In-
deed, liberals and conservatives have
been equally guilty; each group, on be-
half of its own pet paranoias, has con-
tributed to the growth of secrecy and
spying. It is time for Congress, with ex-
tended televised hearings, to decide if we
as a nation really want and neced to
continue this trend.

James Johnson
Chicago, 1llinois
THE BIG EYE

When I was a youngster, many parents
used to decorate their children’s 1rooms
with crocheted samplers of a large eye
and the motto THOU, GOD, WATCHETH ME.
This was supposed to inspire fear of the
Lord and a permanent sense of being on
trial. Nowadays the custom should be re-
vived with a similar sampler saying Ttou,
FBI, WATCHETH ME.

I am thinking of the case of Lori
Paton, a high school girl in Chester, New
Jersey, who wrote to the Socialist Labor
Party as part of an information-gather-
ing project for a socialstudies class
(Forum Newsfront, January 1971). The
FBI placed Miss Paton under surveil-
lance, compiled a dossier on her, ran a
credit check on her [father, questioned
the Chester police chief about her Exmily
and interviewed high school officials.
The girl suffered harassment from other
students when the investigation became
public knowledge. All this in the land of
the free and the home of the brave.
Now, in a law suit filed by the family
and supported by the American Civil
Liberties Union of New Jersey and the
Rutgers Constitutional Litigation Clinic,
a judge has merely ordered the dossier
destroyed, and has denied the $65,000
damages demanded and has refused to
grant class relief to other persons similar-
ly harassed. (The A.C.L.U. had asked the
judge to order surveillance discontinued
on people who have written letters to so-
cialist groups.) So, the girl will not be
haunted by that dossier for the rest of
her life, bur the policy of the FBI is not
affected. It can continue spying into the
lives of any citizens who communicate
with a radical group for any purpose.

In the wake of Watergate, we can no

longer say that totalitarian-type abuses
can't occur here; isn't it time class reliel
is given to all citizens by ending this sub-
terrancan snooping? A secret police in
an allegedly democratic counury is an
abomination. If the Government doesn’t
trust us, why doesn’t it go somewhere else
and rule over a people it does trust?
James O'Malley
Brooklyn, New York

DEAD OR SLEEPING?

In a letter titled “Death at an Early
Age” (The Playboy Forum, December
1974), M. Hodges laments the complacen-
cy and cynicism, the “mood of embittered
despair” that pervade college campuses
and, he says, indicate the death of the
idealism of the Sixties. His description is
accurate, but I'm not sure about his con-
cluston. According to Paul Starr, writing
in The New York Times Sunday Maga-
zine, the utopian vision of the Sixtics is
not dead but merely dormant and may
“come throbbing to the surface” when
the economic crisis or the international
situation worsens markedly. Personally,
this is my own belief, based on historical
evidence. Every heresy the Holy Inquisi-
tion tried to destroy during its 800-year
career of burning dissenters at the stake
has reappeared in some form, in Protes-
tantism or the democratic upheavals of
the 18th Century or elsewhere. Similarly,
the concerns that produced socialist and
anarchist movements of the past 100
years have not been totally eliminated
by the token responses of government
bureaucrats. Valid social concerns and
a belief in the power of truth have a way
of surviving the most violent eflorts to
suppress them, as well as the cleverest
attempts to co-opt them.

Jefirey Brown
Los Angeles, California

DOWN WITH DOOM

M. Hodges" letter concerning the
“mood of embittered despair” on U.S.
college campuses reads like a third-rate
doom novel. The turmoil of the Sixties
lefe many people bewildered, but to say
it “killed part of the soul of American
youth” is a bit much.

Here at California Polytechnic State
University’s School of Architecture and
Environmental Design, the only despair
is over grades. I have never seen a group
of people more dedicated to improving
the world in which we live. Maybe all
those Harvard law students are con-
cerned only with improving their finan-
cial situations. but some of us are still
working toward progressive change. You
can’t kill idealism.

Bruce G. Jolley
San Luis Obispo, California

SPACE ODYSSEY

Arthur C. Clarke has reminded us
again of how fortunate we are to be alive
at a moment in history when the answers



to humanity’s most searching questions
about itself and its [uture are coming
within grasp. In The Snows of Olympus
(rLavBOY, December 1974), he quortes
Proverbs: “Where there is no vision, the
people perish.” But Clarke, better than
most, knows that this vision still exists in
our world—ithe vision to explore the un-
known of space. to increase our under-
standing of the past, present and future of
the universe and humanity’s place in it;
and the vision 1o apply what we learn in
space to improve the quality of life on
earth with weather, communications and
resources  satellites. Clarke says, “Men
need the mystery and romance ol new
horizons.” Ol course he is right. In the
not-teo-distant [uture. we may even listen
to other civilizations in the far reaches of
our galaxy—to tap our cosmic heritage
just as we tapped the wisdom and the
experience of the earliest civilizations
on earth. Someday, surely, man will use
his ability to move outward in space, o
settle other worlds. In the final analysis,
this may well represent the fundamental
factor m the survival of our species.
Clarke has done his usual outstanding
job of telling us that the real world is
stranger than hction.

George M. Low

Deputy Administrator

National Aeronautics and

Space Administration
Washington, D.C.,

LEGISLATIVE AMBUSH

1 was amused to read in the San Fran-
cisco Chironicle that a new Federal law 1o
tax bookies went into elfect withour most
bookies being aware of it. “A Chronicle
sampling ol major bookies in the Bay
Arca and other metropolitan areas of the
nation,” the story reported, “shows most
haven't the foggiest notion thart they have
been liable for arrest—on a Federal
charge that could put them away for five
vears—Ilor the past two days.”

This isn't the fArst time the Federal
Government has wied w0 ger at bookies
through the IRS. An old law, requiring
the TRS to make available publicly the
names of those who bought wagering-
tax stamps, was found unconstitutionally
sell-incriminating: the new law requires
secrecy—iabout which bookies are under-
standably skeptical.

In their eagerness to stamp out sin, the
politicos overlook the fact that the taxes
collected under this law are at Dbest a
drop in the bucker compared with what
the Treasury could get if gambling were
legalized and aboveboard.

Charlie Johnson
San Francisco, Calilornia

THE SILENT PASSENGER

I've read some weird stories in recent
vears about cops whose zeal [or making
arrests seemed to transcend reality, but
I've never seen anything to top the fol-
lowing story: San Francisco policemen
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found a hearse unlawlully parked outside
a hospital and, without a thought, towed
it away; however, the vehicle turned out
to have an occupant, for whom the driver
was inside getting a death certificate. The
passenger (although he didn’t complain)
was deprived of a decent and dignified
last ride.

Frank Yce

San Francisco, California

WHO OWNS YOUR BODY?

The question raised by the antidralt
and pro-abortion movements—who owns
your body?—was given a new twist in a
New Hampshire drunk-driving case. The
police required the defendant to take a
Breathalyzer test, thereby, as libertarians
would contend, invading the privacy of
his body. The man ook perfect revenge,
however: He ate the test results. The only
way to retrieve the results from his gut
would have been abdominal surgery, but
the police were afraid to go that far. In-
stead, they charged him with destroying
evidence.

I guess you might say that one’s breath
is public domain, but one’s belly is still
private enterprise.

P. Riley
Boston, Massachusctts

STERILITY SEEKER

For more than a year and a half, my
attempts to obtain a vasectomy were frus-
trated because of my age (24) and marital
status (single). My family doctor conde-
scendingly turned me down, as did two
other private physicians. Even Zero Pop-
ulation Growth didn’t give me much en-
couragement. Finally, however, I was
accepted for a vasectomy by the Rocky
Mountain Planned Parenthood organiza-
tion; they required me to attend one
counseling session and to pay a $55 fee.

I want to commend R.M.P.P. for treat-
ing me as an adult capable of making up
my own mind.

Robert H. Miller
Nederland, Colorado

LIFE IN THE ABSTRACT

At a meeting in Washington, D.C., Ro-
man Catholic bishops rejected a seven-
page document opposing the restoration
of capital punishment and apparently
even had trouble getting majority sup-
port for a simple onescntence resolu-
tion against such state-sanctioned killing.
In this case, they're obviously somewhat
ambivalent about taking human life.

Last spring, on the other hand, four
Roman Catholic cardinals testified Dbe-
fore a Senate committee that there should
be no exceptions to the prohibition of
abortion—not even to save the life of
the woman. When queried about making
an exception in the case of rape, the re-
tiring John Cardinal Krol replied, ““The
victim of rape survives. The victim of
abortion does not.” This lack of under-
standing for a woman faced with an

unwanted or dangerous pregnancy sug-
gests a greater concern for life in the
abstract than for concrete, conscious life.
So does the Pope’s call for an end to
family-planning assistance to underdevel-
oped countries—whose burgeoning popu-
lations increase the misery ol their poor
and lead to starvation and death. This
kind of thinking defies all logic.

Iver Bogen

Duluth, Minnesota

RELIGION REDEFINED

I resent the reference to “the religious
doctrine that abortion is murder” in an
editorial comment in the October 1974
Playboy Forum. It implies that all anti-
abortionists are Catholics or members of
some oflbeat hard-nosed Protestant sect,
which is simply not true. There are many
nondoctrinaire Protestants such as myself,
who are convinced that abortion is moral-
ly wrong because it is murder.

Dan Kelleher
Neoga, 1llinois

Then we'll call it the philosophical doc-
Irine that abortion is murder, if you like
that any better. Whatever it’s called, if
a belief doesn’t acknowledge the [reedom
of conscience of those who think differ-
ently, we'd feel justified in calling it
doclrinaire.

CHURCH VS. STATE
At a Shawnee Mission (Missouri)
school hoard meeting, one member, the
Reverend George E. Hilbert, criticized
the teaching of a high school course
titled Man in Time and Space, in which
abortion is among the issucs for student
discussion. He contended that to allow
discussion of moral issucs in a classroom
is a violation of both school-district pol-
icy and the students’ rights to privacy.
This prompted an A.C.L.U. official to
challenge Father Hilbert to debate the
academic-freedom issue. The Kansas City
Star reports that Father Hilbert has re-
fused, stating that “moral issues are not
debatable. They are clear-cut to any re-
ligionist.” The A.C.L.U. official called
the decision “regrettable, because moral
issucs certainly are debatable when some-
one in authority chooses to impose his
idea of morality on others.” How true,
and thank God [or the separation of
church and state.
Kent Cochran
Republic, Missouri

CREEPING MARXISM

As if creeping Karl Marxism and
Groucho Marxism aren’t distracting
enough, now we seem to have creeping
Chico Marxism. I reler, of course, to the
Donnybrook that occurred when Secre-
tary of Agriculture Earl Butz incautiously
quoted an apocryphal Italian woman who
said of the Pope’s anti-contraception pro-
nouncements, “He no play-a the game,
he no makea the rules.” T lost track of
how many times poor Butz was required

to apologize to the pontiff's offended
dignity. It seems to me that if the Pope
is going to meddle in world affairs, he is
just another politician and should be sub-
ject to witticisms and criticisins just the
same as you or I or Uncle Louie. As
Chico himself might say, *“You play-a the
game, you takea the punches.”

James Watkins

Indianapolis, Indiana

FAMILY ENTERTAINMENT

I was bemused to read in Dwight New-
ton’s syndicated TV column that NBC
censored a sequence in John Steinbeck’s
The Red Pony that showed a mare giv-
ing birth, but allowed the hideous se-
quence of the beheaded horse to remain
in its TV presentation of The Godfather.
As Newton remarks, NBC seems to think
the natural function of birth is “ugly,
repulsive and too indecent for viewers,”
but the cruel decapitation of an animal
is acceptable [amily entertainment.

Probably, given a choice between show-
ing eyce gouging and copulation, NBC
would opt for eye gouging; between the
My Lai massacre and a nudist camp, the
massacre; between loveplay and a brutal
beating, the beating. This is, alter all, a
decent, family-oriented country, right?

Edward Kenvyon
Santa Cruz, California

SMITE THAT SMUT

The smut smiters are getting pretty or-
ganized, as evidenced by a long article in
the Los Angeles Times. The National
Legal Data Center is described as a two-
year-old anti-obscenity project headquar-
tered at Calilornia Lutheran College and
financed, so far, by $335,000 in your and
my Federal tax dollars through the Law
Enforcement Assistance Administration.
Its purpose is to collect and distribute
material to help prosecutors obtain con-
victions against the purveyors of alleg-
edly pornographic material.

You'd better keep an eye on this
bunch. They claim to be nonpartisan but
they make it clear that their sole purpose
is to serve as a sort ol Playboy Foundation
for bluenoses.

Edward Groth 111, Ph.D,
California Institute of Techmology
Pasadena, California

Any organization with a name that
sounds as innocent, academic, education-
al and nonpolitical as the National Legal
Data Center is bound to be a Communist
front, but we can’t prove it. The most we
can hope for is that the Federal anti-
crime money permits the N.L.D.C. lo
employ a large staff of dedicated smui
hunters, thus keeping them off the streets
and out of trouble.

GUT REACTION
My stomach makes several complete
revolutions every time I read a new chap-
ter in the continuing saga of Kanawha
(concluded on page 169)
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Now you can put the most advanced
idea in 4-channel sound

right in the dash of your car.

Introducing the Panasonic
CQ-999. A discrete 4-channel
tape player plus FM/AM/FM
stereo radio for your car. In a
unit that doesn’t look added
on (see photo).

The advantages of “discrete”

First a little background on
4-channel sound systems for
cars.

There’s an “almost”
4-channel sound system (some
people refer to it as matrix).
And there’s a true 4-channel
sound system called discrete.

With the matrix system,
live music is picked up on
2 channels, recorded on 2
channels, then split into
4 channels for playback. You
get sound from 4 speakers. But
the sound is a mixture. Some of
the music meant for the front
speakers comes from the
rear speakers. And some of the
music meant for the rear
speakers comes from the front.

Discrete 4-channel
sound. Four
independent
speaker signals
surround you with
pure, “live
concert’” sound.
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That's where a discrete
4-channel system (like our
CQ-999) has the advantage.
Live music is picked up on
4 channels, recorded on 4
channels, and played back on
4 channels. Everything’s kept

The Panasonic CQ-999. Plays discrete 4-channel tapes, regular 8-track cartridges, plus
FM/{AM/FM stereo radio.

separate. So your speakers
play only the music you were
meant to hear. Result: big,
full “live concert” sound.

“Unnecessary”” features

The CQ-999 (like other
Panasonic car stereos) gives you
engineering features some
manufacturers think you don’t
need.

e ““Shock absorbers.” We call
them “vertical head movement.”
Our system for keeping the
magnetic head from jiggling into
the wrong channel when your car
hits a bump.

e “De-wobblers.” Instead of the
usual one or two roller guides to
keep tape cartridges from
wobbling, Panasonic engineers
insist on three. To help your tape
stay where it should be. And
help you get big, full sound.

e A “revver-upper.” It makes
our motor turn faster than the

motors on some other
manufacturers’ sets. Result: less
wow and flutter.

More than 25 models

Besides the CQ-999, Panasonic
offers a wide choice of ways to
put stereo sound in your car.
8-track cartridge players.
Cassette units. In-dash.
Under-dash. With radios. And
without. You name it, and
Panasonic probably has the
exact unit you have in mind.

There’s even a complete
line of Panasonic car stereo
speakers to choose from.

Check your Yellow Pages for
the name of your nearest
Panasonic car stereo dealer. Or if
you prefer, write us: Panasonic
Car Stereo, 200 Park Avenue,
New York, New York 10017.

just slightly ahead of our time



anor o DUSTIN HOFFMAN

a candid conversation with benjamin braddock, ratso
11220, little big man and lenny bruce—all rolled into one

He's not your stereotypical movie star,
this unprepossessing, almost runty fellow
with the mournful hound-dog eyes and
the oversized nose. Producer Joseph
Levine, on first encounter with him, mis-
took the man who was to become the star
of one of his most popular films, “The
Graduate,” for a window washer—and,
with the impish streak that’s been his
hallmark since his childhood as the class-
room show-off, Dustin Hoffman took out
his handkerchief and started Lo clean the
window.

Hoffman’s big break, in “The Grad-
uate,” had been a long lime coming.
He'd been hoping for it for nine years—
ever since arriving in New York in 1958
and, in his words, “plummeting lo star-
dom? He had grown up in Hollywood,
where his father was al one time a set
decorator and  his mother—though she
hoped he'd become a concert pianisl—
was sufficiently starv-struck to name him
for silent-screen cowboy Dustin Farnum
(and her other son for Ronald Colman).
Hoffman, however, wasn't bitten by the
acting bug until his college days, when he
envolled in the Pasadena Playhouse.
Among Ius classmates was Gene Hack-
man, who remains one of his closest
friends. The two deserted Pasadena for

=N

“Lenny was a tester, a !u.‘m)ymcighi tester.
I've never done anything as extreme as
he did, but I'm something of a tesler,
too. He was also a provocateur, and 1
love to provoke.”

New York at roughly the same time and
scrounged around through wvarious odd
jobs, waiting for lighining to strike.
Which it did for Hoffman in 1967 with
“The Graduate.”

After that film, nobody was likely to
mistake Dustin Hoffman for a window
washer. Yet, with a daring some called
recklessness, he went on (o insist on
challenging voles playing eccentric char-
acters. Today, at the age of 37, he oc-
cupies a premier position in a rare
company, that of the charvacter actor as
superstar. More lhan any other major
performer today, Hoffman has built his
career on what he lovingly calls “uglies.”
On stage and in films, he has played a
hunchbacked homosexual (“Harry, Noon
and Night”), a spunsterish Russian editor
(“The Journey of the Fifth Horse”), a
Kealonesque boiler walcher (“Eh?”), a
grungy piece of Manhattan flolsam
(“Midnight Cowboy”), a slightly mad,
would-be  painter (“Jimmy Shine™), a
partner in a one-day romance born in a
singles bar (“John and Mary”), a dissi-
dent rock star at the ages of 17, 25 and
40 (“Who Is Harry Kellerman and Why
Is He Saying Those Terrible Things
About Me?”), a protean Western hero
who, while aging from childhood to a

“As an aclor, you have o examine your
motives. I've got to admit that some of
me worked for McCarthy, McGovern and
others because all of that free exposure
kept me in the public eye”

feisty 121, acis out every frontier cliché:
boy adopted by Indians, gunslinger, cav-
alry scout, snake-oil salesman (“Little Big
Man”), a passive mathemalics teacher
who eru Ppts into violence (“Siraw Dogs”),
a bourgeois HNaltan bank clevk with Ro-
meo delusions (“Alfredo, Alfredo”), a
myopic inmate of a penal colony (“Papil-
lon”) and. late last year, the reincarna-
tion of controversial comedian Lenny
Bruce (“Lenny”). All this has boosted his
price per piciure from the $20,000 he
vecewved for “The Graduale” inlo the
$1,000,000 ball park, counting a piece of
the box-office action. The money, in
turn, allows him to hold out for the
roles that genuinely inirigue him—next
of which will cast him as Carl Bernstein,
half of the veporter team that broke the
Watergate scandal, in “All the Presi
dent’s Men.” (The othey member of the
duo, Bolhh Woodward, will be playrfd by
Robert Redford.)

Newver a big spender, Hoffman has al-
lowed himself one extravagance: the
purchase of an East Side New York
brownstone furnished with his mam in-
dulgence, antique furniture. There he
lives with s ballerina wife, Anne—she’s
a guest dancer with the André Eglevshy
Ballet Company and teaches at both the

J. BARRY O'ROURKE

“In high school, I remember dialing the
phone and not being able to gel to the
last digit, I was so afraid of rejection.
And I was extremely horny. There was
nothing else on my mind.”
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New Jersey and the New York Schools of
Ballet—and two children, girls aged eight
and four. (The elder is Anne’s daughter
by a previous marriage.)

Hoffman’s devotion io his work and
family is approached only by his loyalty
to his friends—mostly old friends, such
as Hackman and Murray Schisgal, the
playwright whose farce “All Over Town”
Hoffman spent mosi of last summer and
fall nurturing into a late-December New
York opening. Schisgal hadn’t had a big
success since “Luv,” and Hoffman be-
licved part of the reason was inadequate
direction. So he took on the job himself,
making his Broadway divectorial debut—
having, with typical Hoffman perfection-
ism, auditioned more than 1500 actors
to fill the script’s I8 roles. The work
paid off: “All Over Town,” after a shaky
starl in Washington, met with immediate
critical success on Broadway. New York
Times critic Clive Barnes  deseribed
Hoffman as working “with all the aplomb
of a master chef whipping up a souffié.”

To find out whal makes Dustin run,
PLAYBOY assigned [ree-lance writer Rich-
ard Meryman—uwhose interview with re-
tired Chief of Naval Operations Admiral
Elmo Zumwalt appeared in owr June
1974 issuc—to track down Hoffman. It
wasn’'t easy. First he was incommunicado,
soaking up background—and then shoot-
ing on location—for his vole in “Lenny.”
Then theve was the casting for the play.
Finally, Meryman pinned down  his
quarry in New York. His veport:

“We mel at a Manhattan sound studio,
to which Hoffman had ecarlier vun from
his home, for the exercise. He dvied him-
self off with paper towels, finished a final
dubbing chore for ‘Lenny’ and we started
of for his office building, walking—Ilop-
ing would be a better term—through
the constant spontaneous theater afford-
ed by New York City streets. Hoffman
was wearing dark glasses, faded blue
bell-bottom jeans, white tennis sneakers.
Stuck between his belt and his back was
a large envelope someone had thrust into
lus hand.

“Very soon it was clear that Hoffman
was constantly, involuniarily at work,
fling away every sight and sound as
grist to be used in some present or future
professional mill. We passed a shoeshine
parlor and Hoffman said, ‘Hey, there’s a
Huainsworth'—one of the characlers, a
black homosexual businessman, in the
Schisgal play. Hoffman went into the
shop and asked the porily man, who con-
tinued to strop his customer's shoes, if
he had ever acted. The shoeshine man,
impassive, said he hadn’t, but Hoffman
talked him into reading for the part, any-
way. The customer, who had been star-
ing at Hofman, asked: ‘You ever been
an acltoy? Hoffman, nodding gravely:
‘Yeah.

“We stopped at a shop frequented by
Hoffman. Heading toward a large, plain
lady clevk, he called out: ‘How you do-

ing, Louise? As customers stared, he
hugged the lady—who towered over
him-—looking up and saying, warmly,
‘Isn’t she lovely? Look at her. Isn’t she
lovely?” Making his purchase, he called
back cheerfully to the lady, who was now
dimpling with pleasure: ‘Promise, now.
No sex until 1 see you next. Youw'll need
your strength.’

“Huwrrying on down the street, Hoff-
man paused and wordlessly bought a
bougquet of roses—destined, it turned out,
for his sccretary, Theresa Curtin—from
a sidewalk vendor. We crossed another
street and suddenly we heard voices
sereaming: ‘I don’t give a shit abou 3
‘Neither do I, you motherfuckerl” ‘I
don’t give two shits either, you lousy ass-
hole” A white cabby had nearly clipped
a black bicyclist. ‘Aw, go fuck yourself,
screamed the cabby, again menacing lhe
eyclist with his taxi. The bike rider spat
on the cal’s hood, shouted, ‘You're a
fuckin’ cock, man,” and pedaled off into
the traffic. Hoffman, stopping vigid in lis
tracks, had focused his whole being on
this street drama. Even after the com-
batants had departed, he remained mo-
tionless. Then he said, ‘I loved it. You're
not going to get a better lesson on how
that scene should be played. Nobody was
really acting tough. The guy on the bike
was p!a)-ing it, “I don’t carve. I don’l even
have to demean myself to talk to you.”
Stopping and spitting—that was a good
move. I liked that. And what’s most ex-
citing, in dramatic teyms, is that the fight
does not lake place. That’'s New York.
Everybody's acting a part. IU’s all make-
believe.”

“By this time, we were near Hoffman’s
office. He pointed to a black man talking
to somebody on the street. ‘You thought
I was crazy, asking that shoeshine guy if
he were an actor, Hoffman said. ‘Bul
you know what that guy over there used
1o do? I asked him, and he used to be in
the troupe that became Sammy Davis’
Will Mastin Trio. Show me somebody
who's in menial labor and I'll show you
somebody who was an actor” We passed
into the lobby and entered the clevator.
As we stavted up, I asked Hoffman if he
had total recall of all the mannerisms
and incidents he wilnesses. He admilted,
rather sadly, that sometimes he wishes he
weren’t always observing, that he could
simply be in a scene, enjoying if. But
that, apparently, is not Dustin Hoffman.
Hoffman watches—and remembers. Al-
though, he added, he has no memory for
directions and frequently gets lost. Turn-
ing suddenly to a woman passenger, a
total stranger, he inguired: ‘Do you ever
get lost?” She smiled, startled, wordless.
The elevator door opened and Hoffman
was off, pell-mell, with me in low.

“Hoffman's office, in a suite that he
shares with his associale, actor Stanley
Beck, is a jungle of hanging ivy and avo-
cado plants, which Hoffman loves to root
in glasses of waler at home. Nearly cvery

flat surface is piled with books: ‘4 Picto-
rial History of Burlesque,’ Séren Kierke-
gaard’s ‘Either[Or,’ Dave DeBusschere’s
‘The Open Man,; ‘Your Child’s Self-
Esteem.” Hoffman’s long, exquisite French
Provincial desk is covered with papers,
folders, scripts and such oddments as an
antique cigar-cutling machine, lettered
HOFFMAN HOUSE CIGARS 5¢. At last, behind
the desk, Hoffman sat down and we be-
gan to talk. Since ‘Lenny,” his most recent
molion piclure, was uppermost in my
mind, I started by asking him about his
reactions to that role.””

PLAYBOY: What made you want to play
Lenny Bruce?

HOFFMAN: Actually, at first I turned the
part down. I didn’t think the script was
strong enough and I wasn’t sure I was the
one to play the role.

PLAYBOY: Why?

HOFFMAN: 1 had necver seen Lenny Bruce
in real life, never been a fan of his. I
remember, back when I was studying act-
ing, the comedian my friends and I all
liked was Jonathan Winters. He would
improvise, he would be crazy. For us ac-
tors, Winters was number one. Of course,
we saw him on television, and Bruce you
never really saw on TV. There was this
“in"” group, though. always talking about
Lenny Bruce, and sometimes they would
bring his records over and 1 would listen
to them, but I just didn’t respond to him
on records. The next time I remember
hearing about Bruce was when CLiff Gor-
man opened in the Broadway show
Lenny, and I went to see it. I thought he
was just terrific. and when I was offered
the film, T said, “Why don’t you get CIiff
Gorman? He'd do it better than 1.7
PLAYBOY: Did you really believe that?
HOFFMAN: Yes; he was so facile, doing all
the voices. For some reason, I envied his
performance. Besides, I didn't like the
film script. They sent me two more scripts
and I still didn’t care for it

PLAYBOY: What made you change your
mind?

HOFFMAN: It was a combination of factors.
For one thing, the scripts started getting
better. For another, 1 have a great deal of
respect [or the director, Bob Fosse,
PLAYBOY: Did Fosse have to talk you into
taking the pare?

HOFFMAN: That’s an understatement. He
used to see me at a party or something—
and here he was, an Emmy, Oscar and
Tony award winner, surrounded by
people who worshiped him—and he
would literally get on his knees and crawl
the length ol the room to me, begging.
He'd put his arms out, like Jolson doing
Mammy, and say, “You gotta do it. You
gotta do the part.”

PLAYBOY: How long did this wooing go
on?

HOFFMAN: Months. Finally, I said, “Well,
all right,” because I believed in Fosse and
the direction he was going in. So 1 started
studying up on Lenny, reading reams



of interview material that somcbody had
done with his wife, Honey, and with
friends ol his, and T looked at the film
United Artists has of him, and I read his
autobiography. And I began to feel an af-
hnity with him, a realization that there
was a lot of Lenny Bruce in me. My wile
felt ir, too. She kept saying, “Do it, do it.
You're going to be able to bring a lot of
yowself to the part.”

PLAYBOY: In what way are you alike?
HOFFMAN: He was an  observer; he
watched people, watched how they acted
and worked things out in his head. And
1 loved the [act that he would work on the
floor doing 12, 15 minutes of brand-new
material, frecassociating. He respected
the jazz musicians in the night clubs
where he played so much, people tell me,
that he didn’t want to bore them. So he'd
do something different each night, to
crack up the musicians. 1 realized that 1'd
have to make usc of my own spontaneity,
because he was so spontancous. And I
admired his guts. There was a time—Jeez,
I wanted Bob to do this in the movie so
bad, but it didn’t work out—when Bruce
had been busted for obscenity. There was
a law that you could not use certain words
on a stage—although there was no prohi-
bition against them anywhere offstage.
This particular place he was playing,
there was a door offstage, leading to the
street. So Lenny asked for a 16-foot micro-
phone cord, and when he began his act, he
said to the audience, “*As you know, I was
busted for obscenity and I'm not allowed
Lo use certain words onstage. but . . .7 and
he opened the door and walked outside,
wailing the cord. The cops we in the
room, waiting to write him up, and he’s
walking on the street—Sunser Boulevard
or something—with this mike, talking
very soltly into it: “Shit, piss, mother-
fucker, cunt”—and it's coming out on the
nightclub floor! But they couldn’t bust
him. 1 thought, “Isn’t that lovely?” He
veally won me.

S0 I went out 1o California and to Las
Vegas, where his mother and his [riends
were, and started talking with them,
getting insights. 1 said to some of them,
“It seems as though most of the time when
Lenny did his stuff, it was as if you were
in his home-—that he was sitting on the
bed, sitting on the toilet, talking to his
friends, kind of bullshiting, rapping.”
And they came back with, “Yeah. Ex-
actly that.” And I said, “Gee, that's lovely.
That intimacy is what an actor tries to
ger.” They told me that Lenny would
take long pauses—several minutes, real-
ly—just thinking onstage. And it sud-
denly hit me that that's exactly the kind
ol comedian I would choose to be—to
really take time to find at that moment
what is interesting. It occurred to me that
if I had known him, I would have wanted
us to be [riends.

PLAYBOY: But wasn’t there a cruel side to

In times like these when nothing lasts,
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Lenny Bruce as well?

HOFFMAN: Yes, in the sense of a selfish
side. That is in all of us and we act it out
to varying degrees. He set things up. In
the film, we have the situation where he
talks Honey into having a sexual experi-
ence with another girl. And then, afier-
ward, he accuses her of being a dyke.
He was a tester, a heavyweight tester.
Well, I've never done anything that ex-
treme, but I'm something of a tester, too.
And he was a provocaleur, and 1 love
to provoke.

PLAYBOY: Can you give us an example of
your provocation?

HOFFMAN: Well, I was always a fan of Can-
did Camera, because it caught human
beings in wonderfully farcical, absurd
Kinds of behavior. When I was a kid, my
father and I used to be on the floor, liter-
ally in tears at some of the stuff they did.
So when I grew up and went to work—I
had all kinds of crazy jobs—I used to set
up Candid Camera—type situations. To
put people on.

PLAYEOY: How did you manage that?
HOFFMAN: I worked behind the counter at
Macy's, and when a woman would come
up and ask me directions or something,
I would say to her: “What do you have in
that bag? Let me please see the contents
of that bag. I was watching you and I
think you slipped something into your
bag.” That wasn't true, of course. I just
wanted to get her angry. I had a micro-
phone that I used to wear around my
neck, because I was demonstrating games.
It was attached to a small speaker. But
when I was pulling one of those Candid
Camera stunts, I'd hide the mike. The
lady would be getting outraged. “Where's
the manager? I've never been talked to
like this in all my lile. How dare you ac-
cuse me?” And just at that point, I would
reveal this microphone and I'd point to
some far wall and say, “You're on Candid
Camera. There’s a camera back there.”
And she would turn. You'd see that mar-
velous change in behavior. “Me? Oh, my
God!” And I'd take her name down and
everything. O[ course, she must have
wondered why she never saw it on TV. 1
think Lenny Bruce might have dug that,
PLAYBOY: It's been said of Bruce that he
was wracked with guilt feelings. Are you?
HOFFMAN: Guilt? Before I was cast in The
Graduate, an actor [riend I used to hang
around with said to me—1 always looked
like a slob—"Jeez, you're never going to
get work unless you look right.”” So when
I finally got a part on Naked City and was
paid $500, I spent S150 of it on a Bur-
berry coat. When I tried it on, I was liter-
ally sweating. I had never spent so much
money on myself before. I went to pay for
it and T was wembling. Such luxury!
When I walked out with the coat, I was
almost swooning. I felt faint. I took one
step out the door—and everything went
black in front of me! I looked and I could
see that block after block was black. And
I thought—I really did—"I'm being pun-

ished.” What it was was the night of the
big blackout.

PLAYBOY: Did you read Albert Goldman's
book Ladies and Gentlemen—Lenny
Bruce!! belore you started shooting?
HOFFMAN: No, it came out a couple of days
after we finished. T tried to get the manu-
script from Goldman, though. I talked to
him on the phone and I said, “I under-
stand you wrote a book. I would love to
see it.” He was quite cold to me, as if to
say, “You want a story, kid, you'll have
to pay for it.” I said, “I'm not out to steal
anything for the film; if you were really
interested in him, I would think you
would want someone who is going 1o play
the role to be as well rounded as pos-
sible.” But I got nowhere.

PLAYBOY: When you were researching
Lenny, who were some of the people you
talked to about him?

HOFFMAN: I hung out with his mother,
Sally, for a month. Somebody had told me,
“You want to know Lenny? Watch the
mother. That’s Lenny—his gestures, his
hands, his rhythm. In order to know
Lenny, just move in with Sally.”
PLAYBOY: Literally?

HOFFMAN: No, no, but I was with her prac-
tically every day and with other people
who lived in the same apartment com-
plex. Jo Jo D'’Amore—he was a friend
of Lenny's. And Frank Benedetto, an ac
tor. who later became my stand-in for the
movie. And I began talking with them,
and they liked me, and Sally really
opened doors for me, introducing me to
people. She and I went to Las Vegas and
she introduced me to Shecky Greene,
Buddy Hackett, Jackie Gayle. Many times
they'd say that I reminded them of Lenny.
At first I thought they were just kind of
flattering me, but they said, “No, he was
like you. Kind of quiet, always liked to
listen.” I began to realize that they were
talking about someone who was totally
unlike what I'd read in the press. All the
press had said about Lenny Bruce was
that he was a vulgar comedian with a
dirty mouth. These people, friends of
his, were talking about a man who was
quite human, whatever his frailties. You
can tell, the way people talk about him,
that he must have been a kind person.
People really loved him—and still do.
And he was very seductive; they said he
could con anybody out of anything. Any-
thing. This ability to be seductive, it's a
key thing. I wvsed it. In fact, 1 haven’t
given it up. I've decided to keep it
PLAYBOY: The public is duly warned. Who
else did you talk to? Did you locate
Lenny's wife?

HOFFMAN: Oh, yes. She lives outside San
Francisco, in Marin County, and she and
this guy travel arvound, selling stuff to
head shops. Hash pipes, jewelry, things
like that. We had a nice talk, or three
nice talks. I interviewed her three times.
But I didn’t ask her very many personal
things; 1 didn't fecl like prying, really.
She’s attractive, keeps herself in good

shape. Honey is pretty much the way
Valerie Perrine plays her in the movice,
I think.

PLAYBOY: And was Lenny Bruce pretty
much the way Dustin Hoffman plays him
in the movie?

HOFFMAN: Yes, I believe he was. Those
critics who said I was unconvincing—I
think they got all their ideas about Lenny
Bruce from reading Goldman’s book. You
might ask the real [riends of Lenny Bruce
what they think of Goldman. Of course,
it's tarifying to play a real person.
Somebhody like Ratso Rizzo in Mudnight
Cowboy—wha's to challenge your inter-
pretation? He's a fictitious character.
PLAYBOY: Are Ratso and Lenny in any
way related?

HOFFMAN: No, not really. Only in the
sense that Lenny is the best role I've had
since Midnight Cowboy. Or they may be
related in the sense that Ratso represents
that part of myself that feels inadequate,
fraudulent; and Lenny is that part of
myself that feels important, unique.
PLAYBOY: A moment ago, you said it was
terrifying to play a real person. If it
frightens you to play a real person who's
dead, such as Lenny Bruce, how do you
feel about playing a real person who's
very much alive, such as Carl Bernstein
in the movie you're making with Robert
Redford, All the Presidenl’s AMen?
HOFFMAN: All the President’s Men will be
a different challenge, certainly. Usually,
it's the character in a film that interests
me. I still haven't met Bernstein, but this
time it's the whole subject that gets me.
I love all that intrigue; Eric Ambler,
but it’s real. And it’s sort of a good siep
after Lenny.

PLAYBOY: In what way?

HOFFMAN: 1'd done some hlms that were
pretty much just entertainment, and
then Lenny I think said some important
things, about him and the way society re-
acted to his sort of attack. I mean, he
scared a lot of people. They wanted him
gone. 1 want to do more of that, saying
things through my work. All the Presi-
dent’s Men is important because nobody
must be allowed to forget what happened
under Nixon. Once the noise dies down,
it could happen all over again. We al-
most had an invisible dictatorship. But
it's also an exciting property and a good
part! I'm afraid that’s the real reason I'm
doing it.

PLAYBOY: Are you a political person?
HOFFMAN: Not really. As an actor, you
have to examine your motives, because
it is so easy for an actor, who is trained in
conning people, to transfer that ability to
real lile. I've got to admit that some of
me worked for McCarthy, McGovern,
Ramsey Clark, Allard Lowenstein and
others because all of that free exposure
kept me in the public eye. But [ also did
my litde thing for McCarthy, McGovern
and the rest, because I agreed with their
ideas and I thought they were honest
men—which is rare in politics. I mean, I



don’t think what Nixon did was all thac
surprising; what was amazing was that he
got caught. And what was most amazing
was that we elected him twice. I think,
finally, one can be political in my line of
work and yet be honest. Do what you be-
lieve in, but at the same time know that
self-promotion is a part of it. But the best
thing I can do is say things through my
work—like this film with Redflord.
PLAYBOY: Arc you f{riends?

HOFFMAN: Friendly. My wile, Anne, and
I are big fans of the New York Knicks,
and so are the Redfords. We mer the Red-
fords through Dave DeBusschere. and
we've had, you know, like four dinners
in four years. And recently, I've had
several long breakfasts with Redford,
talking about the film. He really cares.
I like Redford—even if he is one of
the good-lookers.

PLAYBOY: How are you preparing for your
role as Bernstein? Redlord told us he'd
spent some time hanging around the
Washington Post newsroom, getting an
idea of what makes Woodward tick.
HOFFMAN: I'll spend a lot of time there,
too. 1 haven't had time to plan yet—but,
in a way, that’s another reason I want to
do the film. It will be an excuse to read,
talk to a lot of people—find out how the
press really works. 1 love the feel of re-
scarching something that actually hap-
pened—that, in a way, is still going on.
PLAYBOY: You have earned a reputation
for doing more research, more prepara-
tion for each role than other actors. Is
that reputation justified?

HOFFMAN: I don’t really know. I guess I'm
manic about my research, but it's my way
of keeping fresh. In creating a characier,
I ry to build a framework for myself.
Then I can allow myself to run around
inside it and be spontaneous. Sometimes
the purest moments in film come out of
that sort of spontaneity. There's a scene
in On the Walerfront with Marlon Bran-
do that ends with Eva Marie Saint’s walk-
ing toward a church. During one of the
takes, she inadvertently dropped one of
her gloves. As the scene ended, Brando
casually picked up the glove while wait-
ing for the next take. Elia Kazan, the
director, in his genius, whispered to the
cameraman, “Keep shooting.” And Bran-
do, thinking he was waiting for the scene
to be set up again, idly tried the glove
on. Suddenly, we have that great contra-
diction: this boxer, this guy with the
Mafia background, wrying on a lady's
glove. It's one of the great moments in
the picture.

PLAYBOY: Can you think ol any spontane-
ous incidents that have contributed to
your own films?

HOFFMAN: In Cowboy, there was a moment
that was pure. I was crossing the street
with Jon Voight; we were being filmed by
a hidden camera, and in costume we
weren't recognizable. And a taxicab al-
most hit us. 1 got very angry, because I
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got scared—but 1 didn't break out of
character. I got angry as Ratso, and I
started hitting the cab on the hood, yell-
ing, "I'm walkin® here! I'm walkin® here!”
It was the very essence of whar 1 wanted
to convey about Ratso—his dignity. We
may see him as a low-life, but he asserts
himsell. And I think people recognized
the truth of it. After Cowboy was released,
people on the streer would yell at me,
“Hey, Ratso.” And I'd turn around and
thev'd holler, “I'm walkin’ here! I'm
walkin® here!”

PLAYBOY: To them, Ratso had become a
real person?

HOFFMAN: Yes, and that’s an actor's goal
when he portrays a character—to per-
sonalize him and to elevate him. That's
why I love comedians so much. because
the really good ones become quite per-
sonal. Take Bill Cosby talking about his
old grade school teacher with the chalk in
his pocket. The glory of it is that it
reaches everyone, when it's specific. when
it's detailed, because you have your own
memories of a guy at the blackboard with
chalk in his pocket. No one here has had
thar teacher in school except Cosby, and
yet we immediately recognize him. be-
cause Cosby has caught the essence. As an
actor, that’s your job: to put the chalk in
the pocket. Sometimes you miss. But you
take the risk.

That's one of the things I admire about

Brando. He takes risks. He was miscast
in Godfather—totally miscast. 1 mean,
he’s not the kind of person you would
think of casting as an elderly Italian
Syndicate leader. So what does he do? He
tries for some strange effects, putting cot-
ton in his mouth, putting his voice up in
a very strange register, and it's terrific,
because it's so [ar Irom himsell and yer he
brought it home. It was real character
work.
PLAYBOY: Do you feel that there is more
demand for character actors, like your-
self, today than for the matinee-idol type?
HOFFMAN: | think it's all shit, that the
times are right lor a homely person. You
look at any of the films of the Thirties,
the Forties, with Bogart or Tracy. There
were many character actors playing leads
before me. There was just that siretch in
the Filuies and early Sixties, when every-
body had that handsome, boyish look.

I could be arrogant enough, though, to
say that my time should have been in the
Twentics, in the silents. I might have
been able 1o do more then, in terms of
creating a character: a Keaton character,
a Chaplin character.

PLAYBOY: But don’t you sometimes sccret-
ly long to be a leading man?

HOFFMAN: There’s really no such thing.
I've been studying acting lor almost 20
years and certain things have stayed with
me. One of them is what Lee Swtrasberg
always said: “There is no such thing as
a leading man. There are no leading
men in life. Every person is a chavacter.
When you say, ‘Gee, that guy is like a

leading man,” he immediately becomes
a character.”

PLAYBOY: What other things from your
studies have stayed with you?

HOFFMAN: I've never lorgotten something
Mike Nichols said when we were working
on The Graduate. 1 was tired one day;
I guess I was sloughing off. Tt happens.
Thar day, I just didn’t give a shit. Fuck
it. I'm tired. And Mike says, *“This is the
one day we're given to shoot this scene
and this is going 1o be on celluloid for the
rest of our lives. I know that you're tired,
but when you go to see this film. il you
don’t like your work in this scene, you'll
always remember that this was the day
you screwed off.”

PLAYBOY: Does the hard work always pay
off? Or do you feel thar sometimes you've
[ailed with a picture?

HOFFMAN: There are all kinds of failure,
you know: economic lailure, when you
feel you did a good job and the public
just isn’t interested in the picture. Then
there’s another kind, where you feel you
did bad work but the film is a big hit.
The money's rolling in. Well, sure, one
wants money, but I'd rather do good work
and have it fail than do bad work and
have it succeed.

PLAYBOY: When do you think you did bad
work?

HOFFMAN: I wouldn’t mind telling you,
but I don’t want to rap any directors in
print; they all try their best.

PLAYBOY: Could vou tell us when you per-
sonally [ailed in spite of the lovely job
done by the director?

HOFFMAN: 1 don't think I've really failed
in anything I've done. I may have over-
acted, I may have made mistakes, but not
failed. In Little Big Man, for instance, 1
had dificulty nailing down the character
for myselfl; I felt I just kept popping in
and out ol character. John and Mary
wasn’t my favorite film. I think The Grad-
uate is a very wellmade film; I think
Cowboy is a very good film; I think Lenny
is a very good film. Sfraw Dogs had some
interesting stufl. I think Alfredo, Alfredo,
for what it is. is a very good film, although
not all the critics thought so.

You know, I did Alfredo because they
told me I could do it in ltalian. 1 had a
tutor, was studying lhalian. But they lied
to me and [ had to do it in English. The
film did very well in Italy, though, and I
was accepted as an Italian. Then The New
York Times reviewed it and said I was no
way believable as an Italian. T met Fellini
recently and he told me he loved what 1
did in Alfredo. 1 told him what the Times
had said and he gestured with his hands
and  said, “Stronzo! Stronzo!”—which
means shit. T think I'll choose Fellini to
be my critic.

PLAYBOY: How do you feel abour critics?
HOFFMAN: 1 don’t really respect them.
They’ve never met you, yet they develop
very specific feelings about you. I mean,
everybody likes 1o get good reviews. It's
just another stay of execution, as far as

I'm concerned. You still have to look
forward to the worst, which will come
maybe with the next review. when ir will
finally be revealed to all. including your-
self, that you are a fraud. As you sus-
pected all along. I've had my share ol bad
reviews. The critics murdered me [rom
here to Sunday on Papillon.
PLAYBOY: What was your opinion of
Papillon?
HOFFMAN: I thought at times my work
didn’t quite cut right. It was too worked
at; vou could see the work. But there were
a couple of scenes at the end—Ilike with
the pigs—when I nailed the character. No
such character as Dega ever existed: he
was put together from three or four
people in Charriére’s book, so I just tried
to paint him with my imagination. Dal-
ton Trumbo came up with the thick
glasses. When I wore them, T had no pe-
ripheral vision: il I wanted to step down,
say, off a curb, T had 1o look down. For
days I wore them out on the streets of
Manhattan, gewing the feel of them,
and one day somebody said, “Jeez, your
mouth is hanging open. Are you catching
flies?” I hadn’t even been aware of ir.

Well, I learned from that experience.
You can’t really create more than is there
on paper, in the seript. If Dega had been
the main character, not Papillon, the
camera would have shown you what Dega
saw through those glasses: that the man
was almost blind. So here I'm doing all
that work and it's not supported by the
text: so il comes ACross to some as nun-
nered and gimmicky. So 1 learned not to
build more of a character than they tell
me the text can support.
PLAYBOY: How did the flm do at the box
ofhce?
HOFFMAN: Oh, Jesus, it’s huge. It's alrcady
over $15,000,000, people tell me.
PLAYBOY: Did vou always have a gut [eel-
ing that you would be a success?
HOFFMAN: There was a time when success,
to me, meant just being able to work,
being employed as an actor. Alter all, be-
fore The Graduate, 1 had spent nearly en
years knocking about New York, working
at every kind of odd job imaginable.
PLAYBOY: Such as?
HOFFMAN: You name it. I used to get jobs
through Actors’ Equity, through Man-
power—that’'s a temporary-cmployment
agency. One time 1 was working on fund
raising, for muscular dystrophy or leuke-
mia or something. I remember the money
better than the job; they paid a buck and
i half an hour. The office was on Flatbush
Avenue and I used to ride my scooter—I
had a scooter then—over the Williams-
burg Bridge. We had a bunch ol phone
books with the listings by blocks, and
we'd call people up and ask them to
be the head person to collect money
in their tenement.

Another time 1 worked over in the
Horist district stringing leis, putting little
Hawaiian orchids together with wires. I
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had 1o quit alter a couple of days, be-
cause I was getting all cut up with the
wires. One of the more interesting jobs
I had was reorzanizing the morgue for
Time magazine.

PLAYBOY: How did that come about?
HOFFMAN: Well, when they moved to their
new building. they hired 100 or so of us,
all actors from Equity, to go through
their files and put all the biographical
clippings in new envelopes. We had to get
it done in a couple of weeks, so they were
paying a lot of money—like $2.50 an
hour—and we were working many, many
hours. The files had gouten screwed up
over the years and you'd come across a lot
of famous names, wrong people in the
wrong envelopes. So we put the right
people in the right envelopes.

And during the newspaper strike, Mo-
dell's—the Army and Navy store—paid
me $15 1o dress up in a Paul Revere outfit
and read the news down at Times Square.
That was like acting, velling out the news
and weather. I enjoved it. With the 15
bucks, I bought myself a war-surplus
jacket from Modell's.

PLAYBOY: Were any ol your other jobs like
acting?

HOFEMAN: The way I operated, they all
were. 1 was a waiter, [or example—a lousy
one, always getting fired. But I'd put on a
French accent, just to prictice, o fool
people. 1 don't speak French, and some-
times 1'd get caught. Someone would ask
me a question in French and I'd just
have to wing it, tell him [ was wrying
to learn English and would prefer not
to speak in French. Usually 1 got away
with it.

PLAYBOY: Why were you always getting
fired?

HOFFMAN: A witer is treated especially
badly by people and I had a tendency to
strike back, with humor. I'd give the cus-
tomers some smartassed remark. Buc if 1
knew I was about to be fired, I'd go all
out to get fired in style. One place, Rud-
ley's—it was where Gull & Western is
now—had a 1errible food selection, but it
did have good paper-thin steaks. I had
Leen told 1 could have anything I wanted
for lunch, and one day, when the boss
had lefr, 1 told the new chef 1 wanted a
paper-thin steak for lunch. And then 1
ordered another, and another. I kept
asking for more until I had eaten 12 of
them. When the boss got back, 1 got my
walking papers. But 1 thought it was a
good way 10 go.

At the Village Gate, where 1 also
worked as & waiter, I got canned because
I'd get wiped out lisiening to the music
and I'd never get the drinks to the table.
Then, during the run of Rhiinoceros at
the Longacre Theater, I checked coats.
Met some very interesting people that
‘r\'ily.
pLAYBOY: Who?

HOFEMAN: I remember Eleanor Roosevelt;
I checked a big white ermine coat for her.
She never cracked a smile, but there was

something about her: an aura. She radiat-
ed. And Milton Berle came in onc time
and I watched him watching the play. He
scrunched down in his seat with his knees
up. the way a little kid does sometimes.
He could barely sce over the top of the
seat in front of him. It was like he was
five yeurs old. I was always tired then,
because I was working at the theater
nights and typing for the Yellow Pages
during the day.

pLAYBOY: Typing for the Yellow Pages?
HOFEMAN: Yes, for Reuben H. Donnelley,
the people who print the phone book. We
had o type all those things out on a sheet.
Don't ask me what, I don’t want to re-
member. I was the only guy there, with
70 or 80 girls in a room, and 1 would act
up. Jesus, I was terrible. I'd pass notes
and carry on. I was dirty, 1 was dirty.
PLAYBOY: Why?

HOFFMAN: I don't know, really. There were
a lot of New York Catholic girls there
and I wanted to taunt them for some rea-
son. 1 always had this desire to strike
when | saw a vulnerable area. One day
they had an atom-bomb drill and we were
all supposed to go out and stand in the
hall. We were, like, on the 16th floor on
Lexington Avenue, and I couldn't see
the purpose of standing in the hall on
the I16th floor. If the bomb’s going to be
dropped, youll die in the hall just as
surely as in vour chair. I relused to get
up and these girls—who were like cattle
in the sense that they'd always do what
they were told—couldn't believe it. But
1 just sat there. 1 said, “I'm not moving.”
My heart was pounding, I'll tell you,
begruse I knew it was my ass. I needed
the job.

