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THE SGIROGGO

in a Chaparral that costs
a quarter of a million dol-
lars. He's won more races

checkered flag at, in
cluding three firsts in the
Indy 500.

Johnny Rutherford
makes his living
by driving over
200 miles an hour

than you can shake a

Out of all the
high performance
cars there are in
M this world, the sports

© 1900 VOLRSWAGEN OF AMLEICA

car he chose was the Volkswagen
Scirocco. How come, J.R.?

“Because the Scirocco’s overhead
cam engine and front-wheel drive,
along with excellent aerodynamics
give it speed, performance, and be-

lieve it or not ... terrific fuel economy.”’
(EPA estimated [25]mpg, 40 mpg high-
way estimate. Use “estimated mpg”

for comparison. Mpg varies with speed,
irip length, weather. Actual highway
mpg will probably be less.)

"Whoever engineered this car did
one heck of a job putting the power,
handling, steering, comfort and brak-
ing allin just the right balance.

“Sure there are more powerful sports
cars around but who needs them on
the highway or in downtown Indian-
apolis. My Scirocco is plenty of car for
me. All in all, its a winner. And that’s
important.

"Because nobody ever remembers
who finished second”’

JR., we couldn't have said it better
ourselves.

VOLKSWAGEN
DOES IT
AGAIN



PLAYBILL

THE EDITORS OF PLAYBOY have a particular fondness for the
January issue. It is our way of throwing a party. We crowd
as many old friends and new acquaintances as we can into
the pages of the magazine and sit back to enjoy the sizzle of
high energy, the snaiches of conversation, the last-minute
projects crowding through the door. Our noisemakers are
motor-driven cameras, tape recorders and electric typewriters.
Without fail, we are late in arriving at the printer's; but
when the air clears, we have reason to celebrate.

First on our invitation list this year were the legendary
Lennons, John and Yeke. It's been 11 years since the Beatles
broke up and—in their lengthiest interview ever—John and
his real-lite Lady Mariko tell David sheff what happened then,
what has been going on since and their feelings about music,
drugs, lite, love and sex. It’s a milestone Playboy Interview.

The Lennons have invested their money in registered Hol-
steins and valuable real estate. You probably thought that all
rock stars blew their money on sex and drugs. Guess again.
Money is the loveliest flower of the Eighiies and real estate
the drug of choice. Ted Nugent owns a mink ranch. Pink Floyd is
into insurance, as in Floyd's of London. The Doobie Brothers
Icase space to a chain of seafood restaurants. Peter 5. Greenberg
uncovers the tax shelters, stock portfolios and other tangible
assets of your fave raves in Siocks, Bonds, Rock 'n' Roll.
Maybe we should ask the Bee Gees 10 bail out the economy.

It's a comlort to know that some goods are still durable.
Take contributor emeritus Rey Bradbury, who seems like Father
‘Time himself. This month's Feart Transplant (illustrated
by Philip Castle) is a change ol pace for the master: It is a
realistic account of the end of an affair, a gem of a short
story that might have grown into a novel, except that
Bradbury has been busy this year. He is working on a screen-
play of Something Wicked This Way Comes, with Steven
Spielberg. Science-fiction freaks needn’t despair: Bradbury re-
cently published a book of poems for the space age, titled
Where Robot Mice and Robot Men Run Round in Robot
Towns. We've got sai-fi in the magazine, wo: an excerpt from
the new book from Frank Herbert, the Hugo Award-winning
author of Dune. God Emperor of Dune is the fourth visit
to our favorite planet: In this condensation of the book,
to be published by Berkley/Putnam, the planctary ruler Leto
II has metamorphosed into a giant sandworm. If that vision
of horror is not sufficiently chilling, how about an essay by
Stephen King, the author of The Shining, Salem’s Lot, The
Stand and Firestarier? Why We Crave Horvor Mouies is an
excerpt from King's forthcoming book, Danse Macabre, to
be published by Everest House, King explaores the eerie,
nightmare world of chain-saw massacres, cannibalisin, teen-
age sex and sudden death: “Most of us would like 1o die
peacetully in our beds at the age of B0 (preferably after a
good meal, a bottle of really fine vino and a really super lay),
but very few of us are interested in finding out how it might
feel o get slowly arushed under an automobile lift while
crankcasc oil drips slowly onto our forcheads.” King recently
made his acting debut in Knightriders, written and directed
ljy George (Dawn of the Dead, Martin) Romero, and has jllsl
completed the screenplay for a forthcoming Romero movie
called Creepshow. You might say King is steeped in horror.
Who else would ask, as he does in Why We Crave Horror
Mouies, *How would you like to have a leech jump out of a
letter slot and fasten itself onto your face?”

Well, it depends on the alternatives. What would you do
if, at this year's office party, your boss brushed her long
blonde hair out of her eyes, unbuttoned the top of her
Llouse and licked her lips invitingly, while you were asking
for a raise? Michael Korda, oracle of the executive suite and
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MC GOVERN

MARCUS

POPE, VILLANI

author ot Power! How to Get It, How to Use It and Success!,
explores the possibilities in Sexual Office Politics: A Guide
for the Eighties. According to Korda, winners in the board
room are winners in the bedroom, and now that women are
finding their way to the top, you'd better watch it: The
office pool is stocked with piranha. Sexual harassment is no
longer exclusively a male perk. Artist Dave McMacken supplied
the illustration. Korda is currently at work on a 1000-page
novel, writing the screenplay for his book Charmed Lives
and playing the vole ol the country squire on his farm in
Dutchess County.

Maybe you are one of those devored loothall fans who
conserve their energy on New Year's Eve. saving themselves
for the bowl games and looking forward o the ordeal of the
Super Bowl. Il the TV coverage seems boring and the coaches
and players all sound like computer-controlled clones. it may
be because voure not watching Bum Phillips and his Houston
Oilers. Phillips is the only N.F.L. coach who chews plug
tobacco “all the time. except when he's sleeping or canng.
He's also the only one who wears cowboy boots. except when
he's sleeping or showering.™ At least that's what Roy Blount Jr.,
our ace clonicler of the eccentric. reported alter we sent
him to prohle the Oilers coach in The Prime of Coach Bum
Phillips (illusirated by Don Vonderbeek). Phillips claims to know
abour tour things: barbecued ribs. gumbo. cold beer and
pickup trucks: but don’t believe him. He also knows about
football. Blount's last encounter with inspired country-boy
craziness was a profile of Billy Carter that ran in the No
vember 1977 pravioy. That article is now part ol a book
Crackers. Blount's observations about being Southern.

Speaking ol colorful. albeit scary. characters. we recom.
mend that you read The Astonishing Wrongs of the New
Moral Right. Johnny Greene’s report on the coalition ol con-
servatives that has bauled E.R.A. and abortion-law reform
and has generally arusaded against sex. as well as worked w
destroy liberal Senators and Congressmen. George McGovern—
a battlescarred registered liberal—gives a firsthand account,
in The New Right and the Old Paranoia. of run-ins with
those sell-righteous moral imperialists. who are somewhere
to the right of Genghis Khan.

But enough of harsh reality. Elsewhere in the magazine,
we supply vou with the information you need to get youn
act together for the new year. Travel Editor Stephen Bimboum
shows vou how to be Inn love in Mexico. a guide to pic
turesque accommodations in the magic world ol mariacht
bands. sultry sesoritas, sunburn and margaritas. But don’t
be an ugly American: before vou go. consult The Tomorvow
Show, by Fashion Director David Platt (with sketches by Pat
Nagel). Then throw your bag into the wunk of one ol our
Cars "81: Playboy's Pick of the Pack. selected and celebrated
by Gary Witzenburg. Be sure to pack a bottle of cognac lor
those romantic tére-a-tétes. If you're unfamiliar with the
secrets of God's own elixir, Emonvel Greenberg reveals them

in Cognac.

Supposing you can still see on the morning after. we have
a treat or two for your eyes. Tom Koch commemorates 1980 in
That Was the Year That Was, while Playboy's Playmate
Reviese gives you a visual playback of our gatelolds. Can we
top last year? Look at Contributing Photographer Ken Maorcus’
shooting of Miss January, Karen Price. Or Executive Art Divec-
tor Tom Staebler and Garrick Medisen's tribute 1o actress Barbara
Bach, who found romance with Ringo on the set of Caveman.
Contributing Editor Bruee Williamson interviewed Barbara to
round out the Bach bio. Managing Art Director Kerig Pope
conspired with artist Ron Villoni to capture All That Flash. a
preview of the new Flash Gordon movie. Pope claims that
his Iascination with nostalgia is the result of brain damage—
to be specific, the result of eating too many boxes ol cereal
1o zet to the prizes inside.

We haven't touched on everything. but you know how
parties are. Come right in. We won't begin without you.



2
L
E
1'.I.1J
=]
=
L=
=
e
o«
=
()
=
T
=
A
(=]
=
o
o
o
=
o
=
=
-
[==]
-T
]

)
f
}.

SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CO., N.Y.C. AMERICAN WHISK|

*‘.A
e 11N Y

=

...and one forme.

J Seagram’s 7 Crown makes the ideal gift for everyone on your list.
But we suggest you set aside an extra bottle for yourself. After all that shopping, you deserve it!

Seagram's 7 Crown
Where quality drinks begin.
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Introducing
Pioneer LaserDisc.

The biggest innovation

in television
since television.




Imagine you could sit down
in front of your TV set and see
virtually any movie or concert
you wanted to see when you
wanted to see it.

Imagine you could actually
see and hear concerts on your
TV in stereo. The best stereo
you've ever heard. Or cut to
your favorite scene in a movie
at will. Or study sports in
slow motion, even one frame
at a time. Imagine a machine
that could teach your is

children at their own rate. | [E

You now have justan |
idea of Pioneer LaserDisc.
A remarkable innovation |
that puts both picture and |
sound on a record. And
plays them both by means
of a laser beam onto your
TV and through your hi-fi.

(The player hooks up to your TV
with just one wire. And when it's
not in use, your TV plays the
way it normally plays.)

The laser picture quality is
exceptional. As good as the best
broadcast reception you've ever
seen. And laser sound is better
than the best conventicnal audio
recordings you've ever heard.
And since nothing touches the
disc but a laser beam, the disc

never wears out. The quality

W is forever.

W Forall it does,
Ll surprisingly, the
suggested retail
price of the player
1s only $749" (just
$50 more with
remote control).
And you can own
a disc of a great

movie or concert forever for
the cost of taking your family
to the movies.

There are a few hundred
different discs to choose from
right now. And more and more
are coming out every day.
Someday, virtually anything
that entertains anyone will be
on the disc.

Nothing we say here will
fully prepare you for the magic
of Pioneer LaserDisc. You sim-
ply have to see it.

For a personal demonstration
from the dealer nearest you
call us at 800-621-5199 woll free.
(In Hlinois 800 972-5855 )

] seaddics
BRIV WIDS

moneen:

*Suggested retall price, actual price set by dealer.
t 1980 U.S. Pioneer Electromics Corp
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IRISH WHISKEY

A BLEND
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BOW STREET DISTILLERY
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If they like fine Scotch, they’ll love light,  Chances are, as dedicated Scotch drinkers,

imported Jameson Irish. they will instantly appreciate this flavor
Let them try a glass of Jameson Irish Whiskey  difference.
the way they would their favorite Scotch. Though it may take a little time for them to
They'll notice how much it tastes like fine get used to saying, “Jameson Irish on the rocks,
Scotch—only lighter and more delicate. please”’

Jameson. World’s largest-selling Irish Whiskey.



THE WORLD OF PLAYBOY

in which we offer an insider’s look at what’s doing and who’s doing it

A WHALE OF A GOOD TIME

Peter Strauss delivers the conservationist
argument (left) in A Whale for the Killing,
Playboy Productions’ upcoming ABC-TV
movie. Edward L. Rissien is executive pro-
ducer. At the film's L.A. Playboy Club wrap
parly (below) are TV producer Len Hill
of Hill/Mendelker Productions, Hugh Hef-
ner, Strauss and his lady, Shana Hoffman.

THE BUNNY ALSO RISES

Professional stunt woman Victoria Vanderkloot,
wearing a Bunny Costume (below), rides a steel
girder at topping-out ceremonies for the 21-story
Playboy Hotel complex in Atlantic City. At
right, Playboy Clubs President Victor Lownes
and Playboy Enterprises V.P. Christie Hefner don't
seem to mind having their stories lopped. Beside
Christie: New Jersey Governor Brendan Byrme. (SR~

VN

EVEN COWBOYS GET THE BLUES

PLAYBOY Senior Editor Bill “Mad Dog” Helmer (below right) makes
good on his pledge to give up cowboy hats, revealed in his Septem-
ber essay, A Cowboy's Lament. Manny Gammage of Texas Hatters in
Austin tells Helmer his Panama was made by Al Cepone’s hatmaker.
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GOOD SHOT, KAREEM

YOUR SERVE, SUSAN

Susan Sullivan (above, second from top) plays
Lois, a waitress at a posh, Playboylike club,
in ABC’s new television series It’s a Living.
Susan had no trouble at all geiting into her
character—she worked her way through col-
lege as a Bunny in the New York Playboy Club.

IF JACKIE'S THE NURSE, CALL US AN AMBULANCE!

The Bunny above looks very familiar to soap-opera buffs. She's none othef
than Bobbie Spencer, the nurse you love to hate on ABC’s highly rated soap
General Hospital. In real life, she’s former New York Bunny Jackie Zeman,
who now lives in Beverly Hills with her husband, Murray “The K" Kaufman.

Seven-foot, two-inch Los Angeles Lakers center Kareem Abdul-Jabbar takes a
time out at Playboy Mansion West (below). After boosting his acting career with
Airplane!, Kareem hopes to lead the Lakers to a second consecutive N.B.A. title,

THE SAGGY BAGGY BUNNY

Bunny Anna D’Agata compares coltontails with
Booper the elephant, who masqueraded as a
Bunny at the Chicago Playboy Club’s Kids' Day.
Children were treated to Circus Vargas and
rides on Booper, who had frouble
Bunny-dipping.




“Experts say Paul Masson Cabernet Sauvignon
- is a mature, complex wine, with nice wood.

What they're trying to say is...it tastes good”

G
SERNET sm_.rv_rﬁ_'iz

"AUL pAsSON,

no wine before its time.







Suppose it didnit
give you the picture
right away.

Loaded with new Time-Zero
Supercolor film, Polaroid's finest
demands to be measured against
any other serious camera on the
market.

Set aside for the moment the de-
lights of seeing a picture seconds
after you've taken it. Savoring it
while the moment is still fresh.
Sharing it with others. Not having to
take wasteful extra shots to cover
yourself.

Set all this aside, and study
the pictures you can get to-
day with the SX-70 Sonar,
the finest instant
camera in the
world. Loaded

with
Polaroid's
newest ¥
brainchild, \
Time-Zero =
Supercolor i
film, this
superb
instrument

W™

e T A NN

surpasses itself. Reproduced here is
one example of the results, unre-
touched. Your dealer can show you
actual photographs. The color is
dazzling. The clarity, the wealth of
detail will astonish you. The world's
fastest-developing color film by far,
Time-Zero begins to reveal the
image in about 10 seconds. In 60
seconds, the color is already breath-
taking.

Next, measure Polaroid's SX-70
Sonar feature for feature, dollar for
dollar, against any serious camera
you care to name, from today’s gee-
whiz automatics to the high-priced
classics. The SX-70 Sonar is a motor-
driven single-lens reflex camera,
yet it folds into a slim, elegant
shape. It has an auto-focus system
of uncanny accuracy that calculates
the distance with sound waves
and whips the lens into focus.
Close-ups? You can shoot at
104 inches,
| automatically,
without changing
lenses.

Check out all
the facts. Add up
) all the numbers
Polaroid believes
you'll find the
SX-70 Sonar, loaded
I~ with this breakthrough

film, would stand up as a
superb buy even if it didn’t
give you the picture right
away,
But how very nice that it does.

The SX-70 Sonar

m%

45

%80 Pala Cofp “Polusod ind Teme-Zero™™



Yardley Musk for Men for Christmas.

Because everything you've heard
about musk is true. And everything you've
heard about Yardley is, too.

For some time now, musk has had some Our musk is refreshingly crisp. Distinctively
fairly provocative promises made on its behalt.  masculine. Quite gentlemanly. And
It’s been called a passion stimulant. An properly sexy.
attractant. And very animalistic. It's even been Now, at last, there’s a musk for men that
described as sexy. Exciting. And irresistible. doesn’t come on too strong. Or disappear
All of these attributes are quite possible too fast.
with a very special musk. But then, you'd expect that from Yardley.
But the promises made for most musks It’s the same thing people have been
are really a lot stronger than the fragrances saying about us.
can deliver. For over 200 vears.

Which is why Yardley of London wants
you to know about its men’s musk.

It's not your ordinary musk. Because
nothing Yardley does is ordinary.

—

YARDLEY

')l ] JHO' i

MUSK

Special gift sets for about g5.

©1979 Yardley of London, Inc., 875 N. Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611
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LIDDY THE PATRIOT?

Alfter reading your October interview
with G. Gordon Liddy with a mixture of
horror and fascination, I am now cogni-
zant of the fact that the only beneficent
result of Watergate was the exposure of
this human time bomb who walked
among us, a short fuse awaiting a match.
It is frightening to contemplate that
there now may be others like him mov-
ing with ease through all segments of
our society,

Charles G. Gessner
Knoxville, Tennessee

I don’t give a shit what anyone says:
Liddy is one of the most admirable per-
sons ever produced by the United
States. I fervently hope there are other
dedicated patriots cut from the same
cloth as Liddy working in our Govern-
ment today, keeping close watch on the
insidious elements that would destroy
our great country. Liddy, I salute you!l

Mansfield Simmons
Oakland, California

Gordon Liddy, though quite fanatical
(and I'm not sure that should carry a
negative connotation), is direct, self-
confident, intelligent and gutsy. Certain-
ly a strange and complex character. Your
interviewer, Eric Norden, had his hands
full and did one hell of a good job. In
the end, I admired the man—I think.

Brian K. Buggé
Setauket, New York

I'm one of those “naive” Americans
who believe that if you become like your
enemy, then you become your enemy. If
America has anything to offer the world,
it is its intermittent commitment to rule
by law, justice, openness and fairness.
What Liddy represents is government by
terrorism, which is no different from the
rule of the Gestapo or the K.G.B. I re-
sent persons like Liddy wrapping them-

selves in the American flag; his concept
of government and of America would
make Jefferson and the framers of the
U. S. Constitution spin in their graves.
Douglas Pensack
Ecorse, Michigan

I would like to point out that Liddy's
views, no matter how extreme, are real-
istic. His conception of the intelligence
community is right on the money.
People like Philip Agee and Jack An-
derson are totally irresponsible and
should be hanged from the highest tree
if their public statements endanger the
life of any Federal agent.

Bob Rohinsky
Storrs, Connecticut

Your interview demonstrates that
there may be a fine line between su-
perior intellect and lunacy. Liddy’s as-
sertion that “you sometimes have to
employ extreme and extralegal methods
to preserve the very system whose laws
you're violating” follows the same logic
as burning the house in order to elimi-
nate the termites.

Rick Smith
Waubun, Minnesota

At least he's on our side. Uh, he is
on our side, right?

Roger D. Metcalf

Arlington, Texas

PORN UNDER FIRE

As a sexually active, heteror.exual 41-
year-old, single female (and 20-year
PLAYBOY devotee), I applaud John Gor-
don’s succinct article Women Against
Sex (pLavBoY, October). To me, the
Women Against Pornography abound
in tunnel vision and overkill (their ac-
tions actually advertise what theyre
against) and remind me of the suppres-
sive and overzealous missionaries in the
South Seas (you may recall the missionary
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U.S. OPTICS
'OAITA'I._.ITY SUNGI.ASESSES
Each pair features: Impact resistant
lenses ®* Handcrafted « Polished glass
lenses * Hardened metal frames * No
non-sense guarantee.

FREE —limited time only — deluxe velour
lined case with each pair of glasses
ordered {a $3.00 value). Credit cards
accepted. Dealer inquiries invited.
NOTICE: Don't be fooled by cheap
imitations. These glasses are made
exclusively for U.S. Optics. To make
sure you get the best, order now and if

not completely satisfied return for
refund within 30 days.

Only
$7.95

LY
M,

World Famous Pilot's Glasses
These precision fhght glasses are now
available to the public for only $7.95. 1 you
could buy them elsewhere, they'd
probably cost you over $20 00. #20P
available in gold or silver frame. A $20.00
value only $7.95. Two pairs lor $14.00.

Aviator Teardrop Flight Glasses
Flexible cable temples. B30A gold frame
only. A $30.00 value only $9 95
2 pans for $18.00

Frofessional Driving & Shooting Glasses
Wide angle amber lens brightens visibility
#30D gold frame only. A $30.00 value
only $14 95 2 pairs lor $28 00

To order send check or money order 1o U.S. Optics,
Dept. 712 P,O. Box 14206, Atlanta, Georgia 30324.
Credit card customers please fill in card # nru.l Exp. date
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position). It's too bad that so often,
well-meaning people do more harm than
good for their cause.
Kate Lunsford
Cleveland, Ohio

Women in these groups are hardly
against sex, let me assure you. It is one
of our favorite pastimes. Not many of
us, though, indulge in pornographic
literature to gratify ourselves. What we
are trying to do, determinedly, is pre-
vent violence against women—the vio-
lence portrayed in “snuff” films, in
pictures of women tied and whipped,
in pictures of little girls succumbing to
the overtures of father figures. We are
advocating, as Gordon so aptly per-
ceived, boycotts of this kind of por-
nography, along with a heightened
awareness of what its presence shows
about the culture that produces it. In
order to discover just what this pornog-
raphy means, we've had to look at it
Closcly. What we've discovered is that
the violence blatantly displayed in this
form of pornography shows in less bla-
tant manifestations in advertising, tele-
vision programing, literature, radio,
music, motion pictures and virtually
every form of mass-media entertainment.
What we can’t help but notice is the
connection between the attitude toward
women in the pictures and the attitudes
men show us as individuals in the real
world. We can’t ignore the connection
between the way our bosses pinch us
and the ad that sells his copy machine
with a picture of disembodied breasts.
We talk about boycott and education
much more frequently than about lynch-
ing, jailing or censorship. And when
we do talk of jailing, our comments
are aimed at rapists, at men who abuse
women and at pornographers who use
women and children against their will.
Is that so unreasonable?

Katherine J. Jones
Eugene, Oregon

MARVY MARDI
I've just fallen in love with Miss
October, Mardi Jacquet. Your reputa-
tion for presenting the world’s most per-
fect women is intact for another month.
Kevin Campbell
Piscataway, New Jersey

Because I'm a park ranger at Lake
Pleasant Regional Park, I am slightly
disappointed and yet envious of the
rangers along the Verde. Mardi states
that she likes tubing down the Verde
River. I am extending an open invita-
tion to her to come and enjoy the fan-
tastic Arizona waters of Lake Pleasant.
Here she can indulge to her lovely
heart’s content her favorite sports of tub-
ing, horseback riding, volleyball and,
especially, Frisbee throwing. I could
show her a toe-tip, nail-delay and over-

hand wrist-flip combination that would
blow her mind.

Lon Ramirez

Lake Pleasant, Arizona

Our heartfelt thanks to Richard Fegley
for his stunning portrayal of October
Playmate Mardi Jacquet. She is one of
the classiest, most inspiringly beautiful
women we have seen in a long time, ex-
quisitely upholding the fine pLAYBOY
tradition of the best in wholesome, en-
chanting charm. Mardi is certainly our
girl Tuesday or any other day of the
week. Please allow us one more view of
this sensational lady.

Michael Guinzburg
Derek Guth
Bronxville, New York

You've expressed our sentiments exact-

ly, gentlemen. In fact, we're publishing

this picture as much for ourselves as
for you.

FICTION FOLLOWER
Just a word about E. L. Doctorow’s
story Loon Lake in the October issue.
Great. I wish I had written it. It takes
its place with those other great stories,
the one by Shel Silverstein about the
private eye, the voodoo gal and the
Devil (The Devil & Billy Markham), and
the one a couple of years ago about the
warrior doll whose killer soul was kept
inside a gold chain. Pure genius.
Sam P. Antine
Euclid, Ohio

PRIME-TIME RELIGION

Being a devout, lifelong agnostic, I
laughed and almost cried while reading
Kate Nolan and James McKinley’s hi-
larious Heavenly Hosts: A Beginner's
Guide to Television Evangelists in your
October issue. Laughter because it's one
of the funniest things I've ever read;
tears because those holy hucksters are

bilking millions of gullible rubes out of
hundreds of millions of dollars every
year. For years, I've been advising
friends to tune in to the Sunday-morning
TV preachers. Hell, the ecclesiastical con
men are funnier and more entertaining
than the Saturday-morning cartoons. But
I also advise my friends to be careful
not to fall for their Gospel of unadul-
terated bullshit.

Lanny R. Middings

San Ramon, California

I can't thank you enough for publish-
ing the article Heavenly Hosts. It says
what I've been “preaching” for quite
some time, that those insufferable asses
have been sitting on their tax-exempt
pulpits, milking “contributions” out of
everyone unfortunate enough to view
their shows. My favorite “pulpit pirate”
is Jim Bakker of the P.T.L. (Pass the
Loot) Club. Keep up the good work,
pLaysoy, and keep hitting the pew
jumpers where they live, in the sacred
deposit slip.

Dan Nicholson
Houston, Texas

As an American taxpayer, I am out-
raged at having to support those holy
bums, on account of whose exemption
from paying taxes the rest of us must
pay that much more.

Photios Esphigmenitis
Pinellas Park, Florida

Congratulations for an outstanding
view of the hypocrisy being passed off
as true Christian ethics on our commer-
cial television system. Keep up the in-
formative reporting. We can use the
laughter to offset the pressures of every-
day living.

Richard Phillips
College Station, Texas

CANADIAN SUNSHINE
The Girls of Canada (pLaYBOY, Octo-
ber) is a beautiful pictorial. I'm in a
position to appreciate it, as I'm a Cana-
dian attending school in the U.S.A. I've
always known Canada as a land of
breath-taking beauty and you’ve shown
the Canadian scenery 1 appreciate most.
Dan Mansiere
Santa Barbara, California

1 am pleased about the article, be-
cause it'll make many of our American
neighbors realize that we certainly do
have more to do than build igloos, wear
mukluks and watch hockey games. I'm
sure your article will raise our tourism
rate substantially!

Mus. S. Retter
Montreal, Quebec

Regarding your October cover girl,
S. J. Fellowes: Wow! S.J. is beautifull
Make me and all your other readers
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STILL TIME FOR
HOLIDAYPLEASURE

Give PLAYBOY — the perfcet magazine for the men on your
list. Ordn, your l’lu}'l’!lﬂ" Lgilt subscriplions now and save.




518 first 12-issue gift 516 for each additional gift

GIVE MORE/SAVE MORE (Save $13.00%) (Save $15.00*)
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Minutes away.
World s apart.

Ski, swim, exercise. Ear,
drink, be merry. Big-name
enrertainment. Deluxe
accommaodations.

Call TOLL-FREE:
800-621-1116
In IL: 800-972-6727
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...chock-full of nutty bargains on
major-brand componenis, auto sound,
records and 1apes. Exhaustive.
—PLAYBOY GUIDE
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=Guaranteed LOWEST PRICES =Multi-milion dollar inventory of major
trand video equipment. blank & pre-recorded tapes. = 100% trand new
& factory fresh. »We siock everyttwng for immediate shipment »We
wll meel or beat any poce. = Fated # 1 for terce ang reiabelity!”

THIS MONTH'S SUPER SPECIALS!
RCAVET-250 VideoRecorder . ........ 5769
SONY SL-5400 VideoRecorder . . ... .. 5799
SONY SL-5600 VidecoRecorder. . ... .. 5899
JVC HR-6700 Video Recorder . . 5799

PANASONIC PV-3200 Video Recorder . SB69

PANASONIC PV-1400 VideoRecorder . . SB75
ATARI CX-2600 VideoGame. . ...... 139.95
ALL BRANDS VHS T-120 (except HG). . . . 1495
ALL BRANDS BETAL-500. .. ... .. .. .1095
TN SA-CRO N Aoy o 299
SONY TPS-L2 Portable Sterec Player . .. 179.95
CASIO C-80 CalculoforfWatch. . . ... 4490

SONY MDR-3 Hecdphones ........... 3450
SHURE MRI1-ED Cartidge .. ............
SHURE M95-ED Cartridge. . . .......... :

RECORDS All Rock, Jorz & Classical
o $4.99 Y $5.49 ¥ $6.49
WE STOCK ALL MAJOR LABELS
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with any taste at all ecstatically happy
and make her a Playmate soon. Or, at
least, give her a pictorial.
Scott Ruisch
Waretown, New Jersey

If S. J. Fellowes is any indication of
what the rest of Canada’s finest are like,
I'm thinking of going north of the bor-
der and robbing a bank. It would be
foolish to even think of resisting arrest.

John Retzlaft
Thonotosassa, Florida

OUTLAW ROBBINS
I appreciated Tom Robbins’ Still Life
with Woodpecker (pLAYBOY, September).
As an outlaw thinker my whole life, I
was heartened by the focus he gives to
being an outlaw by sharpening it on
the grinding stone of love. I'm glad to
see we still have some true outlaw
scripture being written, though I expect
Robbins finds it most difficult to sustain
himself by doing it. But Jesus was an
outlaw, and so were Woody Guthrie and
jal:k Kerouac. As for me, I've jusL found
the next book I'm buying.
Peter M. Doerr
Flint, Michigan

Still Life with .Woodpecker is hot tar
on the leaky roof of sanity.
Cary B. Connelly
Baltimore, Maryland

MUSCLE MADNESS
As a bodybuilder and subscriber to
pPLAYBoY, I'd like to thank you for the
photos of Lisa Lyon (Body Beautiful,
pLAYBOY, October). They should explode
a couple of popular myths about female
iron pumpers: that they end up looking
like the Incredible Hulk’s sister and
that muscularity and femininity are mu-
tually exclusive. On the contrary, female
bodybuilders do not gain tremendous
muscle bulk but, rather, muscle tone and
definition, and muscularity very much
accentuates any woman's body and fem-
ininity. While praYBoY will always show-
case beautiful women, I believe Lisa is
the feminine ideal of the future.
Bradee L. Beard
Eugene, Oregon

Although I have not been a fan of
female body building, the photographs
of Lisa Lyon have changed my mind. In
no way does it give 2 woman a masculine
look. In fact, it enhances the female
form and makes a woman more sexy.
Thanks to pLAYBoY, I have been won
over to the cause of female body build-
ing. Let’s have more, and soon.

Carl L. Jones
Lafayette, Louisiana

FBI ON TRIAL
Johnny Greene's article Did the FBI
Kill Viola Liuzzo? in the October issue

of praveoy is excellent! But it does
make you wonder what this country is
coming to, when public officials and civil
servants take it upon themselves to make
life-and-death determinations over inno-
cent citizens. Murder 1s murder, no mat-
ter who commits the crime. And we
worry ahout gun-control laws!

Terrence M. Zajac

Scottsdale, Arizona

Regardless of whether the Ku Klux
Klan or the FBI killed Viola Liuzzo,
there is one inescapable and immutable
fact: Had she stayed in Detroit and not
gone to Alabama, where she had no
business—repeat where she had no busi-
ness—Liuzzo would not have been killed.
Starry-eyed dreamers with “'noble” inten-
tions should learn a lesson from the
Viola Liuzzo affair. That lesson is: Stay
the hell home and mind your own god-
damn business,

Dallas Rooks
San Francisco, California

HITTING THE SWEET SPOT
The Sweet Spot in Time, by John
Jerome (prLaveoy, October), brought
back pleasant memories of playing base-
ball as a kid. I can still clearly re-
call those rare occasions when the ball
seemed to leap off the bat after solid
contact was made. Today I derive simi-
lar satisfaction from running, relishing
those times when all the components of
good form have fallen into place and my
body is operating with smooth efficiency.
Paul Sullivan
San Francisco, California

John Jerome’s article offers enormous
insight into the essence of sport and,
more important, into the nature of
life. The principle that time slows down,
performance is enhanced and pleasure
intensified by the ability to focus con-
fidence and attention on the action of
the moment is as important to the con-
trol of the mind and the conduct of life
as the theory of relativity is to science,
Alas, it's also as difficult to master.

Michael Monsler
Oakland, California

WHAT GUY? WHERE?

Shame on you! As I was poring over
your October issue, a picture in the
Grapevine section caught my eye. I
refer to the one of Morgan Fairchild and
escort, misidentified as Erik Borman. He
is Eric Boardman, a longtime member of
Chicago's famous Second City troupe
and a successful writer and actor on the
Tim Conway television show. How about
a little respect for a former Chicagoan?

John Johnston
Champaign, Illinois

Apologies to Boardman. Our attention

was obuviously directed elsewhere.
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Making anaccurate and faithful recording on most cassette For manual control of the recording level, there's also a
decks requires alot of practice, a lot of patience and a lot of fine-adjust switch which raises or lowers levels in precise
Jumping up and down. After all, with conventional decks, 2 dB steps. While the RS-M51's two-color peak-hoid FL me-

you have to adjust the recording levels as the music varies ters show you the signal being recorded.

But not with Technics RS-M51. With the RS-M51's record/playback and sendust/fer-
The hirst thing the RS-M51 does is select the proper rite erase heads, you'll not only hear superb dynamic range,

bias and EQIlevels for normal, Cr0. or the new metal tapes, you'll also get a wide frequency response: 20 Hz to 18 kHz

automatically. That makes life easy. with metal. And with an electronically controlled DC motor
So does our Autorec * sensor. Just push a button and and dynamically balanced flywheel, wow and flutter is just

wait seven seconds while the RS-M5I seeks the proper re- a spec (0.045%), not a noise.

cording level. 16 red LED's tell you the deck is in the “search” Technics RS-M51. Don't be surprised if its intelligence

mode. When the green LED lights up, you're ready to go. goes right to your head.

Technics

The science of sound
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MASTERPIECE THEATER

Here's an interesting scene for all you
literature fans. The place: an exotic
Parisian restaurant. The characters:
Ernest Hemingway's granddaughter
Margaux and France’s noted literary
character Francoise Sagan. Says Sagan to
Margaux: “Ernest Hemingway was a
third-rate writer!”

Says Margaux to Francoise: absolutely
nothing. Instead, she hauls off and socks
the aging pundit, sending her sprawling
on the restaurant foor.

Says Frangoise, getting to her feet: *I
have seen the light. Your grandfather
was a great writer!"

Now, that’s the kind of literature
course Papa would have approved of.

SIGNS FROM ABOVE

During a strike at Dubuque Theo-
logical Seminary, the first strike ever to
involve the religious faculty, the follow-
ing placards were spotted on a picket
line: MAN DOES NOT LIVE BY BREAD
ALONE . . . HE NEEDS MONEY, Too! and
TAKE THIS JOB AND SANCTIFY IT!

NOT BULLISH ON HEROISM

Bullfighting has always been con-
sidered a romantic, mucho macho sport.
Pablo Picasso loved it. Francisco Franco
loved it. Pepe Currillo loved it, too, until
he found himself about to enter the ring
at Bilbao, Spain, with the King Kong of
bulls, Novice bullfighter Pepe discov-
ered, much to his dismay, that his op-
ponent was raised at the Victorino
Martin Ranch—an outfit known for
turning out unusually large and fierce
creatures, considered musts to avoid by
even the most seasoned pro. Pepe, watch-
ing the animal speed his way, promptly
turned into a primo antihero. Hiding
behind the wooden barrier at the far side

of the ring, he stabbed the bull with his
sword from safety. The crowd had quite
a few words for Currillo, none of them
being “;Olé!” Pepe was subsequently
arrested and fined $70 for violating his
contract. After his court case, the bull-
fighter had time to reflect on the sport
in general. ““What does the crowd wani?
Do they want me to be killed by the
bull?”

They don’t spell macho like they
used to.

TAKE TEA AND SEE

According to a group of scientists at
the University of Hong Kong, a mystery
plant can prevent pregnancy when
brewed as tea and sipped by women at
breakfast “the morning after.” The mys-
tery plant, now being studied by bio-
chemist Dr. Y. C. Kong, is said to be

,_I" viclims
| bowling-alley bathroom stall. One fe-
§ male Killer player managed to wangle

abundant all over the world. “Women
in most developing countries will be
able to gather or grow it and make a
tea out of-it,” says Kong, who is keeping
the plant’s identity mum until the preg-
nancy-fighting chemical it contains can
be studied further. Kong is hoping to
come up with the first flow-through tea
bag that truly lives up to its name.

KILLER ELITE

It was the perfect night for a murder—
a cool Gainesville, Florida, evening with
no moon. A 2l-year-old University of
Florida business student whom we will
call Tony had plotted the kill for days.
He checked his gun, placed it under his
NATO camouflage jacket, pulled a stock-
ing mask over his head, then stole off
into the night. He snuck into the empty
room at the fraternity house, just as
he had planned, a half hour before his
victim would arrive, and hid patiently
under the bed.-The victim never knew
what hit him.

The “murder” was a successful chapter
in what has become the newest, and per-
haps strangest, college fad. Students
across the country are playing Killer,
a sophisticated game that combines espio-
nage with tag using toy guns and rubber-
tipped darts. The object? Shoot your
victim before he shoots you. Killer play-
ers have masqueraded as policemen, post-
men and bug sprayers. They've shot
in showers, beds and even a

a date out of her unsuspecting victim.
After he wined and dined her, she invited
him back to her apartment, and at the
most  intimate of moments, she blew
him away.

The slay-for-play game has spread to
UCLA, the University of Pennsylvania,
California State and Florida State, thanks

29
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-to the efforts of Richard Baltin, a 23-

year-old University of Florida law student

- who is president of KAOS (Killer as an

Organized Sport) and claims the Gaines-
ville chapter is the national headquarters.
The game was brought to town when
Baltin's roommate transferred to Florida
from the University of Michigan in 1976,
where an unorganized form of Killer had
been a favorite dorm diversion since the
early Sixties.

At the beginning of each game, players
fill out biography sheets, which include
vital information: physical description,
including a current photo, address, make
and color of ‘car, daily schedule of
classes, place of work and any hangouts.
Players are both the hunter and the
hunted; each killer is secretly assigned
a victim, forming a self-executing circle.
Plastic dart guns are distributed, an obit-
uary board, on which the names of the
deceased are posted, is erected, and the
game is on. A hit must be made within
seven days or the player is liquidated as
a failure. One player, nearing his seven-
day hit limit, wrote an eloquent plea
asking his victim to commit suicide.

"When a person is shot, he turns over his

victim sheet to the killer, who then pur-
sues his next victim. The game ends
when only one person remains. A keg
party and award ceremony then follow.

While most students greet the inevi-
table shoot-outs with a bemused attitude,
university officials are up in arms over
Killer. “It is antithetical to the concept
of human decency and everything a uni-
versity is supposed to stand for,” said
University of Florida vice-president for
student affairs Art Sandeen. Another
administration official characterized the
students as “a bunch of children playing
cowboys and Indians.”

Defenders of the game point out that
it is no worse than games such as Risk,
which entails conquering the world with
armies. “Playing Killer can keep people
out of trouble,” Baltin explained ear-
nestly. “If they weren't playing Killer,
they could be taking drugs or robbing
a 7-Eleven.”

DOA =COD.

Just when you thought there was
nothing certain in life but death and
taxes, along comes the story of would-be
Samaritan Mary Ellen Wolfe, who has
stumbled over a unique combination of
the two. Mary Ellen, a 62-year-old resi-
dent of Lakeside, Ohio, thought she'd
be a good sport and leave her body to
science, so she contacted the Medical
College of Ohio at Toledo to let it
know of her gift. She was somewhat
dismayed to receive a letter from the
chairman of the college anatomy de-
partment, Liberato J. A. DiDio, who
told her that the school would be more
than pleased with the gift—provided
she send the department a $60 check to

cover the handling costs. Not only that
but, as a would-be donor, Mary Ellen
had to “make provision for transpor-
tation” to the school.

The school’s attitude was bad enough,
but to cap it all off, Mary Ellen noted
that the anatomy department had en-
closed a self-addressed envelope for the
$60 check without a stamp. These days,
Miss Wolfe is taking a somewhat more
pragmatic view of death and the after-
life. “When I go,” she vows, “I'm going
six feet under.” Return postage guaran-
teed.

[ CHECKNG IN_]

Los Angeles free-lancer Richard J.
Pietschmann met with Neil Diomond just
as he completed a morning studio session
for the album to “The Jazz Singer”—Hhs
first shot at the silver screen. Pietsch-
mann's report: “Diamond strikes me as
too tall for a superstar in a showbiz
world populated by diminutive Jaggers,
Johns, Hoffmans and Newmans. He was
exceptionally polite and atlentive but
did blanch and swallow hard when I
produced my tape recorder. No taping,
he ordered, so I had to take notes. Oh,
yes—he did volunteer one answer that
doesn’t appear here. His shoe size is
1214.”
pLaYBoY: How do you like yourself on-
screen in The Jazz Singer?
piamonD: Much better than I thought I
would. Filming makes me self-conscious.
It makes me uncomfortable. I think I
came off pretty well.
pLaYBoY: Why are you such a worrier?
piaMonb: It's one of my hobbies, worry-
ing. The responsibility comes with the
job. The more you have to think about,
the more you have to be careful. I'm
constantly trying to stay out of the
bullshit.

PLAYBOY: Are you too intense, driven,
compulsive? Too much the perfectionist?
piaMonD: (Laughs) Too intense to stand
myself? That’s part of my make-up, no
question about it. But people expect you
to know what you're doing when you're
at the top, and to do it gracefully, so you
try to play that part. I like to get things
as good as they can get. I'm not as crazed
about it anymore. I had the fear of death

at one point—that every album I did
would be the last.

pLaYBoY: What was it like growing up
with Barbra Streisand back in Brooklyn?
piamonp: We sang in the mixed chorus
together at Erasmus Hall High School,
but we don't remember knowing each
other. She remembers having a crush on
the choral director.

pLaYyBoy: Why did so many talented
entertainers come out of that same area
of Brooklyn at the same time?

piaMonD: We were indoors a lot. The
weather wasn't so good. It’s not as though
we were out on surfboards all day.
PLAYBOY: You appear calm, assured, in
control. Are you really Mr. Cool?
piamonD: Barbra said my thing was be-
ing cool, and 1 guess I am self-con-
trolled—the cool exterior. But it all goes
on inside, a great combination of self-
doubt and self-confidence. It's a wearing
kind of battle that goes on with every
performer. But it keeps the creative
community honest.

pPLAYBOY: It's been said that you're
touchy and insecure about your looks.
Do you think you're handsome?
piamonp: I don’t think I'm insecure
about my looks. I never thought about
that. I try to be as attractive as I pos-
sibly can. I work at it.

pLAYBoY: What are your showbiz groom-
ing tips for aspiring performers?
piamonD: Grooming tips? The only tip
is to feel as pood as you can in any cloth-
ing you're wearing—to fit your image of
yourself that night. If you feel good in it
and it helps you do your job better, then
it’s right.

prayeoy: How did you develop your
stage presence? Is it you?

piaMOND: You would be more aware of
stage presence than I am. I'm aware of
projecting. What 1 do onstage is me, 1
think, but magnified many, many times.
pLavBoY: Do you consider yourself a
smooth or a slick performer?

piamonD: That's a critic's word, slick. I
don't know what “slick” is—it implies
that there’s no heart or emotion in-
volved. Emotion is important in my per-
formances. But I'd like to be as smooth
as possible.

pLAYBoY: You've been friendly with the
Kennedys. Didn’t Ethel Kennedy once
pour a beer on you?

piamonp: I've supported the Kennedys
over the years, but I don't know if you
can say we're friendly. (Laughs) Right. I
was doing a benefit and Ethel Kennedy
and Eunice Shriver were both backstage
and wanted me to do different numbers.
I could only do one, and it was Eunice’s
song. So Ethel came onstage and
drenched me with a bucket of beer. I
think it was a joke.

pLayBoy: How tall are you?

piaMonp: Five, eleven and three quar-
ters. What kind of question is that?
pLAYBOY: Isn't that too tall for a pop-
music star?
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FAMOUS PORNO WRITERS SCHOOL
LESSON ONE: THE OPENER

f. in boast-

ing about a
night of sex
to friends, you
have used the
terms “Her love
juices  blended
with mine” or
“My manhood
stirred,’” a career
in porno novels
could be on the
horizon for you.
It's fun, easy,
rewarding ($300
a crack. Sorry.),
and the an-
nouncement of
your mnew avo-
cation is bound
to liven up
any family get-
together. The story line is the tough-
est part, Now think about the wildest,
most exciting, pornographic, down-
right dirty sex you've ever experi-
enced. Think about this real hard.

OK, obviously that’s not going to
work. To get your creative juices flow-
ing, here are some suggested frst
paragraphs for your story. You take
it from there:

* You can imagine my surprise
when I switched on the lamp and dis-
covered that the woman below me was
none other than Eleanor Roosevelt.

= With the runway 100 feet ahead,
Captain Murphy exploded in Karen's
mouth and realized he'd forgotten
about the landing gear.

= As the sun lowered over the
endless cotton plantation, Veronica
clutched the hot-coal buttocks belong-
ing to the new slave Jackson. And
she noticed a U. 8. Labor Department
representative approaching.

» Vicki asked me if I wanted to
fuck a little ass. Had I known she
had her cousin Sherman in mind, I
would’ve said no immediately.

* Helga was a woman not accus-
tomed to sexual toys or accessories.
Later that night, she shrieked in
pain as she chipped her tooth on a
vibrator.

+ The swing of the pendulum in-
aeased in frequency down in the
damp, ratinfested, pitch-dark dun-
geon. For this I was paying $100
an hour?

« Kathy's surprise arrangement of
a foursome was a real turn-on for
me, until her parents walked into
the bedroom.

+ In the deserted classroom on the
third floor, Mrs. Johnson patiently

explained for lit-
tle Danny the
different mark-
ings on the
ruler, as they
disappeared one
by one up her
Pussy.

= Antonio’s
fears of the
Mafia Kiss of
Death were al-
leviated when
he felt Gina tug
at his zipper.

* Having been
a hooker for
many years, Lin-
da knew she was
in trouble as
she sat in the
courtroom and
watched 12 male exotic dancers take
their seats. This, she determined, was
a hung jury for sure.

» “Oh, fuck me, fuck me! I want
all of it!”" Betty screamed but received
little response from the zucchini.

« Marvin's suspicions that he had
wound up with a truly fat prostitute
were verified when he noticed a
license plate on her ass.

» Kyoko-san had been sexually un-
fulfilled ever since her husband had
a terrible accident as a chef at Beni-
hana of Tokyo.

* When the ever-romantic [anice
told Mark that he was “the cream in
her coffee,” she wished he wouldn’t
take things so literally.

= Shirley had no idea that a four-
foot penis would be so painful.

+ Candy Pance, the newest starlet
in Hollywood. fingered herself for
half an hour to a squirming, exciting
climax. Suddenly, she became aware
that a crowd of reporters were stand-
ing at the window.

» Seeing my wife sleeping content-
edly beside me, I chuckled, remem-
bering that a long time ago, I once
actually used a Dbaseball bat for
baseball.

» I thought I'd never see Niagara
Falls until the much-aroused Sandra
spread her legs in front of me.

Don't get discouraged if, in the
beginning, things arc coming slowly
or your first draft fails to “arouse
interest,” as it's only the foreplay on
the road to success. In no time at all,
the frst check will arrive; and from
then on, you'll have plenty of lead
in your pencil. —DAVE SPECTOR

piasonp: Well, it hasn't affected my
voice at all.

PLAYBOY: What's your pet peeve?
piasmonp: What is this, Tiger Beat? It's
people who get annoyed when I smoke
in a restaurant. The answer to your next
question is; Pizza and chocolate cake.

MAGAZINE OF THE MONTH

Tired of those tattle-tailored gossip
magazines? Here's a new journal that
may give you pause— 7T hanatology Today
(2315 Broadway, New York, New York
10024), guaranteed by its publisher to
“keep you up to date in this exciting and
profoundly relevant field”—the study of
dying, death and grieving. Here's just a
sampling of T.7's article topics: “Than-
atologists Discuss Burn-Out of Colleagues
from Excess Fame,” "Researchers Design
Unresolved Grief Medical Tool” and—
printed proof that they practice what
they preach—"Thanatologists Mourn
Trends of Colleagues.™

YOU AXED FOR IT

Very often, artists are tempted to give
art critics the finger because of a bad
review. In New York recently, an un-
known painter outdid himself in that
area while in the offices of the popular
Soho Weekly News. Entering the build-
ing carrying a battered briefcase, artist
Henry Benvenuti asked to see art editor
Gerald Marzorati, saying that he had an
appointment.

Marzorati, busy at the time, knew of
no such appointment but told the visitor
over the phone: “If you'd like to leave
a phone number, I'll get back to you,
probably in about two hours.”

At that point, Benvenuti lost his cool,
among other things. “You're like all the
other art writers,” he said into the phone.
“I'll leave you a message.”