PLAYBOY: What happened?

HOFFMAN: I was reported and the boss
called me in. He was one of the Hartlord
station-wagon boys, with a wile named
Grace, kids Scott and Kimberley, and a
dog, Spot or Prince. Well, I wried to im-
press him with the fact that I was bright
and he caught that and started telling me
he had a son just like me. He started
swearing a little bit: “Those goddamned
drills. I dont blame you, they're just a
bunch of shit .. .” and he said shit with a
wink, you know, and I caught the drift.
He wanted o win me. I guess it was a
step toward breaking the alienation 1
suppose existed between him and his son.
He talked to me about 40 minutes, and
when 1 came out, there were all the
girls, waiting like spectators at a hang-
ing, to sce me get mine. So 1 put a
big grin on my [ace going out the door,
and 1 said to the boss, “Right, OK. OK,
well, thanks a lot”"—practically calling
him Ralph, you know, and maybe some-
day we'll play some golf. T mean, that was
my best moment. I had had 50 jobs, may-
be, up to that point, and that was my
finest hour, walking back to my type-
writer past all those shocked faces.
PLAYBOY: What other jobs did you use as
springboards to stardom?

HOFFMAN: I had a lot of fun working in
department stores. Gene Hackman is a
good friend of mine and he helped me
pull off a couple of stunts. One time, when
1 was demonstrating toys at Macy's—
where [ did those Candid Camera stunts—
Gene was unemployed and he came in
with his kid, Christopher. I guess he
was about two years old then. You know,
people around Christmas are really crazy,
buying things. They're like they're play-
ing slot machines. They just go by and
feel things and say, “How much?” with
this glazed look in their eyves. So when
Gene set Christopher down on the count-
er, 1 sold him—(for $16.95, as a walking,
talking doll with real hair. And a lady
said, “I'll take him.” and went to touch
him. When she felt the real flesh she
jumped back: “Aaggh!”

Then there was the time Gene helped

me impress a girl, I was in Macy's toy de-
partment then, too. demonstrating hockey
games, and I had my eye on this givl
named Elaine. Her best friend was Barbra
Streisand, who was only about 16 then.
Anyway, Elaine worked demonstrating
tape recorders. This one day, 1 had a date
with her for lunch, but T was on a hot
selling streak, and 1 didn’t want to lose
a sale. So Gene showed up and 1 asked
him to keep her entertained for a few
minutes. Suddenly, I got an inspiration:
“Gene, make believe you're a degenerate
or something, so I can save her from you
and make a big impression.”
pLAYBOY: And did he?
HOFEMAN: Gene putl a big, dopey-looking
grin on his face and moved in on her
where she was demonstrating the tape
recorders, saying, “Why don’t you have
lunch with me?” He was dressed so badly.
looked like such a ecreep that customers
moved away. When I went over, 1 gave
him a couple of shoves before I realized
he was playing it like a brain-damaged
character. Elaine said, “Please, Dustin,
just ignore him. He's a sick man.”

So we go down the escalator and she
grabs my arm—it's very crowded, Christ-
mastime—and says, “He's following us.”
And there he is, warching us with that
dumb grin and slowly pushing people out
of the way like a big bear. Follows us all
the way into the employees’ cafeteria.
There, we have an audience. You have
to understand, we were frustrated actors,
out of work. I start velling, “Get your ass
out of here, lella, and stop bothering this
girl,” and shoving Gene avound. Which
is great. I'm five feet, six, and he's over six
feet. And I pull him into the men’s room,
and when we get inside, we break up.
We're yelling, “Uh! Uh! Oow! Goow!"
and pounding the walls, and the place is
full of guys holding their cocks in their
hands and looking at us like we're crazy.
And we mess each other up a little bit,
pull shirttails out and stulf, and go back
out. Gene goes, “Uh, uh, uh,” and Elaine
bursts out ecrying. Then Gene does a
brilliant thing: He starts up the down
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escalator. Elaine is crying: “How could
you do it? The poor man is sick.” And
when Gene and 1 start laughing and she
realizes it's all an act. she just runs off. Tt
was a solid oneacter; lasted about 45
minutes.

PLAYBOY: What inspired Gene to play the
scene as if he were mentally disturbed?
HOFFMAN: The crazy character always gets
the best reviews. But I was the one who
had worked in a mental hospital.
PLAYBOY: Where was that?

HOFFMAN: It was New York Psychiatric
Institute, which was affiliated with Co-
Iumbia University. It was a state hospital
and yet it really was like a private hospi-
tal. No amount ol money could get you
in; what admitted you to that hospital was
that you were an interesting case, some-
thing that would provide good training
for the young doctors who were doing
their residencies. Every patient had his
own room and every patient saw a doctor
almost every day. It was a great expericence
for me. All my life I had wanted to get
insice a prison or a mental hospital, like
most kids want to go to 2 zoo. I wanted to
get inside where behavior, human behav-
ior, was so exposed. All the things the
rest of us were feeling and stopping up
were coming out of these people, as if
through their pores. I used 10 go home—
I was living with Bobby Duvall and a
bunch of opera singers on 109th Street
and Broadway—and develop characteri-
zations for them, based on real people. I
was about 21 then.

PLAYBOY: What did your job entail?
HOFFMAN: I was an attendant. which
meant that I went to work every morning
at six-thirty or seven and worked all day,
eight or nine hours, cleaning up the pa-
tients’ mess, their excrement, playing
Scrabble, cards. pillg—pmlg with them; tak-
ing them to hydrotheripy, to workshops,
to dances, playing volleyball. I played
piano for some of them, like the Doctor.

The Doctor had been a brilliant pathol-
ogist at the hospital. but he had had two
or three strokes and had been reduced to
less than a child. He had to be fed,
changed. His wife was a doctor, too, and
every day she would come to visit him at
Iunchtime. You could see they'd had a
terrific marriage. She'd always ask, “Did
he ear? How's his appetitez” She never
gave up hope. He could talk only in gib-
berish, like baby talk. “Gegadabadoo?”
he'd say. And I'd say back to him, “Vega-
vegava.” And he'd laugh.

But, anyway, I'd play the piano for
him. He loved the song Goodnight,
Irene. He could almost sing it: “Goo-nigh,
Irene, goo.” And one day he was sitting
on the sofa, singing, and suddenly the
door opened and he stopped. It was his
wile. And he stood up—he’d never done
that before—and rushed toward her,
shuflling as best he could, and they met
midway in the room, like in a movie. He
was crying. I'd never seen him cry be-
fore. Crying buckets. And she asked,

s ey

“What is it?” And he looked at her and
there was a moment of such lucidity in
his face: he was totally focused. And he
said, “I can’t. I can’t. I can’t.” And 1
broke down. I quit scon after that. 1
couldn’t do it anymore. But I'll never
forget that scene. You put it in a movie
and nobody would believe it. I might put
it in a movie, though, at that. He's dead
now, and to be able 10 make him live
again, even it a film, would be nice.
PLAYBOY: During all this time, did you
get any work in the theater?

HOFFMAN: Some. Some. A little TV, I
taught acting classes in an unused dance
studio. I directed a community-theater
group in New Jersey. And I taught act-
ing at the Boys’ Club up in the East
Bronx. It was like The Blackboard Jungle
at first, literally. Chairs were being thrown
around. So [ wsed to set up scenes, im-
provisations, give the Kids a chance to
work out their emotions. I'd give them a
word and they'd make up a scene. I'd say,
“Spaceship” or “Football,” and then, after
a couple of minutes, change to another
word. such as UN. They'd improvise the
first thing that came to their minds.

One day 1 saw some posters in the
school advertising Brotherhood Week.
There were these two kids—one was black
and the other was Puerto Rican—and I
gave them the word brotherhood to play
on. They were stopped for a minue. Sud-
denly, the black kid says to the P.R. kid,
“Hey, man, where's that five dollars you
owe me?” And the P.R. kid says, “Hey,
man, I don’t owe you no fve dollars.™
And back and forth they went: “No, man,
aw, shit, I don’t owe you no fuckin® five
dollars.” I'm trving to think what this has
to do with brotherhood. I thought maybe
they were going to put their arms around
each other and say something corny. Then
finally the black kid says, “Look, sucker,
you give me that five dollars you owe me
or I'm going to get mv big brother to kick
the shit out of you.” And that was Broth-
erhood Week.

PLAYBOY: How old were the kids in the
class?

HOFFMAN: The youngest was seven, eight,
the oldest about 15. Some of them were
really naturals, very talented.

PLAYBOY: How about you? Were you a
natural actor at that age?

HOFFMAN: I ncver thought of being an
actor when I was a kid. T was more of a
comedian. By the time I was four, maybe
even three, 1 had already become a clown.
PLAYBOY: Why was that?

HOFFMAN: T think it was because 1 was
the baby of the family, the youngest of
the five people living in the household,
There was my brother, Ronny, my moth-
er, my father, my grandmother and me,
and 1 was always pushing out to get
attention. I think I was born stubborn.
They tell me that I refused to eat for al-
most two weeks alter I was born and my
mother had to go home from the hospital
without me while the doctors changed

formulas until they finally hit on some-
thing 1 would drink.

Anyway, my brother was a serious
young man who was an A swudent in
school. I, from the beginning, was getting
kicked out for disrupting my class. The
first grade I was kicked out of—I was
kicked out of a number of them—might
have been the fourth. Third grade, even.
1 would take my dog to school, right into
the classroom, just to see what the reac-
tion would be. He was a Scottish teirier
named Sandy. And I would daydream
and the teachers would be furious. My
children have wonderful teachers, the
ones I've met. I remember my own teach-
ers as being terrible and old and cruel.
One day we were studying geography,
something about the Rocky Mountains.
And the teacher knew my mind was wan-
dering and she asked suddenly: “Dusty.
what is the name of those mountains?”
Some Kid in back of me, looking to get
me, whispered. “George Washington.”
And 1 said, *“The George Washington
Mountains.” Of course. the whole cliss
went into hysterics, and I had this terrible
feeling of humiliation—and at the sume
time I was delighted. Here I was, being
completely wrong, getting 2 bad mark, be-
ing disciplined—and at the same time get-
ting some perverse enjoyment out of it
because it made everybody laugh and I

vas the focus of attention. Soon after that.
I started getting kicked out of dass a lot.
PLAYBOY: Why?
HOFFMAN: 1 would engineer things. 1'd
say. “When the clock hits 24 alter one,
everybody drop your books.” And the
other kids would pass it on and at 24
minutes after one yvou'd hear this tremen-
dous crash as 30 books hit the floor. The
teacher would wurn from the blackboard
and say, “Hoflman, go to the vice-pringi-
pal’s office.” She just knew I was back ol it.

As I said, I didn't have any definite

feelings about being an actor then—I
never took an acting course until I was
in college, and then just as an easy way
to ewrn a credit—but, looking back, |
realize that my fondest memories of school
arc of those things that were oral. Roll
call was one of the big points of the day
for me. You could hear your own name
called and you could say “Here.” T always
wondered about the guys who said “Pres-
ent.”” I always thought they were Kkiss-
asses. Some of the guys would say “Yo.”
They were the gentiles, I guess. That was
the real gentile world, the “'vo” world.
PLAYBOY: How did you get along with the
girls in your class?
HOFFMAN: 1 was quite adventurous when
I was five or six. I mean, in terms of play-
ing doctor, show and look and sec and
smell and touch. Today, it remains my
favorite game. And getting in bed. I have
great memories of all that; it has not since
been equaled, actually. Those were real
orgies. Three or four of us. And some-
times the family dog.

In junior high school, suddenly I
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became cute—because I was the shortest
kid in school. I got the part ol Tiny Tim
in my school Christmas play, because when
they lined us all up, I was the shortest.
Once a week, instend of gym, we had
dance class. That was in the seventh,
eighth grade. I felt uncomfortable because
I was so short. So I'd just sit and watch
while everybody picked parmers, and
then I'd go over to the one girl nobody
had asked to dance, the most unattractive
gitl, the heaviest one or the gawkiest one,
and ask her. I would really enjoy that.
PLAYBOY: Because you were making her
feel good?

HOFFMAN: That and the fact that we were
being lrughed at. T kinda liked that. 1
much preferred it to being ignored.
PLAYBOY: Did anything begin to happen
for you in high school?

HOFFMAN: No. 1 was never able 1o make
the bridge [rom “He's cute” to “He's
sexy.” I wied. I tried. I was very selective.
It had 1o be a gil.

I remember dialing the phone and not
being able to get to the last digit, I was
so afraid of rejection. And I was extremely
horny. There was nothing else on my
mind. I could not get through a conversa-
tion with a girl, because I was just all
Xay eyes—you know, trying to see
through her clothing.

PLAYBOY: Whit did you look like?
HOFFMAN: I was short, as I said. T had
braces. And I was all nose. My nose seemed
to be all over my face. 1f people think it's
big now, it was the same size when I was
a kid, and the rest of my face was half
the size it is now. It's filled out since.
I can remember being so sell-conscious
about my nose that if [ was talking to
a girl in the schoolyard at lunch or
something, I made sure T was talking
to her full on. And I'd never walk
away in profile.

One time in English we had to give book
reports and 1 picked Gene Fowler's biog-
raphy of Jimmy Durante, Schnozzola. 1
loved that book: it was so moving. Pre-
senting my book report, I started to talk
to the class about Durante’s nose and how
it was so painful for him in his carly
years—and suddenly 1 broke down, right
in front of the dass. Could not go on. 1
started to sweat all over and tears were
streaming down my face. I remember hear-
ing some of the Kids laugh. And 1 ran out
of class; I didn’t go back to school the rest
of the day. I guess that was one time I got
more attention than I'd bargained for.
PLAYBOY: You've told us several storics
about your need for attention. Do you
relate that need entirely to the fact that
you weic the youngest in your family?
Was your family situation unusually
competitive?

HOFFMAN: Well, my father has always been
a very competitive person and I would
sty my mother is, too. My father and
mother and brother and grandmother
went out [rom Chicago to Los Angeles

before I was born. My [ather got a job
digging ditches along the Hollywood Free-
way. And he worked as a prop man for
Columbia Pictures. He got my brother
into pictures—he was an extra in Mr.
Smith Goes to Washington when he was
three or four. Dad was a great hustler,
and I mean it in the best sense. He was
not a dishonest man; I mean, he hustled
in terms ol trying to get ahead, working
his way through night school 1o become
an accountant, and so forth. His father
had died going back to Russia, trying to
get his parents out;' he was killed by the
Bolsheviks. My father, who was, I think,
the oldest of three or four children, be-
came the head of the family at 13. He
went to work then, tending bar. He was
very ambitious, a very hard worker. He
brought us up to get our work done first;
then we'd have ume to play. He's still
competitive. I can’t beat him in tennis
yet. He's five feer, two, a hell of a tennis
player. Plays with Pancho Segura.
PLAYBOY: Both of your parents are alive?
HOFFMAN: Yes: they just bought a home at
La Costa, which is a big tennis commu-
nity. He's very health-oriented. Likes to
drink his beer, though. When he comes to
New York, he always wants to go with
me to McSorley's, and we'll sit by the
potbellied stove and drink beer and cat
cheese. Last time, a couple of years ago,
we were tying it on a little bit at McSor-
ley's and I said. “T got your number, Dad.
I know what you really want. T know
what your ambition is.” And he said,
“What?” And I said, “You just want to
outlive Ronny and me.” And he got all
rec. I think I natled him. Not that he
wants my brother and me to die young.
He'd love us to go to 80, 90. He just wants
to be around himself.

PLAYBOY: You've started your own lamily
now. Do you sce yourself operating in
any of the same ways your own [ather did?
HOFFMAN: Not really. I'm not saying that
I didn’t have some of the old Victorian
attitude, that your wife takes over [rom
your mother and cooks for you and takes
care of you and raises your Kids and lets
you go out and beat your chest and make
your mark in the world. When we were
first married, Anne moved around with
me wherever I went. Lately, she’s been
working herself, dancing, and I love the
fact that she has her own life. When she
goes away and dances, I'm home with the
kids. I like rading that responsibility. But
I know, if she had not demanded an equal
artistic life. it would not have happened
for her. I hope our children feel that there
is an equality between Anne and myself.
PLAYBOY: How did you meet Anne?
HOFFMAN: | was rooming with Maurice
Stern, who is a very fine opera singer, and
playing the piano—for [un, not pay—at
the Improvisation, over on 44th Street.
People in music. in show business go over
there to try out their new routines. Mau-
rice used to take classes in sculpture at
Carnegie Hall. He was a sculptor, too.

And he'd go across the street from Carne-
gie Hall to do his laundry. Maurice could
always seck out the good-looking girls and
he told me, “Dustbone,” he said, “this
laundromat has beautiful girls.”
PLAYBOY: Dustbone?
HOFFMAN: Oh, people used to call me Dust-
bone. I think Duvall initiated it. Anyway,
it turned out the girls at this laundromat
were ballet dancers out of work. Anne
worked there. And Maurice met her and
he came home and told me, “There’s this
beautiful girl and I tested her.” He al-
ways tested them. He would empty out his
laundry and ask the girl if she would put
it in the machine, and if she touched his
dirty underwear, he figured she liked him.
Then he'd take her out. But if Maurice
couldn’t score with a girl within a week,
he'd drop her. And here he was on his
first weck with my future wife! He really
liked her. She was about 19 then, in New
York to study ballet. She had been danc-
ing since she was 16, first with the Grand
Canadian Ballet aud then as a principal
dancer with the Pennsyvlvania Ballet.
So this particular night, I had a date
with a girl named Phyllis, who, ironically
enough, later became a girlfriend of Wilt
Chamberlain’s. I consider that one of my
special achievements, the face that Wilt
and I would satisly the same girl.
PLAYBOY: That's the long and the short
of it?
HOFFMAN: Someday we’ll meet in stud
heaven. Anyway, I was with Phyllis at
the Improvisation, and Maurice comes in
with Anne. And there she was, my fan-
tasy girl. Maybe the unattainable. Who
the hell knows what it was? My heart was
pounding. Phyllis had to go to the bath-
room and Maurice went to make a phone
call, and there we were, alone together,
for about five minutes. There was this
long pause, and she tells me 1 said 1o her,
“So you're a dancer?” There was another
pause and she nodded and said, “So
you're an actor?” And I nodded. That was
the end of the conversation. But before
she left, 1 did my Jimmy Dean number.
I had written one song, a ballad—it's a
good song—and I went over to the piano
and played it, with this sensitive look on
my face. Maurice always hated it when I
did that. “Don’t pull that sensitive shit,”
he'd say. But Anne fell right into the trap.
Maurice told me later that she said 10
him, “That's the most sensitive boy I've
cver seen in my life.”
PLAYBOY: So you started dating her?
HOFFMAN: 1 had to wait two days until
Maurice's week was up. Luckily, unless
they're both keeping something from me,
he had o move on to greencr pastures.
Anne and I dated lor a while, and then
we broke up because she had 1o go back
to Philadelphia. But I told Duvall within
the first week: “I'm going to marry that
girl” We bet S100. He's never paid me,
come to think of it
PLAYBOY: You may have known you'd
(continued on poge 165)
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Benjamin Bradlee is execu-
tive editor of The Washing-
ton Post and was a political
reporter and Washington bu-
rean chief for Newsweek dur-
ing the early Sixties. It was
as a personal friend first, and
later as a journalist, that Brad-
lee came to know John F.
Kennedy between 1959 and
1963. Bradlee and his wife,
Tony, spent many evenings at
the White House, socializing
and swapping gossip with the
Kennedys. Eventually, Brad-
lee began to make notes of his
talks with the President; but
it was wunderstood that he
would not make them pub-
lic until at least frwe years
after Kennedy had left the
White House. The following
excer s from the conversations
are therefore glimpses  not
of a President in his official
role but, in Bradlee's words,
“of a President off duty, a
President hying to relax, a

Conversations Wit

KENNEDY

there once was a u. s. president
who loved the life he was leading—and
led it exceedingly well

memorr By BENJAMIN C. BRADLEE

President hungry for personal
conlact otherwise denied him
by the burdens and isolation
of his lonely office.”

TO ANY MaN, but especially o
a journalist, it is exciung to
consider the prospect that a
friend and neighbor might,
just  possibly, become Presi-
dent of the United States. But
it is also vaguely rauling,
leading as it does 10 both sub-
jective and objective  con-
siderations of the candidate’s
talents that normal voters
don’t make. Since I had lived
in Europe [rom 1951 1o 1937,
I had no firsthand knowledge
of the two campaigns that had
set the stage for the 1960 Presi-
dential election. I had missed
most of the Joe McCarthy
period and all of its national
political fallout. T had missed
both Stevenson campaigns.
and therefore was unfamiliar
and uncomfortable with the

hold he had on the minds of
most of my colleagues and
most of my liberal friends. 1
had not been around to watch
the rebirth of the Republican
Party under Eisenhower after
20 years of Democratic rule.
And most particularly as far
as Kennedy was concerned. I
had missed J.F.K.'s brief but
abortive cmergence as a na-
tional political hgure when he
tried for the Vice-Presidency
with Stevenson in 1956, And
so when I became a [riend of
Kennedy's, no historical prece-
dents mhibited me when I
first wondered if he might
make President; but it seemed
unlikely, if only because one's
friends didn't (then) even run
for President, much less get
elected.

Maybe I had communicated
some of my doubts to the edi-
tors of Newsweek, although
they had plenty of their own,
having covered many more

MLUSTRATION BY DON IVAN PUNCHATZ

Presidential elections. Once 1
arranged to have Kennedy
meet with these editors for din-
ner at the Links Club in New
York, and later with some of
the editors at the home of my
friend Blair Clark. They gave
him the hardest of times, slam-
ming questions at him, obvi-
ously skeprical of the chances
of 2 man who was 0o young,
too Catholic, too Eastern, too
urbane. Crusty Hal Lavine,
Newsweek's national-affairs edi-
tor, who had been covering
Presidential campaigns before
Kennedy was a junior Con-
gressman, asked him what he
was going to do that would
convince the skeptics, what he
could pull off that would show
them that he wasn't “just
another pretty boy from Bos-
ton and Harvard.” Kennedy
was enjoying himself, despite
the heat he was getting, and he
turned to Lavine and stopped
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him cold by saying, “Well, I'm going to
fucking well take Ohio, for openers.”
Not only had none of the editors heard
a Presidential candidate express himself
exactly that way but all of them knew
that he was right: Taking Ohio would
impress the skeptics.

That line ncver appeared in print.
Newsweek was a family magazine, after
all. But the press generally protected
Kennedy, as it protected all candidates,
from his excesses of language and his
blunt, often disparaging characterizations
of other politicians. Kennedy sometimes
referred to L)'n(lml Johnson, truly with-
out hostility, as a “riverboat gambler,”
and especially as “Landslide,” a reference
to the time L.B.]. was first elected to the
Senate by a majority of 87 votes. He liked
Stuart Symington as a human being and
felt the 1960 Democratic Convention
would most likely turn to Symington if
he were stopped. but he stood in less
than awe of Symington’s intellectual
ability and said so often to reporters.
Other politicians said the same things
about Kennedy, of course, but the press
appreciated him for his opcenness and
protected him, while it reacted skeptical-
ly 1o other candidates.

By 1960 1 had been a cub reporter, a
police reporter, a court reporter, a foreign
correspondent and a political reporter for
14 vears. 1 had spent a majority of those
years outside Washington, in New Hamp-
shire and in Paris. As a result, 1 had [ewer
politicians as fricnds than most of my col-
leagues and all of my competitors. and I
worried about 1t. This thing I had going
with the junior Senator from Massachu-
setts was very seductive. He had the smell
of success, and my special access to him
was enormously valuable to Newsweck,
in whose Washington bureau I was then
working. And I wruly liked him: our wives
were becoming friends; we ate and drank
together.

I never wrote less than I knew about
him. filing the good with the bad. But
obviously, the information Kennedy gave
me tended to put him and his policies in
a favorable light, even though all such
inflormation was passed through special
filters, first by me and to a greater extent
by Newsweek’s editors, If 1 was had, so
be it: 1 will never be as close to a
political figure again.

- - -
Before the inauguration, 1960:

My first vivid memory is of the night
of the 1960 West Virginia primary [May
10], the first of the primaries in which
Kennedy was not iniially a favorite, and
the first primary in which his Catholicism
would be fairly tested. Kennedy had run
in the West Virginia primary against his
father's advice and knew that he had o
win it to stay alive. He was back in
Washington on primary night, alter a
completely financed and fAawlessly organ-
ized campaign, whose only minus mo-

ment had come when Franklin Roosevelt,
Jr., campaigning for Kennedy in the
mountain “hollers,” where every shack
had a ])iclm'e of F.D.R. on the wall, had
cast tasteless aspersions on Hubert Hum-
phrey's World War Two record.

The Kenncdys asked us to sweat out
the vote with them at dinner. but din-
ner was over long belore any remotely
meaninglul results were in. After a quick
call to brother Bobby at the Kanawha
Hotel in Charleston, we all got into Ken-
nedy’s car and drove to the Trans-Lux
Theater o see Suddenly, Last Summer.
Bad omen. It was one of those thrillers
whose publicity included a warning that
no one would be admitted after the show
had started. And no one included the
next President of the United States. No
manner of identification could change the
usher’s instructions. so we walked catty-
corner across New York Avenue and 14th
Swrect to the Plaza Theater, which then,
as now. specialized in porn. This wasn’t
the hard porn of the Seventies, just a
nasty litle thing called Private Property,
starring one Kate Manx as a horny house-
wife who kept getting raped and seduced
by hoodlums. We wondered aloud if the
movie were on the Catholic Index ol for-
bidden films (it was) and whether or not
there were any votes in it either way for
Kennedy in allegedly anti-Catholic West
Virginia if it were known that he was in
attendance. Kennedv's concentration was
absolutely zero, as he lelt every 20 min-
utes to call Bobby in West Virginia. Each
time he returned, he'd whisper “Nothing
definite yet,” slouch back into his seat
and flick his reeth with the fingernail of
the middle finger on his right hand, until
he left to call again.

When we got back to their house on N
Street. the telephone was ringing. It was
Bobby and it was vicory—big. Modest
war whoops were let fly, a bottle of cham-
pagne we had brought—in case—wis
opened and the plane was ordered up for
the flight to West Virginia and a post-
midnight victory appearance. Would
Tony and I like to go along? Would we
ever! Or at least would I ever;: Tony
didn’t like flying. But I knew it was the
political story of the weck. and I knew
that the whole night, plus the fight
down, would give me the personal detail
and color that editors ol newsmagazines
crave (and dine out on). Tony got more
than she bargained for with a wip so
bumpy that Jean Kennedy Smith
screamed for her husband, Steve, all the
way down. I got exactly what I bargained
for, especially in Hugh Sidey’s expression,
as my opposite number on Time watched
me get off the plane av the Charleston
airport behind the candidate.

Once in West Virginia for the victory
appearance, Kennedy ignored Jackie, and
she seemed miserable at being lelt out of
things. She was then far from the na-
tional figure she later became in her own

right. And this night. she and Tony stood
on a stairway, totally ignored, as J.F.K.
made his victory statement on television.
Later, when Kennedy was enjoving his
greatest moment of wriumph to date, with
everyone in the hall shouting and velling,
Jackie quictly disappeared and went out
to the car and sat by herself. until he was
ready to fly back 10 Washington.

The same agonizing wait occurred four
months later—this time in the Hvannis
National Guard armory waiting through
clection might and well into the next day
for the final verdict of the voters. Jour-
nalistically, that week was easy; whoever
won, the magazine's schedule was such
that the choice of the next cover and my
next assignment would be automatic. But
personally, however much I had tried to
be fair and objective in my reporting of
the campaign, I now wanted Kennedy to
win. I wanted my friend and neighbor to
be President. It wasn’t that T didn't like
Richard Nixon. I had covered him for
several weeks during the campaign and I
just didn’t know him. I never got close
1o understanding him. T never got behind
that stagy, programed exterior to any-
thing like an inner man that I could
understand. or laugh with.

(At the end of the 1962 California
gubernatorial campaign, alter Nixon
gave his “farewell” press conference, hay-
ing been beaten by Pat Brown, Kennedy
said he thought Richard Nixon was
mentally unsound, or, as he once said
of him, “sick, sick, sick.” “Nobody could
talk like that and be normal.” Kennedy
said, relerring to the famous remark
“You won't have Nixon to kick around
anymore.” But belore the 1960 Kennedy-
Nixon debates, J.F.K. didn’t really dislike
Nixon, much to the annoyance of many
card-carrying anti-Nixon friends. But
during the 1960 campaign, he came to
dislike the Vice-President and once said
to me, “Anyone who can't beat Nixon
doesn’t deserve o be President.”)

It scemed to me then, as it seems o me
now, that where Kennedy was instinc
tively graceful and natural, Nixon was
instinctively graceless and programed.
Anyway, I wanted Kennedy to win. When
Hlinois finally helped put him over the
top. Tony and 1 walked back to the
Yachtsman Motel to find a message ask-
ing us to go over to the Kennedys' for
supper at their house with Bill Walton,
the ex-journalist. artist, Kennedy worker
and Kemnedy [riend. We arrived early,
Tony great with child, and were greeted
by Jackie in the same condition. When
Kennedy came downstairs, before any of
us could say a word, he Hashed that smile
and said to the women: “OK, girls. you
can take out the pillows now. We won.”

Over cocktails, we asked nervously
what we should call him: “Mr. Presi-
dent” sounded awesome, and he was not
yetr President, but “Jack™ was yesterday.
He allowed modestly how “Prez” would

(continued on page 170)
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pants. She moved her current weapon
from fern to lips. She drew. She exhaled.
“Fuckers,” she said. "Bored, I'm so
bored, man.”
“Then why'd you come?”

* ‘Cause | like to watch the assholes.

perform,” she said.

This unpromising meeting was taking
place on the steps of the Victorian wood-
en mansion of Danny Doomsday, distin-
guished dope lawyer, a house that was
precariously balanced on the backs ol
skinny, speedy, tirelessly crunching San
Francisco termites, a law practice that
was supported by the devoted and profit-
able defense of underprivileged former
college-boy and Third World narcotics
millionaires. A party was in progress on
a Saturday evening. The counterculture
never sleeps, never rests, even on Saturday
night, heading into the Sabbath. It was
a benefit for the F.C.C., Free Cocaine
Conspiracy. a non-Red Feather Agency.

Among the many red and runny noses
present was that of Stella Spain, who
happened to be standing with can of Bud
in one hand, cigarette in the other, her
belly in black velvet pushing out a little
(she was swollen with annoyance), grab-
bing a toke of evening air, when Sam
Bowers, record producer, shambled up at
midnight. He had been working late on
a mix at the studio. He was a little de-
pressed. He had recently gotten a divorce
(well, they weren't ever legally married)
from the three girl singers called the
Epitomes. Due to backward California
laws concerning bigamy, they had never
been able to take out a license, which
now only made the divorce more painful.
Somehow it would have helped to find a
legal final chord to this ballad of young
quadraphonic love.

Sam was tired and sad, although rich.

Stella was morose and irascible, al-
though poor.

They met under this hanging spider
plant as Stella wried to burn the frond
of an adjacent male fern with her lighted
cigarette. She might have napalmed the
spider plant, too, but she was too bored
to lift toward a suspended pot, and be-
sides, she believed spider plants have got
their shit together, they're not such pigs,
they're bisexual. She was not a botanist.

And if she lifted her arms, some creep
was going to cop a [eel—tits, ass, exposed
belly button—at least that was her ex-
perience and judgment of matters.

“No, they're cool,” said Sam.

“What do you know about it? When
were you last a woman?”

“OK, OK,” said Sam. “Let’s agree
about one thing right away. You got all
kinds of mads ahcad of us. You can wipe
all over me.”

“I can smell assholes,” she said.

“And I know these people,” he ex-
plained patiently, “and they're not into
grabbing a female whilst she's busy in-
cinerating the flowers. But personally,

maybe because I'm older, I'm interested
in the background of the crime.”

“You mean you're horny?"

“No.”

“You think I'm an easy fuck, some kind
of life’s reject?”

“Not at this point in time,” he said,
doing his famous H. R. Haldeman
imitation.

“You sound just like Johnny Carson,”
she said. “Oink, oink.”

*“You'd like me to leave you in peace
here on the firing range?”

And suddenly, at the crucial moment,
in fact, past the point in time of no re-
turn, she flashed a perfect country-girl
smile at him—clean, friendly, bnlliant,
with just a couple of honest, slightly
crooked teeth at each corner. “No, you're
nice, 1 heard of you, let’s talk,” she said.
*“Only thing is, I might as well confess to
you, I've got no smali talk.”

“You do all right. I'm tired of crooners,
anyway.”

“You been hanging out with Rudy
Vallee, man?”

“No, just different performers. Two
sopranos and an alto.”

“College girls?"”

He nodded. No point in going into it
now. Orthodontists had put their retain-
ers on, the smiles were even and capped,
they looked like sisters and even per-
formed like siblings, but their smiles all
together didn't add up to one storm-
clearing jagged grin like this crazy child’s.
Await developments, he thought, unused
to dealing with a single.

“College girls. Not me, 1 was nigger-
poor, man, grew up in Elko on a cactus
ranch, cooked up that cactus and tried to
say it was mescaline, it wasn't, came late
to the Fillmore, didn’t even go to Vassar
like all your friends—"

“You're smart. Somehow you got edu-
cated. Many people can't express them-
selves.”

Sliteyed gaze of scorn. “You inter-
rupted, mister. You can interrupt with
questions, but don’t you tell me about
myself. I'm just a shy child of the desert.
I learned to talk from faggots and spooks,
the Beautiful People. man, the old
Haight, but I'm also a feminist, and I
don't like being interrupted. Can you
imagine what it was like to tell my story
to that tall, indifferent Nevada sky? Con-
trary to what people think, there was
no Gregory Peck or Kirk Douglas riding
the range. It was some slobbery host of
a talk show in the north-forty corral at
best, driving a Toyota pickup, whose big
thrill was turning the sheep upside down
and pinching off their oysters. And all 1
got was dry skin, peeling nose, empty
squeeze bottles of Jergens lotion flling
the back yard behind the trailer, where
the goats bunged each other and my half
brothers chased me around the Bendix—
hey, what are you?”

A short, bullheaded, bearded old man

was stumping up the steps of the Vic
torian mansion. Two men with parted
lips accompanied him. They were eager;
he was important. “Hey, what are you,
man?”’

*This is Judge Craven,” said one of the
parted-lips escorts, “superior court of San
Diego District.”

“Hey, Judge, what do you think of vic-
tmless crimes? You convict? I'm going up
before one of you. I'm a victimless crimi-
nal, Judge, I'm a whore, 1 suck, wanna
meet me later?”

The judge looked happy. and spoke
the truth. “Pleased to meet you, miss.
Call me J.C. I'm off the bench at the
moment.” The two lawyers, like sucker-
fish, were tugging him up the stairs.
They didn't want to lose him in the
stream. They nibbled at his elbows, his
shoulders, they pushed and tickled a bit.
He followed obediently. He was a wound-
ed older man, injured by too much Hesh.
But he had always known Frisco would
be like this, just the ticket to pull him
out of the postprostatectomy slump.

“Hey, Judgel Every dude should do
something bad once a month. I'll be here
if you need me, Judge.”

Wistfully she watched him into the
crowd. “Shit-ass old fart,” she said sweetly,
and as he looked back hopefully, she
waved to him. “First he wants to see if
there’s anything better ‘'n me inside. Fine.
Let him,” she said with deep inner
peace. “There ain't.”

“Maybe he thinks we're together,” Sam
said. Her repertory of deep-inner-peace
riffs reminded him of something beiween
Berkeley before a riot and the Haight
after the Tac Squad has rendered its
comment on social dissent and sidewalk
penny tossing with the aid of Mace, cat-
tle prods, fire hoses and dogs bred for
savagery.

“Um,” she said, but there was some-
thing wolflike, tooth-sharpened, and dis-
sonant in these alpha waves of hers,
although she remarked: “He's a type B.
Can make do without me. Not one of
those determineds who suicides himself
out of love, just because I'm very excep-
tional.” She diddled a singed fern with
her little fnger. It crumbled. She didn’t
bother burning the stump.

“You know where 1 been working?”
she asked. “San Rafaell Where I made up
this hit tune, since you're a record pro-
ducer, big man in your own estimation,
here’s my hit tune:

O where the hell
Is San Rafael?
Unless you're aiming for Top Forty, AM,
car-driving music, man, in which case
we can make it: “San Rafeck can go to
heck.” But I'll tell you this, Mister Horny
Youthgrope Music Producer Man: It
won't even make the charts if you cut it
down that way——"
(continued on page 192)
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I WisH 1 HAD MET ROLF, the German, before he left Beirut
for Paraguay on his cut-rate stolen airline ticket. If I had,
perhaps I would have learned more about his mission

to South America and the extraordinary business ar-
rangement that he was widely reported to have

made with the president of Paraguay. If the

4 stories I heard were true (and nobody in Beirut

financial circdes scemed to doubt them),

Rolf's arrangement would result in his di-
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armageddon is coming: some humans
will fly—spiritually—and the rest will.. ..
uh ...die; that’s the gospel according to

LULA

Donyale Luna started acting in her native De-
troit, where a New York photographer spotted
her leaving a TV rehearsal; in 1964, she walked
into the offices of Harper's Bazaar—she now
claims that she was only 15 at the time—and
wound up on the January 1965 cover, thus
becoming the first black girl to make it big as
a fashion model. Then things tightened up—
“For reasons of racial prejudice and the eco-
nomics of the fashion business,” says Richard
Avedon—who shot her for one issue of Vogue,
soon after that ground-breaking cover—*I was
never permitted to photograph her for publica-
tion again”—and she ran away to Europe. Life
there was beatific: “I could have fresh food, I
wouldn’t have to be bothered with political
situations when I woke up in the morning—I
could live and be treated as I felt, without hav-
ing to worry about the police coming along. I
like class, I like taste, I like style and, most
of all, I love respect—and there’s very little
respect in America.” But now Donyale has

PHOTOGRAFHY BY LUIGI CAZZANIGA

“I'm not a model,"” says Donyale. "'I'm an artist.
| do modeling and acting as part af my artistry;
instead of a paintbrush and canvas, | yse film. Most
people who model are not artists—just models."




come back to America. “There’s a great
division coming about on this planet,”
she savs. “There are going to be a lot of
people who will die because they just
don’t know how tolive. They don't know
what life's about, they don’'t know how to
give, how to love—nor do they want to.
And those who are beautiful enough—
I don't mean physically but something
bevond that—they will have the chance
to learn how to fly, to be beautiful, to
vise above the level of the normal hu-
man—to be superior beings first and
eventually gods and goddesses. They are
very few, because 99 percent don’t want

‘| have many visions of myself when | go
- through photographic trips,”’ Donyale has

said. "'I've gone through periods from
Nefertiti to Josephine Baker.'" As we can see.
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to listen; they are too busy. Then again, there are the children—
maybe some of them wiil be the chosen ones. The others, they will
die, through all ways, but they are already dying. I've come back
not to help but to show America a different kind of beauty.” This
is, then, your own vision of what is to come? “No, it is the truth.”
When did you first become aware of the great division? “When I
was three years old. I had many visions..... I had great teachers...
their names I cannot mention, but they are all from the East—
Tibet, China, India.” Do you continue to have visions? “Yes, I
do, but they're a bit personal.” One more question: Is there hope
for America? “Oh, sure—America is the youngest country on this
lanet.” It seems very old. “Yes—that’s because it’s been going
ckward. People are getting into their own little groups—and
no one is communicating.” We're listening to you, Donyale.

Donyale has written a book, Luna - Fly-La-Bye (*‘You know what a lulla-
by is? Well, this is a fiy-la-bye"'), and is casting about for the right
publisher. She's aiso in the process af filming a TV special—Fly or Die
("'the greatest visual thing humans have seen since King Kong"').
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president the profits from everything that
Paraguay imports and exports. The pro-
ceeds from this venture would be depos-
ited in a Zurich bank, and Rolf’s personal
security (meaning his insurance against
unexpected death) would be guaran-
teed by a doublesignature procedure for
withdrawals.

It was Harvey, the Chicago cornmodi-
ties speculator, who told me about Rolf.
“You shoulda seen the guy,” said Harvey,
who seemed uncommonly elated by the
encounter. “Your typical Von Stroheim
kraut—shaved head, bull shoulders, pig
eyes. Looks like the kinda guy they used
to put in charge of the pilot lights in the
gas chamber, only he told me he fought
the Russians in the Battle of Berlin when
he was fifteen.”

Harvey was openly envious of Rolf's
Paraguayan coup, and he had even asked
if there was any chance of getting a slice
of the deal, but Rolf had wrned him
down. Harvey was cynically philosophical
about it. “I figure he’s good for three,
maybe four years before some geezer
knocks him outa the box,” he said.
“There ain’t no way of keeping that
kinda money to yourself forever. Some
lunatic is bound to get hungry and dan-
gerous before long.™

Harvey met Rolf in the Beirut office
of Colby Truman, an American invest-
ment specialist who has been based in
Lebanon for several years, selling pieces
of America. (During Harvey's Middle East
tour, Colby was trying to close a deal with
a Saudi Arabian for a chain of gas stations
in the southwest United States.) Colby is
an immensely respectable-looking young
man, tall, straight-backed, reverential and
neat, the kind one might find arranging
youth activities in a wealthy suburb.
Before he moved to Beirut, he was a
salesman for Investors Overseas Services,
Bernie Cornfeld’s organization.

Harvey refers to Colby as “my guy in
Beirut.” It was Colby who, in effect, im-
ported Harvey from Chicago for his tour
of three Arab countries last summer;
Colby who prepared the itinerary; Colby
who set up the introductions to Harvey's
prospective clients. Colby went with us
when we left Beirut for Kuwait and
Saudi Arabia to sell Harvey.

1 don’t mean that literally, of course,
the part about selling Harvey; what
they were doing, Harvey and Colby,
was selling Harvey's expertise in the
commodities  field. Specifically, they
were hoping to persuade certain Arab
investors to give Harvey a minimum of
$25,000 apiece for Harvey to speculate
with in the American and European
commodities markets, It was also hoped
that employees of Aramco, the Ara-
bian American Oil Company, would be
willing to form investment groups and
conuibute their collective resources to

Harvey for the same purpose.

Harvey was confident that the venture
would make him richer by about
$5,000,000 during the following year,
$2,000,000 at the very least. According to
information he received from Colby be-
fore he left Chicago, there was one fellow
in Saudi Arabia who had at his disposal
a Saudi government investment fund of
ten billion dollars, and Colby had
claimed he could get to the man.

Harvey raised no objection when 1
asked if I could join his expedition and
write about it, though he neglected 10 tell
me as much about his past as he might
have done, in particular about his convic-
tion not too long ago for securities fraud,
mail fraud and other regrettable lapses
from the business ethic. This I discovered
by accident after we returned from the
Middle East. Since these incidents have no
obvious bearing on Harvey's Arab ven-
ture, I have used pseudonyms for Harvey
and Colby Truman, both of whom, so far
as anyone can tell, were engaged in noth-
ing more questionable than taking from
the rich to give to the rich. In the world
of high finance, this is known as sound
business method.

Ar the age of 36, Harvey has made a
lot of money by speculating in the com-
modities market, which means, in his
case, using other people’s money to buy
and sell things that other people pro-
duce. His favorite commodities are raw
foods in bulk: grains, soybeans, coffee,
pork bellies, orange juice, cocoa, eggs.
He 1s also active in plywood, gold, sil-
ver, copper and platinum. He describes
himself as a market fanatic; he says the
market is like a monkey on his back, that
if bubble gum and dominoes were listed,
he’d wade them, too. Harvey says he
lives, dreams and will probably die
trading commodities.

He refuses to say how much he's worth.
“Let’s just put it at well over a million
and leave it there” is the way he gen-
erally answers this question. He en-
courages people, particularly prospects,
as he calls his clients, to ask. His casual
response to the question defines his
status as an expert and helps to create
m the minds of prospects a vista of un-
limited wmoney, money for Harvey,
money for them. Harvey maintains that
while he certainly likes money, he gets
his greatest satisfaction from being right;
making the right guess at the right
moment, outwitting the market. “Be-
ing right is an ego trip,” he says. “If
youre right in a big way, you can feel
good the rest of your natural days.”

When meeting new clients, particular-
ly neophytes in commodities, Harvey
gives them the bad news before the good
news. He tells them that an amateur in
the market can lose his shirt in the first

trade, which is why they need his advice.
Then he tells them about the fortunes
that other men have made in commodi-
ties, about the inventor who earned
$2,500,000 on an mvestment of $I8.000
in soybeans, the suburban-Chicago doc-
tor who made $5,000,000 in silver, the
former Chicago policeman, now an im-
portant man on the exchange, who made
between $50,000.000 and $60.000,000 10
the insane soybean market of 1973.

It is one of Harvey's little jokes that
the 1973 soybean market was so franuc
that people were flying to Chicago on
trading junkets from Las Vegas.

Harvey's air of authority is persuasive
when dealing with prospects At school
in Louisiana, his home state, he regular-
ly won the Elmer Gantry contest for his
impression of a revivalist preacher. mnov-
ing people to tears and hysteria with his
hell-fire sermons. “It was all a buncha
crap,” he says now. “They believed that
stuff “cause they had nothing else to be-
lieve in.”

He lies about his age and tells people
he’s 32 because he thinks they are more
impressed if they believe they're dealing
with a young genius. Actually, Harvey
was a kind of genius in his youth.

At 21, he bought shares at $50 each in
a company that made birth-control pills.
He sold out when the stock climbed to
$525. The following year he and a friend
from New Orleans formed a real-estate
partnership in the Bahamas. At election
ume, they were asked to contribute
$25,000 1o the incumbent’s campaign.
“We were kinda like forced to,” Harvey
says. Their man lost. The winner told
Harvey and his partner that if they didn’t
leave the islands immediately, the new
government would revoke their real-
estate license, confiscate their bank ac
counts and, in all likelihood, take more
drastic measures. They left.

By the time he was 24. Harvey had ac
cumulated about $450.000 and was bored
with real estate. He tried Wall Swreet for
a while but got fed up with that because,
he says, it was a game for widows and
orphans—bingo, penny ante. Besides,
the Securities and Exchange Commis-
sion had just brought a suit against some
associates, naming Harvey as a defendant,
though not a principal. The SEC accused
Harvey's friends of masterminding a
scheme whose principal components were
“paper” banks in Panama, mineral rights
in Arizona and several million dollars in
unregistered bonds. Harvey, exonerated
by the court, decided to set himself up as
a speculator in the commodities trade.

“Most people are so dumb about com-
modities, they don't know what it
means,” he says. “The way I see it, it's
one place where you get big money fast,
and now's the time to make it, because
sooner or later they're gonna start mak-
ing rules. Right now, we don’t have too

(continued on page 102)



“You think I'm obligated to come across now,
don’t you, you male chauvinist pig!?”
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players. I got the job.

This is how good I am: I once lost a
pretty close but not very close match to
the numberthree man on a high
school tennis team from Brooklyn that
lost all but one of its matches that year.

The plan was for me to spend a cou-
ple of weekends with Gonzales at his
tennis ranch in Malibu, learning his
approach to teaching. I would then
write a rough script that Gonzales
would edit, and eventually we would
shoot the film at Caesars Palace in Las
Vegas, where he was Director of Tennis.
The night before I left for my flight
to L.A. and my first meeting with Gon-
zales, my wife and I had dinner at a
friend’s house. Somewhere into the sec-
ond cocktail, we got to trying to figure
out a way Gonzales could be handi-
capped so he and I could play a match.
(This was before I learned how Bob-
by Riggs handicaps himself—wearing
snowshoes, carrying an umbrella, etc.)
Unlike golf, you just can’t give a guy a
number of strokes based on a rec
ognized handicap system. And some-
thing like giving me a 40-love advantage
in every game wouldn’t work, because
there’s no way that Gonzales couldn’t
come back from a handicap like that
even if ] somehow won a game or two.

By the end of the wine, we were con-
sidering having Gonzales use the stick
shift from an automobile instead of a
racket (he’s also a racing driver), but
we all agreed that he might consider it
demeaning, and I also figured that I'd
probably lose anyway and that would be
degrading. By the end of cordials, we had
come up with a plan. I would play
Pancho Gonzales under the following
conditions: The match would start with
me ahead two sets to none, and five
games to love in the third set, and the
score either 40-love with me serving or
love—40 with Gonzales serving. So, for
Pancho to win, he had to win the first
three points. If he did, that would even
things up in that game, and there’d be
no question he'd then win 19 straight
games to take the match at 0-6, 0-6, 7-5,
6-0, 6-0. (Which isn't, you'd admit, a bad
score to be beaten by Pancho Gonzales.)

However, if I won any one of the first
three points, it was my match 6-0, 6-0,
6-0!

The next morning I left for Los An-
geles. And how I eventually did beat
Pancho Gonzales happened like this.

June 17

Drove from the Beverly Hills to
Pancho's spectacular ranch in Malibu
Hills. Met by Pancho’s gracious brother-
in-law, Argos Farrell, a former Mexican
Davis cupper who helps him run the
tennis ranch.

“Pancho is in a2 good mood today,” he
said.

“How do you know?” I asked him.

“He said, ‘Hello, Argos,’” this morn-
ing.” I waited for more.

“That’s all he said, ‘Hello, Argos’?” I
asked.

)cs

“And that means he's in 2 good mood,
if he says, ‘Hello, Argos?”

“Yes_”

“Terrific.”

At that moment, a car drove through
the entrance to the ranch and stopped
about 20 yards from us. Gonzales and his
agent got out and started walking toward
us. I walked toward Pancho, hand ex-
tended. “Hi, Pancho, I'm Peter Nord
AandelEEE .

He walked past me, and my hand was
taken by his agent, who said, “Pancho’s
pissed because his dog attacked a god-
damn mountain lion or something last
night.” The next thing I saw was Gon-
zales staring at a ferocious-looking dog.
After about ten seconds, the dog put his
tail between his legs, whimpered and
rubbed his face against Gonzales’ legs.

Finally I met Gonzales. He was gra-
cious, reasonably warm, but there was
always that shadow of the stare remind-
ing you that he was Pancho and you
were you. All the time we talked that
first day I was desperately waiting to get
on the court with him. Finally we headed
for the court.

“Pancho,” 1 asked him, “what’s the
single most important thing for a tennis
player?”

“You can’t be a lard-ass,” he said.

“Whart?”

“You can’t be a lard-ass. You got a
lard-ass, you can’t move. You can’t move,
you can’t play tennis.”

Now, I have been skinny and I have
been fat. But even skinny, I'm a lard-ass.
I casually pulled down my tennis jacket
to cover the offending part.

“The most important thing,” Gon-
zales said, “is moving your feet so that
they help you turn your body so you can
step into the ball at as close to a ninety-
degree angle to the net as possible, you
know what I mean? If you can, you
should always be facing the side lines
when you swing. Lard-asses can’t move
their feet that fast, you know what I
mean?”’