Opening his briefcase, he pulled out a
hatchet, placed his hand on the reception
desk and chopped off not one but two
of his fingers. Benvenuti then walked out
of the building, leaving his briefcase,
hatchet and fingers behind. Within hours,
the unknown artist was hospitalized and
[eatured in newspaper headlines around
New York. He had succeeded in making
an instant name for himself, though in-
siders agree that he had blown a feature
guest-star shot on Bowling for Dollars.

OOH-LA-LA

Most men in America wear pants. That
doesn’t make computer scientist David
Hall very happy. While visiting New
Delhi, Hall noticed how comfortable
male skirts were. By allowing freer move-
ment, he insists, skirts allow men's solter
and more creative side to arise. “Some
days I get up and I feel very masculine,”
he states. “Other days I feel artistic and
feminine. That's when I reach for my
skirt.” And that's when we reach for the
door, Dave.



"Tomorrow is available

for immediate delivery:

While youve been waiting patiently for
the ultimate developments in projection tv
and video recording, Mitsubishi has been
quietly perfecting them.

Well, maybe not so quietly.

Because, even before
our newVS-510 projection M %
tvand HS-300U video-
cassette recorder became k\k S
available, videophiles all :
over the country were stand- /;J.J o
ing in line.

For the first 4-foot diagonal—meabure pic-
ture thats bright, sharp, movie-like. In a wood-
grain cabinet now available with optional
bi-fold doors to cover the screen so it looks like
furniture, not like the Incredible: Hulk.

And for the only 2-or-6 hour VHS record-
er with a full, 15-function wireless remote
control. That lets you record, playback, pause,
slo-mo, freeze-frame, fast-forward, search,
you-name-it, from clear across the room.

Now, however, both these products are
in full-scale production. Soyou can probably
see them atyour nearest Mitsubishi dealer-
ship. (For the location, call (800) 447-4700*
toll free ) And when you see them in action,
youlre gom;:, towonder.

How does Mitsubishi do it, when
nobody else inthe world can?”
In the VS-510, we do it with optical- -|
quality glass lenses and mirrors instead of
the usual plastic. With seven stages of video
amplification instead of the usual three.
With superior electronic engineering
forsuperior video and audio ﬁdehtv
forconvenient operation.
In the HS-300U
videocassette recorder,
we do it with micro-
processor circuitry and
5 direct-drive motors,
instead of the usual
500 to 700 additional moving parts.
With Varactor-type touch controls instead
of the usual, wear-prone mechanical ones.
With an infra-red remote control unit that

instantly and quietly activates every one of
those controls. With a programming capability
that lets you pre-select as many as 42 dlfferent
programs in a 7-day period.

So theres no longerany
possible reason for you
to hold back.

Not for more-advanced
products,simply because there wont be any in
the near future.

Not for lower prices, because there wont
be any of those in the near future, either.

Which means theres no time like the
present. To see the VS-510and HS-300U at
your Mitsubishi dealers. Or check out his
exceptional line of Mitsubishi television sets:
from 13"t0 25" diagonal measure, coloror
monochromatic.

And get everything your heart desires.

Light years before your head thought it
would be here.

SHMGA/MITSUBISHI

Mitsubishi Electric Sales Amenrica, Inc.,3010 E. Victoria Street,
Compton, Cdlifornia 90221 *In lllinois, call (800) 322-4400.




1981 Lancia Zagato

* Fuel injection ® 5-speed
overdrive transmission

* Rack and pinion steering Py

* Front wheel drive * Double ‘ﬂ‘B Iﬂnma
overhead cam engine ¢ 4-wheel GgoC

independent suspension e 4-

wheel disc brakes  Electronic tO

ignition e Pininfarina styling

* Radial ply tires e Targa-style ,,
roof » 3-speed automatic trans- '
mission available [ ]

Base price: Jody Scheckter, World Champion
Ferrari Formula 1 driver.

@ 0w B

For th » of the nearest Lancia dealer, call toll- ° o » d
frael;:!{g(;]{;)fz:—l'?-dtﬂ;ﬂr:?:rlelhl'ilno?s:c(lgi;ﬂf,':d:lég-;:{}ﬂ?in DI‘]V]ng redeflne 2

Alaska and Hawaii, (800) 447-0890.

*Manufacturer’s suggested retail price. Slightly higher in California. Actual price is established by dealer. Taxes. license. freight. optional equipment
and other dealer charges are extra. All prices subject o change without notice. ®Lancia. Division of Fiat Motors of North America, [nc. 1980.




f you've always been fascinated by
the legendary sexual wisdom of the
Orient but haven't read far beyond the
Kama Sufra, you can finally satisfy your
curiosity by buying Sexval Secrefs: The
Alchemy of Eestasy (Destiny), a most re-
markable presentation of the mystic
sexual tradition called tantra. The au-
thors, Nik Douglas and Penny Slinger,
each spent more than ten years research-
ing the book—he the lore, she the art—
which is the most comprehensive and
casy to read of any book on the sub-
ject we've seen. Douglas, who wrote
most ol it, studied Oriental art, philos-
ophy, medicine and mystic sexual prac-
tices for eight years in the Himalayas,
spent time with Hindu tantric adepts,
Tibetan lamas and the like, and mas-
tered Sanskrit along the way. Slinger
created more than 600 illustrations for
the large (about five pounds), 383-page
volume, including more than 200 sexual
postures. Sexual Secreis contains a com-
plete illustrated Kama Sutra, Ananga
Ranga and all the major Taoist love
treatises. Its wonders are lar too abun-
dant to adequately describe here; our
best recommendation is that this hook
broadened our view of sexual experience.
L]

Michael Crichton’s new book, Congo
(Knopf), is an improbable salad. In it
we meet a beautiful but chilly com-
puter expert; Amy, a gorilla who knows
English sign language; a hard-bitten
veteran mercenary; and a group of here-
tolore unknown gray gorillas who Kkill
people by bashing their brains out with
mallets. We also learn about Fype Ilb
boron-coated diamonds, which will rev-
olutionize laser-computer technology. It
seems that the industrial world is threat-
ened in the Eighties with an informa-
tion shortage, the impact of which would
be more severe than the petroleum
shortage of the Seventies. Nothing less
than the free world as we know it is at
stake here. Anyway, the gray gorillas
guard the diamonds, and the computer
expert, the mercenary and the talking
gorilla are dispatched to the Congo to
get them before the competing Germans
and Japanese can. What's really excit-
ing about this book is that it’s full of
wonderlul jargon. Crichton wants you
to learn something. He even has a sug-
gested reading list disguised as a bibliog-
raphy in the back. So it doesn’t matter
that the expedition to the unexplored
Congo is not entirely successful. It's enter-
tainingly informative—and one hell of
a [ast read.

a

Men’s Rights: A Handbook for the 80's
{Cragmont), by Bill and Laurie Wishard,
is a book that every man should own.

Sexual Secrets: Orient X-press.

Secrets unravels love's
mysteries, Eastern style;
Congo’s a gem of a thriller.

Congo: gorilla warfare.

The authors, a father-and-daughter teain,
believe that what is happening to men
in this culture is a direct result of what
has happened to women: “The effects
of women's liberation have been felt by
every man in one way or another. . . .
But how did men respond to the chal-
lenge posed by the women's movement?
With a deafening silence.” Men's Rights

helps shatter that silence by giving us an
encyclopedia of useful information about
the male condition. There are chapters
covering everything Irom the hazards of
living together to tips on how to fight
for child custody in a divorce case. There
are check lists, quotes from legal prece-
dents, discussions of historical changes
including advice on what to do if you're
a victim of reverse sex discrimination,
how to stay alive during a divorce trial,
what's fatr in terms of child support and
alimony, when to demand visitation
rights, what the Marvin vs. Marvin deci-
sion really means for men, how to han-
dle a situation when your mate wants
an abortion and you have doubts about
it, where to go to find men’srights
groups and publications, and many more
supportive and sensitive suggestions. A
welcome and crucial book for the be-
leaguered American male.
°

If anvone still harbors doubts that
Anthony Burgess is a master of the
language and of fiction, Earthly Powers
(Simon & Schuster) should dispel them.
Its principal character, Kenneth Marshal
Toomey. is a famous homosexual writer
who may or may not have been loosely
modeled after W. Somerset Maugham.
Toomey is in his late years when he is
asked to write about Don Carlo Campa-
nati, an old friend who became Pope
and for whom canonization procedures
have been initiated. Their careers are
oddly parallel: Campanati rose in the
ranks of the Church through shrewdness
and subtlety; Toomey's craft honed the
same  skills for him. It is, however,
Burgess' triumph that he can successfully
chart the lives of those two enormously
intelligent yet dissinilar men. Earthly
Powers—which was ten years in the writ-
ing—is a magnificent achievement.

L]

Dr. George Shechan has said of his
own books, “They aren’t journalisin . . .
they're about the feel of being a run-
ner.” It's hard to imagine that he could
write more than one good book on the
experience ol putting one foot in front
of the other, but This Running Life (Simon
& Schuster) is his third. If you haven't
read Dr. Sheehan on Running or Run-
ning and Being, this is a perfectly good
introduction to the mystical/philosophi-
cal aspects of the sport. The best chap-
ters, “The Effort”™ and “The Stress,”
have some wonderful lines in them, such
as “If you want to win anything, a race,
your sell, your lile, you have to go a
little berserk.”

.

It is inevitable that Gary Jennings’
Aztec (Atheneum) be compared 1o James
Clavell's Shogun. It is long (768 pages),
the story of a collision of two cultures

33
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(Spanish and Aztec). a well-researched
portrait of life in the courts of Kings.
Unfortunately. knowing whom he was
going up against didn’t help Jennings.
The first chapter of Shigun is one of
the great narrative openings of our
time—two pages and vou are hooked.
The narrative structure of Azlec calls
upon the hero—a nearsighted Aztec mer-
chant-nobleman called Mixtli—to tell
the history ol his people to a bunch of
Catholic [riars, who interrupt to write
shocked letters to the Spanish king. It's
lorced. But put up with it. If you can
get past the first few chapters, adjust
your eyes to character names such as
Péyectzin, Nezahualpili and  Mixpant-
zinco. and if you finally stay awake de-
spite a florid prose style meant to echo
the language of the ancients, you will
have something to keep vou satisficd—
at least until Clavell comes out with
Noble House.

L
In Michacl Rubin’s anthology Men
Without Masks (Addison-Wesley), were

offered briel glimpses from diaries and
journals into the emotional mnpulses of
30 well-known 20th Century men: Franz
Kafka, James Dickey, Admiral Byrd and
Thomas Merton, to name a few. The
excerpts are frequently painful, occasion-
ally enlightening but not particularly
startling. The problem with a book like
this is in the limitation ol the form. It's
difficult to excerpt a moment from an
entire life without its surrounding truths.
.

The naive and idealistic young owners
of The Poinl Reyes Light, a little Cali
fornia weekly, amazed the national jour-
nalistic community by winning a 1979
Pulitzer Prize for their tenacious investi-
gation ol the Synanon organization.
They amazed the local community by
not getting clobbered or snakebit. Now
they recount their adventures in The Ligh
on Synanon (Seavicw), by Dave Mitchell.
Cathy Mitchell and Richard J. Ofshe, a
sociology prof who joined the team. A
nice read, with a bit of suspense and a
lot of insight into local publishing.

L]

Our fascination with gruesome crimes
and psychopaths has been well docu-
mented by the success of The Execu-
troner's Song, Heller Skelter, In Cold
Blood, et al. The Stranger Beside Me (Nor-
ton), the newest tribute to our blood-
thirstiness. is the story ol Ted Bundy.
Remember him? He's the guy who may
be responsible for the rape/mutilation/
murder of 38 women; convicted of the
murder ol two women and a 12-year-old
girl. he's curvently in a Florida prison.
The author. Ann Rule, is a lormer
policewoman and caime writer [or the
pulps: but the twist is that she knois
Bundy—Dboth of them worked lor a
erisis hotline service in 1971, long he-
fore Bundy was suspected of anything
more heinous than overtime parking.

The [riendship lasted, resulting in this
unusually personal documentary. Bundy
never conlessed, but Rule re-greates the
most plausible scenario for each murder
or group ol murders and recounts the
evidence painstakingly.
L3

For aging hippies and comic collectors,
a neocounterculture double-header lrom
Rip Off° Press: Wonder Wart-Hog and the
Nurds of November, [eaturing old and new
adventures of Gilbert Shelton’s celebrat-

ed “hog of stecl,” the frst underground
antihero: and Foolbert Sturgeon’s [Frank
Stack’s| The New Adventures of Jesus, the
first complete collection of those classic
sirips. Both in large paperback at book
stores and head shops or from Rip Off
Press, Box 14158, San Francsco, Califor-
nia 94114. That pLavsoy hrst published
Shelton in 1971 or that one of our edi-
tors supplied the foreword to Stack’s
book has in no way biased our enthusi-
astic reviewer. :

s(snson‘s greetings to all. Here's our
sclection of gilt-book ideas to aid
you in your holiday shopping spree.
Once again, you won't go wrong choos-
ing some ol the hrsirate fiction pre-
viewed in pLAaYBOY during the year: Fanny
(New American Library), Erica Jong's
wonderful romp through the 18th Cen-
tury: Mordeeai Richler's Joshua Then and
Now (Knopl) and Tom Robbins' stifl Life
with Woodpecker (Bantam), two comedies
that take eare of the 20th Century: and
E. L. Doctorow’s leon Loke (Random
House), which is part thriller, part odys-
sey set during the Great Depression and
altogether strange.

It's getting to be a habit with us to
devote a paragraph to the fine coftee-
table books published by Harry N.
Abrams. and this year's crop is excep-
tional: The Ant of Maurice Sendak, by Selma
G. Lanes; Ant Deco, by Vicior Arwas:
The Absurd World of Charles Bragg, by
Geoflrey Taylor: and American Antique
Toys 1830-1900, by Bernard Barenholt
and Inez McClintock, with photographs
by Bill Holland.

Also in the sativical spirit of Charles
Bragg are two other special books we
recommend, Tom Wolle's In Our Time

(Farrar, Suraus & Giroux), a collection
of drawings and comments on every-
thing from jogging to the art world;
and Lurie’s World 1970-1980 (The Uni-
versity Press of Hawaii), by Ranan R.
Lunie, a selection ol his caricatures amnd
cartcons, mostly political, from the past
decade. Two of the best New Yorker
cartoonists. Edward Koren and George
Boo:h. also have books out for the holi-
davs. Koren's is “Well, There’s Your Problem™
(Pantheon), and Booth's is Pussycats Need
Love, Too (Dodd, Mead).

Edward Hopper: The Art and the Arlist
(Nerton) is by Gail Levin, curator of
the major repository ol the artist’s works,
the Hopper collection at the Whitney
Museem of American Art. The book
has more than 500 illustrations, 280 of
them i1n color. And while Shagun is
still fresh in your memory, we'd like to
sugeest The Art of Hokusai in Book Illustration
(Sotheby Parke Bernet [ University of
California Press), by Jack Hillier. Al-
though Hokusai is probably the best-
known Japanese artist in the West, his
work as a book illustrator and designer
ol picture books is relatively unknown.
This volume 1s the first to deal exclu-
sively with his prints and traces the
evolution ol his print designs lor every-
thing from cheap novelettes to literary
classics.

Let there be [ood and drink! Vine:
The Wines and Winemakers of ftaly (Atlantic
Monthly Press), by Burton Anderson,
takes on the ltalian Peninsula, Sardinia
and Sicily by region, wine makers and
vineyards. Foed: An Informal Dictionary (Si-
mon & Schuster), by Waverly Root,
serves up a comprehensive guide to the
foods of the world Irom apple o zucchi-
ni. The volume is illustrated by everyone
[rom Cézanne to Degas to Rembrandt

We'd like 1o leave you with some spe-
cial visions ol the erotic to dance in your
head. Nude: Photogrophs from 1850-1980
(Viking). compiled, edited and prefaced
By Constance Sullivan. with commen-
tary by Ben Maddow. has more than 130
photographs of both men and women
taken by the likes of Allred Stieglitz,
Edward Weston. Edward Steichen and
Man Ray. The Lingerie Book (5t. Martin's),
by Miwchel Gray. with text by Mary
Kennedy, is a series ol stunning plotos
recording the evolution of underthings
from 1900 o the present. 1t's funny, in-
teresting and very sexy. Happy holidays!
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MUSIC

ASTA RETURN: The last time we

met Bob Marley, we were standing on
the porch of an empty wooden house
that had once been Marley's residence.
The house was located in a section of
Kingston. Jamaica. that looked like a
tropical South Bronx. Marley was sur-
rounded by several Rastafarian men who
wore knitted wool caps in the noonday
sun. In the frame of the doorway, just
above where Marley stood. two bullet
holes from a sniper’s attempt on his life
a year carlier had been lelt unpatched as
a reminder of the cult violence and in-
trigue that surround his Rastafarian
brethren. It was sweltering. The Rasta-
farian men were holding court on Jamai-
can politics, tribal warfare, reggae music,
dope and God while they smoked
corona-sized joints and it was difficule
to sift through their version of the king’s
English. There was no shade anywhere.
It was called a press conference.

So, at first, it was unsettling to meet
Marley again, this time seated in an
casy chair in a lolty New York City
hotel suite with a view of Central Park
that some natives would kill for. Marley's
current appearance in the United States
had been calculated to effect some sort
of tribal unity. His current major-Ameri-
can-city concert tour had been arranged
with Marley not as a headliner, as he
has been, but as an opening act tor The
Commodores, who have been successful
with an audience least swayed by reg-
gae—urban American blacks.

Apparently, the concessions ended
there. In his hotel suite, Marley sat
unaffected by the businessman’s elegance
that surrounded him, dressed in jeans
and a T-shirt, with his shoes off and his
serpentine dreadlocks disarranged about
him. He looked strictly country and
highly Jamaican. While we spoke, he
softly strummed an acoustic guitar
among snatches of conversation that

often wandered into sermonizing and
occasionally left us praying for subtitles.
He quickly shrugged off the notion

that a citihed black audience would
alter his style of performance. (Lots of
guitar strumming at this point)) He de-
scribed his inspiration thusly: “Music
come out of my chest warm with crea-
tion.” He believes that most popular
songwriters “think too hard.” He is not
upset at all with young and white New
Wave groups that have incorporated
and modified reggae music. It is a sign
that it is revelation time,” Marley said.
“This is a generation that seeks God.”
Despite the new generation, Marley sees
the world going down the tubes. “The
way scientists set up this world is total
destruction,” he said. “Even if him dead
and gone, him leave a weapon that can
kill thousands. Man set him own trap.
The nuclear thing, taking 2 chance on
time—that is foolish. Them no love
God.” When we asked him why his
themes tended to dwell on darkness and
not on light, he replied: “Hurt will rise
up even if it laid over with concrete. It
will rise up. But you see. if you have an
explosion, that is bright. It light up the
sky.

“If you smoke a little herb,” he said,
*you meditate good.” (By this time, the
people in his entourage who had been
sitting quietly, as though they were audi-
tioning for statues, were busy rolling,
licking and lighting up fat joints.) “In
this city, no one has a farm, though. No
can receive herb as God gave it. No can
sense the herh smell, the sense of green-
ness. of huri. Here them call w mari-
juana so them can cdassify it and put a
[criminal] charge on it. People here not
smoking to meditate. No can smoke a
little matchy-stick. Must have splift. Must
have access to these,” He held a lumpy
cone ol ganja aloft. “You smoke this,
you wouldn’t just get a buzz,” he insisted.
“You must smoke the herb to meditate.
Gel ved. You must smoke as a man,”
which we noticed he did by lighting the
spliff at the end farthest from his lips.
He never mentioned his latest record.

—STANLEY MIESES

HOLIDAY RECORD RACK: Rockers up
to and including your 40-year-old uncle
should go rockin’ round the Christmas
tree il they hnd The Rolling Stones’
Emotional Rescve (Rolling Stones) among
the digital neckties and silk watches—it
was probably the best rock LP of the
year. The Kinks are another geriatric act
still kicking out the jams, and their One
for the Road (Arista) i1s a memorable docu-
mentary of their live show. The sound
track [rom Urban Cowbey (Full Moon/
Asylum) is its own sclf-contained AOR
station with a Texas accent—perfect for
any heartthrob who wears a cowboy hat.
Misanthropic teenagers and other fans
of the bitter and cynical will be delight-
ed beneath their sneers by Elvis Costel-

lo's 20-tunc Get Happy! (Columbia). For
those so disaffected they've dyed their
hair purple and taken 1o wearing trash
bags, or are simply contemplating it,
London Calling (Epic), by The Clash, is a
double-disc blast from the best of Eng-
land’s so-called New Wave bands.

It wouldn’t be a year in country music
without & new buddy album from Willie
Nelson. and on Son  Antonio Rose (Co-
lumbia), Shotgun Willie teams up with
the Cherokee Cowboy, Ray Price, in a
collection of gems Irom the Fifties and
Sixties. Speaking ol buddies, George
Jones and Johnny Paycheck (who used to
be in Jones's band) are a couple of rough-
necks who sing like a breeze on Double
Trouble (Epic). And ace picker Roy Clark
tecams up  with  Dbluesman  Clarence
“"Gatemouth” Brown on Makin’ Music
(MCA), a powerlul good-ime album.
Hard Times (Columbia). by Lacy |. Dalton.
sounds like the beginning ol a smash ca-
recr—she’s often compared to Janis Jop-
lin, but this gal’s country. With a great
band, a big voice and a way with a mel-
ody. Hank Williams. Jr.. pays his respects
o his pappy with Habits Old and New
(Elekura). For close dancin’, Gene Wat-
s0n's No One Will Ever Know (Capitol)
has solid, no-bullshit ballads and dreamy
pedal steel guitar. And speedier types
should €njoy Texas Bound and Flyin® (RCA),
by Jearry Reed. which includes his catchy
tunes lrom Smolkey and the Bandit, 1
and II—plus lots of good picking.

The resurgence of great black vocal
music this past year might cause some
very pleasant confusion when it comes
to gilt giving this season, but you can't
go wrong with Stevie Wonder's Hotter
Than July (Tamla/Motown) or Earth,
Wind & Fire's Foces (Columbia). For hip
harmony beneath the Christmas tree.
we suggest the Manhattans' After Midnight
(Columbia) and Ray, Goedman & Brown Il
(Polvdor). For more intimate situations,
you'll be assisted by George Benson on
Give Me the Night (Warner/Quest) and
Diana Ross on biana (Motown). And
don't forget the holiday parties: You'll
be the guest of honor if you arrive with



REMY MARTIN INTRODUCES THE GAME

THAT HAS KEPT OUR MASIT

ER DISTILLERS

AWAKE FOR CENTURIES.

The name of the game is Le Passe Temps.

If you are a connoisseur of fine cognac who happens,
as well, to enjoy stimulating games, it may appeal to both
your sensibilities

First and foremost, Le Passe Temps is an exceptionally
challenging game of skill and strategy for two players with a
deceptively simple premise of play: The first player to get four
balls in a line—borizontally, vertically or diagonally—uwins,

For the beginner it is easy-to-grasp and fun-to-play
from the start.

But, as expertise comes with practice, it offers
degrees of difficulty and extremes of possibility which make
Le Passe Temps a game played in the more sophisticated
corners of the gaming world with the same fervor and
dedication as Backgammon

Second, and of particular interest is the history of
the game.

The name derives directly from the fact that the
game was originally created by the Master Distillers of
Remy Martin to help them “pass the time” as they kept their
vigil beside the pot-still during the critical period of
distillation.

Since 1724, the artful manner and unsurpassed care
employed by them in the making of the worlds finest
cognac has remained unchallenged and unchanged

Then, as now, judging, capturing and casting only
the very “heart of the spirit” at that single, fleeting moment
when it emerged from the still, depended entirely on our
Master Distiller and the diligent practice of his art

During distillation it required that he virtually live
beside the still

Moreover, it demanded that he remain constantly
alert, awake and aware so that, regardless of the hour —day
or night— he could seize the moment when it came.

Le Passe Temps is the game the distillers originally
whittled from Limousin Oak to play as they waited.

Now;, in honor of their art, we are pleased to make
available, in a very limited offering, replicas of the original
Le Passe Temps. Made of hand rubbed hardwoods, elegantly
embossed with the Remy Martin Centaure.

The price is $39.95. (Add state tax where
applicable. )

It can be ordered only through your local spirits
merchant. Look for the order forms on the display wherever
Remy Martin Fine Champagne Cognacs are sold

Then, as you savor our cognac, you can play the
game that kept us ahead of the game for over 250 years.

Sole U S A Distributor, Foreign Vintages, Inc. Jericho, N'Y Cognac 80 Proof
Offer is void where prohibited by state law

'THE FIRST NAME IN COGNAC SINCE 1724




“Before TDK picked me
| picked them”

~Stevie Wonder-

i

-

.l 8y

Stevie is a perfectionist through and through. He
records a song track by track. Plays it back countless
times to check quality and performance.

We felt we had a lot in common with Stevie. Each
TDK cassette has 250 components, assembled with
microscopic precision. There are1,117 check points for
the shell alone. TDK is tested under extremes of heat,
humidity and shock. It performs brilliantly. Which is
why each TDK package
has a full lifetime
warranty.*

As we discovered,
Stevie has been using
TDK cassettes for years.
Long before we asked
him. For a perfectionist,
that says a lot.

*In the unlikely event that any TDK casselte
# wow s, ever fails to perform due to a defect
i, :
&3 I'l 5 % ¢ in materials or workmanship.simply
e A ‘::g' return it to your local dealerorto
%:"bw-‘ﬁ‘-' TOK for a free replacement.
SaSE supplier o the LS. Olympic Team

Look for TOK in bright new packages

The Amazing Music Machine.

#1980 TOK Electronics Corp., Garden City, N.Y. 11530

the 5.0.8. Band's s05. (Tabu). Teddy
Pendergrass” TP (Philadelphia Interna-
tional). The Jacksons® Trivmph (Epic) or
Bob Marley’s Uprising (Island). The rest
is up to you.

Although not widely acknowledged.
the way to a serious jazz lover's heart
is through the ecars. So il vou're serious
about someone who is serious abour jazz,
there’s no better way of showing it than
by presenting him or her with Miles Davis:
Chronicle (Presuge), a 12-LIP set that con-
tains all the recordings Miles did for
Prestige during the seminal vears 1951-
1956. It's a himited edition of 10.000
and. at 5125, it's not cheap—but then
agiain, you are serious. aren’t your A
recent reissue that will bring joy to the
hearts of Charles Mingus [ans is Charles
Mingus Presents Charles Mingus (Barnaby
Candid Jazz) and there’s also the newly
released Mingus at  Antibes  (Atlantic).
the latter a live mwo-LP set, both ol
which feature the brilliant Eric Dolphy.
Some of the most intriguing recordings
of the past year were made by vounger
players reinterpreting classic jazz com-
positions, with dazzling results. Arthur
Blythe's 1n the Tradition (Columbia), ATRs
Airlore (Arista [Novus) and Jack DeJohn-
cie’s Special Edition (ECM) are all hne
examples of this new musical direction.
Sonny Rollins 15 a classic unto himsell,
bur his music on Love at First Sight (Milc-
stone) is [resher and more delightlul
than ever. Al DiMeola, the young gui-
tarist, takes lusion music in every direc
tion at once on Hotel Splendido (Columbia)
and by dint ol sheer talent, makes it
work.

For audiophiles, there’s a new, digital
recording ol Beethoven's Fidelio (Lon-
don); Sir Georg Solu’s Chicago Sym-
phony Orchestra  and  Chorus  sound
stunning, thanks to the latest stereo
technology. For the Bach buff. there's
Brandenburg Concertos (Angel), Irom the
L.A. Chamber Orchestra under Gerard
Schwarz—modern-day instruments  but
authentic barogue style. And for those
whose musical tastes reach even farther
back, we suggest A Merry Mood: Renaissonce
Music for Two lutes (JRB), with lutanists
Linn Barnes and Allison Hampton. Re-
cent Beethoven from Leonard Bernsiein
includes  the Concertgebouw’s  Missa
Solemnis (DG) and, for larger gift hudg-
¢ts, The Nine Symphonies (D) ptrrlol'l‘m-(l
by the Vienna Philharmonic. Lenny
gives us a less romantic, more classical
view of the music than he did in his
older Columbia sets—and better sound.
Finally, for the Mozart maniac, you
can’t go wrong with the sound-track
recording [rom Joseph Losey's film ol
Don Giovanni (CBS Masterworks).

REVIEWS

LElvis Costello’s Taking Liberties (Colum-
bia) is a collection of 20 B sides and
previously unreleased esoterica that [alls
short of his other albums because it
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lacks a real killer, but Elvis is still the
brightest rock songwriter to come along
in years, so this is still worth the trip.

.

Pablo Today has its own Duke Elling-
ton festival going, with the simultaneous
release of Sarah Vaughan's breath-tak-
ing Duke Ellington Song Bock Two; Zoot
Sims’s Passion Flower, on which the tenor
man benefits from Benny Carter's big-
band charts: Memories of Duke, wherein
The Clark Terry Five captures the man's
aura of sophisticated bluesiness; and
All Too Soon, on which selecied Ellington
compositions get loving treatment from
Joe Pass, Ray Brown. Mickey Roker and
Milt Jackson—whe alwiys seems to rise
to an occasion, and in this case comes
up with his best plaving in some time.

For those who dont get enough of
Joe Pass’s guitar on this set (he's on all
the albums except Passion Flower).
*ablo Live has Northsea Nights—more
dialog with the Scandinavian bassist
Niels Henning Orsted Pederson. in a
language spoken only by great instru-
mentalists—and Blue Note has reissued
The Complete “Catch Me!” Sessions, which
brought Pass’s fiery and Huid guitarwork
to the attention of an appreciative jazz
world in 1963 and is still a knockout.

.

It's gotten to where vou can't judge
an album until. popcorn in hand.
you've sat through the midnight show ol
the movie. In the past few months. we've
car-cye-synced The Rose. No Nukes.
Urban Cowboy, Xanadu and now Paul
Simon's One-Trick Peny (Warner Bros.). Ii
there is an audio version of canéma
wvevité, this album is it. Simon’s lyrics
depict the life of a club musician with
Zen precision. There are echoes ol old
songs—the music drifting through the
walls in Late in the Evening resonaies
with “lovers in the next room. out to
win a prize” Irom Duncan. Simon does
for autobiography what Nabokov did
with  Spealk, AMemory. IE you listen
cnough times, you won't have to see the
movie—and that is songwriting elevated
to art.

SHORT CUTS

Shotgun / Kingdem Come (MCA): A dou-
ble-barreled blast, with sentimental bal-
lads and hell-bent boogies.

Willie Nelson & Family / Honeysuckle Rose
(Columbia): Willic’s got the best per-
forming band in counury music, so the
only wrue way to catch it is in the Hesh
in concert—but this sound track is the
next best thing. Our only complaint is
that there’s a little too much family and
a little oo little Willie on the [our
sides here.

Maze, featuring Frankie Beverly / Joy ond
Pain (Capitol): Melodic soul, with inter-
esting instrumental support and a posi-
tive ambience.

Merle Hoggard / The Way 1 Am (MCA):
Sad, soulful and surprisingly suave.

FAST TRACKS

SAVE US FROM TWO ORCHESTRA SEATS ON THE AISLE OEPARTMENT: In an effort to stay
up on religious music, we bring you reports now and then on Bob Dylan, who, as
we go to press, is set to headline at a “Born Again Woodstock™ festival in London’s
Wembley Arena with Billy Preston and Cliff Richard. This would be a fairly ho-hum

announcement if the star of the event weren't Billy Graham. My sweet Lord. . . .

ment documents reveal that in
the Sixties, the FBI maintained searet
files on big-name rock stars such as
Jim Morrison, Jimi Hendrix, The Fugs and
Janis Joplin. The documents. which,
among other things, accused Morrison
of pulling out “all stops in an effort
to provoke chaos among a huge crowd
ol young people.” were made availa-
ble to Alternative Media magazine
under provisions ol the Frecdom of
Intormation Act. . . . Celebrity jeans
ar¢. now being pitched by country
stars lrom Willie Nelsen 10 Mickey Gilley,
from Leretta Lynn 10 Conway Twitty.
Lawd., Lawd. what will Calvin Klein
say about that? Elvis Lives On
Deparument: You can buy photo-
copies ol El's will, the Presley [amily
cookbook, copies of bootlegged al-
bums and our [avorite in the bad-
taste sweepstakes, I Called Him Babe,
a book by Elvis’ nurse, which indudes
a chapter tided Elins on My Floor
Again. . The original stage pro-
duction of Jesus Christ Superstar has
ended its London run alter 3557 per-
lormances. The show grossed more
than 35250.000,000 world-wide. . i
The legendary Abbey Road record-
ing studio in London was the scene
of a very special auction that the
studio called the sale of the century.
The most interesting item sold was
the fowr-track tape recorder on which
the Beatles recorded the Sgt. Pepper
album. . . . Peter Townshend says he's
going to publish a book of erotic
stories, all based on dreams he's ac-
tually had. . . . Musicions United for Sofe
Energy (MUSE) reports it made more
than $1.000,000 net profit from its
concerts and the sales ol a triple-disc
album recorded at them. About half
ol that money has been invested in
the film No Nukes, while the rest has
been distributed to more than 250

Nswssamxs: Newly released Govern-

local and national groups ausading
for alternative energy sources. Subse-
quent prohits from the movie will be
turncd over as well. . . . The three
surviving members ol The Deers de-
cided to produce The Final Doors
Complete Grealest Hits Album [rom
tapes that are now more than ren
years old. The record should be avail-
able right about now.

RANDOM RUMORS: Kinky Friedmon says
he's decided to adopt a new name for
his backup group. lormerly known as
The Texos lewbeys. His hrst chioice for
a new name 15 The Exxen Brothers,
but it’s said the oil company and its
lawyers are not intercsted in cooperat-
mes-— After nearly a decade of not
talking, Paul McCartney has fAinally—in
his words—"broken the whole voo
doo ol talking about thc Beotles.”
When asked for the causes ol Beatles’
breakup, McCartney said it was a
combination of minor musical dit-
[erences with Lennon, Yoko and other
“miscellaneous”™ stuff. . . . Petty Hearst
going punk: Well. not exactly. if
going to hear the Surf Punks in concert
15 the only evidence. The Surt Punks
aren’t that heavy. . - . Although we've
heard the rumor belore, we're hearing
again that Mick is going to China to
investigate a possible Rolling Stones
tour there. Western pop music has
been denounced as “frivolous” by a
Peking critic. Frivolous numbers now
enjoying considerable success in
China include the theme [rom
Grease, Beatles songs and the old
show tune Buftons and Bows.

REELING AND RocKing: T he National
Lampoon Inc. has announced plans
to produce an amimated movie based
on stories from Heavy Melal, the
company’s science-fiction mag. The
movie will feature original rock music
composed and performed by inter-
national rock acts. —BARBARA NELLIS
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MOVIES

ount your fingers, using hoth hands,
c to tote up the likely Oscar nomina-
tions tor Ordinary People (Paramount).
Robert Redford, superstar, can take a
very deep bow for his debut as a major
movie director. There’s no himt of ama-
teurism in the way Redford has handled
the film version of Judith Guest's best-
selling novel. It's solid, deeply sensitive
work from a sober sareen adaptation by
Alvin Sargent, with blue-ribbon perform-
ances throughout. I don’t know where 1o
begin praising the actors, so I'll stare
with Mary Tyler Moore. just about per-
tect in a thankless, bitchy but beautifully
modulated role as an upper-middle-class
country-club automaton, a Steptord wife
and mother who can handle anything
but real vouble. Moore's image as the
perennial glad girl of TV sitcoms may
never be the same, and good riddance.
As her wellmeaning Milquetoast hus-
band, who eventually discovers his hid-
den strengths, Donald Sutherland is
magnificent. So is young Tim Hutton
(son of the lare movie- TV star Jim Hut-
ton) as their tortured, suicidal son who
has tried to take his own life after a boat-
ing accident that killed his beloved only
brother. Ordinary People is actually the
story of one family’s agonizing period of
adjustment after the death of a loved
one. They're well-heeled people in Lake
Forest, Illinois, so comfortably off that
not much could shake them—certainly
not shake them so hard that their only
surviving son, the swimming champ,
would wind up with ugly razor scars on
his wrists and have to sce a psychiatrist
(played [forcefully by Judd Hirsch).
Strong runners-up as a couple ol girls
the sick lad encounters are Dinah Man-
off (Lee Grant’s daughter and star of Neil
Simon’s I Qught to Be in Pictures) and
pert Elizabeth McGovern (who subse-
quently snagged an important role in
Milos Forman's Ragtime).

Psychiatric case study is hardly a new
formula for film drama and People, for
all its strengths, sometimes drags from
the weight of its own seriousness and
sell-absorption. But this tangled skein
of husband-wile, mother-son, father-son
relationships projects genuine pain—al-
most unbearably moving and recogniza-
bly human in the Dbrilliant big-league
manner of Kramer vs. Kramer with less
hype, more substance. Redford proves
he can earn his place at the top with-
out once [(lashing that world-lamous
profile. Y¥yy

]

As executive producer and star of
Privote Benjomin (Warner), Goldie Hawn
has the dream role that reconfirms her
reservations for room at the top among
our finest comediennes. The movie's
saript is disjointed and episodic, How-

Sutherland, Moore: not ordinary.

Extraordinary People;
a winner for Goldie,
a loser for Jill.

Douglas, Clayburgh in a turnoff.

ard Zieff's direction is lively but spas-
modic and—take my word for it—
you're not going to mind a bit. Goldie is
delicious as a prototypal Jewish Ameri-
can Princess who impulsively joins the

U.S. Army when her second husband
chies after six hours of lusty wedded
bliss—made hilarious by Albert Brooks
as the late lamented sex maniac. The
spoiled J.A.P.’s initial responses to Army
fatigue garb (“Is green the only color
this comes in?"), Army discipline, Army
decor and Army chow (“T want to go out
to lunch™) are sidesplitting in ways that
can’t be communicated without benefit
of Hawn's nearly perfect comic timing.
Among other things. Private Benjamin
15 a cunmingly Irivolous feminist film
about a girl who doesn’t start to grow
up until she’s pushing 30—when she
realizes she's got to be her own woman,
independent of her parents, husbands,
the U. §. Army and the handsome French
gvnecologist lover (Armand Assante)
whom she wins by writing her own GL
travel orders. Barbara Barrie and Sam
Wanamaker, as the soldier's overprotec-
tive mom and dad, are at least a match
for Eileen Brennan and Robert Web-
ber—both playing for horselaughs as
the ballsiest Army brass. All run a close
second to Goldie, and that's damned
good. Efforts to resist her simply won't
work, In most cases. I recommend total
surrender. Y¥Y
]

Too bad when women film makers
break into the movie big time, then
blow it. After the success of her modest,
charming Girlfriends, director Claudia
Weill undertook ir's My Turn (Columbia),
from a first screenplay by novelist Elea-
nor Bergstein. I wish it were betrer, but
this is definitely a Turn for the worse,
with Jill Clayburgh, Michael Douglas
and Charles Grodin all ambushed by a
sluggish romantic comedy full ol fashion-
ably dull jargon about the need “to leel
more connected,” to “nurture each oth-
er'” or to give each other a lot ol space.”
I won't expose the story’s flaws by spot-
lighting them, except to say that Clay-
burgh portrays a brilliant mathematician
with problems she cannot resolve. The
real problem with My Twrn is that its
improvised, fleeting pleasantries  ulti-
mately add up to zero. ¥

[ ]

Brought to the sareen by producer
Dino De Laurcntiis, Flash Gordon (Uni-
versal) looks exactly like the big, costly,
campy comic strip it was intended to be
{about 510.000.000 worth, according to
unofficial estimates. See page 180 [or
our own pictorial homage to the movic).
The special effects don’t even vaguely
resemble those of Star Trek, Star Wars
or Close Encounters. Here you'll see the
winged Hawkmen created by cartoonist
Alex Raymond swooping and darting
with litle indication of technical su-
periority over the flying monkeys of The
Wizard of Oz, circa 1939. The cartoon
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fantasyland of Flash Gordon has what
scem to be painted skies and Tinkertoy
space ships, all in primary colors, plus
adult, tongue-in-cheek dialog that is un-
believable but often funny. “Forget it,
Ming . . . Dale’s with me,” declares
Flash, now identificd as a New York Jets
quarterback who's been hijacked to the
planet Mongo with the beauteous Dale
Arden. Clearly, the evil Emperor Ming
means to ravish her, yet Flash can't re-
strain a whistle of admiration when his
date is decked out in sacrificial-virgin
finery. “You look great,” he chortles. To
which Dale responds, “It’s the eye make-
up.” As the damsel less distressed than
you might expect. pert Melody Anderson
has a good time doing Dale, particularly
when she’s compelled to swallow a heady
love potion and has to admit she kind of
likes it. That's a clue to the off-the-wall
humor of the occasion: comic balloons
with gag men pulling the strings.

Max wvon Sydow, as the merciless
Ming, and Ornella Muti, as Ming's lusty
daughter, have a field day with all the
foolishness aloot. More often seen in the
context of austere Swedish filing by
Ingmar Bergman, Von Sydow 1is so
stylishly, smashingly villainous he may
have set himself up for a whole new
career as a super bad guy. Flash Gor-
don’s major weakness, alas. is Flash himn-
self, rather blandly personified by Sam
Jones, a movie newcomer whose most
important assignment herctofore was
playing Bo Derek’s husband in “107.
Just another pretry face, I'm afraid. Giv-
en so-so direction and a so-what hero
who emanates none of the innocence and
charisma Clwistopher Reeve brought to
Superman, Flash holds up pretty well, ¥¥

L]

Dyan Cannon's infectious laughter and
easy charm are fail-safe assets for any
movie that might develop mechanical
trouble elsewhere. Coast to Coost (Para-
mount) has Dyan giggling almost non-
stop to keep this rickety road comedy
from stalling. She's all right opposite
Robert Blake, TV's rock-solid Baretta,
working hard as a sullen truck driver
who reluctantly agrees to take her to
California—after Dyan has, uh, hijacked
her shrink and, ul, escaped from an ex-
clusive Eastern mental hospital, having
been declared insanc by her estranged
husband, also a psychiatrist, because he
thought a divorce would be too expen-
sive. How's that again? Given such a
pea-brained premise, director Joseph
Sargent put the script handed him to
good use by treating it as Cannon fod-
der, with car crashes for an occasional
change of pace. ¥¥

[ ]

A gravel-voiced hoyden named Robin
Johnson takes over Times Square (EMI/
AFD) and makes it all her own. Teamed
up with Robin is Trini Alvarado (who
made her big splash in last year's Rich
Kids), while England’s Tim Curry (star

Dyan keeps on
truckin’, but
Woody's off the track.

Times Square’s Alvarado, Johnson.

of The Rocky Horror Show on stage and
screen) adds a garnish of colorful idio-
syncrasy as an allnight deejay who
transforms a couple of runaway kids into
punk-rock stars. Directed by Canadian-
born Alan Moyle from a screenplay
by Jacob Brackman (former Esquire
film critic and sometime PLAYBOY con-
tributor), Times Square takes chances,
caroms from hits to misses, yet captures
the seedy, funky atmosphere of mid-
Manhattan feshpots as few other movies
have done since Midnight Cowboy.
Filmed on location, Moyle's grungy [able
depicts a nighttime New York full of
music, drugs, muscle, hustle, youthful
exuberance and teenaged rebels without
a cause. The raggle-taggle queen of the
night is Robin, herself in real life a
Brooklyn high school girl and nonpro
until someone discovered she could curse,
swagger and belt songs like a junior-miss
Bette Midler—though compared with
this kid, Bette is a cream pufl. Here,
Robin’s the street-wise gamine who takes
up with a New York City commissioner’s
runaway daughter (Trini) to form a duo
called The Sleaze Sisters. The movie as a
whole may be a triwinph of sleaze over

substance, but Robin Johnson plays it
like a seasoned trouper. Y¥
L]

Woody Allen has already paid homage
to Ingmar Bergman with Inleriors. Now
he follows the Fellini mode in a peculiar
autobiographical comedy called Stardust
Memories (UA), which owes much more
to 815 than Woody seems able to pay
after an opening scenc that's an un-
abashed rip-off of Fellini’s masterpiece.
Echoing themes Irom both Annie Hall
and Manhattan, in which Allen’s self-
absorption was still entertainingly fic-
tionalized, Stardust Memories registers
as one long whine about how awful it is
to be rich and famous, with everyone
expecting him to sign autographs or
crack jokes when our wicked old world’s
only a whisper away from 1984. Sure,
things are tough all over, especially for
Woody as an Allenish character named
Sandy Bates, who loudly asserts his right
to be depressed: “I don’t want to make
funny movies anymore.” The sad-clown
soliloquy begins when he reluctantly at-
tends a film weekend at a seaside resort
(the Stardust Hotel), where he's guest of
honor and defense witness for a retro-
spective of his work. All his clamorous
fans are depicted as creeps, while his
professional associates appear to be
venal, uptight or insensitive. The wom-
en in his life create further problems:
Charlotte Rampling, as a fairly Haky
Diane Keaton clone named Dorrie (por-
trayed as such a lovely mess that Keaton
might cither weep or sue for libel);
Marie-Christine Barrault as a mature,
charming I'renchwoman who dearly rep-
resents  some  unattainable  feminine
ideal; plus Jessica Harper and Amy
Wright, as a couple of neurotic movie
bulfs who manage to catch Sandy’s
divided attention.

Since Woody is supremely talented,
snappy one-liners and comic situations
add sparkle here and there, though it’s
my distinct impression that the screen-
plays he wrote in collaboration with
Marshall Brickman had more zing. The
movic looks fine, always, thanks to vi-
brant black-and-white cinematography
by Gordon Willis, who creates magic be-
tween the lines. Yet egocentricity con-
siderably outweighs the wit of Stardust
Memories, and Woody tries to disarm his
critics by mocking them for not taking
his pretensions seriously. The truth is
the carlier Allen was more cogent, more
relevant, a helluva lot more fun. What
he’s giving us now is not even a con-
vincing malaise of his very own—just
another Fellini with a dash of bitters.
Make mine Manhattan. ¥¥

L

The sorrows of showbiz are spelled
out again in One-Trick Pony (Warner),
a minisaga several cuts above Woody
Allen’s lamentable Stardust Memories.
Paul Simon wrote the saeenplay, as
well as the musical score—with a strong
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title tune—and also gives a very cred-
itable low-key perlormance in the top
role. Occasionally reminiscent of Dustin
Hoftman, he's passive and supercool,
though warmer than his ex-partner
Art Garfunkel in Nicolas Roeg's cun-
rent Bad Well, enough of
odious comparisons. Sensitively directed
by Robert M. Young, One-Trick Pony is
a kind of musical scrapbook about the
highs and lows in the life of a [aded
Sixties rock star

Timing.

-moping around air-
port lounges in transit, Lrying to connect
with his divorced wile (Blair
and their suffering through a hu-
miliating audition with record-company
exccs (Rip Torn and Allen Goorwitz in
rare form) cnjoying a brief, vivid
fling with one executive's wife (mar-
velously I)I;IY(’(! by Joan Hackett).
Simon’s onstage performances are excit-
ingly fhlmed, and he reveals a sharp
imstimct  for dramatic understatement,
whether he’s speaking lines or writing
them. I especially admired a wry se
quence in which the band kills time en
route to a gig by playing a word game
on the names of dead rock musicians.
Though 1111.111) rather downbeat, One-
Trick Pony is also mellow, moody, wist-
ful, leelingly played and lar too honest
to go lor easy nostalgia. ¥¥¥
.

Back to the billboards with The Idol-
maker (UA). Remember those golden
prize-hght movies of yore, in
Ieathery, ambitious manager would live
on vicarious thrills by wransforming a
street. punk into a heavyweight champ?
Rocky, ol course, was a throwback to
that era. The gimmick now is 1o make a
second-rate sax player (Paul Land) or a
bus boy (Peter Gallagher) into a pop-
rock star to wow the teeny-hoppers. The
ldolmalker, 1 believe, is about the Kind
of magic promotional hype that gave us
such lasting monuments of the Sixries
as Engelbert Humperdinck and Fabian.
The movie also brings us the scoop that
the profirminded world of music does
not belong to poets. Ray Sharkey plays

Brown)
S0,

which a

the rtitle role as a New York hustler
named Vincent Vacarri, with Tovah
Feldshulr behind him as Teen Scene

Roberts. But Sharkey is
He's got Cagney

lashing

Brenda
the movie's prime asset.
quality, wild and resilient,
like a hot wire to create a lot of sizzle.
When Sharkey stops to catch his breath,
however, and then discovers that singing
can have soul, you may note that Idol-
maker is just the usual creamy backsiage
schmaltz. ¥¥

editor

out

L]

An adorable moppet named Louvanne
meets George Burns in Oh, Ged! Book N
(Warner) and tells George (who has
the title role) that what God needs to
get His message across is a slogan.
Her daddy is an adman, vou see. After
that, Oh, God! gets worse, running the
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gamut from god-awiul to bored-again
Jokes you wouldn't wish on Godzilla,
much less on lovable George. 1 will say
as little as possible about little Louanne,
except to note that the precociously
charming airs she's told to assume smack
of Hagrant child abuse in a most in-
sidious form. To sit through this cutesy.
sugary sequel is like being submerged in
a silo of Froot Loops. ¥
°

Perhaps the time has come to declare
4 moratorium on irreverent comedies
about religion. Monty Python's Life of
Brian did it best. Even Richard Prvor
as the Lord Himsell can’t save ALty
Feldman's In God We Trust (Universal),
directed by and starring Marty as a
monk named Brother Ambrose who soes
to L.A. to break his vows ol poverty and
chastity (assisted in 1he Latter by Louise
Lasser, as the hooker he impregnates).
Andy Kaulman and Peter Bovle also
climb aboard Feldman's mishegotien
band wagon, trying to beat the odds: hut
Trust is a bust from end to end. Hard
o believe that any group ol adult movie
executives got together and agreed that
this aimless, tasteless, unhely jape might
matke a farce worth filming. Will blun-
ders never cease? ¥

.

Although the M.P.A A, ratings board
has not yet got the message. the true new
pornography has less to do with sex than
with hard-core blood and guts. That's
why I find numerous old acquaintances
from the skin flicks switching 1o horror
films—because. to put it simply, hatcher
work brings in more bread than hump-
ing. One example is producer-director
Sean Cunningham. who went the sex
ploit route until his bloody Friday the
13th became a box-office phenomenon.
Now there are maniacs running amuck
everywhere, and you needn’t be a porn
alumnus (o get a piece of the action.

The Unseen (‘I riune Films) stars Barbara
Bach—who cin be seen very cearly in
our pictorial on page 120—as a TV
reporter who has to stay in a strange
old country house while covering a Dan
ish [olk festival. There’s less gore than
usual in this one and Bach looks di-
vine—even when she’s wer and dirty and
trapped in the cellar with a vile sub-
human Thing. But Unseen’s sole draw-
ing card is the beauty, not the beast. ¥

Veteran Hollywood sex kitten Gloria
Grahame plays the ghost of a whore
house madam in Phobia (Nesting), not
to be conlused with Paramount’s John
Huston shocker bearing the same title,
widely rumored o have been buried
alive lest critics try to dissect it. This
is a haunted whorehouse where some
dark deeds occurred back in the For-
ties. Producer-director Armand Weston,
whose sexpertise has created many a
hard-core hit, keeps Phobia slick and
grisly, carclully rigged to induce shock

Feldman astray in Trust.

at regular intervals. He knows a bit
about timing climaxes, and Gralume
sweeps up any loose ends—looking had
and heautiful as ever. ¥¥

Totally repulsive but  skillful  and
effective all the same, Motel Hell (UA) is
a low-camp parody of every horror show
from Psyclo and The Texas Chainsase
Massacre 1o Stephen Sondheim’s morbid
Broadway musical Sweeney Todd. For
mer movie preity boy Rory Calhoun
plays the motel proprietor, who also
runs an adjacent buicher shop (“Takes
all kinds of critters to make Farmer
Vincent's Iritters”), and our own 1979
Playmate of the Year Monique St Pierre
appenrs as one of his pluckier victims,
Unlucky guests arve literally planted
(neck-deep, with their vocal cords slit to
curh screaming), then seasoned. serubbed
and made ready for market in a mon
strous little pic that may hecome one ol
the more prohtable sick jokes lrom the
current crop of schlock. ¥¥

He Knows You're Alone (MGM /UA) is
just another dumb, poorly plotted imi-
tation of Halloween, this time about 2
small-town  knile wielder who stalks
brides-to-he—for reasons so vague that
he often forgets the nuptial angle and
performs a messy blood test on anyone
within reach. Bottom ol the barrel. ¥

In Mother's Day (United Film), three
voung women on a camping expedition
are cried off in thew sleeping bags by
two rapacious brutes who like to per-
form acts of torwure to please their in-
dulgent old mom. Violence is Mom's
favorite dish. The lads ultimately ger
their just deserts, one of them with a
hatchet lodged m his arotch. Ol course,
axed genitals are generally rated R
Only workable genitals get X'd. ¥

—REVIEWS BY BRUCE WILLIAMSON

MOVIE SCORE CARD

capsule close-ups of current films
by bruce williamson

Bette Midler Is Divine Madness Her
filmed concert—mostly fabulous. ¥¥¥
Coast to Coast (Reviewed this month)
Cannon wripping with Blake. YY
The Elephant Man A revised rating:
the story's interesting, though far
better onstage. ¥
Flosh Gordon (Reviewed this month)
Comicstrip fun. with Max von Sydow

as Ming outflashing Flash. vy
Gloria So-s0 melodrama plaved to
the hilt by Gena Rowlands. Yy
He Knows You're Alone (Reviewed this
month) Brides-to-be shredded. ¥
Hopscorch  Walter  Maithan  and

Glenda  Jackson wittily beating the
bad old CIA at 1ts own games. ¥¥Y

The Idolmaker ( Reviewed this month)
Packaging pop stars circa 1960, ¥y

In God We Trust (Reviewed this
month) Misbegotten Feldman. ¥
It's My Turn (Reviewed this month)
You mav want to sit this one out. ¥

Loving Couples Four fun people do-
ing everything Bolr & Carol & Ted &
Alice always wanted to but didn’t. ¥¥¥

Motel Hell (Reviewed this monih)
Raw red meat lor horror lans who
wouldn't be caught dead at a1 Holi-
day Inn. ¥y

Mother’s Doy (Reviewed this month)
Lots of S/A to remember her hy. ¥

Oh, God! Book N (Reviewed this
month) George Burns deified again;
Lord knows where it will all end. ¥

One-Trick Pony (Reviewed this month)

Paul Simon with wricks galore.  ¥¥¥
Ordinary  People (Reviewed  this
month) A huge bravo lor Raobert

Redlord as movie director. Yy
Phobia (Reviewed this month) The
hauntedest little whorchouse, ¥y

Private Benjomin (Reviewed  this
month) Goldie banishes the GI
blues. ¥y

Resurrection Faith healing., with &
dollop of down-to-earth passion Irom
Ellen Burstyn and Sam Shepard for
ve of litde Laith. Yyy

Sam Marlow, Private Eye (K 5])001.
formerly known as The Man with
Bogart’s Face, with new ttle. ¥y

Stardust Memories (Reviewed  this
month) Woody's woebegone 514, ¥¥

The Stunt Man Original, stunning and
surreal. with Peter O Toole as a
mard director. Upgraded afier getting
a second opinion (my own). ¥y

Times Square (Reviewed this month)
Punks on Broadway. Y

The Unseen (Reviewed this month)
And no reason to see it except o ogle
beauteous, bedeviled Barbara Bach. ¥

¥¥ Worth a look
¥ Forget it

YY¥Y Don't miss
¥¥¥ Good show
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w COMING ATTRACTIONS >«

pOL GOSsSIP: Shelley Duvall will star in and

be associate producer of the film ver-
siont of Tom Robbins’ novel Even Cowgirls
Gel the Blues. Lensing is set to begin
soon. . . . Word has it that Henry Winkler
would like to star in a remake of the
Filties classic Champagne for Caesar
and has commissioned a pair of writers
to come up with a saipt. Ronald Colman
starred in the original. which was about
an unemployed genius who wses his vast
knowledge 1o hzlnkrup[ a radio quiz
show. Needless to say, the quiz program
in the contemporary version will be on
television. . . . Paramount. it seems. will
he hirst o capitalize on the punk-rock
crare with ANl Washed Up, the siory of
the rise and fall of a punk band. The
perils of instant stardom will be ex-
amined in the film. directed by music
cnueprencur Lou [(:"f} tn Smoke) Adler.

Duvall

It’'s due out in February and siars Diene
Lane, Roy Winston and Cynthio Sykes. . . .
Ragtime continues to be the curiosity
ol the year. castingwise, anyway. Donald
O‘Conner, who hasn’t made a movie singe
1976, will play a vaudevillian song-and-
dance man. I stull say they should have
picked Tony Curtis to play Houdini. . .
Tim Matheson and Michael Socks star in
H.O.G., a satire on the practice of medi-
cine based on the novel The House of
Cod by Dr. Samuel Shem. I'm told the film
will do for medicine what Catch-22 did
lor the Army. but it sounds more as if
H.0O .. will do for physicians what Hos-
pital did lor hospitals. . . . Murder and
mavhem in a Florida fun house are the
ingredients in Tobe (The Texas Chain
S Massaere) Hooper's latest horror epic,
The Funhouse. The flick features a cast
ol relative newcomers in leading roles.
Hooper's hilms. most ol them shoestring
productions, have achieved cult status
among horror-film buffs.
®

sequetmaNiA: The film Blue Lagoon
may go into x:*qm'] with I)rnduccr-dirt:c—
10r Rondol Kleiser reteaming  co-stars
Brooke Shields and Christopher Atkins, 1 he
continuation would deal with the young-
sters’ retuwrn to cvilization—San Fran-
cisco at the turn of the century. . . .
Another sequel being talked about is
one based on The Sting. Ever since the
original came out in 1973, numerous

sequel possibilities have been discussed,
though Poul Newman and Robert Redford
have both reportedly declined participa-
tion. Jackie Gleason, Richard Pryor and Lily
Tomlin were considered at one time. Now

Atkins

Shields

producer Jennings lang is Interested in
geting Anthony Shaffer, author of Sleuth,
to write the sereenplay. . . . Yet another
follow-up is The Final Conflict—Omen
Part 11, due out in April. As in
the case of the two colicr versions,
this installment centers on the demonic
hile of Damien Thorn. the Antichrise;
now in his early 50s. he follows in the
lootsteps of his laute [ather o become
Ambassador to Great Britain. The lact
that the producers have called it The
Final Conflict is encouraging. though if
this one makes a bundle, 1 wouldn't be
at all surprised to see them make Omen
[V—Beyond the Final Conflict.
[ ]

MORE MOORE: Dudley Mocre’s next film
is Arthur in which he co-stars with Lliza
Minnelli, Jill Eikenberry, Geraldine Fitzgerald
and Sir John Gielgud. A comic love story,
Arthur explores, with humor and a bit
ol slapstick, the vagaries ol the vary,
very rich. Moore plays the tide charac-
ter. a2 man who inherits a whopping
S750.000.000 and spends most ol his time
spending  moncy,

drinking. lounging

Minnelli

about and cracking jokes. When his
family decides iv’s high time he got
married, they deaee that he wed a
beautiful debutante (Eikenberry). Fool-
ish Arthur, however, demurs and the
family threatens to cut ofl his allowance.
To console himsell, Arthur goes on a
wild shopping spree at Bergdori's where
he buys a lifetime supply of green shirts
and witnesses a young woman shoplift-
ing. The young woman is—guess who—

Minnelli, a down-to-carth Italian girl
rom Queens who works as a waitress.
He follows her and, well, the fairy tale
begins. Clichéed as this may sound, it's
got a sort of Damon Runyon quality
about it and with Moore in the ttle
role, it just may come off. Inc identally,
there have been rumors that Dudley
will take up the role of Inspector Clou-
seau in the Pink Panther movies should
they ever be continued.
)

SEWER RATS: lo gain access to one of
the bigzest, and supposedly salest, bank
vaults in the world. Martin Sheen and Al-
bert Finney brave London’s sewer sysiem
in Loophole. Sheen plays an architect
whose business parmership collapses lol-
lowing the loss ol an important contract.
Out of work and with his savings dwin-
dling. he's approached by a prospective
employer. Finney. who supposedly needs
an architect to supervise the conversion
of an ollice building alongside a large
city bank. Finney, it turns out. is actual-
ly the leader ol a team of professional
salecrackers who need a qualified ar-
chitect to bring off a major heist
When Sheen discovers the deception, he

Sheen

Finney

declines 10 help. then changes his nund
when he realizes his morale has sunk
so pitifully low that he can’t even ge it
up for lus wile (Susannah York). So the
crper begins. From what I've gathered,
the on-location high-jinks between Sheen
and Finney reached an all-time high on
this production and if the chemistry
translers o the soreen, Lor)phohf may
well be worth the price of admission.
°
BURSTYN ON HEROICS: Ellen Burstyn and
Tom Skerritt co-star in Universal’'s The Si-
lence of the North. Based on the auto-
biography of Olive Frederickson, the flick is
about a woman’s struggle for survival
during a bitter winter in Alberta’s re-
mote north and her subsequent hght to
keep her lamily together during the
Depression. “She’s a hero,” says Burstyn.
“1 say hero as opposed to heroine be-
cause¢ heroine has a qualicy
about it that soltens the heroic part.
Heroines are usually brave in moral mat-
not necessarily physical
~—JOHN BLUMENTHAL ﬂ

certain
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.. Cinnamon or minty Spear-
mint Schnapps over ice,
with your favorite mixers,
or along with a beer.

What a game.On the ground
and in the air your team did /;
the job.

Now taste the flavors
you've always loved. Enjoy The two of you and Arrow
our new tangy Ginger, spicy Schnapps. What a play.

ARROW. THE FLAVOR OFAMERICA.
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PLAYBOY’S TRAVEL GUIDE

By STEPHEN BIRNBAUM

RESPONSE to my recent columns (Septem-
ber and October, 1980) about wavel
agents who did not necessarily provide
travelers with flawless service was as swilft
as it was predictable. 1 expected emo-
tional reaction o my findings, so the
letter that began “Welcome 1o the club
of irresponsible news-media reporting”
{Irom a Northglenn, Colorado, agency
president) was no great shocker. Less ex-
pected (and surely more welcome) was
the note {rom the travel-agency owner in
West Bloomheld, Michigan. who willing-
Iv conceded that “it was hard for me 1o
belicve the unsatisfactory results you
received from six different travel agen-
cies. . . . However. vour article con-
vinced me."”

The travel press seemed equally di-
vided. In an mticle in Travel Trade,
the author agreed, “Your information is
basically correct: and 1 must compliment
vou on excellent reporting.” In contrast,
the editor of Travel Agent implied none
too subtly that my findings were “a
flimsy assemblage ol facts, half-truths
and outright falsehoods.”

What virtwally everv travel agent and
rade spokesperson did agree on, how-
ever, was that my sampling of six travel
agents—three in New York and three in
Los Angeles—was insufficient on which
to indict the entire vravel-agent industry.
I agree. This was not intended in any
way to be a statistical investigation.
What 1 did do was to choose six
agencies at random to v o get some
indication ol the sort of service an un-
knowing prospective traveler might ob-
tain il he, like me, merely walked into
one ofl the sireet. Of the six agencies re-
scarched, all failed to provide even the
most basically helpful inlormation.

Would-be rebutters point out that
there are some 17000 wavel agencics
functioning in the U, S. ar this time and
that even six bad applées shoald not mar
the reputation ol all of the remaining
thousands. But would anvone bet that
1 stumbled upon the only hall-dozen
incompetents in Americar Assuming 1
didn’t, how is a pProspective traveler to
tell the difference?

The [act is, it’s almost impossible for
a wavel consumer o make any educated
appraisal of the skill or prolessional
know-how of a wavel agent. Travel
agents are not licensed; there are no
required professional standards that pro-
Lect a CONnSumer against an incompetent
agent, and even the professional associa-
tions do not demand any specific mini-
mum amount of skill to qualily agenis
for membership. What concerns them
most is how long an agency has bheen in

FINDING
THE RIGHT AGENT

Locating a reliable, competent
travel agent isn't impossible—
if you're a bit of a sleuth. . ..

business and what sort of dollar sales
volume it has generated. No one checks
to find out if the agent has even the
loggiest idea of whar he’s doing, so the
poor wravel consumer has no standards
by which to judge whether he is about
to be served by a qualified, experienced
professional or by a part-time housewife
who couldn’t provide proper directions
to the agency washroom.

There is, by the way, one reliable
measure ol competence: The consumer
can look lor an agent with the initials
C.T.C. alter his or her name. The right
to carry that designation comes only
alter successful completion of a two-to-
three-year course at the Institute of Cer-
tificd Travel Agents. You muy. however,
have to look hard for such an agent. for
I'm told that there are currently fewer
than 2000 so certihed.

Sull, that does not mean that there is
no such thing as a good wavel agent,
just that il you find one, vou should
treat him or her with the same care with
which vou would a vestal virgin. And
perhaps the most important prelimi-
nary step in travel-agent selection is to
solicit recommendations from  friends
who've had a pleasant, productive ex-
perience with a partcular one. It's the
same procedure most folks follow when
trying to get the name of a good doctor
or accountant. If possible, the pcople
you ask should be acquaintances whose
tastes i travel—and lifestyle in gen-
eral—most closely approximate your
own. Be sure, too, that you get the namne

of an individual agent at any agency
that’s recommended.

Once armed with a couple of names,
make a routine inquiry of vour local
Better Business Bureau. The members of
its staff can’t necessarily tell you if an
agent is good, but they can let yon know
if there have been any complaints about
the one you are considering. If such
complaints do exist, try to get as many
details as possible.

Once vou have selected a travel agent.
it's imperative that you be candid in
vour dealings with him. Your budget is
the major determinant of the sort of
accommodations an agent will recom
mend, and there’'s no sense in wasting
his time (or your own, for that matter)
poring over irresistible itineraries that
you can't afford. Similarly, if you like
(and can afford) a fair level of luxury,
don’t keep that fact from your agent. He
may be making the assumption that you

ant to travel as economically as pos-
sible, even when that is not the case.

It's also wise to discuss any and all
prospective agency fees at your first meet-
ing. Travel agents routinely book airline
tickets, hotel rooms and tour packages
without charge. but vour requested itin-
crary may require that the agent perform
certain extra services—such as making
long-distance calls, sending cables. ¢ic.—
lor which he may incur added expenses,
and thus be entitled to separate com-
pensatron.

Another necessity in your dealings
with travel agents is being as Hexible as
possible as [ar as travel dates are con-
cerned. Such flexibility can make you
eligible lor certain discount air lares
and charter packages that a rigid sched-
ule prectudes. You should also have done
vour homework about prospective des-
tinations, and vou should be realistic
enough to understand that no agent can
possibly know every nuance of every
corner of the globe. The more precise
your questions and the more exicnsive
your own preparation for discussions
with vour travel agent, the more pro
ductive he or she can be on your behalf.

Lastly, it's wis¢ to recognize that travel
agents are not unlike other professionals
providing service to consumers. More
often than not. vou get what you de-
mand. There's no need o be rude but
no need 1o be a doormat, either. Travel
is expensive. and you are entitled to a
high level of attention and profession-
alism for your money. Il you are not
getting the kind of attention to which
you believe you are entitled, use the
device that has most effectively served
scores of dissatisfied customers: Take
your business elsewhere.
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The high cost of giving.
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The gift of Boodles. It will be apprcciulcd by gin lovers who know
how to mix rather well. Boodles is the ultra-refined British gin
produced from the world’s costliest methods. Imported from
Great Britain and specially gift packaged for the holidays. After all,
isn't 1t worth a bit more to give someone you appreciate
what they will appreciate most.

Boodles. The world’s costliest British gin.
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ADVISOR

WOUM you settle a debate I'm having
with my wile? She gets upset whenever
1 girl-watch. I say that is man’s nature,
that we are turned on by visual eroti-
cism. When 1 ask her if she gets turned
on by erotic movics, or looking at
PLAYBOY, or watching men in the street,
she says no, that women usually respond
to touches. not glances. This can some-
times become a source of [riction: For
instance, I can be tnned on just watch-
ing her read a book. When I approach
her, she gers upset, not sceming to realize
that what she is doing could be consid-
ered sexy by an observer. For her, it's
just reading. She seems to respond only
to cose-quarter cuddling. Is there a rea-
son for this difference? Is it perma-
nentz—E. C., Boston, Massachusetts.
Kinsey found that twice as many men
as women were likely to become aroused
Iy secing members of the ofpposile sex.
Theve were  often  physiological  ve-
sponses—up to and mcluding erection.
In contrast, the few women who re-
ported being turned on did not have a
marked physiological response. Richard
Hagen, author of “The Bio-Sexual Fac-
tor,” offers this explanation: “The male
is the sexual aggressor, feritlizing as
many eggs as he can. And it stands lo
veason that the male who s most often
aroused and most often in pursuit of
females will have a selection advan-
lage. Three males ave swapping
yarns on a grassy hillside. One becomes
aroused only when a female is al arm’s

length, another becomes aroused at ten
yards; and the third becomes aroused at
50 yards. If a female walks by—ai any
distance—which male s most hikely to
get up and go after her? Obuwiously, the
one whose sensitivity for arousal extends
the grealest distance.” Of the various
sexual signals—touch, scent, taste, voice
quality, vision—the visual has the great-
est range in ordinary humans. Socio-
biologists like Hagen argue that we are
descended  from generalions of males
whose roving eyes found what they were
looking for—at least once. Thanks, Dad.

A few years ago, turntable manufac-
turers made a big deal about switching
from straight tonearms to curved arms.
Now it scems they are headed back the
other way. Is there any real difference
hetween the two?—N., P, Dallas, Texas.

The goal of this ongoing quest is 1o
find the configuration that vesults in
tracking evror as close to zevo as possible.
Tracking error is the diffevence between
the way a record is cul and the way il is
played. Distortion and record wear can

resull if the two are nol similar. Using a
pivoted toncarm cn a vound vecord vir-
tually assures some tracking ervor. That
ervor is rveduced if the head shell con-
taining the carvividge is offset al an angle
thal makes it tangential 1o the aver-
age cenler of the record grooves. There
are several ways (o accomplish tlis. The
head shell can be attached al an angle to
a straight-line loncarm or the toncarm
itself can be bent to the corrvect angle.
Theve are adoantages to both ways. The
straight-line design provides the lowest
total mass of the arm, but il will not
usually accept the convenient detachable
head shell that is found on Sshaped
arms. S-shaped arms, on the other hand,
have been accused of adding a certain
amounl of resonance of their own, large-
ly because ithey arve wsually made of
metal in order lo be curved. New devel-
ofprments in cartvidge allachment and in
matevials used have made differences
mool in most cases. Indeed, the reso-
nance froblem is audible only in the lab-
oratory, nol in your living room. The
diffevence in iracking ervor beiween the
two types of lonearms is also inconse-
quential. So, these days, the average
andiophile can consider the only rcal
difference between them to be cosmetic.
If you ave truly concevned about mini-
mizing Iracking ervor, you might con-
sider one of the newer turntables with a
transverse iracking mechanism, which
duplicales the path of the cutiing stylus.

I am sick and tired ol having my pre-
vious sex life questioned by nearly total
strangers on a first or second date when
1 don't respond to a sexual come-on. For
the record, 1 make love only to men 1

know and it takes a lot longer than one
drink, or one hour. or one date for me o
achieve a comlortable state ol knowing.
It has been my unlortunate experience to
have this awitude interpreted as unlib-
erated, hung up or sick. My conservative
behavior has nothing to do with mv
libido or my sexual skills. In fact. I've
thought of taking along a letter ol rec
ommendation from previous lovers that
I could give 1o potential ones. Something
like: I have known Miss K. [or several
vears. My personal experience with her
has been socially, emotionally, mtellec
tually, spiritually and sexually gratifying
(not necessarily in that order). She dis
plays no hesitation regarding  sexual
expression once an appropriate rapport
has been established. Her tastes are
varied and she gives superb head—with
or without Cool Whip. She has a de-
lightful repertoire of carnal interests
that includes a varicty of positions. cos-
tumes, erotic material and sound effects.
She encourages the use of visual aids and
all devices that heighten pleasure. She
has read and mastered many ol the prin-
ciples set forth in The Sensuous Wom-
an, The Joy of Sex, the Tao of Love &
Sex and the Kama Sutra. She is orgasmic.
She is not hung up. She does like sex.
She is not gay nor is she a virgin. Be-
cause she is disariminating in her choice
of sexual partners, she is at low risk ol
catching and spreading venereal and as-
sorted other communicable diseases. |
have found Miss K. to be an unusually
versatile, verbal. witty, sensitive. sensual,
sensuous. affectionate, loving and ab.
solutely delicious partner. 1 recommend
her for any alliance that is being con-
sidered.” Erc. What do you say to that*—
Miss G. K., New York, New York.

We are impressed by your credentials.
We don't have any openings now, bt
we'll definitely keep your note on file.
As for the other guys you've been run-
ning into—maybe you should change
markels. If you hang oul in places where
strangers go lo meet sirangers for casual
sex, you get what you deserve. If you
date friends of friends, they may alveady
know enouch aboul you to accept your
pace. If you meel a pevson in a place
wherve you have gone to enjoy yourself—
skitng, reading, music cubs—the pres-
sure to perform is less, simply becase
there is something else lo do.

l have been using the pause control on
my video-cassette recorder to remove un-
wanted programing material during re-
cording. 1 know that puts a srain on
the tape, but sn't it preferable to the
glitches and long start-up time that come
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Expand’ yaur” horizons' with- this
unique . stereo radie and cassette-
corder. It can handle all your listening
needsand then some.

Not- only ‘does, the /€FS-V2' offer
excellent stereosound, Tecordingand
playback quality,-but. VHF and UHF
TVsoundaswell.Sowherever yougo,

you can-tunein to-your favorite-televi-
sion programs., And with its dual volt-
age capability; 1t's as handy i you're
traveling abroad as it is if you're just
heading down the road.

SONY:

THE ONE AND ONLY

€ 1990 Sony Corporation of Amarica Seny is a iradematk of Sany Satporation

ORIGINAL MOVIE POSTERS

CINEMA CITY s a complete service for
cnema collectors, dealing with onginal
movie posters, photos and related coliect-
ables. Onginal motion picture graphics are
sought by collector's throughout the world

Original iim posters are a unique remem-
brance of a memorable film, and because
of their imited number. may become fine
invesiment peces. Many items, with thesr
dishinctive artwork, make aftractive wall
decorabions thal are sure to be the lopic of
AISCUSSION among movie lovers

All material is onginal — we deal with no
copes, repnnts, or anything of a bogus
nature. Our Latest catalogue Iists thousands
of ilems thal include posters, photos {over
30.000 in stock), lobby cards, pressbooks,
and other authentic film memorabilia. if
you're looking for a parlicular ilem that is
not in our calalogue, we will try to locate it
for you. To receive our lates! catalogue,
send $1.00 (refundable with lirst order) 10;

CINEMA CITY
P.O. Box 1012, Dept. P
Muskegon, Michigan 49441
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CHBURG
HARDWARE &GENERAL STORE

|

23 Main St., Lynchburg, TN 37352

Old-time Ri.\.rlerboat
Playing Cards

Both of these decks are pretlier than a painl-
ing. and so 1s the antique tin card case. Each
card is 2 bit larger and thicker than normal -
like those used on riverboals i the 1890's
There's a black and a green deck — both with
an antigue gold “distillery design.” The face
cards are reproduced from 100-year-old arl-
work. So it's a real unusuval set of cards for
the senous player. Twin deck in antique case
$8.50. Postage included

Send check, money order, or use Rmerican
Express, Visa or Master Charge, including all
numbers and signature.

{Tennessee residents add 6% sales 1ax )} For a color
calalog full of old Tennessee dems and Jack Damel's
.\ memoratuha, send 51 00 to above address

from using the sTarTsTOP buttons’—
R. D., Boston, Massachusetts.

We assume you're recording from nel-
work television and that’s wherve you have
a problem. There may now be aboul ten
minules of “unwanted material” per half
hour. That puls more strain on your
brain than it does on the tape. Your
solution to the problem, however, can
lead to worse problems than tape streich-
ing. The pause mode on your recovder
should be used sparingly and only for
short p(‘rinr.".i of time, no more than one
or two minules. On most vecorders, the
pause mode will antomatically switch to
stop or record after about three minules
as a safcty measure, but that is too long
to use il. The underlying problem s
possible clogging or damage to your
wtdeo heads. Overuse of the pavse bulton
will coentually resull in fuzzy pictures or
no picture at all. Replacement of the
wtdeo head can cost up to 8200, so it
veally pays lo take cave. That means fre-
quent  cleaning  of the oxide-particle
build-up. There are head-cleaning tapes
that will do the job. Since video heads
are mean! to last for only about 1000
hours of use, every time you use that
PAUSE butlon, you should pause.

I'ln planning a trip to Bangkok and it
is extremely unlikely that T will be able
to resist the pleasures ot the local wom-
en. Unfortunately, I understand  that
there ave several virulent suwains of V.D.
in Southeast Asia. What do you suggest?
Are there any ointments or preventative
tips that you can suggest that do not in-
volve (A) condoms or (B) abstinence?—
C. H., Kancohe, Hawaii.

Sure. You can iwvear a wel suil, stay
home and wail for scientisis at the Uni-
versily of Washington to perfect a vac-
cine against the 6000 or so strains of
gonorrhea known to infect hhumans.
That should take another two years or
more. Of course, that won’t firolect you
!]'(}”] fu‘ih" f.’ or 5o f)-fh-"‘r JJ‘('_Y””I'T." framns-
mitled discases for which therve is liltle
auard excepl knowledge. Acquaint your-
self with the symptoms and try to avord
making love lo somcone who 1s obuviously
afflicted. If you're worried, wear con-
doms and pretend theyre sometling
clse—like designer jeans, only smaller,
If you do catch something, it pruhﬂhf)'
can be treated—with the proper cycle of
antibiotics, guilt and tall stories,

M}' local laundry seems to have it in
for me. I have never gotten a shirt back
from it that is wearable. Usually, once
I take oft the paper bands and card-
board, the shirt looks as if it had been
worn to bed. There is enough starch in
my collars o sever my neck il 1 do a
double take. Is there a secret to dealing
with a laundry?—NMl. L., Akron, Ohio.
For the most part, the days of hand
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“When you dress up, your

boots have got t0 dress up with
ou. That's when you St€p up

to the Baron Collection.

«Just one look at those rich,
smooth leathers and you'll know
that Nobody Puts Leather

Together Like Dingo”
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This unique three-piece sound through a pair of 4" high-
stereo radio 1s amazingly versatile. performance speakers. Either way, this
The miniature AM/FM stereo tuner  stereoislight, compact and ready to go.
detaches from the speaker unut. Plugin  And only from Sony.
the micro-size headphones and youre
ready to take your music anywhere. S ON'Y;
Or combine the tuner with its com- THE ONE AND ONLY
panion unit and enjoy big, rich stereo

© 1980 Sony Corporanon of America Sony 1s a trademark of Sony Corporanion Model shown. SRF-B0W

The true classic:
an ounce of Kahlia
fo two ounces of

= vodka on the rocks.

For a delicious A
change of taste, just 7
add cream or mitk,. =, : |
And do send for the u
Kahlua recipe book. -
" Compliments of the house. s
Maidstone Wine & Spirits Inc. <~
116 No. Robertson Blvd., Los Angeles
CA 90048 ©1980 Kahlua.
Coffee Ligueur from Sunny Mexico. 53 Proof.

laundrics are gone. In fact, the advent
of wash-and-wear has greatly reduced
the volume of all kinds of commercial
laundevers of shirts. Even one with the
works on the premises may be hard to
find. Very often, your local storefroni is
merely a broker for a larger operation
that serves many like him. The logistics
of mass laundeving may preclude much
personal service. You can’t expect loo
much of your shirts, either, laundering
apart. The life span of an all-cotion
shirt is only about 30 wearings. Slarch
has little effect on wear unless the fibers
are sharply bent after the shivt has been
ironed. Ask the laundry to go light on
the starch or specify no starch and use
collar stays if the shiot has them; but
remember that nothing looks worse be-
tween the lapels than a wrinkled, wilted
collar, no matter how clean it is. Many
laundries use polyvinyl acetale rather
than conventional starch these days, be-
catise the synthetic fibers in blends won’t
lold the latter. Polyoinyl acetate s better
known for its ability to hold two preces
of wood together. Modern bulk laundries
wash shivts i waler upp to 160 degrees
Fahrenheit, put them in an extraclor anc
tron them dmnlf} on slfn'r'f.-'n'h' presses—
one for the slecves, another for the collar
and a third for the body. With capable
operalors, they can do a pretty good job.
Your problem may simply arise from the
folding and packing. Ask that your shirts
be returned on hangers rather than
folded and boxed. You'll do your laundry
a favor as well as yourself, since ils costs
are lower if it doesn’t have lo pack and
fold (82 percent of surveyed laundries
now use hangers by preference). Also,
though it may cost a bit more, get your
shirts laundered in the riluest part of
toien. Chances are they'll be a hitle more
careful. If the shivt s especially expen-
sive or an unusual fabric, consider dry-
cleaning it. Finally, you might consider
learning a few strokes on the wron your-
self. A quick touch-up before you step
out will do wonders.

L:m month, I went to Florida and saw
my cousin. I really got a surprise. The
last time § saw her, we were both the
same size—34B—but in the past two
years, she has grown to a 36C. (We are
both 21.) I wold her I had tried exercise
to increase the size of my bust but that
nothing had worked. I asked her secret

and she said that she had read an article
suggesting that women who [requently
swallowed semen experienced breast en-
Jargement. According to the article,
semen contains some  substance that
stimulates growth. My cousin said she
liked oral sex a lot, that when she gave
oral sex, she always swallowed the semen,
and that alter about five or six months,
she noticed that her bust started to get a



JE N PATO

PARIS
|

g

- .

JOY®de JEAN PATOU
THE COSTLIEST PERFUME IN THE WORLD

Imported from Paris...One ounce in Baccarat crystal $330




PLAYRBOY

62

When you head |~ onally). The radio and cassette-corder
for the hills with this portable entertain- play through two high-performance 4"
ment center, you're taking along most of  stereospeakers. So you canenjoy concert
the comforts of home. A television, AM/  hall sound ina tent, on top of a mountain, or
FM stereo radio and a stereo cassette- in your own backyard.
corder. The TV delivers an amazingly

sharp, glare-free black-and-white pic- SONY;

ture on its 37" screen (measured diag- THE ONE AND ONLY

© 1980 Sony Corparation of America. Sony is a trademark of Sony Corporation. Model shown: FX-414

THE DOOBIE BROTHERS

Last vear the Doobie Bros. scored:
n treiple pintinum nlbumt Minule By Minute):
three hit singles (“What A Fool Believes,” “Minute By Minute”
ind “Depending On You™ ),
and more Grammy awards (FOUR) than any
other act in the music business,

This year the Daohies

have given us One Step Closer, the new alhum,
and “Real Love,” the new single.

¥,
4
o
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PRODUCED BY TED-TEMPLEMANON WARANER BROS RECDRDS &% TAPES

little larger. Now she tries to give oral
sex at least twice a week. She told an-
other girl about what she learned, and
that girl’s hust went lrom a 34B to a 35B
in one year. Is there any wuth to this
theory?>—Miss C. ], New York, New
York.

1t's questions ltke this that make people
think we invent these letters. Ahem. For
the record, semen conlains minute quan-
titics of more than 30 substances—such
as fructose, ascorbic acid, cholesterol,
creatine, civic acid, urea, urvic acid,
sorbitol, pyruvic acid, elutathione, inosi-
tol, lactic acid, nitrogen, B,,, sodium,
zinc, calcium, chlovine, magnesium, po-
tasstum, phosphorus, ammonia, hyalu-
ronidase, spermidine, choline, spermine,
purine, pyrimidine, deoxyribonucleic
acid (DNA) and JJlnmf-grwrp anligens.
None of those is known to permanently
increase breast size. (We suspect that
your cousin is a late bloomer; that or
she's taking birth-control pills—which do
cause breasts to swell.)) However, we are
willing to conduct further rescarch our-
seloes. If you know of any volunteers
who wounld like lo further the cause of
science, please have them contact us.

R;lcqmrlhul] is my game. Unfortunate-
ly, it seems the older 1 get, the slower I
get. 1 just don’t have the energy that the
game demands. Do you think a program
of jogging—say, three times a weck—
would help renew that spark?—L. O.,
Chicago, lllinois.

Jogging would be great exercise if
what you wanted to do was jog. For rac-
quethall, i’s not so hot. All types of
exercise are not the same; they have dif-
ferent specific effects. Remember, yon
have two kinds of muscle tissue, fast-
twitch and slow-twitch. Fast-twitch takes
care of quickness and speed; slow-twitch
muscles give you endurance. You may be
able to play racquetball a lot longer, but
you'll lose. The pace of the game is too
swift. A betler idea than jogeing is lo
add some sprinting lo your exercise regi-
men. Sprints will build up the fast-twitch
muscles for the bursts of energy required
in racquetball. Understand that total fit-
ness cannol be achieved with only one
kind of exercise. You need different
vivokes for different sports.

All yeasonable questions—from fash-
ron, food and dvink, steveo and sporls cars
fo daitng dilemmas, taste and eliquetie—
will be personally answered if the wriler
includes a stamped, self-addvessed en-
velope. Send all letlevs to The Playlhoy
Aduisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, [llinois 60611. The
most provocative, pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages cach month,



The Nikon EM
It’s easy. It’s inexpensive. And, it’s a Nikon.

The electronic Nikon EM
may very well be the
world's easiest-to-use

|| fine 35mm camera.

You simply focus and
shoot. And you get great
photfographs...

even ifyoure nota
great photographer.

If you would rather

think of the EM as the
world's finest easy-to-use
camera, you would be
 right. too. This light, small
| precision camera is every
8 inch a Nikon. And. as

you probably know Nikon
cameras are the over-
whelming choice of pro-
fessional photographers.

You'd never suspect

" such a fine camera could

be so inexpensive. Fact

is, the Nikon EM is one

' of the lowest-priced

aufomatic 35mm reflex

cameras you can buy

It also accepts a low-cost

= Nikon automatic flash,

' motor drive and all of the
| nearly 70 magnificent

Nikon lenses.

TIry the Nikon EM yourself,
soon. You'll find it easy

fo use and easy fo own.
And, very hard fo resist.

1980 Nikon Inc.
GardenCity, New York 11530.
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

a continuing dialog on contemporary issues between playboy and its readers

ABORTION PROHIBITION

American anti-abortionists would do
well to heed the lessons of Mexico,
where 95 percent of the population is
Catholic by baptism, abortion is still ille-
gal and the prohibition against it, in-
stead of “saving preborn lives,” merely
translates into an incaedible death toll
of pregnant women.

Last year, more than 1,200,000 Mexi-
can women had illegal abortions, accord-
ing to the best estimates. By comparison,
in the U. S., where the total population
is three times greater, 1,000,000 abor-
tions were performed. Presumably, the
relatively much greater number of Mexi-
can abortions is a result of the Church’s
continuing opposition to artificial birth
control, which has tended to reduce or
deny the availability ol contraceptives or
discourage their use.

The number of women who died from
botched illegal abortions last year was,
by official and conservative government
estimate, 40,000. The number requiring
hospital care has been placed at 800,000
by the minister of health, and that’s only
those treated at government hospitals.

When a law is based solely on theolog-
ical doctrine and 15 so dearly inimical to
human welfare, it should be scrapped.
The doctrine itself should be recognized
for what it is—a dangerous superstition.

David Wellman
Mexico City, Mexico

ANNOYING THE NEIGHBORS

For the amusement of your readers,
I'm passing along this note, which I
found slipped under my apartment door.

We, the residents of this apart-
ment building, Leel that for the sake
of your privacy and our sleep, the
time has come to inform you of
something you may not be awarc of.

At night, your music goes on long
enough and loud ¢nough to keep
everyone in the building awake. In
addition to the music, we are kept
awake by the sounds of multiple
orgasms. Il the music is on to cover
up the sexual moaning and panting,
it is not working. They are both
coming through loud and clear.

I don’t mind turning down the music,
but I don’t want to turn off my girl-
friend. What o do?!

(Name withheld by request)
Santa Monica, California

The same thing you do for a party.

Invite the neighbors over.

MADAM TAXPAYER

The local papers are having a ball
with Ethel Brand of Sault Ste. Marie,
Michigan, who calls herself “queen of
all the madams.” Presiding over three
or four hookers in a modest white frame
house on the wrong side of the wracks,
Madam rakes in about S120,000 a year;
her personal income is half that amount.
When Michigan state authorities tried
to close her down by imposing heavy
taxes on her and her girls, she simply
paid them.

“I don’t mind turning down
the music, but I don’t want

to turn off my girlfriend.”

Naturally, the local peace officers
would love to run Madam out of town,
but soliciting is only a misdemeanor in
Michigan and, besides, the sheriff's men
are well known to the girls: the good
old boys don’t get the chance to slap on
the cuffs by posing as customers. Using
the fire and health departments as
watchdogs didn't work, either—Madam
listened to their “complaints” and cheer-
fully paid any fines.

Best of all is that Madam Ethel's

business is thriving. When the morality
goons discovered they were going to get
what they really wanted our of her—
money—they pretty much shuflled off to

their counting rooms and kept quiet.

So the lesson to be taken is this: For
Madam Ethel and her girls, business is
pleasure. For the tax accountants, pleas-
ure is purely business.

{(Namc withheld by request)
Sault Ste. Marie, Michigan

THE WHOLE TRUTH

Not long ago. 1 was in the Federal
courtroom in Corpus Christi, Texas, the
Honorable Owen Cox presiding. My
lawyer and I sat dumiounded as the
following incident took place.

Jury selection was under way for four
upcoming wials, each involving drugs.
One of the questions Judge Cox asked
the prospective jurors was whether or
not they had any doubts about their
ability to pass sentences in drug cases.

One man. Larry Creed. stood and po-
litelv answered that he did have doubts.
The judge rephrased the question:
Creed still said he had doubts and ex-
plained his belief that drugs were more
a medical than a caiminal problem.
Then pressed further by Assistant U.S.
Attorney Robert Berg. Creed stated that
he felt most drug cases to be a waste ol
time and of the taxpavers’ money.

At no ume did Creed come across as
a smartass: he merely responded honest-
Iv 1o questioning by the judge. However.
wiais dismissed, Creed was
bhench, arrested and

when
summoned to the
given a 24-hour jail sentence lor con

court

tempt ol court.
I found the proceedings incredible.
Michael McLemore
Redaest, Calilornia

OVERKILL

I couldn’t help clipping a story that
appeared in The Arvizona Republic here
in Phoenix last summer and am hnally
passing it along. The thrust ol the article
is that two people were arresied near
Tucson ind charged with the aime ol
cultivating marijuana. The
macde against these two folks alter a

Case  wils
helicopter “on routine patrol,” whatever
that is, spotted a “parcel of marijuana
plants™ on one and a hall acres of their
small ranch.

While the article ncglects to report
the exact number ol plants seized. the
“street value” (that vague and ambig-
uous term favored so strongly by police
and press in these cases) was $500.000
certainly a strong economic argument
for the use of one and a half acres of
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desert land in this arid country. The
article further states that agents of three
police agencies, local, state and Federal,
were still searching the area.

But the clincher comes in the last
paragraph with the following pro-
nouncement by a Department of Public
Safety officer: “We are recally going to
have a problem getting rid of those
plants. We might even have to do a
complete sterilization process on the
land.” The method isn’t specified, but it
may be a historical first since the hordes
of Genghis Khan sterilized the fields of
a conquered people by sowing salt.

Perhaps the modern way would be to
offer some chemical company this offend-
ing parcel as a dumping site for its
by-products.

Can such thoughts really exist in a na-
tion plagued with serious ecological prob-
lems such as Three Mile Island, Love
Canal and Arizona’s own Palo Verde?

Maybe a more viable subject for ster-
ilization might be the public officials
who think along such lines.

Lake Headley
Phoenix, Arizona

POLICE V5. PORSCHE

If you think the era of crazy marijuana
laws is over, better think again. Not
long ago, a 1976 Porsche was confiscated
by Federal agents because its owner, a
young California woman, was discovered
to be carrying contraband—"green vege-
table maiter,” to be precise—in the
trunk. Value of the Porsche? Ten thou-
sand dollars. Amount of marijuana taken
into custody? Exactly .226 grams—about
1/100th of an ounce!

The woman appealed the forfeiture of
her car, naturally, but her appeal was
denied. The court determined, among
other things, that the marijuana in ques-
tion constituted a “usable amount™ and
went so far as to declare it “likely” that
the weed had been “the remains of a
larger quantity of marijuana.” The latter
point is a good one—I didn’t know
judges could bend conjecture into their
rulings.

No doubt some undercover cop will
soon be driving a fancy Porsche around,
masquerading as a rich dope dealer.

(Name withheld by request)
Spokane, Washington

MALE RAPE VICTIMS

I would like to continue the discussion
started in the July Playboy Forum con-
cerning rape. Here in San Francisco, we
have been working to educate communi-
ty agencics in methods of dealing with
the male sexual-assault victim,

The term homosexual rape is mislead-
ing; it implies that the victim and the
assailant are homosexuals, when that is
not usually the case. Nor is sexual assault
of men a problem only within the prison

FORUM NEWSFRONT

what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

DEATH BEFORE DISHONOR
CHESTER, ENGLAND—The owner of a
pedigreed Canadian Holstein bull, Pio-
neer Emperor Arab, was awarded

$107,000 in damages after the animal
sexually overtaxed itself, became ill

and had to be destroyed. The judgment
was issued against the owner of a herd
of cows that strayed inlo the bull's field
while it was under a vetevinavian's or-
der to refrain from stud service. Ac-
cording lo one newspaper account, the
cows appeared and, “Clearly recogniz-
ing s duty, Avab nearly worked
himself to death.”

MATLOVICH CASE

WASHINGTON, D.c.—A Federal district
judge has ordered the Air Force to rein-
state former technical sergeant Leon-
ard P. Matlovich, who was discharged
from the Service in 1975, after achnowl-
edging his homosexuality. Howeuver, the
Awr Force may ask for a delay while
it appeals the decision to a higher
courl. The case was brought originally
lo challenge military policy toward
homosexuals and later became the sub-
ject of a popular television movie,
“Sergeant Matlovich Versus the U.S.
Air Force.”

INSPIRING VIOLENCE

Statistics indicate that the murder
vale in New York consistently increased
following the execulion of criminals,
according to a study published in the
Journal of Crime and Delinquency.
William Bowers and Glenn Pievce of
the Center for Applied Social Research
al Northeastern Universily said they ex-

amined New York homicide data from
1907 to 1963 because those records were
the most complete and because that
state executed more criminals than any
other between 1890 and 1964. Their
findings led the rescarchers to believe
that capital punishment may actually
incite some emotionally unstable people
to hkill as a means of gaining the per-
sonal notoriety usually associated with
executions. The writers expressed con-
cern that capilal punishment has a
“Drutalizing effect” on society that in-
creases violence rather than reduces it.

Meanwlhile, in Orange County, Cali-
fornia, a man convicted of murdering
his four-year-old nephew over a pair of
stereo headphones screamed obscenilies
at the judge for refusing to give him
the death penalty. “I'm a black, mas-
ochistic homosexual with severe mental
problems,” the defendant said. “I can’t
make it. I wanit the stale to kill me.”
The judge gave him life.

TESTING THE LAW

CLEVELAND—A model drug-parapher-
nalia law, drafted by the Drug En-
forcement Administration and already
enacted by several states and cilies, has
reached the Sixth U.S. Circuit Court
of Appeals in Cincinnali. The law pro-
hibits the making, selling or possessing
of materials or devices intended for use
with tllegal drugs and is being chal-
lenged by a suburban record storve
primarily on the ground that it is un-
constilutionally vague. A Federal dis-
trict court already has upheld the
statute, noting precedenis in outlawing
paraphernalia used in such other il-
legal activities as moonshining, coun-
terfeiting and gambling. In that
decision, the judge held that “criminal
intent is what distinguishes the paper
clip that holds the pages of this memo-
randum ov opinion from an identical
clip that is used to hold a marijuana
cigarelle.” Legal observers believe that
the circuit-court decision will deter-
mine whether thee model law is gener-
ally abandoned or adopted by slales
and communitics throughout the U. S.

COKE AND PREGNANCY

PHILADELPHIA—Temple  Untversity
researchers veport finding the first evi-
dence linking cocaine with a wide
range of birth deformilies. Pharma-
cology professor Dr. Ronald Gautieri
said the experiments were conducted
only with laboratory animals but that




“there is enough indication to caution
women lo the danger that birth defects
could occur if cocaine is taken during
pregnancy, especially during the first
three months.” The rescarchers noted
that the drug causes the body to pro-
duce higher levels of adrenaline and
other natural substances and speculated
that those, in turn, cause blood vesscls
leading to the placenta to constrict,
depriving the fetus of oxygen and
nulrients.

PRISON PORN
RICHMOND, VIRGINIA—Prisoners may
look at pornographic pictures in pri-
vale, a Federal appeals court has ruled,
but may not hang them on the walls of
their cells. The court conceded in-
males” private viewing vighls but up-

Correclional Cenler against open dis-
play when the pictures could be scen
by unconsenting prisoners.

MINOR MISCALCULATION

MINEOLA, NEwW YORK—A S1,000.000
suit has been filed against a 19-year-
old Manhatian advertising salesman ac-
cused of secretly divorcing his wife,
marrying a second woman in London
and alternately living with both. The
first wife charges that she was Iricked
into signing legal papers that permit-
{ed her husband to oblain a divorce in
the Dominican Republic without her
knowledge. The defendant’s dualawife
arrangement ended when he allegedly
took wife number one on a (rip to
London, admitted Jus deed and sug-
gested that all three could live together
harmoniously.