“Yeah,” I said, pulling again at my
jacket.

We stepped onto the court. Pancho
stood at the net and hit a ball to my
forehand, not more than two or three
feet away. I didn’t have to move for it,
so I didn’t. I hit it back to him and real-
ized that I was facing squarely toward
the net.

“Your feet,” he shouted. “Move your
goddamn feetl”

I was afraid to tell him that he hit the
ball so much faster than anyone had ever
hit a ball toward me that I didn’t have
time to move my feet. He proceeded to
hit 14 or 15 balls to me from the net, all
of which I returned reasonably well and

none of which I moved my feet for. Then
he moved to the backcourt and we
rallied for an hour or so. During that
time, I would estimate that I hit 300 balls,
296 of them while my body was planted
firmly and squarely toward the net. I
decided to wait until the next day before
I challenged him to The Match.

June 18

Returned to the ranch, this time with
the two producers. Pancho and I took
the court. I stayed at the net while
Pancho demonstrated his strokes for
them. He was hitting fairly hard but
rhythmically, so I could time them with-
out any trouble.

One of the producers said, pretty loud,
“Hey, Pete looks good. He's getting ev-
erything Pancho hits at him.”

Suddenly, Pancho picked up the pace
a little. Then a lot.

Producer (very loud): “Jesus! Look at
Nord. Pancho can’t hit it past him!” He
said it as I hit a volley deep to Pancho’s
backhand. I vaguely remember a flicker
of a smile on Pancho’s face. T dearly
remember that Pancho’s whole body
coiled, then it uncoiled, and suddenly
an aspirin tablet was heading at me,
waist high, and if it hit me I would re-
member it until the day I died.

It hit my racket. Which was there be-
cause I hadn’t returned it to the ready
position after the last ball that I'd hit, as
Pancho disdainfully told me later.

I decided not to challenge Pancho that
day, because there were too many people
around. And because of that last lucky
volley. But that afternoon, Pancho was
demonstrating his different serves for the
producers. As unobtrusively as possible,
I stationed myself behind the base line
on the receiver’s side to see how I could
do. Pancho hit 25 serves. I returned seven
of them. All seven that I returned were
faulss. I didn’t get my racket on a single
one of his 18 good serves. A bad omen
for The Match.

February 4

Finally arrived in Las Vegas for the
filming. They had told me about Mike
the director. Top sports director, mostly
golf and football. Doesn’t know tennis.
Important that we get along. Works best
if he likes people he's working with.
Drinks a lot. Tonight’s the test.

We start at a bar in Caesars Palace.

7 P.M.

pirecTor MIKE: How 'bout you and
I have cocktail before we go to din-
ner. Then we'll go to this terrific
steak place. Bartender. Two mar-
tinis, pleasel

BARTENDER: Right. Two martinis.
DIRECTOR MIKE: Each.

BARTENDER, ME: Each?

DIRECTOR MIKE: Each.

9:45 P.M.
ME: Mike, whassay we go for the
steak?

(continued on page 167)



Below, Valerie chats with Dustin Hoffman
in a scene from Bob Fosse’s Lenny, in which
she plays Bruce's wife, Honey Harlow.

a smash in ““lenny,”’ valerie has
made a quantum leap to stardom




UNLIKE most 'lIl(_‘\'it" SEX ql_lC(.’ll!S [_![
the past, Valerie Perrine has eceived
more critical acclaim for her acting
than for her anatomy. As Montana
Wildhack, Billy Pilgrim’s barechested
celestial companion in Slaughter-

house-Five, Perrine got critical raves,
even though her performance was
more visual than verbal. As Jell
Bridges' sexy dragsturip groupie in
The Last American Hero, she was
again singled out for her acting. And
for her latest role as Lenny Bruce's
ex-stripper wife, Hon Harlow, in
Lenny, she won a New York Film
Critics Award. Sull, the media have
thrust upon her the title of sex
symbol. And yet, Valerie, who never
took an acting lesson, finds it hard 1o
believe her rapid ascent. “Look at
me,” she says in disbelief. “Do I look
like a sex symbol?” Next question.

The role of Hot Honey Harlow, an ex-
stripper, came easily to Valerie, who was
once a Las Vegas showgirl herself. “I've
always hod o secret desire 1o be o strip-
per,” she soys. At left, a scontily clad
Perrine performs, just for our comeras,
a clossic teose—replete with feathers.




Valerie has yet to make a mavie in which her
breasts have not been bared. Even on TV, in a
forthright and funny Public Television presen-
tation of Bruce Jay Friedman’s Steambath, she
appeared as nude as U.S. TV would allaw.
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many rules, which is why we gotta lotta
thieves in commedities. I guess you could
say 99.9 percent of the people in com-
modities have got larceny on their minds.
Same as a lotta people in other lines of
business, am I right?”

His success has not robbed Harvey of
the down-home country-boy style he
sometimes brings to the surface, as in his
pet phrases—"I'll bet dollars to dough-
nuts” or “That ain‘t honest; that’s like
going to the bank with a gun and a
mask”—and in his “definitions,” the
definition of a Louisiana virgin, for in-
stance, being a seven-year-old girl who
can run faster than her brother.

Harvey is currently the president of
his own company, a Hfnancial-manage-
ment concern in Chicago. He is the
author of a weekly market letter, a lec
turer in commodities trading, a respect-
ed hgure in the business. He is a
member, in some cases with his wife, of
exchanges in Chicago, New York and
London.

Harvey's wife disapproved of the
Middle East venture. The Arabs, she
said, are scum. She persuaded Harvey to
contribute a large slice of his profits
from the trip to the United Jewish Ap-
peal, a family charity. The idea tickled
Harvey, a Catholic, because of its de-
ception. But his wife, a Jew, was still
not happy about the trip. She shudders
when she uses the word Arab.

She also made Harvey promise to take
her 1o Paris when he returned home. Be-
cause of Harvey’s job, which keeps him
occupied for an average of 15 hours
daily, five days a week, he can rarely get
away, but he and his wife usually take
a ten-day Christmas break in Florida or
Puerto Rico. During these vacations,
Harvey spends much of the time writing
cables or talking on the phone to agents
and brokers all over the world who keep
him informed of current trends in the
market.

The morning we arrived in Beirut,
Harvey made several of these calls and
received two cables, one from Guatemala
about New York coffee stocks and one
from an agent in Brazil who reported
that the cwrrent season’s coffee harvest
was endangered by a frost. Harvey was
then holding a large position in coffee,
though he declined to tell me how large.
“Let’s just say I gotta lotta beans,” was
his answer.

Every day in Beirut, he would visit a
local broker to check the telex machine.
In the hotel coffee shop before setting
out on this expedition, he would spread
the Beirut English-language newspaper
and the International Herald Tribune
across the table, searching for news of
natural or political disasters that might
affect one of his commodity positions.

“You gotta keep up with these moves

or you get caught holding your pants,”
he said one morning. The Europeans
didn’t keep up with the moves in 1973,
which is why, in Harvey's vernacular,
they got gouged in soybeans. Other un-
fortunates took a bath in potatoes, got
tarted and feathered in beef or mur-
dered in cocoa. In recalling these color-
ful awrocities, Harvey says the trouble
with the goddamn Europeans is theyTre
asleep ar the wheel. He has no time
for people who don’t keep up with
the moves. Nor does his philosophy em-
brace the belief that catastrophe on a
large scale is necessarily a bad thing.

“What we pray for in our business,”
he said after reading his Brazilian-coffee
cable, “are things that ordinary people
hope will never happen—things like war,
famine, pestilence, drought, hardship
and strife. You know, anything that
makes food scarce. Like right now, I'm
praying for a big frost in Brazil.”

Beirut was being torn down and re-
built when we arrived. Great clouds of
rubble dust hung over the city and
the clatter of riveting echoed across the
ancient roofs. “Theyre fighting in the
mountains,” 1 heard 2 woman say to her
daughter in the hotel bar one afternoon.
“No, Ma, they're building the new park-
ing lot behind the Holiday Inn.”

The city was crowded with foreigners,
many of them cloaked and hooded Sau-
dis and Kuwaitis who sat in the cafés
along Rue Hamra and eyed the passing
nipples and bottoms through heavy dark
glasses. Americans and Europeans gath-
ered with Lebanese and Armenians,
talking in low voices about brokerage,
letters of credit, commissions and gov-
ernment rebates. The mosque near
Colby Truman's office summoned the
faithful to prayer five times a day with
a taped exhortation broadcast through
powerful speakers in the minaret. Har-
vey, when informed of this, said, “1 guess
the priest guy is too busy with his
broker.” At the Beirut Yacht Club, where
we had lunch the first day on the lawn,
beneath a tree that shed small blossoms
on the plates, a large private cruiser
with a Venezuelan registration was
moored at the pier. Under the canopy
on the afterdeck, six men sat around a
table, making expressive gestures over a
heap of scattered documents and arguing
in Spanish, English and Arabic about an
oil survey on the lower Nile.

1 got the impression that half the
population was making deals with the
other half. An associate of Colby Tru-
man’s, a Lebanese-American who had re-
cently returned to Beirut after 25 years in
Southern California real estate, told me
about a transaction that had been set up
the previous month by another Lebanese
to import Russian cement from Sevastopol

for delivery at Tripoli and overland ship-
ment to Kuwait.

“This guy had no money, literally
nothing,” Colby’s friend said. “But it
didn’t martter, you see, you don't need
money here. He paid for the cement with
a contract guaranteeing payment on de-
livery. Then he took the conwact to a
bank that gave him a letter of intent to
back the deal. He took that letter and
the cement contract to a Greek outfit
that supplies ships and crews. The bank
held a lien against the ships in case any-
thing went wrong. So. What you've got
this far is a penniless Lebanese who sud-
denly finds himself the owner of a fleet
of ships and thousands of tons of ce-
ment. It can’t work, right? Hah! The
guy delivered and he got paid off. I can’t
figure how, but it worked. That’s the
way people do business here—they spend
months putting together deals that can-
not possibly work, deals that have huge
important chunks missing. and the crazy
thing is, they work. It's madness, sheer
goddamn madness. I have to keep re-
minding myself: Remember, Arabs like
cats and backgammon. That’s the kind of
people they are, you see. Maybe they're
uneducated by American standards, but,
boy, they sure know how to count.”

We lunched at the yacht club every
day. It was always crowded with beauti-
ful girls in bikinis who sun-bathed by the
pool and played noisy water games with
middle-aged men, many of whom bore
remarkable resemnblances to the shah of
Iran or the late King Farouk. Colby
would sometimes point out the more
notorious members, like the free-lance
Swiss prostitute and the wonderfully
depraved-looking Italian who was re-
puted to have swindled his brothers out
of the family money and was now run-
ning a swring of girls for visiting digni-
taries. His most recent accomplishment
had been supplying two girls for a video-
tape movie filmed at 30,000 feet over the
Sandi Arabian desert in a Learjet be-
longing to a gentleman from one of the
gulf o1l sheikdoms.

Harvey's business itinerary during our
three-day stay in Beirut consisted of half
a dozen meetings with individual pros-
pects, the wealthiest and most influential
men Colby knew in the Beirut communi-
ty, and two seminars that were held in a
rented conference room in Harvey's
hotel. 1 went to every private meeting
and attended both seminars.

The meetings invariably followed the
same routine. Colby would introduce
Harvey by describing his successes in the
market, successes that, he never failed
to mention, had brought substantial per-
sonal wealth 1o Harvey. This would be
followed with a softspoken, rather hesi-
tant suggestion that what Harvey had
done for himself he could do for others.
Finally, the money; Harvey's minimum

(continued on page 202)
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BRANDY, THE DRINK OF HEROES, as Samuel
Johnson once called it, has finally come
of age in America. Consumption has more
than doubled in the past decade and,
here’s the kicker, eight out of every ten
bottles sold are produced not in France
but in our own back yard, sunny Cab-
fornia. How come? Well, probably the
strongest influence has been a change in
the nature of the product itself.

Brandy is traditionally a full-bodied
aromatic spirit, (continued on page 216)
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it’s a hard name to live up to—but
our playmate-bunny is doing her best

BEAUMONT, TEXAS, isn’t exactly a small town, and
she isn't knocking it. But there simply was
nothing happening, and it was just about as
square as it could be. So, right after she got her
diploma from Forest Park High, Victoria
Cunningham set out for Dallas. She didn't stay
there long—you see, she wanted to see the world
and enjoy the finer things in life (who doesn't?),
and a job as an airline stewardess seemed to ofter
both; so, after several interviews, she found hersel{

Victoria’s one of the most popular cottontails ot
our L.A. Club. As these pictures show, though,
she doesn’t need o Bunny costume to look good.

GATEFOLD AND COLDR PHOTOGRAFHY BY MARIO CASILLI
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Below: Victorio, helping out octor Bert
Convy and comedion Bob Newhort,
takes calls at o chority telethon.
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in flight to Los Angeles, where
she began training. A scant
two weeks later, it happened.
Victoria was hesitant to tell
us about it; she didn’t want
us to write anything bad
about her. We figured that
whatever it was, it couldn’t
have been that terrible.

Well . .. training regulations
were pretty strict. No drink-
ing, no staying out past a cer-
tain hour. Which, as you can
imagine, weren’t the easiest
rules in the world to follow.
And it was a bottle of cham-
pagne one evening that did
the trick: “My friend got hold
of it, and I kept telling her

to lose 1t somehow—but we all
wound up drinking the stuff,
and a bunch of girls got
thrown out, including yours
truly.” Looking back now,
our heroine doesn’t regret that
turn of events: “I was the
youngest trainee they had, so
they'd have probably sent me
back where I came from, any-
way, to Dallas or some other
second-string base.” Victoria
did go back to Texas—but it
was just to pick up some
belongings. Then she and a
pair of girlfriends drove back
to L.A., where she had decided
tostick it out. And that was

a lucky decision—because,
about that time, a new
Playboy Club was opening in
Los Angeles; Victoria turned
up in the dragnet we put out
for Bunmnies, and she’s been

a favorite at the Club ever
since.She's alsogot her wings,
at last—asa Jet Bunny on
Hugh M. Hefner’s opulently
fitted DC-9, the Big Bunny.
She’s made only one Hight so
far—to Detroit, for the open-
ing of a new Club there—but
in the past year she's done
some traveling, after all: to
Europe, Tahiti and Maui.
Her companion on these trips
was her boyfriend Noel, with
whom Victoria lives in Bev-
erly Hills, just off one of the
town’s boutique-studded
main streets. When Victoria
1sn't working, and when

One of Victoria's passions is backgammon, so you'll often find her at Pips, a private
Los Angeles club that features the game. Above: At the Pips bar surrounded
by admirers, including boyfriend Noel, right. Below: The play’s the thing.
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Noel isn’t taking care of his own business—

he produces TV and radio commercials—

they have a lot of things to do together. Such

as: playing tennis (“I wish I could say I was good
atit. I have been taking lessons, though. But with
one thing and another, I haven't been taking many
lessons lately.”). Or riding their bikes through
Beverly Hills. Or shooting pistols. Did we say
shooting pistols? “I couldn’t understand it at first,”
says Victoria. “When Noel’s friends would go out
to the range to shoot, I would just make fun of it.
But now I can handle a .45 or a .357 magnum. We
don’t hunt or kill anything; we don’t even keep
score, really. It's just fun to hit the target.” And do
you hit it pretty often? “Oh, yes—that’s something
I'm very good at.” No kidding? Well, Victoria,

we sure hope you like our write-up.

Victoria hasn't yet decided what she wants
to do with her life. But though she has no specific
goals, she's not worried about her future.
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The detective was leafing through the suspect’s
folder. “Hmm, quite a record,” he said. “Shop-
lifting, hit-and-run driving, armed robbery, sex-
ual assault, sexual assault, sexual assault "

“Yes, sir,” interrupted the felon modestly,
“it took me quite a while to find out what I'm
best at.”

We have it from an unimpeachable historical
source that a number of Henry the Eighth’s
wives gave head.

While out walking on the African veld one
day, a missionary suddenly came face to face
with a lion. Thinking that his situation was
hopeless, he sank to his knees in prayer, but
then became greatly relieved when the lion
got down on its knees Dbeside him. "‘Dear
brother lion,” said the missionary, “how heart-
ening it is to find you joining me in Christian
prayer when a few moments ago 1 feared for
my life!”

“Don’t interrupt,” growled the lion, “while
I'm saying grace.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines padded
training bra as tits for tots.

A young attorney was persuaded to join a
mate-swapping group after his neighbor had
repeatedly elaborated on the theme ol how
fabulous the latter's wife was in bed.

Shortly after the first exchange session, the
lawyer filed suit—for violation of the Truth-
in-Lending Act.

k was in Montana that a teenaged girl told
her mother that she had caught a ride home
from the rural school with an Indian brave
who had let her ride behind him on his horse.
The mother wanted to know how the girl had
kept from falling oft. “It was simple, Mom,”
she replied. “I just put my arms around the
Indian and held onto his saddle horn.”

The mother gazed long and fxedly at her
daughter. “Indians,” she finally said, “don’t
use saddles.”

And you've heard. of course, about the girl who
applied for a job as night-deposit box in a
sperm bank.

While away at a convention, an executive hap-
pened to mect a distinctly younger sing‘e
woman. She was pretty, chic, intelligent and
amusing . . . and proved to have a superb body
as well when she was persuaded to disrobe in
his suite on the final night of the convention.
But then, alas, the executive found himself
unable to perform!

On his first night home, the man padded
naked from the shower into the bedroom to
find his wife, swathed in a rumpled bathrobe,
her hair curlered and her face creamed,
munching candy while she leafed through a
movie magazine. And then, without warning,
he felt the onset of 2 magnificent erection!

Looking down at his throbbing phallus, the
man suddenly lost control. “Why, you ungrate-
ful, mixed-up son of a bitch,” he snarled, “now
I know why they call you a prick!”

A stableman'’s da ughter named Prentiss
Is morally non compos mentis:

She seduces her dad,

And when Dad can’t be had,
Uses horses in loco parentis.

Daddy must be gonna buy a real small com-
pact car,” announced Junior at the breaklast
table.

“Why do you think that, dear?” asked his
mother.

“Because I just found a tiny inner tube in
his coat pocket.”

All the guys 1 know are married,” complained
the Hollywood secretary to her best friend, “or
else they're going with another guy.”

<

L Hian.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines rising in-
flation as buck fever.

The young American girl on her first trip to
Paris decided to test the French male’s fabled
expertise in the art of love. On her first date
with a Gallic gallant, she asked him precisely
what he intended to do with her.

“Firs,” he replied, “I weel remove ze dress.
Zen, 1 weel carry you to ze bed. And zen,” he
concluded triumphantly, I weel kees ze navel!”

“So what else is new?” yawned the Yank
chick. “I've had my navel kissed a thousand
times."”

“Of course,” shrugged the Frenchman. “But
from ze eenside?”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
I 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.



“It’s all right, Poppa—Mr. Browning's a poet.”
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there’s grit,
true grit, and then
there’re the kind
of folks who’d

lynch a cute little
five-year-old

article
By HARRY CREWS

AWalk

in the
Country

E CAME ouT of
Johnson City, Tennessee, three of us in
the cab of a pickup truck with an enor-
mously fat mountain girl who worked in
a Frosty-Freeze ice-cream parlor. She had
on her Frosty-Freeze uniform and a
vague but insistent odor of sour milk
floated out of the deep creases of her
body. She lived in Erwin, Tennessee,
which practically straddles the Appalach-
1an Trail, and drove the pickup into
Johnson City five times a week to the
Frosty-Freeze, a distance of some 14 miles.
What we were doing 14 miles oft the
trail in Johnson City is boring and need
not be related. Enough to say that Dog qiq

ILLUSTRATION BY KINUKO CRAFT
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and I wanted to get drunk and more
than that we wanted a decent-sized city
to do it in. Dog and I were good and
drunk. Charne was disgusted. She didn’t
mind the drinking particularly, even
drank some herself, but she thought a
16-hour bout from one bar to the next
was tacky and middle class, showed—she
said—poor taste. We kept our packs on
while we hiked around Johnson City,
getting drunker and drunker. It's a
God's wonder some Grit didn't kill us.
Grits don’t take to longhaired freaks
wearing packs in their bars,

We were squeezed tight inside the cab
of the pickup. The girl, whose name was
Franny—it was stitched over the pocket
of her Frosty-Freeze uniform—took up
half the seat by herseif. Charne had to
sit in my lap. Dog sat squeezed in to
Franny, his entire body imprinted and
half-buried in her fat. He didn’t seem
to mind it.

He'd been licking the side of her neck.
She didn’t seem to mind it, or even no-
tice it, for that matter. I wondered if
maybe there was an old residue of Frosty-
Freeze ice cream slathered up on the
side of her neck. It was July and 1 was
sweating pure vodka into the little space
between our steaming bodies and the
windshield. The smell of sweat, vodka
and sour milk had made me incredibly
thirsty. I was beginning to sober up and
longed desperately for a beer.

“You reckon we could stop and get us
a beer, Franny?” I said.

“I could use a beer myself,” Charne
said. “It stinks in here.”

“I ain't familiar with beer joints,”
said Franny.

“Ah, come on, Fanny,” Dog said, tak-
ing a long lick at her neck. He'd called
her Fanny ever since we got into the
truck. She didn’t seem to mind. I noticed
the place he'd been licking on her neck
had changed colors. It was now consider-
ably lighter than the rest of her neck.
Dog’s tongue, when he ran it out, was
kind of pink. I thought he might have a
little Pan-Cake make-up on it.

“We nearly to Erwin,” she said.

Dog licked her again.

I said: *I don't want to go to Erwin.
I don’t care if I ever get to Erwin. |
want a beer.”

“It is one li'l ole place up here not
far they say sells real cold draffs,” she
said.

“1 believe that’s the place we been
looking for,” I said.

“Fanny,” Dog said, “damn if I don't
think I'm in love with you.”

She stared grimly through the wind-
shield at the highway. “I been divorced
oncet already and got two younguns.”

“Hell,” Dog said, “I don't mind. I
don’t give one shit.”

“l could never care for a man that
cussed,” she said.

“I could quit,” Dog said. “I got iron

120 will power. I quit smoking before.”

She turned to look at him, her face a
mask, as if she were considering some
grim alternative, as if maybe he was a
doctor and had just told her she had
cancer but that he could take care of it
for her.

“All right,” she said. “All right, then.”

She looked back toward the highway
and as she did she raised her huge arm
and drew Dog in. His head disappeared
between the wall of her arm and the
massive lump of tittie.

With Dog's head clamped under her
arm, Franny let the old Dodge pickup
have the rest of the gas pedal and we
shot down the highway for another cou-
ple of miles, where she swung into a
red-dirt parking lot beside a wooden
building. There were only two other
cars parked there.

She slid to a stop and looked over at
us. “It don’t seem like much,” she said,
“but they got good cold draffs.”

A doud of red dust sifted over the
truck and came to hang in the air be-
tween us. Dog fought his way from under
her arm, a mashed look on his sweated
face.

“We here?” he said. “This it?"”

Charne was already out of the truck.
I slid down behind her.

“Me 'n’ him's gone talk a minute,”
said Franny.

“Go on and order us a beer,” said
Dog, “we’ll be right in.”

“Don’t order us no beer,” said Franny.
“We'll be there torectly.”

She looked like she was going in for
that cancer operation and Dog looked
like he wasn't real sure what the hell
was going on. We left them sitting there,
her arm still weighted around Dog's neck,
and went on into the bar. After the
bright sunlight, it was dark inside. Plain
wooden floor, unpainted walls, about ten
bare tables with chairs, a long unpainted
bar with pickled pigs feet floating in jars
and pickled eggs and potato chips on a
dented rack.

One man sat at the bar, wearing a
neatly pressed blue suit and a snap-
brim hat with a red feather in it. He was
slender and dark and gave the impres-
sion of tension, although I didn’t know
why, because he didn’t move, didn't even
glance at us. A bald man in a T-shirt
read a newspaper behind the bar.

We went to a table by a window and
sat down. I was watching the bartender.
He looked up at us and then back at his
paper. He didn't move off his stool. I
had thought there might be some breeze
by the window but there wasn't. Through
the screen we could look directly into
the cab of the truck, which sat baking
in the hard sunlight no more than I5
feet away.

Charne glanced at the truck and said:
“We ought to move away from this
window.”

“It's all right,” I said. Only Franny's
head was visible in the cab of the truck.

“It's embarrassing,” she said.

“Theyre just talking,” I said.

I wasn’t about to take another table.
I wanted to see. That’s the way 1 am.

The bartender stll had not moved,
except occasionally to turn a page of his
newspaper. The man in the blue suit
had not moved at all and I realized
that's what made him seem tight as
sprung steel. He didn’t turn his head,
hadn't touched the full glass of beer in
front of him, didn't seem even to be
breathing.

“That's a strange one up there in the
suit,” I said.

“This Godforsaken place'd make any-
body strange,” said Charne. “I'll flip
you to see who wakes up the bartender
and gets us a beer.”

I lost and went up for a big pitcher
and four glasses. When I got back to the
table, Charne said: “I told you it'd be
embarrassing.”

I poured myself a glass and looked
through the screen. Damned if they
hadn’t rolled up the windows to the
truck. The windshield had steamed over
and that old Dodge truck was rocking
like a cradle. While 1 watched, an enor-
mous flat foot rose foggily into view and
pressed itself slowly but with tremen-
dous strength against the glass directly
below the rearview mirror.

*This is better than a movie,” I said.

“Pervert,” Charne said.

“You from around here?”

We both jerked around at the same
time to see the man in the blue suit sit
down across from us. He placed his glass
of beer carefully on the table. His move-
ments were strangely angular and pre-
cise, as though his body moved through
space proscribed and exactly calibrated.
His eyes were the color and texture of
the screen wire. He asked us again if we
were from around there.

“No,” I said.

He had plopped down at my table
without being asked, and I didn't like
his manner, but there was something
about him made me feel I ought not to
cross him. I didn't get this old by being
a fool.

“What yall watching out there?” he
asked.

*“Nothing,” I said.

He leaned forward and stared through
the screen wire, watching the truck end-
lessly rocking in the distorted air rising
out of the clay parking lot.

“Somebody in that truck is it?" he
asked. His voice was as careful as his
movements. “What they doing in there?”

“What my friends do is their business,"”
I said.

*Good way to be,” he said.

We watched the Dodge truck. It
seemed to rock with a life of its own.
I emptied the pitcher and Charne went
for another one.

Just as she sat down at the table again,

(continued on poge 128)
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A“h.lk iIl the COl.llltl'y (continued from page 120)

he said: “This is where they hung Alice,
you know.”

I drank off a quick glass and didn’t
answer. 1 have quite enough craziness
in my own head without borrowing any
from somebody else.

“I usually drink vodka,” 1 said, think-
ing to change the subject, whatever the
subject was.

“I got some if you want it,” he said.

“You have?” 1 said.

It seemed fate. Who would be foolish
enough to contest with fate?

“It's in the car,” he said. “I'll just
get it.”

He got up and cat-danced out of the
bar, When he was gone, Charne said:
“He scares me.”

“I think he'll be all right,” I said.

“You have to be crazy to mess with a
crazy person,” she said.

“I admit he’s a litle scary,” I said.
“But we'll just have a drink with him
and go. People sometimes get freaky if
you refuse to drink with them.”

He suddenly appeared in the parking
lot outside the window. He went right
to the truck and stood looking in the
window. The rhythm of the truck had
grown erratic. After he'd had a good
long look, he walked over to his car, a
baby-blue Corvair.

“What was that about Alice being
hung?” I said. “Did you hear that?”

“Of course I heard it,” she said.

“I thought maybe I misunderstood,”
I said.

Directly he came back with the vodka.
He had a hit out of the bottle and
chased it with beer. I was relieved to
have a drink. It settled me down and
things didn’t seem so melancholy.

“You know,” he said, “we've got the
Nolichucky River here.”

“We crossed it,” I said.

He considered that for a moment.
“When?" he said.

“Three days ago, best I can make it,”
I said. I didn’t know why I was answer-
ing these questions. Something about the
man made it impossible to consider doing
otherwise. He kept staring at me, so I
said: “See, we're hiking.”

“Hiking?"” he said.

“With backpacks,” I said. “You know,
on The Appalachian Trail.”

I thought he would know about the
trail because Erwin wasn’t two miles from
where the trail crossed a mountain. But
he didn't. Had never heard of it. There
didn’t seem to be anything to do but
explain the whole thing: that 1 was a
writer walking the trail, that the girl was
a photographer I hired to come along
and that the other guy walking with us
was still out in the truck.

“And that’s the other one out there in
the truck?” he said.

“Yes,” I said.

The three of us watched the truck

baking in the sun for a moment. It
wasn't rocking anymore. The windows
had been rolled down. No heads were
showing though. I tried to imagine how
Franny and Dog could accomplish any-
thing in so small and stifling a space.

“Hard by the Nolichucky River is the
Clinchfield Railroad,” he said.

“I remember seeing a trestle,” 1 said,
only because he seemed to be waiting
for me to say something. “I always liked
trestles when I was a boy.”

“Hadn't been for that damn railroad,
they couldn’t have hung Alice.”

Charne said: “Back to that, are we?”

“Ma’am?"”

“Why don't you get us another pitch-
er, Charne?” I said. She was capable of
saying anything. I was afraid it would
make him mad. And I didn’t want him
mad. 1 just wanted to drink a couple of
more beers, maybe another shot or two,
and get back in the woods.

When Charne came with the beer, he
said: “It’s ruined my life.”

“What ruined your life?” she asked.

“The hanging of Alice.”

At that moment the door of the pick-
up opened and we watched Dog stagger
into the sun. His thin corn-colored hair
was plastered on his forehead. Then
Franny came out the same door behind
him. She looked kind of mean, like she
might just want to slap the shit out of
somebody. She did reach out and give
Dog a cuff behind the head. but it was
affectionate and full of good will, just
the sort of lick, it seemed to me, one
football player gives another when he's
made an impossible score. She spent a
minute or two twisting her Frosty-Freeze
uniform, adjusting whatever was under
it. They walked toward the bar holding
hands.

“Perversity has ruined more than one
man,” he said. I think both Charne and
I thought he was talking about Dog and
Franny rocking in the truck. They came
through the door behind where we sat
at the table and I expected him to turn
and say something to them, but instead
he said: “It was my birthday, my fifth
birthday, when it happened. That was a
long time ago, but I never got over it

“Never got over what?” said Dog. He
stood beside the table holding Franny's
hand.

He got up with great formality and
removed his snap-brimmed blue hat.
“You are the other member of the team,”
he said.

“Team?” said Dog.

“The wilderness team,” he said.

Dog said, “Oh yeah, sure, walking with
the packs. I'm with them. The other
member of the team.” He licked his lips.
The words seemed to please him.

“] was speaking of Alice and I forgot
myself. I often do when I remember her.

I've not introduced myself. I'm Jake
Leach, a lawyer by avocation.”

“I'm Ronnie.” He locked out the
window. “They call me Dog ‘cause when
I drink I sometimes commence to howl.
It's a little joke they got, Dog is.”

“But it’s really Donniger,” said Fran-
ny, “Ronald Donniger.”

“It is my great pleasure, Mr. Dog.”

He held out his hand. T had not real-
ized before how drunk Jake Leach was.
He was carrying an enormous load, and
for the first uime J realized that was why
his movements seemed so careful and de-
liberate. He was one of those drunks who
would just go on and on, never slurring
a word or staggering, until finally he
closed his eyes and collapsed. his clothes
as unwrinkled and carefully brushed as
they had been that morning when he put
them on.

I had always held such men in great
admiration, being as I am one of the
all-time sloppy, disgusting drunks, the
kind mothers can point out to their chil-
dren as an example of the final evil of
alcohol. Not so with Jake Leach. He
would never be pointed out as anything
except everything a man ought to be,
even when he was stunned with whiskey,
which is what he was now.

After we had all introduced ourselves
several times, managed to get everybody
seated and Franny had knocked the dust
off the session in the pickup by sucking
down a glass of cold draft, Dog said,
“Now, sir, I believe you was talking
about Alice.”

If a Grit meets another Grit who is
formal and courteous in his speech, he
immediately begins to trade formality
for formality. They call it manners. and
it's quite a lovely thing to see. Jake had
fallen into the cadences that mark the
gentleman (or so a Grit who uses them
thinks) the moment he saw Ronnie Dog.
He had not done so with me be-
cause 1 think he knew me for a bogus
Southerner.

“The hanging of Alice marked me, sir.
marked me.”

Jake handed the bottle of vodka to
Dog, who took a pull and passed it to
Franny, who did not hesitate but dain-
tily wiped the mouth of the bottle on her
Frosty-Freeze uniform and sucked down
some herself, careful not to make the
bottle gurgle in an unseemly way.

“Well, now my daddy, sir,” said Ron-
nie, “he seen a man hung oncet. A nigger.
Rape is what it was he done, so they
taken a pertater and pushed it in his
mouth tight where he couldn’t holler
and hung him. It was some small chil-
dren there and they didn’t want his hol-
lerin’ scarin’ 'm, you see.”

Jake Leach was waving his hand, not
discourteously but with some show of im-
patience, while Ronnie talked. “Alice was
not a man. Mr. Dog.”

While Jake paused for a controlled sip

(continued on page 218)
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SCORING
THE CULTURE OF VIOLENCE

Score one point for each correct an-
swer. On questions 7, 12 and 22, score
1, point for each correct match.

1. Coils in a hangman’s noose: 13.

2. O. J. Simpson’s number: 32.

3. Bull'seye on an N.R.A. human-
silhouette target: the chest area (no points
are given for head or between-the-eyes
shots).

4. Rank above brigadier general: ma-
jor general.

5. Vicums in St. Valentine’s Day Mas-
sacre: B. Bugs Moran's gang.

6. A. Jamming (an offensive maneuver
in roller derby) is not illegal. Slashing
(hitting with stick in hockey or lacrosse)
and dotheslining (forearm chop to the
Adam’s apple in football) are penalty
offenses.

7. Mickey Spillane—b. Mike Hammer;
Dashiell Hammett—c. Sam Spade; John
D. MacDonald—d. Travis McGee; Don
Pendleton—a. Mack Bolan (The Execu-
tioner).

8. C. The I Ching is a philosophical
text, not a martial art.

9. The man who sticks the bull: C.
picador.

10. Director of Straw Dogs: B. Sam
Peckinpah.

11. Molotov cocktail: gasoline.

12. a. Charles Starkweather (11); b.
Juan Corona (25); ¢. Charles Manson (7
known victims; there may have been
more); d. Richard Speck (8).

13. Ham and eggs: C. a type of
bombardment—high explosives (the dec-
orations on an officer's cap are called
scaambled eggs).

14. Shiv: slang for
homemade and concealed.

15. Brand name of boxing shorts: B.
Everlast.

16. The Hog: C. Harley-Davidson 74.

17. Nonderogatory term: D. suds.

18. Engines on a B-52: eight.

19. Heavier than lightweight: A.
welterweight.

20. Aliases used by James Earl Ray.

21. Winning hand: C. full house.

22. a. half nelson, b. full nelson, c.
hammer lock.

23. The Hulk's alter ego: B. Bruce
Banner (Ben Grimm is The Thing, Peter
Parker is Spider Man).

24. Swrangulation by piece of wire:
garrote.

25. Gun used by Clint Eastwood: .44
magnum.

26. Elimination of a superior officer:
fragging. .

27. Director of FBI: D. Clarence
Kelley.

28. Ann Calvello and Joan Weston:
rolier-derby queens.

29. Albert DeSalvo: the Boston Stran-

knife—usually

134 gler.

30. Larger caliber: a. the M-1 uses .30-
caliber ammunition (the M-16 uses .223
caliber).

This quiz was a bear. Most of the par-
ticipants in our test sample failed miser-
ably. pLAvBoY's editorial staff added some
easier items so you wouldn't rip up the
magazine in frustration. A respectable
score, we'd guess, would fall between 15
and 25. A score below 10 means that ag-
gressive themes turn you off. Violence
doesn’t interest you. You'd rather watch
Hetd:t than a football game, and if some-
one gave you a Mickey Spillane novel
you'd probably press flowers in it.

A total above 25 means you're either
meaner than average or smarter than
average, and we'll be the last to tell you
which. If you tallied over 30, you're ex-
cessively interested in things morbid and
bloody, and youre no doubt reading
pLAYBOY because you can't find your copy
of Guns & Ammo. If you want to argue
points, see Gus, our 250-pound doorman.
He got a perfect score and will probably
eat your car.

EVERYTHING YOU SAY
WILL BE USED AGAINST YOU

This quiz is hard to fake, even though
its meaning is transparent. If you've an-
swered honestly, your score should reflect
true aggressiveness, rather than any ideal
image you wish to project. The average
pPLAYBOY reader in our pretest scored
eight items yes: If you checked more than
eight items, you are more overtly aggres-
sive than most, or at least you remem-
ber and confess more than our test
sample. Compare your answers with
those of the average PLAYBoY reader on
these questions.

I and 2. About one in five persons
owns a gun, and of these, one in five
keeps it loaded.

3. About half say their last fstfight
was during or since high school, the other

- half say it was in the ninth grade or

before.

4-9. Personal, rather than anonymous
expressions are favored: 69 percent have
“told someone oft,” and nearly half say
they've hung up on someone and/or
given the finger to someone in the past
two months. But only 29 percent have
ever written a letter to the editor, bumper
stickers are almost passé and the fingers
that wrote graffiti have moved on.

10-15. Not surprisingly, the typical
reader is much more likely to hit the
object of his anger (items 10-12) than to
hit an object just because he's angry (13—
15). In either case, he will strike inani-
mate things more often than humans, and
humans more often than animals.

16-18. Sexual aggression isn't typical:
23 percent admit they always try for sex
on the first date and 21 percent have
“taken” their lover, but only 9 percent go
in for spanking-and-tying.

19-21. A substantial number of our
subjects probably find aggression reward-
ing. Researchers know that a mouse be-
comes exceedingly vicious after winning
several fights but becomes timid and doc
ile after a losing experience. Humans
learn aggressive habits, too. If you are
bigger, stronger or more powerful than
average, or if you were a first-born child,
then you probably have experience in
winning, dominating and seeing your ag-
gressions rewarded. Research studies have
suggested that firstborn are dispropor-
tionately represented among Rhodes
scholars, Who's Who listings, U. 8. Presi-
idents and astronauts (21 of the first
23 American astronauts were first-born
children).

22-24. Socially acceptable aggressive
acts are widespread. Fully 73 percent
have asked for a raise (which may explain
inflation); 60 percent have voted against
someone (which may also explain infla-
tion). About 50 percent have owned
practical-joke devices.

25-30. The child is parent to the adult:
15 percent of our sample claim violent
upbringing, and 27 percent admit tor-
turing animals, but only 5 percent have
ever run away from home.

Items 28-30 get at specific predictors
of adult aggression reported in a recent
issue of The American Journal of Psy-
chiatry. Researchers collected thousands
of papers, clinical records and prison
files dealing with the childhood behaviors
of people who became exceptionally ag-
gressive adults. They found that the three
factors in items 28-30 (fights, temper
tantrums, and school problems and tru-
ancy), along with a general inability to
get along with other children, were the
behaviors most often cited as harbingers
of adult aggression. The presence of one
or two problems isn't serious, but if a
child has all of them concurrently, there
is a strong statistical possibility that he’ll
grow up to be a violent adult.

31. Eight percent of our pretest sam-
ple become more aggressive when drunk.
Alcohol is a fear reducer. Drunk and so-
ber rats will work equally hard to reach
food, but if they're trying to escape a
feared location, the drunk rat won’t work
nearly as hard as the sober one. Booze
wipes out inhibitions. If a person has
been punished for aggressive acts, he may
fear his own impulses and then become
nasty after a few beers.

PATIENCE IS NO VIRTUE

Whether you are quicker to honk at a
big new Cadillac or a rusty old Ford is,
to some degree, a measure of your ag-
gression toward authority. If you're like
our sample, you've got guts on paper
and said you'd be more impatient with
the rich bitch in the Caddy (average wait—
7.5 seconds) than with the poor bastard
in the Ford (8.9 seconds). That's what
you said, but what would you do? Several
(continued on page 209)



“It’s called the missionary position. One of
the missionartes just showed it to me.” 135






HELMUT NEWTON

It's the gooey, sticky things—as this
gal can testify—that make life a ball—
not to mention Coke bottles and other
things that go pop after yau rub them.




Pasta time, and milody has o woiter
wha doesn’t believe in waiting. He does
take care of business, thaugh. And just
laok ot the way he puts himself into it.




BILL ARSENAULT

Her waiter friend also believes, the
customer discovers to her delight, in
adding a big cover charge. Serves you
right, ma’am, for tabling such matters.




PHIL HASTINGS




The older the grape, the
sweeter the wine, they say.

But it may also depend on who's
doing the stomping—which,
from a grape’s viewpoint,

is no problem here.

Then again, why woit for

the finished product? The gropes
themselves make for a hell of a
snack. Especiolly if your toble
setting is something like this one.

KEN MARCUS




Putting on the Ritz, as they say, are

this uninhibited lass and her companion—
who discover that crackers in bed can
make for a most ticklish situation.




RICHARD FEGLEY

GARRY GROSS
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“I told you to bring along a friend, but I never said
I had a roommate.”




no fear of flying

AFTER THE OLD MAN DIED, the three sons
of Fyodor Fyodorovitch divided his pos-
sessions unequally, so that the eldest got
the land and the cattle, the second got a
little casket of gold pieces and the young-
est, Filip, got the old man's clothes. They
were sizes too large for Filip. He tried on
his father's best blouse; it was so long it
was almost a joke.

“God have mercy,” Filip said with a
groan. “Now the two of you are rich
and you can go off and marry well. But
what am I to do? Just about all T own is
this thing that hangs down to my knees!”

At that very moment, Marina Petrov-
na, the daughter of a prosperous mer-
chant, happencd to be passing and heard
Filip's words. They lighted a little fire
somewhere in her soul. She hurried
home, saying to herself, “Down to his
knees! Oh, my!"”

She couldn’t stop thinking about that
and so, the next day, she said to her
mother, “Matushka, dear, please send
for the marriage broker. I have a great
mind to be wed.”

“But wed to whom?" asked her mother.

“To Filip Fyodorovitch."”

“Why, you little fool!” said the mother,
growing angry. “He’s only a poor peas-
ant. Choose some nice man with a bit of
money, if you must.”

“I want Filip,” the girl said firnly.
“You have no worry—you aren't the one
who will live with him.”

“Live with him?” asked the mother.
“I'd sooner learn to fly.”

But Marina was stubborn and pre-
vailed, and so the marriage broker was
called, all was arranged and the wedding
took place. That went as well as you
could expect, but it was on the wedding
night, when Filip and Marina were
alone, undressing for bed, that Marina
received a terrible shock.

“Why, you villain!” she exclaimed.
“It's no bigger than a finger! And you
were the one who bragged about having
something that hung down to his knecs,
you cheat!™

Thinking quickly, Filip replied, “My
dearest girl, it's plain that you have
never suffered the wials of poverty. Just
to get together enough money for decent
wedding clothes and incidental expenses
was as much as I could do. T had only
one thing of value—and so 1 pawned my
prick for fifty rubles.”

“Oh, my poor darling,” said his bride.
“In the morning, I'll go to Mother and
mike her give us fifty rubles 10 redeem
"’

When Marina’s mother heard the
story, she saw the urgent necessity and
handed over the money. “Hm, actually
down to his knees,” she mused. Marina
went home, gave the money to Filip and
urged him to be off to the pawnbroker’s
posthaste.

He started out, but soon he left the
village and followed a track into the

from Russkia zavetniya skazki

woods until he came at last to an ob-
scure cottage. He knocked on the door
and called softly, “Granny, granny, it’s
the son of Fyodor, your old lover. Come
quickly; I'm in terrible need of one of
your magic works!”

“Well, come in,” said the old wornan.
“How much money have you got? In my
mind’s eye, I see fifty rubles. So hand it
over, all of it. In exchange, you get this
gold ring.

“Now, listen carefully. Put the ring on
your little finger just below the nail.”
He did so and immediately felt his penis
extend to abour 12 inches. “Now slip
the ring down to the second knuckle,”
she said. The 12 inches grew to two feet.
“Now ease it back to the first knuckle.”
The penis began to shorten. “I advise the
first knuckle for all everyday uses,” said
the old woman. “I advise the second
knuckle only if you wish to join the side
show. As for anvthing lower, beware of
calamity! Now I must go to feed my pig.”

Filip trudged happily toward home.
When he reached the road, he sat down
near a little brook, ate some biscuits
from his pouch, had a drink of water
and settled himself for a nap. To avoid
any accident, he placed the ring on his
chest.

Soon a barin, a squire, and his wife
drove along in their carriage. “Igor,
Igor! Stop the horses,” called the barin.
“Over there by the roadside I sce some
ragged peasant asleep and on his chest
there lies a gold ring. Doubtless he has
stolen it, so bring it to me.”

When he had the ring, the barin ad-
mired it, smiled at his wife, saying, “A
pretty thing to find by the roadside,” and
slipped it onto his little finger. Im-
mediately, like a great battering ram, his
prick shattered the front of the carriage,
knocked the coachman off his box,
frightened the horses and extended 100
yards down the road. The barinka
screamed and the barin almost went out
of his mind.

“Well. this is a nice thing for a gen-
tleman to do,” said Filip, ambling over
to the carriage. “First you steal my ring
and then you expose your private parts
to the whole countryside. For shame!”

*Oh, help me” pleaded the barin.
“I'll give you a hundred rubles. No?
Well. two hundred, then.”

First having the money in hand, Filip
leaned over and plucked the ring from
the gentleman’s finger and, except for
the hole i the coach, all was in order
again.

When Filip arrived home, he undressed
and presented himsell for an admiring
inspection and handling by Marina, who,
very shortly thereafter, pulled him into
the bed and became the happiest bride
in all of Little Russia. And for the next
three mornings, she would start to
get out of bed to put on her dothes,
would hesitate, would sigh, then at last
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would roll back into the arms of Filip.

“Where have you been?” asked her
mother when Marina finally appeared.
“And did he ever get that instrument out
of pawn? Did it all turn out to be a lie?”

“Not by any means,” said Marina with
a rosy smile. “It's quite as splendid as 1
expected.” Then she went on to give her
mother a joyful and detailed description
of the pleasures of the past three days.

“Humph,” said the mother. “You al-
ways did exaggerate.” But she silently
determined (o discover the truth of the
matter. Thus, when Marina went to the
market. her mother called on Filip. She
found him asleep in the garden, the ring
on his finger and his salami standing a
foot high. “Well, well,” she said ap-
proaching curiously. “Since he's asleep.
I might just test this out to see if it'’s
some kind ol trick.” She raised her petti-
coats and began gently to impale hersell.
Just then, Filip stirred in his sleep and
the ring slipped down on his finger.

Returning home a little while later,
Marina found the house empty and si-
lent. Then she heiard her husband snor-
ing in the garden and went to him—
only to discover a fearsome sight. Filip’s
prick was 100 yards tall and at the top,
helpless as a weathercock in the wind,
spun her mother.

Marina immediately called the neigh-
bors for help. They came running, stared
awestruck, then offered all sorts of ad-
vice. Should T run and get my ax and
chop it down? No, you fool, that would
kill both of them. Perhaps we should
send up a steeple jack. But there’s no
steeple jack in this town. It was finally
decided that the only practical thing to
do was to pray to God for a miracle.

In the meantime, Marina was gently
awaking her husband and whispering 1o
him not to move. She had faith that Filip
would provide a solution—and so he did.
He cautiously moved the ring higher on
his finger and, like some famous tight-
rope walker, Marina's mother descended
slowly toward the ground to the en-
thusiastic applause of the crowd.

As her mother reached safery, Marina
said, “l see, Mother dear, that you have
decided to take flying lessons after all.”

—-Retold by Nicholas Gabyev 145
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EOC‘MG” (continued from page 103)

a filling. “You probably think I'm a den-
tist,” a voice said.

Bockman opened his eyes.

*That story about your regular dentist’s
hiring an associate wasn't true. Actually,
I'm with the current Administration. I
just arrived here yesterday from Wash-
ington."”

“I'm not having any of this.” Bock-
man said. “Where’s my regular dentist?”

“I'm involved in a pilot project to de-
velop grass-roots backing for Administra-
tion policy.”

“You're going to have to count me
out."”

“Well, actually, it's not really up to
you—but I'm probably not explaining it
right. My job is to provide you with cer-
tain opinions consistent with the goals
of the Administration. You are to simply
accept these opinions as your own and
state them forthrightly at every suitable
opportunity.”

“You're hitting me with this at a bad
time,” Bockman said. “I'm going through
a lot of personal difliculties. And any-
way, why me:”

“Well, we've got to start somewhere.
Oh, 1 guess I should introduce myself.
Moss is the name. Andrew AMoss.”

“I don't give a rat's ass what your
name 1s."”

“Well, it's established procedure—I'm
supposed 1o introduce myself on initial
contact. Anyway, that’s about it for
now—you're free to go.”

“What about my cavity?”

*Oh, all right—as long as you're here,
I guess I could at least take a look.”

“I thought you said you weren't a
dentist.”

“I'm not, but I had the feeling a litle
bit ago, when I was fooling around in
vour mouth, that 1 could probably get
the hang of it pretty quickly.”

..

Bockman left without getting his park-
ing ticker validated. The charge to get
his car out was $4.75.

*That secems awlully expensive.”

“You were just past the grace period,”
the parking attendant said.

“The sign says two dollars maximum.™

“We don’t go by that.”

Bockman handed over the money and
headed back 10 work. He was an electri-
cal engineer who. because of an aero-
space cutback, was now working as an
estimator in an auto-body repair shop in
Santa Monica. He was skillful enough
at operating the little estimator wheel
that he was supposed to roll along each
dent to compute the basic repair cost,
but both he and the owner of the shop,
Mr. Newcomb, realized something im-
portant was lacking in his manner., Most
potential customers would nod at his

146 fgures, speak vaguely about returning

later in the week and then disappear
forever.

So far, the most Newcomb had said by
way of criticism was, “Well, we can’t all
be as good as Taggart.”

This was a reference to the other esti-
mator who worked in the shop.

“Don’t forget this isnt my chosen
field,” Bockman had said the last time
this remark had been thrown at him.

All the same, Bockman realized it was
a big disadvantage to have someone as
good as Taggart for a co-worker. Effort-
lessly, Taggart managed to get business
from everyone who pulled into the shop.
In fact, when Bockman returned from the
dentist’s office, Taggart was getting a sig-
nature on an estimate to repair a Dodge
Dart that had been rear-ended. A sec-
ond customer, with a damaged headlight,
was waiting. Bockman got his clipboard
and hurried over.

“Help vou?" he said.

The man with the damaged headlight
pointed toward Taggart and said, “If
you don’t mind, I'll wait for him.”

“How come:™

“No reason. I just like his style.”

- - -

That evening, when Bockman got
home, there was a note from his ex-wife
on the dining-room table:

Picked up the laundry and changed
the linen. Oven timer is set so that
the roast duck will be done by
seven. Wine and chilled glass in
refrigerator. M.

He got an aspirin from the medicine
cabinet and placed it on the tooth that
was giving him trouble. Then he phoned
his ex-wife.