LETTER OF THE LAW
WASHINGTON, D.C—dfler reviewing
the law, the Justice Department has ad-
vised that any alien who admits to be-
ing a homosexual to an immigralion

official must be barred from entering
the country. Officials said that such a
policy was required under the 1952
McCarran-Walter Act but that, as a
matter of practice, no one would be
questioned about sexual orientalion
unless the issue was raised by a third
party; and even then, no one would be
excluded unless the person voluntarily
admitted the fact of his or her homo-
sexualily.

MAP HASN'T A PRAYER

RALEIGH, NORTH CAROLINA—A Federal
appeals court has held that a “Motor-
ist’s Prayer” on a highway map pub-
lished by the state of North Carolina
“impermissibly sponsors religious ac-
Huity” in violation of the First Amend-
ment. Ruling in a suit brought by a
group of taxpayers, the court said that
“by printing a prayer on the official
map, the stale is placing its power and
support behind a particular form of
theological belicf, and state sponsor-
ship of religious belief is one of the
primary encroachments the [constitu-
tional] clause sceks to inhibit.”

WELFARE FETUSES

An extensive study conducted by the
Texas State Health Department indi-
cates thal  pregnant women denied
Medicaid funds for aboriions arve not
turning lo privale clinics or to cheap
illegal abortionists but, instead, are
tending to carry their pregnancies to
term. Population experls said the sur-
vey appears lo document a lrend ob-
served in 30 other stales thalt have
stopped providing poor women wilh
free abortions while continuing to pay
for childbirth under the Federal Medic-
aid program.

HOOKER SURVEY
sAN DIEGo—T he more than 400 pros-
titutes who do business in San Diego
earn more than $12,000.000 a year, ac-
cording to a study by the California
attorney general’s office. The report
said that the number of hookers tended
to fluctuate with the arrival of military

paydays and naval warships.

UNCHAINED

LOS ANGELES—Pregnant inmates from
the Los Angeles County Jail will no
longer be chained to their hospilal beds
during labor. Responding to a suil filed
by the Women’s Equal Rights Legal
Defense and Education Fund, the
sheriff's department agreed to stop the
practice, which a judge described as
“barbaric.” Attorney Gloria Allred for
the plainliff organization related an in-
slance in which a pregnant woman
suffered a heart attack and ended up in
a hospital chained to a cardiac machine.

CONSTITUTIONAL CUSSING

PORTLAND, MAINE—R uling that “even
crude speech may Dbe entitled tlo
constitutional protection,” the Maine
Supreme Court has overturned the con-
viction of a juvenile charged with dis-
orderly conduct for yelling obscenities
at a police officer. The court found
that such expressions as “Fuching pig”
and “Fuck you!” did not constitule
“fighting words” under the circum-
stances of the case because a cop should
be used to insults. It also decided that
such words, while coarse and wvulgar,
“have become so commaonplace as to be
devoid of any prurient content.” The
court finally noted that “the righi to
demonstrate against a police intrusion
inlo our aclivilies is one element which
distinguishes our democratic sociely
from the police state.”

FULL MOON

AUSTIN, TEXAas—A 22-year-old Hous
ton man, out of funds and needing a
place 1o sleep, applied for accommoda-
tions at the city jail. Told he couldn’t
be lodged because he'd broken no laws,
he proceeded to drop his pants in the
police-station lobby. The police duti-
fully arrvested him and put him in a
cell, and a humorless judge extended
his visit to ten to 20 days, working off a
$103 fine for disorderly conduct.

COSTLY SEDUCTION
ATHENS, GREECE—An appeals court
has upheld a 35-year-old law that re-
quires a man lo compensale a woman

for the premarital loss of her virginity,
if he seduces her through devious
means such as false promise of mar-
riage. The decision cost a 28year-old
man £2000 and the court noted the
“still prevailing social mentality” in
Greece that makes it more difficull for
a nonvirgin to find a husband.
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The new Sony

Betamax SL-5800 frees

you from

the restraints of time, memory and circumstance.
And makes you master of them all.

Mastering time, memory
and circumstance.

The Betamax gives you the power to
alter the fabric of time itself. You can
record one channel while watching
another. You can program it to record a
variety of shows on four different chan-
nels, for up to fourteen days in advance.
And with our optional BetaStack tape
changer you can even record up to
twenty solid hours of consecutive pro-
gramming. If having all this program-
ming in the palm of your hand seems a
bit overwhelming, we've got some
more good news for you.

Mastering motion.

The Sony Betamax SL-5800 has a
remarkable feature called BetaScan
that allows you to find any single image
from amongst the thousands of images
on a tape many hours long. BetaScan
lets you go fast forward or reverse with-
out interrupting the 1image on the
screen. A Vanable BetaScan feature

Frame is really frozen. It's clear and still
and optically true, without noise lines or
distortion.

Mastering space.

This Betamax also has a Time Com-
mander Remote Control feature that
lets you utilize Variable BetaScan, Vari-
able Slo-motion, Frame-by-Frame
Advance and Freeze Framing, without
moving from the comfort of your bed or
easy chair.

Mastering the medium.

The elegant, sophisticated technol-
ogy of the Betamax SL.-5800 gives you a
new kind of freedom. It lets you record
whether you're home or away. It gives
you access to a vast variety of program-
ming that you can buy or rent. And a
Sony Portable Videotape Camera
enables you to actually make your own
programs, and play them back
instantly. The Sony Betamax SL-5800
lets you shape and mold television to
conform to your desires, to satisfy your

lets you adjust the speed at
which you can view the =
tape from five times up to
twenty times normal
speed. A Varnable slow
motion feature allows you
to go from Freeze Frame
up to one-third normal
speed. And our Freeze

S

own particular needs and
= Interests. It allows you to

- | make the final decision

| about what you'll watch
and the way you'll watch it.
It presents you with an
almost infinite possibility of
choices. And that's what
freedom 1s all about.

THE ONE AND ONLY

Mcodels shown. Betamax SL-5800, K\ 1945R.
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It just sounds enormous.

TEN's powerful new DP-644 radio
cassette combo 1s a whole lot smaller
than it sounds. Small enough to go
in-dash in some pretty small cars.

Sophisticated electronic technology
makes it happen. The auto-reverse
cassette handles chrome and metal
tape, with locking fast-forward/rewind
and a durable Life Time Metal head.
The AM/FM/MPX tuner gives you FM
muting and a built-in noise blanker

Add separate bass and treble tone
controls, bass boost and a full 16 watts

per channel into 4 ohms, 30-20.000
Hz, at 10% total harmonic distortion,
and you've got enough sound to make
a limousine happy.

Listen to the DP-644. Discover how
big your small car can sound.

The best sound on wheels.

FUJITSU TEN CORP. OF AMERICA
19281 Pacific Gateway Dr, Torrance, GA 90502
In Canada: Noresco Canada Inc.. Ontario

Manufactured by Fujitsu Ten Limited
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LYNCHBURG

HARDWARE & GENERAL STORE

JACK DANIEL’S
STOCKING CAP

A warm and comfortable knitted ski hat
with “Jack Daniel's Old No. 7" knitted
right into the top of the cap —2 times
...on the front and back sides. A good
conversation starter for the winter
sportsman. My $6.00 price includes
postage and handling.

Send check, money order. or use American Express,
Visa or Master Charge, including all numbers and
signature.

(Tennessee residents add 6% sales tax )

For a color catalog lull of other Jack Daniel

collectables and Tennessee items_ send $1.00
.\\ to the above address /‘

YOU'LL HAVE IT MADE !

YOUR REWARDS WILL BE MANY-
YOU'LL HARVEST GOODWILL

Repay pleasures recaived. Say thanks for those
efforts in the kitchen at home and abroad. Make it
official and authentic. Prasant your own personal
awards—

THE CULINARY EXCELLENCE
GOLD AWARD
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Have fun giving it! Attractive - decorative -
imprinted with gold stamped medal. Exclusi
Fits 8" x 10" stock frame.
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or the gay community. All types of men
have been sexually abused, and although
the average age of the victim is 25, the
broad range is [rom 2 to 91: the as
sailants may De strangers, relatives or
fellow inmates,

And just as in the case of women, the
rape is not necessarily a sexually moti-
vated act, but more often is a violent
expression of hostility that seeks to in-
jure, hwmiliate and degrade another
person. The assailant appears 1o be act-
ing out of a need to compensate for
feelings of inadequacy by subjugating
some vulnerable and accessible individ-
ual, male or female.

In counseling male victims, we stress
that submission is olten necessary lor
survival and has no relation to one’s
sexual prelerence. In the case of gay
men, the victim often finds no sympathy
whatever. Too often the attitude is. “He
asked for ic.”

No one, male or female. straight or
gay, “asks” to be physically assaulted,
sexually or otherwise.

We advise the male victim of sexual
assault, as with women, that one’s first
responsibility is to take care of oneself
physically and emotionally. Don’t suffer
in silence, Talking about the assault, re-
porting to the police and secking sup-
port are options in dealing positively
with the attack. There are places male
victims can seek prolessional help. Coun-
selors at most rape crisis centers can help
one find the services one needs.

Richard Wellner
Sexual Trauma Services
San Francisco, California

CHEMISTRY LESSON

A while back, the city of Denton,
Texas. was embroiled in a “wet-dry”
election concerning the sale of alcohol
An interesting letter, written by a mem
ber of the “dry” lorces, surfaced in the
local newspaper. It focused on the chem
ical dangers ol beer. The author pointed
out that not only does heer contain
cthanol. which he considers poisonous
to every known form ol life, but it also
contains a “dangerous” chemical sub-
stance, lupulin—making the brew doubly
toxic. Lupulin, it's claimed. contains
more carbon. hydrogen and oxveen than
does cannabinol, a form of the active
chemical agent i marijuana, and, there-
lore, is exiremely hazardous.

It takes little chemical knowledge to
understand that molecular structure and
reactivity are lar more important in de-
termining the relative toxicity ol two
chemical substances than a simple com-
parison ol their elemental compositions.
Lupulin happens to be a collective term
for several chemical substances lound in
the resin of the pistils of hops, and can
be obtained by distillation. It does. in-
deed, contain more carbon, hydrogen
and oxygen pcer molecule than does can-
nabinol. Its medical use: a sedative. Its
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Military Book Club
Depl. BR-055, Garden City. N.Y. 11530
Please accepl my apphcation for membership in the
Mditary Book Club and send me the 1hree books whose
numbers | have prnted wn the boxes below. Bill me
only 98¢ plus shipping and handiing . 1 understand that
| need buy only four more books at regular low Club
prices during the hirst iwo years o! my membership 1o
complete my purchase commilment. My membership
will be subject to the terms and conditions presented in
this ad_ Also send me A Pictorial History of the World
War It Years and two giani full-color WWIN strategy
maps. Both the FREE book and the FREE maps are
mine 10 keep whether or not | remain a member

Mo-risk guarantee: if nol delighted after examg
my three selections. | may return the books within 1
days and my membership will be cancelled | may keep
A Pictorsal History of the World War If Years and the
maps. and | will pwe nothing

Note: !l you select 2-volume AIRWAR set. wrile
9134 in 2 boxes. then choose 1 more selection.
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old-time veterinary use: a cure for ani-
mal nymphomania.
Incidentally, the wets won.
Steve Downey
Bloomington, Indiana

SECRET CENSORSHIP

The FBI and the CIA have openly
declared that they will continue to se-
cretly employ journalists as collaborators.
Obviously, that enables them to propa-

gate their viewpoints with seeming ob-
jectivity; but it may interest PLAYBOY's
readers to know that there is an even
uglier side to this business: disguised
censorship. It happened to me some
time ago, when my critical article “The
FBI and Organized Crime” was sub-
mitted 1o PLAYBOY.

On March 12, 1965, 1 was advised by
my then literary agent, Lurton Blassin-
game, that pLaypoy intended to buy the

article and have crime reporter Sandy
Smith of the Chicago Sun-Times do some
rewrite. Murray Fisher of pLavBOY gave
the article to Smith, and that's when
the fun started. Smith, it turned out,
was an FBI collaborator. According to
bureau documents recently obtained un-
der the Freedom of Information Act, he
had been *“utilized on many different
occasions” and his value was “inestima-
ble.” No wonder that, in reciprocation,

EXHUMING THE SPOOKS

not very long ago, the cia was buried in scandal, debacle

and discredit, but the wounds were far from fatal
By PETER ROSS RANGE

You've got o give the CIA credit. The
scandals exposed by Seymour Hersh in
The New York Times in 1974-1975 have
fast faded from memory. The old CIA—
the one that lied to the Warren Commis-
sion, dosed unconsenting people with
LSD, plotted political assassinations and
ran unannounced little wars here and
there—is twitching its eyelids, popping
the leather straps and coming back to life.
Almost nobody is noticing.

Before the fall leaves were off the trees
along the Potomac, the new CIA had:

» Scrambled legislative attempts to es-
tablish Congressional supervision of its
covert activities.

= Nearly convinced Congress even fur-
ther to exempt it from the Freedom of In-
formation Act.

« Announced that it would consider re-
suming the use of journalists, clergymen
and academics as informants abroad.

+ Won a U. S. Supreme Court decision
prohibiting ex—ClA agents or any other
present or former Government employees
from writing about their experiences in
Government without granting their present
or former employers full censorship rights
over the manuscript in advance.

= Proposed severe criminal penalties
for anyone—journalist, scholar or spook—
who reveals the names of U.S. agenis
abroad, even if their identities have al-
ready been made public elsewhere. Some
Congressmen advocate making this an act
of treason, punishable by death.

= Convinced some of Congress and
much of the public that its intelligence
failures in Iran, Afghanistan and elsewhere
were the fault of the Freedom of Informa-
tion Act, agenis turned writers and lib-
erals in general.

What the CIA needs 1o regain credibil-
ity, say the boys who get about ten billion
tax dollars a year to miscall things like
the North Vietnamese attack on Saigon,
is more secrecy and less oversight.

The old CIA is back. These are the fel-
lows who, belween the assassinations of
Ngo Dinh Diem and Salvador Allende,
spent time thinking up ways to make Fidel
Castro's beard fall out, gave Howard
Hughes a multimillion-dollar white ele-
phant called Glomar Explorer, trained the

shah's notorious SAVAK secret police and,
in violation of its own charter, spied on
American political activists at home.

This is the same patriotic outfit whose
former director, Richard Helms, told us
that “the nation must . . . take it on faith
that we, too, are honorable men . . .” and
withheld information from a subcommittee
of the U. S. Senate (today he stands con-
victed of perjury with a suspended sen-
tence). These are the honorable fellows
who want a new carte blanche to the
world of dirty tricks—Caongressional over-
sight and the public’'s right to know be
damned.

The most insidious of these develop-
ments is the Supreme Court's decision in
the case of U. S. vs. Snepp. Frank Snepp
is the former CIA agent who wrote a bit-
terly critical book about the agency's
chaotic departlure from Vietnam. He says
the agency stranded and compromised
hundreds of Vietnamese informants and
collaborators. Not surprisingly, Snepp
broke the standard CIA secrecy agree-
ment to publish his book, Decent Interval.
He reasoned that any review by his for-
mer employers would effectively decimate
his book—or at least delay it interminably,
which is a subtler form of censorship.

The CIA sued and won—big. The Su-
preme Court upheld a judgment against
Snepp that not only cited his breach of
“fiduciary trust” but also stripped him of
his $140,000 royalties (“the fruits of his
faithlessness,” to quote the unsigned ma-
jority opinion). In addition, it slapped a
remarkable literary injunction on Snepp.
For the rest of his days, he is forbidden

to write, without prior CIA review, any-
thing, including fiction, based on his eight
years with the agency. The judgment
came just as he was completing a novel.
“This must be the first novel in American
history that is enjoinable in advance,” he
said.

But it is not Snepp’s problem that
should worry us. It is ours. The Snepp
case effectively rolls back the Pentagon
papers decision and paves the way for
general Government control of precisely
the kind of information—about official
wrongdoing—that the public most needs
to know. It goes to the heart of our
chief resources for keeping tabs on
our quasi-secret-police agencies—disillu-
sioned whistle blowers and dogged use
of the Freedom of Information Act, the
only things that stand between our FBI
and CIA on the one hand and the Soviet
K.G.B. on the other. There are no Frank
Snepps in Moscow.

By the logic of this ruling, the Govern-
ment should now sue Arthur Schlesinger,
Jr., John Ehrlichman and Henry Kissin-
ger—writers with access to top-secret in-
formation who published without full prior
review. Instead, the only lawsuits that
have flowed from Snepp were against
John Stockwell and Philip Agee, like
Snepp, disenchanted former CIA agents.

The difference may be that while
Snepp, Agee and Stockwell are merely ex-
spooks turned writers, Henry Kissinger is
the best-known man in America outside
the movies or public office. His book
made $5,000,000, not $140,000. He trav-
els with bodyguards and a limo. Only
two weeks after the Snepp decision, the
Supreme Courl in some amazing legal ac-
robatics upheld Kissinger's right to pur-
loin his official telephone logs from the
State Department, stash them at Nelson
Rockefeller's private estate, then deposit
them in the Library of Congress until after
his death.

Ancther difference may be that dis-
illusioned ex—Government employees often
seek to enlighten the public; former high
officeholders are usually content to em-
barrass their political opponents and ex-
onerate themselves without enlightening
anyone.




he was able to authoritatively quote
*Justice Department sources” in his
crime articles (in 1963, he scooped every-
one in reporting the Mafia-CIA alliance
against Castro).

Smith rushed over to the Chicago FBI
office and handed my article to Special
Agent in Charge Marlin Johnson, who
immediately copied it and sent it to
Washington. Johnson reported that
Smith had “absolutely no intention of
doing this assignment” but *saw an op-
portunity to get the article . . . so that
we could take a look at it.” Smith in-
tended to tell Fisher that it is complete-
ly ridiculous, inaccurate and not worth
the paper it is written on.”

One week later, my agent received a
memo from PLAYBOY, saying that Smith
had told them my article was not worth
salvaging and was filled with inaccuracies
and errors. For good measure, he added
that the FBI was fighting organized
crime, thus (supposedly) pulling the rug
out from under the reason for my article,
You can well imagine who put that bit
of wisdom under his cap.

So the article was dinged, with
PLAYBOY's editorial staff not having the
slightest notion of the duplicity in-
volved. The article was given to Smith
in strictest confidence and pLAYBOY acted
on his advice in good faith.

Epilog: The article was finally pub-
lished, without rewrite, in The Nation,
and reprinted in Pageant. J. Edgar
Hoover had always regarded The Nation
as a liberal trash can, but Pageant’s de-
viance came as a bit of a shock. “See that
Pageant is not on any of our mailing
lists and is given no assistance of any
kind,” he saibbled on an internal
mermorandum.

William W. Turner
San Rafacel, California

ASLEEP AT THE WHEEL

Here's one for those who like their
absurdity painful: The Federal Govern-
ment has agreed to fork over $450,000
to the Department of Transportation {or
the development of a drunkproof auto-
mobile. At present, the prototype
“drunkmobile” is being tested in Los
Angeles, where, God knows, stranger
things have happened. The booze-find-
ing mechanism works like this: An
incbriated guinea pig, sclected on ac-
count of previous drunk-driving offenses,
slouches behind the wheel of his rigged
car after, say, three or four pina coladas,
flips on the ignition and takes a simple
test, which consists of reading a dial
mounted on the steering column. With
deft turns of the wheel, he must con-
trol a needle in the dial for four or five
seconds in order to pass the test. If he
fails, he may still proceed on his cock-
eyed way; however, his parking and
brake lights will flash and his horn will
blast once every second. This barrage of

sight and sound, which is designed to
discourage the sloshed pilot [rom pro-
ceeding, has the added advantage of at-
tracting every cop in the vicinity.

The capper to this nonsense is that no
one is even remotely certain it will work.
Assemblyman Herschel Rosenthal, who
introduced the appropriations bill in
California, uttered these encouraging
words: “Maybe it will give us some
insight.” What the hell—it's only half a
million dollars! Why not spend an even
million for the development of the ex-
ploding joint?

(Name withheld by request)
Los Angeles, Calilornia

LAWYERS ALLIANCE

One of the most important things
to come out of the First International
Cannabis Conterence, held last Febru-
ary in Amsterdam, was the formation
of the International Lawyers Alliance
for Human Rights. Thirty lawyers
from around the world organized
the alliance in response to the needs
of those imprisoned in foreign jails,
the majority on charges of simple
marijuana possession.

If you have a friend or a relative
who has been imprisoned in a for-
eign jail and would like to obtain
legal help for him, contact the Inter-
national Lawvers Alliance for Hu-
man Rights by writing to Alan Ellis
or Bob Fogelnest, 1616 Walnut Street,
Suite 2200, Philadelphia, Pennsyl-
vania 19103, or by calling 215-545-2428.

Robert L. Pisani, Coordinator

International Cannabis
Alliance for Reform

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

BOOK BURNERS

While amusing, both Val Christmann’s
essay in your May issue and Nancy Mil-
ler's response in October seem to under-
estimate the momentum gathered by
so-called parent groups trying to shield
their children [rom reality. That anyone
could consider works by ]. D. Salinger
and John Steinbeck pornographic is a
sad and chilling thought. Recently, a
local school board took all works by Kurt
Vonnegut off the shelves of the high
schoal library because they did not meet
“high moral standards.” It has been re-
ported that the next target will be the
public-library system.

Should these myopic, self-proclaimed
protectors of our youth be allowed to
prosaribe our reading and educational
materials, an entire generation will pass
through educational systems that deprive
it of access to classic works of literature,
as well as to works that offer an alter-
native and often unique view of soci-
ety and contemporary social issues.

Mark D. McEwen
Linden, New Jersey

PLEASE REPEAT THE QUESTION
I've forgotten which one it was, but
on a television talk show, I watched in
dismay as some poor woman attempted
to debate the merits of the Equal Rights
Amendment with Phyllis Schlafly. It was
hopeless. The E.R.A. proponent would
deliver a sane and reasonable argument
and Schlafly would respond with the
statement that if women were drafted.
they’d be in danger of being raped by
male Gls. There may, in fact, be prob-
lems with the E.R.A., but they certainly
aren’t the ones cited by its opponents
who come up with such mindless and
paranoid nonsense that they are virtually
debate-proof. There's no way an intelli-
gent person can respond to Schlafly-type
assertions except with a blank look of ut-
ter bewilderment and maybe the ques-

tion “Are you putting me on?”

Diane Thomas

Chicago, Illinois

BULL MARKET

As an economics major at Dartmouth
College, my life is normally full of
market-portfolio  theory, Maodigliani-
Miller and The Wall Street Journal.
However, one afternoon, while thumb-
ing through Malkiel's 4 Random Walk
Down Wall Street, 1T happened upon a
choice passage that developed the “chart-
ist” theory of Jackson and Haas in
delightful detail. Malkiel's brilliant in-
sight into that romantic breed of stock
buyers, the chartists, leads me to suggest
this passage as required reading for all:

When the chartist chooses a stock
for potential investment, there is
typically a period of observation and
flirtation before he commits himself,
since for the chartist—as in romance
and sexual conquest—timing is es-
sential. There is mounting excite-
ment as the stock penetrates the
base formation and rises higher.
Finally, if the affair has gone well,
there is the moment of [ulfillment—
profit-taking, and the release and
afterglow that follow . . . and all
this takes place under the pennant
of that great symbol of sexuality:
the bull.

Mark Douglas
Hanover, New Hampshire
Chartists, as we all know, are those
investors who belicve they can predict
future stock-market aclivity on the basis
of past performance, which they care-
fully chart. Or something like that.

“The Playboy Forum” offers the
opportunity for an extended dialog
between  readers and editors of this

publication on contemporary issues. Ad-
dress all corvespondence to The Playboy
Forum, Playboy Building, 919 Norih
Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinots 60611.
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The smooth and refreshing taste of Seagram's Gin
makes the best drinks possible. Enjoy our quality in moderation.
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: J OHN LENNON and YOKO ON 0

a candid conversation with the reclusive couple about thewr years together
and their surprisingly frank views on life with and without the beatles

To describe the lurbulent history of
the Beatles, or the musical and cultural
mileposts charted by John Lennon,
would be an exercise in the obuvious.
Much of the world knows that Lennon
was the guiding spirit of the Bealles,
who were themselves among the mosi
popular and profound influences of the
Sixties, before breaking up bitterly in
1970. Some fans blamed the breakup on
Yoko Ono, Lennon’s Japanese-born sec-
ond wife, who was said lo have wielded
a dispropertionale influence over Len-
non, and with whom he has collaborated
throughout the Seventies. In 1975, the
Lennons became unavailable to the
press, and though much speculation has
been printed, they cmerged to dispel
the rumors—and to cul a new album—
only a couple of months ago. The Len-
nons decided lo speak with pLAYBOY in
the longest interview they have cver
granled. Free-lance wriler David Sheff was
tapped for the assignment, and when
he and a pLAYBOY editor met with Ono
to discuss ground rules, she came on
strong: Responding to a reference to
olher nolables who had been interviewed
in PLAYBOY, Ono said, “People like
Carter represent only their country.
John and I vepresent the world” But by
the time the interview was concluded
seveval weeks later, Ono had joined the
project with enthusiasm. Heve is Sheff's
report:

“You know, I don’t belicve in

vesterday. . . . Do we have to

be cructfied agatn because a
whole pile of dummics missed
it the first lime?”

“People around John saw me
as a tervible threat. I mean, 1
heard there were plans to kill
me. Not the Beatles, but the
people around them.”

“There was an excellent chance this
intevview would never take place. When
my contacts with the Lennon-Ono or-
ganization began, one of Ono’s assislanls
called me, asking, seriously, “What's your
sign?” The interview apparently de-
pended on Yoko's interpretlation of my
horoscope, just as many of the Lennons
bustness decisions are reportedly guided
by the stars. I could imagine explaining
to my PLAYBOY editor, “Sorry, but my
moon is in Scorpio—Lthe inlevview’s off.”
It was clearly oul of my hands. I sup-
plied the info: December 23, three par,
Boston.

“Thank my lucky stars. The call came
in and the interview was tentatively on.
And I soon found myself in New York,
passing through the ominous gates and
numerous security check points at the
Lennons’ headquarters, the famed Da-
kota apartment building on Cenitral
Park West, where the couple dwells and
where Yoko Ono holds court beginning
at eight o’clock every morning.

“Ono is one of the most misunder-
stood women in the public eye. Her
mysterious image is based on some ac-
curate and some warped accounts of her
philosephics and her art statements, and
on the fact that she neoer smiles. It is
also bascd—perhaps unfairly—on resent-
ment of her as the sorceress{Svengali
who controls the very existence of John
Lennon. That image has remained

“Yoko was playing Beetho-
ven's ‘Moonlight Sonata® on
the piano. Suddenly, I said,
‘Can you play that backward?

Then I wrote ‘Because.

through the years since she and John
met, primarily because she hasn’t chosen
to correct it—nor has she chosen to
smile. So as I removed my shoes before
treading on her fragile carpet—those
were the instructions—I wondered what
the next test might be.

“Between interruplions from her two
male assistants busy screening the con-
stant flow of phone calls, Yoko gave me
the once-over. She finally explained that
the stars had, indeed, said it was righi—
wery right, in facl. Who was I to argue?
So the next day, I found myself sitting
across a couple of cups of cappuccino
from John Lennon.

“Lennon, still bleary-eyed from lack of
sleep and scruffy from lack of shave,
watted for the coffee to take hold of a
system otherwise used to operating on
sushi and sashimi—'dead fish,’ as he calls
them—French cigareties and Hershey
bars with almonds.

“Within the first hour of the inter-
view, Lennon pul every one of my pre-
conceived ideas about lim to vest. He
was far more open and candid and witty
than I had any right to expect. He was
prepared, once Yoko had given the ini-
tial go-ahead, lo frankly talk about
cverything. Explode was move like it. If
his sessions in  primal-scream  lherapy
were his emotional and intellectual ve-
lease Len years ago, this interview was Tis
more vecent wvenl. After a week of
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PHOTOGRAFPHY BY TOM ZUK

“I say to John, ‘I carried the
baby nine months and that's
enough, so you iake care of il
afterward.” I belicve children
belong to the society.”

LT
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conversations with Lennon and Ono
separately as well as together, we had
apparently established some sort of rap-
port. which was confirmed early one
morning.

““John wants to know how fast you
can meet him at the apartment an-
nounced the by-then-familiar voice of a
Lennon-Ono assistant. It was a short cab
ride away and he briefed me quickly:
‘A guy's trying lo serve me a subpoena
and I just don't want Lo deal with it to-
day. Will you help me out?” We sneaked
into Tus limousine and sireaked toward
the recording studio three hours before
Lennon was due to arvive. Lennon told
his driver to slow to a crawl as we ap-
proached the studio and instructed me
to lead the way inside, after making sure
the path was safe. *If anybody comes up
with papers, knock them down,” he said.
‘As long as they don’t touch me, i’s OK?
Before I left the car, Lennon pointed to
a sleeping wino leaning against the
studio wall. *Thal could be him, Len-
non warned. “They're masters of dis-
guise” Lennon Iigh-talled 1t into ihe
elevator, dragming me along with him.
When the elevator doors finally closed,
he let out a nervous sigh and somehow
the ludicrousness of the morning dawned
on him. He broke out laughing. ‘1 feel
like I'm back in “Hard Day's Night” or
“Help!” "’ he said.

“As the interview progressed, the com-
plicated and misunderstood relationship
between Lennon and Ono emerged as
the primary factor in both of their lives.
‘Why don’t people believe us when we
say we're simply in love?” John pleaded.
The enigma called Yoko Ono became
accessible as the hard exterior broke
down—such as the morning when she let
out a hiccup right in the middle of
a heavy discourse on capilalism. Non-
plused by her hiccup, Ono giggled.
With that gigele, she became vulnerable
and cute and shy—not al all the crea-
ture that came from the Orient to brain-
wash John Lennon,

“Ono was born in 1933 in Tokyo,
where her parents weve bankers and so-
cialites. In 1951, her family moved to
Scarsdale, New York. She atlended Savah
Lawrence College. In 1957, Yoko was
marvied for the first time, to Toshi
Icluiyanagi, a musician. They were di-
vorced tn 1964 and later thal year, she
married Tony Cox, who fathered her
daughter, Kyohko. She and Cox were
divorced in 1967, two years before she
married Lennon.

“The Lennon half of the couple was
born in October 1940. His father left
home before John was born to become a
seaman and his mother, incapable of
caring for the boy, turned John over to
his aunt and uncle when he was four
and a half. They lived several blocks
away from his mother in Liverpool, Eng-
land. Lennon, who atlended Liverpool

private schools, met a kid named Paul
McCarlney in 1956 at the Woollon
Parish  Church Festival in Liverpool.
The following year, the two formed their
first band, the Nurk Twins. In 1958,
John formed the Quarrymen, named
after his high school. He asked Paul to
join the band and agreed to audition
a friend of Paul's, George Harrison.
In 1959, the Quarrymen disbanded but
later regrouped as Johnny and the
Moondogs and then the Silver Beatles.
They played in clubs, backing strippers,
and they got their fool in the door of
Liwwerpool's showcase Cavern Club. Pete
Best was signed on as drummer and the
Silver Beatles left England for Hamburg,
where they played eight hours a nivht al
the Indva Glub. The Silver Beatles be-
came the Beatles and, by 1960, when
they veturned to England, the band had
become the tall of Liverpool. In 1962,
lohn married Cynthia Powell and they
had a son, Julian. John and Cynthia
were divorced in 1968. Later in 1962,
Richard Starkey—or Ringo Starr—ve-
placed Best as the Beatles' drionmer and
the rest—as Lennon often says sarcasti-

cally—is pop history.”

PLAYBOY: T'he word is out: John Lennon
and Yoko Ono are back in the studio,
recording again for the first time since
1975, when they vanished from public
view. Let’s start with you, John. What
have you been doing?

LENNON: I've been baking bread and
looking after the baby.

PLAYBOY: With what secvet projects going
on in the basement?

LENNON: That’s like what everyone clse
who has asked me that question over
the last few years says. “But what else
have vou been doing?” To which I say.
“Are vou kidding?” Because bread and
babics. as every housewife knows, is a
full-time job. After 1 made the loaves. 1
felt like I had conquered something. But
as | watched the bread being eaten, [
thought, Well, Jesus, don't I get a gold
record or knighted or nothing?

PLAYBOY: Why did you become a house-
husband?

LENNON: There were many reasons. I had
been under obligation or contract from
the time 1 was 22 until well into my 30s.
Alter all those years. it was all | knew. I
wasn’t free. I was boxed in. My contract
was the phvsical manifestation of being
in prison. It was more important to lace
myself and face that reality than to con-
tinue a life of rock 'n' roll—and to go
up and down with the whims of either
your own perlormance or the public’s
opinion of you. Rock 'm’ roll was not
fun anymore. I chos¢ not to take the
standard options in my business—going
to Vegas and singing your great hits, if
you're lucky, or going to hell, which is
where Elvis went.

ONO: John was like an artist who is very

good at drawing circles. He sticks to that
and it becomes his label. He has a gal-
lery to promote that. And the next vear,
he will do wiangles or something. It
doesn’t reflect his life at all. When you
continue doing the same thing for ten
years, you get a prize for having done it
LENNON: You get the big prize when you
get cancer and you have been drawing
circles and wiangles for ten years. I had
become a craftsman and [ could have
continued being a craftsman. I respect
craftsmen, but I am not interested in
hecoming one.

ONO: Just to prove that you can go on
dishing out things.

PLAYBOY: You're talking about records,
of course.

LENNON: Yeah, to churn them out be-
cause I was expected to, like so many
l)(_‘Ol)lC who l)ll[ out an album ('_'\"l_‘l'}" §iX
months because they're supposed to,
PLAYBOY: Would you be relerring to Paul
McCartney?

LENNON: Not only Paul. But I had lost
the initial Ireedom ol the artist by be-
coming enslaved to the image of what
the artist is supposed to do. A lot of
artists kill themselves because of i,
whether it is through drink, like Dylan
Thomas. or through insanity, like Van
Gogh. or through V.D., like Gauguin.
PLAYBOY: Most people would have con-
tinued to churn out the product. How
were you able to see a way out?

LENNON: Most people don’t live with
Yoko Ono.

PLAYBOY: Which means?

LENNON: Most people don’t have a com-
panion who will tell the truth and refuse
to live with a bullshit arvist, which [ am
pretty good at. I can bullshit myselt
and everybody around. Yoko: That’s my
answer.

PLAYBOY: What did she do for you?
LENNON: She showed me the possibility
of the alternative. “You don't have 1o
do this.” I don’t? Really? But—but—
but-—Dbut—but. . . .”" OF course, it wasn’t
that simple and it didn’t sink in over-
night. It took constant reinlorcement.
Walking away is much harder than
carrying on, I've done both, On demand
and on schedule, I had turned out rec-
ords from 1962 to 1975. Walking away
scemed like what the guys go through
at 65, when suddenly theyre supposed
to not exist anymore and theyre sent
out of the office [knocks on the desk
three times]: “Your life is over. Time
for golf."”

PLAYBOY: Yoko, how did you feel about
John's becoming a househusband?

onO: When John and I would go out,
people would come up and say, “John,
what are you doing?” but they never
asked about me, because, as a woman, I
wasn't supposed to be doing anything.
LENNON: When [ was cleaning the cat
shit and feeding Sean, she was sitting in
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rooms [ull of smoke with men in three-
piece suits that they couldn’t button.
ONO: 1 handled the business: old busi-
ness—Apple, Maclen [the Beatles® record
company and publishing company, re-
spectively] and new investments,

LENNON: We had to face the business. It
was either another case ol asking some
daddy to come solve our business or
having one of us do it. Those lawyers
were getting a quarter of a million dol-
Lars & year to sit around a table and eat
salmon at the Plaza. Most of them didn’t
scem interested an solving the problems.
Every lawyer had a lawyer. Each Beatle
had four or hve people working. So we
felt we had to look after that side of
the business and get rid ol it and deal
with it before we could start dealing
with our own life. And the only one ol
us who has the talent or the ability to
deal with it on that level is Yoko.
PLAYBOY: Did you have experience han-
dling business matters of that proportion?
ONO: I learned. The law is not a mystery
to me anymore. Politicians are not a
mystery 10 me. I'm not scared of all that
establishment anymore. At first, my own
accountant and my own lawyer could
not deal with the lact that I was telling
them what to do.

LENNON: There was a bit of an attitude
that this is John's wife, but surcly she
can’t really be representing him.

ONO: A lawyer would send a letter to
the directors, but instead of sending it
to me, he would send it to John or send
it to my lawyer. You'd be surprised how
much insult I took from them initially.
There was all this “But you don’t know
anything about law; I can’t talk to you."”
I said, “All right, talk to me in the way
1 can understand it. I am a director,
100."

LENNON: They can’t stand it. But they
have to stand it, because she is who
represents us.  [Chuckles] Fheyre all
male. you know, just big and fat, vodka
lunch, shouting males, like trained dogs,
trained to attack all the time. Recently,
she made it possible for us to carn a
large sum of money that bencfited all of
them and they fought and fought not to
Iet her do it, because it was her idea and
she was a woman and she was not a pro-
fessional. But she did it, and then one
of the guys said to her, “Well, Lennon
does it again.” But Lennon didn’t have
anything to do with it.

PLAYBOY: Why are you returning 1o the
studio and public hie?

LENNON: You breathe i and you breaghe
out. We leel like doing it and we have
something to say. Also, Yoko and I at-
tempted a few times 10 make music
together, but that was a long time ago
and people still had the idea that the
Beatles were some kind of sacred thing
that shouldn’t step outside its circle. It
was hard for us to work together then.
We think cither people have [orgotien

or they have grown up by now, so we
can make a second foray into that place
where she and I are together, making
music—simply that. It’s not like I'm
some wondrous, mystic prince from the
rock-n"roll world dabbling in strange
music with this exotic, Oriental dragon
lady, which was the picaure projected
by the press before.

PLAYBOY: Some pceople have accused voun
of playing to the media. First you be-
come a recluse, then you talk selectively
to the press because you have a new
album coming out.

LENNON: That's ridiculous. People always
saidd John and Yoko would do anyihing
lor the publicity. In the Newsweek aru-
cle [September 29, 19807, it says the
reporter asked ws, “Why did vou go
underground?” Well, she never asked it
that way and I didn’t go underground.
I just stopped talking to the press.

It got to be pretty funny. 1 was calling
mysell Greta Hughes or Howard Garbo
through that period. But still the gossip
items never stopped. We never stopped
being in the press, but there seemed to
be more written about us when we
weren't talking to the press than when
we warc.

PLAYBOY: How do you feel about all the
negative  press  that's  been  direcied
through the years at Yoko, your “dragon
lady.” as you put it?

LENNON: We are both sensitive people
and we were hurt a lot by it. I mean,
we couldn’t understand it. When vou're
in love, when somebody says something
like, "How can you be with that wom-
an” vou say, “What do you mean? I
am with this goddess ol love, the [ulfill-
ment of my whole life. Why are you
saying this? Why do you want o throw
a rotk at her or punish me for being in
love with her?” Our love helped us sur-
vive it, bur some ol it was preuy violent.
There were a few times when we nearly
went under, but we managed to survive
and here we arve. [Looks upward] Thank
vou, thank you, thank you.

PLAYBOY: But what about the charge that
John Lennon is under Yoko's spell, un-
der her control?

LENNON: Well, that's rubbish, you kunow.
Nobody controls me. I'm uncontroHable.
The only one who controls me is me,
and that’s just barely possible.

PLAYBOY: Still, many people helieve it
LENNON: Listen. if somebody’s gonna im-
press me. whether it be a Maharishi or a
Yoko Ono, there comes a point when
the emperor has no clothes. There comes
a point when 1 will see. So for all you
lolks out there who think that I'm hav-
ing the wool pulled over my eyes. well,
that’s an insult 10 me. Not that you
think less of Yoko, because that’s your
problem. What I think of her is what
counts! Because—fuck you, brother and
sister—you don't know what’s happen-
ing. I'm not here for you. I'm here for

me and her and the baby!

ONO: Of course, it's a total insult to
me
LENNON: Well, you're always insulted. my
dear wile. It's natural——

ONO: Why should 1 bother to control
anybody?

LENNON: She doesn’t need me.

ONO: 1 have my own life, you know.
LENNON: She doesn’t need a Beatle. Who
needs a Beatle?

ONoO: Do people think I'm that much of
a con? John lasted two months with
the Maharishi. Two months. T must be
the biggest con in the world, because
I've been with him 13 years.

LENNON: But people do say that.

PLAYBOY: That’s our point. Why?
LENNON: They want to hold on to some-
thing they never had in the first place,
Anybody who cdaims to have some in-
terest in me as an individual artist or
even as part ol the Beatles has absolutely
misunderstood everything I ever said if
they can’t see why I'm with Yoko. And
il they can’t see that, they don't see any-
thing. They're just jacking off to—it
could be anvbody. Mick Jagger or some-
hody else. Let them go jack off to Mick
Jagger. OK? 1 don't need it.

PLAYBOY: He'll appreciate that.

LENNON: | absolutely don’t need it. Let
them chase Wings. Just forget about me.
If that's what you want. go alter Paul or
Mick. I ain’t here for that. If that's not
apparent in my past, I'm saying it in
black and green. next to all the tits and
asses on page 196. Go play with the
other boys. Don't bother me. Go play
with the Rolling Wings.

PLAYBOY: Do vou
LENNON: No, wait a minute. Let's stay
with this a second: sometimes 1 can’t let
go of it. [He is on lus feel, climbing up
the refrigerator] Nobody ever said any-
thing about Paul’s having a spell on me
or my having one on Paul! They never
thought that was abnormal in those days.
two guys together, or [our guys together!
Why didn’t they ever say, “How come
those guys don’t split up? I mean, what's
going on backstagez What is this Paul
and John business? How can they be
together so long?” We spent more time
together in the carly days than John and
Yoko: the four of us sleeping in the
same room. practically in the same bed,
in the same ruck, Living together night
and day, eating, shifting and pissing 1o-
gether! All right? Doing everythung to-
gether! Nobody said a damn thing abowt
being under a spell. Maybe they said we
were under the spell of Brian Epsten
or George Martin [the Beatles' first man-
ager and producer, respectively]. There's
alwavs somebody who has 1o be doing
something to you.

You know, they're congratulating the
Stones on being together 112 years.
Whoooopee! At least Charlic and Bill
still got their families. In the Eighties,
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they'll be asking, “Why are those guys
still together? Can’t they hack it on their
own? Why do they have to be sur-
rounded by a gang? Is the litle Icader
scared somcebody’s gonna knife him in
the back?” That's gonna be the question.
That's-a-gonna be the question! They're
gonna look back at the Beatles and the
Stones and all those guys are relics.
The days when those bands were just all
men will be on the newsreels, you know.
They will be showing pictures of the guy
with lipstick wriggling his ass and the
four guys with the evil black make-up
on their eyes trying to look raunchy.
That's gonna be the joke in the future,
not a couple singing together or living
and working rogether. It's all right when
youre 16. 17, 18 to have male com-
panions and idols, OK? It's tribal and
it'’s gang and it's fine. But when it con-
tinues and you're still doing it when
vou're 40, that means you're still 16 in
the head.

PLAYBOY: Let’s start at the beginning.
Tell us the story of how the wondrous
mystic prince and the exotic Oriental
dragon lady met.

LENNON: It was in 1966 in England. I'd
been told about this “event”—this Jap-
ancse avantgarde artist coming lrom
America.

I was looking around the gallery and
I saw this ladder and climbed up and
got a look in this spyglass on the top ol
the ladder—you feel like a [ool—and it
just said. vEs. Now, at the time, all the
avant-garde was smash the pino with a
hammer and break the sculpture and
anti-, anti-, anti-, anti-, anti. It was all
boring ncgative crap. you know. And
just that YEs made me stay in a gallery
[ull of apples and nails.

There was a sign that said, HAMMER
A NaIL 1N, s0 I said, “Can I hammer a
nail in?” But Yoko said no, because the
show wasn't opening until the next day.
But the owner came up and whispered
to her, “Let him hammer a nail in. You
know, he’s a millionaire. He might buy
it.” And so there was this little confer-
cnce, and finally she said, “ORK, you can
hammer a nail in for five shillings.” So
smartass says, “Well, I'll give you an
imaginary five shillings and hammer an
imaginary nail in.” And that's when we
really met. That's when we locked cyes
and she got it and I got it and, as they
say in all the interviews we do, the rest
is history.

PLAYBOY: What happened next?

LENNON: Of course, I was a Beatle, but
things had begun to change. In 1966,
just belore we met, I went to Almeria,
Spain., to make the movie How 1 Won
the War. It did me a lot of good to get
away. I was there six weeks. 1 wrote
Strawberry Fields Forever there, by the
way. It gave me time to think on my
own, away Irom the others. From then
on, I was looking for somewhere to go,

but I didn’t have the nerve to really step
out on the hoat by myself and push it
off. But when I fell in love with Yoko,
I knew, My God, this is different from
anything I've ever known. This is some-
thing other. This is more than a hit
record, more than gold, more than every-
thing. It is indescribable.
PLAYBOY: Were [alling in love with Yoko
and wanting to lcave the Beatles con-
nected?
LENNON: As I said, I had already begun
to want to leave, but when I met Yoko
is like when you meet your first woman.
You leave the guys at the bar. You don't
go play football anymore. You don't go
play snooker or billiards. Maybe some
guys do it on Friday night or something,
but once I found the woman. the boys
became ol no interest whatsoever other
than being old school friends. “Those
wedding bells are breaking up that old
gang of mine.” We got married three
vears later, in 1969. That was the end of
the boys. And it just so happened that
the bovs were well known and weren't
just local guys at the bar. Everybody got
so upset over it. There was a lot of shit
thrown at us. A lot ol hateful stuff.
ONO: Even now, I just read that Paul
said, “I understand that he wants to be
with her, but why does he have to be
with her all the time?”
LENNON: Yoko, do you still have to carry
that cross? That was years ago.
ONO: No, no, no. He said it recently. I
mean, what happened with John is like,
I sort of went to bed with this guy that
I liked and suddenly the next morning, I
see these three in-laws, standing there.
LENNON: ['ve always thought there was
this underlying thing in Paul’s Get Back.
When we were in the studio recording
it, every time he sang the line “Get back
to where you once belonged,” he'd look
at Yoko.
PLAYBOY: Arc vou kidding?
LENNON: No. But maybe he'll say I'm
paranoid.

[The next portion of the iterview
took place with Lennon alone.]
PLAYBOY: This may be the time to talk
about those “in-laws,” as Yoko put it
John, you've been asked this a thousand
times, but why is it so unthinkable that
the Beatles might get back together to
make some music?
LENNON: Do you want to go back to high
school? Why should T go back ten years
to provide an illusion for you that I
know does not exist? It cannot exist.
PLAYBOY: Then forger the illusion. What
about just to make some great music
again? Do you acknowledge that the
Beatles made great music?
LENNON: Why should the Beatles give
more? Didn't they give everything on
God’s carth for ten years?> Didn’t they
give themselves? You're like the typical
sort ol love-hate fan who says, “Thank
you lor everything you did lor us in the

Sixties—would you just give me another
shot? Just one more miracle?™

PLAYBOY: We're not talking about mir-
acles—just good music.

LENNON: When Rodgers worked with
Hart and then worked with Hammer-
stein, do you think he should have
stayed with one instead of working with
the other?> Should Dean Martin and
Jerry Lewis have stayed together because
I used o like them together? What is
this game of doing things because other
people want it? The whole Beatle idea
was to do what you want, right? To take
your own responsibility.

PLAYBOY: All right, but get back to the
music itself: You don’t agree that the
Beatles created the best rock 'n’ roll
that's been produced?

LENNON: I don’t. The Beatles. you see—
I'm too involved in them artistically. I
cannot see them objectively. I cannot
listen to them objectively. I'm dissatis-
ficd with every record the Beatles ever
[ucking made. There ain't one of them
I wouldn't remake—including all the
Beatles records and all my individual
ones. So I cannot possibly give you an
assessinent of what the Beatles are.

When I was a Beatle, T thought we
were the best fucking group in the god-
damned world. And believing that is
what made us what were were—whether
we call it the best rock-'n"-roll group or
the best pop group or whatever.

But you play me those tracks today
and T want to remake every damn one
ol them. There's not a single one. . .. I
heard Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds
on the radio last might. It's abysmal, you
know. The wrack is just terrible. T mean,
it’s great, but it wasn’t made right. know
what I mean? But that’s the artistic trip,
isn't it? That's why you kecp going. Bur
to get back to your original question
about the Beatles and their music, the
answer s that we did some good stuff
and we did some bad stufl.

PLAYBOY: Many people feel that none of
the songs Paul has done alone match
the songs he did as a Beatle. Do you
honestly leel that any of your songs—on
the Plastic Ono Band records—will have
the lasting imprint of Elecanor Righy or
Strawberry Fields?

LENNON: /magine, Love and thase Plastic
Ono Band songs stand up to any song
that was written when | was a Beatle,
Now, it may take you 20 or 30 years to
appreciate that, but the fact is, if you
check those songs out, you will see that
it is as gpood as any fucking stuff that
was ever done.