“Margaret, I don’t think all this stop-
ping by here is a good idea.” he said.

“I thought you wanted things ami-
cable.”

“I did, except you're doing too much.
IU's gewing me mixed up.”

“Oh, by the way., did you get the
money? I mailed you four hundred dol-
lars yesterday. If you didn’t ger it today,
it'll he there tomorrow for sure.”

“Margaret, 1 can’t accept money from
vou.”

“I explained in a note—it's extra. Re-
member I told you I'd started those
group-therapy sessions? Well. now a lot
of members have started visiting me in-
dividually for help.”

“1 don't think that's legal, Margaret.
In the first place, you don’t have any kind
of degree or =

“I'm making real progress with some
of them. The only stipulation is that I
won't permit any patient of mine to
mention bodily functions.”

“Margaret, it doesn’t sound as if——""

“I simply will not permit it.”

At this moment, a man's voice came on

the line. "Hi, it’s me.”

Margaret said, “After all, it's my house.
It's another matter if they want to talk
filth in the privacy of 2

“Wait a minute, Margaret—is there
someone on the extension at your
place?”

“No, it's me,” the man’s voice said.
“Andrew Moss.”

“Who is it, please?” Margaret said.

“"What do you want” Bockman said.

*Well, I said I'd be keeping in touch.”

Margaret said, “We're not finished
with our conversation yet, Operator.™

“It's not an operator.” Bockman said.
“It's this other thing I've gotten mixed
up in. I'll have to call you back.”

Margaret said she understood perfect-
ly. Before she hung up, she mentioned
that she was planning to drop by later in
the week to lay some new asphalt tile in
the kitchen.

After she was off the line, Bockman
said, I don't know the latest on wire
tapping, but I'm sure it must be illegal
to actually break in on a conversation.”

“It seemed more honest 1o let you
know I was listening,” Andrew Moss
said. “Anyway, here it is: one hundred
percent in favor of the Utah hydro-
electric project.”

“What?”

“From now on, that’s your opinion on
the matter.”

“Suppose 1
opinion.”

“Well, as a first siep, your employer
will be notihed.”

“I'm warning you, I've got enough
trouble down there.”

“There'll be a typewritten list of opin-
ions coming through in a day or so. I
ot a friend of mine to get me this one
for you ahead of time.”

- - -

refuse 1o adopt  that

The next morning, when Bockman
arrived at work. the employees were
gathered around a chart on the back
wall. Taggart said. “Newcomb thought
it up to keep tabs on our respective per-
formances. See? You can tell at a glance
that last week I Dbrought in over five
times as much business as you.”

“Don’t forget this 1su't my chosen
field,” Bockman said.

“Same here.” Taggart said.

“What do you mean—Mr. Newcomb
said you'd been at this lor a good fifteen
years."”

“He probably said that so vyou
wouldn't feel bad,” Taggart said. “Ac
tually, I started here just two days be-
fore you—before that I was a dance
instructor.”

- - -

Business was slow, but just before
lunch, Bockman wrote out an estimate
for a heavysct man with a damaged
grille. “Fine,” the heavyset man said,
checking over Bockman's figures. “Fine,

(contlinued on puge 158)
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left: Introduced at Expo 67 [hence its
name), the Alfa Ramea Montredl is a 2+ 2
grand-tauring car using an engine arigi-
nally designed far the campany’s successful
Tipo 33 prototype racing cars. The ad-
vanced four-cam, fuel-injected V8 devel-
aps over 200 hp from a mere 158.2 cu. ins.

Right: lancia’s Stratos is a trifle Spartan
to define as a luxury grand-tauring auto-
mabile, but its light, durable chassis and
its plucky, Ferrari-designed, four-cam Vé
“Dino" engine quadlify it as a substantial
threat in majar rallies. Despite its small
engine, the Stratos will run 140 mph.

8Below: Peter Manteverdi, the Swiss manu-
facturer of this mid-engine, 180-mph grand-
touring car, sells his hai 450 GTS anly to
drivers with high-speed-motaring creden-
tials. That, plus a bushel of Swiss francs
and a wait of at least a year and a half,
obtains one of these superfast road cars.

OMEWHERE IN BANKRUPT OLD ITALY, there is a tiny, wedge-shaped car whining down a sunny stretch of autostrada
at 185 mph. While you and I are lumping along in our sensible semicrashprool sedans, eyes scanning the speed-
ometer, lest we exceed 55 mph, and the gas gauge, fearful that our hungry engine will consume its last drop of

[uel before the Arabs shut off the spigot, we can comlort (or torment, depending on our frame of mind) ourselves with
the thought that a few places still exist on this earth where automobiles are viewed as uncompromising, balls-to-the-wall-
oh-my-God mechanisms of pure hedonism. Those places are for the most part in Europe, where a small band ol men
persists in the belief that some automobiles—some automobiles, not all automobiles—ought to be built for sheer [un
without concern for practicality, social responsibility or deference to the rising tides of egalitarianism. These men

149



Left: Perhaps the most potent four-place
automobile, the 165-mph Maserati Indy
4900 once was exported to the United
States. Now its special brand of luxurious
transport avails itself only to Europeans. The
Indy’s 4.9-liter, four-cam, 320-hp VB is
coupled to a smooth, five-speed gearbox.

Right: Tell this to your taxman: Even if
such a car as the Lamborghini Countach
were available here, it would border on the
impossible to justify its ownership by any
responsible citizen. But then, you just might
convert him with a quick, mind-blowing turn
or two around the neighborhood at 185 mph!

Below: Speaking of the ideal commuter car
{which we weren’t}, you might want to ig-
nore the Ferrari Berlinetta Boxer. Your
basic mid-engine, flai-12-cylinder, fwo-seater
grand-touring machine that is capable of
nudging 190 mph may be a bit much,
although the price {$50,000] is tempting.

once included among their number immortals such as Bugatti, Duesenberg, entley, Benz, Stutz, etc., who considered
the car not so much a transportation module but as the pre-eminent 20th Century kinetic art form. They arc gone
now, and time has conspired to leave only Lnzo Ferrari and a [ew others to carry the fire. Despite their technical per-
fection and courageous designs, the great cars these men created have passed out of the automotive mainstream to
be replaced by ordinary shoe-box sedans that have been housebroken and mongrelized by the flinty search for profits

and the meddiing of zealous bureaucracies.
The latest casnalty is the venerable English firm of Aston Martin, which for 53 years produced some of the finest
150 sports and grand-touring automobiles available anywhere. It compiled a distinguished competition record, capped by a
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1-2 finish in the 1959 LeMans 24-Hour
race, and gained world fame as exotic
transportation for James Bond, but ris-
ing costs involved in the manufacture
of its powerful, hand-built coupes forced
the company’s capitulation at the end of
1974. The action tossed 500 of England’s
finest craftsman onto the street and left
the handful remaining in the few solvent
custom and coach-building shops to won-
der who's next.

Perhaps this taming of the automobile
has been necessary. Certainly, the realities
of urban congestion, pollution and the
escalating consumption of energy make
$40,000 VI2, mid-engine, two-passenger
cars capitble of 185 mph as abhorrent to
your basic hairshirted saviors of society
as a squadron of F-14s buzzing Walden
Pond at Mach 2. Let's face it; there is
precious little justification for owning a
Yerrari Berlinetta Boxer or Lamborghini
Countach (a pair of automobiles that fit
the above definition) beyond the elemen-
tal satisfaction of knowing that one is
driving perhaps the fastest bloody road
car in the world. That sort of aristocratic
excess is supposed to have died with the
Holy Roman Empire, which is why, fol-
lowing such 20th Century convulsions
as the rise of socialism, the Great De-
pression, a pair of World Wars and the
cmerging awareness of the environment,
ultra-elegant sports machines are about
as rare as whistling swans.

They are rarest of all in Americi.
The masterpiece domestic marques like
Duesenberg, Cord, Stutz, Marmon, etc,
were crushed under the double blow of
the Depression and World War Two,
Ieaving us for the most part with a vast
range of reliable, responsible, deadly
boring sedans cluttering the nation’s
highways. The supply was [urther limited
by the new realities in Europe that forced
manufacturers such as Rolls-Royce, Mer-
cedes-Benz, Alfa Romeo, etc.,, away from
custom sports machinery and toward
higher-volume, somewhat lower-priced
vehicles.

Still, a few of these cars dribbled onto
our shores. Until recently, men with
enough money and enough lust for great
automobiles could find a small but steady
supply of Ferraris, Lamborghinis, Mase-
ratis, etc, to satisfy their urges. But
slowly and stcadily the colossal Wash-
ington bureaucracy has, in the course of
its attention to the problems of safety
and air pollution, eliminated almost all
high-performance cars from the Ameri-
can landscape, including those of un-
compromising beauty and performance.
The volumes of regulations, laws, stand-
ards, codes, amendments, memorandums,
notifications, etc., that have poured out
of the Department of Transportation
and the Environmental Protection Agen-
cy, dragooning every car manufacturer
who chooses to sell cars in the United

152 States into conformity in everything from

bumper strengths to headlight elevations
to exhaust emissions to buzzer tones,
have been the root cause.

Because of the sheer volume of the
American market, a number of European
manufacturers have plowed through the
acres of paperwork from Washington and
spent massive sums to modify their prod-
ucts for sale here. Therefore, one can
still purchase a new Porsche, BMW, Mer-
cedes-Benz, Jaguar and even a Ferrari or
Maserati in the United States, but the ve-
hicles, in general, will be heavier, more
sluggish, less efficient variations on the
same models that can be purchased in
Europe. Other manufacturers have sim-
ply decided that burcaucrats are too for-
midable an obstacle and have refused to
export their automobiles to the United
States. Sadly, these no-shows include some
of the most exciting cars in existence.

Take for example the Bristol 411 Se-
ries IV. Anyone who has driven in Eng-
Iand has probably been blown off by onc
of these slab-sided machines on a twisty
country road. Bristols are tall, austere
four-scaters with elemental styling and
craftsmanship that simply does not exist
in the British Isles outside its own shops
and the Rolls-Royce works in Crewe.
Unlike other automotive exotica, the
Bristol 411 is a rather conventional
car, utilizing a conventional front-engine,
rear-drive system with a relatively simple
suspension system. Even more ordinary
is the engine/transmission, with a 400-
cu-in., 385-hp Chrysler V8 linked to a
Chrysler Torqueflite automatic transmis-
sion. The secret of the Bristol is exe-
cution, not inspiration. The company's
management steadfastly refuses to bend
its schedules to the tuggings of the mar-
ket and seldom produces more than three
411s per week. Each car is, for all in-
tents and purposes, hand-built and car-
ries strong traditions of the high-quality
aircraft upon which Bristol created its
reputation. After aiding the Allied war
clfort against Germany with such mas-
terpieces as the quick and deadly
twin-engine Bristol Beaufighter and the
rugged Beaufort reconnaissance and tor-
pedo bomber, Bristol Aeroplane Compa-
ny, Lud., Filton, Bristol, became Bristol
Cars, Ltd., in 1960 and has devoted it-
self to the production of high-quality,
high-performance automobiles ever since.
The 411's stout, boxladder frame and
rugged interior framing would result in
a car ol massive weight were it not for
its flawlessly finished, all-aluminum hody.
This produces a relatively light (3775
1ls.), safe, extremely stable and silent
machine capable of currying four pas-
sengers and their luggage at speeds ap-
proaching ncarly 140 mph.

While a few Bristols have reached
America (including the Arnclt-Bristol
sports cars of the Fifties), recent models
remain as scarce as a burcaucrat with-
out a new regulation. For openers, Bris-
tol does not encourage the purchase of

its automobiles anywhere outside Eng-
land, and only a few are exported each
year. Moreover, the company absolutely
refuses to make a left-hand-drive version,
which makes the car impractical in the
vast majority of motorized nations. And
the thought of Bristol engineers cobbing
up their automobiles to conform to the
safety and pollution rules pouring out
of Washington is as abhorrent to them as
converting the factory to the manufac
ture of Messerschmite Me-109s. Besides,
there is plenty of business in jolly old
England even during the current hard
times. Despite its price tag of £8973
(about $21,500), enough people are lust-
ing after the Bristol 411 to produce a
12-to-14-month wait for delivery. Is it any
wonder we will never see one of these
wonderful machines in the United States?

Unlike the recent Bristols, a few
Monteverdis can be found floating
around America, but they are destined
to become curiosities from a bygone era.
These special, low-volume machines are
the product of a bright, aggressive Swiss
named Peter Monteverdi. An auto deal-
er, customizer, sometime competition
driver and general enthusiast, Monte-
verdt introduced his first complete car—
the 375 S 2-+2 coupe—at the 1967 Frank-
furt Auto Show. Like his subsequent
models, the car was fitted with a large-
displacement Chrysler V8 engine that
gave impressive performance with a high
degree of reliability. (Over the years, a
number of European builders, includ-
ing Iso, DeTomaso, Monica, Bizzarrini,
Gordon-Kecble, AC, etc., have built cars
mating sophisticated Continental chassis
and bodies—generally English or ltal-
ian—to American drive trains, all with
modest success. Perhaps the DeTomaso
Pantera, imported by Lincoln-Mercury,
and the wonderful Shelby Cobras are the
best examples of this design syndrome.)

Monteverdi's attention to detail and
his refusal to increase production be-
yond his capability of maintaining the
highest standards of quality control re-
sulted in prosperity where others had
failed. His 3755 matured into excellent
automobiles and he opened a [ull pro-
duction facility at Binningen, near Basel
(the bodies are built in Italy). Then his
staggeringly pretty, wonderfully exces-
sive four-door, close-coupled limousine,
the 375/4 appeared, but a final goal ex-
isted for a competitive man like Monte-
verdi: the creation of an ultrarapid road
cu that would be equal to the Ferrari
Daytonas, Lamborghini Miuras, Mascrati
Ghiblis, etc, that dominated the high-
ways of Europe in terms of sheer speed.
After several years of development, Mon-
teverdi introduced his rakish frai 450
GTS at the 1973 Geneva Motor Show.

A low, ground-hugging, mid-engine
coupe, the 450 GTS has first-class road
holding, braking and steering. It was
originally designed to be powered by

(continued on page 187)
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the lady artist found one thing wrong with his pose, so she used her head to straighten him out
fiction By AL CAPP

ALL OF THIS HAPPENED years ago, when I was a young man and
when there was still a little innocence left in the world. True
innocence—and the proofl of that was a young Mexican by
the name of José. I won't give his whole name because it is
still the same today and you've undoubtedly seen it on the
theatrical pages of the paper. And. undoubtedly, in the course
- of time and fame he has become just as wicked as you and I
One day, as | was meandering on the Upper West Side of
New York, looking for a plice 1o live, I came across a litle
sign that said ROOM TO RENT—ToOP FLOOR. This notice was in
@ window of an ancient, decomposing brick building that
stood next to the old police precinct station on West 100th
Streer. With good wind and plenty of optimism, a man could

climb those six flights 1o the top and still have strength enough
to knock on the door.

It was opened by a young giant in workman’s clothes who
stared down at me until I'd caught my breath and explained
what I was there for; he then broke mto a giant grin.

“Come in!” he said. "My name's Edgar Jones.” We were
walking through an Augean kitchen that hadn’t been hosed
out since Hercules was a boy. “I've got to admit to you that
I didn’t 1ell the whole and nothing but when I wrote that
sign downstairs. It’s more like part of a room.”

It was big and it had a window—that was about the best
you could say for it. Clothes were heaped or swewn on the
Hoor. There were four mattresses, three of them covered with

ILLUSTRATION BY VINCENT TOPAZIO
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rumpled blankets, the other one bare
and relatively clean.

“Youwll get along great here,” Edgar
said with enthusiasm. “There are three
of us and we need a fourth to make up
the rent. Don and José are really good
guys, you'll see. The rent is only cight
dollars a month and everybody shares
the cleaning up.”

I had eight dollars and I was ready
to do as much ceaning up as anybody
else had ever done here. We shook hands
to close the deal. It was only after that
that he asked me what I did for a living.

“I'm a cartoonist,” 1 said. Then, with
a little more honesty, 1 added, “or, 1
want to be a cartoonist.”

“Swell!” he said. “I'm in the blood
business, myself.” Then he went on to
tell me how he'd registered at various
hospitals under different names as a paid
blood donor. They extracted more blood
from him in a month, he said, than most
people generated in a year. Still, he
scemed to be in the ruddiest good health.
“As for Don, he's OK just as T said, but
there’s one funny thing you ought to
know about him.”

“What's that?” 1 asked anxiously.

“He thinks he’s a painter. Look at
this, would you.” Edgar dragged a canvas
out of a closet and stared at it, shaking
his head.

“It’s an abstraction,” 1 said.

“So that’s what it is. How can you tell
an abstraction’s good or bad>"
“Nobody's ever invented a way,” I
said.

“Anyway, Don says he’ll be famous
someday. He earns a good living making
picture frames, but he spends every cent
on the filth floor.”

“What costs so
floor?™

“Ruthie. She's very expensive.”

“Do you mean there’s a hooker living
in this building?” I asked.

“Everybody in this building is a hook-
er,” Edgar said. “Except the four of us
and Mrs. Delmar. She’s the madam. She
says she rents to us so that the cops in the
precinct next door won't get suspicious.”

“But don’t the cops know that this is a
cathouse:"

“Oh, boy, do they! Every one ol those
bastards drops by at least once a week—
all twenty-two of them. Mrs. Delmar says
that servicing the police force really cuts
into her profit, and I believe her. That's
why she charges Don the regular rate to
see Ruthic. I Ruthie started passing out
free samples. she'd get fired.”

“She could do something else, couldn’t
she? Some other line of work?”

“Oh, no, not Ruthiec. When you meet
her, you'll see that she's perfect for her
job. But Don only gets to call on Ruthie
three times a weck. 1[I Mrs. Delmar’s
rates go up again, he won’t be able to

-
—

much on the fifth

154 afford Ruthie anymore and he'll have to

marry her. That would make everybody
unhappy.”

“I see,” T said. “What about José¢, does
he have any problems:”

“He’s Mexican. He's studying to be a
dancer. He supports himself by posing
for life classes at art schools. He’s built
like the statue of David. Now, don’t kid
yourself that adds up to José being
queer—he isn’t. He's just about the most
religious Catholic guy who ever got
across the border. Mass, conlession, fish
on Iriday—the whole works.

“On top of that,” Edgar said with some
awe, “he’s a virgin! Yep, that's what I
said. Don and I never talk about dames
or sex when José¢ is around, out of re-
spect for his virginity.”

“What does he think those little bim-
bos on the other five floors are doing?
Playing bridge with the cops?”

“I swear it never crossed his mind to
ask. Honest to God, Jos¢ doesn't know
a single joke you couldn’t tell in a
convent. He's never had a dirty thought
in his life.”

I thought I'd reserve judgment until
I'd got to know that mythological beast.
After I'd moved in and had been living
on the sixth floor for a month, I had to
admit that Edgar had laid out the major
facts about everybody in the first ten
minutes. Don was friendly and likable,
but he spent most of his waking time
trying to accumulate a little extra money
to spend on Ruthie. It was a rule of the
house, though, that he couldn’t try to
borrow from Edgar or me. The rest of
the time, when he wasn’t working, Don
spent on his depressing abstractions.

As for Jos¢, it was true that he was
cheerful, goodlocking and devoutly re-
ligious. I still had a lurking suspicion
that somechow, in some way, the [acts
of lile must have come to his attention. 1
had it even when I saw him treav the
girls downstairs as if they were no more
than nice neighbor ladies. But I couldn’t
prove a thing.

One day, he came home in a state of
high excitement. “Thees famous painter,
she has chose me to model!” After we'd
got him calmed down a little, we found
out that the painter would give José a
fee of 520 a day instead of the 55 he got
at the art schools. Along with that, there
was the honor.

“Who is this famous painter?” I asked.

“Mces Lucia McNally—you have
heard of her?”

Don hadn’t, because the only painters
he knew were the blob-and-smudge set
of abstractionists. But, since I was on the
very outer {ringes of popular art, I knew
about Lucia McNally and her legend.
She did magazine-cover paintings of
beautiful girls—meltingly lovely blondes
or fresh-faced, clear-eyed brunettes. They
all looked a little alike—and all ol them
much as Lucia McNally must have
looked ten years earlier.

Even a cartoonist on the outer fringes
knew two facts about Lucia McNally.
The first was that while she could paint
a face, a neck, a pair of shoulders with
the best of the cover artists, she was
completely unable to accomplish the rese
of the figure. Her talent stopped at the
collarbone. The second fact about Lucia
McNally was that she was a nympho-
maniac.

I didn’t mention anything of this to
José, but, after he had left for dance
class that evening, I told it to Don and
Edgar. We gave the matter some serious
thought.

“It will come as a terrible shock to
Jos¢é when she lets him in on the differ-
ence hetween girls and boys,” Don said.
“God knows, we've tried to shelter him.”

“Come on,” said Edgar. “Maybe it’s
really true that she's learning to paint
figures. Mavbe it’s all on the level.”

“I've always had a sneaking suspicion
that José¢ isn't all that saindy. I'm will-
ing to bet that he learns about figures
fast,” T said.

We agreed to simply wait and—with-
out any eftorts to question him—let Jos¢
tell us his adventures. He always loved
to talk and he seemed incapable of keep-
ing a secret. So we were all gathered
round the next Monday when he came
home from his first session with Miss
McNally.

“Ees a study for a painting of Eros,
god of love,” José said. “I stand so, een
profile, arms thrust out so, one foot ad-
vanced. She start sketches today. To-
morrow, she say there's one problem we
ry to feex.”

“You pose bare-ass?” asked Edgar.

“Naturalmente,” said Jos¢. “Thees ees
picture to express essence of pure Greek
joy. You theenk Eros wear jockstrap®™

“And you pose in profile. Why's that?"”

“I don’ know exactly—Mees McNally
say something about how it ees the best
way to show love projecting into the
universe.”

After he'd left, the three of us dis-
cussed the matter again but without any
change in our notions. Don took the
ribald view, Edgar the charitable and I
the skeptical.

When Jos¢é came home the next night,
he was troubled and thoughtful. When
he finally began to confide in us, he
shook his head a lot.

“Mees McNally, she talk abour thees
problem and she talk about god of love,
pure joy, expressionism and how she
want to show an erection on Eros een
the painting. At first, I don’ understand.
Ees the same word een Spanish, but 1
thought the gringo word was hard-on.
Then I understand and I tell her, sure,
I have erection when I wake up een the
morning, but by the time I brush my
teeth it goes away. She say the spirit of

(concluded on page 166)
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Mythology intruded on secularity, so commitment shriveled.

T ST T 2

Hippocrates
formalized
medicine
and its
oaths.

L Wwould you s<rutinizs
this batignt?
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THE BIRTH OF BURLES

With Greece immersed in internal affairs, the Roman legions started coming.

To be continued.
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jOCAmdn {continued from page 116)

How about early autumnz"”

“Early autumnz"

“Yeah—I figure I'll hold off until my
slack season.”

After the man had driven off. Bockman
went to the back wall and studied the
chart. There was no suitable place where
he could indicate that he'd gotten a job
for early autumn. The chart was bad
enough, and the chance that Andrew
Moss might cause even further trouble
with complaints to Mr. Newcomb made
matters even worse. Bockman could sce
Mr. Newcomb in his office talking on the
phone. He waited until the call was com-
pleted. then he went in and said, “Utal’s
made tremendous progress in the last
decade, but it could all be for nought if
that hydroelectric project falls through.”

“That was my brotherin-law on the
phone.” Mr, Newcomb said. “He's hay-
ing a hell of a time trying to locite a
competent clectrical engineer.”

“Wait a minute. I'm an
engineer.”

“You'd think with all the recent cut-
backs there’d be plenty around, but
apparently that’s not the case.”

*“I worked nine vears at one of the top
firms in the area. What kind ol outfit
does he have:”

“I don't know. Data systems. Some-
thing like that.”

“That's my field! Listen, I guess you
don’t believe me, but I really am an
clecirical engineer!™

“Hm? Oh, sure—I believe you." AMr.

elecurical

Newcomb 1ook a sip of coffee from a
mug that had his initials painted on it
in red fingernail polish by a secretary
who had since quit to open her own
greeting-card shop. “So anvway.” he said,
“he’s at a complete loss, and all T could
tell him is things are bad all over.”

Bockman edged toward the door. “1
don't want to burn my bridges,” he
said, “bur I'm probably quitting.” He
turned and rushed out, then reappeared
a moment later. “What's the name of
his placez” Mr. Newcomb told him and
he rushed out again.

The receptionist at the data-systems
firm gave Bockman's name 1o Mr. New
comb’s brother-in-law over the intercom
and then said, “He's from an auto-hody
repair shop.”

“That isn't relevant,” Bockman said.
“I just didn’t want to waste time chang:
ing.”

“Hc'H see you now.™

Mr. Newcomb's brother-inlaw came
out [rom behind his desk 1o shake hands.

“]1 should apologize for these cover-
alls,” Bockman said.

“You're looking at one happy feller,”
Mr. Newcomb's brother-indaw said.

“I understand you need a comperent
elecrrical engineer.”

“As of ten minutes ago, I did. As of
ten minutes ago, I was climbing 1he walls.
Listen, he's up to his ears, but he might

“I'm sorry, folks; this is a singles bar.”

take off a second or two if you want to
meet him.”

“Why would I want to meet himz"

“Well, I can see you've got your heart
set on working your way up 1o electrical
engineer—I just thought it would be a
kick to shake hands with a real one.”

- - -

Bockman managed 1o get back to the
auto-body repair shop before a decision
had been reached on his replacement.
Mr. Newcomb was trying to decide be-
tween a teenage boy with a snake tat-
tooed on one arm and a man in his late
40s who was carrying a pint of muscatel
i his back pocket.

“I said probably.” Bockman said. “I
didn’t say I was definitely quitting.”

“OK, OK.” Mr. Newcomb said. “It's
just that 1 hate 10 let these two slip
through my fingers.”

The older man with the muscatel ges-
tured toward Bockman. “Are you kecp-
ing him because he's already got his own
coveralls®”

“I guess that’s mainly it,” Mr. New-
comb said.

- - -

Andrew Moss was in the kitchen mak-
ing himself a cup of instant Sanka when
Bockman got home alter work.

“1 don’t like finding people in the
house like this,” Bockman said.

“The list of opinions arrived for you.”
He handed Bockman a sheet of paper.

“Wait a minute,” Bockman said. “If
this is lor me, how come it says Raymond
Melnick here at the top?”

“What:"

“Right here. Raymond Melnick.”

“Oh. that.” Andrew Moss took out a
p(.’ll. l'l'(}h'\(.‘ll out the name and wrote ill
Bockman’s. “There.”

‘Bur 1har doesn’t change the fact that
vou might have the wrong suy entirely!”

“Keep in mind this program’s still in
the carly stages” Andrew Moss said.
“You can't expect every little detail to be
exactly right.”

Bockman knew the hest thing to do
would be 1o throw the list in the trash
without a glance, but he took a look at
it anvway.

Commodities Exchange

] 1 R «....firmly opposed
Arkansas Federal judge

A ppOoItec it well qualified
Reflurbishing of Senate

subbasement .. ... .. long overdue
Allegheny flood-control

PlLOjGCE s mixed emotions

“I don’t get this last one. What
good would it do to have mixed cmo-
tions about the Allegheny Hood-control
projectz”

“1 think that's thrown in to lend credi-
bility to your other opinions.”

“Well, I don’t see how anvone could
bring that ofl. And anyway, aside from
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that, all these issues seem kind of incon-
sequential. 1 was expecting at least Cab-
inet-level stuff.”

“l think the
gradually.”

“Well. it's all academic anyway, be-
cause I'm not going along with it,”
Bockman said. “So you can take back
this list.”

“No, that’s all right,” Andrew Moss
said. “I've got a copy of my own.”

idea is to build up

Two days alter this, events began to
take an unexpected turn at the auto-
body repair shop. Bockman’s first inkling
that the situation was in flux came when
three carpenters arrived and put down a
hardwood floor in a section of the shop
toward the rear that had previously been
used as a storage area for bumpers. Then
a  waist-high partition was erected to
separate it from the rest of the shop.

The next day, Taggart brought his
phonograph and a stack of albums. Bock-
man paid little attention until later that
alternoon when he saw Taggart in the
new area dancing with a lady who'd
brought in a sideswiped Pontiac. The
phonograph was playing an up-tempo
Les Brown number. Taggart swung her
out, let her turn, then drew her back
again. “She’s a natural,” he called to
Bockman. “Five or six more lessons and
she’ll be able to hold her own with the
best of them.”

Bockman mistook this for an isolated
incident, but as it turned out, in the
following days there seemed to be a sur-
prisingly large number of ladies with
damaged autos who, if approached prop-
erly, were willing to invest a little time
and money to brush up on their dance-
Moor technique. Bockman sensed that
Mr. Newcomb expected him to do his
share in enrolling a few of these ladies
himself, but he could never bring him-
self to uy.

“It's too illogical,” he said to Mr.
Newcomb. “It's t0oo much to expect
someone to switch from talking about
auto-body work to dance lessons.”

“I'd agree with you except Taggart's
proven otherwise.”

“Gaaah!™

“That’s no attitude.”

“No, I'm sorry—I've got this tooth.
Anyway, Taggart’s drawing on past
skills.”

Mr. Newcomb looked out the window
that separated his office from the rest of
the shop. “I think he's about to move in
on another one,” he said. “Maybe you
can pick up a few pointers.”

Taggart was filling out an estimate for
an attractive lady with a arumpled rear
fender. A Xavier Cugat record was play-
ing on the phonograph. Taggart moved
to her side and, although Mr. Newcomb
and Bockman couldn’t make out his
words, lie appeared 1o be going over the
estimate with her, item by item. At the

same time. he began to sway subdy to
the music. The attractive lady seemed
to think the swaying was cute and did
not seem averse to doing a little of it
hersell as long as they kept to the real
business of going over the estimate.

Then Taggart threw in a step or two
and said something to her. She laughed
and shook her head. But it was clear he
wasn’t going to take that for her final
answer. He set down his clipboard and,
putting one arm around her waist, re-
peated the step. She wied to follow him
but broke off and laughed self-conscious-
ly. “No, really,” Bockman heard him say.
“You've almost got it.”” Still talking, he
led her over to the dance area.

Mr. Newcomb turned to Bockman. “I
want you to get out there and lend a
hand.” he said.

“I think Taggart would probably want
to handle it alone,” Bockman said.

“I don’t want excuses.”

Bockman listened a moment, counting
to himsell to make sure he had the beat,
then he made his way, past an employee
working with an acetylene torch, to the
dance floor.

“May I cut in?" he said.

To his credit, Taggart relinquished the
lady gracefully. “Curses.” he said with
mock exasperation. “Foiled again.”

He moved off 1o the side, where Mr.
Newcomb joined him, and Bockman
launched into a spirited rumba with
the lady. For the most part, he stuck to
subtle rhythmic hip movements, but
from time to time he threw in a few
shoulder waggles as a hint of the wild
abandon that would overcome him if he
really let himself go. It was coming out
of one ol these shoulder waggles that he
caught sight of her signaling to Taggart.
He stopped dancing.

“I was doing OK,” he said. “You didn’t
have to start that.”

“I wasn’t doing anything,” the lady
said.

The record came to an end.

“I saw you,” Bockman said. “When a
person is dancing with one auto-body
estimator, she’s not supposed to start
making secret signals to another auto-
body estimator.”

Taggart came forward to try to smooth
things over. “No harm done,” he said.
“Plenty of laughs and high jinks for
everyone.”

“No, I really ought to be going,” the
lady said.

Taggart said, “But 1 thought we were
going to work our way up to where you
could hold your own with the best of
them.”

“Maybe some other time,” the lady
said.

Ten minutes alter she left, Mr. New-
comb called in Bockman and asked for
his resignation.

« «

‘That night, Andrew Moss phoned for

the first time in more than a week.

“Word's come through that youre co-
opcrating nicely.” he said.

“That’s not so0,” Bockman said. *“I
praised the Utah thing once, but only
in a moment of insecurity.”

“I don't like to make threats, but
you're laying vourself open to severe
penalties.”

“I don't care. What severe penalties?*

“There’s a big guy who knows how
to break your arm so that it looks like
an accident.”

“Well, youre going to have to bring
him on, because I'm not changing my
mind.”

“OK, except he’s hard to reach. I'll
have to leave a message with his answer-
ing service.”

“I can’t believe someone like that
would he on the Administration pay-
roll.”

“Actually, we use him more on a free-
lance basis.”

- - -

The first thing the following morning,
Bockman went to an employment
agency.

“Youre an electrical engineer?” a
counselor said, checking over the forms
Bockman had filled out.

“That’s right.”

*“And your last position was with the
Newcomb Auto Body Repair Shop?”

“That's right.”

“And why were you dismissed from
your last position?”

"I lacked confidence on
Noor.”

After his quarrel with the employment
counselor, Bockman returned home to
find two letters and also a package from
his ex-wife in the mail. One letter stated
that he was overdrawn at the bank. The
other letter was a bill for $24.00 [or his
visit to the dentist. The package from his
ex-wife was accompanied by a note:

the dance

Call me crazy, but when T spotted
this $1200 movie camera in the win-
dow, I saw your name written all
over 1t! M.

Bockman heated some vegetable soup
and ate it with his head tilted to one side
so the vegetables wouldn't get involved
in any way with his bad tooth. Then he
took the camera to a pawnshop he'd often
passed in the central part of the city. A
sign above the door read:

§5585 CAsH $§585%
WE
PAY
TOP DOLLAR!

There was also large gold lettering on
the window:

WE BUY
CAMERAS

CASH
CASI

ANYTHING
CASH  GUNS

CASH
CASH

When Bockman entered, a customer
was showing a plastic flea collar to a
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“I'm so glad you like it. We picked it
in our garden. I1's weeds.”

man behind the counter. “I found it in
the wrash, il vou want to know the
wuth,” the customer said. “But it sull
looks in preuy good shape.”

The man behind the counter ex-
amined the collar. He buckled, then
unbuckled it

“Most ol that’ll wash right off,” the
customer said.

“Filty cents.” the man said.

"1 was hoping vou'd go a litde higher.”

“All right—seventy-five.”

0 Foots

The man paid him from a cash draw-
then wrned to Bockman. “Help

vou:"”

“I've goi this movie camera I'd like to
sell. It retails for around S1200."

The man raised the carton flap and
peered in, Then he closed it and pushed
the carton back toward Bockman. ““Sor-

cr

rv.” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“Not interested.”

“It’s never even been used. And it's
not stolen, if that's what you're think-
ing. Look—I've even got the delivery
invoice.”

The man said nothing.

“Listen, I'm willing to take a sacrifice

162 on it. At least make me an offer.”

The man shook his head. “Sorvy,” he
saniel.

Bockman stared at the man. At first
he didn’t want to say anvthing because
he was afraid his voice would quaver, but
then he spoke anyway. “You're not being
reasonable. and I don’t know why” he
said. "But as a mater of lact. I always
thought something like this would hap-
pen if I ever needed a pawnshop.”

Bockman left. Hall a block from the
pawnshop, he wrned down an alley and
ducked imto a doorway. Il he hadn’t
stepped out a4 moment Later, Andrew
Moss would've yun right past him.

“I'm not o good at following,” he
said.

“l told you when this whole thing
started. vou were catching me at a bad
time, but you wouldn't listen,” Bockman
said.

“1 histened.”

“It’s not entirely your fault, but right
now I'm in a bad mood. Let me pur this
down.” He set his camera and
then hit Andrew Moss in the mouth,
knocking him backward a couple  of
steps so that he tripped on the curb
and nearly fell.

“I'm going to wy more,” Bockman
said. He hit him again in the mouth,
almost in the same place, and then

down

threw another punch that didn’t work
quite right and hit him on the ear.
Andrew Moss fell down.

“Now, il vou're going to call the big
guy. go ahead and do it.” Bockman said.
“I'm going to a movie, which I do a lot
when 1 feel depressed. but after that
I'll be at home.”

Andrew Moss got out a handkerchief
and held it to his lip. “There isn't any
big guy,” he said.

“Whaez”

“I thought up the big guy to try to
keep vou in line.”

“You mean you had no way ol en-
forcing all tha staff=”

“Sure I did. originallv—bur that was
before the cutback in appropriations.
After that. 1 was practically on my own.™

“You don't have to tell me about cut-
backs.” Bockman said. “That's how 1
lost my job.”

“There was no way I could manage
alone.”

“I think you did OK, cownsidering.”
Bockman said. “The important thing
is not to blame yourself.”

L] - -

Fow days alter this, the firm where
Bockman  had  originally worked  was
awarded a new Government contract
and he was rehired as an elecirical en-
gineer. He assumed, naturally enough,
that he'd heard the last of Andrew Moss,
but a moenth after he'd been back on the
job. a phone call from him came through
at the olhce.

“1 hope you're siill espousing the
opinions on that list,” he said.

“I heured that was all over with,”
Bockman said.

“I didn"t mean to give you the im-
pression 1 wis a quitter,” Andrew Moss
saridl.

“I never went along with it anyway.”

“You said you did once.”

“Well. only that one time.”

“The Utah thing.™

YOS

There was a pause, then Andrew Moss
said, “I'm trying 1o cut down on ex-
penses. | wondering  what  you
thought of ihe idea of maybe rooming
together.”

“I don’t think I'd really be interested.”

“Well, OK. I was just wondering.”

- . -

wils

As it turned out, Bockman saw An-
drew Moss only one more time, almost
a year later in a restaurant that special-
ized in Mexican food. He stopped at
Bockman's table. on his way out, to say
hello. He said he had given up his for-
mer career and was now with & real-
estate company in Anaheim. Belore he
left, he gave Bockman a ballpoint pen
with his name on it.
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marry her within the first week, bur you
took your time about it. didn’t you?
HOFFMAN: Yes, we went together for seven
years on and off before we got married.
After the first three vears, I broke off the
relationship. That was about the time
The Graduate came outl. But we started
secing cach other again: 1 couldn’t keep
the relationship broken off. And when it
came time to do Little Big Man and I was
going to be away for four or five months,
I just did not want to be away [rom her.
So we got married. And I like it. I like
being married. I like having children. 1
like wearing a ring. I like saying, “This
is my wile.” Il it's old-fashioned. I kind
of like that. I also like antique furniture.
PLAYBOY: Still, dozens of girls throw them-
selves at you whenever you're in public.
How do you feel about that?

HOFFMAN: | like it very much. To put it
simply, it's terrific.

PLAYBOY: But you don’t take them up
on it?

HOFFMAN: Not individually. Only in
Eroups.
PLAYBOY: Seriously, what happens if
you do?

HOFFMAN: You pay the price.

PLAYBOY: What's the price?

HOFFMAN: Your own peace of mind. Also,
you sce it for what it is. You are inter-
changeable with any other star who might
be there at X point in time on that spot.
The same girls would fling themselves
at any star. Although there’d probably
be more ol them if I were one of those
good-lookers, like Redford.

PLAYBOY: Is this something that all actors
get rapped in?

HOFFMAN: | don’t know if they all feel it’s
a trap. A lot of them feel it’s a hell of a
great way to go. I'm not saying there's
anything wrong with it. It would be very
hard for me to handle. You know, mar-
riage is tough enough. It's hard work,
maintaining an emotional life with one
other person: to try to keep it. you have
to keep learning about each other, un-
folding. It’s not a very romantic way 1o
put it, but it’s like pulling the leaves off
an artichoke. 1 like artichokes.

PLAYBOY: What keeps your marriage un-
lolding—keeps it [resh?

HOFFMAN: We eat two artichokes every
day. Also, there's the absence of boredom.
Our relationship 15 constantly changing.
From joy to hysteria 10 hostility to fa-
tigue—Dbut never boredom.

PLAYBOY: Are you more difficult o live
with when you're working. when you're
deeply involved in playing a character?
Do you become, for example, Lenny
Bruce at home?

HOFFMAN: 1I'm not casy to be around when
I'm working. I'm also not easy to be
around when I'm not working. I've often
wished I could drink martinis like other

people. Gulp a couple down and sud-
denly the whole day is forgotten. I can’t
do tha
PLAYBOY: Why not?
HOFFMAN: [ don’t like the taste. It burns
my tongue. And also, if 1 drink a little
wine or something. I get tired. Frankly
speaking. when I'm working, I'm just
unable to function in anv kind of normal
way when I get home. It's not so much
that I'm taking home the character as that
I'm taking home the disappoinument. the
fatigue. It's draining, working 13 or 14
hours at a stretch, doing maybe a two-
minute scene.
PLAYBOY: How does vour wile react to the
kind of attention you get when you're out
in public? Is it hard for her?
HOFFMAN: Sure. | see her up against it all
the time and I don’t envy her, People con-
stantly come up and dismiss her as if she
doesn’t exist. You know, a lot ol times
people block out the fact that she is my
wile; they take it [or granted that she’s my
secretary. Of course. we're not a perfect-
looking couple; she's four inches raller
than I am.

At the same time, Anne appreciates the
[act that when she walks down the sureet
by hersell. she has a kind of anonymity.

So she says she kind of has the best of two
worlds. When she wants to be noticed, she
can be; but she can also be by hersel.
PLAYBOY: How do you feel about being
recognized when you go out? Do you find
it, as Redford said he does in last De-
cember’s Playboy Interview, somehow
diminishing?

HOFFMAN: Well, there are some good
things about it. People open themselves
up to you when voure famous. I don't
know il it's just because they want to be
able to say they met you or what, but you
can be walking down a street in a strange
town and suddenly meet somebody who
will show you all over the citv. I mean,
that can be terrific. Also. being famous
has given me the opportunitv to meet
some people 1've always admired.
PLAYBOY: Such as?

HOFFMAN: | muide a point of meeting
Frank Capra. because his was a name 1'd
heard in my house all my life. My father
had always loved his movies. 1 met Mu-
hammad Ali and liked him very much. 1
liked the sweetness. the child in him. He
wound up playing with my kid for more
than three hours. while the rest of the
adulis talked. Willie Sutton was one of
the most interesting people 1 ever met.
That was like meeting a real legend. He
looks like Bert Lahr, you know: sounds

“You’re a good wife, Mildred.”
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lot longer.

Get off your can.
(et on the stick.

ing through the nose
for aerosol deodorants?

Propellant makes up a large part of
cerosol deodorants. Mennen Speed Stick®
is a solid deodorant that applies evenly,
exactly where you want it. So it lasts a

like him, too. He's one of the few real
downs I've ever met. The clown is his
own man; he’s out there all by himself,
taking chances, While I was making
Papillon, Anne and I met Paul McCart-
ney. I liked him; he’s a 16th Century
minstrel out of his natural period, rein-
carnated. Just likes to sit there, down on
his haunches. plaving for the court.
And Joe Heller; I love to listen to him,
share things with him. Meeting Willem
De Kooning was terrific, spending an eve-
ning with him. He reminded me a liule
bit of what I think Carl Sandburg may
have been like. Young; maintaining a
boyhood about himself. Sexy in the real
sense of the word: alive. And Lillian
Hellman—she has to be at the top.
PLAYBOY: Why is she at the top?
HOFFMAN: She doesn’t fuck around, She’s
straight out. She wears her sadness and
her puts right on her sleeve. 1 really
like that.
PLAYBOY: How about the other side of the
coin? Do you, like Redford, resent the
lack of privacy celebrity brings with it?
HOFFMAN: Sure. I want to be private. It’s
lousy, having a fight with my wife on the
street, as people do—we're arguing and
suddenly we realize we're being looked
at, recognized. We can’t even have a de-
cent fight—have to duck into the subway.
I mean, you know, who would like that?
But I'm not recognized every time I

164 go out. I do feel there is an indescribable

kind of aura that you can choose or
choose not to emanate and therefore be
recognized or not. I don’t know what it is,
you just don’t walk self-consciously.
PLAYBOY: Sel[-consciously?

HOFFMAN: It’s hard to explain. You see,
there’s a lot that stars feel that other
people don’t feel, except maybe very
pretty girls. Very pretty girls walk down
the street and they must feel just like
stars do. because they constantly wonder,
“Are people looking at me?” And a lot
of that is that they want to be looked at.
They're really stars every day of the week,
these girls.

PLAYBOY: Are you implving that sometimes
you want to be looked at?

HOFFMAN: Definitely, and somctimes with-
out even realizing it.

PLAYBOY: Do you do something to call at-
tention to yourself in such a situation?
HOFFMAN: You mean besides humming
Mrs. Robinson?

PLAYBOY: Are you serious?

HOFFMAN: Oh, ycah. It happened on my
honeymoon. Anne and I had gone to Lon-
don, where 1 was sure people would be all
over me the way they were in New York.
There, I was getting hit on constantly. But
1 walked the sirects of London for three
days and nobody recognized me. The
fourth day, Anne and 1 were walking
along and she stopped me. She had this
queer little smile on her face. “Dusty,”
she said, “stop that.” “Stop what?”” “Don’t

you know?”" “No.” “You were humming
Mrs. Robinson—uery loudly.”

PLAYBOY: Your role opposite Mrs. Robin-
son in The Graduate made you famous
almost overnight. Can you recall how it
felt to you then—being recognized every-
where you went?

HOFFMAN: A funny thing happened right
after The Graduate. The movie had been
out only a week or so and Joe Levine had
very nicely sent me and my brother and
his wife to Nassau. I was sitting on the
beach, where the sand seemed to stretch
for miles, and way down the beach T saw a
tiny figure moving, like that opening shot
in Lawrence of Arabia, where you see
that camel slowly coming toward you
out of the desert. The figure kept com-
ing, and since there was nobody else

_on the beach, I realized he was heading

toward me. It must have taken him more
than ten minutes. Finally, he reached
me—he was a young guy in his 20s—and
he said, “Are you the guy who was in The
Graduate?” 1 said, “Yes.” He said, “I saw
the film.” I said, “Oh.” He said, “I didn"t
think it was so much.” And he turned
around and walked back.

But what really summed up this whole
recognition thing for me was what hap-
pened one night when my wife and I
were walking out of a movie on Second
Avenue. These two girls were walking
past and one of them looked at me and
said, “Aren’t you, uh, uh”—snapping her
fingers—"uh, uh. . ..” And I said, “Some-
times.” And she said, “I thought you
were.” That struck me as being at the
heart of it all, somchow.

There are, though, some measures of
privacy that I insist on. I don’t want to
be interviewed in my house. I don’t want
an interviewer to look at my furniture
and write it up. I don’t like to have my
children photographed. They're certainly
entitled to their privacy.

PLAYBOY: What else would you like to give
your children, besides privacy?

HOFFMAN: The first thing I would want
for them is [reedom. The biggest thing I
can give them is themselves, the chance
to develop their own individuality. Let
them form their own taste, different
points of view. My older child comes
home and starts asking: “Daddy, is there
a God?” And I say, “Are you asking me
what I think? Sometimes 1 think there is;
sometimes 1 don’t think there is.” “What
does Monuny think?” “Mommy is more
of an atheist.” “What's an atheistz"" and
I explain that. And she says, “Well,
there's a God.” I ask, “How do you
know?" She says, "I just know. We been
talking about it on the bus.” “I see.” 1
like the fact that my opinion is ques-
tioned. That the answers are to be found
everywhere.

Kids are the best show in town. It's
proof of a lot of deadness that exists in
people today—that they're looking at the
TV or listening to the new stereo or pol-
ishing the car or this or that and not



watching their own children. Children
are more interesting than anything. 1
walk my younger child to school every
day—the school is near my office—and
I don't like leaving the school. 1 would
like to sit down on those little chairs, at
those little tables. and play. And a child's
love is like a drug. To have a child throw
his arms about vou—it's instant stoned.
People talk about the rush heroin gives
you: I would say children give you
that rush.
PLAYBOY: What else gives you a rush?
HOFFMAN: There are certain things I do
in life thar I feel terrific about. A very
few things. I get up carly in the morn-
ing—1I sleep only five. six hours a night
and I always wake up fist in the house.
And I'll do my little things: feed the cat
and dog and let em out. read the paper,
make coffee. 1 love the mornings. Then,
i[ 1 sit down and read a script. or 50 pages
of a book or something, I feel terrific. I
really [eel a sense of well-being, because
I've done something. I'll go check all my
avocado pits and if I see some growth. I'll
transplant one. My wife often tells me 1
seem to have to be doing something in
order to feel good. “You can’t just say
"Fuck it” and not do anything,” she says.
And she's right.
PLAYBOY: A psvchologist might say you
have to keep busy to prove you're alive,
because you're alraid of death.
HOFFMAN: I don’t know. It's true that I've
reached the age at which T realize my
time is limited. Something happens to
your body, say at the age of 26 or 27: [rom
that point on, your body is slowly break-
ing down. Thats sad. It seems to me,
though, that the people who live the least
full lives fear death the most. You have
to understand the lark of it: that life is
really a game and you must treat it as a
game. I came pretty close to dying once,
and life is better.
PLAYBOY: How did that happen?
HOFFMAN: [ had just had my first rehearsal
for The Subject Was Roses and 1 was very
excited about it. It was my first big break,
The girl I was going with then was a
dancer, too, like Anne, and she offered
to cook a surprise dinner for me at her
place. o celebrate. And suddenly there
was this terrific explosion and scream and
I ran into the kitchen. Here was this great
big pot of boiling. Haming oil. She'd been
making beel fondue and she had purt too
much oil in the pot and it blew up.
Flames were going up the walls and [ said
to her and her roommate, “Get out of the
way.” and I grabbed these pot holders and
tried 1o get the pot out o an open area
and it spilled over on me. I was on fire. 1
didn’t pass out; I was running up and
down the hall, trying to put myself out.
1 was burned all over my arms and legs,
some splatterings on the face. It was first,
second, third degree; in one area the bone
was chared.

Well, I talked the doctor into letting
me stay out of the hospital so 1 could

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 protects against the dry,
chafing effects that sun, wind and shaving

Don't get burned.$

remain in the play. For eight days T went
to rchearsals all bandaged up. Pcople
would ask: “Why are you rehearsing with
your hands on top of your head:” I'd say,
“Oh. I always rehearse this wav.” The
truth of the matter was I couldn’t lower
my arms because of the pain, the hlood
throbbing. I didn’t want to take drugs
to kill the pain. because I didn’t want
them to slow me down. Finally, the doc-
tor got nervous and sent me to a surgeon,
and the surgeon took one look and said,
“You've got to go into the hospital m-
mediately, We've got to operate on you in
the morning.” And I looked at him and
said, “Well, I'm going to lose this big
opportunity. onstage, the lead role.” He
said. “Well. vou can lose vour life.” 1
broke down, right in his office. The next
thing I knew, I was in the hospital,

I was very angry. I cursed all night long
in the hospital—actually, talked out loud
to God, called Him every name in the
book. “Don't take me now, you bastard.
I'm not rveady.” Here I was, a 27-vear-old
unemployed actor, and my fever was up to
106 or something and they were trying to
ice me down. I heard two doctors whisper-
ing down at the end of the corridor and I
called one of them over and asked, “I
want to know what my chances are.” And
he said, “You really want to know the
truth?” I said, “Yeah.” And he said, “You
can go either way.” Incidentally, that
same doctor still works at that hospital

and he called me up not long ago; he'd
looked up mv records, just out of curi-
osity. My card. he said, read “terminal.”
Anyway. I tried all night to get the
job: to stay alive. And I gor the job. For
the next month in that hospital. as people
kept dving to the right and left of me—1I
made [riends and lost them—I said to
myself. *Jesus. this has been a lesson to
me. 1 will never take it {or granted again,
just living. T will never waste another
minute.” And ver, by the second week 1
was out of the hospital, 1 found myself
forgetting that pledge. 1 think the most
chilling aspect of lile is that it's really
mmpossible o live every minute.
PLAYBOY: Did that experience make you
lose your fear of death?
HOFFMAN: No, I stll fear death. But less.
Last year my dearest friend, my manager
Walter Hyman. died suddenly. Since then,
the meaning of death has changed lor me.
I feel if that's the worst there is—being
dead—it’s not so bad. Walter's there. |
hope 1o live to be old, because 1 don't
think I'm going to have it all put together
for a long ume. My [riend Murray Schis
gal savs to be human is o be fucked: to
know that you're fucked right off the bat.
Once you know that, then get on with it.
And. 1 guess, to really fear death is to
[ear life. Life stinks. but that doesn’t mean
you don’t enjoy it.
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m@ [ﬂ]@[l (continued from page 154)

Eros must be inspired then and she goes
somewhere.

“When she come back. she ees wearing
a little thing you see right through and
she ees nuda underneath. 1 understand
thees ees necessary for the art somehow
and so I hold my pose and keep my mind
on good thoughts. I wry to remember the
catechism.

“Mees McNally say I haven't got the
poetic spirit she want. She say, “José, I
shall kneel here before you, like a Greek
votaress at the shrine of Eros and 1 shall
inspire you.'

“Hombre, she starts to do inspiring
like you never believe. Pretty soon 1 tell
her, all OK, thees ercction ces up and
she can paint. But she don’ seem to hear
me and then a funny thing happen.

“After that, I am tired and 1 sleep a
litde. Then we try again, She never seem

to get the ercction just right for the
picture. Six times we try and then I come
home. She say we'll get it right yet.”

The three of us were baffled. José told
his story with such obvious guilelessness
that we were convinced. He simply didn’t
comprehend.

Two weeks later, Jos¢ came home
looking very tired and sick. He skipped
his dance class for the first time and went
to bed immediately. He slept until noon
the next day, when we tried to wake him
up. But he could barely open his eyes
or say anything intelligible. We began
to get worried.

Edgar, it seemed, knew an intern who
didn't go on duty until alternoon and so
he called him from the candy store down
the block. When the intern arrived, he
examined José, took his pulse and blood
pressure and shook his head.

“Today, class, we are going lo [ocus on one of the less
attractive aspects of door-to-door sales.”

“This guy's in a state of total exhaus-
tion, that’s all. What kind of heavy labor
does he do, anvway?”

“He's an artist’'s model,” Edgar said.

“Then he must lead a wild night life ™

“José doesn’t drink or smoke and he's
a virgin.”

“Jeesus!™ said the intern. “He's the
most frazzled-out, worn-down, dead-tired
virgin model that ever lived.”

“Yep,” said Edgar. “he's plumb petered
out.”

“Give him vitamin pills, thick soup
and plenty of red meat. Keep him in
bed for a couple of days,” said the in-
tern. “Oh, yes, and ger him 10 take up
some easier line of work.”

We followed instructions. That after-
noon, Edgar went back to the candy
store and phoned Miss McNally o say
that José was ill. She said that he hadn’t
been looking oo well lately and the
next day she sent an enormous basket
of fruit. She also wrote a note with all
sorts of get-well wishes and hopes that
José would be back on the job hefore
long.

“No, I cannot go back.” José¢ said.
“That would be immoral.”

The three of us looked at one anoth-
at last the break of dawn?

“1 theenk I am cheating her.”

“Jos¢, your health has been destroyed
for a mere twenty bucks a day,” said
Edgar. “That's not cheating.”

“You do not understand.” said José.
“Before 1 came home, I stole a look at
the painting. In two weeks, she has paint-
ed only my face and neck. She is stuck
on my head.”

“And vice versa,” Don said.

“It is then wrong for me 1o take her
money when it s plain that the rest of
me is such a disappointment.”

We all assured him thar Miss McNally
had shown no signs ol disappointment
whatsoever. T am proud to say that we
all relrained [rom making the bad puns
that quickly leap 1o the minds of the
vulgar.

“No,” said José. “1 have [ailed and 1
cannot go back. Perhaps she will find
another model. one who can be success-
fully inspired.”

“1 happen to be passing by her studio
this afternoon,” said Edgar. “Perhaps 1
could try.”

“You are a true [riend,” said José,
with tears in his cyes.

That afternoon. Edear went out of the
blood business into art. It must have
been a mistake, because I read his death
notice in the paper three years later,
long after I'd moved from the sixth
floor. As for José. you have to admit
that, for one shining hour. he kepr the
grand old lost cause alive in the midst
ol the world’s most carnal town.

er-




PANCHO GONZALES

(continued from page 98)
DIRECTOR MIKE: Right, steak. Hungry
as hell. Steak. Bartender? Check,
OK? But first, two martinis.
BARTENDER: Each?
DIRECTOR MIKE: Each.

11:15 P.M.

The Flame. Big steak restaurant.

We walk i and I head us [or the en-
trance to the dining room, hoping
Mike doesn’t see what 1 saw but
knowing that he must have seen
what I saw.
DIRECTOR MIKE: Hey, look! A bar.
Let’s have a belore-dinner cocktail,
OK? Bartender? Two martinis,
please! Each.

11:43 P.M.

ME: Mike, chrissake, I gotta get
somethin® to eat.

DIRECTOR MIKE: Me, too. Hungry as
hell. Let’s eat.

We go into dining room, sit.
wartress:  Would you gentlemen
like cocktails before dinner?
DIRECTOR MIKE: Good ideal Two
martinis. Each.

12:15 A.M.

waltress: Would you like to order?

ME: Steak, rare; Caesar salad.

DIRECTOR MIKE: The same.

And as waitress walks away:

DIRECTOR MIKE: Oh, yeah. And, miss?

WAITRESS: Yes2

DIRECTOR MIKE: Could we have the

wine list?

- L] -

I bear-walk out of bed at ecight o'clock,
shower, dress, get to the court before
the nineo'dock call so I can impress
everybody with the way I can drink a
lot and function the next day. Mike is
already there. He's as good as new, [resh
as a daisy, only I don't think he knows
who 1 amn.

11:15 ADM.
Pancho comes out. Bad mood. Does
his scenes, however, perlectly. But bad,

bad mood.

Same in afternoon. His demonstration
of the strokes is perfect, only he doesn't
talk too much. We break at five, having
gotten more in the can than we'd thought
for the first day of what will be a two-
day shooting. But Pancho’s obviously in
no mood to play a march agzinst me or
anyone else.

February 6
2 AM.

Producers are playing craps. most of us
are at the roulette wheel—Pancho, Mike,
assistant director, me. Pancho is in a little
better mood, but not what you'd call a

ltching,
chafing,
rash,

excessive perspiration;,
Irritation,

In the groin areq,
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“My goodness! You go about
claiming deductions and write-offs as if you were somebody,
whereas actually youw're nobody.”

good mood. Mike is sitting next to him
and is winning pretty good.

Pancho puts some chips on number 16.

“Pancho, you dumb bastard!” says
Mike. “You bet on the wrong number.
Not 16, 191"

He takes Pancho’s chips oft 16, puts
them on 19, the wheel spins.

Assistant director turns white, T edge
between Pancho's and Mike's chairs and
see the end of nice assignment, maybe
even some physical pain. Unexpectedly,
Pancho smiles a little. But just a little.

“Nineteen,” says the croupier, and
Pancho collects his winnings.

“See, you dumb lovable son of a bitch,”
says Mike. “You almost put it on the
wrong number. . . . Hey! Lady!” He is
yelling to a cocktail waitress about 20 feet
away who is built like Raquel Welch.

She walks over. Smiles. “Yes?™

“Miss?"”

“Yes. What can I do lor you, sirz”

“Miss?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Miss. I need an enema.”

He ended the night winning S175.

February 7

Pancho is in a tervific mood this morn-
ing. I decide to ask him about The Match
at lunch break. I do. He laughs. Not at
the fun of it all. At the stupidity. But I
can’t leave without playing him!

That afternoon. while the crew is set-
ting up the last shots, Mike is potchkying
the ball back and forth over the net with
one of the sound engineers. He's deliver-
ing a running commentary: “And there's
a hard smash to Rosewall's forehand and
Rosewall can’t return it and. . ..”

Of course! Why not play Pancho ex-
actly the way I pitched against DiMag,
vaulted against Warmerdam, shot against
Hoppe, massacred Schmeling? How many
times did 1 strike out Stan Musial
with two men on in the bottom of the
ninth before a sellout crowd at Ebbets
Field, while bystanders thought I was
playing fast-pitching-in  against  the
apartment house on Ash Avenue in Flush-
ing? How many times did I intercept a
desperation  pass  to Don Hutson, al-
though some thought it was meant for
Harry Kaplow? And my God, was it 50,

60 or 70 homers I hit off Sal Maglie/ Joey
Rosenthal? Who doesn’t remember that
incredible chip shot that won a play-oft
in the U.S. Open at the miniature golf
course near Kissena Park? And who could
forget that astonishing driving lay-up (I
took off from behind the foul line) that
enabled me and Queens College to beat
Kentucky at the buzzer in the finals of
the N.C.A.A? Certainly not Alex Groza,
whom I held to nine points. or Wollie
Politz. who actually thought I was cov-
ering lum.

I asked Pancho if he wanted to warm
up before we started the last scenes. We
rallied for about five minutes, and at one
point we stopped to retrieve the balls. 1
set. the scene in my mind. The U.S.
Open: 46-year-old master Pancho Gon-
zales in the finals against a 44-year-old
unknown, Peter Nord. An amateur. A
part-time tennis player who had some-
how worked his way to Forest Hills, all
the way to the finals. And suddenly.
there was the announcer. Sounded a lot
like Bill Stern.

“And now he’s got his back to the
wall—of course, it’s a miracle that he’s
even here, folks—the score 6-4, 8-10, 10—
12, 9-7, 6-6, and in sudden death each
has four points, and Novd is serving for
the last point and the match.”

All the balls gathered, I nonchalantly
walked to about where I'd stand if I
were serving in a match. Fortunately,
Pancho was standing about where he'd
be standing if he were receiving.

1 bounce the ball. Pancho is calling,
“Come on. for chrissake.”

The announcer speaks again: “The
crowd hushes. You can see the strain in
both these aging warrior faces. Gon-
zales tenses. Novd begins his motion.”

Instead of hitting the ball off a bounce,
the way you do it when you're rallying
with someone, I serve. As hard as I can,
1 serve. Gonzales doesn’t even move for
it. It's in.

“An ace! Incredible! An ace! Pomni!
Game! Set! Match! U.S. Open lo Peler
Nord, in what has lo be, ladies and
gentlemen, one of the great moments mn
sporis! Both Gonzales and Nord are too
tired lo move. They stand there bathed
in sweal, and now Gonzales, shaking his
head in disbelief and what has to be ve-
spect, walks toward. . . "

At that point, I hear in the back-
ground, “For chrissake, Nord, what the
lell are you doing? Are you warming me
up or are you crapping around with that
stupid serve of yours, or whatever it was?
Come on, for chrissake, either act like a
tennis player or. . . .”

Sore loser.
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County, West Virginia. It all started with
a protest against several “objectionable™
textbooks by some parents. In the past
few months, however, the protest has
grown to include boycotts of schools and
coal mines, threats, counterthreats and
the bombing of cars, schools and the
school board’s administration building.
The thickheaded belief that these books
are “anti-Christian, anti-American and
immoral” is held by a minority of the
people. The county school board voted
four to one to reinstate most of the texts
mn the schools on the condition that “no
student be required to use a book that
is objectionable on moral or religious
grounds.”

Should this censorship disease spread
nationwide, it could plunge us into an-
other dark age of pious ignorance. As
Schiller wrote, “Against stupidity, the
very gods themselves contend in vain.”

Geoffrey H. Williams
Silver Spring, Maryland

YANKEE SNOBS

I'm sure a great many people “up
North” are snickering at if not rejoicing
over the plight of Kanmawha County,
which only proves to their snobbish satis-
faction that West Virginians are a bunch
of unreconstructed clods. The textbook

cOntroversy is cmmeassing. to be sure,
but these people are a hell of a lot more
sincere and idealistic than 99 percent of
the metropolitan intellectuals who laugh
at them. What the people of Kanawha
County are protesting is not cducation
and progress, though it may seem that
way to an outsider, but the contempt with
which “simple hillbillies” have always
been treated. As someone once said, “IE
you're powerless, there’s no sensc in
being reasonable about it.” It's unfor-
tunate that the targets of their wrath are
some [airly innocuous textbooks, but it's
mainly because these have become sym-
bols of their ever decreasing ability to be
sellsufficient, to preserve their traditional
values and to control their own destinies.
The only interest this country has ever
had in the people of West Virginia is to
keep them contentedly digging coal 1o
forge the automobiles they can’t afford
to own and to inspire the lyrics for maud-
lin country-and-western ballads.
John Hawkins
Atlanta, Georgia

MONKEYING WITH SCIENCE

Some fundamentalists whose heliefs
are challenged by the theory of evolution
think there ought to be laws to prevent
science teachers from telling it like it

is (“War on Evolution,” The Playboy
Forum, December 1974). This only dem-
onstrates the intellectual poverty of their
position. If the book of Genesis were as
acceptable to human intelligence as the
theory of evolution, it wouldn’t need
cops and courts to back it up.

James Tobin

Chicago, Illinois

Fundamentalist groups such as the
Creation Research Society (The Playboy
Forum, December 1974) like to remind us
that evolution is only a theory. I've taken
many science courses and not once did
any of my instructors teach evolution as
anything but a theory. However, every
fundamentalist preacher I've listened to
has claimed that his Bible-based tales of
the origins of man and the universe are
absolute fact. As an agnostic, it seems to
me that the ideas of religion should also
be presented as theory rather than as fact.

Richard D. Sloan
St. Paul, Minnesota

“The Playboy Forum” offers the
opportunity for an extended dialog be-
tween veaders and editors of this pub-
lication on subjects and issues related to
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
correspondence to The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 North Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611.
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Conversations With KENNEDY

be just fine for now. (Later, when he was
in fact President, we called him Jack only
when we were alone with him or with
his close [riends, and Mr. President when
ever anvone else was present.) Over din-
ner, he told how he had called Chicago’s
mavor. Richard Daley. while Ilinois was
hanging in the balance 1o ask how he was

(continued from page 82)

doing. “Mr. President,” Kennedy quoted
Daley as saving. “with a litule bit of luck
and the help ol a few close friends, you're
going to carry Illinois.” Later, when
Nixon was being urged 1o comtest the
1960 eleciion, I oflten wondered about

that statement. I was told—by a member
ol the ask lorce established by Nixon to
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decide whether or not to contest it—that
the Republicans could well have stolen
a5 many in southern Ilinows as
Daley might have stolen in Cook County.

Sidewalk the
President-elect in fromt of his house were

voltes

press conferences by
common occurrences i the cold ol No-
vember and December. 1960, Reporters
aamn near froze on the street berween
those conferences. and occasionally men

Ty




such as Al Outen of The Wall Street Jour-
nal and the late Bill Lawrence of The
New York Times and ABC would drop in
on us to use the john or the phone or
partake of spiritual refreshment. Law-
rence once ordered up a very dry double
martini in the dead of night and we sent
my stepdaughter Nancy Pittman, then
nine, in wrapper and slippers, down with
it, telling her to give it to the funny-look-
ing man with the Russian karakul hat.

One sidewalk press conlerence that
made all the history books—but that
never actually occurred—involved Ken-
nedy’s determination to name his brother
Attorney General. When I learned it was
i the offing, I asked Kennedy how he
intended to make the sensitive announce-
ment. “Well,” he said. “I think I'll open
the [ront door of the Georgetown house
some morning about two aAar, look up
an<d down the street, and if there's no
one there, I'll whisper, ‘It's Bobby." ™

- - -

April 10, 1962

"HE'S A CHEAP BASTARD; THAT'S ALL. . . - o

“Don’t you ever work anymore?” said
the voice on the telephone, and it was the
President calling me at 2:30 in the after-
noon. I was home in bed with the fiu, the
first day of work I'd missed since I'd had
polio 25 years earlier—and Kennedy
knew it.

Turning to the opening-day baseball
game at \\luth he had plmtlLd the day
before (Washington Senators 4, Detroit
Tigers 1), we talked about the foul ball
ofl the bat of the Senators’ Willie Tasby,
which had landed about four feet from
the President on the corner of the Sena-
tors’ dugout. “Boy, that sounded like a
gun, it was so close,” he said. “Take a
look at the picture that ran in The
Washingion Post this morning [appar
ently a picture that showed all members
of the Presidential party scattering under
fire]. Dillon [Douglas Dillon, an Eisen-
hower ambassador to France, then Ken-
nedy’s Treasury Secretary] looks like he's
on his way up to testily belore the Ways
and Means Commitiee in a hurry. The
row behind me is absolutely empty. [
sent the picture up to Ev Dirksen with
an inscription: “Where were you, Ever-
etz Dave [Powers] said he would have
caught it, il he'd brought his glove.”

‘The reference to the legendary Powers
reminded me that Newsweek had sched-
uled a story on him, and 1 asked the Pres-
ident for some anecdotes abour him.
Kennedy told a story about Powers' in
troducing British Prime Minister Harold
Macmillan  (whom Kennedy had met
often and knew well) to him as “the
greatest prime minister I ever met”—
even though he was quite obviously the
one and only prime minister Dave had
ever met. (Powers regularly referred to
the White House as “the greatest White
House 1 ever was in” and later told the
President that the Shah of Iran was “my
kind of shah.”)

The conversation turned to journal-
ists——one of the President's all-time-
favorite subjects. 1t is unbelievable to an
outsider how interested Kennedy was in
journalists and how clued in he was to
their characters, their office politics, their
petty rivalries. T told him that Jim Can-
non [former Newsweek national editor
and special Washington correspondent,
now an assistant to Vice-President Nel-
son Rockeleller] had gone back to New
York and that I was in the market for a
couple of good young reporters. “How
much do you suppose Tom Wicker
makes?” the President answered immedi-
ately, referring 1o one of the leading
lights of The New York Times Washing-
ton bureau and Washington journalism.
“And how much could vou pay? He
wrote a damn gond story llmut my back-
ground briefing just before Christmas,
the only good story written out of here . . .
straight, simple, just the wayv I said it. And
then he wrote a hell of a story about me
and Senator George Smathers. It would
be a hell of a coup for you to stick it to
the Times by getting him.” 1 asked him
what he thought of Tom Ross, then the
numbertwo man in the Chicago Sun-
Times Washington bureau. The Presi-
dent said, “He may have a bit of Dave
Wise [then a political reporter for the
New York Hevald Tribune, later its bu-
reau chief and now an author] in him . . .
a bit of a prick, but he's good. 1 like

him and I'd hire him.”
1 told him of the difhculties we were
having trying to sece Governor Rocke-

feller for a Newsweck story, and he told
me that Charlie Bartlett [a close Ken-
nedy friend and then a reporter [or the
Chattanooga Daily Times] had gone all
the way to Albany, with an appointment,
only to be kept waiting [or more than
an hour, and then put on his coat and
left. “You ought to cut Rocky's ass open
a littde this week,” he suggested. The
President asked if we were going 1o take
a look at Rockeleller's war record. It is
interesting how often Kennedy referred to
the war records of political opponents.
He had olten mentioned Eddie McCor-
mack and Hubert Humphrey in this con-
nection, and here he was at it again with
Rockeleller. “Where was old Nels when
you and I were dodging bullets in the
Solomon Islands?* he wondered aloud.
“How old wis her He must have been 31
or 32. Why don’t you look into that:"
Kennedy critcized casually the New York
Herald Tribune and “Dennison,” as he
called Tribune editor John Denson, my
former Newsweek boss, and said he be-
lieved the paper “was being kept alive
only to help Rocky's chances in 1964.”
1 asked him if he had read Six Crises,
the book by Nixon about the cises in
his life, including his defeat by Kennedy
two years earlier. “Just the 1960 cam-
paign  stuft,” chm'r]y answered, “and
that’s all I'm going to read. I can’t stand
the way he puts everything in Tricia’s
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mouth. It makes me sick. He's a cheap
hastard; that's all there is to it.”
- - -

April 13, 1962

*I JUST WANT TO READ YOU A WIRE"

“It may have been a good week for the
Democrats, but not for the U.S.” the
President started off, when I called him
just before Iunch to ask about the steel-
price increases. He was really sore. “Now
we are going to have a terrible struggle
between management and labor—every-
thing we have been trying to avoid in
this Administration.” Roger Blough [head
of U.S. Steel] had just visited Kennedy,
and (here were rumors before his visit
that Big Steel felt it had an understand-
ing on price increases, after settling with
the steelworkers. *“There was no question
of any understanding,” Kennedy said, his
voice raised. “They had to come down
here, because they couldn’t just have sat
up there and not opened their Kissers
about the increase . . . in the face of
reports that steel was going to have a
very good year, in the face of steel work-
ing at only 80 percent of capacity. And
then come in here two days after the
labor contract was signed.” Blough was
apparently quiet, as always, not rude or
excited, Kennedy quoted Blough as start-
ing the conversation by saying, “Per-
haps the easiest way I can explain the
purpose of my visit is to give you this.”
Blough then handed him a statement
that he had already given to the news-
papers. The President was loath to dis-
cuss the details of his conversation with
Blough. “1 just told him he'd made a
terrible mistake,” he said. Kennedy was
hothered at least as much by the way
steel increased its prices as by the price
increases themselves. “It's the way it was

done,” he went on. “It looks like such a
double cross. I think steel made a deal
with Nixon not to raise prices until after
the election. Then came the recession,
and they didn’t want to raise prices.
Then, when we pulled out of the reces-
sion, they said, ‘Let Kennedy squeeze
the unions first, before we raise prices.’
So 1 squeezed McDonald [David Mec-
Donald, president of the steelworkers’
union] and gave him a good statesman-
ship leg to stand on with his workers.
And they kicked us right in the balls.
And we kicked back. The question really
is: Are we supposed to sit there and take
a cold, deliberate fucking? Is this the
way the private-enterprise system is real-
ly supposed to work? When U.S. Steel
says 'Go,’ the boys go? How could they
all raise their prices almost to a penny
within six hours of one anotherz” I asked
Kennedy about the grand jury that the
Attorney General had convened in New
York to look into the price increases and
reports from the business community that
it was just a fishing expedition. “I can’t
go make a speech like I did [Kennedy,
two days earlier, had called the steel-
price hike a “wholly unjustifiable and
irresponsible defiance of the public in-
terest” and ended his speech by saying,
“Some time ago, I asked each American
to consider what he would do for his
country and I asked the steel companies.
In the last 24 hours, we had their an-
swer.”] and then sit on my ass,” he an-
swered. “They fucked us and we've got
to try to fuck them.” I said something
about how the political ramifications
would probably favor the Democrats,
who could now run against U. S. Steel—
a pretty good opponent for a Democratic
candidate—in November.

“I think they'll take the hot-dog competition hands down.”

“But I don’t want that,” Kennedy an-
swered. “Everything that we have wried
is in the other direction. We want the
support of business on trade. We want
them on the tax bill. I've been breaking
my ass trying to get along with these
people.” Goldberg [Secretary of Labor
Arthur Goldberg] is terribly depressed.
the President went on. “He told me,
‘Shit, I might as well quit. There’s noth-
ing I can do now. We're in for a period
in which labor and management are at
each other’s throats.” ™

The President called me back at two
p.M., when 1 was lunching at the Hay-
Adams with Ken Crawford [Bradlee’s
predecessor as Newsweek's bureau chicl]
and Arthur Schlesinger, Jr. [the historian
and Kennedy aide]. and he was madder
than ever. I just want to read you a
wire,” he started off, while I signaled the
waiter urgently for a pencil and a menu
to write on. “It's from the FBI office in
New York investigating the steel thing.
Quote: ‘]. S. Tennant, general counsel,
United States Steel, informed us today
that he is too busy to talk to agents from
the Bureau.” And here my notes break
down, but the telegram continued to the
effect that Tennant suggested to the FBI
agent that he be contacted in New York
on April 20 for further discussions as to
when certain steel-company executives
might be interviewed by FBI personnel.
“Who the fuck do they think they are?”
the President asked. “It just shows how
smart they think they are and how they
think they can serew the Government.™

The President was about to leave by
helicopter from the White House lawn
to go on maneuvers with the Marines,
and then on to Palm Beach. But his
anger was running over. I asked him
about the charges that were being made
about his vindictiveness against the stecl
companies. Kennedy said he'd heard all
about them, but asked, “What would
you have us do? We can go at this thing
10 different ways. The point is, I can’t
just make a charge and then walk away.
That's when they say, “We beat ‘em.” They
used us, that's all, and what can we do?
We can't just walk away and lie down.
We're going to tuck it to them and screw

* L1
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May 15, 1962

*“r0 BILLIE SOL BRADLEE" OR
“BETTER NOT LET THAT ONE
OUT OF HERE"

The President scemed jumpy and un-
comfortable at dinner, perhaps because
there were more guests than usual:
Chuck and Betty Spalding [old friends
of J.F.KUs], Mr. and Mus. Fdward A.
McDermott [director of the Office of
Emergency Planning and his wile], Ired-
erick Loewe [the composer of Lerner and
Loewe fame], Bill Walton and Helen
Chavchavadze [also friends of the Ken-
nedys’] and oursclves.

Topic A was Billie Sol Estes, the boy



wonder from Pecos, Texas, who made a
fortune in anhydrous ammeonia and then
got himsell indicted and convicted for
conspiring to defraud major investment
firms by selling them nonexistent mort-
gages on nonexistent farm equipment.
Estes had been loosely tied to Johnson,
and the New York Herald Tribune had
come up with a picture of Kennedy at
his inaugural address, inscribed to Estes
by the President. Kennedy resented the
Tribune picture and was making no ef-
fort 1o hide his resentment. Newsweek
had run the same picture and we were
included in his general unhappiness.
“Sixty thousand copies of that document
were distributed by the Democratic Na-
tional Committee,” he said aggressively,
“none of them actually signed by me,
none ol them sent to anyone with my
particular knowledge.” He said the but-
ler was going to bring me in a present
from him, and the butler soon did just
that. It was the same picture of the Presi-
dent at his inaugural address. During
dinner, he hauled out a pen and in-
scribed it “To My Good Friend Billie
Sol Bradlee, With Best Regards, John F.
Kennedy,” and gave it to me right there.
But about ten minutes later, as we were
getting up from dinner, the President
asked for it back, saying, “We better not
let that one out of here, 1 guess.”

“But how do you avoid things like
the Billie Sol Estes caser” he speculated
afterward. “You kick them out as soon
as you find them, but how do you find
them? And God knows how many there
are.” (The first Kennedy “scandal,” such
as it was, involved the jovial and able
Fr.'mk Reeves, Kennedy's “minoritics
man” during the campaign, and a pro-
fessor of law at Howard University.
Frank had forgotten to pay his income
taxes, it had been revealed in the news-
papers, at a time when he was still on
the Kennedy payroll. Kennedy had an-
nounced that Reeves would leave the
White House immediately. but I had
scen him over there a few days after the
announcement. I spoke to the President
on the telephone a day later and asked
him when Reeves was in fact going to
leave. “He's left,” Kennedy said, sure of
himself. T told him how I'd seen him 24
howrs carlier. There was a pause and I
could hear the President ask O'Donnell
[Kenneth O'Donnell, administrative aide
and advisor to J-E.K], “Is Frank Reeves
still around here:” Another pause, then
Kennedy back to O’Donnell: “Get his
ass out ol here, tonight.”)

“These Government departments are
like icebergs,” Kennedy continued.
“Pcople have been dug in there for
years.” He reaffirmed, convincingly, his
confidence in his Secretary of Agricul-
ture, Orville Freeman, whose bailiwick
included Estes, and his confidence in
Freeman's  toughness, integrity and
incorruptibility.

Conversation turned to his remark
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“I'm sorry, I didn’t mean to wake yow.”

about all businessmen’s being sons of
bitches, reacting to the news of the steel-
price rise. Wallace Carroll had reported
in The New York Times of April 23 that
the President had said to his advisors on
April 10, “My father always told me that
all businessmen were sons of bitches, but
I never believed it till now.” The Pres-
ident said that night, “I said sons of
bitches, or bastards, or pricks. I don't
know which, But I never said anything
about all businessmen. And, furthermore,
1 called Reston [James Reston, then
Washington burcau chief of The New
York Times] and Reston knows this, but
he didn’t have the guts to change the
original story.” The President went on
to say that it was bankers and steel men
that his father hated, not all business-
men. But he added that it didn’t make
much difference now whether or not he
said all businessmen. The businessmen—
“wherever you are"—thought he had,
and that was fine with him.

Kennedy fingered his elaborately
scripted place card at one point during
dinner and said out of the blue that he
had a collection of these cards signed
by every head of state who had been
honored at a White House dinner. The
collection then amounted to some 60
cards, he said, as pleased as a small child

174 talking about his bug collection.

1 sat next to Ann Gargan, the Kennedy
cousin who had made a life’s work out of
taking care of the President’s father. She
painted a pathetic picture of “Uncle
Joe,” saying that apparently his mind
worked perfectly—or almost perfectly—
but that he still could not talk after his
stroke. She told me she telephoned him at
least once a day whenever she was away
from him, which was not often. Appar-
ently she just rambled on, while he just
mumbled unintelligible noises.

June 14, 1962
“BOBBY AND I SMILE SARDONICALLY"

The President had been in a particu-
larly gay and effusive mood, while other
Kennedys—Bobby, Pat Lawford, LEthel
and Jean—had been critical in one way
or another of the previous week's stories,
especially mine, about Teddy's nomina-
tion for the Senate from Massachusetts.
They all felt any discussion of a Ken-
nedy dynasty was unfair. The occasion
was a party given for the President by
Jean and Steve Smith. Jean was partic-
ularly horrified when I told her News-
week was planning a Kennedy-dynasty
cover story—with pictures of J.I.K,
Bobby and Teddy on the cover—if
Teddy won the primary and the election.
She was truly appalled and asked if
1'd still do the story if the President

refused to cooperate. I was so sure he
would cooperate that I agreed to her sug-
gestion that we ask him for the family
line on whether or not the Kennedy
dynasty was a legitimate arca of inquiry
for a responsible national newsmagazine.
Jean bet me he would have some quali-
fication and she was right, but not the
way she had thought. “After he's elect-
ed,” Kennedy said. “The idea’s not only
legitimate but fascinating.”

About 10:30 p.ar., the President stood
up to make a toast, excusing himself for
beginning in Jean's absence (she returned
a few minutes later, announcing to all
concerned, “Sorry, kid, I had to go
peeps”), but he said he had to witch the
rebroadcast of his news conference at 11.
He wanted to make a toast to the Attor-
ney General, he said, and went on to
describe how he had been talking that
alternoon with Tom Patton, president of
Republic Steel. “I was telling Patton
what a son of a bitch he was,” the Presi-
dent said with a smile. He waited with
that truly professional sense of timing in-
stinctive to the best comedians, and went
on. “And he was proving it. Patton asked
me, ‘Why is it that all the telephones of
all the steel executives in the country are
being tapped? And I told him that I
thought he was being wholly unfair to
the Attorney General and that I was sure
that it wasn’t true. And he asked me,
‘Why is it that all the income-tax returns
of all the steel executives in the country
are being scrutinized?” And 1 told him
that, too, was wholly unfair, that the At-
torney General wouldn’t do any such
thing. And then I called the Auorney
General and asked him why he was tap-
ping the telephones of all the steel execu-
tives and examining the tax returns of all
the steel executives . . . and the Attorney
General told me that was wholly untrue
and unfair.” And then another Stani-
slavsky pause. “And, of course, Patton
was right.”

At this point, Bobby rose from his
table and proclaimed in mock anger:
“They were mean to my brother. They
can't do that to my brother.”

There was a great deal of conversation
about Teddy. The President wanted to
hear all the stories from Springficld—
preferably in dialect. At one point,
Bobby asked me to rise to drink a toast
to Teddy, on the grounds that I was the
only one present who had been in Mas-
sachusetts when he won the nomination.
The Kennedys—not J.F.K. or Jackie—
have a habit of urging people to get
on their feet and make inappropriate
specches, only to drown them out with
catcalls when they do. It scemed to me
then that they were somehow trying to
get me to commit myself to his candidacy
and more generally to his virtue, and I
didn’t want to play that game. 'The Pres-
ident made a big point of saying that



Teddy had o win three separate vic-
tories—the convention, the primary and
the clection—and that in working for

these three victories, he would qualify
himself as a Senator. He seemed con-
vinced that any 30-year-old who could
survive three such difficult fights was
qualified by the very fact of his victories.

Kennedy criticized the Time siory of
Teddy's nomination, particularly object-
ing to a phrase that had Teddy smiling
“sardonically.”

“Bobby and I smile sardonically,” he
said with a smile. “Teddy will learn how
to smile sardonically in two or three
years, but he doesn’t know how, yet.”

About 11 p.. I got the President
alone for a few minutes to explore how
Newsweek might expand his Yale speech
on the crippling myths of America into
a “violin” for the next week's issue. (Vio-
lin is the term used by Newsweek for the
thematic opening section of the maga-
zine.) He was very interested and ticked
off a whole series of what he called
myths . . _ that massive retaliation was
any longer a viable policy, that failure to
recognize a foreign country somehow
made that country sufler. He said that
some myths were obviously still too sa-
cred to discuss publicly, at least for him
to discuss. He warned me not to atwribute
to him a conviction that the failure of
the United States to recognize Red China
was a mistake. But he said I could say

that Washington wis re-examining many
myths, including that one.
- - -

November 13, 1962

“PHONY LIBERALS"

The Cuban Missile Crisis had just
ended as a Kennedy triumph, and he
hadn’t said a word to me. Finally, T asked
how he was sure the Russians weren’t
taking out old telephone poles instead ol
missiles under those canvas covers that
appeared on the decks of the Soviet ships
in the intelligence pictures. Kennedy ad-
mitted that they had never seen those
missiles without the covers on, and they
looked the same leaving Cuba as they had
looked en route to Cuba. But he empha-
sized that it really made litde difference.
If the Soviets did not take the missiles
out, it would become known sconer or
later, and the Russians knew for sure
that that would mean immediate and
massive invasion ol Cuba by the United
States to get the missiles out. Certainly
Castro had no interest in keeping offen-
sive missiles there, Kennedy said, for he
knew that just as well as Khrushchev.
The President and the Administration
just assumed, therefore, that the missiles
were on their way out. They assumed,
he said, that no missiles were in the
caves, at least no MRBMs or IRBMs. And
that assumption was based primarily on
the evidence he had of their removal,
plus their conviction that both Khru-

shchev and Castro knew the U.S. would
invade if any offensive missiles were
found.

During dinner, Adlai Stevenson tele-
phoned the President to report on a
session he'd just had with Vasiliy Kuznet-
sov, the Soviet deputy foreign minister.
(This meeting dealt with the warning sent
that day by Castro to the effect that Cuba
would shoot down any U.S. plane flving
reconnaissance missions over Cuban ter-
ritory. The immediate U. S. response was
that the overflights would continue.) 1
couldn’t smoke out any details of that
session, but after hanging up, the Presi-
dent called McGeorge Bundy and set up
a meeting of ExCom—the ad hoc group
that had handled the Cuban Missile Cri-
sis—to  discuss the memorandum he'd
just asked Stevenson to prepare, before
sending Undersecretary of State George
Ball up to New York. The President re-
ferred to Stevenson in a manner that
did nothing to dispel the rumors that
he was less than 100 percent behind
his UN ambassador. Jackie had her
portable record player going full blast
throughout the Kennedy-Stevenson tele-
phone conversation.

Howard K. Smith, the TV commen-
tator, had just surfaced Alger Hiss for a
special ABC broadcast on “The Political
Obituary of Richard M. Nixon.” Ken-
nedy called it “a typical demonstration
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of phony liberals” and expressed con-
cern that it might help Nixon, even
though he felt that Nixon was “beyond
saving” politically. He said he thought
Nixon was “sick.”
- - L]
January 30, 1963
“SOME PIPELINE I HAVE

INTO THE WHITE HOUSE™

Douglas and Phyllis Dillon gave a din-
ner dance, with the Kennedys as guests
of honor. At one point in the evening, I
spotted the President and Teddy Ken-
nedy standing together, with Teddy do-
ing all the tlking and the President
roaring with laughter.

“Some pipeline | have into the White
House,” Teddy said to me when 1 joined
them. “I tell him 1000 men out of work
in Fall River, 400 men out ol work in
Fitchburg. And when the Army gets that
new rifle, there's another 600 men out of
work in Springfield. And vou know what
he says to me? “Tough shit.” ™

- - -
February 11, 1963
17,000 SOVIET TROOPS IN CUBA™
AND 27000 U. 5. TROOPS IN TURKEY "

We had dined alone with the President
the night belore. Jackie had not ap-
peared. We saw a dreadful movie about
some Englishman i a German prison
camp and then just before midnight
walked around the Ellipse in the cold.
pouring rain. Counting all the Secret
Service men. we made up a task lorce, but
no one recognized the President.

.\r('ﬂ‘.ﬁl"ﬂf'k Wiy |)|:illllil|g another cover
story on Bobby and. as usual, T asked the
President for help during dinner. He

told two shocking stories about Bobby
that I'd never heard before. The hrst
involved an official ol the Teamsters
Union, allegedly a pal of Teamsters
chiel Jimmy Hoffa, who had been con-
victed, sentenced and then suddenly
started to “sing.”” He was apparently be-
ginning to tell all when he was suddenly
taken ill and rushed to the hospital,
where it was found that he was suffering
from acute arsenic poisoning. The Pres-
ident said the Teamsters had apparently
heard that this man was squealing and
had quite simply wied to poison him.
The second anecdote concerned the re-
cent discovery by the Justice Department
of some hoodlum who reported he had
been hired by the Teamsters, given a gun
fitted with a silencer and sent to Wish-
ington with what the President said were
orders to kill the Attorney General. T
found this one a little hard to believe,
but the President was obwviously serious.
Kennedy said Bobby was anxious that the
first story not get out. for fear that it
would so terrily all potential anti-Holla
Teamsters that the anti-Hofta
would be lost

We talked a lot about Cuba. The Pres-
ident said that the presence of 17,000
Soviet troops in Cuba, 90 miles from the
U. 5., was one thing viewed by isell, bue
it was something else again when you
knew there were 27,000 U.S. troops sta-
tioned in Turkey. right on the Soviet
border. and they had been there some
vears, He warned me against releasing
this information. Obviously it was classi-
fied, and just as obviously it would be
politically suicidal for him publicly to

ciuse

“If I thought you were serious about wanting a change of

government, I'd have resigned!”

equate the two. “It isn't wise, politically,
to understand Khrushchev's problems in
quite this way,” he said quietly.
- L -
March 12, 1963
“IF YOU AND I COULD
ONLY RUN WILD, BENJY"

It was the first time we had seen
the Kennedys since the dance the pre-
vious Friday. and the ritual rehash ook
much of our time. We had again been
part of the “m" crowd—we kept telling
ourselves—that was asked to go to the
White House after dinner. We had met
the Kennedys in the upstairs hall and
Jackie had greeted my wile bluntly.
saying. “Oh, Tony, vou look terrific. My
bust is bigger than vours, but then so
is my waist.” The females imported
from New York lor the occasion had
been spectacular again, and at one point
Kennedy had pulled me to one side to
comment, “If you and I could only run
wild, Benjy.”

Jackie reported that Betty Beale, the
society colummnist for the Washington
Star, had learned about the party—as
had anyone with the slightest interest in
that kind of stuff—including a rumor
that Air Force aide Godlrey McHugh's
girlfriend had taken a dip in the pool a1
midnight and had been seen later jump-
ing on the bed in the Lincoln Room.
Interestingly, Kennedy didn't question
the rumor but told Jackic 1o “get after
McHugh.” Jackie asked whether she
should write him or call him and was
wld, “Call him—tomorrow.” Kennedy
revealed that lor the first ume, they had
someone especially assigned o count the
booze. Apparently, at an carlicr dance,
the Kennedys had been charged for 90
bottles ol assorted spirits and were con-
vinced that they were being stolen blind.

The guest list at those parties was tru-
ly fascinating, for it rarely, it ever, in
cluded members of the Irish Mafha, the
Irish Catholic political associates, gen-
erally [rom Boston, who were in many
ways closer to Kennedy, personally as well
as professionally, than the swingers or
the intellectuals or the reporters. That
was part of the fundamental dichotomy
in Kennedy's character: half the mick
politician, tough, earthy, bawdy, senti-
mental, and hall the bright, graceful in-
tellectual playboy of the Western world:
amd there weren’t many people who
crossed over the line. I suspected, outside
his family. Kennedy was as comfortable
with Larry O'Brien, O'Donnell ind Pow-
ers as with anyone else, but they were
rirely mixed with the WASPs. One group
{ed off the early, bachelor, political Ken
nedy. while the other group reflected the
later, married, Presidential Kennedy.

. - .

March 21, 1963
“RISS-AND-TELL JOURNALISM™
Kennedy had just returned from Costa
Rica, and the President’s enthusiasm [or



“But, honey, I'm only giving equal rights to all women.”

the wip still sparkled when we saw him
and Jackie for dinner alone at the White
House. His reception had been fan-
tastic, he said, and he explained it by his
vouth, by the fact that he was a Demo-
cat and a Catholic, and by Jackie’s
popularity; she had delivered several well-
publicized speeches in Spanish during a
previous trip to Latin America. (Ken-
nedy found it intolerable thar he didn't
have the [acility for languages that others
had, and his pride in Jackie's linguistic
talents was tinged with jealousy and be-
wilderment. His French could only be
deseribed as unusual. One French friend
said he spoke it “with a bad Cuban ac-
cent,” while another said, “He apparently
didn’t believe in French verbs, much less
pronounce them correctly.” Just belore
his trip to Berlin in June 1963, he spent
the better part of an hour with the Vree-
lands [Frederick “Fredsy” Vreeland. a
young foreign-service officer and the son
of Vogue editor Diana Vreeland. and his

wife] belore he could master “Ich bin
ein Berliner.™)

He said he felt his inaugural address.
letting the world know that the torch
had been passed to a new generation,
meant more to Latin Americans than to
anyone else. I asked him why he thought
Nixon's trip to Latin America had [ailed.
The visit was badly prepared, Kennedy
answered, “Nixon represented the wrong
party in F.D.R. terms, and anyway, Nix-
on s Nixon.”

Alter much prodding [rom Tony
and pretty much w everyone's relief,
I told the President for the first time
that I was keeping a kind of diary of the
times we met or talked. I got my open-
ing when the conversation at dinner
wrned to Emmert Hughes's book on
Eisenhower, Ordeal of Power, which was
being criticized as Kiss-and-tell journal-
ism. I was convinced Kennedy knew 1
was keeping some kind of record and

obviously did not object. I was not so
sure about Jackie, who was much more
nervous and easily distraught by that
kind of thing, I told him that Tony had
made me worry about not telling him,
especially whenever the subject came up
of those “bastard” historians who “‘are
always there with their pencils out.” I
told him 1 certainly would not write
anything about him as long as he was
alive without his permission. Kennedy
saicd there was no reason to wait that
long. He insisted that he was glad that
someone was keeping some kind of rec
ord of the more intimate details without
which the real story of any administra-
tion cannot be told. 1 was not convinced
he knew how intimate those details might
get—though I suspected that Jackie did—
but that’s for another decade. Anyway,
we agreed that I would not publish any-
thing about our association with them

(continued on page 182)
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wherein a basketful of snakes act like people in the grass

ERPENTINE
DEX
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“Change partners!”

“Well, I think raping a python is a stupid idea!”




“Gosh, Roger, where do you learn all of these kinky positions?”

“Oh, damn! They started the orgy without us!” ' “Hey, Dad—uwhich ones are girls?”

T

“Now, that’s what I call an orgasm!”
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“Not tonight, Ralph. I've got a headache!”

L

“Damon likes to do his own thing.”

)

“You and your damned Oriental positions!”

“No way, Wally, no way!”




“They’re groupies.”
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Comversations VWith KENNEDY

without his permission for at least five
years alter they lelt the White House.
o™ e
April 2, 19563
“BOY, THIS IS A BIG GOVERNMENT"

The dinmer invitations we got to the
White House came from Evelyn Lincoln,
and they came late—almost always the
same day, in the morning if we were
lucky, but often as late as five or six P.ML
Since we didn’t go out much at nighe. it
wasn't much of a problem. The most re-
cent invitation came just after six roi,
and we ate with the Kennedys alone.

I'd spent a good part of the day work-
ing on a story about the use of lie de-
tectors by the Pentagon. The President
hadn't heard about it and wanted all the
details. Civilian and military officials in
the Delense Department were being
asked to take lie-detector tests 1n the
course of an investigation into who

“That lecture on V. D. was very informative
especially the part on how you can get it.”

(continued from page 177)
leaked—to Dick Fryklund, the Washing-
ton Star's Pemagon correspondent—an
Air Force report on how unnecessarily
rough the investigators on the McClellan
committee had been. Kennedy immedi-
ately called Pierre Salinger and asked
him to call Eugene Zuckert [Seorctary of
the Air Force] and ger him to knock the
mvestgation off. Zuckert called the
President a few seconds later and Ken-
nedy was very curt with him on the
phone. “Let’s stop doing it to owrselves,
Mr. Secretary,” he said. “This is hardly
a question of nauonal security, is it?
Whoever leaked the report was trying
to do us a favor, as far as I can see.”
When he hung up, Kennedy said Zuckert
claimed it was routine in an investiga-
von of that kind o ask someone at the
end of the questioning il he would be
willing to take a lie-detector test.

“Boy, this is a big Government,” the
President said, getting out of his rocker

with his arms flailing as he imitated a
man (rying to plug wo many holes in
one dike. “You push a button marked
‘vestgate,” and the whole giant ma-
chinery starts moving, and then you
can’t stop it.” Salinger then called back
and they talked briefly about the Pen-
tagon spokesman, the kind and gentle
Arthur Sylvester. “Arthur's days are num-
bered,” Kennedy said. “I'll tell vou that.
He's a marvelous guy, but the trouble
is he doesn’t have the rclationship with
McNamara that I have with Salinger,
where he can come busting into my ol-
fice whenever he has to.”

Somewhere during the evening we got
on the subject of pregnancy and I asked
Jackie if it was true that she was preg-
nant. She smd she was not, but we
thought she was. We talked about how
many more children Bobby and Ethel
might have, and out of the blue the Pres-
ident volunteered the advice that Tony
and I should not have any more chil-
dren and suggested 10 me, “You ought 1o
get yoursell cut.”

From there we jumped somehow to the
question of capital punishment. It turned
out we were all against capital punish-
ment except the President. I asked him
about the Catholic precept against tak-
ing a life, including by abortion, and he
said that he saw no conflice. He said he
was all for people’s solving their prob-
lems by abortion (and he specifically
told me I could not use that for publi-
cition in Newsweek), and he didn’t seem
to equate execution with the taking ol a
life in the doctrinal sense.

The President was enthusiastic about
his visit with King Hassan of Morocco.
“He and the shah, both of them play-
boys at one time,” he said, “are so seri-
ous now that they are kings. They must
be overcompensating.” Hassan had given
the President a gold saber studded with
50 diamonds. He unsheathed a similarly
jeweled sword thar the shah had given
him, 1 unsheathed the Hassan saber and
we struck a dueler’s pose, brandishing
thousands ol dollars’ worth of jeweled
cutlery as il they were goll clubs.

- - -

May 29, 1965
“COME IN YACHTING CLOTHES"

The invitations w0 the President's
birthday party, a cruise down the Poto-
mac on the Sequoia, had read, “Come in
Yachting Clothes,” which meant white
pants as far as I was concerned. In addi-
tion to the Kennedys, the guests included
Bobby and Ethel, Teddy, a Last Hurrah
type from Boston named Clem Norton,
who had been a friend and coat holder
of Honey Fuz, the Shrivers, Bill Walton,
Mary Meyer, a woman introduced only
as Enid, Lem Billings, Senator Sma-
thers and his wife, Red and Anita Fay,
Charlie and Martha Bartlett, the actor
David Niven and his wife, Hjordis,



“Before I found Vat 69 Gold, friends

were hard to come by. Now they
come by all the time?”’

“I used to call up the
lady that gives you the
right time, just to have
somebody to talk to.
' Then I found Vat Gold.
At last I could afford to
entertain. It had that

& famous Vat 69 label on
the out81de What was on the inside
was even better. And the price tag.
I had to look at it twice to believe it.
I said to somebody at the office, [
‘Hey, I found Vat Gold: She said, [
‘Let’s have a party at your place. |2
She brought her friends. Now
they’re my friends. I hope the
time lady doesn’t miss me too
much” < lGol
Vat 69 Gold. The upwardly B=S= o
mobile Scotch.
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Jim Reed, Fifi Fell and oursclves. A
three-piece band played all night.

After cocktails on the fantail, with
thunder and lightning omens for the
rains to come, dinner was served below.
There was a bunch of toasts. induding
Fay's vaudeville act in which he sang,
if that's the word. Hooray for Holly-
wood. That act panicked the Kennedys,
and they'd heard it a hundred tvimes.
No onc else quite understood why.
Throughout the 1oasts, the Kennedys
heckled whoever was on his [eet with
boos, catcalls, cheers—mostly boos. The
boor of the evening turned out to be
Norton, whom Teddy had brought along
at the last minute and who did endless
imitations of Honey Fitz that meant
very little to anyone who wis neither a
Fitzgerald nor a Kennedy.

One of the guests got more stewed by
the hour, until at midnight he was liter-
ally stumbling over the presents piled in
front of the President. There was a mo-
ment of stunned silence as he lurched lor-
ward and put his shoe nght through a
beautiful, rare old engraving that was
Jackie's birthday present to her husband.
1t had cost more than S1000 and Jackie
had scoured galleries 1o find it, but she
greeted its destruction with that veiled
expression she gets on her face, and when
everyone commiserated with her over the
disaster, she just said, “Oh, that's all
vight. I can get it fixed.”

Kennedy had not gotten the word that
the twist was pass¢; any time the band
played any other music for more than a
few minutes, he passed the word along
for more Chubby Checker. He was also
passing the word all night to the Se-
quoia’s captain. Apparently through an
abundance of caution in case he wasn’t
having a good time, Kennedy had ordered
the skipper of the Sequoia to bring her
back to the dock at 10:30 r.ar., only to
be ordered back out “to sea”—which
meant four or five miles down the Poto-
mac. This happened no fewer than fow
times. Four times we moored and [our
nmes we unmoored. The weather was
dreadful most of the evening, as one
thunderstorm chased us up and down the
river all night, and everyone was more
or less drenched. Teddy was the wettest
and, on top of everything, mysteriously
lost one leg of his trousers sometime dur-
ing the night.

May 30, 1963
“yoU THINK YOU COULD GET USED
TO THIS KIND OF LIFE?"”