PLAYBOY: It seems as if you're wrying to
say to the world, “We were just a good
band making some good music,” while a
lot of the rest of the world is saying, "It
wasn't just some good music, it was the
best.”

LENNON: Well, if it was the best, so what?
PLAYBOY: So——



LENNON: It can never be again! Fveryone
always talks about a good thing coming
to an end, as if lile was over. But I'll
be 40 when this interview comes out.
Paul is 38. Elton John, Bob Dylan—
we're all relatively }mmg people. The
game isn't over yet. one talks in
terms of the last record or the last
Beatle concert—but, God willing, there
are another 40 years of productivity to
go. I'm not judging whether 1 Am the
Walrus is better or worse than Imagine.
It is for others to judge. I amn doing it. 1
do. 1 don’t stand back and judge —1 do.
PLAYBOY: You keep saying you don't
want to go back ten years. that too much
has changed. Don't you ever feel it
would be interesting—never mind cos
mic, just inlevesting—to get together,
with all vour new experiences, and cross
your talents?
LENNON: Wouldn't it be interesting to
take Elvis back to his Sun Records peri-
od? I don’t know. But I'm content to
listen to Ius Sun Records. 1 don’t want
to dig him up out of the grave, The
Bc-ulu don’'t exist and can never exist
. John Lennon, Paul McCartney.
cm;,{. Harrison and Richard Starkey
could put on a concert: ~but 1t can never
be the Beatles singing Strawberry Ficlds
or I Am the Walrus again, because we
E not in our 20s. We cannot be that
again, nor can the people who are lis-
tening.
PLAYBOY: But aren’t you the one who is
making it too important? What if it
were ]m[ nostalgic fun?z A high school
reunion?
LENNON: I never went to high school
reunions. My thing is, Out of sight. out
of mind. That's my attitude toward lile.
So I don't have any romanticism about
any part of my p I think of it only
inasmuch as it gave me pleasure or
hclpui me p,un\"p».}(.l‘lolng,u.nll\ That
is the only thing that interests me about
yesterday. 1 don’t believe in yesterday,
by the way. You know [ don’t believe in
yesterday. 1 am only interested in what
I am doing now.
PLAYBOY: What about the people of your
generation, the ones who Ieel a certain
kind of music—and spirit—died when
the Beatles broke up?
LENNON: If they didn’t understand the
Beatles and the Sixties then, what the
fuck could we do for them now? Do
we have to divide the fish and the loaves
for the multitudes again? Do we have to
get aucified again? Do we have to do
the walking on water again because a
whole pile of dummies didn’t see it the
first time, or dudn’t believe it when the
saw itz You know, that's what they're
asking: “Get off the cross. I didn't un-
derstand the first bit yet. Can you do
that again?” No way. You can never go
home. It doesn’t exist.
PLAYBOY: Do you find that the clamor
for a Beatles reunion has died down?
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LENNON: Well, I heard some Beatles stuff
on the radio the other day and I heard
Green Onion—no, Glass Onion, I don't
even know my own songs! I listened to
it because it was a rare track -
PLAYBOY: That was the one that con-
tributed to the “Paul McCartney is
dead” uproar hecause of the lyric “The
walrus is Paul.”

LENNON: Yeah. That line was a joke, you
know. That line was put in partly be-
cause I was feeling guilty because I was
with Yoko, and I knew I was finally high
and dry. In a perverse way, I was sort
of saying to Paul, “Here, have this
crumb, have this illusion, have this

stroke—hecause I'm leaving you.” Any-
way, it's a song they don’t usually play.
When a radio station has a Beatles
weekend, they usually play the same ten
songs—A Hard Day's Night, Help!, Yes-
terday, Something, Let It Be you know,
there's all that wealth of material, but
we hear only ten songs. So the decjay
says, “I want to thank John, Paul,
George and Ringo for not getting back
together and spoiling a good thing.” 1
thought it was a good sign. Maybe
people are carching on.

PLAYBOY: Aside from the millions you've
been oftfered for a reunion concert, how
did you feel about producer Lorne
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Michaels’ gencrous offer of $3200 for
appearing together on Saturday Night
Live a [ew years ago?

LENNON: Oh, yeah. Paul and 1 were to-
gether watching that show. He was visit-
ing us at our place in the Dakota. We
were watching it and almost went down
to the studio, just as a gag. We nearly
got into a cab, but we were actually too
tired.

PLAYBOY: How did you and Paul happen
to be watching TV together?

LENNON: That was a period when Paul
just kept turning up at our door with a
guitar. I would let him in, but finally I
said to him, “Please call belore you
come over. It’s not 1956 and turning up
at the door isn't the same anymore. You
know, just give me a ring.” He was upset
by that, but I didn't mean it badly.
just meant that I was taking care ol a
baby all day and some guy turns up at
the door. . . . But, anyway, back on that
night, he and Linda walked in and he
and I were just sitting there, watching
the show, and we went, “Haha,
wouldn’t it be Tunny if we went downe™
but we didn’t.

PLAYBOY: Was that the last time you saw
Paul?

LENNON: Yes, but
that.

PLAYBOY: We're asking because there's
always a lot of speculation about wheth-
er the Fab Four are dreaded enemies or
the best of Iriends.

LENNON: We're neither. [ haven’t scen
any of the Beatles for 1 don’t know how
much time. Somebody asked me what I
thought of Paul’s last album and I made
some remark like, I thought he was de-
pressed and sad. But then I realized 1
hadn't listened to the whole damn thing.
I heard one track—the hit Coming Up,
which T thought was a good picce of
work. Then I heard something else that
sounded like he was depressed. But 1
don't follow their work. I don’t [ollow
Wings. you know. I don’t give a shit
what Wings is doing, or what George's
new album is doing, or what Ringo is
doing. I'm not interested, no more than
1 am in what Elton John or Bob Dylan
is doing. It's not callousness, it's just
that I'm too busy living my own life to
be following what other people are do-
ing, whether they’re the Beatles or guys
I went to college with or people I had
intense relationships with belore I men
the Beatles.

PLAYBOY: Besides Coming Up, what do
you think of Paul’s work since he left
the Beatles?

LENNON: I kind of admire the way Paul
started back from scratch, forming a new
band and playing in small dance halls,
because that's what he wanted to do
with the Beatles—he wanted us to go
back to the dance halls and experience

I didn't mean it lLike
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that again. Bur I didn’t. . . . Thar was
one of the problems, in a way, that he
wanted to relive it all or something—I
don’t know what it was. . . . But I kind
of admire the way he got off his pedes-
tal—now he’s back on it again, bur I
mean, he did what he wanted to do.
That's fine, but it’s just not what I want-
ed to do.

PLAYBOY: What about the music?

LENNON: The Long and Winding Road
was the last gasp from him. Although I
really haven't histened.

PLAYBOY: You say you haven’t listened
to Paul's work and haven’t really ralked
to him since that night in your apart-
ment
LENNON: Really talked to him, no, that's
the operative word. 1 haven't really
talked to him in ten years. Because I
haven’t spent time with him. I've been
doing other things and so has he. You
know, he's got 25 Kids and about
20,000,000 records our—how can he
spend time talking? He's always working.
PLAYBOY: Then let’s talk about the work
you did together. Generally speaking,
what did each of you contribute to the
Lennon-McCartney songwriting team?
LENNON: Well, you could say that he pro-
vided a lightness, an optimism, while I
would always go for the sadness, the dis-
cords, a certain bluesy edge. There was
a period when I thought I didn’t write
melodies, that Paul wrote those and 1
just wrote straight, shouting rock 'n’ roll.
But, of course, when I think of some of
my own songs—In My Life—or some of
the carly stuff—7his Boy—I was writing
melody with the best of them. Paul had
a lot of training, could play a lot of
mstruments. He'd say, “Well, why don’t
you change that there? You've done that
note 50 times in the song.” You know,
I'll grab a note and ram it home. Then
again, I'd be the one to higure out where
to go with a song—a story that Paul
would start. In a lot of the songs, my
stuff is the “middle eight,” the bridge.
PLAYBOY: For example?

LENNON: Take Alichelle. Paul and I were
staying somewhere, and he walked in
and hummed the first few bars, with the
words, you Kknow [sings werse of
“Michelle”], and he says, “Where do I
go from here?” I'd been listening to
blues singer Nina Simone, who did some-
thing like “I love you!" in one of her
songs and that made me think of the
middle eight for Michelle [sings]: “I
love you, I love you, I l-v-ove you. . . .
PLAYBOY: What was the difference in
terms of Iyrics?

LENNON: I always had an easier time with
lyrics, though Paul is quite a capable
lyricist who doesn’t think he is. So
he doesn’t go for it. Rather than face the
problem, he would avoid it. Hey, Jude
is a damn good set of lyrics. I made no
contribution to the lyrics there. And a
couple of lines he has come up with

show indications ol a good lyricist. But
he just hasn't taken it anywhere. Still,
in the early days, we didn’t care about
Iyrics as long as the song had some vague
theme—she loves you, he loves him, they
all love each other. It was the hook, line
and sound we were going for. That's
still my attitude, but I can't leave lyrics
alone. I have to make them make sense
apart from the songs.

PLAYBOY: What's an example of a Iyric
you and Paul worked on together?
LENNON: In We Can Work It Out, Paul
did the first half, I did the middle eight.
But you've got Paul writing, “We can
work it out /| We can work it out”—real
optimistic, y* know, and me, impatient:
“Life is very short and there’s no time /
For [ussing and fighting, my fricnd. . . .”
PLAYBOY: Paul telis the story and John
philosophizes.

LENNON: Sure. Well, T was always like
that, you know. I was like that belore
the Beatles and after the Beatles. I al-
ways asked why people did things and
why society was like it was. I didn’t just
accept it for what it was apparently
doing. I always looked below the surtace.
PLAYBOY: When you talk about working
together on a single lyric like We Can
Weork It Out, it suggests that you and
Paul worked a lot more closely than
you've admitted in the past. Haven't
you said that you wrote most of vour
songs separately, despite putting both of
your names on them?

LENNON: Yeah, I was lying. [Laughs] It
was when I felt resentful, so I felt that
we did everything apart. But, actually, a
lot of the songs we did cyeball to eveball.
PLAYBOY: But many of themn were done
apart, weren't they?

LENNON: Yeah. Sgt. Pepper was Paul's
idea, and 1 remember he worked on it
a lot and suddenly called me to go into
the studio, said it was time to write
some songs. On Pepper, under the pres-
sure of only ten days, I managed to come
up with Lucy in the Sky and Day in
the Life. We weren't communicating
enough, you sce. And later on, that's
why I got resentful about all that stuff.
But now I understand that it was just
the same competitive game going on.
PLAYBOY: But the compctitive game was
good lor you, wasn't it?

LENNON: In the early days. We'd make a
record in 12 hours or something: they
would want a single every three months
and we'd have to write it in a hotel
room or in a van. So the cooperation
was functional as well as musical.
PLAYBOY: Don’t you think that coopera-
tion, that magic between you, 15 some-
thing you've missed in your work since?
LENNON: I never actually felt a loss. 1
don’t want it to sound negative, like I
didn't need Paul, because when he was
there, obviously, it worked. But I can’t—
it’s easier to say what I gave to him than
what he gave to me. And he'd say the
same.

PLAYBOY: Just a quick aside, but while
we're on the subject of lyrics and your
resentment of Paul, what made you write
How Do You Sleep?, which contains
Iyrics such as “Those freaks was right
when they said you was dead” and “The
only thing you done was yesterday |
And since you've gone, you're just an-
other day’"?

LENNON: [Smiles] You know, I wasn't
really feeling that vicious at the time.
But I was using my resentment toward
Paul to create a song, let's put it that
way. He saw that it pointedly refers to
him, and people kept hounding him
about it. But, you know, there were a
few digs on his album before mine. He's
so obscure other people didn’t notice
them, but I heard them. 1 thought,
Well, I'm not obscure, I just get right
down to the nitty-gritty. So he’d done it
his way and I did it mine. But as to the
line you quoted, yeah, I think Paul died
creatively, in a way.

PLAYBOY: That's what we were getting
at: You say that what you've done since
the Beatles stands up well, but isn’t it
possible that with all of you, it's been a
case ol the creative whole being greater
than the parts?

LENNON: I don’t know whether this will
gel for you: When the Beatles played
in America for the first time, they played
pure craltsmanship. Meaning they were
already old hands. The jism had gone
out of the performances a long time ago.
In the same respect. the songwriting
creativity had left Paul and me in the
mid-Sixties. When we wrote together in
the early days, it was like the beginning
of a relationship. Lots of energy. In the
Sgt. Pepper—Abbey Road period, the re-
lationship had matured. Maybe had
we gone on together, more interesting
things would have come, but it couldn’t
have been the same.

PLAYBOY: Let's move on to Ringo.
What's your opinion of him musically?
LENNON: Ringo was a star in his own
right in Liverpool before we even met.
He was a professional drummer who
sang and performed and had Ringo Star-
time and he was in one of the top
groups in Britain but especially in Liv-
erpool before we even had a drummer.
So Ringo's talent would have come out
one way or the other as something or
other. I don’t know what he would
have ended up as, but whatever that
spark is in Ringo that we all know but
can't put our finger on—whether it is
acting, drumming or singing I don't
know—there is something in him that is
projectable and he would have surfaced
with or without the Beatles. Ringo is a
damn good drummer. He is not tech
nically good, but I think Ringo's drum-
ming is underrated the same way Paul’s
bass playing is underrated. Paul was one
of the most innovative bass players
ever. And half the stuff that is going on
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now is directly ripped off from his
Beatles period. He is an egomaniac
about everything else about himself, but
his bass playing he was always a bit coy
about. I think Paul and Ringo stand
up with any of the rock musicians. Not
technically great—none of us are tech-
nical musicians. None of us could read
music. None of us can write it. But as
pure musicians, as inspired humans to
make the noise, they are as good as any-
|)l)i|}'.

PLAYBOY: How about George's solo mu-
sIc?

LENNON: I think All Things Must Puss
was all right. It just went on too long.
PLAYBOY: How did you leel about the
lawsuit George lost that claimed the
music to My Sweel Lorvd is a rip-oft of
the Shirvelles™ hit He's So Fine?

LENNON: Well, he walked right into it.
He knew what he was doing.

PLAYBOY: Are you saying he consciously
plagiarized the song?

LENNON: He must have known, you
know. He's smarter than that. Its irrele
vant, actually—only on a monetary level
does it matter. He could have changed a
couple of bars in that song and nobody
could ever have touched him, but he
just let it go and paid the price. Maybe
he thought God would just sort of let
him off, [At presstime. the court has
[ound Harrison guilty ol “subconscious™
plagiarism but has not yet ruled on
damages.]

PLAYBOY: You actually haven’t men-
tioned George much in this interview.
LENNON: Well, T was hwrt by George's
book, I, Me, AMine—so this message
will go to him. He put a book out pri-
vately on his life that, by glaring omis-
sion, says that my influence on his life
is absolutely zilch and nil. In his book,
which is purportedly this clarity of vi-
sion of his influence on each song he
wrote, he remembers cvery two-bit sax
player or guitarist he met in subsequent
years. I'm not in the book.

PLAYBOY: Why?

LENNON: Because George's relationship
with me was one ol young follower and
older guy. He’s three or lour years
younger than me. It's a love-hate rela-
tionship and I think George still bears
resentment toward me for being a daddy
who left home. He would not agree
with this, but that's my feeling about it
I was just hurt. I was just left out, as
if I didn’t exist. 1 don’t want to be that
cgomaniacal, but he was like a (lisciplc
ol mine when we started. I was already
an art student when Paul and George
were still in grammar school [equivalent
to high school in the US.]. There is a
vast differcnce between being in high
school and being in college and 1 was
already in college and already had sex-
ual relationships. already dvank and did
a lot of things like that. When George
was a kid, he used to Iollow me and my

first girllviend, Cynthin—who became
my wile—around. We'd come out of art
school and he'd be hovering around like
those kids at the gate of the Dakota now.
I remember the day he called to ask
for help on Taxman, one of his bigger
songs. I threw in a few oneliners to
help the song along, because that’s what
he asked for. He came to me because
he couldn't go to Paul, because Paul
wouldn’t have helped him at that period.
I didn’t want to do it. I thought. Oh, no,
don’t tell me I have to work on George's
stuff. It’'s enough doing my own and
Paul’s. But because I loved him and I
didn’t want to hurt him when he called
me that afternoon and said, "Will you
help me with this songe™ 1 just sort of
bit my tongue and said OK. It had been
John and Paul so long. he'd been left
out because he hadn’t been a songwriter
up until then. As a singer, we allowed
him only one wack on each album. Il
you listen to the Beatles® first albums, the
English versions, he gets a single track.
The songs he and Ringo sang at fst
were the songs that used to be part of
my repertoire in the dance halls. 1 used
to pick songs for them from my reper-
oire—the easier ones to sing. So I am
slightly resentful of George's book. But
don’t get me wrong. I still love those
guys. The Beatles are over, but John,
Paul, George and Ringo go on.
PLAYBOY: Didn't all lour Beatles work on
a song you wrote for Ringo in 19732
LENNON: I'm the Grealest. It was the
Mubammad Ali line, of course. It was
perfect for Ringo to sing. If T said,
“I'm the greatest,” they'd all take it so
seriously. No one would get upset with
Ringo singing it.
PLAYBOY: Did you enjoy playing with
George and Ringo again?
LENNON: Yeah. except when George and
Billy Preston started saying, “Let's form
a group. Let’s form a group.” I was em-
barrassed when George kept asking me.
He was just enjoying the session and the
spirit was very good. bur I was with
Yoko, you know. We took time out from
what we were doing. The very fact that
they would imagine I would form a male
group without Yoko! It was still in their
minds. . ..
PLAYBOY: Just to finish your [avorite sub-
jeet, what about the suggestion that the
four of you put aside your personal feel-
ings and regroup to give a mammoth
concert for charity, some sort of giant
benefit?
LENNON: I don’t want to have anything
to do with benchts. I have been bene-
fited 1o death.
PLAYBOY: Why?
LENNON: Because they're always rip-ofts,
I haven't performed for personal gain
since 1966, when the Beatles last per-
[ormed. Every concert since then, Yoko
and I did for specific charities, except
for a Toronto thing that was a rock-'n'-

roll revival. Every one of them was a
mess or a rip-ofl. So now we give money
1o who we want. You've heard of tithing?
PLAYBOY: That's when you give away a
fixed percentage ot your income.

LENNON: Right. I am just going to do it
privately. I am not going to get locked
into that business of saving the world on-
stage. The show is always a mess and the
artist always comes off badly.

PLAYBOY: What about the Bangladesh
concert, in which George and other
people such as Dylan performed?
LENNON: Bangladesh was caca.

PLAYBOY: You mean because of all the
questions that were raised about where
the money went?

LENNON: Yeah, right. T can’t even talk
about it, because it's still a problem.
You'll have to check with Mother [Yoko].
because she knows the ins and outs of it,
I don’t. But it’s all a rip-off. So forget
about it. All of you who are reading
this. don’t bother sending me all that
garbage about, “Just come and save the
Indians, come and save the blacks, come
and save the war veterans.” Anybody [
want to save will be helped through our
tithing. which is ten percent of whatever
we carn.

PLAYBOY: But that doesn’t compare with
what one promoter, Sid Bernstein. said
you could raise by giving a world-wide
televised concert—playing separately. as
individuals, or together, as the Beatles.
He estimated you could vaise over
$200.000.000 in one day.

LENNON: That was a commercial for Sid
Bernstein written with Jewish schmaltz
and showbiz and tears, dropping on one
knee. It was Al Jolson. OK. So I don't
buy that. OK.

PLAYBOY: But the fact is. $200.000,000
to a poverty-stricken country in South
America
LENNON: Where do people get off saying
the Beatles should give $200,000.000 to
South America? You know, America
has poured billions into places like
that. It doesn’t mean a damn thing.
After they've eaten that meal, then
what? It lasts for only a day. After the
$200,000,000 is gone, then what? It goes
round and round in circles. You can
pour money in forever. After Peru, then
Harlem, then Britain. There is no one
concert. We would have to dedicate the
rest ol our lives to one world concert
tour, and I'm not ready for it. Not in
this lifetime, anyway.

[Ono rejoins the conversation.]
PLAYBOY: On the subjeat of your own
wealth, the New York Post recentdy
said you admitted to being worth over
5150,000,000 and
LENNON: We never admitted anything.
PLAYBOY: The Posi said you had.

LENNON: What the Post says—OK, so
we are rich; so what?

PLAYBOY: The question is, How does that
jibe with your political philosophies?




You're supposed to be socialists, aren’t
you?

LENNON: In England, there are only two
things to be, basically: You are either
for the labor movement or for the cap-
italist. movement. Either you become
a right-wing Archie Bunker if you are
in the class I am in. or you become an
instinctive socialist. which T was. That
meant 1 think people shouald get their
false teeth and ther health looked after,
all the rest of it. But apart from that, I
worked for money and I wanted to be
rich. So what the hell—if that's a para-
dox. then I'm a socialist. But 1 am not
anything. What 1 used to be is guilty
about money. That's why I lost it. either
by giving it away or by allowing myself
to be screwed by so-called managers,
PLAYBOY: Whatever vour politics, you've
plaved the capitalist game very well,
parlaving vour REeatles royalties into
real estate, livestock

ONO: There is no denying that we are
still living in the capitalist world. I
think that in order to survive and to
change the world, you have to tike care
of yoursell first. You have to survive
yoursell. I used to say to myself. [ am
the only socialist living here. [Laughs]
1 don't have a penny. It is all John's, so
I'm clean. But I was using his monc
and I had to lace that hypocrisy. 1 used
to think that money was obscene, that
the arusts didn’t have o think about
money. But to change society, there are
two wiys to go: through violence or the
power of money within the system. A lot
ol people in the Sixt went under-
ground and were involved in bombings
and other violence. But that is not the
way, dehnitely not for me. So o change
the system—cven if vou are going to
become a mayor or something—you need
money.

PLAYBOY: To what extent do you play
the game without getting caught up in
it—money for the sake of money, in
other words?

ONO: There is a limit. It would prob-
ably be parallel o our level of security.
Do you know what I mean? 1 mean the
emotional-security level as well.

PLAYBOY: Has it reached that level yer?
ONO: No, not yet. 1 don't know. It
might have.

PLAYBOY: You mean with $150.000,0002
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piece has a certain magic power. Also
with houses. I just buy ones we love, not
the ones that people say are good in-
vestments.

PLAYBOY: The papers have made it sound
like you are buying up the Adantic
Scaboard.

ONO: If you saw the houses, you would
understand. They have become a good
investment, but they are not an invest-
ment unless vou sell them. We don't in-
tend to sell. Each house is like a historic
landmark and they're very beautiful.
PLAYBOY: Do you actually use all the
properties?

ONO: Most people have the park o go
to and run in—the park is a huge
place—but John and I were never able
1o go Lo the park together. So we have to
create our own parks, vou know.
PLAYBOY: We heard that you own
$60.000,000 worth of dairy cows. Can
that be true?

ONO: 1 don't know. I'm not a calculator.
I'm not going by figures. I'm going by
excellence ol things.

LENNON: Scan and I were away for a
weckend and Yoko came over to sell this
cow and [ was joking about it. We
hadn’t seen her for days; she spent all
her time on it. But then I read the paper
that said she sold it for a quarter of a
million dollars. Only Yoko could sell a
cow for that much. [Laughter)

PLAYBOY: For an artist, your business
sense seems remarkable.

ONO: | was doing it just as a chess game.
[ love chess. I do everything like it's a
chess game. Not on a Monopoly level—
that’s a bit more realistic. Chess is more
conceptual.

PLAYBOY: John, do you really nced all
those houses around the country?
LENNON: Thevre good business.

PLAYBOY: Why does anyone need
$150,000,000; Couldn’t you be perfectly
content with S100,000,000F Or S1,000,0007
LENNON: Whut would you suggest 1 do?
Give everything away and walk the
streets? The Buddhist says, “Get rid of
the possessions of the mind.” Walking
away from all the money would not ac-
complish that. It's like the Beatles. |
couldn’t walk away from the Beatles,
That's one possession that's still tagzing
along, rightz I I walk away from one
house¢ or 400 houses, I'm not gonna
escpe it.

PLAYBOY: How do you escape ir?

LENNON: It takes time 1o get rid of all
this garbage that I've been carrying
around that was influencing the way 1
thought and the way 1 lived. It had a lot
to do with Yoko, showing me that I was
still possessed. 1 left physically when |
lell in love with Yoko, hut mentally it
took the last ten years of swruggling. 1
learned everything [rom her.
PLAYBOY: You make 1 sound
teacher-pupil relationship,
LENNON: It 15 a teacher-pupil relation-

like a

ship. That’s what people don't under-
stand. She’s the teacher and I'm the
pupil. I'm the famous one, the one who's
supposed to know everything, but she’s
my teacher. She's taught me everything
I fucking know. She was there when I
was nowhere, when I was the nowhere
man. She’s my Don Juan [a reference
to Carlos Castaneda’s Yaqui Indian
teacher]. That’s what people don’t un-
derstand. I'm married to fucking Don
Juam, that’s the hardship of it. Don Juan
doesn’t have to laugh: Don Juan
doesn't have to be charming; Don
Juan just is. And what goes on around
Don Juan is irrelevant to Don Juan.
PLAYBOY: Yoko, how do you feel about
being John's teacher?

onNo: Well, he had a lot of experience
before he met me, the kind of experience
I never had. so I learned a lot [rom him,
too. It's both wavs. Mavbe it’s that I have
strength, a feminine strength. Because
women develop it—in a relationship, 1
think women really have the inner wis-
dom and theyre carrying that while men
have sort ol the wisdom to cope with so-
ciety, since they areated it. Men never de-
veloped the inner wisdom; they didn't
have time. So most men do rely on wom-
en's inner wisdom. whether they express
that or not.

PLAYBOY: Is Yoko John's guruz

LENNON: No, a Don Juan doesn’t have
a following. A Don Juan isn’t in the news-
paper and doesn’t have disciples and
doesn’t proselytize.

PLAYBOY: How has she taught you?
LENNON: When Don Juan said—when
Don Ono said. “Get out! Because you're
not getting it.” well, it was like being
sent into the desert. And the reason she
wouldn’t let me back in was because [
wasn’'t ready to come back in. I had to
settle things within mysell. When T was
ready to come back in, she let me back in.
And thart's what I'm living with.
PLAYBOY: You're talking about
separation.

LENNON: Yes. We were separated in the
early Seventies. She kicked me out. Sud-
denly. T was on a raft alone in the mid-
dle of the universe.

PLAYBOY: What happened?

LENNON: Well. at first, I thought,
Whoopee, whoopee! You know, bachelor
life! Whoopee! And then 1 woke up one
day and I thought, What is this? I want to
go home! But she wouldn't let me come
home. Thart's why it was 18 months apart
instead of six months. We were talking
all the time on the phone and 1 would
say, “I don't like this, I'm getting in
wouble and I'd like 10 come home,
please.” And she would say, “You're not
ready to come home.” So what do you
say? OK. back to the bortle.
PLAYBOY: What did she mean,
weren't readyz

LENNON: She has her ways. Whether they
be mystical or practical. When she said
it's not ready, it ain't ready.

your

you

PLAYBOY: Back to the bottle?

LENNON: I was just trying to hide what I
felt in the bottle. I was just insane. It was
the lost weckend that lasted 18 months.
I've never drunk so much in my life. 1
tried to drown myself in the bottle and
I was with the heaviest drinkers in the
business.

PLAYBOY: Such as?

LENNON: Such as Harry Nilsson, Bobby
Keyes, Keith Moon. We couldn't pull
owselves out. We were urying to kill our-
selves. I think Harry might still be wrying,
poor bugger—God  bless you, Harry,
wherever you are—but, Jesus, you
know, 1 had to get away from that, be-
cause somebody was going to die. Well,
Keith did. It was like, who's going to die
first? Unfortunately, Keith was the one.
PLAYBOY: Why the self-destruction?
LENNON: For me, it was because ol being
apart. I couldn’t stand it. They had their
own reasons, and it was, Let's all drown
ourselves together. From where 1 was sit-
ting, it looked like that. Let’s kill our-
sclves but do it like Errol Flynn, you
know, the macho, male way. It’s embar-
rassing for me to think about that period,
because 1 made a big fool of mysell—but
maybe it was a good lesson for me.

I wrote Nobody Loves You When
You're Down and Out during that time.
That's how I felt. It exactly expresses the
whole period. For some reason, T always
imagined Sinatra singing that one. 1 don't
know why. It’s kind of a Sinamaesque
song, really. He would do a perlect job
with it. Are you listening, Frank? You
need a song that isn't a picce of nothing.
Here's the one for you, the horn anange-
ment and everything's made for you. But
don’t ask me to produce it.

PLAYBOY: That must have been the time
the papers came out with reports about
Lennon running around town with a
Tampax on his head.

LENNON: The stories were all so exag-
gerated, but. . . . We were all in a res-
taurant, drinking. not eating, as usual
at those gatherings., and 1 happened to
go take a pec and there was a brand-new
fresh Kotex. not Tampax, on the toilet.
You know the old trick where you put a
penny on your lorchead and it sticks? 1
was a little high and 1 just picked it up
and slapped it on and it stayed, you see.
I walked out of the bathroom and I had
a Kotex on my head. Big deal.

Everybody went “Ha-ha-ha™ and i fell
off, but the press blew it up.

PLAYBOY: Why did you kick John out,
Yoko?

ONO: There were many things. I'm what
I call a “moving on” kind of girl; there’s
a song on our new album about it
Rather than deal with problems in rela-
tionships, I've always moved on. That’s
why I'm one of the very few survivors as
a woman, you know. Women tend to be
more into men usually, but I wasn't. . .
LENNON: Yoko looks upon men as
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assistants. . . . Of varying degrees of in-
timacy, but basically assistants. And this
onc's going to take a pee. [He exils]

ONO: [ have no comment on that. But
when I met John, women to him were
basically people around who were serving
him. He had to open himself up and
face me—and 1 had 1o see what he was
going through. But . . . I thought I had
to move on again, because 1 was suffering
being with John.

PLAYBOY: Why?

ONO: The pressure from the public. being
the one who broke up the Beatles and
who made it impossible for them 10 get
back together. My artwork suffered, 1oo.
I thought I wanted to be free from being
Mrs. Lennon, so | thought it wonld be a
good idea for him to go to L.A. and leave
me alone for a while. I had put up with it
for many years. Even early on. when John
was a Beatle, we staved in a room and
John and I were in bed and the docr was
closed and all that, but we didn’t lock the
door and one of the Beatle assistants just
wialked in and talked to him as il 1
weren't there. It was mind-blowing. I was
invisible. The people around John saw
me as a terrvible threat. T mean, 1 heard
there were plans to kil me. Not the
Beatles but the people around them.
PLAYBOY: How did that news aftect you?
ONO: The society doesn’t understand that
the woman can be castrared, wo. T felt
castrated. Before, 1 was doing all right,
thank you. My work might not have been
selling much, 1 might have been poorer,
but 1 had my pride. But the most humil-
iating thing is to be looked at as a
parasite.

[Lennon yejoins the conversation.)
LENNON: When Yoko and I started doing
stuff together, we would hold press con-
levences and announce owr whatevers—
\\'tll'l_‘ g()illg o wear }ng‘l (o]} \\.-‘ll:ll(_'\‘l.’l‘.
And before this one press conference, one
Beatle assistant in the upper echelon of
Beatle assistants leaned over to Yoko and
said, “You know, vou don’t have 1o work,
You've got enough money, now that
you're Mrs. Lennon.” And when she com-
plained to me about it, T couldn’t under-
stand what she was talking about. “But
this guy,” I'd say. "He's just good old
Charley. or whatever. He's been with us
20 years. . . " The same kind of thing hap-
pened in the studio. She would say to an
engineer, “I'd like a litdle more weble, a
little more bass,” or “There's too much of
whatever you're putting on,” and they'd
look at me and say, “What did you say.
John?”" Those days 1 didn’t even notice
it mysell. Now I know what she's talking
about. In Japan, when I ask for a cup of
tca in Japanese, they look at Yoko and
ask. “He wants a cup ol tea?” in Japanesc.
ONO: So a good few years of that kind of
thing emasculates you. 1 had always been
more macho than most guys 1 was with. in
a sense. I had always been the bread-
winner, because I always wanted to have
the freedom and the control. Suddenly,

I'm with somehody I can’t possibly com-
pete with on a lIevel ol earnings. Finally,
I couldn’t take it—or I decided not to
take it amy longer. I would have had the
same difficulty even il I hadn’t goten
involved wath, ah
LENNON: John— Johu is the name.

ONO: With John. But John wasn't just
John. He was also his group and the
people around them. When 1 say John,
1t's not just John
LENNON: That's John. J-O-H-N. Irom
Johan, 1 believe.

PLAYBOY: So you mirde him leave?

OMO: Yes.

LENNON: She don’t suffer fools gladly, cven
if she's married 1o him.

PLAYBOY: How did you finally get back
together?

ONO: It slowly started 1o dawn on me that
John was not the wouble ar all. John was
a fine person. It was societv that had he-
come too much. We laugh about it now,
but we started dating again. [ wanted to
be sure. I'm thankful to John’s intelh-
gence——

LENNON: Now, get that, editors—you got
that word?

ONO: That he was melligent enough 10
know this was the only way that we could
save our marriage, not because we dudn’t
love each other but because it was getting
100 much for me. Nothing would have
changed if T had come back as Mis.
Lennon again.

PLAYBOY: What did change?

ONO: It was good for me to do the
business and regain my pride about what
I could do. And 1t was good to know
what he needed, the role reversal that
was s0 good for him.

LENNON: And we learned thar it’s betrer
for the family if we are both working fo
the [amily. she doing the business and me
playing mother and wife. We recordered
ow priorities. ‘The number-one priority
is her and the family. Everything else re-
volves around that.

ONO: It's a hard realization. These days,
the society prefeirs single people. The en-
couragements are to divorce or separate or
be single or gay—whatever. Corporations
want singles—they work harder if they
don’t have family ties. They don’t have
to worry about being home in the eve-
nings or on the weekends. There's not
much room for emotions about Lamily or
personal relationships. You know. the
whole thing they say to women ap-
proaching 30 that if vou don't have a
baby in the next few years, you're going
to be in trouble. vou'll never be a moth-
er. so voull never be fulfilled in that
way and
LENNON: Only Yoko was 73 when she had
Sean. [Laughter]

ONO: So instead of the society discourag-
ing children. since they are important lor
society. it should encourage them. It's the
responsibility ol everybody. But it is
hard. A woman has to deny what she has.
her womb, if she wants to make it. It

scems that only the privileged classes can
have families. Nowadays. mavbe it’s only
the McCartneys and the Lennons or
something.

LENNON: Everybody else hecomes a worker-
consumer.

ONO: And then Big Brother will decide—
I hate to use the term Big Brother. . ..
LENNON: Too late. They've got it on tape.
[Laughs)

ONO: But, finally, the society
LENNON: Big Sister—wait till she comes!
ONO: The society will do away with the
roles ol men and women. Babies will he
born in test tubes and incubators. . . .
LENNON: T hien it's Aldous Huxley.

ONO: But we don't have to go that way.
We don’t have to deny any of our organs.
you know.

LENNON: Some of my best friends are
organs——

ONO: The new album
LENNON: Back to the album, very good——
ONO: The album fights these things. The
messages are sort of old-lashioned—Fami-
lv. relationships. children.

PLAYBOY: The album ebviously reflects
vour new priorities. How have things
gone you since you made that
decision?

LENNON: We got back rogether, decided
this was our lile, that having a baby was
important to us and that anything else
was subsidiary to that. We worked hard
for that child. We went through all hell
trying to have a baby. through many
miscarriages and other problems. He is
what they call a love child in truth. Doc
tors told us we could never have a child.
We almost gave up. “Well, that's i,
then, we can’t have one. . . ." We were
told something was wrong with my
sperm. that T abused mysclf so much in
my vouth that there was no chance.
Yoko was 43. and so they said. no way.
She has had too many miscarriages and
when she was a young girl. there were
no pills. so there were lots of abortions
and miscoriages: her stomach must be
like Kew Gardens in London. No way.
But this Chinese acupunciurist in San
Francisco said, “You behave yoursell.
No drugs, eat well, no drink. You have
child in IS months.” And we said. “Bui
the English doctors said. . . " He said.
“Forger what they said. You have child.”
We had Sean and sent the acupunciugist
a Poliroid of him just before he died,
C.od rest his soul.

PLAYBOY: Were there any problems be-
cause of Yoko's age?

LENNON: Not because of her age but be-
cause of a screw-up in the hospital and
the [ucking price of ame. Somebody
had made a wansfusion of the wrong
blood tvpe into Yoko. I was there when it
happened, and she staris 1o go rigid, and
then shake, from the pain and the trauma.
I vun up to this nurse and say, “Go gel
the doctor!” I'm holding on tight to Yoko
while this guy gets 1o the hospital room.
He walks in, hardly notices that Yoko is

{or
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going through fucking convulsions, goes
straight for me. smiles. shakes my hand
and says, “I've always wanted 1o meet you.
Mr. Lennon, I always enjoyed vyour
music.” 1 suut saeaming: “My wife's
dying and you wanna talk about my
nminsic!”” Chrisi!

PLAYBOY: Now that Sean is almost five. is
he conscious of the fact that his father
wis a Beatle or have you protected him
from your [ame?

LENNON: [ haven't said anything. Beatles
were never mentioned o him. There was
1o reason 10 mention it: we never plaved
Beatle vecords around the house, unlike
the story that went around that T was
sitting in the Kitehen for the past five
vears, playing Beatle recovds and reliving
myv past like some kind of Howard
Hughes. He did see Yellow Submarine at
a Inend’s. so 1 had 10 explain whar a
cartoon of me was doing in a movie.
PLAYBOY: Docs he have an awireness of
the Beatles?

LENNON: He doesn’t differentiate between
the Beatles and Daddy and Mommy. He
thimks Yoko was a Beatle, woo. 1 don't
have Beatle rvecords on the jukebox he
listens 1o, He's more exposed 1o early
rock ‘n’ roll. He's into Hound Dog. He
thinks it's about hunting.

Sean’s not going to public school. by
the way. We feel he can learn the thiee
Rs when he wants to—or when the law
says he has to. T suppose. 'm not going 10
fight i1, Otherwise. there's no reason for
him to be learning to sit still. T can’t see
any veason for it. Sean now has plenty of
child companionship. which everybody
says Is important. but he also is with
adults a lo1. He's adjusted 10 boith.

The reason why kids are crazy is be-
cause nobody cm face the responsibility
of bringing them up. Everybody's too
scared o deal with childven all the time.
so we reject them and send them away
and torture them. The ones who survive
are the conlormists—their bodies are cut
ta the size ol the suits—the ones we label
sood. The ones who don’t fur the suits
cither are put in mental homes or hecome
arnsis.

PLAYBOY: Your son. Julian, from vyour
first marriage must be in his teens. Have
vou seen him over the years?

LENNON: WWell. Cyn got
whatever you il it | got rights to sce
him on his holidays and all that business,
and at least there’s an open line still
going. It's not the hest relatonship be-
tween father and son. bur it is there. He's
17 now, Julian and | will have a relation-
ship in the future. Over the years, he's
been able 1o see through the Beatle image
and 1o see through the image that his
mother will have given him. subconscious-
Iv or consciously. He's interested in girls
and aumobikes now. I'm just sornt ol a
figure in the sky. but he's obliged o com-
municate with me, even when he prob-
ably doesn’t want to.

PLAYBOY: You're being very honest about

possession, o)

your feelings toward him 1o the point of
saying that Sean is your frst child. Are
you concerned about hurting him?
LENNON: I'm not going to lie to Julian.
Ninety percent of the people on this
planet. espedally in the West, were born
out of a boule of whiskey on a Saturday
night. and there was no imtent 1o have
children. So 90 percent of us—that in
cludes cverybody—were accidents. 1 don't
know anybody who was a planned child.
All of us were Saturday-night specials.
Julian is in the majority. along with me
and evervbody else. Sean is a planned
child. and therein lies the difference, |
don't love Julian any less as a child. He's
still my son. whether he came [rom a
bottle of whiskey or because they didn’t
have pills in those dayvs. He's here, he
belongs 1o me and he alwavs will.
PLAYBOY: Yoko, 1 relationship  with
vour daughter has heen much rockier.
oNO: I lost Kvoko when she was about
five. I was sort of an oftbheatr mother. but

Youn

we had very good communication. |

wasn't particularly 1aking care of her. but
she was alwavs with me—onstage or at
gallerv shows. whatever, When she was
not even a vear old, I ook her onstage as
- Instrimment
ment. vou know. My communic
her was on the level of sharing conversa-
non and doing things. She was closer to

an uncontollable insiru-

ation with

my ex-husband because ol that.

PLAYBOY: What happened when she was
five?

ONO: John and I got together and [
separated from my ex-hushand [Tony
Cox]. He ook Kvoko away. It became a
case of parent Kidnaping and we wried 1o
eet her back.

LENNON: 11 was a classic case of men being
macho. It tured into me and Allen Klein
trying 1o dominate Tony Cox. Tony's
attitude was. “You got mv wile. but you
won't get mv child.” In this baule, Yoko
and the child were absolutely forgotten.
I've always felt bad abow it It becam: a
case ol the shoot-out at the O.K. Corval:
Cox Hed 1o the hills and hid out amd the
sherifl and 1 oracke:d him down. First we
won custody in court. Yoko didn’t wans
10 go 1o cownt, but the men, Klein and I,
did it YWy,

onNO: Allen called up one day, saving 1
won the court case. He gave me a picece of
paper. 1 said. “What is this piece of
paper: Is this what 1 wonz | don’t have
my child.” I knew that taking them to
court would irnghren them and. ol
course. it did frighten them. So Tony
vamished. He was very strong. thinking
that the capitalists. with their money
and Iawyers and detectives. were pursu-
ing him. It made lim stronger.
LENNON: We chased him all
world. God knows where he went. So if
you're 1'('mhug this, Tony, let’s grow uf

over the

about it. Ii's gone. We don’t wanl to
chase you anymore, because we've done
enough damage.

ONO: We also had private detectives
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chasing Kyoko, which I thought was a
bad trip, too. One guy came to report,
“It was great! We almost had them. We
were just behind them in a car, but they
sped up and got away.” I went hysteri-
cal. “What do you mean you almost got
them? We are talking about my child!”
LENNON: It was like we were alier an
escaped convict.

PLAYBOY: Were you so persistent hecause
you felt you were better for Kvoko?
LENNON: Yoko got steamed into a guilt
thing that if she wasn’t attacking them
with detectives and police and the FBI,
then she wasn't a good mother looking
for her baby. She kept saying, “Leave
them alone, leave them alene,” but they
said you can’t do that.

ONO: For me, it was like they just dis-
appeared Irom my lile. Part of me left
with them.

PLAYBOY: How old is she now?

ONO: Seventeen, the same as John's son.
PLAYBOY: Perhaps when she gets older,
she’ll seek you out.

ONO: She is totally frightened. There
was a time in Spain when a lawyer and
‘]()Iu] thought that we should kidnap her.
LENNON: [Sighing] 1 was just going to
commit hara-kiri first.

oNo: And we did kidnap her and went
to court. The court did a very sensible
thing—the judge took her into a room
and asked her which one of us she want-
ed to go with. Of course, she said Tony.
We had scared her to death. So now she
must be alraid that if she comes to see
me, she'll never see her father agmin.
LENNON: When she gets 1o be in her 20s,
she'll understand that we were idiots
and we know we were idiots. She might
give us a chance.

onNo: I probably would have lost Kyoko
even if it wasn’t for John. Il I had sep-
arated from Tony, there would have
been some difthculty.

LENNON: I'l]l just half-Kill myself.

ONO: [To John] Part of the reason things
got so bad was because with Kyoko, it
wias you and Tony dealing. Men. With
your son Julian, it was women—there was
more understanding betweenme and Cyn.
PLAYBOY: Can you explain that?

ONO: For example, there was a birthday
party that Kyoko had and we were hoth
invited, but John felt very uptight about
it and he didn't go. He wouldn’t deal
with Tony. But we were both invited to
Julian’s party and we both went.

LENNON: Oh, God, it's all coming out.
oNO: Or like when I was invited to
Tony's place alone, I couldn’t go: but
when John was invited to Cyn’s, he did
go.

LENNON: One rule for the men, one for
the women.

ONO: So it was easier for Julian, because
I was allowing it to happen.

LENNON: But I've said a million Hail
Marys. What the hell else can 1 do?
PLAYBOY: Yoko, alter this experience,
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how do you feel about leaving Sean’s
rearing to John?
ONO: I am very clear about my emotions
in that area. 1 don't feel guilty. I am
doing it in my own way. It may not be
the same as other mothers, but I'm
doing it the way I can do it. In gencral,
mothers have a very strong resentment
toward their children, even though
there’s this whole adulation about moth-
erhood and how mothers really think
about their children and how they really
love them. I mean, they do, but it is not
humanly possible to retain emotion that
mothers are supposed to have within this
society. Women are just too stretched
out in different directions to retain that
cmotion. Too much is required of them.
So I say to John——
LENNON: I am her favorite husband——
oNO: “I am carrying the baby nine
months and that is enough, so you
take care of it afterward.” It did sound
like a2 crude remark, but I really be-
lieve that children belong to the society.
If a mother carries the child and a father
raises it, the responsibility is shared.
PLAYBOY: Did you resent having to take
so much responsibility, John?
LENNON: Well, sometimes, you know,
she'd come home and say, “I'm tired.”
I'd say, only partly tongue in cheek,
“What the fuck do you think I am? I'm
24 hours with the baby! Do you think
that's easy?” I'd say, “You're going to
take some more interest in the child.” I
don't care whether it's a father or a
mother. When I'm going on about pim-
ples and bones and which TV shows to
let him watch, I would say, “Listen, this
is important. 1 don’t want to hear about
your $20,000,000 deal tonight!” [To
Yoko] I would like both parents to
take care of the children, but how is a
different matter.
ONO: Society should be more supportive
and understanding.
LENNON: It's true. The saying “You've
come a long way, baby™ applies more to
me than to her. As Harry Nilsson says,
“Everything is the opposite of what it
is, isn‘t it?” It’s men who've come 2a
long way Irom even contemplating the
idea of equality. But although there is
this thing called the women’s movement,
society just took a laxative and they've
just farted. They haven't really had a
good shit yet. The seed was planted
sometime in the late Sixties, right? But
the real changes are coming. I am the
one who has come a long way. I was the
pig. And it is a relief not to he a pig. The
pressures of being a pig were enormous.
I don’t have any hankering to be
looked upon as a sex object, a male,
macho rock-'m"roll singer. I got over
that a long time ago. I'm not even inter-
ested in projecting that. So 1 like it to
be known that, yes, I looked after the
baby and I made bread and I was a
househusband and I am proud of it. It's

the wave of the future and I'm glad to
be in on the forefront of that, too.

ONO: So maybe both of us learned a lot
about how men and women suffer be-
cause of the social structure. And the
only way to change it is to be aware of
it. It sounds simple, but important
things are simple.

PLAYBOY: John, does it take actually re-
versing roles with women to understand?
LENNON: It did for this man. But don’t
forget, I'm the one who benefited the
most from doing it. Now I can step back
and say Sean is going to be five years
old and 1 was able to spend his first five
years with him and I am very proud ot
that. And come to think of it, it looks
like I'm going to be 40 and lite begins
at 40—so they promise. And I believe it,
too. I feel fine and 1'm very excited. It's
like, you know, hitting 21, like, “Wow,
what's going to happen next?” Only
this time we're together.

ONO: If two are gathered together, there's
nothing you can't do.

PLAYBOY: What does the title of your
new album, Double Fantasy, mean?
LENNON: It's a flower, a type ol freesia,
but what it means to us is that if two
people picture the same image at the
same time, that is the secret. You can
be together but projecting two different
images and either whoever’s the strong-
cr at the ume will get his or her fantasy
fulfilled or you will get nothing but
mishmash.

PLAYBOY: You saw the news item that
said you were putting your sex fantasies
out as an album.

LENNON: Oh, yeah. That is like when we
did the bed-in in Toronto in 1969.
They all came charging through the
door, thinking we were going to be
screwing in bed. Of course, we were just
sitting there with peace signs.

PLAYBOY: What was that famous bed-in
all about?

LENNON: Our life is our art. That's what
the bed-ins were. When we got married,
we knew our honeymoon was going to
be public, anyway, so we decided to use
it to make a statement. We sat in bed
and talked to reporters for seven days.
It was hilarious. In effect, we were doing
a commercial for peace on the front
page of the papers instead of a commer-
cial for war.

PLAYBOY: You stayed in bed and talked
about peace?

LENNON: Yes. We answered qucstions.
One guy kept going over the point about
Hitler; “What do you do about Fasdisis?
How can you have peace when you've
got a Hitler?” Yoko said, I would have
gone to bed with him.” She said she'd
have necded only ten days with him.
Pcople loved that one.