We gathered on the south lawn of the
White House about noon, all of us a
touch hung over from the gaiety of the
night before, for a helicopter ride to
Camp David, our first ride in the Presi-
dent’s chopper and our first trip 1o Camp
David. With us were the Nivens; Caro-
line; John-John; their nurse, Miss Shaw;
Clipper, the German shepherd dog; Cap-

184 tain Tazewell Shepard, the President’s

naval aide: and a flock of Secret Service
men.

The Nivens were charming, and though
they had known none of us before the
previous night, it was like a gathering of
old [riends. On the way up in the heli-
copter, the President tnned 1o me and
said, “Do you think you could get used
to this kind ol lifez Prewty hard to tike,
isn't 1

When we arrived, each of us went to
small individual cabins. Ours was Ma-
ple, with a living room, one very small
bedroom, one large bedroom and two
baths. We rallied ten minutes later in
front of the main lodge, and Kennedy
drove us all 1o a skeetshooting range
near the heliport. The President shot
furst, and he was as lousy as we all rned
out to be. He hit about four ol the first
20, bur no one else did much better.
Niven made us all laugh as he explained
his theory that the secret of skeet shoot-
ing was in the voice one used to order
up the dlay pigeons. Whereupon he
would whisper “High tower, pull” . . .
and miss, then shout “Low tower, pull,”
and miss again.,

We then went for a swim in the pool—
heated, of course. The President gave
his bathing unks to Niven and went in
his skivvies. He wore his back brace,
even lor the short walk [rom the dressing
voom 1o the pool. His back had been
giving him real mouble, he admitted, but
was almost “miraculously better” the
nieht before and that day. Jackie told
us that she had asked Dr. Janet Travell,
the back wizard, for some shot that would
take Kennedy's back pain away, il only
just for the birthday party. She had said
there was such a shot, but it would re-
move all feeling below the waist. “We
can’t have that, can we, Jacqueliner” the
President had ruled.

- - -
September 12, 1963
*“NO PROFILE NEEDED HERE, JUST COURAGE™

The President and 1 played goll one
afternoon at the Newport Country Club,
and that was always a harrowing experi-
ence for me. In the first place, il you
play golf with a President, you are apt to
play at some fancy country club whose
code of dress requires clothes that 1 do
not have in my wardrobe . . . like golf
shoes. for openers. As a result, I hit off
the frst tee in old sneakers, and 1 felt
like three down before 1 hit a shot. In the
second place. if you play golf with a Pres-
ident, you are dead sure to be watched
by a crowd of people who either play
solf better than you do and therelore
laugh when you shank the ball, or line
the roads and shout to be recognized by
your partner. In any case, that’s another
two down. In the third place, there are
Secret Service men all around you, carry-
ing guns in dummy golf bags, and that
doesn’t do anything for your game. And
finally, if you played golf with this Presi-
dent, his patience was so limited that

you could never stop to look for a lost
ball, and that didn’t suit my game at all.

But Kennedy was fun to play goll with,
once you got out of range of the sight-
seers, primarily because he didn't take
the game seriously and kept up a run-
ning conversation. If he shanked one
into the drink, he could let go with a
broad-A “Bahstard.” but he would be
teeing up his next shot instantly. With
his opponent comfortably home in two
and facing a tough approach, he might
say “No profile needed here, just cour-
age,” a self-deprecating reference to his
book Profiles in Courage. When he was
losing, he would play the old warrior at
the end of a brilliant career, asking only
that his faithful caddie point him in the
right direction and let instinct tike over.
He could play TV golf commentator as
he hit the ball, saying, “With barely a
glance at the packed gallery. he whips
out a four iron and slaps it dead to the
pin.” He was competitive as hell, with
a natural swing, but erratic through lack
of steady play. Another time Kennedy
and 1 were playing at Hyannis Port
with Ethel, and she was about seven
months pregnant. 1T had not played golf
for a couple of years, as I remember, and
1 had never played that course. The
stakes were again ten cents a hole. Once
I asked Ethel what club she thoughe 1
should wuse, because I was unfamiliar
with the course and unsure of my own
judgment. She suggested a five iron and
I whacked it pretty good, only to see it
go sailing way over the green. 1 turned
around to the sound of gales of laughter
from Ethel and the President. She want-
ed to win so badly she had purposely sug-
gested too much club.

That afternoon, I teed up wembling at
unheard snickers but hir the longest,
straightest goddamm  drive of my lile
(“Jesus, Benjy,” the President said, “1
never saw anyone hit a ball that far on
this hole. You must be hungry”), but
it was so far 1 couldn’t find it and Ken-
nedy wouldn’t help me look for it. So 1
lost the first hole. Later in the round I
actually sank a five iron, but instead of
allowing me to pause to velish and to
be congratulated (even cheered by the
people lining the road?), the President
simply picked up his ball and raced 1o
the next tee. It really isn’t fair.

- - -
October 22, 1965
“MAYBE YOU'LL COME
WITH US TO TEXAS NOW™

1 had been almost an hour late to din-
ner with the Kennedys. We hadn’t been
asked umiil almoest seven o'clock, and I'd
had a television-panel thing to do that
I couldn't—and didn’t want to—get
out of.

The President was in his shirt sleeves
when I arrived and apparently had been
telling Jackie and Tony what a miserable
day he'd had, with everything going
wrong from beginning to end. The latest
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“When the renting agent said I'd have to share a bath

I didn’t realize it would be so much jun.”
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news involved the refusal of the Birming-
ham, Alabama, police department to
hire Negro cops. Another problem in-
volved Manny Celler [Emanuel Celler,
the New York Congressman and chairman
of the House Committee on the Judiciary]
and the civil rights bill in the Judiciary
Committee, where the liberals were trying
to report out a bill that the President
felt “gives me a bad bill, and only a fair
issue.”

Chief topics for discussion that night
were Jackie's recent trip to Greece and a
stay on Aristotle Onassis’ yacht, and
Bobby Baker, the secretary to the Senate
majority and a protégé of Johnson's. Bak-
er was under all kinds of investigation
and had just been sued, in a civil suit,
for taking a bribe in connection with a
vending-machine franchise in a plant of
a company that handled a lot of Govern-
ment contiacts.

Kennedy was unwilling to knock Baker,
saying, “I thought of him primarily as a
rogue, not a crook. He was always telling
me he knew where he could get me the
cutest little girls, but he never did. And I
found that when I would call him up to
get an accurate count on a vote, I'd get a
straight answer.”

On the question of his Vice-President,
whose close ties 10 Baker were politically
embarrassing to the Kennedy Administra-
tion, the President said he felt sure
Johnson had not been “on the take since
he was elected.” Before that, Kennedy
said, “I'm not so sure.” I asked him about
reports Newsweek had heard thae LB J.

was using airplanes supplied to him free
by the Grumman Aircraft Engineering
Corporation. “He’s flying on an Air Force
jet now,” he replied, clearly implying
that he, too, had heard about the Grum-
man planes, but he offered no informa-
tion or explanation. “I'm not after Bobby
Baker,” he repeated, and then he talked
again about how he felt that Baker was
more rogue than crook. As for dumping
Johnson from the ticket in 1964, the
President said, “That's preposterous on
the face of it. We've got to carry Texas in
‘64, and maybe Georgia.”

The Baker conversation led us into a
discussion of morality in government
generally and the new, sophisticated im-
morality, which lcss oflten consisted of
anything so bold as cash, but rather the
hiring of a Senator’s or a Congressman's
law firm. for exorbitant fees and no work,
or the steering of Government business to
firms in which elected officials had a
financial stake. We talked about taxes
and who paid how much. The President
stunned us all by saying that J. Paul
Getty, the oil zllionaire who is reputedly
the richest mnan in the world, had paid
exactly $500 in income taxes the previous
year and that H. L. Hunt, the Texas oil
zillionaire who must have been the richest
American, had paid only $22,000 in
income taxes the previous year. When I
told him that was what Tony and T had
paid in taxes that year, he said, “The
tax laws really screw people in your
bracket, buddy boy.”

I asked him, since he had obviously

“No kidding? Wow! I don’t think I've
ever met a dildo tycoon before!”

done some rescarch on the tax payments
of millionaires, how much shipbuilding
magnate Daniel Ludwig had paid. He
smiled but he didn't bite, and then he
said that all that tax information was
secret and it was probably illegal for him
to know or at least for him to tell me. 1
told him if he ever wanted to give a
tax-refonn bill the last little push, all he
had to do was let me publish that kind of
information. He paused and then said,
“Maybe after 1964, a phrase that
was cropping up more and more.

On the subject of Onassis, much of the
conversation was across the table between
Jackie and Tony. There had been sub-
stantial press criticism of Jackie's trip.
The President had promised it to her as
a way of recuperating from the hammer
blow of the death of her last child, but
the papers had been full of stories about
the “brilliandy lighted luxury yacht,”
“gay with guests, good food and drinks,”
“lavish shipboard dinners,” “dancing
music,” “a aew of 60, two cotffeurs and a
dance band.” And Republican Congress-
man Oliver Bolton of Ohio had made a
speech on the floor of the House criticiz-
ing the presence aboard Onassis’ yacht ot
Franklin D. Roosevelt, Jr., who was the
Undersecretary of Commerce and, as such,
was in a position to influence the rela-
tions between the Greek shipping tycoon
and the U. S. Maritime Administiation.

Jackie told us that Onassis “was an
alive and vital person” who had started
from nothing, who had not wanted to
make the trip with Jackic and her sister,
Lee Radziwill (and the Roosevelts and
Princess Irene Galitzine, the fashion de-
signer, among others). She told us how she
had insisted that she would not accept
this man’s hospitality and then not let
him come along. It was an act of kind-
ness, she said. “Poor Franklin didn't want
to go along at all,” she continued. “He
said he was working on a new image and
a wrip like this wouldn’t do him any good,
but 1 persuaded Jack to call Franklin
and ask him to go with me. 1 really
wanted him as a chaperone.” Jackie
scemed a little remorselul about all the
publicity, including the Newsweek story,
which she telt went a little heavy on high-
jinks. She said J.F.K. was being “really
nice and understanding.”

The President did reveal that he had
insisted that Onassis now not come to the
United States until after 1964, the best
evidence that he thought the rip was
potentially damaging to him politically.
But he noted that what he called
“Jackie’s guilt feelings” might work to
his advanrage.

“Maybe you'll come with us to Texas
now next month,” he said with a smile,

And Jackie answered: “Sure I will,

Jack.”
Y]
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80 years ago &= Beniamino Cribari
made a mellow wine just for family & friends.

Nothing’s changed.



€at Your Heart Out!

(continued from page 152)
Chrysler's legendary muscle-bound 426-
cu-in. “Hemi” developed for the Ameri-
can stock-car-racing wars, but limited
availability of that power plant forced
Monteverdi 1o wse Chrysler's potent
450-hp “Wedge.” Coupled to a five-speed
ZF transmission, and wmounted in a
space-frame  chassis producing a total
car weight of about 2800 pounds, the
1450 GTS will exceed 180 mph-—certainly
quick enough to let it tag along with the
fastest Ferraris and Maseratis. In fact,
the car is so rapid that Monteverdi re-
fuses to make a sale to any driver without
substantial experience in high-speed mo-
torcars. Once a potential purchaser’s cre-
dentials have been established, he need
only provide a check for something over
140,000 Swiss francs and wait a year and
a hall for delivery.

If there is any reason for automotive
purists to snub cars like the Bristol and
the Monteverdi, it lies in their employ-
ment of large-displacement, American
production engines, as opposed to the
small, light, high-efficiency units produced
by the manufacturer itself. This alone
might add respectability to the Alfa Ro-
meo Montreal, although its performance
falis short of the Bristol and Monteverdi.
Carrying the name of one of the greatest
manufacturers of high-performance auto-
mobiles in history, the Montreal is the
most expensive Alfa in a lineup dom-
inated by medium-priced coupes, road-
sters and sedans. Since its origin in 1910
as the Anonima Lombarda Fabbrica
Automobili  (rough translation: the
Lombardy Motor Manufacturing Com-
pany), Alfa Romeo has built Iandmark
road and racing cars. However, the re-
cent economic woes in Ttaly have forced
a government take-over of the company
and .1 diversion of its production toward
more egalitarian machines (still excel-
lent, mind you. but a step down from
its uncompromising performers of the
past). The Montreal (so named for its
inwoduction at Expo '67) is Alfa’s top
machine, with a strong racing heritage.
Its heart is the lightalloy, fuel-injected,
four-cam V8 that first breathed life in
the engine hays of the company's potent
Tipo 33 prototype racing cars. Smallish
by American standards (158.2 cu. ins., or
2595 c.c), the Montreal's V8 produces
lively acceleration and a top speed of
nearly 140 mph. Its clean-lined, Bertone-
designed body will accommodate four
passengers although, like most Italian
2425, the rearseat passengers are most
comlortable il they are built like Tou-
louse-Lautrec. Despite Alfa’s active ex-
portation of other models to the U.S.,
there are no plans to make the Montreal
available here, Company policics not-
withstanding, it would appear that this
car, with its price tag in the range of
514.000, would have a veady market, even

ISNT IT? /\,

No. Nothingisever*almostlegal.”
Especially marijuana. Last year alone
420,000 people were arrested for
marijuana offenses. Of those, 90%
were for simple possession.,

But now a growing number of
Americans are thinking seriously
about chan%m$ the present mari-
Juana laws. In fact, some laws have
already been changed. The state of
Oregon has successfully de-criminal-
ized the personal use of marijuana.
The American Bar Association, The
National Council of Churches, Con-
sumers’ Union and The National
Education Association have urged
other states to do the same. An in-
evitable chain of events has begun.
Become part of that change.

Help us help you.

“Jim doesn’t use them because he has to.
He uses them because we like them”

=
NATIONAL ORCANIZATION FOR THE REFORM
OF MARTILANA LAWS |
2317 M STREET, K.W. WASHINGTON, D.C. 20037

L Fenclose $15.00 membeeship fre. (Students and Militacy $10.00)
I'm not 3 yoiner but 1 would siill like o lhelp with 3 contrsbution.

Send along the follow ing NORML stems. All the proceeds from their
sale go toward furthering the fight.

STICKERS @ ¥ for §1 00 _ ST AMPS @ $1.00 par Shest

el —— TSHIRTS @ 34 50ewch S M __ 1 %1

——T SHIRTS & £4 50 each ——GOLD MARLILUANA
i R T 1L XL LEAF PINS € 51 00 cach

[] Send alcng sddisional intormation.  —___LAPEL PINS @ $1 00 each
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Now you can reach a level of sexual
pleasure that only months ago was
unheard of. A condom delicately ribbed 1o
give a woman gentle. urging sensations.
Yet, with a shape and thinness that let a man
feel almost like he's wearing nothing at all.

Made with a new “nude” latex that
transmits body heat instantaneously,
Stimula ® is supremely sensitive. It's
anatomically shaped to cling to the penis.
And SK-70, a remarkable silicone lubricant
works with natural secretions so Stimula’s
scientifically patterned ribs can massage
and caress a woman effortlessly.

Made by the world's largest
manufacturer of condoms, a million have
already been sold in Sweden and France.
Send for your sample today.

The Stimula Sheath

Stamford Hygienics Inc.. Dept. PB-g
14 Manhattan Street

Stamford. Conn. 06904

Please send me: (Check Box)

O 83 sampler pack of 12 Stimula

0 $1 sampler pack of 3 Stimula
Free catalog sent with either order
describing our entire new line of
erotic condoms.

O Check O Cash O M.O.Enclosed

City.

State, Zip____
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with its lovely body dripping with U.S.
Government—approved five-mph  cow-
catcher bumpers and its high-revving en-
gine desmogged.

Maserati and Lancia stand with Alfa
Romeo on everybody's list of all-time
great marques, and both have exported
cars to America over the years. But poor
Lancia has had hard going for the past
two decades and was finally forced to
become a ward of giant Fiat in order to
stay in business. Domestic consolidations,
plus rather limited exportation policies,
prompted Lancia to drop out of the
American market entirely several years
ago. while Maserati has bustled along in
quite satisfactory fashion, selling rich
Americans a variety of elegant grand-
touring cars. In fact, Maserati's Indv—
perhaps the fastest fourseater ever pro-
duced—has been brought into the United
States until recently, and there are a num-
ber of these rakish machines operating on
American roads. Like the Montreal, the
Indy's four-cam V8 engine has a racing
heritage, in this case dating back to the
late Fifties, when the factory contested
Ferrari. Porsche, Aston Martin, etc., for
victory in the great sports-car endurance
races at places like LeMans and Sebring.
Rated at 320 hp, the power plant can
push the low, slippery-shaped Indy along
at a speed exceeding 160 mph—certainly
adequate to make up lost time on the way
to the theater or your club.

While Maserati has concentrated on
the production of luxurious grand-
touring machinery (the Indy remains
available only in Europe, but all you
American Maserati fans will be pleased
to learn that a new [ourseater—called
the Khamsin—will soon be available here
at a trifling $33,000), hard times have
forced Lancia away from this aristocratic
market toward more mundane coupes
and sedans for the bourgeoisic. For a
while, during the gloomy reorganization
days that saw it come under the giant
Fiat umbrella, Lancia was forced out of
the high-performance market entirely.
Now it is back, with a tough, hump-
backed little coupe called the Stratos. The
lightest of the cars weated here (at 2160
Ibs.) and the most Spartan, it has gained
a reputation as one of the finest rally
cars in the world—which demands speed,
ruggedness and agility on some of the
worst roads imaginable. Tucked inside
the Stratos’ stiff, monocoque Irame is a
small, four-cam V6 with a heritage of its
own, although its origins come from Fer-
rari, a marque that was once Lancia’s
rival on the Grand Prix circuit. Because
Fervari, like Lancia, is also partally
controlled by the massive Fiat conglom-
erate, there has been a limited inter-
change of technology. The 190-hp,
2.4-liter “Dino” engine was originally de-
signed by the Ferrari engineering staff
for Fiat in the mid-Sixties (two other V6s
had also been introduced by Ferrari; all

188 Wwere part of a series ol cars and power

plants created in the memory of his be-
loved son, Dino, who had lost his life
to illness) and was intended for an un-
successful Fiat-Ferrari sports car called
the Dino. This engine was also used in
several pure Ferrari GT and racing cars
before it appeared in the Stratos in 1971.

While Lancia conceived the Stratos as
a dual-purpose machine lor touring and
competition, its career on the highways
ol Europe has been limited. It is more
racing car than passenger vehicle and
will likely remain such until Lancia is
able to invest it with a bit more civility.
Tough, hairy little racing car it is, but
it is at a decided disadvantage when
thrust into the market against the [ast,
well-mannered automobiles presently be-
ing built by Porsche. Mercedes-Benz, Fer-
rari and others.

If one is seriously seeking 1o dominate
the highways of Europe, there are really
only two cars to consider: a pair of
brutal, bullet-fast machines from Italy.
Both carry all the known ingredients
for truly rapid antomobiles—mid-engine
configuration, ultra-acrodynamic hody-
work. independent suspension, rigid.
racing-type chassis and powerful, exotic
engine—in these cases lightweight, four-
cam V12s. The Lamborghini GCountach
and the Ferrari Berlinetta Boxer are
surcly the fastest highway cars ever pro-
duced and represent technology's super
effort in behall of maximum-speed trans-
port for two people.

Ferruccio Lamborghini made his for-
tune building agricultural wactors and
oil burners, and his car manufacauring
began only as a hobby in 1963. Since
then, his Miuras, Espadas, etc, have
gained a reputation for glamor and per-
formance to rival Ferrari's. His master-
picce is the incredible Countach LI 500,
with its lovely 2900-1b. hody and its 5-liter
(300-cu-in.) engine coupled to a five-
speed gearbox. The Ferrari Berlinetta
Boxer is lighter by 400 Ibs. and has a
smaller-displacement engine (4.4 liters,
or 268 cu. ins.), but in most other ways
is nearly identical. (The Lamborghini
has an 8/10ths-of-an-inch-longer wheel-
base, but is 13.8 inches shorter overall.)
Perhaps the most significant difference
between the two cars is the Ferrari's en-
gine, which is a flat-12 (whercin the two
banks ol cylinders lie opposed, as il the
V configuration has been squashed into
a horizontal position). When Ferrari first
introduced his fat-12 on his Formula
1 cars, factory mechanics and drivers
nicknamed it the Boxer, and since then
all opposed Ferrari engines. including
the one in this incredible road car, have
carried that appellation.

Lamborghini rates his conventional
V12 at 440 hp, while Ferrari's slightly
smaller Boxer is said to produce 380 hp.
Which is [aster? Both machines have
been tested, in full road trim, in excess
of 185 mph. Depending on weather con-
ditions, state of tune, skill of the drivers,

etc.. one or the other might enjoy a slight
edge, but no clear-cut advantage appears
to exist lor either machine, at least in
terms of raw top speed, Should you need
a car for a European pied-a-tevre (both
Ferrari and Lamborghini say neither
car will ever reach America) and are
concerned about ending up second best
in some blinding, nose-to-nose contest
along an antostrada, we might suggest a
solution: Buy one of each. After all, the
prices of the Countach and the Boxer,
at the madly jouncing international
exchange rates, both approach $50.000
and you would have a claim to fame as
the first man to blow $100.000 on a brace
of the world's fastest passenger cars.

Such lunatic [antasies notwithstand-
ing, the fact remains that cars like the
Ferrari Boxer and the Lamborghini
Countach appear doomed. Prices lor
such marvelous machinery are skyrocket-
ing so [ast that we may see the day when
even Arab sheiks may not be able to
afford them. Men who claim good sense
and temperance will appland this news.
After all, they have attacked [last cars
with Cromwellian ire since the first day
somebody scared a chicken with a Win-
ton Bullet. Surely, in this day of con-
servation and retrenchment, rocketing
along at 185 mph in a car representing
the annual income ol half the citizens of
the Republic of Chad (or some such ap-
palling statistic) scems the height of de-
cadence. But we must consider this aspect:
While the great cars can be assaulted as
toys of the rich, the cars alone have been
the source of such automotive advances
as high-efliciency, overhiead-camshalt en-
gines, four-wheel independent suspen-
sions, fivespeed, close-ratio gearboxes,
sophisticated space frame and unitized
chassis, disk brakes, [uel injection and a
thousand other engincering nunces that
we now take for granted. Had it not
been for the daring spirit of men like
Bugatti, Ferrari, the Duesenberg broth-
ers, etc., who experimented with such
mechanisms both on their exuravagantly
expensive road cars and on their closely
related racing machines, it is possible
they would never have reached mass pro-
duction. This begs the question: If we
confine the boundaries of human crea-
tivity—even in automotive realms—uwill
we pay the final price of no creativity at
all? It is the nature of man to operate
at the outer limits of his capabilities,
and no one has contemplated the spirit-
ual consequences if one day we discover
we have reached our limits.

Of course the awtomobiles we have
discussed here are clitist, wasteful and
antisocial, but they represent an outer
limit. In an automotive sense, Europe
has always challenged that limit more
than we. And today, as we rem in at a
sensible 55 mph and the ennui settles
over us, that point becomes all too clear.
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“Beats me why they’re making such a fuss over
the new lady sword swallower!”




KIKI DEE /e key of dee

i’s As 1F she'd been especially designed [or the stage: Up
close, i Dee seems too tall in her enormous platform shoes
Her motions seem to take too much cffort and she worries
about her weight. But when she steps into an arena in [ront of
20,000 people (as she did night after night on the 1974 Llion
John tour) and stretches like a cat in her vapor-thin gown, she

through her. Kiki Dee started out at 16, leaving her home in
Yorkshire, England, and singing on the cabaret circuit. “I
never wanted to be a big star,” she says ol tho ays, “but it
was what I was always being pushed into.” Just two s later,
she was pushed into Motown Records, the first white girl that
the label had sizned (which might give you an idea of what
her voice sounds like). During her four years there, she became
good friends with recording executive John Reid, who left
Motown to manage Elton John. By 1973, when LElton was
starting Rocket R ords, Kiki was disenchanted with her ca-
Motown and Reid learned that Elton had been an
admirer of her work for some ume. He brought the two to-
gether and before too long, Rocket had its first Briush hit,
with Kiki singing Veromnigue Sans and Gary Osbourne's
Amonreuse. She then accompanied Elton on his European tour
as the opening act and went on to work with Guess Who, The
Beach Boys, Steely Dan and others before Bias Boshell's I've Got
the Music in Me became her biggest hit yer. Now, many think
that Kiki, at 24, is about to become the next young queen of
rock 'n’ 1oll. On the 40-city United States tour she played with
Elton, audiences that were usually anxious to get on with the
“main event” found themselves giving her standing ovations.
Her album P've Gol the Music in Me nearly busted the charts
and her new album Step by Step is following close behind. “1'm
ly for whatever happens,”
feel that I've at lot 1o give.” And we'll be right here to receive.

she says. “Now I'm relaxed and




STEVEN BARTHOLOMY
LARRY GELBART sxm*a*s*h

“I'vi GoT A HEAD [ull of nostalgia and senility,” quips Larry
Gelbart, coproducer and creative genius behind the television
series M*4+85+H. With those two components, plus more than
30 years of comedy writing for such notables as Bob Hope and
Sid Caesar. Gelbart, aided by coproducer Gene Revnolds, has
managed to put together one ol the most highly rated television
series in history. “I learned how to laugh from my [ather,” he
recalls, “and how to get a laugh from my mother.” Starting
out doing alternoon stand-up vowines in his father's Chi-
cago barbershop (“I was a sort of five-year-old Lenny Bruce.
The jokes didn't have to be funny as long as they had a dirty
word in them.”), young Gelbare dreamed of becoming a
famous clarinetist. Alter the Lamily moved o Calilornia, Gel-
bart discovered gils and gave up the clarinet. His first big
break came when Danny Thomas. a regular patron ol the
clder Gelbart’s barbershop. offered to look at a sketch young
Larry had written for a high school play. As a result, he was
hired as a comedy writer for the Fanny Brice radio show at
the age of 16. then wrote for Duffy’s Tawvern, Hope and Jack
Paar. With the advent ol television, Gelbart became a TV gag
writer and wrote for Hope's fisst special in 1950 and later for
Caesmy’s Hour, where he shared the stable with Mel Brooks,
Neil Simon and other top comedy writers. "I hated the term
aag writer then,” he says, “but that's what I was, like it or
not.” After coscripting with Burt Shrevelove the successful
play A4 Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum,
Celbart moved to England. where he worked on several movie
saripts until, in 1971, Reynolds asked him 1o write the pilot
for a TV version of the movie M#A=S+f. The rest is history.
As coproducer, script supervisor and occasional director of
the sevies, Gelbart attributes the show's popularity to its
honesty. “1 asked my 11-year-old why it’s so popular with kids,”
hie says. “She said it's because of the insults. So who knows?”

TOM SNYDER lale success

IT's TRUE that he’s been a journalist and broadcaster ever
since—in [act, before—he dropped out of Marquette Univer-
sity, in his native Milwaukee, 18 years ago. But don't tell Tom
Snyder, now 38, that his career has moved in a straight line.
“Let’s see, I've worked in Wisconsin, Georgia. then gone out
to Los Angeles—then to Philadelphia, back to Los Angeles,
and now New York. I've zigzagged all over the country and
covered a lot of miles.” It was during his second L.A. tour,
as anchor man of KNBC's top-rated evening news, that Snyder
picked up the job that's made him a national figure—hosting
Tomorrow, a 1alk show that comes on at one ax, EST.
And whose brain child was it? “Well, now that it's a success,
it depends on which NBC executive you ask,” says Snvder.
“But the idea was kicked around for about five years while
people debated whether there was or wasn’t a viable audi-
ence at that hour.” Two and a hall million insomniacs have
since proved that there is—at least for the probing (but respect-
ful), often funny interviews that Snyder conducts with a variety
of prestigious and improbable guests. And NBC has brought
the lanky Snyder—either six-four or six-five, depending on the
press release (“What's an inch, anyway?” he asks)—to New
York, where, in addition to hosting Tomorrow, he's anchoring
the national newscasts on Sundays and co-anchoring the night-
Iy news on WNBC. That makes three jobs, by any count, and
il Snyder gets a littde tived near the end of his work week, it's
understandable. He likes New York and hopes that he's made
his last move for a while: It’s hard to keep dragging yoursell,
your wife and daughter and your collection of antique model
trains on cross-country trips. But Snyder—who is also a high-
energy conversationalist when he's offcamera—can’t seem to
help it. He's filmed segments of Tomorrow from a New York
skyscraper top, a Tennessee prison and a Hong Kong street.
So odds are that he will just continue 1o roll up those miles.

CHARLES W. BUSH
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“What you taking? Speed:"

She slowed down around the curve.
“Shit no. Beer. A little coke, but it's
wearing off already.”

“You got a healthy metabolism.”

“It was my desert-country, clean-air up-
rearing. | tuned in. turned on and
dropped around, which is how I'm able
to survive life as a fallen woman in
San Rafael. “San Ralael, does it ring a
bell? I'm just a girl whose heart is tore;
a socio, psycho, metaphysical whore,'”
she sang. “You like it?”

What's to like about this hyperactive
motorcyde-freak Hell's Angel bull-dyke
style? What, if anything, to like? And yet,
and yer.

“I like you.,” he said.

“A dude who smoked a pipe said that
to me once,” she remarked more sofily.
“He was my freshman advisor, Univer-
sity of Nevada at Reno. He just crinkled
up his friendly little eyes like you do,
nice smile, sweet face, smoked a pipe,

(continued from page 86)

said he liked me and also liked me to go
down on him after conference.”

“Ha-ha, ha-ha,” said Sam.

She sang again: “Lady Spain 1 adore
me, Lady Spain I deplore me.”

‘The midsummer, midnight trees were
flowering. or at least pollinating. in the
close musky heat of the Tenderloin. Rare-
ly does a San Francisco evening shudder
with this humid warmth of an Eastern
summer, but this was one of those rare
nights. Mites rose in a swarm from the
alley nearby, where sunflowers scraped
against a guuter; cats stood watch, hur-
ried before the lurch and sprawl of winos;
the mansion, which had stood here since
the earthquake of 1906, might not sur-
vive the good vibes of the rock band in-
dustriously at work within. A redwood
sign, LAW OFFICES, D. DOOMSDAY, ESQ.,
ASSOCIATES: BRENDA QUINTILLA, BUD WIL-
LIAMS, BOOKER T. WASHINGTON 1V, swayed
along with the stomping of the celebrants.
Benefits for a worthy cause usually

“And Zimmerman, down
there on the end, is a leg man . . .
but don’t worry about it, honey . .. there ain’t beena
breeze in any of their sails in the
past twenty-five years.”

develop like that. A skinny little tycoon,
who had driven up in a Bentley, swept
out of his carriage in a floor-length er-
mine cape to greet Sam. “Hey, man, re-
member me? I used to park vour car in
the righteous autopark next to Enrico’s.”

*I remember. 1 remember. How’d you
get all . .. all thisz™

“This? Oh, I was a lousy parker, got
fired for fender violations. So I took
up dealing.”

“Doing OK?”

“OK. Two arrests, out on thirty thou-
sand bail—diplomatic pouch off a Peru-
vian diplomat. man. Doing OK.”

“What's your goalz”

“Listen, I ain’t greedy, man. Two hun-
dred thousand or my next birthday.”

¥

“I mean, when you turn eighteen, it
gets serious. So even if I haven’t ful-
filled my game plan, man, 1 quit on
October twenty-nine. Cold fucking tur-
key on the international trade scene, man.
I can do it. I'm a Scorpio.”

“You don’t seem worried.”

“Why should I worry? I got the house,
the wheels, the friends, the lawyer. Plus
about four hundred thousand. Plus a
little dealie in blank airline tickets. Who,
me worry? A seventeen-and-a-half-year-
old Scorpio in a world of tired old
straight-arrow narcs with sludge in their
arteries? Man, don’t you remember how
I put that dent in your, what was it, that
Alfa Romeo and I just said. “Who. me?’
So that's what I say now I'm a coke ty-
coon: Who, me? My style hasn’t changed
that much, man. Scorpios are like that.”

Sam just admired the little tycoon on
his high cork heels. The heels were no
higher than the soles, however. The kid
had style.

“So mnext time you need your car
parked,” said the tycoon as he entered
the party, “whyn't you call on me, for
old time's sake, manz"

Sentimental strutting little cork-lifted,
coke-lifted  seventeen-and-a-half-year-old
tycoon disappeared into busy clasp of
benefit celebration. Stella watched and
said, “Is Tums for the tummy to see a
real man like that, paid his dues.”

“So there are some people you like,”
Sam said.

She shrugeed. “Didn’t say I like him.
Said I dig him. Maybe admire a liule.
He's a areep. though. I'm a new woman,
man. Smirrt, ignorant, I take no shi, I'm
just like that livde aeep, I'm not going
to type hundred words a minute for no
asshole. 1 got an LQ. of 164—we should
park crs? So I'm not going to be an
executive or a fucking executive assist-
ant. I'm going to run round the whole
thing. I'm a whore, only I forgot to Kiss
the guy on the lips belore I took his
money. The cardinal rule Margo taught
me. So 1 got entrapped by a goddamn
vicesquad pervert who gave me the
public's money to blow him and then
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busted me. You are looking, man, at a
victimless criminal.”

“I'll tell you the truth. You look more
like a graduate student who went 1o
Mexico once with a spade drummer and
thinks she can talk dirty.”

“Ha-ha. I can also talk clean.” She
caught a glimpse of the car parker emeri-
tus unstcaming the window with his
crmine sleeve, She waved. Sam realized
it was polyethylene ermine, because the
tvcoon wasn't the sort who killed animals
other than two-legged or four-wheeled
nares. He gestured to the music thunder-
ing within. She Kkissed her fingers and
made a lip motion that meant Later,
man, or nol at all. The tycoon vanished
within. “Clean,” she said. She curled a
litle finger, pulled in her belly and
remarked mincingly, “Oh, dear, don't
you think here by the Brentwood Pool,
it's so gauche of that silly thing over
there to wear her bikini and show those
stretch marks? She’s only had three
fiancés, you know, which doesn’t even
add up to one husband.”

“I suess you've had your fill of lile
experiences.”

“I'm going on twenty-cight. I been in
and out of the Lile. Trouble is it's an
atwractive nuisance—the money, the lov-
ing, the snare and the delusion. For
example, when I was nineteen, dropout
that first time, up in San Rafael that first
time, my first John said he was a director,
could get me into the business, I believed
him. He told me the truth, man, that's
the sad part! But he was a funeral direc-
tor. When I found that out, I wanted o
stiff him. Oh, he apologized, he was in
love, he wasn't reallv the tvpe, it was
a family business. Only thing wasn't
stiff around him was his little dingie,
man. So I decided to depart from San
Rafael.”

And she hummed the theme from her
hit song.

“Funny thing is you're nice,” he said.

“Funny thing is you're sinister,” she
said. “You say you're a record producer—
FBI records? CIA records? Po-lice rec-
ords? And you say you're divorced—is it
from a group? "Cause il you were married
to a group, ’less it was the Supremes or
those Pointer Sisters in there, I don't
wanna dig it, I don’t wanna be a part
ol your crazy fantasies. I got my own,
man. I dream I'm a pretty young thing
instead of a twenty-cight-year-old old old
old old whore.” She moved closer and
brushed shoulders with him. “But I'm
nice. I can do you good. I am not too old
to smell sweet, not too young to smell
ignorant. I'm jussssst right,” She pro-
nounced right raht, nearly rot, but her
accent was no more consistent than her
intentions.

Judge Craven popped gasping out of
the throng. His mouth was open. His
tecth were startling—Dbright, even and

194 true. He looked ten years younger than

he had looked a half hour ago, but he
still looked old. He had examined the
crowd, ducked his lawyer escorts and
returned to the front stoop with its in-
jured fern. He said to Stella: I feel I'd
like to discuss your case a bit further,
miss. I'm not sitting in my districe till
next week.”

“I feel an appeal coming on,” she said.

“In hallucinogenics, illegal scarch and
seizure does the trick,” he said. “In, uh,
vour line, entrapment usually can handle
it. Now, did the vice-squad officer present
himself as enticing, seductive, uh, anx-
tous to make, uh. out?”

“He entrapped my little search in his
seizure, Judge.”

“Just call me your Honor, ha-ha,” he
said. “I made a joke, like Dr. Kissinger
did once. Henry. Miss, il you want me to
handle your case a liule, I think we
might could meet privately——"

“Right now:” He nodded. “I thought
so. So you might could get me to seize
your little searcher, ooh, ah, that sort of
scam, Judge?”

“Uh,” he said, gulping like a fish. Sam
believed his teeth gleamed a liule less
with inner radiance. The cruising patrol
car, red Cyclops eye turning—noise con-
trol, abate the nuisance, buster—double-
parked in front of them. He stumped
down the wooden steps. “I'm Judge
Craven, supcerior court, San Diego dis-
wrict,” he opened up on the officers. “I
believe the relevant neighbors have been
invited to the, uh, religious and legal
celebration. . . .”

The cop car
stumped back up.

“They'd rather deal with noise and
whores like me”"—the judge was wincing
as she explained—"because it's not dan-
gerous, noise and cunt don’t pull guns,
and they can shake us down.”

“I know, I know, you have many legiti-
mate, justifitble complaints against our
legal system as she is constituted,” the
judge purred, rotating his rump in clock-
wise fashion, slowly. like a tired hand-
operated egg beater, in such a fashion as
to put his warm, soft buttocks hetween
Stella and Sam and thereby to sweep Sam
away. Sam knew enough to ride with the
flow. “Mumm, mummm,” the judge was
humming. “We should speak of this in
chambers, my child. You are perhaps an
orphan?”

The poor child rolled her eyes. *One
mother and about seven fathers, the last
a veritable bull of a man—a machin-
ist. My legal father, who conceived me,
is professor ol poultry at Cal State, Hay-
ward. I see him now and then. He hears
about my life and, man, he clucks.”

“Tch, tch.” said the judge and cleared
his throat. He was slitching between his
teeth a litde, not cducking like Dad, and
his rump was working hard on the sub-
text—gel away, Sam, abate, move.

“Dere went de judge,” said Stella.

“Do we have to be antagonists?”

slithered away. He

Judge Craven inquired. “Won't you let
me help you, my dear?”

She rolled her eves ar Sam, asking if he
was going to let this old lecher help her.
Because if he let him. she would. She
was just a defenseless innocent female,
free on bond in a felony charge. lost in
our troubled society of today. AMan, said
her eyes, her downturned lips, you gonna
just stand there?

“Well, I gotta get going,” Sam said.
“Give my greetings to Danny. spent a lot
of time out here with vou folks.”

“Sam,” she called, “ooh, Sam. before
you go. Where'd you say I could apply
for that shot of penicillin?"”

Sam stopped dead at the doorway. The
judge’s burtocks took a rest. Sim started
to laugh and said, “OK. OK, Stella, you
win, I'll listen to the rest ol your sad
story."”

She turned sweetly to the judge. “Sir,
would you mind waiting just three to five
days? 1 believe the danger will be over
by then. Unless you think you haven’t
got that much time till your stroke.”

Judge Craven was exhausted. He had
always known San Francisco was like
this—infected, degenerate and left-wing.
Back to the surfer boys of La Jolla. Sam
and Stella watched him stumping down
the street toward Van Ness, looking
for a cab to the Jack Tar Hotel, where
surely he could find something to give
him rest.

- - -

There was this unaccustomed silence
between Stella and Sam as the judge re-
treated. The music within the house
swelled to meet the warm and humid
silence without. I think he liked you,”
Sam said.

Stella touched the fern. She sighed. It
would grow back. She had singed only
the extended tips: it was like a fern
rreatment, a veritable singe joh. “Naw,
not so much he liked me,” she said, “so
much as ndthing inside he could cross a
state line with, or even get past the
elevator operator. . . . Sam?" she said
tenderly. “You know how vou tell a vice-
squad cop bent on entrapment?”

“The shoes?” Sam asked.

She shook her head sadly. Oh, movie
stuff. Here was this distinguished record
producer. so hip. smart, rich and slim,
and he thought cops still give themselves
away by wearing black brogans. Oh,
man. the morhidity of it all. Next he'd
say shoulder holster. Well, every celebrity
has [eet of clay. Time to pour a little
water on his feet. “Kiss him,” Stella
commanded.

“I never kissed a cop,” Sam said.

“He goes stiff, back like a board. Ooh,
don’t want it on the lips. Just-doing-my-
job kind of stiffness. Lemme show you.™

An electrocuted death spasm of body
hurtled against his mouth and ricocheted
a\\'ﬂy'

“I sece. Could break a front tooth. But
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“Be reasonable, Hughie—who ever heard of a barbersh op quintet?”
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1 thought most guys don’t really like
to kiss,” he said, “you know, just pay
their money for. .. ."

“Haw! Belicve that, believe anything.
You believe in Executive privilege. You
believe in sinister forces. Shit. no. man,
they're all boys like you, sad, lonely,

g

shot-up kids, loving they want, they want
to get honeved, kissed, loved, licked, man!
You think they just want to get their
rocks off? Man, you're sick!”
Sam wished to defend himself. “Per-
haps I just lack understanding,” he said.
“Let’'s hope so. Me, too, I should of

W

kissed that cop belore I took the money
from him. One thing 1 hate, it's a hard
dingie with no insight at all. Wow, that's
5o old-fashioned, man. How old are you®"

He decided to play this cagey. “Bob
Dylan’s generation. Over thirty, I guess.”

She shook her head at the additional
wonderment of it all. More [un to tor-
ture this overage record producer than
to singe a lern or a superior-court judge.
She watched the quiver run through him.
She thought it desire; he believed it to
be masochism. This Hell's Angel lady
would know the meaning of the word
and the deed. The sanity of his grief for
the close-harmony trio, O lost for all but
one more recording date, was slippiag
away. The Epitomes had sometime
scared lim, but essentally they were just
normal good kids who happened 1o like
wricycle behavior. They would meet the
contract for one more LP like litutle
troupers. No more reptilian back-bend-
ing juicy inventions; just music, plus a
quarrel abour royaluies. But this single
lady was dangerous. He had better stike
back fast.

“What do vou like best, men or wom-
en?” he asked.

“Depends on what I'm with. Some-
times it depends. What are you?”

“You're bisexual? Groovy.”

“Shit, I don't know. Have to take a
test, I guess. Far as I know myself, my
opinion don’t matter.”

Sam considered departing within [or
dope, food. music. ecasy converse, a less
complicated antagonist. She would ler
him go, he knew that. She knew he was
considering ending their struggle. Tt was
nnl)' words, anyway, words, words, words,
plus dear life. He could end this life-
time on the stoop by merely saying, Well,
see you. He could depart. If he didn't
need the Lpitomes, who needed this
brinky creature? He knew who he was,
He was the best producer. including
sound mixing, in San Irancisco. He was
somebody's man. his own, 352 rack. He
didn’t need single wouble when he had
barely escaped wriple mouble. He was
intact. He was not going to have his
back broken again. She tipped the empty
beer can slowly into the fern box.

“Say, Mister Record Producer,
know the test’ll tell me what I am?”

He stared. They were belligerents
again, Maybe this was the crisis. He
knew better than to wlk, since she al-
ways won the conversation Olympics, Put
Down, Outdoor Standing. He hoped for
divine intervention, instead. Here it was.
A girl in a greenish, yeasty, fermenting
fur jacker, over little else up top except
wild eyes, asked: “Which way he go?
that judge? Where he go?”

“Jack Tar Hotel, room eight-six-four,”
Stella said.

*1 thought I was going with him," the
girl whined and shrugged, shedding

you



mites into the air—her fur dated from
the time it was OK to kill, eat and wear
animals. The girl from olden times went
mside to drown her judicial sorrow in
brownies.,

Sam smiled. He was less fretful now.
The world was full of delights, so why
did he hang around on a Victorian front
stoop with this champion nag? Inside
there were skinny chicklets with con-
fused cyes, stately Black Panther news-
paper vendors, tense but knowledgeable
lady lawyers. the Pointer Sisters in their
Thirties flash, undone rock-n"-roll aspir-
ants to the crown ol Janis Joplin, even
Ms. Grace Slick herself, splendid in
Maoist drag—well, in his present state,
better confine himself to bringing a
momentary glazed blue clarity to one of
the corn-yellow-haired groupies who were
waiting for lightning to strike. She could
be his magic. he could be her lightning;
let’s go, tasty morsel.

Stella wins the Standing Outdoor In-
sight Title, too. She watched the reel un-
wind among the wounds of Sam’s cortex,
a confusion ol ganglia and electrical im-
pulses, memories and dreams, expecta-
tions and undischarged primal screams,
She sighed. “I got to go home, there’s
something [ got to tend to.”

“Uh. Want to see my place?”

“I'm sure your place is nicer 'n my
place. But I said I got to go home.”

He shrugged.

Her voice slipped down off the raucous
into a little whispery low gear near his
jaw. “However, you could help me tend
to it at my place. And it's only a short
walk through unsafe streets from here,
down Eddy two blocks, across to Ellis
and we're there '

They were walking. Judge Craven,
who might have aided her case, had dis-
appeared the other way. They were just
strolling through the Tenderloin on a
summer’s cvening, just a guy in leathers
and a gal in logorrhea, no song there un-
less you wanted Vic Damone, a gal who
liked to explain and thereby had kept
him from getting any Luther into the
beneht than the [ront stoop. He'd send
a check on Tuesday, when his secretary
came in. The streets were rather quiet.
Eight motorcycles started at once in front
of Brucies Down Under. Too much
metal for racing cycles, too many studs,
too much hype. She was watching the
cycles thrum-thrum-blawww! and mur-
muring, if he caught it correctly, “There
is neither Jew nor Greek, there is neither
bond nor free. there is neither male
nor female. Paul. not Paul McCartney.
Galatians 3:28. No goddamn peyote in
the cactus out back i Elko, so
times I read the Bible to get high. We
are all one in Christ Jesus. They made
the unisex scene in Israel before Wom-
en’s Wear Fucking Daily, man.”

“No one’s listening, Stella.”

50me-

“I reach when I'm nervous, Sam.”

Silence. Humid. Warm. Distant cry of
ambulance siren. dying fall of Honda.
She had taken his hint and walked the
last half block in a state of meditative
grace, falling in step with her escort.
His thumb. as he held her hand, swept
back and forth against sawed-off black
velvet.

Relapse: “So here's my pad. You'll
find it comly. I cleaned up since the old
digger rear guard came and camped
last week, 1 had to sweep them out,
hosed it down and everything. Somebody
put a foot through one of my speakers.
I think you'll find it cozy. I told you I
had to tend to something, just take me
a minute.”

Her cats.

She had to tend to her cats.

Her little pussies, quite a lot of them.

Otherwise the place was bare—a pallet
on the floor, a skeletal stereo rig beached
like a crumpled helicopter, a pile of
records i a Sunkist crate, the [loor
boards painted bateship gray, the walls
whitewashed and one lonely footprint
on the ceiling—the abominable peg-
legoed spider man of the Tenderloin?
Oddly enough, there was also a fern in
the corner near the window that gave
on the alley, and its leaves were sharp,
en, comblike, unwounded by fire.
The place was clean and silent and

Musk.
The missing link between animal and man.

By English Leather.

. Earthy. Primitive. Fiercely masculine.

| A wild essence that defies confinement

| or capture. English Leather® Musk.

| The cologne that provokes man's
instincts.

MEM COMPANY, INC., Northvale, M.J. 07647. © 1974. Available in Canada.
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still, except [or a pile of newborn kit
tens in the corner. They made litle
pecping noises as she fussed and tended
to them. What the devil made her think
she was needed? Momma lay sleepily
alongside, blinking in her dream of
maternity as the pink muzzles nipped at
her.

Well, it was nice of Stella to hope
to be needed by some things. She looked
up. Christ, it was just like Judge Craven,
a night for the years slipping off. She
was ten years vounger. She looked 18
with her injection of mother love for
these cats.

“Say. Sam, you ever make it with my
kitties, I pour Kitties all over you?”

He wasn't sure.

“It's nice and warm, Sam."”

When she bent over, her cutoff vel-
vet pulled up just above the T formations
of her behind, and his eyes [ollowed
up her strong back, over the shoulder,
down—Sam leaning to look—and there
was the box of newborn kiwies. They
squirmed and nestled like pink oy
maggots. No, he had never made it with
a bunch of kities. “"Won't they get
smashed?™

“Won't we be careful?’ she inquired.

Tender crisp little Kitty bones and
pink flesh all over them both. “Guess we
will be,” he said.

Somehow this Hell's Angel needed to
make a love guaranteed for tenderness
by the chaperonage of seven newborn
pussies. She picked up the momma and
kissed it and nuzzed ic a lot and locked
it in the kitchen. “There,” she said. She
returned and stood looking at the kittens.
Then she looked at Sam. Then they

198 began. It was anxious but nice. It was

slow and easv but sweet. Warm larval
stirrings all over and around them.
Mewlings and, on her mattress pitched
on the floor, one high-pitched shricking
meow of reliel.

Neither slept. The dawn light (go back
to Homer for evocations of early morn-
ing). The ceiling of the Tenderloin flat
unfolded before their wide-open eyes. A
janitor rattled down the alley, coming
home, not deaning up. Cleaning up
helongs to another generation. This was
1974, and the janitor worked nights at
the P.O.. [eeding the Zip Code ma-
chine. The kittens stirred contentedly.
They milked. In their pussykitten gan-
alia, they had never imagined it would be
like this to be born in San Francisco.

The ceiling was as good as a flireplace
[or dreaming at dawn. They dreamed,
they touched, she casped his hand, it
wasn't necessiry to talk but Stella did,
anyway.

She stated that she liked him a lot
and did he mind that their relationship
hegan in this sordid, cat-haunted flat?

He answered bricfly, begging to dil-
fer with her, that their relationship be-
gan near a carefully singed f[ern and a
superior-court judge on the front stoop
of a legal benefit and he liked her a lot
for her spirit, pluck and conversation.

“Um,” she replied. She showed him a
torn match cover on which she had scrib-
bled: “J. C. Rm. 864, Jack Tar, Wed.
check-out.” She wied to be prudent.

He stated nothing much. Perhaps he
dozed. Not to be jealous of Judge Cra-
ven. When he came back to alpha-wave
life, or perhaps it was beta—he didn’t go
out on dates with his machine—she was
uying to draw conclusions. She had a

fabulous, modified-feminist way ol turn-
ing real life into open discussion.

“Now that I'm in love,” Stella said,
“true love at last, you know what? I
think I'll give up the Life. Peddling your
ass is OK when you're young and fancy-
free, but it’s time to get serious now. 1
got a brain. 1 got imagmation. 1 got a
way with words. I ber I get probation for
a hrst offense.

“What'll you do next?”

“You'll support me a little ‘cause you
like me,” He nodded. That's right. “'So
it's sort of like a scholarship. I'm not
going to be just another chick, live off
my man. let him buy me my cat food
and Kiuy Litter. No, buster. Prepare my-
sell for the future and do a little good
for the world. besides. Not so much to
carn money, hell, you got plenty of that.
But as a warning to other women.™

“You're going to work in a V.D.
clinicz”

She spraved a look of heat and energy
all around him. A whilf of sadness. A
perflume of tender bitterness. A fallout
of longing and desire. A subtext ol irony,
a chortle, a sob. A complication.

“How I was brought up in cactus, lost
my education through impaticnce and
my own hostility, ran the risks of victim-
less arime and caved only for my kitties,
but through them. learned the value of
true love and now 1 have i chance, just
a chance, depending both on mysell and
one other. 1o make it on through,” she
said. “I'm going to find me a writer and
tell him my sad story. Lady Spain, he'll
call i

He listened, a 32-rack sufferer, an
arranger, a hearer out. She had no man.
She gave up her chance lor her very own
superior-court judge. She was lonely. In
this empty flat with its batdeship-gray-
painted slats, its whitewashed walls, 1ts
fern in a redwood pot, its hungry kittens,
she came to the end of her act. She pulled
the rumpled sheet over them like a tent,
she put her hands on his shoulders—
none of that outrageous horny and stagy
groping—she looked into his sleepy, sud-
denly wide-awake, worried eyes. *Just
give me a kiss like you mean it, Sam.
Don‘t stiffen on me. I don't care what
sex you are, what you like, what you
think you are, I'll even work for you, I'll
even pay you. I don't need anybady, 1
got used 1o it since 1 was brung up with
the cactus, I was the nutty one cven in
that state campus of mine, even with the
spooks and [aggots, they thought I was
nuts, so just mean it, Sam, be nice, be
nice for once, I'll even shut up for you,
be nice to me, someone——"

He put his mouth against hers on that
magtress on the floor. Larval kittens came
to squirm against the long warmth of
bodies. This overage kid had his work
cut out for him. Lady Spain.
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THE GOLD BUG

Diamonds may be a girl’s best friend, but in this
day and age, a truly worldly gentleman will
probably wish to flash some of the yellow stuff to
convince “swell dames,” as Bogey once put it,
that he’s definitely in the chips. So to get your
point across without using a gold brick as a watch
fob, here's an Aldo Cipullo-designed 18-kt.~gold
dollar-sign bracelet for only $425 from Luv Bucks,
1028 West Wilson Avenue in Chicago. Next
week, fill your salt shakers with gold dust.

KING PONG
If you're spending time and money in noisy
singles bars bellying up to electronic ping-pong
games, perhaps Video Action is for you. It's a
two- or four-man mini pong-type machine,
available from Control Sales, 2500 Devon
Avenue, Des Plaines, Illinois, that features a 12-
inch screen plus logic-hoard. At $550 per set
(which also features black-and-white video), it's
going to set you back 2200 quarters, but
think of all the hangovers you'll avoid.

PLAYBOY POTPOURRI

people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

TURNING TRICKS
What with The Magic Show being a Broadway smash, it seems
everybody is trying to get into the deception biz these days.
So Kardwell the magician has conjured up a monthly publication
called The Magic Magazine and stuffed it full of features on
legerdemain, from “Houdini in Russia” to “How to Float a
Woman.” A year's subscription goes for S10 mailed to The Magic
Magazine, P. O. Box 1, Marion, Ohio. And once you've learned how
to saw a lady in half, you can start working on the cost of living.

GO DIRECTLY TO GAOL

Park Place has become Park Lane, the Reading Railroad has
metamorphosed into Kings Cross Station and LUXURY TAX—PAY §75
has been Anglicized into SUPER TAX—PaY £100. The familiar

green wooden houses are now sterling-silver Georgian mansions

and the red wooden hotels are of 9-kt. gold. What else would you
like to know about this British Dunhill version of Monopoly,
besides that it's played on a gold-tooled leather board incased in a
rosewood-veneered cabinet lined in velvet? Oh, yea, it costs $5000.




LOTSA BRASS
Remember when Bob Dylan plaintively

bed"r His imagery might have done for
brass-bed makers what the sexual revolu-
tion did for water beds—except no

one had made a solid-brass bed since

your lady can stretch out on a shiny four-
poster shipped right from the Hamilton
Brass Bed Company in Whitewater,
Wisconsin. They've got 21 styles to choose
from—or you can customize your own.

L/

cillllll»

urged his lady to “lay across my big brass
b £

World War One. But that's changed. Now

CREWING UP
Want to spend a couple of years before

sitting at anchor for lack of a crew?
Check out the Sail Crew Clearing House
at P. O. Box 1976, Orlando, Florida.

It’s the brain child of Phil Beach, a
business consultant who's logged more
than a few nautical miles himself. Crews
are coed—able-bodied girls can work
just as well as guys—and you don’t have
to be experienced. Once you're at sea,
however, you do have to do what

your captain tells you. Pictured below:
some malcontents who evidently didn’t.

somebody's mast? Or is your own schooner

FOR THE BIRDS

Sixty-five years ago, in Brazil,

a miller named Maurilio started
carving bird whistles as a

hobby, using rosewood from the
necarby mountain rain forests
and turning them on a lathe
driven by his mill wheel. Today,
these whistles are available for
the first time outside Brazil

and can be ordered from Baek-
gaard, Ltd. (1855 Janke Drive,
Northbrook, Illinois). Made by
master craftsmen who must
undergo a ten-year apprentice-
ship, they sell for $4.50 to S18.
You can call dowitchers, plovers,
common snipes, mockingbirds,
owls, pigeons, doves, dogs and
taxis. Warning: When using your
Maurilio bird whistle, it is
advisable to wear a hat.

EYE OF THE BEHOLDER
Fatties of the world: Do you
have water on your chubby knees
from following the Stillman lig-
uid diet? Are you up to your
pufty eyelids in chocolate Sego
and still built like a Champion
sparkplug? Well, we've got

an answer for you: an 18” x 66”
maple-framed Skinny funhouse
mirror, available from W.H.B.
Enterprises, P.O. Box 244,
Haddonficld, New Jersey, that
reflects you looking downright
scrawny in all the right places.
Or, there's the Fatso model—
plus eight other weird looks, in-
cluding one that will give you a
grotesque visage 4 la Gahan
Wilson. Priced at $149.95 to
S199.95, all are guaranteed to
leave you laughing—at yourself.

GIRDING YOUR LOINS

It had to happen. Creeping back-
ward century by century, the
nostalgia craze has finally reached
the Stone Age. A company called
Crazyhorse (c/o Inca Press,

P.O. Box 769, La Jolla, Cali-
fornia) is now selling his and hers
loincloths, handmade out of
genuine deerskin. Each loincloth
flap (810 a bottom, $5 a top) is
fully adjustable and ties with
leather thongs, giving the wearer
a natural, free feeling. It’s ideal
garb for tribal feasts, harvests
and dinosaur hunts. If there
aren’t any dinosaurs in your
neighborhood, try clubbing a
woman over the head and drag-
ging her back to your cave.

By the way, the loincloths

are also real easy to take off.
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“don't the arabs understand”

account was $25.000. This was for dis-
cretionary accouns, meaning thar the
client put up e money, Harvey played
the market and wok 20 percemt of the
profits. Unlike other brokers, however,
Harvey charged no fees for his handling
ol discretionary accounts.

Throughout this precamble, the pros-
pect would sit in his chair, nodding
thoughtfully, asking the occasional ques-
tion and, in some cases, fingering a siring
of worry beads. Not all of the prospects
spoke English.

At the offices of an Iraqi export /import
company, the discussion was conducted
throngh the chief clerk. The prospect in-
terrupted frequently and hercely, shaking
his head firmly when Colby's remarks
had been translated and delivering a short
burst of urgent Arabic.

“He say you give him your money and
he get you a return of 18 percent,” the
interpreter said.

Harvey gave one of his hungry snarls.

“Who needs thatz I can already get
100 percent-plus.”

The Iraqi's eves narrowed scornfully.
There was another, more voluble stream
ol Arabic.

“He say his door go both ways. He say
he and his two brothers work 14 hours a
day and they don’t want no more money.
He say he can make you 30 percent if
you interested. Also he prefer dealing
with other Iraqis and looking for invest-
ment in Arab countries. He want to
know how you make 100 percent on your
money. He have many Iriends who will
like to meet you. He understand what
vou sclling butr he is opposed. On reli-
gious grounds. He say goodbye.™

*Jesus,” Hm‘vry said as we drove back
to the hotel, “I've heard of some peculiar
things before, but I ain’t ever heard of
anyone in business saving he was :igainst
making moncy on u:lnglom grounds.”

The next call was at the office of a
wealthy travel agent who was known to
have had some mislortunes in the silver
market. Colby went through his presen-
tation again, told the wravel agent how
fortunate he was to have the opportu-
nity of Harvey's expert advice. and did the
wravel agent think he might like to come
in with $25,000—or more, il he felt like it.

The prospect. a small soft man in a
roguish yellow jump suit, said he would
need a few davs to think about it

“You have to be patient.” Colby said
when we went out. “These people are
difficult, but once vou're in, you're there
for the duration.”

“I know it, but I haflta get in frst.
Don’t they understand [ just wanna
make them rich? Religious grounds! Jesus
jumping Christ!”

Ll . -

“Wait till you meet the sheik,” Colby

said. L just know he’s ready for this

202 kind of thing.”

(continued from page 102)

The sheik was an elderly Lebanese
gentleman in a Cardin suit. He received
us in a magnificent apartment in the
city’s most exclusive residential district,
fingering his beads and gazing politely
around the room while black servants
filled our coflee cups and Harvey praised
the sheik’s collection of French land-
scapes and Regency silver. When Colby
had fnished, the sheik said that he was
too busy wrading Nigerian cocoa o as-
sume any new obligations, but his son,
who had recently married in Paris and
was now on a world-cruise honeymoon,
might be interestied when he came home.
The sheik then excused himsell, saying
that his chaulfeur was waiting down-
stitirs o drive him to a lunch appoint-
ment with the president ol Lebanon,

“He'lll come  through,” Colby  said,
back on the street. “I'll keep alter him.
Once we get the sheik, we get everyone
who counts in Lebanon, He'll come
through.™

The last major prospect was the mid-
dle brother of a wealthy Palestinian
family that owns an export/import trad-
ing firm and whose oflices we had visited
the second day in Bewrut. The man had in-
vited Colby and Harvey to lunch, and
Colby was optimistic that the occasion
would produce an account of consider-
able value, Instead, the Palestinian de-
livered a lecture on Middle East politics.
The Israclis were bombing southern
Lebanon that week and the local press
had been flled with photographs of dis-
membered babies and homemade coffins.

“Everything has changed since October
1973, the Palestinian smd. “Welve got
the oil, we've got the money. You want
what we've got, but you must understand
your psychological position in the Arab
world these days. We don’t need you 1o
come here and tell us you can teach us
H}lllcl]lillg. \'Illl lll.'l}' .‘iil}' }Qll want o co-
operate, if you like, work with us, yes. But
don’t tell us you can teach us, please. We
have been here o long for that. You can
tell all your [riends in America that when
King Faisal of the Saudis says he will pray
in Jerusalem before he dies, he means
what he says. And when we Palestinians
make that vow, we also mean it. We will
go home to Palestine one day whether the
Americans wish it or not. You can delay
this, but vou will not prevent it.”

“1 guess this Palestine deal is a big
thing over here,” Harvey said, in the tone
of & man who couldn’t understand why.
“People don’t 1alk about it like that way
back home.”

Our host smiled expansively. “I don't
suppose they do, my friend. They have 1o
start thinking like that first.”

The seminars proved o be another
disappoinument. The first night, seven

people showed up. five of them from Col-
by's office, including the office boy, who
picked his nose and cast hungry looks at
the trays ol pastries and coffee at the back
ol the room. Harvey raced through his
material, saribbled some graph lines on a
blackboard. answered a few aimless ques-
uons, went out to dinner with Colby
and got drunk.

The second night brought a much big-
ger crowd, however, about 50 people. some
of them known o Colby as investors.
Colby took the podium to deliver his full
preamble, saying that after looking at a
lot of investment services and financial in-
stitutions, and after long deliberation, he
had chosen that well- known and highly re-
spected commodities figure. Harvey, who
was a bright, young 32 with a proven suc-
cess record and who had made for himself
well over a mllion dollars and much,
much more [or his chients.

There was some hard questioning from
the floor, parried by Havey with consum-
mate skill. As always, his theme was: Lis-
ten to me, have faith, give me your money
and I'll make you rich. Sure. Harvey said,
you can make money dealing through a
big brokerage firm like Merrill Lynch, but
big brokerage firms are too busy to give
personal atention of the sort he offered.
Go inside one of those big offices and all
you see are secretaries sitting around writ-
ing memos about pencils, market analysts
making a [at 515,000 a vear. You ever see
a market analyst driving a Rolls-Royce or
a Caddie? 11 lhcvle so smart, how come
they ain't rich, tell me that>

The commodities market, Harvey con-
tinued, was like a poker game where ten
men go in with 1000 bucks apicce and one
guy comes out with ten grand while the
others go home roke. “You gotta know
the odds, "cause il you don’t, the average
guy going into the market has abour as
much chance of making money over the
long term as building a snowman m Vene-
zucla on the Fourth of July. See, the mar-
ket is a very vicious animal, and if vou
don’t know the odds, there’s no way
you can beat it over the long haul. What
vou need is someone who kuows what's
happening on the inside, and that's why
I'm here tonight. We're ralking about
professional management ol money. If
you wanna let your money earn a safe 11
percent. you shouldn’t even be in this
room. I'm here to appeal to your greed,
not your noble standards.”

Nothing. Nobody came forward o em-
brace the new faith. Some asked questions,
a few people expressed skepticism and a
bulky Armenian broker iried to pump
Harvey for free advice abour silver. Burt
there were no takers. not even when Colby
mounted the podium agam and said that
although Harvey normally accepred only
$25,000 accoums, he would consider tak-
ing a pooled account of 52000 per mem-
ber. It didn’t work. The seminar broke up
and we went downstairs to the hotel bar,
accompanied by the bulky Armenian, who
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was rewarded for his wheedling persist-
ence on the silver question with a lengthy
and, as I later discovered. compelling
explanation by Harvey about why the
Armenian should seriously consider the
merits of moving into the coffee market.

On the face of it, Harvey's three days
in the capital of Lebanon had not been
a4 SUuCcess.

- . -

We left Beirut for Kuwait Citv on a
midnight plane filled with snoring Arabs
and sweating drunks. tauooed rousta-
bouts, some of them. going home to the oil
fields alter their well-deserved binge in the
Lebanese fleshpots. Plunging through the
blackness over Syria and Irag, we saw
the first distant flares of burning gas waste
from the wells scattered across the minia-
ture continent of the Arabian peninsula,
Kuwait City formed a brilliint patch of
light framed by black desert to the north,
south and west, by the gull to the east.
The airline maps, like all maps in the
Araly countries, reler to it as the Arabian
Gulf, not the Persian. The word Isvael
never appears. On the relicl map hanging
on the lobby wall in the Kuwait-Sheraton,
the word lsrael had been obliterated with
a knife and rcplaced with the word
Palestine.

Colby had made only four appoint-
ments for Harvey in Kuwait City. one
with 2 small slick oily doctor in a black
shirt; he lived in a hotel and drove a new
Buick. He was no longer active in the
markets, he said; he had moved into a
more interesting arca, arranging foreign
loans at a high rate of interest thar gave

him commissions of 20 percent. “An in-
ternational loan shark.” Harvey muttered
in disgust as we left the doctor and his
Buick in the hotel parking lot.

We drove across town by 1axi, stopping
at a garage to Qll up on 90-octanc at 22
cents a gallon. The next prospect was an
Englishman, general manager of a Ku-
waiti trading and contracting firm. He
listened in thinly concealed boredom,
steepling his fingers under his chin and
tapping his wellshod feet on the carpet.
“Not our sort of thing, really,” he said,
wrinkling his eyebrows into top gear.
“Can’t help you. Sorry.”

Harvey's mood sunk with each passing
hour. All that money out there and all of
it, apparently, inaccessible. A country
that boasts the world’s second-highest
per-capita income (Abu Dhabi. a gull
emirate, is first, with $100.000 per Abu
Dhabian per annum) should be bursting
with people anxious to multiply their
wealth. In 1974 alone, Kuwait, this tiny
parcel of land, expected to earn seven bil-
lion dollars from oil revenue. By 1980, its
foreign reserves would amount to about
100 billion dollars, provided that oil
production continued. and there was no
reason to think that the flow would stop.
And all this weasure pouring into a
country smaller than Massachusetts and
whose capital city 20 years ago was sur-
rounded by a wall 1o protect it from desert
vaiders, The only part of the wall left
these davs is a chunk ol sun-baked blocks
that stands on a wafhc island at the end
of the sixJane highway that connecis the
city to its brand-new airport.

“He wouldn’l consider buying it, but I got a tidy
little sum for her telephone number.”

“These guys don't deserve all that
money,” Harvey said. “They didn’t do
anything creative or aggressive to get it,
they just sat there scraiching them-
selves until it came out of the goddamn
ground.”

Colby nodded soothingly. “Ar least it's
been good for the people,” he said. ever

ady to be noble. “Free hospitals. lree
education, [ree phone service, No income
tax. People get pad il they work or stay
home. I mean, that's what you call a real
wellare state.”

“Yeah, sure, free. Big deal. Nothing is
for nothing. These clowns will find that
out one of these davys.”

The third Kuwait prospect was another
washout. A Palestinian, he was due 1o be
sworn in for Kuwait citizenship that day
and he was nervous about the occasion,
knowing that those in charge ol such mat-
ters sometimes deny the benediction of
naturalization at the last moment. More
than half the Kuwait population is for-
cign born, and half of these are Pales-
tinian. Except at the highest levels of
management, they run the state brreauc
racy and private business, a circumstance
that has led many people 1o wonder what
would happen to Kuwait and other oil
countries if Palestine actually became a
nation and everyone went home w live
there. Harvey's prospect had spent most of
his adult life in Kuwait and was anxious
to get his papers so that his family could
qualify for the benefits, Kuwait being a
wellare state only for its citizens. He was
therefore unable o concentrate on the
question of commodity invesunents. Be-
sides, he had lost S100.000 in the precious-
metals market during the past year and
said he felt 1o unnerved lor further risks.

The last appointment in Kuwait was
with another Palestinian. We had been in
his office for about an hour. scemingly
wasted. in which Colby and Harvey went
through the usual presentation and fin-
ished off with the S25.000 question. The
prospect, a ruddy-faced burly figure n a
sport shirt and sneakers, appeared 1o be
disindined. The company had too much
on its hands, he said: it already m
tained 65 bank accounts in different parts
of the world. it had brokers and agents
throughout Europe and the United States,
and another commitment would mean
only more paperwork. It was all rather
tiring. he implied, all these telephone calls
and telex messages. Yes, it was true. the
company was active in silver, quite a lot
of silver. actually. The present position
was  around 6,000,000 ounces. worth
$30,000.000 ar the prevailing rate.

You could see the hungry flames burn-
ing in Harvey's eves. Thirty million dol-
lars in silver! Christ! This cramped linle
office—a suite of three or four small rooms
crowded with telex machines and desks;
this large unshaven man in the Hawaiian
shirt, sneakers and no socks, talking about
his 65 bank accounts as though they were
so much dirty washing and throwing out




remarks like, “Oh, yes, we pay quite a lot
in commissions, I suppose, about a million
a year, something like that.”

Reverence and lust fought for control
of Harvey's face. The big one, at lastl
Alter secking the Grail from one end of
Beirut to the other, alter all the rebuffs
and no-shows and losers and wasters, he
had fnally, God knows how, stumbled
onto the source or at least a big rich trib-
utary. Harvey leaned forward in his
chair, planting his size tens fuml)' on the
floor. Colby had warned him beflore about
displaying the soles of his feet; Arabs con-
sider it offensive, and though Harvey had
dismissed this as the most ludicrous crap
(leading Colby to accuse him of having
ruined his chances in onc of the Beirug
meetings) and though the Kuwaiti Pales-
tinian was, in fact, a Christian, not a Mos-
lem, Harvey was not going to take the risk
of offending him.

“So you like the metals,”
“How about gold?”

The Palestinian shrugged heavily.

“I'm bearish on gold,” Harvey said.
“Everyone else in the world thinks gold
will go up. I think it'll go down. Just be-
cause the U.S. Government is talking
about passing a law allowing Americans to
hold gold. people say the price will go
through the roof.”

“The Americans have
about such a law for years.”

“Huh! They said man would never fly.

Harvey said.

been talking

Look at Kuwait, a desert 30 years ago.
If the U. S. dumps all its Fort Knox gold
on the market, don’t you think Russia and
the South Africans will dump theirs, to0?"”

“What about Asia and Europe?”

“Sure, but that’s what makes markets.”

“You talk about a llip of the coin.”

“Lookit. Those Americans who really
want gold, they already own it, see, in
coins or in illegal gold in Switzerland.
Gold don't make sense. What can you do
with it? Put it in your teeth?”

The Palestinian allowed a faint smile to
twitch his lips.

“How old are you?” he said.

*“Thirty-two.”

The Palestinian pm'sml his lips. Harvey,
all confidence, leaned in [or the attack.

“What does your present
charge?”

“Double commissions. And you?"

“No commission, just 20 percent of
what 1 make for you."

The Palestinian sighed decisively and
pushed himself away from the wall, where
he had been leaning throughout the
meeting.

“All right, we'll work it like this. I'll
open an account for $25,000. I'll call you
in Chicago 15 minutes before the marker
opens. Every Thursday, starting when you
get back. We can use the telex for other
matters or you can call me collect if you
need to talk to me.”

broker

He shook hands solemnly with Harvey
and Colby.

“We've had the feeling for a long time,”
he said, naming one of the largest broker-
age lirms in the world, “that we're just
another number to them. We want more
personal attention and better advice. I
don’t care about the $25.000, it's only pen-
nies. Let’s hope you turn it into dollars.
If you do well for us. we may consider
translerring our entire brokerage account
to you.”

Back at the hotel, we celebrated with
the surongest beverages legally available in
Kuwait. (,UIh) and I had colfee, Harvey
had a chocolate milk shake.

“I'm going to come back alone some-
time to talk real estate o that man,”
Colby said. I think he might be ready to
buy a litde piece of California.™

“While you're at it,” said Harvey, who
was feeling quite pleased with himself,
“why not throw in Los Angeles and a
couple of freeways:"”

- - -

Dhahran  Airport in Saudi Arabia,
when we arrived late that night, was the
scene of steaming chaos. Stepping off the
plane, it felt as though someone had
opened a door to the 1)1""(51 and hottest
furnace on earth. We were told later that
the temperature at noon had registered
125 degrees, with 100 percent humidity.
Although it was ncarly midnight, there
were about 15,000,000 Arab men milling
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around in the terminal, shouting and jos-
tling and fondling their privates through
dazzling white robes. The mood was that
of a crowd that had just witnessed the
greatest sports victory in history and was
now waiting for an execution.

It took about an hour to clear customs.
Robed officials rifled through every bag in
sight, looking for booze, girlie magazines,
vanilla extract, Angostura bitters, Stars of
David and all the other dangerous prod-
ucts that are forbidden entry by Saudi law.
We knew about the restrictions. In the list
of travel hints we picked up at the Aramco
offices in Beirut, we read: “You should
dress very conservatively. Government reg-
ulations, currently being enforced very
strictly, prohibit tight-fitting or revealing
clothing on women and long-hair styles
for men.”

We were met and driven to the hotel by
Colby’s Aramco [riends, one of whom, a
leading organizer of the Aramco employee
investment group. was horrified to learn
that I was a journalist, from pLAYBOY of
all things. We had rather a warm discus-
sion about this that ended with the
Aramco man—or Aramcan, to use com-
pany jargon—warning me that if the Sau-
dis knew I was in the country under false
pretenses 1 would be sent to prison. Un-
fortunately, I had not entered the country
as a reporter; when I applied for my
visa in Beirut, Colby had suggested I
put down writer, rather than journalist,
its occupation.

“What he’s really here for,” said Har-
vey, making one of his unfortunate jokes,
*“is to see if he can set up a catering service
for har mitzvahs.”

“That’s not funny,” the Aramcan
snapped. “You could be locked up for
making a remark like that.”

“Jesus,” Harvey mumbled, “what are
they gonna do il they find out my wife's
Jewish?™

In my room afterward, convinced that
our Aramco friend would turn fink (his
job in the company was liaison between
Aramco and the Saudi government), I
destroyed my press card and ripped the
letterhead off some rraysoy stationery.
Then, ashamed though I am to admit it,
I wedged a chair and a chest against the
door. To be stricken with paranoia in a
place like Saudi Arabia is no fun at all.

The problem of my presence was not
mentioned the rest of the time we spent in
Dhahran. Colby said later it was because
the Aramcans had compromised them-
selves by knowing I was there and failing
to tell anyone. “Just keep your notebook
out of sight,” he said as we drove through
the guarded gates of the Aramco com-
pound. “If you have to write anything
down, do it in the john.”

He and Harvey spent the next few
hours arranging that night's commodities
seminar, while I wandered around the
compound, which seemed a blend of army
camp and suburban trace, full of govern-

*

906 ment-issue huts and company houses that

were ranked in size and quality according
to the occupant’s prestige. In the Aramco
commissary, hand-lettered signs on the
magazine racks announced which publica-
tions had been refused entry or had been
censored cither by pen or the removal of
pages. These subversive periodicals in-
cluded Reader’s Digest, Glamour, Ladies’
Home Journal, Vogue, Field & Siream,
Redbook and McCall’s. The current issues
of Time and Newsweek each featured sec-
tions of black ink, and certain paragraphs
had been excised with scissors. Photo-
graphs of girls in miniskirts had been
inked over from the waist down.

In a country that for years would not
show Minnie Mouse on television because
of her gender (though I was told there is
now at least one Saudi female on televi-
sion), these measures are taken for granted.
Aramco wives and other females are not
allowed to drive cars outside company
property, which ends at the compound
gates. One lady told me that when her taxi
driver collapsed while she was going into
town, she ook the wheel, intending to
drive him to the nearest doctor, but she
was stopped by a policeman, arrested and
fined. Women who appear publicly in
shorts have had their legs sprayed with
ink by the ever-watchful religious police.

Conservatism of the most rigorous kind,
in all matters, is to be expected in a king-
dom where drunks are flogged in public,
as are merchants who break the Sabbath
rule, and where the hands of thieves are
amputated after a third conviction, drug
peddlers beheaded. There is virtually no
crime in Saudi Arabia, however, nor are
there theaters, cinemas, dance halls,
national elections, a parliament, political
parties, unions or an uncensored press.
But there is a king, the frugal, monoga-
mous, ardently religious Faisal, and his
people revere him.

He is reported to be deeply concerned
about his country’s new wealth. During
the next five years, it is predicted that
Saudi Arabia will accumulate about a
third of the world’s central-bank reserves,
a remarkable transition for a country
whose ruler 40 years ago, the legendary
Ibn-Saud, was said to have canied the
nation’s wealth in the saddlebags of his
horse.

Harvey's Dhahran seminar drew the
biggest crowd of his Middle East tour. He
spoke for two hours, seducing his listeners
with his staccato Chicago delivery (“I'll be
short, long, sideways and upside down—I
don’t care, just as long as I'm right in the
market”) and dismissing economic experts
and market analysts as people who made
predictions and then explained six months
later why they didn’t work out. The throat
mike he wore and a TV camera in front of
the rostrum relayed the proceedings to
another audience of prospects at the big
Aramco base in Ras at Tannura.

When Harvey stepped down, to enthu-
stastic applause, Colby took over for the
money pitch, explaining that Harvey was

offering a special rate to Aramcans for his
pooled-account special of $2000 a head.
A long line of people formed at the back
of the hall for copies of Harvey's marker
letter and account application papers.
Afterward, Colby said 55 people had
signed up. Harvey went to someone’s
house to lic down; the punishing heat, and
the hotel water, which smelled of vomit
and tasted of sweat, had given him an
acute case of desert belly. I went with a
group of Aramcans to the house of a man
who siid he was born in Transylvania and
was a direct descendant of Count Dracula.

There, in a comfortable living room
decorated with nude gatefolds, like a GI
bunker at the front line, we sampled our
host’s homemade booze, some of which
was almost a year old. We had 120-proof
“Kahlia,” 100-proof brown and white
(whisky/beurbon and gin/vodka) and a
180-proof invention called glug that
looked like créme de menthe and tasted
like high-octane aviation fuel. I was given
a copy of “The Blue Flame,” a Xeroxed
booklet of 25 pages of highly technical in-
structions for manufacturing all kinds of
alcohol, from seven-day beer to ten-day
raspberry slob and nine-month bourbon.

“You don’t know just how important
those three little words are, “The Blue
Flame,”” one of the guests confided.
“They count for a helluva lot in this part
of the world, almost as much as the
Aramco slogan.”

“Whar's the slogan?"

“Keep the concession. That's the slogan
and the holy creed around here. No
matter what the Saudis do, no matter
how much shit they make us eat, we al-
ways have those three little words burn-
ing at the back of the old brain. Keep
the concession.”

The next day, our last in Saudi Arabia,
we drove south to a second Aramco in-
stallation, passing a towering flame that
roars out of a cavernous pipe among the
dunes and that, an engineer informed
me, burns off between $7,000,000 and
58,000,000 daily in natural gases, there be-
ing no fadlities to collect and store this
surplus. The engincer said that compared
with some of the waste discharge in other
oil fields, the one we saw was quite minor.

Harvey, still not recovered from his
stomach troubles, dclivered one of his
pentecostal-evangelist  sermons  as  we
drove through the desert, ranting and
screeching with such fervor that the Saudi
driver peered anxiously into his rearview
mirror. At one point, when Harvey wrum-
peted into the man’s ear with a bellow of
singular force, the car swerved wildly
across the highway. “Goddamn heathens,”
Harvey said.

The commodities seminar was held in
the employees’ recreation center. Fewer
than a dozen people showed up, but Har-
vey captured them with his inimitable
style, and when it was over nearly every-
onc signed up for the $2000 special
Colby left early to catch a plane. He had
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private business elsewhere with a Saudi
millionaire who had expressed interest in
one of Colby's real-estate deals. Harvey
and I drove back to the Dhahran hotel
and hung around hopeluily but vainly in
the lobby, where a Hight ol stewardesses
had just checked in, but a troop of
bronzed pilots arrived and squeezed us out
ol the running. “ Just as well,” Harvey said
in the elevator. “You'd probably get the
goddamn thing chopped off with a rusty
dagger and stufled down your throat if
they caught you sarewing someone.”

Early the following morning, we drove
out to the airport and p:n'u:(l company,
Harvey returning 1o Chicago via I'rank-
furt. I flew back to Beirut. T wanted to
find out whether or not Harvey's advice
on commodities had borne any fruit for
those who acted on ir.

- - -

In Beirut, 1 discovered that several
people, including the bulky Armenian
who attended the second seminar, had
committed themselves heavily to colfee on
Harvey's recommendarion. The Armenian
had lost hundreds of thousands ol dollars,
according to a broker I knew from the
previous visit and who himself, within the
space of a month, was destined to bring his
own company to bankruptcy through im-
prudent speculations in the London com-
modities market. Several weeks later, when
I was back in the United States, I wrote to
Colby 10 find out how the Beirut coffee
speculators were progressing. In his reply,
Colby wrote: “This commodity has
dropped very significantly contrary to Han-
vey's opinion. This is as wrong as 1 have
scen him on any recommendation. Un-
fortunately, a number of pcoplc here who
have been impressed by Harvey's market
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letter and by meeting him bought coftee
heavily. They then proceeded to violate
every trading technique that Harvey was
advocating. Whereas Harvey got out of his
coflee positions with limited losses, these
clients continued (o maintain positions
and are suffering very heavily. Unfortu-
nately, their reaction is against Harvey
rather than against the stupidity of their
own trading. 1 am alraid they will ke it
as an indication of Harvey's poor advice
in spite ol virtually all his other recom-
mendations being successlul.”

- - -

Five months have passed since Harvey's
first trip to the Middle East. He went back
again in September, this time with his
wife, via Paris and the Riviera. While they
were in Beirut, Spiro Agnew was staving
at the hotel, the same one we used when
we were there in June. Harvey's wile had
walked up to Agnew in the lobby to ask
him how he was getting alorg. Agnew said
he was doing all right.

Beirut, Harvey said, had produced noth-
ing except [or a client to whom Colby
had introduced him on his second visit
and who had opened a discretionary ac-
count for $25,000. Harvey said he had
doubled this man’s money. The Kuwaitd
Palestinian with the 65 bank accounts sent
his check for $25,000, plus a second check
in the same amount. Through specula-
tions in silver, wheat. soybeans, platinum,
copper and oats, Harvey says he has
carned approximately $2,000,000 for the
Palestinian since June, partly with the
Palestinian’s  $50.000 and partly with
{unds still held by the Palestinian’s bro-
kers in the United States. The brokers
have made an wmrangement with Harvey

“Of course I hate you to go away for so long, but
I shall just have to grin and bear il.”

to take his advice on certain speculations.

The Palestinian, who has lost almost
510,000,000 in the recent and severely de-
pressed silver market, sent Harvey a third
check for 525,000 as a gesture of apprecia-
tion, a personal gilt. Harvev says he can
see¢ no reason why he should share this
with Colby. When Harvey visited Kuwait
the second time, the Palestinian gave Har-
vey's wile a gold necklace worth S3500.

Last week, the Palestuinian lost 580,000
in silver. In two days ol wading this week,
however, Harvey made him 532,000 in soy-
beans and $20,000 in other commodities.

The Aramcans in Saudi Arabia have
also made money with Harvey. Of those
who signed up lor the pooled account at
52000 each, 20 Aramcans actually com-
mitted themselves and en more signed
up later. Their money went into silver,
copper, platinum and plywood and their
investment has increased in vilue by 10
percent, Harvey says. 1 had already re-
ceived an independent report of the
group’s progress lrom an Aramcan I met
when we were in Dhahran. ~1 would clas-
sily their program as being off 10 a good
basic start, and in today's market. it could
be defined as very successful.” he wrote
last month. I would think il their per-
formance continues, they will attract a lot
more investors. I have been able 1o con-
firm this information by two individual
investors in the program and feel it is
reliable.”

Harvey says he has made about S83.000
for himsell in the past five months as a
result of the Middle Last venture, and
though this falls a long way short of the
$2,000,000 or the $5.000.000 he expected
to make, hre says he sill expeas o reach
his original goal belore 12 months pass.

When we met the other night, 1 men-
tioned Harvey's father, who, T recalled
from a previous conversation, ran a still
with Harvey's unce during Prohibition.
“He lived by his wits, didn't work o
hard, if you know what 1 mean,” Harvey
saic. “Gambled with cards, horses, rain-
drops down the window. water ofl a
spigot—vou stake it. he'd ber it. Course,
he’s 73 now. slowed down a bit. Runsa bar
and bookie joint in Philadelphia. 1 guess
I learned something [rom the old raan.
One of the first jobs I had was in Baton
Rouge in a gambling joint. Used o deal
cards at night. You ain't ever seen me with
a deck of cards. I'm not bad.”

I said goodbye to Harvey on a street
corner in Chicago. His bardiop Rolls was
parked at the curb with a ticket on the
windshicld. He stuffed 1o into a pocket,
tucked his paunch behind the sieering
wheel and accelerated into the evening
trafic on the northbound lane of Lake
Shore Drive. This being the day alter
Thanksgiving, I expect he's at home with
his family, praying. in his own way, for
another [rost.

(Y]




years ago, social scientists Anthony N.
Doob and Alan E. Gross ran this very
study. The experimenters drove either a
shiny new Chrysler Crown Imperial or a
rusty old Ford (switched at times for an
unobtrusive old gray Rambler) to selected
stop lights in Palo Alto and Menlo Park,
California, and observed the drivers who
pulled up behind. An assistant with a
stop watch hid in the back seat or in a
parked car nearby. The findings were
clear: Only 50 percent of the drivers
honked at the Chrysler but 84 percent
honked at the Ford or Rambler. (Two po-
tential subjects had to be dropped from
the analysis, because instead of honking
at the Ford or Rambler, they hit its back
bumper, and the experimenter driving de-
cided not to wait around for a honk.)
Males sounded off a bit sooner than fe-
males, but both sexes were relatively more
inhibited behind that big black Chrysler.

Doob and Gross posed the hypotheti-
cal question to other subjects and most,
especially the males, said they would honk
sooner at the big luxury car—just as our
reader saniple said—precisely the oppo-
site of what people did in the street.
Clearly, then, many persons (males es-
pecially) will claim to be more assertive
and pushy than they really are.

As for honking at outlaw motorcyclists,

(continued from page 134)

we know ol no research on the matter
and, frankly, there are limits to our sci-
entific curiosity.

TEARS OF RAGE

If your total score is about 87 (ie,
3.3-per-item average). then you get pissed
off about as much as the average rLayBoOY
reader. Below 80: You are less easily riled
than most; you're tranquil, tolerant and
easygoing: when angered you react with a
long slow burn. Below 70: You are stoic
and calm under pressure, or at least you
like to appear that way. Below 60: You
are unafiected by things that bother most
people. Below 50: Are you alive?

Above 100: You tend to overreact to
frustration. Friends might call you hot-
under-the-collar. Above 110: You have a
quick temper. You come to the last straw
first. Your friends might call you bad-ass.
Above 120:; You have a low Hashpoint, a
short fuse. Your [riends, if you have any,
probably don’t call you.

The 26 situations are listed below in
order of ascending provocativeness. Com-
pare your scores to the average rage re-
sponses of our sample to see whether the
situations fluster you in roughly the same
order, and whether you are more or less
touchy in certain arcas.

No Sweal:

2. Postage due: 1.23.

Mild Anger:

17. Busy signal: 1.56.
6. No bonus: 2.21.

20. Lighter hizzles: 2.22.

11. Broken beer stein: 2.37.

Moderate Anger:

3. Tax rise: 2.58,

12. Coke, no cup: 2.85.

26. Laughing lover: 2.85.

24. Blown TV tube: 2.9.
10. Speeding ticker: 3.1,

5. Tipsy fan: 3.1.

5. Stock drops: 3.12,

1. Reckless hot rodder: 3.24.

13, Mud balls on car: 3.31.

21. Tickets sold out: 3.4.
4. Reservation lost: 3.41.

Clearly Pissed:

19. Nicked car door: 3.5.
9. Dog pisses on leg: 3.63.
7. Lover gives you V. D.: 3.79.

22. Co-worker lies: 3.98.

8. Father dies: 4.16.

18. Tennis klutz: 4.28.

15. Poker cheat: 4.46.

Physical Thyreat:

16. Found guilty: 4.68.

23. Burglar: 5.1.

Fighting Mad:

14. Cuckolded: 5.5.

SURPRISE! ONE MORE TEST:
CAUSES AND CURES

We saved this test for last be-

cause it's a little wicky. Now that

[+ -]

The to

ughest thing about 35mm photography

is deciding which camera to buy

If you're confused about Creative Switch lets you pick the Quality is where price and
35mm single-lens reflex cameras,  right system for each shot. It's value meet.
it's no wonder. There are all kinds  located up front under the lens Price is only one aspect in
of cameras, all kinds of prices, where it's handy. As you look selecting a camera. You'll find
and all kinds of fearures and through the viewfinder, an arrow there are features you won't want
aCCessories. to do without. Mamiya/Sekor has
Maybe we can help clear the a price/value story that’s hard
air. to beat.
Metering systems: We have:dquahry
spot or averaging? SR loo/aucid
Spot meters are best for some woyeat I
kinds of lighting situations, while “l:“ma.n“aef .
averaging meters are best for e T(Ct i
others.So to get the most value  tells you which system you're DEfLS Or s
; 3 : 3 A ; : manship the first
in a camera, narrow your choices  using. So instead of just taking 1
to the ones that offer both photographs, the Creative Switch ?L:gt}?c? We
metering systerms. helps you create them. Sound like
Lenses and accessories we're talking your  }
to grow with. language? Then see
Whatever camera you pick, your dealer or write
make sure it has a variety of lenses for more information.

T

and accessories available.

—_———— e —
[-Fur the complete story on Mamiya/Sekor SLR comergs, write:

" Momiyn Sekor I5mm equipment 1 morketed exclusively

|
mamiya/sekor !

an 1he Linsted Stotes by the Bell & Howell Company

s | BEI.I.E.HIJLUELI.{

Mamiya/Sekor offers a wide
&nr%t 0; lintcrchangeabcl&fngs{:es— I 7201 %anz:w::‘ljlii:;;lﬁmg:?o%f e
a 2lmm super wide-an
The Creative Switch. to an 800mm t;ig;rh)to, Plus | tame
The Mamiya/Sekor DSX 500 a variety of accessories so you (Eie

and DSX 1000 incorporate both  can build your own system as | =

spot and averaging meters inone  your photographic skills and I £

camera. And the exclusive Interests grow. State __Zip

€ 1975 BELL & HOWELL COMPANY. All Rights Rﬂervu-iJ
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Reading €ntertainment for Men

a zestful life-style.

wide interests, discriminating tastes and

In the pages of PLAYBOY we bring

Playboy's Choice, an illustrated
monthly bulletin, will describe our
editors’ selections. Your only obligation

Just as PLAYBOQY is difterent 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

124 PLAYBOY'S
ILLUSTRATED HISTORY
OF ORGANIZED CRIME
Richard Hammetr

[Pub. Price %18 95)
Biggest, best, bloodiest
sfory of crime in America;
16 pages in full color
(Counts as two books)

131 MORE JOY

Alex Comtort

{Fub. Price $12.95)
Darning. beautiful;
picks up where The
Joy of Sex lelt olf
{Counts as two books)

115 OIL

Jonathan Black
(Fub. Price $8.95)
Lusty, powerful,
compelling novel of
international intrigue

127 PLAYBOY'S WINE
& SPIRITS COOKBOOK
Thomas Mario

(Fub. Prnice $17.95)
COwver 300 recipes in
new culinary classic,
tull-coior illustrations
{Counis as two books)

130 THE WAY THINGS
WORK BOOK OF THE
COMPUTER

{Pub. Frice $B.95)
Ihusirated encyclopedia
of information scrence

959 GOLF MY WAY
Jack Nicklaus

with Ken Bowden
{Pub. Price $5 95)
A-Z quide 1o improved
golfing—lilustrated

997 THE GOLDEN SEA
Joseph E. Brown

(Pub. Price $16.95)
Complete story of man's
underwarer adveniures;
qu:ant, deluxe volume;
&4 pages n fuil color

{ Counts as two books)

123 A PICTORIAL
HISTORY OF SEX IN
THE MOVIES

Jeremy Pascell

and Clyde Jeevons
{Fut. Price $17.95)
Unabashed rerun of film
erofica; racy text,

' 300 wnusual pholos

(Counts as two books)

126 ENCYCLOPEDIA
OF GRAFFITI

Robert Reisner

and Lorraine Wechsler
(Pub. Price $15.00)
Over 5000 examples of
uncensored wall writing
{Counts as two books)

784 THE SEX BOOK
Goldstein, Haeberle

& McBride

{Pub. Price $12.50)
Pictorial encyclopedia—
“revofutionary’' bestseller

133 MASSACRE AT
WINGEC FOOT

Dick Schaap

(Pub. Price $7.95)
Drama and excitement
of the U.S. Open

121 THE BOOZE BOOK
Ralph Schoenslein, ed.
(Pub. Price $12.95)
Greatest slories, es55ays,
songs, carloons, loasts
to the joy ol drink
{Counts as two books)

944 SHOW BUSINESS
LAID BARE

Earl Wilson

{Pub. Price $7.95)
Sexual side ol the
enterfainment world;
X-rated anecdoles

973 HIT %29

Joey with Dave Fisher
{Pub_ Price §7 95}
Most intimate and
appalling true account
of a killer at work

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

110 INSTANT
MILLICNAIRES

Max Gunther, ed.

(Pub. Price 38 50)

36 men who made it big
—tast; how they did il

986 LIKE IT 1S
Howard Cosell

(Pub. Price $B.95}
Candid, coniroversial,
explosive, enterfaining

991 THE DOGS OF WAR
Frederick Forsyth

{Pub. Price $7.95)
Bestselling novel of
suspense, infrgue

809 PLAYBOY'S
HOST & BAR BOOK
Thomes Mario

{Pub. Price 514 .55)
For the superhost
Hlustrated

{Counts as iwo books}

950 THE TOWER
Richard Martin Stern
{Pub. Price §7.35)
Skyscraper inferno is
setting for tense,
gripping novel

968 OR. STILLMAN'S
14-DAY SHAPE-UP
PROGRAM

Dr. lIrwin M. Stiliman
and Samm S. Baker
(Pub. Price §7.95)
New shimming diel,
Wimming exercises

958 THUNDER LA BOOM
Anne Steinherdt

(Pub. Price $6.95)
Mind-blowing, hilarious,
erofic yet honest novel
about bottomless dancer

919 GETTING INTC
DEEP THROAT
Richard Smith
(Fub. Price $8.95)
Complete story of
controversial film,

8 pages of pholos

of books at savings up to 33 percent
under retail prices. The best from the
publishing world selected for you by
PLAYBOY editors.

122 SHARK SAFARI
Capl. Hal Scharp
(Pub. Price $9.95)
Survivors relate
attacks by sharks.
100 photos, drawings

125 WINNING TACTICS
FOR WEEKEND SINGLES
Pencho Gonzales

and Joe Hyams

(Fub. Price $6.95)

Unique advice on

sirokes and stralegy

128 THE SEXUALLY
AGGRESSIVE WOMAN
Adelaide Bry

(Pub. Price $7.95)

21 hiberated females tell
how they meet men

and turn them on

109 ALPHABET JACKSON
Jack Olsen

(Pub. Prnce $7.95)

Wild, hilarious, ribaid
exciting and authenlic
pro-footbalf novel

989 SUPER HANDYMAN’S
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF
HOME REPAIR HINTS

Al Carrell

{Pub. Price $7.95) 3
Hundreds of fabor-saving,
money-saving deas

117 THE PIN-UP

Ralph Steln

{Pub. Prica $17.95)
From 1852 to now, the
female form divine—

in sparkiing text and
200 extraordinary photos
{Counts as two books)

962 WAR

A Photographic History
Text by

Albert R. Leventhal
(Pub. Price $16.95)

All the wars the camera
has ever seen

(Counts as Iwo books)

1S to add as few as four Club Selections
{(or Alternates) to your library during

the first year. (Sorry,
outside the U.S. and
processed.)

but orders from
Canada cannot be

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 achion.

999 THE AMERICAN
WAY OF SEX

Peter Whiltaker

{Pub. Price $6.95)
In-depth interviews with
girls working in massage
parlors

106 WINNING POKER
SYSTEMS

Normen Zedeh

{Pub. Price $8.95)

The first computer-
derived strategy for
raking in the pols

981 THE TREASURE
HUNTER

Robln Moore and
Harold Jennings
(Pub. Price $8.95)
Fabulous, true story
of high adventure in
search of booty

980 HOW 1 WOULD
PITCH TC BABE RUTH
Tom Seaver with
Norman L. Smith

{Pub. Price SB.50)
Best wriling about
great sluggers of

alft time—tilustrated

984 MY NIGHTS AND DAYS
“Julle”

(Pub. Price $6.95)

intimate, frank, true

story of call girl's career

863 THE ART OF
SENSUAL MASSAGE
Inkeles, Todris

& Foothorap

{Pub. Price $7.95)

Explicit photographic guide

995 ALL THE
PRESIDENT'S MEN
Bernstein & Woodward
and THE PRESIDENTIAL
TRANSCRIPTS
{Combined Pub. Price $11.40)
The dynamile story and

the secret Nixon (apes
(Both books count as a
single selection)

120 THE TWENTIETH
ANNIVERSARY PLAYBOY
CARTOON ALBUM

Hugh M. Hefner, ed.
{Pub. Price $19.95)

Over B25 cartoons, 420

in full color; huge

format. deluxe volume
(Counts as two books)

967 THE COMPLETE BOOK
OF CAR MAINTENANCE
AND REPAIR

John D. Hirsch

{Fub. Price $10.00)

For the amateur who

wanls to save money

908 1| MANAGED
GOOD, BUT BOY DID
THEY PLAY BAD"
Jim Boulon, ed.,
with Nell Offen
Pub. Price $7.595)
est writing about baseball
managers; 80 unusual pholos

946 THE DECOY MAN
Charles Whited

(Pub. Price $7.95)

True adventures of undercover
cop—danger. brutality, drugs.,
sex, riots

132 THE DOCTOR'S GUIDE
TO TENNIS ELBOW,
TRICK KNEE AND OTHER
MISERIES OF THE
WEEKENO ATHLETE

Dr. Leon Root

and Thomas Klernan

(Pub. Price $8.95)

87T THE SWARM
Arthur Herzog
{Pub. Price $6.95)
Giant bees altack
cilies in tense novel

963 YOU CAN PROFIT
FROM A MONETARY
CRISIS

Harry Browne

(Pub. Price $B.85)
Survival kit for economic
storms, runaway bestseller

Introductory
offer:
Choose any
4 books for
only $2.95

(value up to $43.85)

when you agree to become
a member of Playboy
Book Club.

* Deluxe volumes count as two selections Publishers' prices guoted are U.S. prices: Canadian prices may be slightly higher

PLAYBOY BOOK CLUB
Lemoyne, Pa. 17043

Flease enroll me as a member n the Playboy Book Club and
send me the books whose numbers | have listed below, billing
me only 52.95. | understand that some deluxe volumes count
as two selections

[ | P | & ow | | V|

| understand that for 2 95 | may choose books worth as much
as 54385 and that you will also send Playboy's Gifl Pack ol
three provocative paperbacks, a $2 85 value, as my free bonus
tor prompt action

| understand that you will send me Playboy’s Choice. the
publication descnbing the Selections and Alternates, at three
1o four week intervals, together with a dated Member's Instruc-
hon Card which | may mail back, by the date shown on the
card, 1o reject the Selection or to choose any of the Allernates.
| understand that o | wish to receive the Selection, | do nothing
and it will be mailed to me aulomatically AFTER the date
shown on the card | understand that Playboy’s Choice is

mailed «n Ume 1o allow me at least 10 days 1o decide o 1
want the coming Selaction. It, because of late mail delivery
of Playboy's Choice, | should ever receive a Selection withoul
having had the 10-day consideration penod, that Selection may
he returned at Club expense for full credit

My only obligation as a member 1s 10 accepl four Selections
or Alternates dunng the coming year from the many Ulles
olfered. My membership 1s cancelable any ume after buying
these four books. In all cases, | will receive books (dentical 1o
the publishers” editions. A modest poslage and handling
charge 15 added to all shipments

NAME -

{Please Prnini}
ADDRESS
CiTY STATE ZIP
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vou've 1ound out about vour own aggres-
siveness, or lack of it, we want 1o see
what you have to say in vour delense. At
some point in the past few vears, you've
probably attended a cocktail party and
listened to the local pundit (someone who
memorizes the “Behavior” section  in
Tane magazine) hold forth on aggression,
Did you agree with his statements? Did
you pour vour singapore sling down the
front ol his shirtz The following are typ-
ical ideas about the causes and cures of
aggression. Rank each statement rom | to
4, depending on whether you: (1) strong-
ly agree; (2) tend 1o agree; (3) tend to
disagree; or (1) strongly di
1. Each of us comes into the world with
about the same potential to be ag-
gressive or meck; early experience de-
termines which w: st
2, A child whose demands are contin-
wally husirated will likely turn out
to be an aggressive adule.
3. Man is not inherently an aggressive
animal: in fact. there are many prim-
itive tribes in which no irace ol ag-
gressiveness can be found. S
4. Il a person keeps his anger bottled
up inside, it may eventually explode
in violent hehavior. o
An angry child should be encour-
aged to take out his aggressions on an
old chair or punching bag—other-
wise, he might tike them our on
people.
6. Man is the only animal 10 kill
own kind, e
7. Man needs an enemy 1o focus his
aggressive energy on; in the absence
ol veal enemies. societies must create
imiaginary ones. at
8. The man who gets a flat tire on the
way to dinner will curse louder if
he is very hungry than if only mod-
erately hungry. -
0. A person who suppresses aggression
or boules up rage needs an oppor-
tunity for letting off steam. —
10. When a person wants something very
much and doesn’t get it, he becomes
a bit more hostile to anvene who
crosses lis path. =)
1. Women have the innae potential 1o
be as aggressive as men. bue this is
thwinted by social pressures that dis-
courage feminine aggressiveness.
12. Man, like many animals. has an in-
stinctive drive o acquire territory
and fight off all intruders. e
13. Poverty is the major cause ol social
violence. S
Pcople should be encouraged to work
off their aggressions  vicariously,
through [antasy, sports or aggressive
games. —
15. Il you're angry, you'll probably feel
much better il you express it and get
it out of your system. 4
Aggressiveness is always a learned
behavior—biology and body chemis-
try have little to do with it

! we go.