ONO: I said it facetiously, of course. But
the point is, you're not going to change
the world by fighting. Maybe 1 was naive
about the ten days with Hitler. After all,

it took 13 years with John Lennon.
[She giggles]

PLAYBOY: What were the reports about
your making love in a bag?

ONO: We never made love in a bag.
People probably imagined that we were
making love. It was just, all of us are in
a bag, you know. The point was the
outline of the bag, you know, the move-
ment of the bag, how much we see of a
person, you know. But, inside, there
might be a lot going on. Or maybe
nothing's going on.

PLAYBOY: Bricfly, what about the state-
ment on the new album?

LENNON: Very briefly, it’s about very or-
dinary things between two people. The
lyrics are direct. Simple and straight. 1
went through my Dylanesque period a
long time ago with songs like I Am the
Walrus: the trick of never saying what
you mean but giving the impression of
something more. Where more or less
can be read into it. It’s 2 good game.
PLAYBOY: What are your musical prefer-
cnces these days?

LENNON: Well, I like all music, depend-
ing on what time of day it is. I don't like
styles of music or people per se. I can't
say 1 enjoy the Pretenders, but I like
their hit record. I enjoy the B-52s, be-
cause I heard them doing Yoko. It's
great. If Yoko ever goes back to her old
sound, they'll be saying, “Yeah, she's
copying the B-52s."

ONO: We were doing a lot of the punk
stuff a long time ago.

PLAYBOY: Lennon and Ono, the original
punks.

©ONO: You're right.

PLAYBOY: John, what's your opimion of
the newer waves?

LENNON: I love all this punky stuff. It's
pure. I'm not, however, crazy about the
people who destroy themselves.

PLAYBOY: You disagree with Neil Young's
lyric in Rust Never Sleeps—"It’s bhetter
to burn out than to fade away. . .."
LENNON: I hate it. It's better to fade
away like an old soldier than to burn
out. I don’t appreciate worship of dead
Sid Vicious or of dead James Dean
or of dead John Wayne. It's the same
thing. Making Sid Vicious a hero,
Jim Morrison—it’s garbage to me. I
worship the people who survive. Gloria
Swanson, Greta Garbo. They're saying
John Wayne conquered cancer—he
whipped it like a man. You know, I'm
sorry that he died and all that—I'm
sorry for his family—but he didn't
whip cancer. It whipped him. 1 don't
want Sean worshiping John Wayne or
Sid Vicious. What do they teach you?
Nothing. Death. 5id Vicious died [or
what? So that we might rock? I mean,
it's garbage, you know. If Neil Young
admires that sentiment so much, why
doesn’t he do it? Because he sure as hell
faded away and came back many times,
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like all of us. No, thank you. I'll take
the living and the healthy.

PLAYBOY: Do you listen to the radio?
LENNON: Muzak or classical. 1 don’t pur-
chase records. 1 do enjoy listening to
things like Japanese folk music or In-
dian music. My tastes are very broad.
When I was a housewife, 1 just had
Muzak on—Dbackground music—'cause it
relaxes you.

PLAYBOY: Yoko?

ONO: No.

PLAYBOY: Do you go out and buy records?
ONO: Or read the newspaper or maga-
zines or watch TV? No.

PLAYBOY: The inevitable question, John.
Do you listen to your records?

LENNON: Lcast of all my own.

PLAYBOY: Even your classics?

LENNON: Are you kidding? For pleasure,
I would never listen to them. When I
hear them, I just think of the session—
i1t’s like an actor watching lnmself in an
old movie. When 1 hear a song, 1 re-
member the Abbey Road studio, the
session, who fought with whom, where 1
was sitting, banging the tambourine in
the corner
ONO: In fact, we really don't enjoy
listening to other people’s work much.
We sort of analyze everything we hear.
PLAYBOY: Yoko, were you a Beatles fan?
ONO: No. Now I notice the songs, of
course. In a restaurant, John will point
out, “Ahh, they're playing George” or
something.

PLAYBOY: John, do you ever go out to
hear music?

LENNON: No, I'm not interested. I'm not
a fan, you sce. I might like Jerry Lee
Lewis singing A Whole Lot a Shakin’ on
the record, but I'm not interested in
seeing him perform it.

PLAYBOY: Your songs arc performed more
than most other songwriters’. How does
that feel?

LENNON: I'm always proud and pleased
when people do my songs. It gives me
pleasure that they even attempt them,
because a lot of my songs aren’t that
doable. I go to restaurants and the
groups always play VYesterday. 1 even
signed a guy's violin in Spain alter he
played us ¥Yesterday. He couldn’t under-
stand that I didn't write the song. But I
guess he couldn’t have gone from table
to table playing I Am the Walrus.
PLAYBOY: How docs it feel to have in-
fluenced so many people?

LENNON: It wasn't really me or us. It was
the times. It happened to me when I
heard rock 'm’ roll in the Fifties. I had
no idea about doing music as a way of
life until rock 'n’ roll hit me.

PLAYBOY: Do you recall what specifically
hit you?

LENNON: It was Rock Around the Clock,
I think. I enjoyed Bill Haley, but I
wasn't overwhelmed by him. It wasn't
until Heartbreak Hotel that I really got
into it.

ONO: I am sure there are people whose

lives were affected because they heard
Indian music or Mozart or Bach. More
than anything, it was the time and the
place when the Beatles came up. Some-
thing did happen there. It was a kind of
chemical. It was as if several people
gathered around a table and a ghost
appeared. It was that kind of communi-
cation. So they were like mediums, in a
way. It’s not something you can force.
It was the people, the time, their youth
and enthusiasm.

PLAYBOY: For the sake of argument, we'll
maintain that no other contemporary
artist or group of artists moved as many
people in such a prolound way as the
Beatles.

LENNON: But what moved the Beatles?
PLAYBOY: You tell us.

LENNON: All right. Whatever wind was
blowing at the time moved the Beatles,
too. I'm not saying we weren't llags on
the top of a ship; but the whole boat
was moving. Maybe the Beatles were in
the crow’s-nest, shouting, “Land ho,” or
something like that, but we were all in
the same damn boat.

ONO: The Beatles themselves were a
social phenomenon not that aware of
what they were doing. In a way

LENNON: [Under his Ureath] This Beatles
talk bores me to death. Turn to page
196.

ONO: As I said, they were like mediums.
They weren't conscious of all they were
saying, but it was coming through them.
PLAYBOY: Why?

LENNON: We tuned in to the message.
That's all. I don’t mean to belittle the
Beatles when [ say they weren’t this,
they weren’t that. I'm just trying not to
overblow their importance as scparate
from society. And I don’t think they
were more important than Glenn Miller
or Woody Herman or Bessie Smith. It
was our generation, that's all. It was
Sixties music.

PLAYBOY: What do you say to those who
insist that all rock since the Beatles has
been the Beatles redone?

LENNON: All music is rchash. Therc are
only a few notes. Just variations on a
theme. Try to tell the kids in the Seven-
ties who were screaming to the Bee Gees
that their music was just the Beatles re-
done. There is nothing wrong with the
Bee Gees. They do a damn good job.
There was nothing else going on then.
PLAYBOY: Wasn't a lot of the Beatles’
music at least more intelligent?

LENNON: T'he Beatles were more intellec
tual, so they appealed on that level, too.
But the basic appeal of the Beatles was
not their intelligence. It was their music.
It was only after some guy in the London
Times said there were Acolian cadences
in It Won't Be Long that the middle
classes started listening to it—because
somehbody put a tag on it.

PLAYBOY: Did you put Acolian cadences
in It Won't Be Long?

LENNON: To this day, I don’t have any

idea what they are. They sound like
exotic birds.

PLAYBOY: How did you react to the mis-
interpretations of your songs?

LENNON: For instance?

PLAYBOY: The most obvious is the “'Paul
is dead™ fiasco. You already explained
the line in Glass Onion. What about the
line in I Am the Walrus—"1 buried
Paul"?

LENNON: I said “Cranberry sauce.” That's
all I said. Some people like ping-pong,
other people like digging over graves.
Some people will do anything rather
than be here now.

PLAYBOY: What about the chant at the
end of the song: “Smoke pot, smoke
pot, everybody smoke pot™*?

LENNON: No, no, no. I had this whole
choir saying, “Everybody’s got one, ev-
erybody’s got one.” But when you get 30
people, male and female, on top of 30
cellos and on top of the Beatles’ rock-'n’-
roll rhythm section, you can't hear what
they're saying.

PLAYBOY: What does “everybody got''?
LENNON: Anything. You name it. One
penis, onc vagina, one asshole—you
name it.

PLAYBOY: Did it trouble you when the
interpretations of your songs were de-
structive, such as when Charles Manson
claimed that your lyrics were messages
to him?

LENNON: No. It has nothing to do with
me. It’s like that guy, Son of Sam, who
was having these talks with the dog.
Manson was just an extreme version of
the people who came up with the “Paul
is dead” thing or who figured out that
the initials to Lucy in the Sky with
Diamonds were LSD and concluded I
was writing about acid.

PLAYBOY: Where did Lucy in the Shy
come from?

LENNON: My son Julian came in one day
with a picture he painted about a school
friend of his named Lucy. He had
sketched in some stars in the sky and
called it Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds.
Simple.

PLAYBOY: The other images in the song
weren’t drug-inspired?

LENNON: The images were from Alice in
Wonderland. It was Alice in the boat,
She is buying an egg and it turns into
Humpty Dumpty. The woman serving in
the shop turns into a sheep and the next
minute they are rowing in a rowing boat
somewhere and I was visualizing that.
There was also the image of the female
who would someday come save me—a
“girl with kaleidoscope eyes” who would
come out of the sky. It turned out to be
Yoko, though I hadn’t met Yoko yet. So
maybe it should be Yoko in the Sky with
Diamonds.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any interest in the
pop historians analyzing the Beatles as
a cultural phenomenon?

LENNON: It's all equally irrelevant. Mine
is to do and other pcople’s is to record,
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I suppose. Does it matter how many
drugs were in Elvis” body? I mean, Brian
Epstein’s sex life will make a nice Holly-
wood Babylon someday, but it is irrele-
vant.

PLAYBOY: What started the rumors about
you and Epstein?

LENNON: 1 went on holiday to Spain with
Brian—which started all the rumors that
he and I were having a love affair. Well,
it was almost a love affair, but not quite.
It was never consummated. But we did
have a pretty intense relationship. And
it was my fst experience with someone
I knew was a homosexual. He admitted
it to me. We had this holiday together
because Cyn was pregnant and we lelt
her with the baby and went to Spain.
Lots of funny stories. you know. We
used to sit in cafés and Brian would look
at all the boys and I would ask, “"Do you
like that one? Do you like this one?™ It
wis just the combination of our closec-
ness and the trip that started the rumors.
PLAYBOY: It’s interesting to hear you talk
about your old songs such as Lucy n
the Sky and Glass Onion. Will you give
some briel thoughts on some of our
favorites?

LENNON: Right.

PLAYBOY: Let's start with /n My Life.
LENNON: It was the first song I wrote that
was consciously about my life. [Sings]
*“There are places I'll remember [ all my
life though some have changed. i
Before, we were just writing songs & la
Everly Brothers, Buddy Holly—pop
songs with no more thought to them than
that. The words were almost relevant.
In My Life started out as a bus journey
from my house at 250 AMenlove Avenue
to town, mentioning all the places 1
could recall. I wrote it all down and it
was boring. So 1 lorgot about it and
laid back and these lyrics starwed coming
to me about friends and lovers of the
past. Paul helped with the middle eight.
PLAYBOY: Yesierday.

LENNON: Well, we all know about Yester-
day. 1 have had so much accolade for
Yesterday. That is Paul’s song, of course,
and Paul's baby. Well done. Beautiful-
and I never wished I had written it.
PLAYBOY: With a Little Help from My
Friends.

LENNON: This is Paul, with a little help
from me. “What do you see when you
turn out the light / I can't tell you, but
I know it's mine . . ." is mine.

PLAYBOY: [ Am the Walrus.

LENNON: The first line was written on
one acid trip one weekend. The second
line was written on the next acid trip
the next weekend, and it was filled in
after I mer Yoko. Part ol it was putting
down Hare Krishna. All these people
were going on about Hare Krishna,
Allen Ginsberg in particular. The ret-
erence to “Element'ry penguin” is the
clementary, maive attitude ol going
around chanting, “Hare Krishna,” or
putting all your [aith in any one idol. I

was writing obscurely, 4 la Dylan, in
those days.

PLAYBOY: The song is very complicated,
musically.

LENNON: It actually was fanuastic in
stereo, but you never hear it all. There
was too much to get on. It was too messy
a mix. One track was hive BBC Radio—
Shakespeare or something—I just fed in
whatever lines came in.

PLAYBOY: What about the walrus itself?
LENNON: It's from The Walrus and the
Carpenter. Alice in Wonderland. To me,
it was a beautiful poem. It never dawned
on me that Lewis Carroll was comment-
ing on the capitalist and social system.
[ never went into that bit about what
he really meant, like people are doing
with the Beades work. Later, I went
back and looked at it and realized that
the walrus was the bad guy in the story
and the carpenter was the good guy. 1
thought, Oh, shit, [ picked the wrong
guy. I should have said, "I am the cn-
penter.” But that wouldn’t have been
the same, would it? [Singing] I am the
carpenter. . . ."”

PLAYBOY: How about She Came in
Through the Bathroom Window?
LENNON: That was written by Paul when
we were in New York lorming Apple,
and he first met Linda. Maybe she's the
one who came in the window. She must
have. I don't know. Somebody came in
the window.

PLAYBOY: [ Icel Fine.

LENNON: That's me, including the guitar
lick with the first [eedback ever record-
¢d. T dely anybody to find an carlier
record—unless it is some old blues rec-
ord [rom the Twenties—with feedback
on it.

PLAYBOY: When I'm Sixty-Four.

LENNON: Paul completely. T would never
even dream of writing a song like that.
There are some areas 1 never think
about and that 1s one ol them.

PLAYBOY: A Day in the Life.

LENNON: Just as it sounds: [ was reading
the paper one day and I noticed two
stories. One was the Guinness heir who
killed himself in a car. That was the
main headline story. He died in London
in a car crash. On the next page was a
story about 4000 holes in Blackburn,
Lancashire. In the streets, that is. They
were going to fill them all. Paul’s con-
tribution was the beautilul little lick
in the song “I'd love to turn you on.”
I had the bulk of the song and the
words, but he contributed this little
lick floating around in his head that
he couldn’t use for anything. I thought
it was a damn good piece of work.
PLAYBOY: May we continuc with some of
the ones that seem more personal and
see what reminiscences they inspire?
LENNON: Reminisce away.

PLAYBOY: For no reason whatsoever, let’s
start with I Wanna Be Your Man.
LENNON: Paul and I finished that one
off for the Stones. We were taken down

by Brian to meet them at the club where
they were playing in Richmond. They
wanted a song and we went to see what
kind of stuff they did. Paul had this bit
ol a song and we played it roughly for
them and they said, “Yeah, OK, that's
our style.” But it was only really a lick.
so Paul and I went off in the corner
ol the room and hnished the song off
while they were all sitting there, talk-
ing. We came back and Mick and Keith
said, “Jesus, look at that. They just
went over there and wrote it.” You know,
right in front of their eyes. We gave it
to them. It was a throwaway. Ringo sang
it for us and the Stones did their ver
sion. It shows how much importance we
put on them. We weren't going to give
them anything great, right? That was
the Stones’ first record. Anyway, Mick
and Reith said, “If they can write a
song so easily, we should wry it.” They
say it inspired them to start writing
together.

PLAYBOY: How about Strawberry Fields
Foreuver?

LENNON: Strawbaerry Fields is a real place.
After I stopped living at Penny Lane,
I moved in with my auntie who lived
in the suburbs in a nice semidetached
place with a small garden and doctors
and lawyers and that ilk living around—
not the poor slummy kind of image that
was projected in all the Beatles stories.
In the class system, it was about half a
class higher than Paul, George and
Ringo, who lived i government-subsi-
dized housing. We owned owr house and
had a garden. They didn’t have any-
thing like that. Near that home was
Strawberry Fields, a house near a boys’
reformatory where I used to go to gar-
den parties as a kid with my [riends
Nigel and Pete. We would go there and
hang out and sell lemonade bottles for
a penny. We always had fun at Straw-
berry Fields. So that’s where I got the
name. But I used it as an image. Straw-
berry Fields forever.

PLAYBOY: And the lyrics, for instance:
“Living is casy ¥

LENNON: [Singing] “With eyes closed.
Misunderstanding all you see.” It still
gocs, doesn't it? Aren’t I saying exactly
the same thing now? The awarencss
apparently trying to be expressed is—
let’s say in one way 1 was always hip.
I was hip in kindergarten. I was differ-
ent from the others. 1 was different all
my lile. The second verse goes, “No one
1 think is in my tree.” Well, I was too
shy and secll-doubting. Nobody seems
to be as hip as me is what 1 was saying.
Therefore, I must be crazy or a genius—
“I mean it must be high or low,” the
next line. There was something wrong
with me, I thought, because 1 seemed
to sce things other pecople didn't see. I
thought 1 was crazy or an egomaniac
for claiming to see things other people
didn't sce. As a child, I would say, “But
this is going on!” and everybody would
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look at me as if I was aazy. 1 always
was so psychic or intuitive or poetic or
whatever you want to call it, that T was
always sceing things in a hallucinatory
way,

It was scary as a child, because there
was nobody to relate to. Neither my
auntic nor my friends nor anybody
could ever see what 1 did. It was very,
very scary and the only contact 1 had
was reading about an Oscar Wilde or
a Dylan Thomas or a Vincent van
Gogh—all those books that my auntic
had thae 1alked about their suffering be-
cause of their visions. Because of what
they saw, they were tortured by society
for wrying 1o express what they were. I
saw loneliness.

PLAYBOY: Were you able to find others
to share your visions with?

LENNON: Only dead people in books.
Lewis Carroll, certain  paintings. Sur-
realism had a great cffect on me, be-
cause then I realized that my imagery
and my mind wasn’t insanity; that if it
was insane, I belong in an exclusive
club that sees the world in those terms.
Surrealism to me is reality. Psychic vi-
sion to me is reality. Even as a child.
When [ looked at myself in the mirror
or when I was 12, 13, T used to literally
wrance out into alpha. I didn’t know
what it was called then. I found out
years later there is a mame for those
conditions. But T would find myself
seeing hallucinatory images of my face
changing and becoming cosmic and com-
plete. It caused me to always be a rebel.
This thing gave me a chip on the shoul-
der; but, on the other hand. I wanted
to be loved and accepted. Part of mec
would like to be accepred by all facets
of society and not be this loudmouthed
lunatic musician. But T cannot be what
I am not.

Because of my attitude, all the other
boys' parents, including Paul’s father,
would say, “Keep away lrom him.” The
parents instinctively recognized what 1
was, which was a troublemaker, mean-
ing I did not conform and I would in-
fluence their kids, which I did. 1 did
my best to disrupt every [riend’s home
I had. Partly, maybe, it was out of envy
that 1 didn’t have this so-called home.
But 1 really did. I had an auntie and
an uncle and a nice suburban home,
thank you very much. Hear this, Auntie.
She was hurt by a remark Paul made
recently that the reason 1 am staying
home with Sean now is because I never
had a family life. It's absolute rubbish.
There were five women who were my
family. Five strong, intelligent women.
Five sisters. Onc happened to be my
mother. My mother was the youngest.
She just couldn’t deal with life. She
had a hushand who ran away to sea and
the war was on and she couldn’t cope
with me, and when I was [our and a
half, I ended up living with her elder

sister. Now, those women were fantastic.
One day I might do a kind of Forsyte
Saga just about them. That was my first
feminist education.

Anyway, that knowledge and the [act
that T wasn't with my parents made me
sec that parents are not gods. I would
infiltrate the other boys’ minds. Paul’s
parents were terrified of me and my
influence, simply because 1 was [ree
from the parents’ strangle hold. That
was the gift I got for not having par-
ents. 1 cried a lot about not having them
and it was torture, but it also gave me
an awareness early. I wasn't an orphan,
though. My mother was alive and lived
a I5-minute walk away from me all my
life. T saw her off and on. I just didn't
live with her.

PLAYBOY: Is she alive?

LENNON: No, she got killed by an off-duty
cop who was drunk after visiting my
auntic’s house where 1 lived. T wasn't
there at the time. She was just at a bus
stop. 1 was 16. That was another big
trauma for me. I lost her twice. When 1
was five and I moved in with my auntie,
and then when she physically died. That
made me more bitter; the chip on my
shoulder I had as a youth got really big
then. I was just really re-establishing
the relationship with her and she was
killed.

PLAYBOY: Her name was Julia, wasn't a2
Is she the Julia of your song of that
name on The White Album?

LteNNON: The song is for her—and for
Yoko.

pLAYBOY: What kind of relationship did
you have with vour father, who went
away to sea? Did you cver sce him again?
LENNON: [ never saw him again until I
made a lot of money and he came back.
PLAYBOY: How old were you?

LENNON: Twenty-four or 25. I opened
the Daily Express and there he was,
washing dishes in a small hotel or some-
thing very near where I was living in
the Stockbroker belt outside London.
He had been writing to me to try to get
in contact. I didn’t want to sec him. |
was too upset about what he'd done to
me and to my mother and that he would
turn up when I was rich and famous
and not bother turning up belore. So 1
wasn't going to see him at all, but he
sort ol blackmailed me in the press by
saying all this about being a poor man
washing dishes while I was living in
luxury. I fell for it and saw him and
we had some kind of relationship. He
died a few years later of cancer. But at
65, he married a secretary who had been
working for the Beatles, age 22, and
they had a child, which I thought was
hopeful for a man who had lived his life
as a drunk and almost a Bowery bum.
PLAYBOY: We'll never listen to Strawbeiry
Fields Forever the same way again. What
menorics are jogged by the song Help!?
LENNON: When Help! came out in ‘63, I
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was actually crying out for help. Most
people think it's just a fast rock-'n"roll
song. I didn’t realize it at the time; I
just wrote the song because I was com-
missioned to write it for the movie. But
later, I knew I really was crying out for
help. It was my fat Elvis period. You
see the movie: He—I—is very fat, very
insecure, and he's completely lost him-
self. And 1 am singing about when I
was so much younger and all the rest,
looking back at how easy it was. Now I
may be very positive—yes, yes—but
I also go through deep depressions
where I would like to jump out the
window, you know. It becomes easier
to deal with as I get older; I don’t know
whether you learn control or, when you
grow up, you calm down a little. Any-
way, I was fat and depressed and I was
aying out for help.

In those days, when the Beatles were
depressed, we had this little chant. I
would yell out, “Where are we going,
fellows?” They would say, “To the top,
Johnny,” in pseudo-American voices.
And I would say, “Where is that, fel-
lows?” And they would say, “To the
toppermost of the poppermost.” It was
some dumb expression from a cheap
movie—a la Blackboard Jungle—about
Liverpool. Johnny was the leader of the
gang,

PLAYBOY: What were you depressed about
during the Help! period?

LENNON: The Beatles thing had just gone
beyond comprehension. We were smok-
ing marijuana for breakfast. We were
well into marijuana and nobody could
communicate with us, because we were
just all glazed eyes, giggling all the
time. In our own world. That was the
song, Help!. 1 think everything that
comes out of a song—even Paul’s songs
now, which are apparently about noth-
ing—shows something about yourself.
PLAYBOY: Was I'm a Loser a similarly
personal statement?

LENNON: Part of me suspects that I'm a
loser and the other part of me thinks
I'm God Almighty.

PLAYBOY: How about Cold Turkey?
LENNON: The song is self-explanatory.
The song got banned, even though it's
antidrug. They're so stupid about drugs,
you know. They're not looking at the
cause of the drug problem: Why do
people take drugs? To escape from
what? Is life so terrible? Are we living
in such a terrible situation that we can’t
do anything without reinforcement of
alcohol, tobacco? Aspirins, sleeping pills,
uppers, downers, never mind the heroin
and cocaine—they're just the outer
fringes of Librium and speed.

PLAYBOY: Do you use any drugs now?
LENNON: Not really. If somebody gives
me a joint, I might smoke it, but I don’t
go after it.

PLAYBOY: Cocaine?

LENNON: I've had cocaine, but I don't

like it. The Beatles had lots of it in
their day, but it's a dumb drug, because
you have to have another one 20 min-
utes later. Your whole concentration
goes on getting the next fix. Really, I
find caffeine is easicr to deal with,
PLAYBOY: Acid?

LENNON: Not in years. A little mushroom
or peyote is not beyond my scope, you
know, maybe twice a year or something.
You don't hear about it anymore, but
people are still visiting the cosmos. We
must always remember to thank the CIA
and the Army for LSD. That's what
people forget. Everything is the opposite
of what it is, isn't it, Harry? So get out
the bottle, boy—and relax. They in-
vented LSD to control people and what
they did was give us [reedom. Some-
times it works in mysterious ways its
wonders to perform. If you look in the
Government reports on acid, the ones
who jumped out the window or killed
themselves because of it, I think even
with Art Linkletter's daughter, it hap-
pened to her years later. So, let's face
it, she wasn't really on acid when she
jumped out the window. And I've never
met anybody who’s had a flashback on
acid. I've never had a flashback in my
life and I took millions of trips in the
Sixties,

PLAYBOY: What does your diet include
besides sashimi and sushi, Hershey bars
and cappuccinos?

LENNON: We're mostly macrobiotic, but
sometimes I take the family out for a
pizza.

oNo: Intuition tells you what to eat. It's
dangerous to try to unify things. Every-
body has different needs. We went
through vegetarianism and macrobiotic,
but now, because we're in the studio, we
do eat some junk food. We're trying to
stick to macrobiotic: fish and rice, whole
grains. You balance foods and eat foods
indigenous to the area. Corn is the
grain from this area.

PLAYBOY: And you both smoke up a
storm.

LENNON: Macrobiotic people don't be-
lieve in the big C. Whether you take
that as a rationalization or not, macro-
biotics don’t believe that smoking is
bad for you. Of course, if we die, we're
wrong.

PLAYBOY: Let's go back to jogging your
memory with songs. How about Paul’s
song Fey Jude?

LENNON: He said it was written about
Julian. He knew I was splitting with
Cyn and leaving Julian then. He was
driving to see Julian to say hello. He had
been like an uncle. And he came up
with Hey Jude. But 1 always heard it
as a song to me, Now I'm sounding like
one of those fans reading things into
it. . . . Think about it: Yoko had just
come into the picture. He is saying,
“Hey, Jude”—"“Hey, John.” Subcon-
sciously, he was saying, Go ahead, leave

me. On a conscious level, he didn't want
me to go ahead. The angel in him was
saying, “Bless you.” The Devil in him
didn't like it at all, because he didn't
want to lose his partner.

PLAYBOY: What about Because?

LENNON: [ was lying on the sofa in our
house, listening to Yoko play Beethoven's
Moonlight Sonata on the piano. Sud-
denly, 1 said, “Can you play those chords
backward?” She did, and [ wrote Be-
cause around them. The song sounds
like Moonlight Sonata, too. The lyrics
are clear, no bullshit, no imagery, no
obscure references.

PLAYBOY: Give Peace a Chance.

LENNON: All we were saying was give
peace a chance.

PLAYBOY: Was it really
McCartney composition?
LENNON: No, I dont even know why
his name was on it. It's there because
1 kind of felt guilty because I'd made
the separate single—the first—and I was
really breaking away from the Beatles.
PLAYBOY: Why were the compositions you
and Paul did separately attributed to
Lennon-McCartney?

LENNON: Paul and I made a deal when
we were 15. There was never a legal deal
between us, just a deal we made when
we decided to write together that we
put both our names on it, no matter
what.

PLAYBOY: How about Do You Want to
Know a Secret?

LENNON: The idea came from this thing
my mother used to sing to me when I
was one or two years old, when she was
still living with me. It was from a Disney
movie: “Do you want to know a secret? [
Promise not to tell [ You are standing by
a wishing well.” So, with that in my
head, I wrote the song and just gave it
to George to sing. I thought it would
be a good vehicle for him, because it
had only three notes and he wasn't the
best singer in the world. He has im-
proved a lot since then; but in those
days, his ability was very poor. I gave it
to him just to give him a piece of the
action. That's another reason why I was
hurt by his book. I even went to the
trouble of making sure he got the B side
of a Beatles single, because he hadn't
had a B side of one until Do You Want
to Know a Secret? Something was the
first time he ever got an A side, because
Paul and I always wrote both sides. That
wasn't because we were keeping him out
but simply because his material was not
up to scratch. I made sure he got the
B side of Something, too, so he got the
cash. Those little things he doesn’t re-
member.

I always felt bad that George and
Ringo didn't get a piece of the publish-
ing. When the opportunity came to give
them five percent each of Maclen, it was
because of me they got it. It was not
because of Klein and not because of Paul

a Lennon-
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but because of me. When I said they
should get it, Paul couldn’t say no. I
don’t get a piece of any of George's
songs or Ringo's. I never asked for any-
thing for the contributions 1 made to
George's songs like Taxman. Not even
the recognition. And that is why I might
have sounded resentful about George
and Ringo, because it was after all those
things that the attitude of “John has
forsaken us” and "John is tricking us”
came out—which is not true.

PLAYBOY: Happiness Isa Warm Gun.
LENNON: No, it's not about heroin. A gun
magazine was sitting there with a smok-
ing gun on the cover and an article
that T never read inside called Hap-
piness Is @ Warm Gun. 1 1ook it right
trom there. I took it as the terrible idea
of just having shot some animal.
PLAYBOY: What about the sexual puns:
*When you feel my finger on your
trigger’"?

LENNON: Well, it was at the beginning
of my relationship with Yoko and I was
very sexually oriented then. When we
weren't in the studio, we were in bed.
PLAYBOY: What was the allusion to
“Mother Superior jumps the gun™?
LENNON: 1 call Yoko Mother or Madam
just in an offhand way. The rest doesn’t
mean anything. It's just images of her.
PLAYBOY: Across the Universe.

LENNON: The Beatles didn’t make a good
record of Across the Universe. 1 think
subconsciously we—I thought Paul sub-
consciously tried to destroy my great
songs. We would play experimental
games with my great pieces, like Straw-
berry Fields, which I always felt was
badly recorded. It worked, but it wasn't
what it could have been. I allowed it,
though. We would spend hours doing
little, detailed cleaning up on Paul's
songs, but when it came to mine—
especially a great song like Strawberry
Fields or Across the Universe—somehow
an atmosphere of looscness and experi-
mentation would come up.

PLAYBOY: Sabotage?

LENNON: Subconscious sabotage. I was
too hurt. . . . Paul will deny it, because
he has a bland face and will say this
doesn’t exist. This is the kind of thing
I'm talking about where I was always
seeing what was going on and began to
think, Well, maybe I'm paranoid. But
it is not paranoid. It is the absolute
truth. The same thing happened to
Across the Universe. The song was never
done properly. The words stand, luckily.
PLAYBOY: Gelling Better.

LENNON: It is a diary form of writing.
All that “I used to be cruel to my
woman, I beat her and kept her apart
from the things that she loved™ was me.
I used to be cruel to my woman, and
physically—any woman. I was a hitter.
I couldn’t express myself and I hit. I
fought men and I hit women. That is
why I am always on about peace, you

see. It is the most violent people who
go for love and peace. Everything's the
opposite. But I sincerely believe in love
and peace. I am a violent man who has
learned not to be violent and regrets
his violence. 1 will have to be a lot older
before I can face in public how I treated
wOomen as a youngster.

PLAYBOY: Revolulion.

LENNON: We recorded the song twice.
The Beatles were getting really tense
with one another. I did the slow version
and 1 wanted it out as a single: as a
statement of the Beatles’ position on
Vietnam and the Beatles’ position on
revolution. For years, on the Beatle
tours, Epstein had stopped us from
saying anything about Vietnam or the
war. And he wouldn't allow questions
about it. But on one tour, I said, "I am
going to answer about the war. We can’t
ignore it.” I absolutely wanted the
Beatles to say something. The first take
of Revolution—well, George and Paul
were resentful and said it wasn't fast
enough. Now, if you go into details of
what a hit record is and isn't, maybe.
But the Beatles could have afforded to
put out the slow, understandable ver-
sion of Revolution as a single. Whether
it was a gold record or a wooden record.
But because they were so upset about
the Yoko period and the fact that 1 was
again becoming as creative and dominat-
ing as I had been in the early days, after
lying fallow for a couple of years, it
upset the apple cart, I was awake again
and they couldn't stand it.

PLAYBOY: Was it Yoko's inspiration?
LENNON: She inspired all this creation in
me. It wasn't that she inspired the
songs: she inspired me. The statement
in Revolution was mine. The lyrics
stand today. It's still my feeling about
politics. I want to see the plan. That is
what I used to say to Abbie Hoffman
and Jerry Rubin. Count me out if it is
for violence. Don’t expect me to be on
the barricades unless it is with flowers.
PLAYBOY: What do you think of Hoff-
man’s turning himself in?

LENNON: Well, he got what he wanted.
Which is to be sort of an underground
hero for anybody who still worships any
manifestation of the underground. 1
don’t feel that much about it anymore.
Nixon, Hoffman, it's the same. Thcy are
all from the same period. It was kind of
surprising to see Abbie on TV, but it
was also surprising to see Nixon on TV,
Maybe people get the feeling when they
see me or us. I feel, What are they doing
there? Is this an old newsreel?

PLAYBOY: On the new album, you close
with Hard Times Are Ouver (For a
While). Why?

LENNON: It's not a new message: Give
Peace a Chance—we're not being
unreasonable, just saying, “Give it a
chance.” With Imagine, we're saying,

“Can you imagine a world without
countries or religions?” It’s the same
message over and over. And it’s positive.
PLAYBOY: How does it feel to have
people anticipate your new record be-
cause they feel you are a prophet of
sorts? When you returned to the studio
to make Double Fantasy, some of your
fans were saying things like, “Just as
Lennon defined the Sixties and the
Seventies, he’ll be defining the Eighties.”
LENNON: It's very sad. Anyway, we're not
saying anything new. A, we have already
said it and, B, 100,000,000 other people
have said it, too.
PLAYBOY: But your songs do have messages.
EENNON: All we are saying is, “This is
what is happening to us.” We are send-
ing postcards. I don't let it become "I
am the awakened; you are sheep that
will be shown the way.” That is the dan-
ger of saying anything, you know.
PLAYBOY: Especially for you.
LENNON: Listen, there’s nothing wrong
with following examples. We can have
figureheads and people we admire, but
we don't need leaders. “Don't follow
leaders, watch the parking meters.”
PLAYBOY: You're quoting one of your
peers, of sorts. Is it distressing to you
that Dylan is a born-again Christian?
LENNON: 1 don’t like to comment on it.
For whatever reason he's doing it, it is
personal for him and he needs to do it.
But the whole religion business suffers
from the Onward, Christian Soldiers bit.
There's too much talk about soldiers and
marching and converting. I'm not push-
ing Buddhism, because I'm no more a
Buddhist than I am a Christian, but
there’s one thing I admire about the
religion: There’s no proselytizing.
PLAYBOY: Were you a Dylan fan?
LENNON: No, I stopped listening to Dylan
with both ears after Highway 64 [sic]
and Blonde on Blonde, and even then it
was because George would sit me down
and make me listen.
PLAYBOY: Like Dylan, weren’t you also
looking for some kind of leader when
you did primal-scream therapy with
Arthur Janov?
ONO: I think Janov was a daddy for
John. I think he has this father complex
and he's always searching for a daddy.
LENNON: Had, dear. I had a [ather com-
plex.
PLAYBOY: Would you explain?
ONO: I had a daddy, a real daddy, sort of
a big and strong father like a Billy Gra-
ham, but growing up, I saw his weak
side. I saw the hypocrisy. So whenever I
see something that is supposed to be so
big and wonderful—a guru or primal
scream—I'm very cynical.
LENNON: She fought with Janov all the
time. He couldn’t deal with it.
ONO: I'm not searching for the big dad-
dy. I look for something else in men—
something that is tender and weak and [
(concluded on page 144)
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HAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY?

The man who knows that when New Year's Eve begins well, it will end well. He reflects an
appreciation of the festive style, in what he wears, in how he celebrates—party gaiety at mid-
night, solitude for two at dawn—and in his choice of the drink to accompany all of it. The skill
to make wise choices—from formalwear to champagne—is what he gets from PLAYBOY.
It is essential to him, the reliable guide he needs to experience the pleasures of life.






MORAL
RIGHT

its ruthless election
tactics were mild
compared with its plan
for the future

ILLUSTRATION BY KINUKO Y. CRAFT

article By JOHNNY GREENE

ON THE MORNING of December 19, 1978, a
small group of men and women representing
various factions within the disorganized,
radical farright wing of American politics
met in the Washington, D.C., metropolitan
area with representatives of America's right-
wing religious fundamentalists.

The meeting was not announced to the
public and it went unreported by the press.
The details remained a carefully guarded
secret for months afterward. But the con-
vocation that morning was historic. It marked
the first occasion in the nation’s history when
political and religious leaders officially joined
forces not just to achieve a temporary polit-
ical goal under the banner of Christian social
justice but to restructure the entire frame-
work of American society to fit a set of rigid,
doctrinaire political and religious beliefs.

A month before the meeting, a loose coali-
tion of right-wing, single-issue political and
religious groups had defeated two United
States Senators, Thomas McIntyre of New
Hampshire and Dick Clark of lowa. That
was the first national political success the far
right had tasted since its take-over of the
1964 Republican National Convention. To
the persons present that December morning
in 1978, it appeared urgent that this sudden
electoral clout be translated into some form
of permanent organization or written agree-
ment that would bind with a bold plan of
political action all of the disparate, conten-
tious political and religious units of the
American right wing.

It is said that the mood of the meeting

ASTON ISHING WRONGS

OF THE

reflected that feeling of urgency. The polit-
ical ideologues present knew that for the
first time in history, they had the chance to
influence a potentially enormous constitu-
ency—the followers of the religious funda-
mentalists. If the right were ever to gain
political power in the United States, it would
have to take control of that constituency and
exploit it. There were just too many funda-
mentalist votes out there to let them slip
away.

Among those present at the meeting, ac-
cording to most reports, were Connie Marsh-
ner, director of the Family Policy Division of
the Free Congress Research and Education
Foundation—an affiliate of the Committee
for the Survival of a Free Congress; Gary
Potter, president of the Catholics for Chris-
tian Political Action; JoAnn Gasper, editor
of the monthly publication Right Woman;
William Stanmeyer, the attorney in whose of-
fices the meeting was held; Warren Richard-
son, a Washington lobbyist for the Reverend
Jerry Falwell's politically active Moral Ma-
jority; Bill Rhatican, a publicrelations ad-
visor on retainer to Moral Majority; and the
Reverend Robert Billings, president of the
National Christian Action Coalition and ex-
ecutive director of Moral Majority.

While a stated purpose of the convocation
had been to help Billings and Moral Major-
ity prepare for the American political arena,
the real reason behind the Washington meet-
ing was far more pragmatic and potentially
ominous than just dispensing sympathetic ad-
vice to a politically naive preacher. The
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THE NEW RIGHT
AND THE OLD PARANOIA

some well-chosen words by one of the right’s prime targets

opinion By GEORGE McGOVERN

A prominent hero of the “old”
right, who had had an encounter
with some members of what is called
the New Right, acknowledged what
he judged to be their good quali-
ties—conviction, hard work and de-
termination—then added, “But if
they disagree with you one bit, you're
a no-good s.0.b.”

The speaker was the senior Re-
publican Senator from Arizona, Barry
Goldwater, who'd incurred the wrath
of the New Right by backing Presi-
dent Ford in 1976 because he con-
sidered some of Ronald Reagan's
positions extreme, particularly with
reference to the Panama Canal.

The incident, though not of lasting
consequence, is illuminating. If the
impeccably conservative Senator from
Arizona cannot stay out of trouble
with the true believers of the New
Right, what hope can there be for the
rest of us? Not much, I should think,
because we aren’t dealing with a nor-
mal political group able and willing
lo press its views in our democratic
arena and then accept the outcome,
favorable or unfavorable, with a meas-
ure of good cheer. We're dealing—not
for the first time in our nation’s his-
tory—with political evangelists, angry
and intolerant, incapable of believ-
ing that they can be mistaken or that
those with whom they disagree might
have honorable intentions.

They call themselves conservative,
but their zealotry, self-righteousness
and vindictiveness toward those with
whom they disagree connote some-
thing radically different from the
authentic conservatism of, say, Rob-
erc Talt or Senator Goldwater, or of
Senator Robert Dole in more recent
years. True conservatism—if one who
is not known as conservative may pre-
sume to define it—connotes care and
restraint in the initiation of change,
not for fear of change itself but for
fear of its possibly harmful, unin-
tended consequences. It also connotes
careful thinking—care in the marshal-
ing ol facts and restraint in the draw-
ing of conclusions. It is in those
respects that true conservatism is at
fundamental odds with the thinking
of the New Right, which proffers its

beliefs as revealed truths to which it
brooks no opposition.

The tradition from which the New
Right springs is not the modern con-
servative tradition of Taft and Gold-
water, still less that of the nation’s
founders, of Washington, Hamilton
and the Adamses. Instead, it flows
from what historian Richard Hof-
stadter has described as the “paranoid
style” In American politics, not a
mainstream in our affairs but a per-
sistent one, characterized by “heated
exaggeration, suspiciousness and con-
spiratorial fantasy.”

It has been directed at various times
in our history at Catholics, Freema-
sons, Jews, Blacks, particular foreign
countries, radicals in general, com-
munism in general and, more recent-
ly, the communism of only certain
countries—notably, Russia and Cuba.
At the core of the paranoid style is
the feeling of persecution and victim-
ization: Far from feeling all-powerful,
the paranoiac in politics tends to re-
gard himself as a righteous innocent
set upon by powerful, wicked and
unscrupulous conspirators. Paranoia
in politics is by no means unique to
America; indeed, its supreme mani-
festations in this century, vastly ex-
ceeding anything in the American
experience, have been in Nazi Ger-
many and Stalinist Russia. It occurs—
and tends to recur—only in a much
attenuated form in America. It arises
in times of anxiety and uncertainty,
especially in the face of threats from
abroad—real, imaginary or real but
exaggerated—transformed by the par-
anoid mind into the threat of sub-
version or betrayal from within. The
late Senator Joseph McCarthy, for
instance, showed little interest in the
real threat of Stalinist Russia. ““How,”
he asked in 1951, “can we account for
our present situation unless we be-
lieve that men high in this Govern-
ment are concerting to deliver us to
disaster? This must be the product of
a conspiracy on a scale so immense as
to dwarf any previous such venture
in the history of man.”

The contemporary New Right, in
the tradition inherited from McCar-
thy, sees American society as rotten
with decay, disintegrating in weakness,
unaccountably sold out by officehold-
ers who (concluded on page 250)

actual purpose ot the meeting was to
draft a piece of legislation that would
address the grievances of groups like
Moral Majority while articulating the
theories and concepts of government that
were supported by America’s political
far right. The participants agreed to
title their legislation the Family Pro-
tection Act and planned to have it intro-
duced in Congress by right-wing Senators
and Representatives. The legislation
would reflect the future of America as
envisioned by the right-wing ideologues
and Christian fundamentalists at the
meeting, and its provisions would take
aim at labor unions, the Equal Rights
Amendment, abortion, pornography and
homosexuals. Also, the Family Protec-
tion Act would provide the political and
religious right with a seemingly invinci-
ble weapon—the “pro-family move-
ment”"—through which they could then
realize any number of political-religious
goals in the decade they had decided
was destined to be their own: the
Eighties.

In an interview several months after
the meeting, Billings revealed exactly
why the Family Protection Act was
drafted and why an alliance was struck
between America’s fanatical religious
and political right wings. The comments
by Billings also disclosed the attitude of
the far right toward the American pub-
lic. “People want leadership,” he said.
“They don't know what to think them-
selves. They want to be told what to
think by those of us here close to the
front.”

Potter, one of the leaders of the con-
vocation, later described the nation he
envisioned and the America reflected by
the writers of the Family Protection Act.
“When the Christian majority takes over
this country,” he said, “there will be no
satanic churches, no more free distribu-
tion of pornography, no more abortion
on demand and no more talk of rights
for homosexuals. After the Christian
majority takes control, pluralism will be
seen as mmmoral and evil and the state
will not permit anybody the right to
practice evil.”

If the words of Billings and Potter
are taken at face value, the meaning of
the convocation becomes clear. The
Family Protection Act was only a state-
ment of initial far-right intentions, a
means to an end. Billings, Potter and
the others had gathered that December
morning to design a new moral society
for the U. S.—and to define what would
and would not be tolerated by the far-
right dictatorship they envisioned.

*

For years, the American far right pro-
vided comic relief on the national politi-
cal stage. Its leadership was characterized

(continued on page 248)



“Just think; if I hadn’t had some last-minute Christmas
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once thought too European, too sophisticated =
for “charlie’s angels,” this native new yorker went primitive
to co-starr with ringo. hail “caveman’s” lady—

ARBARA BAC

|

pictorial essay By BRUCE WILLIAMSON

WHEN Caveman comes to the large screen somectime this
spring, art will not be imitating life. In the movie, “a knock-
out prehistoric comedy,” if we're to believe what publicists
write, gorgeous Barbara Bach fails to get her man. He's a small,
smart caveman named Atouk, plaved by former Beatle Ringo
Starr. He understands things, Barbara explains: “Like the
wheel, food, even relationships . . . love, and walking upright.
Atouk only has eyes for Lana, the part I play. But I'm the

bitch. At the end, the girl from the cave next door wins out.
I get thrown into the dinosaur dung.”

It's a total spool. Atouk nya zug-zug Lana, in the Caveman
vocabulary (from a glossary of just 15 words), means that
Atouk ultimately docsn’t get it on with Lana. Offscreen, as
the entire civilized world must know by now, Barbara and
Ringo wrote their own happv ending, which should be cul-
minating in a marriage about the time vou read this-

I'd never have believed it when I went to interview Barbara

PHOTOGRAPHY BY TOM STAEBLER










Abdicoting her throne os o B-movie queen
to wed Ringo, Barboro Boch enicys o Man-
hottan snopping spree ofter o film gig in
Sri Lanko. Unweund ord woterprocted,
shechecks out whe « whoin Andy Waorhol s
chic Interview. As if she didn 1t know. . ..

last spring at the Caveman location
in Pucrto Vallarta. Meaico, Ringo was
temporarily down and out with food
peisoning.  being  nursed  back 1o
health by his then—current girlfriend,
a bkable photographer named Nancy,
Barbara was working her shapely rail
off oncameri every dav, under o blas-
ing sun. and was expecing a visit
Irom cinemutographer Roberto Que-
zada, whom she had met when he
worked on one of her carlier pictures,
a thriller ttied The I nseen.

To see Barbara through a dlose-up
lens must invite substantial risk of
love at first sight. To see her in person,
even at arm’s length, guarantees. s
a minimum, nstant  nfatuation.
Harel-eved and tawny, she's 4 wonder
to behold, casvgoing, with sheer beau-
tv as the only indication she's a movie
star. Every man, woman and child
connected with Cazeman was part of
an unofhcial Bach fan cub long be-
fore 1 arrived on the scene.

“She's a real pro; she's been very
helpful 10 me™ was the westimony of
big John Mutussuk ol the Qukland
Ruaiders. who moonlights as Barbara's
Neanderthal steady in the hlm,

“We just call her Senonita Casabas.”
caacked comedian Avery  Schreiber,
paving mock tribute 1o the scants cave
woman costume in which Barbara's
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“The shower shots were fun. ..o
bit compy,” soys Barbora, whose
Caveman role satisfies her yen to be
o funny girl rother than o femme
fatale. In her breakawoy leather
pants, Barbara haos the lost lough.

breasts were  squeczed  together
like twin melons.

The hrst dav of shooting in
Puerio Vallarta was a hishing se-
quence, o be hlmed on a shallow
river hiled with spectacular rock
formations, downstream from a
hilltop restauront called Chico’s
Paradise. Barbara, wearing a flop-
pr straw hat and a faded Avon
shitt 10 keep the sun off. sat on &
stachk of film boxes under a4 mane-
shift umbrella while disector Cinl
Gottlieh rebearsed the action. Al
the male cave people were using
their womenfolk as fish poles,
gripping their ankles and foroing
them underwater, headfose, uniil
the ladies came up gasping for
breath, with or without realistic
rubber hsh. Thev were saving
Barbara for the aciral takes
“God." she said drvly, bhalf 1o
hersell, while her stand-in went
down for the hith tine, “men
were always terrible”

Despite that toach of cvnicism,
Barbara was up for the game.
When her turn came, with the
cameras rolling, she was plunged
into the river by Matuszak lor
- take after take. Later, for a se-
quence in which Lana flounders
helplessh untl Atouk jumps in
to save her, she watched  a
stunt woman slide off o rock and
shp into a steep. rushing rapads,
Alterward. Barbara, a  dogged
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perfectionist, repeated the action so sportingly that her
double might as well have taken the afternoon off.