(1]

his

17. People who are quick to anger are
quick to recover. _—
Hormone balance is more important
than daily experience in determining
how aggressive a person will be. ___
War is inevitable because man is a
born killer. —
I vou're angry at someone, you'll
leel less aggressive later il you “tell
him ofl™ now,

18.

195

20.
SCORING
CAUSES AND CURES

This quiz tests what you believe, not
what you know, so you probably expect
us to say that there are no right or wrong
answers. You're wrong (and so are vour
answers) if you agreed strongly with any ol
the statements on the list. Each is a com-
mon misconception about aggression: un-
substanuated, contradicted by research or
stated in terms too extreme and dogmatic.

But don’t be discouraged if yvou agreed
more olten than you disagreed: So did
most of the participamts in our sample.
A person with perlectly undecided beliels
would score 2.5: our subjects averaged
2.27 (a total score ol 15). sul)sl:mti:llly
into the “agree” column.

Almost evervone harbors some miscon-
ceived notion about the causes and cures
of aggression; this quiz is designed 10
show vou the ones that vou hold most
dear. The statements [all into four cate-
gories that represent nnaccepted schools
ol thought. A low score on statements 2,
8 10 aud 13 indicaes that you subscribe
to T'he Frustration Theory of Aggression.
Your score on statements 1, 3, 11 and 16
tells whether you hnd solace in The Silly
Putty Learning Theory. Your score on
statements 6, 7, 12, 18 and 19 suggesis
where vou stand in velation 1o The Killer-
Ape Biology Theory. Your score on
statements 4, 5.9, 14, 15, 17 and 20 reveal
how deeply you are immersed in The
Bathtuby Theory.

A. The Frustration Theory (items 2, 8,
10, 13 on test)

The theory that aggression results from
frustration dates back to Freud. but it
reached a vogue among experimental
psychologists in the Thirties and Forties.
They stated that aggression is always
caused by Irustration, and that frusmration
always causes aggression—boldly unam-
biguous as psychology theorics go. In oth-
er words, il a child hits his baby brother
for no good reason, 1t is because a drive
has been thwarted——perhaps he lost a fa-
vorite toy, or couldn’t reach the cookie
dish, Any time a child wants something
and doesn't get it, the theory says, he al-
wiavs ])’l.‘CO]l‘l(‘.‘S S()Ille‘.\'hill :Iggl'(’.'.‘isi\'f as a
result, and the more he wanis it. the more
aggressive he becomes. The display may
occur immediately—or many years later
in adulthood.

The [rustration-aggression theory
sought the cause ol social unrest in
people’s unfulhilled hopes, the origin of

riots in poverty. It tried 1o explain how
hustration {ueled prejudice and scape-
goating. In a classic study, Hovland and
Sears found that from 1882 10 1930 the
number ol Negro lynchings in the South
was inversely related 1o the going price
of cotton: When prices were down, lynch-
ings were up. and vice versa. It seems that
frustrated people may 1ake out their
ageressiotis on the nearest available tar-
get—even  inmocent ones unrelated 10
the frustration. In many vural diswricts,
mcumbents are most likely 1o be vored
out of officc in the vear [ollowing a
poor rainfall. Recent conrolled research
shows, however, that the [rustration-
ageression theory doesn’t always hold up.
Merely having one’s hopes dashed does
not in itsell make one behave more ag-
gressivelv—unless one sces 1the rusiration
as an attack, a deliberate result of some-
one’s ill will. If the new TV blows a
tube. vou won't uecessarily kick the cai—
unless vou believe you were deliberately
bilked imo buving the set by an unscru-
pulous salesmin.

Leonard Berkowitz and his colleagues
have recently added it new wrinkle: that
a Irustrated person may behave more ag-
gressively il he merely sees something
ageressive, In other words. you might be
more likely 1o Kick the cat if you had
been watching a prize fight when the TV
tube blew. In one study a @roup of sub-
jects behaved much more aggressively
than another alier going tlwough some
lrustrating test experiences—and the only
dilference between the 1wo groups was
that members of the first “incidentally”
saw i gun lving on the experimenter’s
table (the others saw only badnunton
rackets and shuttlecocks or an  empty
table). The disturbing implicaion is that
the violence we see ound us may be
making us more violent by its very pres-
ence. As Berkowitz observed. “the finger
pulls the wigger, but the rigger may also
be pulling the finger.”

B. The Silly Pulty Learning Theory
(items 1, 3, 11 and 16 on test)

People learn aggressiveness—there s
no doubt of it—but the extreme state-
ments in this section say that aggression
is aliways the result of prior experience
and of no other important factors. Hard-
line social environmentalists such as Ash-
ley Montagu and M:rgaret Mead believe
that our aggressive behavior is infinitely
mallexble like Silly Putty. We are shaped,
il not battered, by our environment. Our
sample rated the items for this theory at
235 on the average—slightly on the
“agree” side of the scale.

But it just isn't vue: There is ample
evidence that aggression is affecied by
factors not related to experience: genetics,
brain function and hormones.

Heredity is one factor. It is possible, for
example, to take a litter of rats, divide
them into the most and least aggressive,
and then by inbreeding for several gen-
erations produce an aggressive strain and



“And now how about one a bit more in profile, Miss Woodley? . . .
That'sut...great . ..stick 'em out more . ..great...."”
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“OK,Momma.I'll have some chicken soup. ...
But I still need an abortion!”

a tame strain. These rats will for the most
part remain true to their heritage even if
raised rom birth by & mother rat from the
opposite strain. There is every reason to
believe that human beings can also be di-
vided into groups that have diflerent
genetic predispositions toward aggression.

Testosterone. the male hormone, also
affects aggression. A casurated chicken,
horse or man grows meck and submissive.
Almost any animal becomes more com-
bative when injected with testosterone.
Hormones aflect women’s aggressiveness.
too. J. H. Morton and associates found,
for example, that among 249 women pris-
oners. 62 percent ol the aimes of violence
had been committed during the week be-
fore their menstrual periods.

A predisposition  toward  aggression
seems built into the biology of maleness.
Cultural pressures can affect how much
difference or overlap there will be be-
tween male and female aggressiveness,
but 1t is naive to say that all differences
between boys and girls result from the
way they were brought up. \Warlare is
an exclusively male prerogative in every
society on earth, for example. And while
there are some warless societies (e.g., Es-
kimo, Arapesh and Bushmen), they are
lar from unaggressive: They may have
very high rates ol jealousy killings, sui-
cide, voodoo magic, spell casting or other
forms of aggression expressed within the
culture.

C. The Killer-Ape Biology Theory (items
6, 7. 12, 18 and 19 on test)
This was the least believed of the [our

theories (a 2.57 average rating, just bare-
Iv on the “disagree” side of 2.5). "War
is inevitable because man is a born kill-
er,” was rated “strongly disagree” la
more ofien than any other item on the
whole list.

I have called this The Killer-Ape Biol-
ogy Theory to stress thav it is an ex-
treme wing of the legitimate school ol
thought. and just as naive and dognirtic
in its way as The Silly Puity Learning
Theory. Proponents of the extreme bio
logical view are Konrad Lorenz and
Robert Ardrey. (The phrase killer ape is
Ardrey's) In African Genesis. Ardrey
proposes that we are aggressive animals
today because of some predatory urge in-
herited rom long ago. It's true that our
ancestors were the [ust predatory pri-
mates. but this type ol killing has no
relationship to general cussedness or a
killer instinct. Bulls and fighting cocks
are notoriously aggressive, lor example,
vet they are vegetartans—so their fighting
urge can’t possibly come from an under-
Iying predatory drive (unless perhaps
they read Stalking the Wild Asparagus).

Cynics delight in hearing that man is
the only animal that Kills his own kind
(not true: There are well-documented
cases among hions, hyenas, chimpanzees.
various monkeys, zebras, lizards, gulls,
rats and hippos), or that man is “the
cruelest and most ruthless species that
has ever walked the earth” (as Anthony
Storr wrote, apparently quite seriously,
in Human Aggression). Such statements
may allow us to cope with a violent

world, to shake our heads and resign
ourselves to the notion that aggres-
sion and warfare arve inevitable aspects
of being human, part ol our genetic
inheritance.

Writers speak of a killer instinct, but,
if anything. we have the opposite: @n in-
stinct to cooperate, share and get along.
Military leaders know how hard it is to
teach men to kill. Inflammatory stories
about the enemy must be manufactured
for a war. The inhibition against killing
our lellows is shore-circuited by dehuman-
izing the enemy—Unitcrmensch, gpook,
kraut and Commie; by using emotionless
words flor kill (waste, vamp or terminate
with extreme prejudice); or by outlawing
Iraternization with the enemy so that the
sceds of brotherly love are never plant-
ed. And for good measure, there’s the
court-martial: A soldier s most ellecive,
Trotsky observed. when he is faced with
probable death when he advances and
certain death il he retreats.

Most aggression theorists today recog-
nize the mmportance ol both biology and
experience, and they are beginning to
understand how they comlortably inter-
act. For example, testosterone levels drop
off in rhesus monkeys that lose fights,
atdd in Marines during the first hum-
bling week of boot camp. Early evidence
suggests that il mice that have lought
confront their rivals again Iater, blood-
testosterone level suddenly rises in the
previous winner and drops off in the
previous loser—a change in both that is
biological but learned.

D. The Bathtub Theory (items 4, 5, 9. 14,
15, 17 and 20 on test)

We often hear that aggression builds
up inside a person until he expresses it
and that he becomes healthier and less
aggressive once he gets it out ol his sys-
tem. In psychiatric jargon, this is ca-
tharsis, but 1 call it The Bathwb Theory,
because it reduces everything to water
level. OF the seven Bathtub Theory state-
ments, the first three represent the
plugged-up variation, in which aggression
pressure stays at whatever level its at or
rises until it overflows, perhaps in vio-
lence. The last lour represent the drained-
out variation, in which the pressure drops
back to normal altey aggressions ave
released.

Our sample endorsed this theory more
than any other (with an average total
rank of 14.4, or 2.06 cach). Proponents
come [rom the ends of the social-saence
spectrum: Statement 17 paraphrases Fritz
Perls and statement 5 is the advice ol
Ann Landers.

Hydraulic energy is built into our
language: When aggression viscs, it's
“dammed up” or “bottled up,” so one
“blows off steam,™ “finds an outler.” “dis-
charges it,” “vents it.” No wonder the
theory seems so intuitively right.

Bathtub theorists olien stress harm-
less, vicarious outlets: Kick a chawr or
chop a tree, read a murder mystery o
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Women in Crime, our lead feature in
the April issue of our, explores the
meteoric emergence of a whole new
breed of cold-blooded cat: the female
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drives simply discovering a new and
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watch a football game, dream an aggres-
sive Freudian dream or scream a Janovian
primal scream. When Ann Landers tells
mothers that “youngsters should be taught
to vent their anger against things—not
people,” readers nod in agreement. never
stopping to ask why children must be
taught to vent their anger at all.

Unlortunately, most researchers who
have looked for evidence of the catharsis
effect have found just the opposite: The
Bathtub Theory no longer holds water.
People who express aggression become
more aggressive, not less. Angry people
who flail away at Bozo dolls later behave
more ageressively than those who “bottle
up” anger inside. Adult football [ans
scored higher on a hostility survey alter
an Army-Navy game than others did on
the same quiz before the game.

A series of studies finds that after chil-
dren watch Kirk Douglas play the beaten
fighter in Champion or see a man punch
an inflated bag, or play games with toy
guns, or even sit quietly and make up
aggvessive stories, they all emerge behavy-
ing more aggressively than they did be-
fore. The Bathtub Theory has been part

of our folk system. The three statements
agreed to most by our readers were all
bathtub axioms (4, 9, 15). It's true vou
may [eel better after expressing anger,
but whether that will “get it our of your
system™ is questionable, Expressing anger
may make you feel hetter now, but quick-
er to anger the next time. There is no evi-
dence whatever that “bottling up™ rage
will make you more vengelul later; just
the opposite is more likely.

Talking aggressive feelings out can be
benehicial. Someone may not realize he is
angering you, and might change il he
knew, or you might find alter he explains
himself that your anger was ill-founded.
But all evidence indicates that simply
“letting off steam” has no cathartic ef-
fect: All it does is make you more likely
to let off steam in the Tuture. If vou've
agreed to most items, don't feel bad: So
did most everyone else. Many myths con-
tain a grain of wruth, but aggression re-
mains such a complex and unpredictable
behavior that no single theory can hope
to explain it all.

b

“Please stop showing off and hang the
towel where it helongs.”

HRUEGHEIEORNIHERANDY)

(continued from page 104)
served in a snifrer, For decades, California
brandy makers, held in thrall by cognac’s
eminence, tried to duplicate that noble
spirit. The resulting liquor was neither
French nor American, nor particularly
inviting. The United States held the du-
bious honor of being the only wine-pro-
ducing land without a distinctive brandy
type of its own, accepted by its citizens.
With a nudge [rom the brandy sages at the
University of California Department of
Viticulture and Oenology, a decision was
reached to make an American brandy true
to its origins, using the best native grapes
and methods, rather than an ersatz cognac.

Although California brandy is not much
in a snilter, since it lacks the heady va-
pors of fine cognac, it’s an amiable, ver-
satile spirit that mates happily with the
standard mixers, particularly lruit juices.
It also makes a gutsier screwdriver than
vodka, a smoother sour than whiskey and
a helluva stinger. In fact, it may well be
the brandy Lucius Beebe had in mind
when he stipulated that two Saint Ber-
nards be sent to rescue him—one bear-
ing brandy, the other créme de menthe,
so he could make a proper stinger.

The mmjor domestic labels are The
Christian Brothers, Coronet VSQ). Aristo-
crat, Old Mr. Boston. Hartley, Guild, Paul
AMasson, Almadén, Lejon, Franzia, Gallo,
Hiram Walker and Leroux. Distribution
is spotty. however. For practical purposes,
Christian Brothers and Coroner dominate
the market. accounting for almost half of
all sales. Coronet, incidentally, copped
the Gold Medal award at the 1974 Los
Angeles County Tair judging.

Most California brandies, like cognacs.
have a touch of sweetening added. But a
small group from Calilornia, called
straights, are totally free of rectilying
material. Notable are Conti-Royale, ten
years old and well priced: Old San Fran-
cisco, aged cight vears in new whitc-oak
casks; six-year-old Setrakian: five-year-old
Ceremony; and A, R. Morrow 100
proof—the only California brandy bottled
m bond. For connoisseurs of the unusual,
there are 1 vintage brandy, Cresta Blanca
1966, and The Christian Brothers XO
Rare Reserve, containing 50 percent full-
bodied pot-still brandy.

The last two brandies mentioned go
both ways—snifter and shaker. But most
California brandies are made for mixing
and that’s where they excel. We invite you
to try any of the potions offered below, or
substine Caltfornia brandy for the desig-
nated liquor in your lavorite cocktail.
See il you don't agree.

BRANDY SOUR

2 ozs. California brandy

1 oz lemon juice

1 teaspoon sugar or sugar syrup
Frothing mixiure (optional)
Fruit garnish (optional)



Shake brandy, lemon juice, sugar and
frothing mixture with cracked ice. Strain
into sour glass or wineglass. Decorate
with fruit—slice lemon, hall slice orange
or maraschino cherry.

ROSE ROYCE

I oz. California brandy

15 oz. Tuaca liqueur

V5, oz. grenadine

1 oz. cream

Shake ingredients briskly with cracked
ice or buzz in blender with 14 cup
crushed ice, until just smooth. Serve in
saucer champagne glass.

BRANDY BLUSH
2 ozs. California brandy
1 tablespoon maraschino cherry juice*
or o taste

2 dashes bitters

Lemon wedge

Club soda, chilled

Maraschino cherry garnish

Over ice cubes in a large old lashioned
glass, pour brandy, cherry juice and bit-
ters. Squeeze in juice of lemon and add
rind. Stir to chill. Add club soda to taste.
Stir once. Garnish with a couple of mara-
schino cherries and serve.

*Use maraschino syrup, if you can find
it, or maraschino liquewr may be sub-
stituted for the juice. You may want lo
reduce the quantity if you use the syrup,
as il's more concenivated.

LEMON BRANDY

2 ozs. California brandy

Wedge of lime

Bitter lemon soda, chilled

Lemon geranium leaf (optional)

Pour brandy over ice cubes in an 8-0z.
highball glass. Squeeze in juice of lime,
add rind. Stir. Fill with bitter lemon
soda and garnish with lightly bruised
lemon geranium leaf, if yvou have it.

COOL BRANDY

114 ozs. Calilornia brandy

14 oz. white créme de menthe

14 0z. lime juice

Shake ingredients vigorously with ice
until well chilled. Strain into cocktail
glass, or over [resh ice in an old fash-
1oncd glass.

GOLDFINGER

1 oz. California brandy

14 oz. apricot liqueur

1 oz pineapple juice

1/, oz. lemon juice

Fresh pineapple stick (optional)

Shake all ingredients except the pine-
apple garnish with cracked ice until cold.
Strain into cocktail glass, or over ice in an
old fashioned glass. Decorate with stick of
fresh pineapple.

BUBBLY BRANDY BOWL

1 pint California brandy
2 lemons
2 oranges

1 can (20 ozs.) pincapple chunks

I bottle medium-dry white wine

1 bottle California champagne, chilled

Peel 1 lemon and 1 orange in long
spirals. Squeeze juice from fruits to make
I4 cup lemon juice, 34 cup orange juice.
Combine juices, peel, undrained pine-
apple chunks, brandy and white wine.
Stir. Cover and relrigerate 1o chill.
When ready to serve, pour over a chunk
of ice or ice cubes in a 4-qt. punch bowl.
Add the champagne. Stir once. Dip a bit
of the fruit into each portion when
serving.

CALIFORNIA SUNSET

2 ozs. Calilornia brandy

Orange juice, chilled

1 1o 2 teaspoons grenadine

This drink is popular at the Chart
House in Malibu and J. P. Kelly's in San
Francisco, among other places. It's simply
a Brandydriver with a spot of grenadine.
Pour brandy and orange juice over ice
cubes in an 8-0z. highball glass. Stir. Add
grenadine, but don’t stiv. Just let the
grenadine settle through the drink.

California brandy is coming your
way—if it hasn’t already. Bank of Amer-
ica economists, who are supposed to
know about these things, predict con-
sumption will double again in the next
ten years. We'll drink to that.

Us Tareyton
smokers

would rather
fight than

switch!

100 mm: 19 mg. “tar*, 1.4 mg. nicotine; av. per cigarette, FTC Report Oct. ‘74.

King Size: 20 mg. “tar*, 1.3 mg. nicotine:

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smeking Is Dangerous to Your Health.,
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A“hlk in the Country (continued from page 128)

of vodka, Franny said: “Donniger. It's
Donniger, not Dog.”

Dog smiled at her:
honey.”

“I don’t get in the pickup with nobody
named Dog.”

“All right,” said Dog. “It ain’t nothing
but a joke.”

*Alice was not a woman, either,” said
Jake Leach.

Charne had been over taking photo-
graphs of the bartender, who sat like a
rock with his newspaper. She came back
just in time to hear Jake.

“If it wasn't a man or a woman, what
was it they hung?”

Jake made a little motion with his
head indicating he meant to get to that
in good time. “One is forced to the con-
clusion that hanging the nigger could
have been justice.”

Charne said something that made Jake
Leach blush.

“Now wair, ma’am, hear me out. Not
justice because it was legal. But what
does justice care for legality? Very litle
it seems to me. If the nigger was truly
guilty of rape and if the community de-
cided to hang him, that can only be jus-
tice, or so it seems to me. Even to the
potato in his mouth. It might have been
emotionally detrimental to the children
to hear him saream but morally instruc-
tive to sce him hanged.”

He had spoken all ol this in an im-
partial voice. It was a problem, theoret-
ical, academic, something that could
never touch him, and therefore it was
interesting for precisely the reason that
it had nothing to do with him,

Then for the first time he became agi-
tated, his fingers wembled. His face
flushed scarlet. “But Alice was an cle-
phant.” He struck the table with his fist.
“She was a poddamn elephant, Alice
was, and they hung her!”

“They hung a elephantz” said Dog.

“Everybody knows that old story,™ said
Franny.

Jake squinted at  her.
Erwin?"”

“Unaka Mountain,” said Franny.

“That is not Erwin, Tennessee, lady,”
Jake said.

“It's still everybody heard that old
story,” she said. “Ma told me about
hanging Alice when 1 weren’t no more
than a yearling girl”

Jake dropped his head back and his
voice was a lament: “Yes, ves, dear God.
It has become a favorite story with chil-
dren.” When he looked at me, he had
tears in his eves.

“Listen,” Charne said, “listen. People
do strange things. They think it's all so
goddamn simple and funny.”

She touched his arm and I could tell
she was genuinely moved. Not by what
he was telling but by how much pain it

“It’s all right,

“You from

o1g was giving him to tell it.

Jake grabbed the vodka bottle and
leaped up from the table. “Come on.”
he said.

I sat where T was.
going?” I said.

“Come on, goddamn it.” he shouted.

There was that jagged madness show-
ing again, like the outcropping ol a rock.
I was drunk enough by now that he no
longer seemed very strange and threat-
ening. But I wasn’t so drunk that I
didn’t hear the hysteria in his voice. In
a calm, relaxed way 1 knew he was capa-
ble of killing me and I remember won-
dering vaguely il he might have a gun
or knife.

“I don’t want to go outside,” I said,
“it’s hor.”

There was an abrupt hitch in his
throat and his voice came out solt, per-
suasive. “I know it's hot. It's very hot
out there. But I want to show you some-
thing—to show—all of vou this thing—I
can’t help it. It's just something I want
to do. Christ, didn't I gew the vodka for
your”

“Yes.” 1 said, dispivited now by the
way the conversation was going. “You
ot the vodka.”

“You wanted vodka,” he said, “and I
got it.”” He was still standing and he care-
fully adjusted his smart snap-brim hat.
“I'm going to get three six-packs of beer
to take along in my car. See that litle
Corvair out there? That's mine. And it’s
air-conditioned.” He stopped and looked
at me, but I could tell he was prepared
to go on if it looked like he needed to.

“You serious about them beers:” 1 said.

He turned his head and called: “Tom-
my, sack up eighteen of them beers.
Good cold ones. No, make it twemty of
them good cold ones.”

Tommy, who had not moved since we
had been there, was immediately oft his
ass and packing up the beer.

“We got some time,"” I said. “Let’s go.”

“1 got to feed them vounguns of mine
sometime,” Franny said.

Actually, I hadn’t thought of her com-
ing. I'd supposed she would roar away
in the old Dodge. But she didn’t. When
we got to that air-conditioned baby-blue
Corvair car, she was the first one in it
Dog was the sccond. She just reached
out and took him like he’d been a doll
and drew him in to her. I could hear his
stified breathing and she was making a
sound like a dog eiting raw meat.
Charne and I got up front with Jake.

Jake didn’t say a word. Nobody clse
seemed to feel like wlking. either. We
opened the beers. Jake's air conditioning
wis not worth much.

We went maybe three miles down the
highway. when without any warning at
all. Jake drove his incredible baby-blue
Corvair right acoss a ditch. A deep
ditch. I thought we were having an acci-
dent. 1 was screaming and clawing at

“Where are we

everybody and it was embarrassing as
hell when I realized that nobodv else
was screaming and Jake was driving
{calmly and deliberately and competent-
ly as ever) right across a meadow. There
were lots of jeeps in the world that could
not have taken us where that Corvair
took us. Finally, he stopped the car and
we got out. Everybody except Franny
and Dog.

“I just cain't bear weeds and scratchy
things in this heat.” Franny said.

There was no use to ask Dog if he was
coming. Franny had him and it was clear
he was about to be tested again right
there in the back ol the car Ralph Nader
had grave doubts about. We got out of
the car, Charne doing me a huge favor
by carrying some of the beer that she
didn’t want to drink but that I didn’t
leel T could do without in that heat and
jungle of weeds as we walked up toward
the stony roadbed of a railroad.

Jake went straight along the railroad
and stopped finally on the crossties.
“Here is where it happened.” he said.

“What happened:” I said, but 1 al-
ready knew.

“The hanging ol Alice,” he said.

“Yes,” I said.

I sat down on one ol the steel rails
to watch him. It was too hot and finally
I ended sitting on the side of the ditch
with Charne beside me. She had opened
a beer, too. Jake looked truly crazy, or [
guess crazy is the wrong word, majesiic
rather.

He stood between the ivon rails of the
steaming roadbed with his arms out-
stretched. Who knows when the king is
mad? And who is brave enough to say
when a king's vision becomes a delusion?

And by God. Jake—since he'd gained
the prominence of the roadbed—]Jake
was a king when he walked up there,
spread his arms and looked up at the
sun. Then he lay down on his back.
Really, right on his back, still staring up
at the sun. The blue suit was as pressed
and as neat and dean and handsome as
it had ever been. Charne and I were
drinking beer with both hands and had
broke out a couple ol downers and eaten
those because this was a performance
vou've waited all your life to see and
now that it’s here, you know you could
have done without it.

“Alice was an elephant.” Jake spoke
not looking at us but still straight up
into the sun. “And this is where they
hung her. On this very spot. Here, no-
where else. I told you I watched it when
I was five years old.”

He lifted his head up off the stones of
the railroad and looked at us brielly.
“When I was a boy, circuses used to
come through.” He was staring again at
the sun. “They came through in wagons.
They brought Alice the year I was five.
She had a wagon of her own. Such a
beautiful . . . beautiful. . . . She was
gentle and she smelled like something
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vour mother had made lor you. I remem-
ber that. She was gentle and she smelled
like something your mother made lor
VoluL

“She killed a litde girl. The little
girl wried to feed her something mm her
pen. 1 don’t remember. I wish 1 could
remember. But 1t was something about
feeding Alice and Alice ok the child
with her trunk and beat her on the
oround like a bundle of weeds and
witlked on her and it was awlul and I
didn't see it but I heard it all, they
told me all, evervthing and put out the
little girl’s bady for everybody to see.

“That’s not the horrible part. That's
horrible, but that's not the horrible part.
The town decided to kill Alice. Eye for
an eye. Except by now, Alice was sweet
and gentle and dustsmelling as she ever
was, but there was nothing to do but to
kill her.

“They didn't have a gun big enough
to kill her. They thought and thought.
Shoot her in the eye with a shotgun.
they said. They said all kinds ol things
but they could never he sure it would
kill the elephant and she might run
crazy with the pain and mash the life
out of somebody else. Poison ol course
came up. But that wouldn't do. It had
to be quick. It had to hurt and be quick.
It had to be an execwion. Alice had to
know.

“The Clinchfield Railroad had a der
rick in those days. T don't know, mayhe
it's not called a derrick, a winch maybe,
but anyway it was this huge thing that
runs on the tracks and lifis a section ol
rail into place by drawing it up with
steel cables.

“They brought it our. They put it
where I'm lyving. Right here. They put
a logeing chain around Alice’s neck. The
whole town watched. T was there. And
they hitched Alice to the derrick by the
logeing chain around her neck. And
started pulling her up. I was there.

“She didn’t understand. She started
shitting. She stood on her back legs and
kept shitting when she saw what was
going to happen and then it did. They
pulled her right up in the air and then
she sloppul screaming, because she was
screaming before, lmt she kept shitting
until she was dead. I don’t remember
anybody cheering or saying it was good
or wonderful or anything, they just stood
there staring at Alice hanging off the
derrick and then went home.”

We sat in the ditch drinking the beer
and tryving to think that this was a mad-
man and that if anything we ought to
laugh because. . . . But we didn't and
Jake kept lying on his back between the
steel rails. 1 wanted to say something but
I didn’t know what to say.

“I went to law school. You'd be
amazed where 1 went to law school. But
I don't practice law. Oh, 1 do some-
thing now and then. My brother has 4
law office. It was our daddy’s office. 1I'm
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a partner. But I don’t do anything much.
Mostly I come out here and remember
Alice straining on her back [eet, shitting
until she was dead, and my brother stays
in town and keeps the law office going.”

He stopped talking and turned to look
at us agamn,

“Why do you suppose that is:" he
asked. “My brother was at the hanging
of Alice, t00.”

“I don't know,” I said. “I don’t know
anything about that. We're out of beer.”

He looked not at us but straight up
into the sun. “You can gzo get some more
back there.”

We weren't really out ol beer, but I
wanted o leave, wanted to leave bad.
“OK.” 1 said. “I think we better do
thae.”

He just lay where he was and didn’t
move. Finally he said, “I'm going o stay
here awhile. Take the car and go back.”

“You can’t do that,” I said. “It’s hot
and it’s wo lar to walk.”

“Tell Tommy to come git me alier
a while.” he said. “He'll know where
I am.”

I stood up. “It's been good knowing
you, Jake,” T said. “You kecp vourself
together.™

“It'll be all right,” he said.

We started across the ditch alongside
the Clinchhfield Railroad.

“Hey,” he called. We tnned to look
at him. “That little girl and Alice were
the same age. I went to some wtrouble
to find out, and they were the same
age. That’s what gets me.”

Suddenly, bitterly, Charne said: “You
ought to get out of this goddamn sun.”

Jake said: “When I found out they
were the same age that’s what ruined
my career.” We walked on through the
weeds toward the car. “It’'s what ruined
my life!” he called after us. Later. as
we were geiing in the car, I thought I
heard him yell something else. But 1
didn’t wait. T didn’t look back.

- = -

Il anvbody’s interested in such things.
Erwin, Tennessee, is in the Cherokee
segment ol The Appalachian Trail. That
part of the trail goes through both the
Cherokee National Forest and the Pis-
gah National Forest. We were headed
{or the top of Unaka (pronounced “You-
nake-a” with the accent on the nalke by
the folks thereabouts) Mountain, to a
place called, unfortunately I think, Beau-
ty Spot. which was supposed to have a
ercat place to camp, water and, accord-
ing to the guidebook, one of the longest,
most open views on the entire trail.

When Franny found out which way
we were going, she said: “When you git
up on Unaka Mountain and it starts
raining, why you just look and see which
way the water is running on the ground.
Run one way, you in Tennessee: run the
other way, you in North Carolina.”

Dog said: “Run one way? Which way,
Fanny®”

“That's it! Throw your gorgeous body into the

“Which way?" she said.

“Which way to North Carolina and
which way to Tennessee?”

“You can tell,” she said. “Oh, you can
always tell.”

He watched her blankly. “You know
vou're a sweet thing?” he asked. “You
know how sweet you are?”

“T still got to feed them younguns."
she said. “Them two younguns of mine
don’t even know where I am.” We were
still at the Blue Pines Bar and Tommy
had gone after Jake Leach and [ didn’t
wint to be around when they got back.
“Y'all might as well come and sleep at
my place. tonight.” Franny was looking
at Dog. “Might as well come on and git
a early start in the morning.”

Dog didn't hesitate. “Cain’t. Got to
go. We already been thrown behind by
all this hike it is.™”

Dog wouldn't even take a ride in her
pickup and we walked down the high-
way with our packs and camped behind
the Erwin City Dump because 1 figured
that's the only place where we would be
sale from the local police. If we could
have made it to the mountains and the
wail. we would have been sale there,
but you start camping along the highway
or sleeping under a bridge or in an open
field and you're apt to wake up looking
at a CUI).

I have nothing against cops if they're
home-grown. But il youre not from
around there—no matter where there
happens to be—and you run into a cop
and you look like you're outside what is
calied the “economic and political main-
stream” of the country, then you're just
apt to get hurt. And hurt for nothing,
hurt because you're not from around

argument!”

theve. That's only a judgment and it's
only based on five vears on the road. not
being from around there, and not look-
ing as though I was in the “economic
and political mainstream.” Understand
that I don’t condemn cops for that.
either. It’s the job they're paid to do.
They do it well. To condemn it would
be to condemn the country.

So anyway. we spent the night at the
dump and when we were getting our
tents together the next morning. | stood
watching Dog slam his stuff around in
a particularly vicious way. We had hardly
sitid a word the night before. We were
sobering up and hungover but mainly
thinking about Jake lying between the
vails of the Clinchfield Railroad. But the
next morning T was feeling better and 1
said to Dog: “Why the hell didn't we
sleep at Franny's last night=”

He didu't even look at me when he
spoke. “I'd a slept oncet at Miss Fanny's.
I'd a never left.” He saddled his pack
and started slogging over the dump
toward the mountains, leaving Charne
and me standing there looking after him.

So I don’t think any ol us much gave
i rat's ass that we were on the Cherokee
segment of The Appalachian Trail when
we lelt Erwin. It was probably the quiet
est day I remember on the trail. Charne
carvied the guidebook as she alwavs did.
telling us where water was—or where
water was supposed o be—what the
mileage was like, what the names of
the shelters we passed were called, things
like that. But mostly we were quiet.

We walked out of Erwin down to the
Nolichucky River and along the north
bank 1o a westle of the Clinchfield Rail-
road. The Nolichucky's not much of a
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river at that point—I don't know what
it may be elsewhere—hut where we left
it east ol Erwin, it was maybe 200 yards
wide, ten or twelve feet deep. or so it
scemed to me, with a Jot of rocks and
easy rapids. It was also extremely yellow
with what 1 hope were minerals but
might have been your ordinary piss and
shit from the local folk, most rivers being
as they are these days worse than raw
Sf(.‘“‘ilge.

I bent down once to drink [rom a
stream high in the mountains on the
wrail and just as I was about to, as they
say, slake my thirst, I saw a lictle sign
put up by the Forestry Service or some-
body that said: DO NOT DRINK. CONTAMI-
NATED WITH UNTREATED WASTE. I always
love that: unfreated waste. As though I
might enjoy—perhaps really like—to
drink treated waste. But. alas, why dwell
upon it? The planet is tired and dying.
I understand, though, that even the most
pessimistic  predictions give us (or at
least a [ew of us) another million years
or so.

There was a crazy man who used to
wander the roads of Bacon County,
Georgia, sleeping where he could. liv-
ing how he could, who used to say:
“Them that shit can eat what they shit.”

He of course was speaking about uld-
mate alternatives. I have always thought
it eminently fair.

I'll never forget that walk out of
Erwin, Tennessee. We'd been on the rail
so long and steadily we were lean and
mean cnough to eat rocks. I think be-
cause we were all melancholy and sad—
Charne and I about old Jake Leach. and
Dog about old Franny—we ook it out
on ourselves physically. Nobody said
anvthing about it: there was no plan-
ning; that's just the way it happened. In
paroxysms of guilt, my greatest workouts
have consistently come after my greatest
drunks.

Four miles up from the Clinchfield
Railroad, we caught up with five mem-
bers of a hiking club. Or the patches on
their littde green matching uniforms said
they were a hiking club. They looked
authentic enough, smelling vaguely of
sweat, red ol [ace, booted, bedrolled and
canteened.

“If you
can hike
from:"

Charne pointed to the direction
we'd just come from. “Back there,” she
said. and then deliberately turned what
they'd said around. “Sure, you can walk

like,” one of them said, "we
along together. Where youn

“Thal’s fine, son, but can she cook?”

with us if you'd like. It could be fun.”

The trail at that place was narrow
and we were tandem behind the five boys,
who all looked to be about 18 and very
sturdy. soccer types. But the wrail [rom
the Nolichucky to the top of Unaka
Mountain aosses helds and meadows,
and the fust held we got 1o, Charne
swung out of the line and walked around
the boys. Once in the lead, nobody was
ever to head her.

In less than a mile. she was about
200 yards out front and Dog and T had
passed the bovs, too. Mavbe the bovs
just thought we were unlriendly or they
didn’t like the pace. or any number of
other things. But I think what hap-
pencd is that Charne simply walked
their young asses off. Later, we saw them
once from a ridge, way back and siill
coming, their heads bent earnestly under
their litle green hiking caps. Then we
never saw them again. At the pace we
were holding, we were drinking a lot of
water and the first place the guidebook
said we'd find water. there was no water,
which truly we had not expected there
would be. since we had come to distrust
the guidebook in almost every detail
It didn't worry us much because Franny
had told us what a wonderful spring was
at Beauty Spot on Unaka Mountain. She
knew because there was a little moun-
tain road that would take a truck and
she had been up there often. She said
a lot of people drove up there for pic-
nies and—here her voice dropped—other
things.

So we went more than seven hours
dry. I discovered while hiking that sum-
mer that I need six quarts of water a
day. That's just to drink and doesn’t
count what water I get in the reconsti-
tuted dehvdrated food. I'm a nonstop
sweater, one ol the world’s great sweat-
ers, and consequently I have to drink
water almost constantlv. 1f T don't get
the water, it ruins my disposition. |
think it affecs most people that way.
Certainly, by the time we got to Beauty
Spot—which incidentally is an incredible
place: there must he 200 acres ol open
weeless meadow right on top of the
mountain—but by the time we got there,
we were pretty bitter about the whole
trip. even the world. Our swelled, dry
tongues made us talk like we had cleft
palates.

We carefully followed the guidebook’s
instructions to find the spring, because
they sounded just like the instructions
Franny had given us. We followed the
crest; we found the boulder shaped like
a heart: we turned left down incline. No
spring. We read more carefully. This
wisn't funny. Then we did the whole
thing over again. No spring.

“Listen,” said Dog.

We were sitting on the heart-shaped
rock. Charne and I had head it, too.

*Somcbody's whisting,” I said.

It was the kind of whistle somebody



whistles af you. so we stwood up on the
rock and there across the meadow was a
car where, if we had been looking, we
would have seen it already. It was a 38
Chevrolet, and even [rom this distance
one could see it had mag wheels. about
50 coats of paint. and no doubt a super-
charged engine. Three men were sitting
on the hood. We could see somebody else
inside. They were waving us over.

I said, as we neared them, “Are they
drinking beer:”

“Christ.” said Charne, “we’'ll never get
out of Tennessee.”

I thought to myself at that moment
that we may not, but it wouldn't be
because of drinking. I instantly recog-
nized the guys on the hood of the modi-
fied Chevy as Good Old Drinking Boys
who were capable of anvthing. includ-
ing castration. It occurred to me that
this was Friday—late Fridav—and they'd
come up here from some [actory or con-
struction site to sip a few cool ones and
get a little meaner preparing for the last
savage few hours at midnight down in
town at some bar named The Wagon
Wheel or The Dew Drop Inn. I also
knew they would have some poor hapless
and helpless girl in the back seat or on
a4 comey blanket in the weeds behind
the car, down on her back, rooting
around i her.,

They didn’t smile at all as we walked
up and when I looked at Dog, 1 saw

that he had seen what I saw, knew what
I knew. His face was tight and actually
looked meaner than the guys sitting on
the hood of the car, who were wearing
pointed, hand-carved boots and some
kind of fake cowboy shirts. There was
another man—about the same age as
the others. 25 or so—in the back seat
and while I watched. a woman’s sweaty
head rose into view only 1o have the
man clamp his hand on the back of her
skull and push her back down again.

The one sitting straddle of the hood
ornament waved his can of Bud at me
and said: “Well, friend, damn if it don’t
look like vou lost.”

“We ain't lost,”
thirsey.”

“Well.” he said, showing us the mean
smile he no doubt practiced in the mir-
ror, “we didn't bring no water up here.”

“It’s supposed to be a spring,” Dog
said.

The guy whose boots looked to be out-
lined in aluminum paint studied Dog a
minute and then said with an exaggerated
Grit voice: “What you doing plaving boy
scout with a long-haired [reak:" His smile
as he looked at Dog seemed almost good-
natured. but I knew better. “You almost
look normal but this other'n here look
like he'd suck a dick.”

Two things leaped immediately to
mind. One was Big Jim Dickey’s novel
Deliverance, and with that thought, a

I said. “"But we

tightening of the asshole. The other was
a scene out of Larry McMurtry's novel
All of My Friends Are Going lo Be
Strangers, in which two Texas Rangers
catch a long-hair out at night on a high-
way and proceed to have a long humor-
less conversation with him. the basis of
which was that since he had long hair
he'd surely suck a dick. The Rangers
ended by throwing the kid over a ditch
by his hair.

It only took a second for all that to
flash on me and while it did. Charne
threw down her pack and said: “You
gutless Grit sonofabitches, do you know
where water is or not:"

Obviously, what Charne said scared the
shit out of me but didn’t seem to bother
the guys sitting on the hood of the car
at all. It reminded me a lite of the
ume in the summer of 1972, when I was
arrested at the Slipped Disk Discothéque
in St. Augustine Beach, Florida. When
the cop threw me in the back seat of his
cruiser, one of the people 1 was with.
who happened also to be a lady, turned
and knocked the piss out of the cop and
said: “You sonolabitch. you can’t do that
to him.”

All the while T was yelling from the
back seat: “Yes, he can. Yes, he can.”

The cop threw her in with me. I ex-
pected at least a beating back at the
station, but we got nothing. They even
let us bail ourselves out. I here salute
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the police of St. Augustine, Florida, as
among the [airest and fnest of my
X IJC]'I(‘“ cC.

But those weren't cops sitting on the
hood of that car. Cops, among other
things—unless you've done something
very personal to them—almost always
leave you living. I mean, alter all. if they
don’t, they've got all those forms to fill
out. But those cowboys on the Chevy
didn’t have any lorms to fill out.

“Look,” T said, “this has all gone off
in the wrong direction. We just looking
for some water.”

One of the cowboys sitting on the hood
of the car said: “I don’t know what you
looking for, and I don’t give a shit. But
I know what you lound.”

The door opened and the girl got out
of the back seat. She came o lean on
the [ender. She wasn’t an ugly girl. but
she was terribly thin, with light-yellow
skin and what looked 1o be cold sores on
her mouth.

“What's gone happen?” the girl said.

The boy who had been in the back
seat with her and was wearing cowboy
clothes, 1o, came to stand beside her.
“Shut up,” he said. “When I want you
to know something, I'll tell vou.™

Dog, who had stood without saying
anything, slipped the suraps on his pack
id eased it 1o the ground. Almost non-
chalantly he said: “Back home, we always
hgure people that keep on talking about
sucking a dick—would.”

I think it stunned them as much as it
did me, and it stunned me a lot.

The girl leaning on the fender said:
“You gone let that skinny fart 1alk o
you like that, Edsel?”

Edsel, sitting straddle of the hood or-
nament, didn't even look at her but
slapped her over sideways with the back
of his hand.

*“You prick,” said Charne. “You dumb
Gric prick.”

“Now we just gone have us some god-
damn [un,” Edsel said, drawing his leg
up to get over the hood ornament.

When he did, Dog shot the hood orna-
ment off. Edsel froze with his leg in the
air and turned vellower than the girl.
My bowels felt very loose. Dog had a
snub-nosed .38 Special in his hand. 1
knew it because my sieplather has one
that he keeps in a drawer beside his bed.
It is a very blue and blunt and nasty-
looking little thing,

Dog spoke so softly and easily that we
all unconsciously leaned to get the words.
“I'm not really a good shot.”™ he said.
“I mighta shot vour balls off, Edscl.”

“Listen,” said Edsel. “Listen, vou dou't
under 5

Dog blew an empty beer can awiy
where it sat on the hood beside another

cowbov.
“You crazyz” asked the one who had

ot out of the back seat of the car. Then
he made it a satement. “You a crazy
man."”

“1 think T am.” said Dog. “I think I
just went crazy listenin’ 1o you goddamn
mouth.” He watched the boy who leaned
on the fender where the givl had been.
“How'd vou like me to shoot you right
eyed

“Please.” said the one sitting beside
LEdsel. “Please. 1

“You ain’t fitten to live,

“Romnie. wait a
“You ¥

Ronnie turned w look at me and hi
eves seemed glazed and his mouth had 2
strange kind of droop to it. Or else ]
was so scared his face wasn't focusing.

“I think you better take Charne over
yonder behind that rock,” he said. “Just
leave the packs here and go on over von-
der behind that rock.”

Edsel still had not put his leg down
and he was crying. He was a huge man
and he was aying soundlessly, his lice
twisted, tears running on his cheeks. He
slowly and steadily shook his head.

“Ronnie,” I said, “I'm not leaving you
here with these guys.”

“Yes. you are,” he said. “This ain’t
none ol vour business.”

“I'm not going to be part ol this,” 1
said. “We don't even know these guys.™

“Don’t let him hurt me,” the girl
said. She wasn’t aying though. Edsel
was still the only one aying.

“You better step over there behind
the rock,” Dog said. “This don’t look to
be none ol your business. Charne, you
take him on over there.”

There didn’t seem to be anything we
could do. I didn't want the guys killed.
But much more than that, I didn’t want
to get killed. We walked across the
meadow, leaving them there in the late
alternoon sunlight with Edsel still cry-
ing. Just as we stepped behind the rock,
we heard two quick shots.

“Oh, Jesus, Jesus,” said Charne, press-
ing her hands against her head. 1 don’t
know flor sure, and 1 can’t remember,
but I think I was arying. I was probably
crying, too.

There were two quick shots and then
we heard the Chevrolet engine roar into
life and saw the car leap into view
around the rock, the rear end fishtailing,
gravel and grass spewing rom under the
wheels, Ronnie came walking across the
meadow toward us, carrying a six-pack
in one hand and the .58 in the other. He
was smiling. It was the same old Ronnie
we'd known and he was smiling and
there were no bodies lying in the mead-
ow and I was so happy 1 stood right suill
and thanked God, prayed and made
some promises I couldn’t keep.

When he got to us, he lilted the six-
pack to me. “Care for one ol these
Buds:"

said Dog.
minute.” 1 sand

I 1ook the six-pack and held it in my
hands, not taking one out of the pack-
age, bue just standing there with i

Ronnie waved the pistol oft in the di-
rection the car had gone. 1 known we'd
run into a sumbitch like that before this
was over.” He looked at the .38. “Prob-
ably should have shot him, too, il it
weren't bue just in the loot.™

‘But vou didn’t really

“Hell. na.” he said. 1 wouldn’t shoot
nobody.”

“Whae if
Charne.

“They ain’t gone come back.” Ronnic
said. Looking at him, I believed him. He
could say what he wanted to but I knew
all of this hadn’t been entirely an act
Those guys had seen his face, too. Ron-
nie’'d kill you il things got just right.

“You know it's against the law to
carry a firecarm in a national forest,” |1
stupidly said because it was the only
thing I could think of and I thought I'd
better say something before T screamed.

“I know,” he said. “Listen, you want
to make camp? I'm gone come over here
and " He put his arm around my
shoulder and turned me. It was getting
dark. Lights were coming on down in
the valley. Far there to the left, we could
see Erwin. “Well, I think 1 can see Fan-
ny’'s house. 1 figured it out and see that
little green-and-red light? That's the
witter tower. Now, if you look right up
behind it and to the left, why, I think
that's Fanny's house. I'm gone set over
here and have me a beer and wonder
what ole Fanny's doing in there with
them younguns of hers. I mean, il yvou'll
make the camp. 1 think I will.”

“Sure,” I said. “I'll ger evervthing set
up and start some [ood.”

“The spring’s off behind that rise ol
ground.” He pointed. “Just where the
bushes start there.” He smiled. “Edsel
swore on his mother it was and aye God
I bee ic’s right where he said i 15

“Right,” T said.

I was just turning 1o go when he
vaguely waved thar pistol he was siill
carrying. “By the way,” he said.

“Yeah?”

“1 don’t think 1 like that name Dog
no more,” he said. 1 think that joke’s
got old.”

“Right,” 1 said. "Right, Ronme.”

“Ronald.” he said.

“OK, Ronald,” T said.

Charne and I walked away together to
get the packs.

“God, he's something, isnt he?” she
sand.

“He sure as hell is,” I said.

Ronald didn’t eat any supper that
night. He sat in the grass warching that
Light behind the water tower until it

went out.

they come back?”  said




)0 7
DML o

“Bear in mind, gentlemen, that I'm no Willie Mosconi.”
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WEIGHTS, MUHAMMAD ALlI, GEORGE FOREMAN AND NOMIN
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TWO PARTS—BY NORMAN MAILER
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“GWEN WELLES"”—A LINGERING LOOK AT THE LADY WHO'S A
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“IT'S A PLOT!”—WHAT WAS THE SINISTER FORCE THAT KEPT
FIDEL CASTRO OUT OF ORGANIZED BASEBALL? IS CHARLES
MANSON A TOOL OF THE CIA? TUNE IN FOR THE NEXT THRILLING
CONSPIRACY THEORY—BY MORDECAI RICHLER

#GOING HOME”—~THERE'S NOTHING QUITE LIKE BALLING A
STRANGE LADY ON A STALLED TRAIN FOR TAKING A MAN'S MIND
OFF HOMICIDE . . . MOMENTARILY—BY JULIUS HORWITZ

“HOUSTON"”—THE CITY WHERE EVERYTHING GROWS: MAGNO-
LIAS, MEDICAL CENTERS, TRAFFIC JAMS AND CRIME RATES. BUT
IT'S NO PLACE FOR AN OKIE—BY JAY CRONLEY
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ELSE, HOW ABOUT CLOTHES? A FAR-OUT PICTORIAL

“CLARK GHENT’S SCHOOL DAYS—AS A BOY, SUPERMAN
WAS SO STRONG HIS SEX LIFE WAS LOUSY. AN ADOPTED BROTH-
ER STEPS FORTH TO TELL ALL—BY ROBERT S. WIEDER

“T FORMATIONS”—YOU'RE INVITED TO WINDOW-SHOP OUR
ONE-OF-A-KIND, EYE-GRABBING T-SHIRTS AND THE LOVELIES
WHO ARE AT LEAST PARTLY INSIDE THEM

“THE SPOILS OF BUENAVISTA” —THINGS MIGHT HAVE GONE
DIFFERENTLY IF THE PATRON'S PROUD DAUGHTER HAD BEEN
WILLING TO LET WELL ENOUGH ALONE—BY OAKLEY HALL

“THE LIGHT BRIGADE"—WHAT EVERY TRAIL BIKER SHOULD
KNOW ABOUT THE LATEST IN OFF-ROAD MACH!INERY
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