Gottliecb—who rewrote Jaws and co-authored The Jerk
prior to his Caveman assignment—cexplained the Ringo-
Barbara screen relationship to me in words that subse-
quently sounded prophetic: “Lana is meant to be the first
sex object, Atouk is the first man 1o evolve with any sense
and Matuszak as Tonda is primal man—vou can't get much
more primal than John. As a cast, our principals look won-
derful. The hrst time we saw them all together, our hecarts
leaped. When vou need a suave, small, funnv. awkward,
unprepossessing leading man, there aren't a whole lot of
those to choose from—Dustin Hoffman, Dudlev Moore,
Robin Williams. And who else is there who's also a star?
There's Ringo.”

Barbara nodded. “He's so interesting, a very nice guy. I
think Richard's going to be marvelous in this picture.”

Later that night, during dinner with Quezada, Barbara
rambled from subject to subject with nary a mention of

Although she vomped détente with Jomes Bond in The Spy Who
Loved Me, Boch the beautiful wos bypossed by TV tycoons as one
of Chorlie's Angels—ond there’s been the devil to pay ever

since. Here ond overleof, in block fur or vintoge froufrou, choosing
o bonbon or musing (with Dom Perignon), Barboro is cleorly

just the girl who might change o Beatle into Prince Chorming.




Richard Starkey, a.k.a. Ringo Stamr. As
an actress, she was determined to play
more comedy and had already shot Mad
Magazine Presents Up the Academy. “A
horrible film, after all the hard work we
put into it. I'm just standing there; I
could have been a swuffed doll.” Before
that, except for The Spy Who Loved Me
and Force 10 from Navarone, her career
had been mostly a series of grade-B pot.
boilers made in Italy and sundry faraway
places, epics with such titles as The Island

of the Fish Men and The Humanoid.

One of Barbara’s major professional
disappointments, of course, occurred dur-
ing the torrential spring of 1979, when
she almost won the Charlie’s Angels role
they eventually gave to Shelley Hack, then
to Tanya Roberts.

“The producers thought I was too Euro-
pean, too sophisticated,” says Barbara,
born and bred in New York. “I'm afraid I
didn't take them seriously enough when
they asked (continued on page 276)
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1 Guild shuttle, arriv-
the dusk line with a green glimmer
o[ sun corona along the horizon as they
dipped into the shadow. The spaceport had
not looked at all like anything he remem-
bered. It was larger and with a ring of
strange buildings.

“Arc you sure this is Dune?”
asked. :

“Arrakis,” his escort had corrected him.

I am a ghola, he 1old himself.

he had

s dezty the ven%{eﬁd siona bristles
Z&—c&n leto rewrite

is own destiny?

That had been a shock, but he had to
believe it. To find himself living when he
knew he had died, that was proof enough.
The Tleilaxu had taken cells from his dead
flesh and they had grown a bud in one of
their axolot]l tanks. That bud had become
this body in a process that had made him
feel at first an alien in his own flesh.

He looked down at the hody. It was
clothed in dark-brown trousers and jacket
of a coarse weave that irritated his skin.
Sandals protected his feet.

“Women of the Imperial Guard will
come for you,” they had said. Then they
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had gone away, smiling slyly among
themselves.

Women of the Imperial Guard?

I am Duncan Idaho, swordmaster of
the Atreides.

He clung to this memory as he stood
in the yellow room.

I died defending Paul Muad’dib and
his mother in a Fremen cave sielch
bencath the sands of Dune. I have been
returned to that planet, but Dune is no
more, Now it is only Arrakis. More than
3500 years? Who could believe his fiesh
existed after such a time? He had to be-
lieve his own senses.

“There have been many of you,” his
instructors had said.

“How many?"

“The Lord Leto will provide that
information.”

The Lord Leto?

The Tleilaxu history said this Lord
Leto was Leto II, grandson of the Leto
whom Idaho had served with f[anatical
devotion. But this second Leto (so the
history said) had become something . . .
something so strange that Idaho de-
spaired ot understanding the transforma-
tion.

How could a human slowly turn into a
sandworm? How could any thinking
creature live more than 3000 years? Not
even the wildest projections of the geri-
atric spice mélange allowed such a life
S])ﬂn.

Leto 11, the God Emperor?

L

Leto descended to the crypt in the
late evening. He had found it best to
begin the fust interview with a new
Duncan Idaho in a darkened room
where the ghola could hear Leto de-
scribe himself before actually seeing the
preworm body. There was a small side
room carved in black stone off the cen-
tral rotunda of the crypt that suited this
requirement, The chamber was large
enough to accommodate Leto on his
cart, but the ceiling was low. Illumina-
tion came from hidden glow globes that
he controlled. There was only the one
door, but it was in two segments—one
swinging wide to admit the Royal Cart,
the other a small portal in human di-
mensions.

Leto rolled his Royal Cart into the
chamber, sealed the large portal and
opened the smaller one. He composed
himself then for the ordeal.

Leto heard the voice of his major-
domo Moneo outside the darkened room,
then the hesitantly distinctive footsteps
of the new ghola.

“Through that door,” Moneo said.

Idaho was thrust into the room and
the door was sealed behind him.

Leto knew what the ghola saw—only
shadows among shadows and blackness
where not even the source of a voice

132 could be fixed. Leto brought the Paul-

Muad'dib voice into play.

“It pleases me to see you again,
Duncan.”

“I hear Paul's voice, but I can’t see
him,"” Idaho said. He didn’t try to con-
ceal the frustrations, let them all come
out in his voice.

Leto recognized hysteria in the Duncan
barely covered by the warrior bravado.
This Duncan had arrived in a state of
near shock, strongly suspecting he was
insane. Leto knew that the most subtle
powers of reassurance would be required
now.

“There have been many changes, Dun-
can,” Leto said. “"One thing, though,
does not change. I am still Atreides.”

*“They said your body was. . ..”

“Yes, that has changed.”

“What about your body?” Idaho de-
manded.

Muad’dib could be retired now; Leto
resumed his usual voice. "I accepted the
sand trout as my skin. They have been
changing me ever since.”

“How long have you been changing?”

“More than thirty-five hundred years.”

“I remember my death,” Idaho said.
“Harkonnen blades, lots of them trying
to get at Paul and Jessica.”

Leto restored the Muad’dib voice for
momentary play: “I was there, Duncan.”

“I'm a replacement, is that right”
Idaho asked.

“That's right,” Leto said.

“How did the other . . . gholas . . . I
mean, how did they die?”

“All flesh wears out, Duncan. It’s in
the records.”

“What do you really look like?” Idaho
asked. “What's this sindworm body the
Tleilaxu described?™

“It will make sandworms of sorts some-
day. It's already far down the road of
metamorphosis.”

“Can’t we have some light? I'd like to
see you.”

Leto commanded the floodlights. Bril-
liant illumination filled the room.

Idaho swept his gaze along the faceted
silvery gray body, noted the beginnings
of a sandworm’s ribbed sections, the
sinuous flexings . . . the small protuber-
ances that had once been feet and legs.
He brought his attention back to the
well-defined arms and hands and finally
lifted his attention to the cowled face
with its pink skin, a ridiculous extrusion
on such a body.

“Well, Duncan,” Leto said. “You were
warned.”

Idaho gestured mutely toward the pre-
worm body.

Leto asked it for him: “Why?"

Idaho nodded.

“I'm still Atreides, Duncan, and I
assure you with all the honor of that
name, there were compelling reasons.”

Over the centuries, Leto had found
that this invocation of Idaho’s profound

loyalties to all things Atreides dried up
the immediate wellspring of personal
questions. Once more, the formula
worked.

“So I'm to serve the Atreides again,”
Idaho said. “That sounds famihiar. Is it?"

“In many ways.”

“They said I would command your
elite Guard, a force chosen from among
them. I don’t understand that. An army
of women?”

"I need a trusted companion who can
command my Guard. You object?”

“Why women?”

“There are behavioral differences be-
tween the sexes that make women ex-
tremely valuable in this role.”

“A female army,” Idaho muttered.

“The ultimate male-enticing force,”
Leto said. "Sex always was a way of sab-
duing the aggressive male.”

“Is that what they do?™

“They prevent or ameliorate excesses
that could lead to more painful violence.”

“And you let them believe you're a
god. 1 don't think I like this.”

“The curse of holiness is as offensive
to me as it is to you!"

Idaho frowned. It was not the response
he had expected. He cleared his throat.
“Whart’s the worst thing you would ask
of me?"

How hLike a Duncan! Leto thought
This one was a classic. Idaho would give
his loyalty to an Atreides, to the guard-
1an of his oath, but he sent a signal that
he would not go beyond the personal
limits of his own morality.

*“You will be asked to guard me by
whatever means necessary, and you will
be asked to guard my secret.”

“What secret?”

*That I am vulnerable.”

“That you're not God?"

“Not in that ultimate sense.”

“Your Guards talk about rebels.”

“They exist.”

“Why?”

“They are young and 1 have not con-
vinced them that my way is better.”

“So the Atreides still need a sharp
knifer”

“We have jobs that only a Duncan
Idaho can do.”

“You say . . . we. . . .” Idaho swal-
lcwed, looked at the door, then at Leto's
face. “All of the Atreides . . . in that
one . . . body——" He broke off.

Leto remained silent. This was the
decision moment.

Presently, Idaho permitted himself
that devil-may-care grin for which he had
been so well known. “Then I will speak
to the first Leto and to Paul, the ones
who know me best. Use me well, for I
did love you.”

.

The last runner in the line racing

northward through moon shadows in the
(continued on page 136)
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rest ye merry,

gentlemen procrastinators. playboy once again comes up

with a sleighful of last-minute yuletide goodies

Sharp’s superslim EL-6200 Planning Cam-
puter can be progre dtar ber
appeintments and other special dates for
years in advance; it also displays time
aond date, performs stop-watch func-
tions and time calculations—and even

serves as a portable alarm clock, $99.95.

The Touch-A-Matic *‘S” Phone, by the
Bell System, is o nifty computerized fele-
phone set that beeps instead of rings
and will direct-dial any one of 12 pre-
programmed numbers at the touch of o
button. It's available ot Phonecenter
stores, about $35, plus a monthly charge.

3

Another progrommable product, the
Clarion PE 959A car radio, can be preset
to avtomatically tune in any ane of ten
stations at the times you want to hear
them; a Dolby Noise Reduction hookup
and on avta-reverse cassette section are
alsa incorporated into the unit, $899.95.

4

The famous Lacoste alligator now adorns
twa lightweight nylon sparts bags by
Lark Luggoge; the one up front is a
racquetball bag, $110, and the other is a
rugged racket and shoe bag, $130. Both
hove o wet pocket, qir vents, o remov-
able shoulder strap and a lock and key.

Yes, this slide-the-numbers coffee-table
game is a solid-brass version (on a slate
base) of the tantalizing pocket one that
you fiddled with in class instead of study-
ing when you were a kid. It's handmade
in England and is availoble ot a New
York store, Accents & Images, for $90.
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Gaggia Electric Espresso/Cappuccino
Maker with a 20-cup capacity and easy
push-button operation can turn aut two
cups of coffee every 30 secands for after-
dinner quick service or when you want to
saber up the crowd fast, by Krups, $495,
including a recipe boaklet and filters.

The SX 90 Equipe ski boot for competi-
tive ond expert skiers features micro-
metric odjustments for precise fit and
internal sole canting; closed with a buck-
le, it can also be placed in the walk posi-
tion for easy striding when you’re off the
slopes, by Salomon/No. America, $2640.

The pintsized Olympus XA2 makes
35mm shooting a snap; an electronic
"brain’’ assures programmed shutter per-
fection; up tap there’s a feathertouch
shutter release; and the closable cose
keeps dirt and fingerprints off the lens,
$68.95, including a detachable flash unit.

9

It's no chef’s surprise to learn that Far-
berware produces some terrific cooking
equipment. Here’s o stainless-steel-and-
aluminum covered saucepan that's ideal
far soups, etc., $126, and a matching
double-boiler insert that's useful when
you're whipping up a tasty sauce, $36.

10

La Machine I, Maulinex’s lotest food
processor that makes mincemeat out of
such culinary drudgery as slicing and
shredding, features a bowl instead of o
chute for the seasaned gourmet wha pre-
fers that particular applionce design,
abaut $95, including measuring cup.
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The Nakamichi Model 680ZX is a three-
head cassette deck with terrific technical
specs and some unusual features, includ-
ing the capacity to record FM—and most
recards—al half speed with na lass of
quality, thus doubling tape time, $1550.

If it's precise exposure metering yau're
seeking, check out Pentax’ Spatmeter V;
this futuristic-looking accessary can light-
read an abject from a distance and fea-
tures an eye-level view finder with an
erect image for quick shooting, $331.

Here's a last-minute bell-ringer gift—a
bottle of Bell’s Scotch (Bell’s has a higher
propartian of malt whisky than other
premium brands) that's offered in a
bell-shaped porcelain decanter, import-
ed by Monsieur Henri Wines, about $27.

It's no gamble when you put yaur money
on a five-quart ice bucket decorated with
a roulette-table playing field and fea-
turing a roulette wheel for a cover,
$40, plus six matching double ald fash-
ianed glasses, $36, all by Shelton-Ware.

15

Mini quartz Traveler Alarm that's bat-
tery powered measures only two and
three faurths inches square yet has a
large LCD display and a place for a pho-
to, by Howard Miller Clock, $39.95, in
either satin-brass or satin-chrame finish.

Sany’s Mystereo SRF-80W AM/FM radia
that’s no larger than a cigarette pack
comes with lightweight earphones for on-
the-go listening—ar hook it up to the twa
four-inch speakers shown with it and it's
suddenly a tiny sterea tuner, $219.95.
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Gon E"P&noa GF DuNE (continued from page 132)

“Stona thought about Leto’s journals. Something in
them might open the way for her revenge.”

Forbidden Forest ran less than 100
meters ahead of the pursuing D-wolves.
The animals could be heard yelping and
panting in their eagerness. The runner’s
name was Kwuteg, an old and honorable
name on Arrakis, a name from the Dune
times. An ancestor had served Sietch
Tabr as Master of the Death Stills, but
that was more than 3000 years lost in a
past that many no longer believed.

Kwuteg ran with the long strides of a
tall and slender body that seemed per-
fectly fitted to such exertion. He knew
that Siona should be almost at the water.
The fastest runner of them all, she car-
ried the sealed packet and, in it, the
things they had stolen from the fortress
in the desert. Kwuteg [ocused his
thoughts on that packet as he ran.

Save it, Siona! Use it to destroy him!

The eager whining of the D-wolves
penetrated Kwuteg's consciousness. They
were too close. He knew then that he
would not escape.

But Siona must escape!

He risked a backward glance and saw
one of the wolves move to flank him. As
the wolf leaped, Kwuteg also leaped.
Placing a tree beiween himself and the
pack, he ducked beneath the flanking
wolf, grasped one of its hind legs in both
hands and, without stopping, whirled
the captive woll as a Hail that scattered
the others. But he could not guard every
side. A lean male caught him in the
back, hurling him against a tree, and he
lost his bludgeon.

“Go!” he screamed.

The pack sounds took on a terrible
commotion of frenzied yelps but nothing
morc from Kwuteg. Siona knew how
Kwuteg was spending the last cnergies
of his life.

Delaying them to help me escape.

Obeying Kwuteg's cry, she dashed to
the river’s edge and plunged headfirst
into the water. The river was a freezing
shock after the heat of the run. It
stunned her for a moment and she floun-
dered, struggling to swim and regain her
breath. The precious kit floated and
bumped against the back of her head.

The wolf pack stood ranged along the
bank, all except one that had come down
to the river's edge. It leaned forward
with its forefeet almost into the flow.
She heard it whine. Then it leaped back
up to its companions. At some silent
signal, they turned and loped back into
the forest.

Siona pushed outward gently and

drifted with the current until her feet
met the first shelving of a narrow beach.
Slowly, her body dragged down by fa-
tigue, she climbed from the water and
paused to check that the sealed contents
of her kit had remained dry. The seal
was unbroken. She lifted her gaze to the
forest wall across the river.

I have broken through your defenses,
Leto!

Siona thought then about the volumes
in the packet. Leto’s journals. She felt
certain that something in them would
open the way for her revenge.

I will destroy you, Leto!

She turned and strode toward the or-
chards beyond the river's mowed border.
As she walked, she repeated her oath,
“Siona Ibn Fuad Al Seyefa Atreides it is
who curses you, Leto. You will pay in
full?™

L ]

It was a sound like no other, the sound
of a waiting mob, and it came down the
long tunnel to where Idaho marched
ahead of the Royal Cart—nervous whis-
pers magnified into an ultimate whisper,
the shuflling of one gigantic foot, the
stirring of an enormous garment. And
the smell—sweet perspiration mixed
with the milky breath of sexual excite-
ment. [t was the ritual of Siaynoq.

“What is the Feast of Siaynoq? What
is it really?” Idaho had asked.

“I have told you. It is the Great
Sharing.”

Now, as he marched ahead of Leto in
the tunnel, Idaho felt that he had heard
the words correctly but learned nothing
from them. He could discern a gradual
widening in the tunnel; the ceiling
sloped higher. There were glow globes,
tuncd now into the deep orange. He
could see the high arch of an opening
about 300 meters away, rich red light
there in which he could make out glis-
tening faces that swayed gently left and
right. Their bodies below the faces pre-
sented a dark wall of clothing.

As he neared the waiting women,
Idaho saw a passage through them and a
ramp slanting up to a low ledge on his
right. A great arched ceiling curved away
above the women, a gigantic space illu-
minated by glow globes tuned high inte
the red.

*“Go up the ramp on your right,” Leto
said. “Stop just beyond the center of the
ledge and turn to face the women.”

Idaho lifted his right hand in acknowl-
edgment. He was emerging into the open

space now and the dimensions of this
enclosed place awed him. He set his
rained cyes the task of estimating the
dimensions as he mounted to the ledge
and guessed the hall to be at least 1100
meters on a side—a square with rounded
corners. It was packed with women, and
Idaho reminded himself that these were
only the chosen representatives of the far
scattered Guard regiments—three wom-
en from each planet. They stood now,
their bodies pressed so closely together
that Idaho doubted one of them could
fall. They had lefr only a space about 50
meters wide along the ledge where Idaho
now stopped and surveyed the scene.
The faces looked up at him—faces, faces.

Leto stopped his cart just behind
Idaho and lifted one of his silver-skinned
arms.

Immediately, a cy of “Siaynoq! Siay-
noq!” filled the great hall.

Idaho was deafened by it.

“My brides,” Leto said. “I welcome
you to Siaynoq.”

Idaho glanced up at Leto, saw the
dark eyes glistening, the radiant expres-
sion. Leto had said: “This cursed holi-
ness!” But he basked in it.

The Royal Cart creaked slightly as
Leto arched his front segments upward,
lifting his head.

“You are the keepers of the faith!™
Leto said.

They replied as one voice: “Lord, we
obey!”

“In me you live without end!” Leto
said.

“We are the infinite!” they shouted.

“I love you as I love no others!™ Leto
said.

“Love!” they screamed.

Idaho shuddered.

“I give you my beloved Duncan!” Leto
said.

“Love!” they screamed.

Idaho felt his whole body trembling.
He felt that he might collapse from the
weight of this adulation. He wanted to
run away and he wanted to stay and
accept this. There was power in this
room. Power!

Idaho glanced left and right. The awe
and submission was something absolute.
If Leto ordered it, they would do any-
thing!

Leto lowered his [ront segments onto
the cart, a gentle rippling motion. He
peered down benignlv and his voice came
as a soft caress. “Share with me now,”
he said, “the silent prayer for my inter-
cession in all things that humankind
may never end.”

As onc, every head in the hall bowed.
Idaho felt the silent unity, a force that
sought to enter him and take him over.

(continued on page 298)



" THE PRIME
OF COACH
BUM PHILLIPS

he’s ing our favorite heroes have
always been—kind, wise, levelheaded. ..
and smooth as a shot of sour mash

personality By REY BLOUNT JR.
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“COACHING? Gosh, you can do it in a
jillion ways,” says Oail A. “Bum” Phil-
lips, head coach of the Houston Oilers.
“Coaching is the only profesion that six
or seven people can be right about, and
they're all opposites.”

Actually, there isn't that much diver-
sity among National Football League
coaches. They boil down to two broad
ategoriu:on(hcoaehand,alltlwtech—
nocrats; on the other, Bum.

Bum is the only N.F.L. head coach
who chews thickcut Tinsley's plug
tobacco all the time except when he’s
slecping or eating. He's also the only
one who wears cowboy boots all the time
except when he's sleeping or i
Boots in a2 wide variety of leathers: “Oh,
I've got lizard, alligator, crocodile, py-
thon, kangaroo, badger; ‘course, calf and
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bull and . . . oh, hell, eel. Yeah, eel’s
pretty. Anteater. Caribou. I'm sure
there’s more. I've got a bunch of each
one. Three colors of eel. Blue-and-white
patchwork ostrich. Oh, and turkey. Bea-
ver. Hell, I don't know. Ostrich leg,
that’s different from just ostrichskin. I've
just got one ostrich-leg pair. In blond.™

Bum is the only one who wears a cow-
boy hat all the time except when he's
under a roof—including that of the
Oilers’ home stadium, the Astrodome.
“Momma always told me to keep my hat
off indoors. When it can’t rain on you,
you're indoors."”

Bum is the only coach who would say
about onc of his players (5’77, 195-pound
Austrian place kicker Toni Fritsch), “It
looks like a whole Dutch family moved
out of the seat of them pants.” Or say
anything so sympathetic about what his
players go through as, “¥Football can’t all
be fun. Like weight lifting. Now, who
likes to go lift a bunch of steel?”

Bum is the coach who will tell you,
“There are only four things I know any-
thing about: barbecue ribs, gumbo, cold
beer and pickup trucks,” but who actu-
ally knows a whole lot about foothall
and, well, friendship.

“Friendship,” he says, “is nothing you
can take from a guy. He has to give it.
So you got to stop and smell the flowers
every now and then. I mean, you got to
take the first step.” Any other coach
would say, “When a guy stops and smells
the flowers on you, apply the proper
techniques.” That is, knock his ass off.

Not that Phillips disapproves of good
old head-on assectomy. After all, he
acquired Jack Tatum from Oakland not
long after the appearance of that
free safety’s concussion-hungry autobi-
ography, They Call Me Assassin. “All I've
ever seen Jack Tatum do is knock the
fire out of you. Make the sparks fly,”
Bum says with feeling. But Bum spends
more timme talking about, and demon-
strating, amicability than extolling per-
fectionist aggression. He acrually likes
amicability. Even about his nemesis, the
Piushurgh Steclers, he says, “If you get
heat by somcbody you like, at least you
got something to feel good about.”

No wonder he’s a folk hero. No won-
der he is so highly evident in Texas on
billboards, radio and TV, endorsing
boots, trucks, coffee and a cafeteria. (He
turns down beer commercials—he says
he doesn’t want to influence a single
teenager to have a car wreck.)

Furthermore, Phillips is the only
N.F.L. head coach who gets himself men-
tally prepared for a game by remember-
ing Inspector Clouseau routines,

Your basic pro coach, during the hour
or so belore he goes to the stadium on
Sunday, presumably practices his gamut
of sideline facial expressions (blank to

138 grim), runs everything one more time

through the Fortran of his mind, makes
sure all his assistants realize that they
have every reason to fear for their jobs
and reminds himself once again that
there is no such thing as defeat.

What coach Phillips will do is sit
around with some good friends, who in-
clude his assistants—among them, his
son, Wade—and tell football or rodeo or
eating stories for a while. Sooner or later,
the discussion will swing around to
something Peter Sellers did as Clouseau.

Now, if your basic pro coach were ever
to suffer the nightmare of finding him-
self in a Pink Panther movie, he would
be the Herbert Lom character, the one
who believes in doing things properly
and whom Clouseau drives crazy. But
Phillips identifies with Clouseau. You
should sce his face when he gets to re-
membering those movies!

To begin with, he has an amazingly
untechnocratic head. Sort of a cross he-
tween aging bulldog and baby bird: am-
ple jowl, huge jaw, jurting lower lip,
possum mouth, pointed nose, squinchy
eyes, goggly glasses and all-but-naked-
on-thesides burr haircut. A head that
must be a real cowboy’s head, because it
looks so peculiar, and yet at home, be-
neath a cowboy hat. A head that goes
well with his body, which seems to be
Jury-rigged out of heavy angle iron, bur-
lap and old tires.

But it's what he permits to go on in-
side his head that is really distinctive.
Here he is, remembering Clouscau: “He
runs into the hoooo, the revolving door,
and [heave, heave] gets his suitcase
caught and, hoo, he’s [heave, heave]. . . .
And then, finally [heave], he gets inside
the hotel and he hands his coat and hat
to somebody standing there [heave,
heave] and . . . and ... and the guy runs
out the door with them. Gets in a car
and drives away with 'em! Hoo, Clouseau
thought it was [heave, heave] the bell-
boy! Hoo! Oh!™

All those heaves and hoos are Phillips
dissolving in helpless laughter. The sum-
bitch 1s a human being! And yet he
coaches one of the two or three best
teams in the N.F.L.!! A team that he
keeps improving with smart trades.

Bum’s opponents like him; so do the
press and the public. Even his own play-
ers like him! How can that be?

0

1 had personal reasons for wanting to
check out Bum Phillips. Maybe I'm 38
and a bad athlete, but that doesn’t mean
I have given up on finding a coach 1
could play for, if 1 could play. Not one
of those totalitarian coaches who try to
squelch your spirit. Not one who would
want you to tear up other people’s knees
on purpose. Not one to whom you would
be just a line item in his data bank.

A coach you could drink with and
listen to Willie Nelson with; chew on

some rib bones with; exchange fearless
though respectful raillery with; talk
about your folks with. A coach who
would jostle your children and dogs and
they'd enjoy it and who'd want you to
do the same with his.

At the Oilers” Saturday practices, 1
had heard, wives and baby strollers and
loose toddlers abounded. and players
who weren’t married brought their girl-
friends and dogs. Players who had been
cut by Phillips spoke of him with enthu-
siasm. He didn't know me from Adam,
but I called him up and said that if he
would let me come down and do a story
on him for pLAYBoY, he wouldn't have 1o
pose naked.

“Good,” he said. *'I don't think Amer-
ica would like that.”

Well, Phillips and I drove around
in his pickup (it has a certain amount
of honest mud in it, and a Terible
Towel that some Pittsburgh fan sent
him, which he uses to clean his boots)
and steadily drank beer and chewed and
spat 1nto cups.

We talked in his office, the decor of
which is as follows:

On his desk, he has a plastic Charlie
Brown statuette labeled WORLD'S GREAT-
EST coAacH and several horseshoe-and-
wire cowboys and horses that a retired
man and a couple of other people made
for him at various times. On his wall,
he has something hard to categorize that
his youngest daughter knitted for him in
school and an unframed photo of him-
self with center Carl Mauck that Mauck
stuck up there one day. On the floor
leaning against the wall is a portrait of
John Wayne.

Phillips and I went by the vegetable
garden that he is starting, near his
house in Quail Valley south of Houston.
Friends appeared as if by magnetism and
began to josh him, his garden and his
new $1000 gasoline-powered Rototiller.

“You got a license for that thing?”
asked Jerrel Wilson, one of the N.F.L.’s
all-time greatest punters, who is now a
scout for the Oilers. He might have been
referring to the garden or to the Roto-
tiller.

“What're these?” Bum mused, looking
at an infestation of little green sprigs.
“Radishes? Why have 1 got all these
radishes? I don’t like radishes.”

“You've got ‘em,” said the man who
had brought the Rototiller, “because you
threw in radish seeds by the handful.”

“l been around the world twice and
seen two goat ropings and a preacher
pounding,” said Wilson. “But I never
saw a man with that many radishes.”

“I hated to cut Jerrel,” said Bum,
“back when he tried out with us for
punter. Clift Parsley could hang it high-
er, better for my purposes. And he was
younger. But Jerrel could kick it farther.”

(continued on page 290)
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JSve famous designers
Jocus on look-ahead

looks for the eighties

altire

By DAVID PLATT

WE SENT five noted designers
back to their drawing boards to
come up with projections of the
direction menswear will be tak-
ing in the year ahead. And
judging from what we re-
ceived, it's a solid bet that
the period of fashion neo-
classicism we've just enjoyed
is rapidly being replaced by
a more adventuresome cre-
ative spirit. As the Amer-
ican Look continues to
gain in popularity
abroad, designers here
seem to have gained
new confidence and
maturity that bodes
well for tomorrow’s
male wardrobes.

RALPH LAUREN

Lauren, the dean of the American
school of men’s fashion, justi-
fiably takes pride in the growing
internationalization of his time-
honored opprooch to design. The
impetus is traditionol—but with

a twist. His kickers are color, fob-
ric and texture, with the oim

of “lifting each look beyond the
ordinory.” For mony, the Polo
look defines fashion today.
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PERRY ELLIS
Award-winning women's-wear
designer Ellis has only recently
broadened his scope to menswear.
His approach is decidedly un-
traditional. *I do not believe in
fashion trends. | believe only in
personal style and freedom of
choice. For spring ‘81, | om
working on loose, easy seporoles
and hope to provide o mon with
new, interesting and omusing
alternatives to choose from.”



HENRY GRETHEL

Sportswear specialist Henry
Grethel feels strangly that the
Eighties will see an increased use
of casual dressing, even in
*business situations. Tailored
business suits will continue

ta be important, but new fabrics
and easier-flawing garments

will reflect the informality

and friendliness of a sportswear
appraach. A layered-sweater lock
will farm part of the transition.”




.

BERT PULITZER

Long noted for his neckwear and
shirt designs, Pulitzer sees a
rethinking of the role of shirt and
tie; he demonstrates by teaming
them with a poplin jump suit.
“While a shirt and tie do give an
air of stature, they are still elements
of color and texture that do not
have to be thought of as rigid
uniforms. You could call my look a
blend of tradition and utility, which
is where | see fashion going.”

ILLUSTRATIONS BY PAT NAGEL




CALVIN KLEIN

Internationally respected fashion de-
signer Calvin Klein projects roomy,
relaxed looks for menswear in 1981.
His eosygoing outfit, here, combines
sondolwood, buff ond soft brown
eorth tones with three comfortoble
textures—sheorling (hooded porko),
mohoir (rollcollor sweoter) ond cor-
duroy (pleated, topered slocks).
Klein also feels men will increosingly
seek out more sporty alternotives io
the three-piece banker look.
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LENNON and ONO (continued from page 114)

feel like I want to help.

LENNON: And I was the lucky cripple she
chose!

ONO: I have this mother instinct, or what-
ever. But I was not hung up on finding
a father, because 1 had one who disillu-
sioned me. John never had a chance to
get disillusioned about his father, since
his father wasn’t around, so he never
thought of him as that big man.

PLAYBOY: Do you agree with that assess-
ment, John?

LENNON: A lot of us are looking for
fathers. Mine was physically not there.
Most people’s are not there mentally and
physically, like always at the office or
busy with other things. So all these
leaders, parking meters, are all substitute
fathers, whether they be religious or
political. . . . All this bit about electing
a President. We pick our own daddy
out of a dog pound of daddies. This is
the daddy that looks like the daddy in
the commercials. He's got the nice gray
hair and the right teeth and the parting’s
on the right side. OK? This is the daddy
we choose. The dog pound of daddies,
which is the political arena, gives us a
President, then we put him on a plat-
form and start punishing him and
screaming at him because Daddy can't
do miracles. Daddy doesn’t heal us.
PLAYBOY: So Janov was a daddy for you.
Who else?

ONO: Before, there was Maharishi.
LENNON: Maharishi was a father figure,
Elvis Presley might have been a father
figure. I don’t know. Robert Mitchum.
Any male image is a father figure.
There’s nothing wrong with it until you
give them the right to give you sort of a
recipe for your life. What happens is
somebody comes along with a good piece
of truth. Instead of the truth’s being
looked at, the person who brought it is
looked at. The messenger is worshiped,
instead of the message. So there would be
Christianity, Mohammedanism, Bud-
dhism, Confucianism, Marxism, Mao-
ism—everything—it is always about a
person and never about what he says.
ONO: All the isms are daddies. It's sad
that society is structured in such a way
that people cannot really open up to
each other, and therefore they need a
certain theater to go to to ay or some-
thing like that.

LENNON: Well, you went to est.

ONO: Yes, I wanted to check it out.
LENNON: We went to Janov for the same
reason.

ONO: But est people are given a remind-
er:
LENNON: Yeah, but I wouldn’t go and sit
in a room and not pee.

144 ONO: Well, you did in primal scream.

LENNON: Oh, but I had you with me.

ONO: Anyway, when T went to est, I saw
Werner Erhardt, the same thing. He's a
nice showman and he's got a nice gig
there. I felt the same thing when we
went to Sai Baba in India. In India,
you have to be a guru instead of a pop
star. Guru is the pop star of India and
pop star is the guru here.

LENNON: But nobody's perfect, etc., etc.
Whether it's Janov or Erhardt or Maha-
rishi or a Beatle, That doesn’t take away
from their message. It's like learning how
to swim. The swimming is fine. But for-
get about the teacher. If the Beatles had
a message, it was that. With the Beatles,
the records are the point, not the Beatles
as individuoals. You don’t need the pack-
age, just as you don’t need the Christian
package or the Marxist package to get
the message. People always got the image
I was an anti-Christ or antireligion. I'm
not. I'm a most religious fellow. I was
brought up a Christian and I only now
understand some of the things that

“All this bit about
electing a President.
We pick our own daddy
out of a dog pound
of daddies.”

Christ was saying in those parables. Be-
cause people got hooked on the teacher
and missed the message.

PLAYBOY: And the Beatles taught people
how to swim?

LENNON: If the Beatles or the Sixties had
a message, it was to learn to swim. Peri-
od. And once you learn to swim, swim.
The people who are hung up on the
Beatles’ and the Sixties' dream missed
the whole point when the Beatles' and
the Sixties’ dream became the point.
Carrying the Beatles’ or the Sixties’
dream around all your life is like carry-
ing the Second World War and Glenn
Miller around. That's not to say you
can’t enjoy Glenn Miller or the Beatles,
but to live in that dream is the twilight
zone. It’s not living now. It's an illusion.
PLAYBOY: Yoko, the single you and John
released from your album seems to be
looking toward the future.

ONO: Yes, Starting Ouvcr is a song that
makes me feel like aying. John has
talked about the Sixties and how it gave
us a taste for freedom—sexual and other-
wise. It was like an orgy. Then, after
that big come that we had together, men
and women somehow lost track of each

other and a lot of families and relation-
ships split apart. I really think that what
happened in the Seventies can be com-
pared to what happened under Nazism
with Jewish families. Only the force that
split them came from the inside, not from
the outside. We tried to rationalize it as
the price we were paying for our freedom.
And John is saying in his song, OK, we
had the energy in the Sixties, in the
Seventies we separated, but let’s start
over in the Eighties. He's reaching out
to me, the woman. Reaching out after
all that’s happened, over the battlefield
of dead families, is more difficult this
time around.

On the other side of the record is my
song, Kiss Kiss Kiss, which is the other
side of the same question. There is the
sound of a woman coming to a climax on
it, and she is arying out to be held, to be
touched. It will be controversial, because
people still feel it's less natural to hear
the sounds of a woman’s lovemaking
than. say, the sound of a Concorde, kill-
ing the atmospher and polluting nature.
Altogether, both sides are a prayer to
change the Eighties.

PLAYBOY: What is the Eighties” dream to
you, John?

LENNON: Well, you make your own
dream. That's the Beatles’ story, isn’t it?
That’s Yoko's story. That's what I'm say-
ing now. Produce your own dream. If
you want to save Peru, go save Peru. It's
quite possible to do anything, but not to
put it on the leaders and the parking
meters. Don’t expect Jimmy Carter or
Ronald Reagan or John Lennon or Yoko
Ono or Bob Dylan or Jesus Christ to
come and do it for you. You have to do it
yourself. That's what the great masters
and mistresses have been saying ever
since time began. They can point the
way, leave signposts and little instruc-
tions in various books that are now
called holy and worshiped for the cover
of the book and not for what it says, but
the instructions are all there for all to
see, have always been and always will be.
There's nothing new under the sun. All
the roads lead to Rome. And people can-
not provide it for you. I can’t wake you
up. You can wake you up. I can’t cure
you. You can cure you.

PLAYBOY: What is it that keeps people
from accepting that message?

LENNON: It's fear of the unknown. The
unknown is what it is. And to be fright-
ened of it is what sends everybody scurry-
ing around chasing dreams, illusions,
wars, peace, love, hate, all that—it's all
illusion. Unknown is what it is. Accept
that it’s unknown and it’s plain sailing.
Everything is unknown—then you're
ahead of the game. That's what it is.

Right?
¥



“Hmmm, let’s see—you must be the fun couple who
requested the bisexual elf.”
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she knew he would thank her in the mo
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Siction
By RUY BRIDBURY

“wouLp 1 WHAT?" he asked, in the dark,
lying there easily, looking at the ceiling.

“You heard me,” she said, lying there
beside him with similar ease, holding
his hand, but staring rather than look-
ing at that ceiling, as if there were
something there that she was trying to
see M el LIS AL

“Say it again,” he said.

“If,” she said, after a long pause,
“if you could fall in love with your wife
again . . . would you?”

“What a strange question.”

“Not so strange. Think of the best of
all possible worlds, if the world ran the
way worlds should run. Wouldn't it
make sense, finally, for people to fall in
love again and live happily ever after?
After all, you were once wildly in love
with Anne.”

“Wildly.”

“You can never forget that.”

“Never. Agreed.”

“Well, then, that being true—would
you -

“Could would be more like it.”

“Forget about could. Let’s imagine
new circumstances, everything running
right for a change vour wife behaving
the way you describe her once perfec-
tion instead of the way she acts now.
What then?”

He leaned up on his elbow and looked
at her.

“You're in a strange mood tonight.
What gives?"

“I don’t know. Maybe it’s tomorrow
I'm forty, next month you're forty-two.
If men go mad at forty-two, shouldn’t
women become sane two years earlier?
Or maybe 1I'm thinking, What a shame.
What a shame people don't fall in love
and stay in love with the same people
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all their lives, instead of having to find
others to be with, laugh with or ay with;
what a shame. . .."”

He reached over and touched her
cheek and felt a wetness there. “Good
grief, you're aying.”

“Just a little bit. It's so damned sad.
We are. They are. Everybody. Everyone.
Sad. Was it always this way?”

“And hidden, I think. Nobody said.”

“I think 1 envy those people a hun-
dred years ago.”

“Don’t envy what you can’t even guess.
There was a lot of quiet madness under
their serene no-talk.”

He leaned over and kissed the tears
from under her eyes, lightly.

“Now, what brought all this on?"

She sat up and didn't know what to
do with her hands.

“What a joke,” she said. *“Neither
you nor I smoke. In books and movies,
when people lie in bed after, they light
cigarettes.” She put her hands across her
breasts and held on, as she talked. “It's
just, I was thinking of good old Robert,
good old Bob, and how crazy I was for
him once, and what am I doing here,
loving you, when I should be home
minding my thirty-seven-year-old-baby
husband?”

“And?”

“And 1 was tlhinking how much I
really, wuly like Anne. She’s a great
woman; do you know thatz”

“Yes, but I try not to think of it,
everything considered. She's not you.”

“But what if, suddenly”—she clasped
her hands around her knees and fixed
him with a bright, clear-blue gaze—
“what if she were me?”

“I beg your pardon?"’ He blinked.

“What if all the qualities you lost in
her and found in me were somehow
given back to her? Would you, could
you, love her all over againz™

“Now I really do wish I smoked!" He
dropped his fect out onto the floor and
kept his back to her, staring out the
window. “What's the use of asking that
kind of question, when there can never
be an answer!?”

“That is the problem, though. isn’t
it?"” She addressed his back. “You have
what my husband lacks and I have what
your wife lacks. What's needed is a
double soul—no. a double heart trans-
plant!” She almost laughed and then,
deciding against it, almost cried.

“There’s an idea there for a story,
a novel, maybe a ilm.”

“It’s our story and we're sunk with it,
and no way out, unless——""

“Unless?”

She got up and moved restlessly about
the room, then went to stand and look
out at the stars in the summer night sky.

“What makes it so rough is: Bob's
beginning to treat me the way he once
treated me. The last month he's been

50 . .. fine, so terrific.”

“Oh, my God.” He sighed and shut
his eyes.

“Yes. Oh, my God.”

There was a long silence. At last, he
said, “Anne’s been acting better, too.”

“Oh, my God,” she repeated, in a
whisper, shutting her own eyes. Then,
at last, she opened them and traced the
stars. “What's the old thing? °‘If wishes
were horses, beggars would ride?”

“You've lost me for the third or fourth
time in as many minutes.”

She came and knelt on the fioor by
him and took both of his hands in hers
and looked into his face,

“My husband, your wife are both out
of town tonight, yes, at the far ends of
the country, one in New York, the other
in San Francisco? Correct. And you're
sleeping over in this hotel room with me
and we have all night together, bu 22
She stopped, searched, located and then
tried the words: “But what if, just belore
we go to sleep, what if we made a kind
of mutual wish, me for you, you for mer"

“A wish?” He started to laugh.

“Don’t.” She shook his hands. He
quieted. She went on: “A wish that
while we slept, somehow, by a miracle,
please God, please all the Graces and
Muses and magical times and great
dreams, somehow, some way, we would
both—she slowed and then continued—
“both fall back in love, you with your
wife, me with my husband.”

He said nothing.

“There,” she said.

He reached over, found some matches
on the side 1able, struck one and held it
up to light her face. The fire glowed in
her eyes and would not go away. He
exhaled. The match went out.

“I'll be damned,” he whispered. “You
mean it."”

“1 do, and we are. Damned, that is.
Would you try?"

h]_ord »

“Don't say Lord as if I had gone crazy
on you."”

“Look 5

“No, you look.” She took his hands
again and pressed them, hard. “For me.
Would you do me the favor? And I'd do
the same for you.”

“Make a wishz"”

“We often did, as kids. They some-
times worked. They worked because they
weren't really wishes, they were prayers.”

He lowered his eyes. “I haven’t prayed
in years.”

“Yes, you have. Count the times you
wish you were back in the first month of
your marriage. That's a kind of forlorn
wish, a lost prayer.”

He looked at her and swallowed sev-
eral times.

“Don't say anything,” she said.

“Why not?”

“Because right now, you feel you have

nothing to say.”

“I'll be quiet, then. Let me think. Do
you, God, do you really want me to make
a wish for you?”

She sank back and sat on the floor,
her hands in her lap, eyes shut. Quietly,
tears began to slide down her checks.

“Dear, oh, my dear,” he said, softly.

.

It was three in the morning and the
talking was done and they had ordered
some hot milk and drunk it and brushed
their teeth, and now, as he came out of
the bathroom, he saw her arranging the
pillows on the bed, as if this were a
special new theater in a special new time.

“What am I doing here?” he said.

She turned. “Once we used to know.
Now we don’t. Come along.” She ges-
tured and patted his side of the bed.

He rounded the bed. “I feel silly.”

“You have to feel silly just so you can
feel better.” She pointed at the bed.

He got in and put his head on the
properly plumped pillow and folded the
sheets neatly over his chest and clasped
his hands on the sheets.

“Does this look right?” he asked.

“Perfect. Now.”

She put out the light and slid in on
her side and took one of his hands and
lay back perfectly straight and neat on
her pillow.

“Feeling tired, feeling sleepy?”

“Enough,” he said.

“All right, then. Be serious now. Don't
say anything. Just think. You know
what.”

“I know.”

“Shut your eyes now. There. Good.”

She shut her own and they lay there,
with just their hands clasped and noth-
ing in the room now that stirred save
their breathing.

“Take a breath,” she whispered.

He took a breath.

“Now exhale.”

He exhaled.

She did the same.

“Now,” she murmured. “Begin.” She
whispered. “Wish."

Thirty seconds ticked by on their
watches.

“Are you wishing?” she asked, softly,
at Jast.

“Wishing,” he said, just as softly.

“Good,” she whispered. And then:
*Good night.”

Perhaps a minute later, his quiet
voice, inaudible, moved in the dark
room:

“Goodbye.”

°

He awoke for no reason except that
he had had a dream that the earth had
shrugged, or an earthquake had hap-
pened 10,000 miles away that no one
felt, or that there had been a second
Annunciation but everyone was deaf, or

(concluded on page 287)



hero’s drink, after-dinner digestif and the
liquor of lovers—all describe france’s
headiest liguid treasure

—-_.__,_-/

o
drink By EMANUEL GREENBERG

COGNAC 1S SAID 1o be the most familiar French word. It is also one of the
least understood. Popular notions of what cognac might be range from a
cunning Gallic aphrodisiac to a chic synonvm for brandy. Since it's distilled
from wine, cognac is brandy, but of a vastlv different pedigree—and vive la
difference. All the brandyv that may legallv be labeled cognac comes from a
tiny sector of France roughly one fourth the size (continued on page 228)
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the best
of them prey

on our

fears of
everyday living. ..

by the author of “Carrie” and “The Shining”

STEPHEN KING

IF YOU'RE A GENUINE fan of horror films,
you develop the same sort of sophis-
tication that a follower of the ballet

develops; you get a feeling for the
depth and the texture of the genre. Your
ear develops with your eye, and the
sound of quality always comes through
to the keen ear. There is fine Waterford
crystal that rings delicately when struck,
no matter how thick and chunky it

may look; and then there are Flintstone
jelly glasses. You can drink your Dom

Perignon out of either one, but, friends,

there 1s a difference.

The difference here is between horror
for horror’s sake and art. There is art

in a horror film when the audience gets
more than it gives. Not when our fears
are milked just to drive us crazy but when
an actual liaison is found between our
fantasy fears and our real fears.

Few horror movies are conceived with
art in mind; most are conceived for
profit. The art is not consciously created
but, rather, is thrown off, as an atomic
pile throws off radiation. There are films
that skate right up to the border

where art ceases 1o be thrown off and
exploitation begins, and those films are
often the field’s most striking successes.

The Texas Chainsaw Massacre is one of

those. I would happily testify to its

redeeming social merit in any court in

the country. I would not do so for

The Gory Ones, a 1972 film in which

150 we are treated to the charming sight of

a woman being cut open with a two-
handed bucksaw; the camera lingers as
her intestines spew out onto the floor.
The difference is more than the differ-
ence between a chain saw and a bucksaw;
it is something like 70,000,000 light-
years. The Chainsaw Massacre is done
with taste and conscience. The Gory
Ones i1s the work of morons with
cameras.

If horror movies have redeeming
social merit, it is because of that ability
to form liaisons between the real and
the unreal. In many cases—particularly
in the Fifties and then again in the
early Seventies—the fears expressed are
sociopolitical in nature, a fact that
gives such disparate pictures as Don
Siegel's Invasion of the Body
Snatchers and William Friedkin's The
Exorcist a crazily convincing docu-
mentary feel. When the horror movies
wear their various sociopolitical hats—
the B picture as tabloid editorial—they
often serve as an extraordinarily
accurate barometer of those things that
trouble the night thoughts of a whole
society.

But horror movies don’t always wear
a hat that identifies them as disguised
comments on the social or political
scene (as David Cronenberg's The Brood
comments on the disintegration of the
generational family, or as his They
Came from Within deals with the more
cannibalistic side effects of Erica Jong's

ILLUSTRATION BY JOHN YOUSSI
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...and it
takes real art
to make
a movie scarier
than living
every day!

“zipless fuck”). More often the horror
movie points farther inward, looking
for those deep-seated personal fears,
those pressure points we all must cope
with. This adds an element of univer-
sality to the proceedings and may pro-
duce an even truer sort of art.
This second kind of horror film has
more in common with the Brothers
Grimm than with the op-ed pages of
tabloid newspapers. It is the B picture as
fairy tale. It doesn’t want to score polit-
ical points but, rather, to scare the hell
out of us by crossing certain taboo lines.
So if my idea about art is correct (it
giveth more than it receiveth), this sort
of film is of value to the audience by
helping it better understand what those
taboos and fears are, and why it feels so
uneasy about them.

.
I think we'd all agree that one of
the great fears with which all of us must
deal on a purely personal level is
the fear of dying; without good old
death to fall back on, the horror
movies would be in bad shape.
A corollary to this is that there are
“good” deaths and “bad” deaths; most
of us would like to die peacefully in our
beds at the age of 80 (preferably after
a good meal, a bottle of really fine vino
and a really super lay), but very few
of us are interested in finding out how it
might feel to get slowly crushed under
an automobile lift while crankcase oil

drips slowly onto our foreheads.

Lots of horror films derive their best
effects from this fear of the bad death
(as in The Abominable Dr. Phibes, in
which Phibes dispatches his victims
one at a time using the 12 plagues of
Egypt, slightly updated, a gimmick
worthy of the Batman comics during
their palmiest days). Who can forget
the lethal binoculars in The Black Zoo,
for instance? They came equipped
with spring-loaded six-inch prongs, so
that when the victim put them to
her eyes and then attempted to adjust
the field of focus. ...

Others derive their horror simply from
the fact of death itself and the decay
that follows death. In a society in which
such a great store is placed in the
fragile commodities of youth, health and
beauty, death and decay become in-
evitably horrible—and inevitably taboo.
If you don’t think so, ask yourself why
the second grade doesn’t get to tour the
local mortuary along with the police
department, the fire department and the
nearest McDonald’s. One can imagine—
or I can in my more morbid moments—
the mortuary and McDonald's combined;
the highlight of the tour, of course,
would be a viewing of the McCorpse.

No, the funeral parlor is taboo. Morti-
cians are modern priests, working their
arcane magic of cosmetics and preserva-
tion in rooms that are clearly marked off
limits. Who washes the corpse’s hair? Are
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the fingernails and toenails of the dear
departed cdipped one final time? Is it
true that the dead are encoffined sans
shoes? Who dresses them for their final
star turn in the mortuary viewing room?
How is a bullet hole plugged and con-
cealed? How are strangulation bruises
hidden?

The answers to all those questions are
available, but they are not common
knowledge. And if you try to make the
answers part of your store of knowledge,
people are going to think you a bit
peculiar. I know: In the process of re-
searching a forthcoming novel about a
father who tries to bring his son back
from the dead, I collected a stack of
funeral literature a foot high—and any
number of peculiar glances from folks
who wondered why 1 was reading The
Funeral: Vestige or Value?

But this is not to say that people don’t
have a certain occasional interest in
what lies behind the locked door in the
basement of the mortuary, or what may
transpire in the local graveyard after the
mourners have left . . . or at the dark
of the moon. The Body Snalcher is not
really a tale of the supernatural, nor
was it pitched that way to its audience;
it was pitched as a film (as was that
notorious Sixties documentary Mondo
Cane) that would take us beyond the
pale, over that line that marks the
edge of taboo ground:

CEMETERIES RAIDED, CHILDREN SLAIN
FOR BODIES To DISSECT! the movie poster
drooled. UNTHINKABLE REALITIES AND
UNBELIEVABLE FACTS OF THE DARK DAYS
OF EARLY SURGICAL RESEARCH EXPOSED
IN THE MOST DARING SHRIEK-AND-SHUDDER
SHOCK SENSATION EVER BROUGHT TO THE
screeN! (All of this printed on a lean-
ing tombstone.)

But the poster does not stop there;
it goes on specifically to mark out the
exact location of the taboo line and
to suggest that not everyone may be ad-
venturous enough to transgress that for-
bidden ground: IF YOU CAN TAKE IT, SEE
GRAVES RAIDED! COFFINS ROBBED! CORPSES
CARVED! MIDNIGHT MURDER! BODY BLACK-
MAIL! STALKING GHOULS! MAD RE-
VENGE! MACABRE MYSTERY ! AND DON'T SAY
WE DIDN'T WARN YOU!

All of it has sort of a pleasant, alliter-
ative ring, doesn’t it?

These areas of unease—the political-
social-cultural and those of the more
mythic, fairy-tale variety—have a tend-
ency to overlap, of course; a good horror
picture will put the pressure on at as
many points as it can. They Came from
Within, for instance, is about sexual
promiscuity on one level; on another
level, it’s asking you how you'd like
to have a leech jump out of a letter
slot and fasten itself onto your face.
These are not the same areas of unease
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But since were on the subject of
death and decay (a very grave matter,
heh-heh-heh), we might look at a couple
of films in which this particular area
of unease has been used well. The
prime example, of course, is Night of
the Living Dead, in which our horror
of these final states is exploited to a
point where many audiences found the
film well-nigh unbearable. Other taboos
are also broken by the film; at one
point, a little girl kills her mother with
a garden trowel . . . and then begins to
eat her. How's that for taboo breaking?
Yet the film circles around to its start-
ing point again and again, and the key
word in the film’s title is not living
but dead.

At an early point, the film's female
lead, who has barely escaped being
killed by a zombie in a graveyard where
she and her brother have come to put
flowers on their dead father’s grave
(the brother is not so lucky), stumbles
into a lonely farmhouse. As she explores,
she hears something dripping . . . drip-
ping . . . dripping. She goes upstairs,
sees something, screams . . . and the
camera zooms in on the rotiing, weeks-
old head of a corpse. It is a shocking,
memorable moment. Later, a govern-
ment official tells the watching, be-
leaguered populace that, although they
may not like it (i.e., they will have to
cross that taboo line to do it), they must
burn their dead; simply soak them with
gasoline and light them up. Later still,
a local sheriff expresses our own uneasy
shock at having come so far over the
taboo line. He answers a reporter’s
question by saying, “Ah, they're dead . . .
they're all messed up.”

The good horror director must have
a clear sense of where the taboo line
lies if he is not to lapse into uncon-
scious absurdity, and a gut understand-
ing of what the countryside is like on
the far side of it. In Night of the
Living Dead, George Romero plays a
number of instruments, and he plays
them like a virtuoso. A lot has been
made of this film's graphic violence,
but one of the film's most frightening
moments comes near the climax, when
the heroine's brother makes his reappear-
ance—still wearing his driving gloves
and clutching for his sister with the
idiotic, implacable single-mindedness of
the hungry dead. The film is violent—
as is its sequel, Dawn of the Dead—but
the violence has its own logic, and in
the horror genre, logic goes a long way
toward proving morality.

The crowning horror in Alfred Hitch-
cock’s Psycho comes when Vera Miles
touches that chair in the cellar and it
spins lazily around to reveal Norman's
mother at last—a wizened, shriveled
corpse from which hollow eye sockets

stare up blankly. She is not only dead;
she has been stuffed like one of the
birds that decorate Norman's office. Nor-
man’s subsequent entrance in dress and
make-up is almost an anticlimax.

In A.LP.s The Pit and the Pendulum,
we see another [acet of the bad death—
perhaps the absolute worst. Vincent
Price and his cohorts break into a tomb
through its brickwork, using pick and
shovel. They discover that the lady, his
wife, has, indeced, been entombed alive;
for just a moment, the camera shows
us her tortured face, frozen in a rictus
of terror, her bulging eyes, her dawlike
fingers, the skin stretched tight and gray.
This is, I think, the most important mo-
ment in the post-1960 horror film, signal-
ing a return to an all-out effort to terrify
the audience . . . and a willingness to
use any means at hand to do it.

L J

Fiction is full of economic horror
stories, though very few of them are
supernatural; The Crash of °79 comes
to mind, as well as The Money Wolves,
The Big Company Look and the won-
derful Frank Norris novel McTeague. 1
want to discuss only one movie in this
context, The Amityville Horror. There
may be others, but this one example
will serve, I think, to illustrate another
idea: that the horror genre is extremely
limber, extremely adaptable, extremely
useful; the author or ilm maker can use
it as a aowbar to lever open locked
doors . . . or as a smail, slim pick to
tease the tumblers into giving. The
genre can thus be used to open almost

.any lock on the fears that lie behind the

door, and The Amityville Horror is a
dollars-and-cents case in point.

It is simple and straightforward, as
most horror tales are. The Lutzes, a
young married couple with two or three
kids (Kathleen Lutz’s by a previous mar-
riage), buy a house in Amityville. Pre-
vious to their tenmancy, a young man
has murdered his whole family at the
direction of “voices.” For this reason,
the Lutzes get the house cheaply.

But they soon discover that it wouldn’t
have been cheap at half the price, be-
cause it's haunted. Manifestations in-
cude black goop that comes bubbling
out of the toilets (and before the festivi-
ties are over, it comes oozing out of the
walls and the stairs as well), a roomful
of flies, a rocking chair that rocks by
itself and something in the cellar that
causes the dog to dig everlastingly at
the wall. A window crashes down on the
little boy's fingers. The little girl de-
velops an “invisible friend” who is ap-
parently really there. Eyes glow outside
the window at three in the morning.
And so on.

Worst of all, from the audience’s

(continued on page 237)
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A FEW YEARS AGO, when I wrote Power!
How to Get It, How to Use It, 1 acquired
brief gurudom by suggesting a number
of ways in which ambitious men could
make their way to the top by observing
how the top dogs placed their desks,
wore their clothes and carried into every
phase of life a concern for the power style.

I have every reason to believe it
worked for a lot of guys—after all, if
the boss wears Gucci loafers and a blue
suit, it seems pretty obvious that he’s
going to like seeing the people around
him in the same kind of clothes, and
therefore a bad idea to turn up in blue
jeans and running shoes.

I must confess with hindsight, how-
ever, that I didn't give enough thought
to a problem of the Eighties: What do
you do if the boss is wearing a neat skirt
slit up to the thigh, a silk blouse with
the top three buttons unfastened and a
fetching pair of high-heeled sandals?

It hasn’t happened to you? Rest as-
sured, it probably will. And when the
sexual roles are reversed, don't suppose
that it won't hurt. I recently heard a
woman executive dismiss one of her
eager subordinates as “just another
pretty face” and another, in an un-
guarded moment, describe a man in her
department as ““a great fuck but a lousy
manager.”

When a woman was recently picked to
head a large entertainment conglom-
erate, it was astonishing to see how the
men whose jobs and salaries she now
controlled began to preen themselves,
trying to catch her eye, flattering her,
telling her how great she looked, though
to an outside observer it was interesting
to note that she accepted all the atten-
tion lavished on her with a winning
smile (or possibly a winner's smile)
marred only by a pair of the coldest
baby-blue eyes seen in a long time. The
eyes told the story. What they said was,
“Eat your heart out, baby, I've got you
by the balls.”

If you supposed that women would be
nicer, or at any rate different, when they
got power, forget it. Kipling took care
of that a long time ago (“The female of
the species is more deadly than the
male,” remember?), and it's worth bear-
ing in mind that since women usually
have to put up with a certain amount of
humiliation, sexism and male resent-
ment on the way to the executive suite,
they're not only tough when they get
there—probably tougher than a man be-
cause the odds against them were great-
er—but also determined to prove that
they're tough. Also, women, who don’t
live in the semitribal camaraderie of
male bonding, (continued on page 278)

article By MICHAEL KORDA

AGUDE
(R THE
cIGHTES

two things will happen

as more women join the
executive ranks—ihe
politics will get tougher
and the sex will get terrific
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januarys
karen price
can fly through the air

with the greatest of
ease, yet she’s always
doun to earth

Karen and friends: pet
squirrel J.R. and (inset)
some of her acrobatic
partners at Muscle Beach.
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California health fanatics, Karen keeps in shape with a standard balanced diet (hold
the bean sprouts), plus lots of athletic involvement. At the ripe old age of 12, she
was introduced to the rigorous sport of gymnastics and took to it immediately. At
the time, her father—who is now a drummer for Rich Little and has played with such
greats as Oscar Peterson and Stan Kenton—wanted young Karen to be a musician,
too. She diligently practiced her scales but soon found that while two hours at the
piano were almost unbearable, spending four or five hours at the balance beam was
a snap. After winning first prize in several local competitions, Karen became a
teacher of gymnastics—and developed an interest in acrobatics as well. (Gymnastics

“I was flat-chested until the

age of 16, and then—boom!—
all of a sudden, in three

months, I developed. Needless
tosay, they created some
gymnastics problems; as you

can imagine, large breasts

throw off your balance.”







“I'm very simple
when it comes to
things that turn me
on sexually. I like
the basics—gentle-
ness, romance, kiss-
ing. And I don’t like

to call it sex; I call
it making love.”
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“Every Sunday afternoon, I go to
Muscle Beach and work out
with the kids. That’s my grand-
mother in the picture wit

us; she’s in her 70s, but she

says she’s 39-plus. She’s very
active, goes dancing every

night. I guess she’s a lot like me.”

is an individual sport; acrobatics
involves two or more people)
Karen loves children; since she
was 15, she has been coaching
youngsters in her sport, and re-
cently she tutored a 14-year-old
in reading and writing. She also
has a definite soft spot for stray
animals. When we met her, she
had just adopted a baby squirrel,
which she named ].R. (after her
boyfriend, not Larry Hagman).
Does Karen Price have any
vices? “Sugar,” she says. “I've got
a serious sweet tooth. And I do
swear sometimes. But 1 guess my
only real vice—if you want to
call it thar—is making love.” Ac-
tually, we wouldn’t call it that.




N
(=4
=T
=
>
=<
=
o
s
=

PLAYBOY’S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Having been informed after a regular medical
examination that he was virtually certain to
die within 24 hours from a rare and obscure
disease, the doomed man rushed home, told
his wife and proceeded to make love to her
as often as he could manage until late into
the night. He finally fell asleep, but then
awoke, fondled his spouse awake and pleaded,
“Louise, 1 want to make love to you one last
timel!”

“That’s easy enough for you to say, Roy,”
was her exhaustedly yawned response. "l)t'm
don't have to get up in the morning.”

First 1 was introduced to the members of the
firm,” the girl who had just taken a new job
told her roommate, “and not too long after
that, I was introduced to the firm of one of
the members."”

A new dessert t0|l)ping that S/M freaks get
a bang out of is called Pistol Whip.

} enjoy,” claimed a nympho named Henty,
“Being had by some fifteen or twenty;

For the sessions I prize

Have a surfeit of guys,
Since an orgy’s a horny of plenty.”

Yes, it's a pretty explicit film,” the director
conceded to the talk-show host, “but it has a

wer ful morall In the end, the heroine, after
a life of utter depravity, loses her beauty, her
wealth and her friends, and finds herself alone
in a squalid tenement apartment with only
her memories and a vibrator with dead bat-
teries.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines gay cruiser
as a shopping lisp.

What would you most like to have along with
you to read if you were shipwrecked on a
desert island?” the coed was asked in her
English-lit class.

“My first choice,” smiled the girl, “would
be an intricately tattooed sailor.”

Fashions in theology have to change, we su
pose. One seminary is reported to have he
a recent symposium on this subject: How
Many Angels Can Give Head on a Pin?

Determined to come on visually strong, a
young man dressed for a visit to a singles
bar taped a roll of quarters inside his jeans.
Once in the aowded establishment, he ma-
neuvered himself next to an unattached girl
and was soon gratified to see her keep glancing
down from her drink. “Hi, there, I'm Jerry,”
the tricky one said brightly as he went into one
of his practiced routines, “and I helped pro-
duce a TV quiz show. Is there any question I
can answer for you?”

“As a matter of fact, there is, Jerry,” re-
sponded his target, flickering her eyes toward
his embellished jeans once again. “Do you
have change for a dollar?”

The special Mickey Mouse edition of our Un-
abashed Dictionary defines doggy styling as
Plutonic sex.

Ave the tarts,” they asked astronaut Muller,
“On Uranus more lively . . . or duller?”

He replied, “ They're obscene!

Since their pussies are green,
They are whores of a different color!”

Much as I'd like to meet a guy who’s a male
ten,” mused the girl, “I'd settle for one who's
got a nine.”

&
LG

A psychiatrist was engaged in a verbal-associa-
tion session with a female patient. After a
careful build-up with more or less neutral
terms, he barked out, “"Sex!™

“The Fourth of Julyl” was shot right back
at him.

“What's the connection?” inquired the men-
tal medic, breaking off the series.

“I still remember vividly,” the woman re
plied with a nostalgic smile, “the very first
time a fifteen-year-old pecker went off in my
hand like a rocket.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a posi-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
1l 60611. $50 will be paid lo the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“Of all the disgusting, perverted men I ever met,
I'd say you rank about sixth!”
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CARS '81:
PLAYBOY’S PICK
OF THE PACK

our own selection of those foreign and domestic
machines with the style, speed, engineering
and breeding to satisfy the urbane owner

modern living By GARY WITZENBURG




IT STARTED almost impcrccplihly in September, gained strength in October and,
buoyed by the national election results, moved confidently into the winter. Its
growth should level off a bit with the worst of the weather. but as the landscape
greens and flowers with spring, it will gather momentum again and burst into
summer a full-blown phenomenon. The Great Comeback for America's
automobile industry is under way. Many potential new-car buyers have been
putting off that all-important purchase, uncertain about gas prices and availability,
worried about the country's economy and foreign entanglements, shocked by

the high cost of both finance money and the new cars themselves. Some have been
waiting for new, better and more fuel-efficient autos or for renewed supplies of
already-popular smaller ones. Many have been stuck with older, gas-guzzling big
cars, unable to sell or trade them at decent prices. And some have been either
out of work or afraid they might be. But things are looking up now, and people
have more confidence. Tired of maintaining aging clunkers and hungry for the




higher-fuel-economy promise of the new cars, America is in a buying mood once
again. Only, what to buy? For most people, purchasing a new automobile repre-
sents a larger and more important investment than ever before. Barraged by
seductive advertising claims, many are confused. Should they buy foreign or
domestic? How small is big enough? What about diesels and turbochargers and
other new exotica? How much does “fuel efficiency” cost, and what must be
sacrificed to get it? You want this next new car to last and satisfy you for a long,
long time. Obviously, it should be reliable, durable and as trouble-free as a
complex, sophisticated piece of machinery can be. Equally important, it should




not be one you'll grow tired of before you're halfway through the payment book.
Big or small, practical or flamboyant, economical or luxurious, it should
complement your personality as well as suit your needs and comfortably accorn-

modate your body. It should make you feel good, soothe the pain and enhance
the enjoyment of driving, and stand proud in your driveway for years to come.
Responding to the import challenge, Detroit is harvesting a crop of exciting
new entries that are its best-built and most fuel-cfficient in history. We count
12 all-new domestic models that either came to market this fall or are about to

in April and May; half of them are small economy cars, the others a pair of small
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ILLUSTRATIONS BY MARTIN HOFFMAN

sports models, two intermediate sedans, one luxury coupe and one four-wheel-
drive. All are crucially important to their makers. Not to be upstaged, the import
forces from Europe and Japan come to bat with no fewer than ten (at last count)
important new entries with a similar mix of types. To help with that all-important
decision, here is what's new and exciting for 1981, along with our personal picks

of the pack. AMERICAN CARS: Detroit’s counterattack pains force and credibility
with the recent introduction of two remarkably efficient new series of cars. Ford's
Erika (Escort and Lynx), a true World Car that will be built in similar form in
Europe and eventually in Australia, South America and other parts of the world
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where the company has manufacturing facilities, goes head to head against the
smaller imports. Chrysler's K-car (Reliant and Aries) competes in the newly
defined mid-size category against G.M.’s popular X-cars, Ford's Fairmont and
Zephyr and a whole raft of foreign models. Both are powered through their
front wheels by all-new, transversely mounted four-cylinder engines, and both set
new standards of interior efficiency for their modest exterior sizes. Although the
Escort/Lynx (three-door hatchbacks and five-door wagons) are about the same
over-all size as the subcompact Pinto and Bobcat they replace, their interior
spaciousness earns a place on the Environmental Protection Agency's list of
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“compact” cars for fuel-economy ratings.
The Reliant/Aries (in two-door, four-
door and wagon forms), though consid-
erably smaller and lighter than the
compact Volare and Aspen they replace,
are EPA-rated as mid-size. And both sit
comfortably at the very top of those lists,
the FEscort/Lynx earning an impressive
30-miles-per-gallon EPA city rating and
the larger K-car coming in at an eye-
opening 25 mpg.

But it takes more than superior fuel
economy and space efficiency to compete
with the better imports these days, and
both Ford and Chrysler have come a
long way in closing the gap in over-all
quality and in fun-to-drive character as
well. Both are smooth-riding yet nimble-
handling in the import tradition, with
MacPherson-strut front suspensions and
precise rack-and-pinion steering. And the
Escort/Lynx even boasts independent
rear suspension to ease bumps and hug
twists and turns. Most important, every-
one involved with these new-generation
American cars, from executive suite to
drawing board to assembly line, is united
in an unprecedented effort to make them
the best new products their companies
have ever built.

Another important commonality is
that both are platforms on which whole
generations of future models will be
based. Ford will unveil a pair of sharp-
looking two-seat sports coupes called
Ford EXP and Mercury LN-7 on the
front-wheel-drive Erika mechanicals in
April. Next year, a five-door hatchback
version will expand the Escort/Lynx
line, and another year or so will bring
Erika-based replacements for the con-
ventional (rear-drive) Fairmont and
Zephyr. Chrysler has luxury K-cars
planned for 1982 that will wear the top-
line Chrysler name plate, a couple of
sporty jobs are in the works and even-
tually all of the company's current large
and intermediate cars will be superseded
by new front-wheel-drive entries on
stretched K-car platforms.

Although both offer only fourspeed
manual and three-speed automatic trans-
missions for now, fivespeed gearboxes
like those popular in immport cars are
being developed for later introductions.
And both l.6liter Ford and 22-liter
Chrysler engines are excellent candidates
for turbocharging when more power is
needed for future models.

Lincoln’s shorter and lighter luxury
Continental Mark VI continues for ‘81
with its fuelinjected V8, fourspeed
overdrive automatic transmission and the
industry's most advanced electronic in-
strument cluster and trip information
center. The smaller “personal luxury”
Thunderbird and Cougar XR-7 coupes
are joined in the Ford and Mercury mid-
size line-ups by new Granada and Cou-

178 gar sedans on the Fairmont/Zephyr

platform. The sporty Mustang and
Capri get optional T-tops and five-speed
transmissions, plus standard reclining
seats, and continue to offer a choice of
four-cylinder, six-cylinder, V8 or turbo-
charged four-cylinder engines.

Chrysler's second new entry for "81 is
the limited-production Imperial coupe,
complete with fuel-injected V8, electron-
ic instrumentation and trip computer,
superplush leather interior, bold, elegant
styling and almost everything else in the
book—including its own special warran-
ty program. Redesigned a year ago, the
stylish but less expensive Chrysler Cor-
doba and Dodge Mirada personal coupes
are carried over, along with their sport-
iest permutations, LS and CMX. The
original small front-wheel-drive Ameri-
can cars, Chrysler’s Dodge Omni and
Plymouth Horizon, are freshened in ap-
pearance and now offer the K-car's 2.2-
liter engine as an option. Coupe versions
of these little fuel savers, Dodge's 024
and Plymouth’s TC3, are still the most
aerodynamic cars built in America and
are available in extra-sporty DeTomaso
and Turismo versions, respectively.

General Motors is readying its long-
rumored front-wheel-drive J-cars for
spring introduction to replace the Chev-
rolet Monza and Pontiac Sunbird sub-
compacts. A bit smaller than the X-cars,
they will be powered by a new 1.8liter
four-cylinder engine mounted transverse-
ly for maximum space efficiency and will
come in two-door, four-door, station-
wagon and sexy three-door-hatchback
variations. Soon after the Chevrolet and
Pontiac J-cars (Cavalier and J-2000) are
introduced, Cadillac dealers (no kid-
ding!) will get a superluxury version
tentatively code-named the Cimarron,
and both Oldsmobile and Buick will
field their own new Js by next fall.

Meanwhile, G.M. has restyled its mid-
size personal coupes (Monte Carlo,
Grand Prix, Cutlass Supreme and Regal),
not only for freshened appearance but
also to vastly improve their aerodynam-
ics. Along with reduced rolling resist-
ance, power-train changes and a bit less
weight, that gives them noticeably better
fuel economy for 1981. For the first time,
all G.M. gasoline engines will have
sophisticated electronic controls, while
the fuel-efficient V8 diesel becomes avail-
able in additional models; and Cadillac
offers the world’s first variable-displace-
ment engine with a system that shuts
down two or four of the fuel-injected
V8's cylinders when power requirements
are low.

Other picks from the G.M. pack in-
dude any of the excellent front-wheel-
drive luxury cars (Toronado, Riviera,
Eldorado and Seville) and, especially,
the Buick Riviera T-type, with its very
European-fecling sport suspension; the
aging but still exciting Chevrolet Cor-

vette and Camaro Z-28; and Pontiac’s
macho-look Firebird Trans Am, with its
unique turbocharged V8 engine. Any
X-car is also a good choice, but we par-
ticularly like the sporty two-doors—
Buick’s Skylark sports coupe, Oldsmo-
bile’s Sport Omega (with soft-plastic
fenders resistant to light damage and
corrosion), Pontiac’s Phoenix S] and
Chevrolet’s Citation X-11. The latter, in-
cidentally, becomes a real pocket rocket
this year with its exclusive 185-hp V6
engine and a special-handling suspension
that sticks it to the road like a slot car.

Volkswagen of America has minor
styling changes inside and out for its
popular American-built Rabbits, plus
larger 1.7-liter gas and 1.6liter diesel
engines and a wideratio four-speed
manual transmission with an extra-tall
top gear for highway fuel economy. A
new sporty S model has full instrumen-
tation, standard five-speed transmission
and racer-look front spoiler, wheel flares
and stripes.

American Motors expands its innova-
tive four-wheel-drive line-up for "8l with
a pair of new subcompact Spirit-based
Eagles called SX/4 and Kammback and
switches to a more fucl-efficient four-
cylinder, four-speed manual-transmission
combination as Eagle standard equip-
ment. Not intended for serious offroad
bashing, these neat little four-wheel-
drives will get you almost anywhere, any
time, on anything resembling a road
with the ease and comfort of an ordinary
car. Fantastic! And every AM.C, car
carries a five-year “No-Rust-Thru” war-
ranty.

There are a lot of low-volume specialty
makers around, but none as experienced
and well known as Excalibur Automobile
Corporation of Milwaukee. Latest and
most refined of the l7-year-old firm’s
classic Mercedes-look creatiors is the
Excalibur Series IV. Available in four-
passenger Phaeton and in limited-edition
two-passenger roadster form, it is pat-
terned after the beautiful 1937 Mercedes-
Benz but features modern-day ride,
convenience and comfort and the reli-
ability of a 5-liter Chevrolet V8 engine.
A classier, more visually stunning form
of four-wheeled transportation is difficult
to imagine.

JAPANESE CARS

Still the undisputed import leader,
Toyota checks in with redesigned mid-
size luxury Cressida models and a semi-
astounding, new low-priced fuel-economy
leader called Starlet. The former, in
four-door sedan and wagon form, fea-
tures a fuel-injected six-cylinder engine,
four-speed overdrive antomatic transmis-
sion and a clever electrically operated
shoulder harness that presages the auto-
matic restraint systems required by law

(continued on page 272)
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“Boy, if only Dennis could dance like that!”



durable space hero gordon returns in a
cinematic extravaganza with monsters, narrow escapes, villains and girls, girls, girls

|

THE MOVIE Flash Gordon, as conceived
by cinemogul Dino de Laurentiis, is pure
comic strip (see Bruce Williamson's re-
view elsewhere in this issue). Many of the
durable characters from Alex Raymond’s
classic strip, created in 1934 and still read

Flash, played by Sam Janes (Bo Derek’s husband in “10"), resists
all temptations thrown his way via Lorenzo Semple, Jr.’s screen-
play far Flash Gordon. His adversary, Ming the Merciless (Max
Von Sydow), operates like some evil Flo Ziegfeld of outer space,
surrounding himself with beautiful women (wearing caonsiderably
more than they are here, sorry, guys), emong them Sally Nichol-
son {above left) as Queen af Azuria and Ruthie Burnett (in viewer).




DON'T KiLL HIM
YET, FATHER.
| WANT HIM.
GIVE HIM

ltalian actress Ornella Muti plays Ming’s daughter, the lasciviaus
Princess Aura, wha has designs an Flash. In love with Aurg, thaugh,
is handsome Prince Barin of Arbaria (Timothy Dalton), who—well,
I you'll just have to see the movie. Althaugh she is anly 24, Muti
has been in films far ten years and is being hyped as “the natural
successar to Brigitte Bardat and Catherine Deneuve.” Others in the
cast include Chaim Tapal as Dr. Zarkav, Mariangela Melate as Kala.
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by an estimated 40,000,000 people daily,
appear in the movie version, a Christmas-
season release from Universal. “Barba-
rella, which 1 did in 1965, was in some
ways the first space movie,” lic Lauren-
tiis told praypoy. “I've wanted to do

Flash cver since, and I finally bought the
rights in 1976. My idea was to do Flash
exactly like Raymond's strip: less real
than Star Wars and the other space epics,
more pure fantasy in the old cartoon
style.” In that, he has succeeded.

During the course of the movie, Flosh is coptured and held in choins
and Dale (Melody Anderson) is earmarked as Ming’s bride. Thrills fol-
low fost upon thrills. Among Ming's alluring vassals are Tessa Hewitt,
an Arborion; Carolyn Evans, an aquarian woman; and Kerry Lou
Baylis, who plays a Cytheran leader of a moan full of women. Also
featured in the film are wonderfully corny spaceships and such famil-
iar characters as the Hawkmen, the Tree Men ond the Lizard Men.

/




FO0LS!

DID YOU THINK
MERE ROCKET BOMBS
COULD DESTROY MY
EMPIRE? PREPARE TO PAY
FOR YOUR ARROGANCE -
WITH FIERY DEATH!

See Interstellar Directive #1 overleaf.

MOVE THIS PANEL UP AND DDWN SLDWLY



INTERSTELLAR DIRECTIVE #1
HEED WELL OR SURVIVE NoT!

/

WRETCHED INFIDELS
HAVE TEMPORARILY BLINDED
YOUR SUPREME RULER. YOU ARE
COMMANDED TO SEPARATE THE
PAGE ALONG THE PERFORATION-
OR SUFFER THE TERROR OF
THE VASECTO RAY!

2
WISE CHOICE,
PITIFUL EARTHLING!

NOW INSERT THE REMOVED
SECTION THROUGH THE SLOTS
AS SHOWN. CAREFUL, THE PALACE
GUARDS ARE WATCHING
YOUR EVERY MOVE!

1,
WELL DONE,
INSIGNIFICANT TERRAN!
SIMPLE UP-AND-DOWN MOVEMENT
WILL NOW REVEAL THE MENACING
VISAGE OF HIS LOWLINESS -
AND SEAL YOUR FATE!

A FEW WORDS WITH
MAX THE MERCILESS

In Dino De Laurentiis new movie, Flash
Gordon, the role of Ming the Merciless is played
by the celebrated Swedish actor Max Von Sydow,
who is best known to American audiences for
his roles in the somber films of Ingmar Bergman.
rLAYBoY Contributing Editor Bruce Williamson
reached Von Sydow in Europe to ask him about
this apparent career switch. Replied Von Sydow:
“It's true that most movie parts I've done have
been very subdued, underplayed. I enjoyed do-
ing something so theatrical. ] really hadn't done
anything of this kind since I did children’s
theater in Sweden, where once | played a terri-
ble giant who ate children.”

a9

Von Sydow sees Ming as “a mixture of Mephisto
and Rasputin, a very evil person with no re-
deeming qualities whatsoever. He enjoys being
nasty. As Ming, I'm playing with Earth, trying
to create a collision between it and the moon,
just because I'm bored.”

amp) ¥

Before he embarked upon the role of Ming, Von
Sydow had few preconceptions about it. “I knew
the comic strip existed, but others, like Buck
Rogers and Mandrake the Magician, were more
important to me as a youth. And I never saw the
Flash Gordon films with Buster Crabbe. So I
knew little of this material. But playing Ming
was great fun for me, and this Flash Gordon, I
think, is a very funny picture.”




“And to think an howr ago we were just a couple of
kids who got skates for Christmas.”
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to be passionate about this winter

INN LOVE
IN MEXICO

eleven posadas

travel By STEPHEN BIRNBAUM
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Just THE MENTION of Mexico stirs some rellexive responses, varying from visions of
mariachis strumming softly in the moonlight to memories of intense stomach pains
undiminished even by carloads of Lomotil. But enchanting music and gastrointestinal
ills aside, I suspect that the most pervasive tounist image of Mexico nowadays includes
a high-rise hotel set beside a newly constructed seaside town. That is understandable,
since Mexico seems covered most for the constancy of its fine weather and few
wravelers heading south of the border realize there’s much more to the country than
a hrst-class tan.

It’s really too bad that so many tourists’ trails follow the sorely constricted route

The tiny (nine rooms) Villa del Sol sits right on Zihuatanejo’s La Ropa beach, one of several
perfect places for the twa of you to contemplate each other—ond scorn winter’s winds.,

187
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from Mexico City straight to a beach-
front skyscraper, for Mexico is a land
rich- in history and cultural heritage,
with as many engrossing [aces and facets
as any European destination. The Mexi-
can landscape is full of historic houses
and former federal buildings whose his-
tory goes back as far as 1519 (when
Hernando Cortes first set foot in Mexi-
co0) and that project the very best of
the counury. The coming of Cortes
changed the course of Mexican history
forever, and while his impact on the
indigenous population was devastating,
the legacy for adventurous travelers is
considerably more pleasant. For Cortes
and his successors built Mexico's most
lavish haciendas and ornate official
buildings. It is a particular bounty for
travelers that so many of those unique
structures have been preserved and trans-
formed into evocative and appealing
inns.

The very best Mexican inns and small
hotels—usually called posadas—are fre-
quently a happy blend of Old World
charm and New World plumbing. Gen-
erally far removed from the most trav-
eled wourist routes, they are found in
greatest numbers along Mexico's vast
interior plateau, where the hotel pick-
ings are otherwise pretty slim (especial-
ly if you're looking for even marginally
first-class accommodations). The old off-
cial function of many of these structures
explains why several of them flourish
near the center of the town in which
they arc located—rather than being
tucked along some secluded country lane,
as is common with other comparable
North American or European inns.

These inns have been selected specifi-
cally because they bear little relation to
the anonymous modern conveniences of
better-known Mexican tourist hotels. So
if your tastes tend to chrome-lined coffee
shops, heauty parlors or souvenir-filled
gilt shops, the hostelries that follow are
not likely to send you into paroxysms of
delight. These are places for travelers
interested in feeling the real pulse of the
country, where ambience is at least as
important as creature comforts. Further-
more, these are often difficult places to
get to, and several are located along the
so-called colonial route, the mountainous
corridor between Mexico City and Gua-
dalajara. The altitude of some of these
small hotels (ranging from approximate-
ly 5000 to over 7000 feet above sea level)
also puts a premium on carrying appro-
priate clothing. During the dry winter
season, it's desirable to carry gear capa-
ble of insulating you against the cool
night air, since it’s not unknown for
wood-burning fireplaces to provide the
only heat in your bedroom.

Arranging accommodations at these
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planning. Because of the often erratic
communications between these small es-
tablishments and modern civilization,
assume you'll have to endure some
frustrations before your itinerary is
completely confirmed. The resultant ex-
perience, however, will be well worth
the effort.

Ideally, a lover of such unique stop-
ping places will want to sample several
ot the inns noted, and hiring a driver is
by far the best means to get from town
to town. Since that is a relatively inex-
pensive luxury in Mexico, it's wise to
avoid driving yourself through these
areas—unless you are both fluent in
Spanish and undaunted by the frighten-
ing confrontation attitude that 15 com-
mon among most Mexican drivers.
‘There’s a strong feeling among many who
have innocently taken the wheel in Mex-
ico that the majority of the country's
drivers are direct descendants of kami-
kaze pilots who moved to Mexico at the
conclusion of World War Two.

One last practical suggestion: That
oft-heard admonition about not drink-
ing the water is especially apt when you
venture beyond the most traveled tourist
paths. Don’t get me wrong: The cities in
which Mexico’s most romantic small
hotels exist are hardly rural backwaters,
but many posadas do not routinely pro-
vide bottled water in guest rooms. So
having your own supply of potables—to
brush your teeth and to use as mixers
with various spiritous libations—is just
a basic precaution to ensurc intestinal
integrity. ‘That way, you can concentrate
on the mariachis and leave the Lomotil
at home.

HOTEL DE CORTES
(Mexico City)

The frst surprise 1s that this small,
tranquil inn is located smack in the mid-
dle of one of the world’s mnost populous
cities. Yet there it is, just across the street
from Alameda Park, a block from the
Palace of Fine Arts and only a short
walk from the bustling Zdcalo—Mexico
City's main square.

For all its charm, the Hotel de Cortés
presents a rather forbidding fagade, ap-
propriate enough for a former Augustine
monastery. It is constructed in the
Spanish tradition whereby a building’s
exterior walls suggest little of what exists
within, serving rather as barriers to un-
welcome eyes. lInside, guests enjoy the
lush plant-filled interior courtyard, and
this is one of those instances where
Interior rooms are most prized.

Although the Cortés has functioned
as a hotel only since 1943, it is located in
one of the oldest buildings in the city.
Two stories of guest rooms, each boast-
ing high ceilings and massive wood
beams, surround a spacious courtyard

with a small stone fountain at its center.
The furnishings are simple but tasteful,
and the touches that most often captivate
guests include vases filled with fresh
Howers. This former monastery provides
meaningtul shelter from the din of the
surrounding city, for its walls are a full
meter thick and serve as a very effective
buffer against Mexico City’s otherwise
incessant traffic noise.

Meals are a special treat and the
kitchen is good enough to attract even
Mexico City's fussy businessmen to lunch
in the courtyard. Umbrella-shaded tables
are set all around, and when the weather
is bad, one can retreat to a small, cheer-
ful dining room. In the evening, candle-
light provides most of the illumination,
and a nearly irresistible atmosphere is
further enhanced by musicians who play
soft music in the background. If you close
your eyes, you might think you had been
transported back about three centuries.

For information: Holel de Cortés; Ave-
nida Hidalgo 85; Mexico I, D.F. Tele-
phone 905-585-0322 or Best Weslern
International’s toll-free number, 800-
528-1231.

LA POSADA DE XOCHIQUETZAL
(Cuernavaca)

Anyone with even a passing familiarity
with Aztec mythology will make a bee-
line for this lovely inn, since Xochiquet-
zal (pronounced Soch-e-kei-sal) was the
resident god responsible for beauty, How-
ers, love, music, food, drink and just
about everything else worth while in the
Aztec world. It must have been a hell of
a job in those good old pagan days.

If you're checking the name of this inn
in an older guidebook, you'll find it
under Posada Arcadia; the name was
changed at the time of the recent re-
modeling and refurbishing. The down-
town location (only a block from Cortes’
palace) is convenient, though occasion-
ally noisy; its extensive surrounding
gardens usually provide adequate insula-
tion from the modern-day din.

The hotel is a rambling, rustic, pleas-
antly ramshackle old hacienda structure
that's a perfect little oasis within the
gentle, flower-filled city of Cuernavaca,
which conquistador Cortes himself chose
for his prospective retirement. The sin-
glestory inn sits on vast wooded
grounds, a remnant of an even vaster
colonial estate. There are now 11 guest
rooms and two suites, which American
John White, the present owner, says
date mostly from the 16th Century. The
bar area is dominated by a large fire
place; together with the lovely dining
room, it occupies the area between the
two guest-room wings. The hotel also
offers a lovely swimming pool, set amid
its stunning gardens.

The guest rooms are all of ample size,

(continued on page 190)
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woman want to try it: “This position, Yoga
Nidrasana, is the yogic sleep, the yoga
name for the embryonic form. This form
or position is the initial experience. The
whole concept of intermediate yoga is that
it is neither external nor infinite. It is a
state of being, going from the unmanifested
to the manifested, as at birth, when one is
- in the intermediate stage, the transition
between the nonbeing and the being. It is
symbolic of the changing from nonform to
form. Yoga postures create changes in one’s
body that stimulate states of mind similar to
those induced by drugs. Yoga postures stim-
uvlate different glands.” Thank you, Dohli,
Great balls of fire, what a woman!  —L.N.

MOON CHILD

“pmy ScHooL is the universe,” she says,
"God is my teacher. My class is the earth.”
Dohli Sisso is Moroccon born, and o remark-
obly adventurous and talented woman.
Her wave lengths range from meditat-
ing in the Himolayas to discoing in New
York; from exploring the universe through
astronomy to painting in Paris and Venice.
As you can see, she's also a limber prac-
fitioner of yogao. | included her explana-
tion of the benefits of this posture, or
asang, in the pointing (lower-left-hand cor-
ner). Here’s an edited translation of my
quickly jotted notes, in case you and your
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INN LOVE IN MEXICO

(conlinued from poge 188)

“When the mights grow chilly, it’s wise to ask for lots
of blankets or take along an espectally warm friend.”

are well furnished and, best of all, boast
working fireplaces. The food is good (if
not exceptional) and the spareribs are a
favorite specialty.

Atypically, this posada provides rela-
tively efficient room service all day and
most of the early evening. The winter
months (from early December right
through Easter) are particularly busy,
and most of your fellow guests during
this period will be Americans.

For information: La Posada de Xochi- ~

quetzal; Apartado Postal 203; Cuerna-
vaca, Morelos, Mexico. Telephone
2-02-20 or 2-50-22.

HOTEL CASA DE PIEDRA
(Cuernavaca)

Here is literally a “house of stone,”
constructed in the style of the 16th Cen-
tury palaces of Cortes. Built 35 years ago
by Mr. and Mrs. Allen Haden (she was
the Marquesa de Castellar, who is said to
have ordered the building's construction
when she became homesick for Spain),
this small hotel has more recently served
as a vacation site lor Frank Sinartra,
Elizabeth Taylor and Carole King. Once
a private home, there are now 25 rooms
(nine in the “castle” and 16 more built
more recently in small, single-story build-
ings scattered around the grounds).

If it’s authenticity you covet, focus on
the rooms in the main building, for they
are clearly the most intriguing accom-
modations. Each room is distinctively
different and each is furnished in an
original style. The guest rooms are all on
the upper level and many medieval
items—most notably, old weapons—serve
as decoration. The vaulted arches and
the wide staircase leading upstairs are all
constructed of heavy stone.

The public rooms downstairs are filled
with colonial furniture and artifacts, all
perfectly preserved and usually highly
polished. There's a very tangible sense of
exploring an old castle as you poke
around the warren of rooms downstairs,
and there’s more than a little anticipa-
tion about half expecting to stumble
across an armor-clad chap with raised
mace and chain.

The vooms outside the main building
are not bad, merely undistinguished.
They're clean and comfortable but hard-
ly qualify for the umique experience
that’s possible in the main building.

For information: Hotel Casa de

190 Piedra; Apartado Postal 107; Cuerna-

vaca, Morelos, Mexico.

5-61-00 or 5-61-22.

Telephone

CASA SIERRA NEVADA
(San Migucl de Allende)

Once again, you've got to be careful 1o
get in the right building, and here the
most romantic choice is the old, antique-
filled mansion with the small garden to
onc side. This suggestion may be a little
difficult to implement, however; the
main building contains only three rooms.

Because of its small size—there are
only 12 rooms and suites in all, the nine
others of which are across the street—
the Sierra Nevada long has been best
known as an eating place. Admittedly,
the designation “best restaurant in town"
is a slightly limited encomium in a town
the size of San Miguel, but it is surely
apt.

Manager Jeanette Reynolds was once
an eficiency engineer, and she has
turned a building that dates from 1735
(i's had many incarnations, including
an extended period as an orphanage)
into the best stopping place in the city.
The city itself is quite an attraction, too,
for it is a town of artistic bent, set in
cool, fresh surroundings about 6000 feet
above sea level. Not only was it one of
Mexico’s most important colonial cities
(its records date from 1542) but it also
served as a major center during the carly
19th Century when the Mexicans fought
so fiercely for their independence from
Spain.

Each of the spacious, high-ceilinged
rooms in the main house is decorated in
a slightly different style, and each con-
tains its quota of antiques. All but one
boasts its own fireplace.

Although I've made much about stay-
ing on the right side of the street here,
my tastes run to historic surroundings.
The truth is that the nine suites across
the cobblestoned road are more posh—if
less  evocative—accommodations. Each
boasts a large terrace and there's even a
live-in staff member ever present to take
special care of guests. I creature com-
forts are your prime concern, you'll be
happier here.

Activities at the Sierra Nevada revolve
around the dining room. A huge, im-
posing embroidery (more than a century
old) dominates the long, narrow room,
which is charming, though a bit formal.
The menu contains mostly Continental
favorites that are well prepared without

being overly fussy, and there are even
some surprises like homemade pasta.

For information: Casa Sierva Nevada;
Apartado Postal 226; San Miguel de Al-
lende, Gto., Mexico. Telephone 2-04-15.

HACIENDA DE COBOS HOTEL
{Guanajuato)

Guanajuato is another of the appeal-
ing colonial cities set on Mexico's central
plateau. At nearly 7000 feet above sea
level, it is noted for 1ts pleasant climate,
fresh air, former revolutionary fervor—
and for having been the birthplace of
the famed muralist Diego Rivera.

More important to its current condi-
tion is the fact that Guanajuato was once
the largest city in all Mexico, a center of
extraordinary wealth that was the by-
product of a crowd of silver and gold
mines that once surrounded the town.
Reports dating from the colonial period
suggest that as much as a third of the
world's output of silver once came from
these mines, so it is not surprising that
the hotel building was once a molina
(2 mill where ore was crushed and
washed) for gold and silver. It was part
of an estate that dates from 1765, restored
and converted into an inn in 1972.

This is not a place for the caustro-
phobic, for the city is wedged into a
mountainside—many of its main streets
are actually subterranean—and every-
thing in the oldest areas of the town
seems cramped for space. Still, those at-
tracted to snug, secure surroundings will
find it a pleasure that walls and gates
shut the De Cobos off from the outside
bustle.

Access to the hotel compound is gained
either by traversing Padre Hidalgo, the
street that locals call “the most romantic
street in the Americas,” or by passing
through a gate and down a cobblestoned
drive that leads 10 the hotel from Ave-
nida Juirez, Guanajuato’s main street.
But however you get there, you soon
reach a large stone courtyard that's sur-
rounded by walls and guest rooms. There
are 43 rooms in all (including six suites),
all of which are austere and can even
get a bit chilly when the nights grow
cold (there are no fireplaces). At those
times, it's wise to ask for lots of blankets
or to take along an especially warm
friend.

Simple, good food is served in the din-
ing room, which utilizes one of the orig-
inal old walls of the estate. The old
stables have been turned into sitting
rooms and a television lounge, and there
is also a pleasant sitting area in the court-
yard. Here it's possible to enjoy a lei-
surely margarita under the huge trees
beside the old well that once drew the
water used to wash the precious ore.
While not as luxuriously appointed as

(continued on page 286)



the urban ('mug‘iﬂ is the new queen
and the big-city honky-tonk is her empire
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Thompson, the immortal country-and-western

singer-songwriter, wrote the tune Wild Side of
Life, which includes the line "I didn’t know God made honky-
tonk angels.” Well, until a few months ago, we were operating
under the same delusion. Since then, we've made a [ew discoveries.
One, couniry music 1S now the hotuest category in the music
business. Two, the basic honky-tonk has grown into a rip-roaring,
coast-to-coast, lnlczlsuu:-p::l;l(:c phenomenon. And, three, there are
more beauntiful women per square  (lext concluded on page 318)

I'I' was BACK in the mid-Fifties that Hank

Actress-model Tracy Vaccaro (above), a cliff-diving enthusiast, hangs out
and hangs on at The Country Club in Las Vegas. lllustrator Pamela Hoff
(right), at Denver’s Rodea Bar, is president of a graphics-design firm.




Award-winning horse trainer Katie Chase (above)
is a Denver premed student who shauld make hay

as a dermatolagist in the future. Big-city life turns
aff Roxanna Davis (belaw) of Phoenix. Currently
into real estate and backgammon, she hopes one
day to be a Playmate. Hay bales aren‘t really
fast enaugh for Mary Whalen (right) of Las Vegas,
who prefers the jet streams she encounters in her
workaday-world job as o flight attendant.




Singer Pam Stevens and friends indulge
in a little pickin’ and grinnin’ at New York's

Lone Star Cafe (above). That's New York's
Judi Andersen below, an aspiring fashion
designer who just happens to be

1979's Miss U.S.A. On the other side of the
country, Laurie Williams (rightl eschews
horseback far boat deck in Seattle.

Laurie keeps the books far a local bank.




In a special “Sexy Rider' competitian staged
for visiting pLAveoY photographers at Nash-
ville's Cactus Jack’s, Vicky Beasley (abave)
added a new dimension to mechanical-bull
riding. In anybody’s sexy-sitter cantest, Patty
Davis (right) of Kansas City wins, cheeks down.
She'd gladly trade that haylaft for a sailbaat.
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A positive attitude pays off for Susan Hannon of Miami (above) in her job as a public-
relations consultant. Warming the Wurlitzer (right} is Pamela Geise of Bellevue, across Lake
Washington from Seattle, who favors sculpture, interiar design and, natch, boating.




Sitting tall in the saddle ot Atlanta’s Blue Eagle is 5’B%2" Nancy Jo
Whittingslaw (belaw), wha turned down a full basketball scholarship
to attend the University of Georgia and to pursue a modeling
career. Fort lauderdale is home for Deborah Fergusan (bottom),
wha uses her spare time for ail painting, poetry and racquetball.
Says she, “I like being in top physical shape and the pride and
satisfaction | feel from creating a good painting ar paem.”
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Squaring off at the Ria Cafe in Seottle (above) are Teresa Stephens (left) and Poula

Kay Dinges (right), who have o lot more thon strong wrists going for them. Teresa has a
B.A. in droma ond hos studied ond performed in Eurape. She wos also secand
runner-up in the Miss Washington State Universe Pageant. Poula hos a B.A. in
psycholagy from the University of Waoshington, but her secret fantasy is “to be able ta
really belt out a song.”” Amang Paula’s dislikes are smog, traffic joms and aut-af-shape
men. Chicagoan Christi Jost (below) at Country Camforts, a Windy City Westernwear
emporium, intends to make her mark as o successful model. She likes her men ta be
outgoing but “willing to spend time alone with me.” Nat an unreasanable request.
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- When she’s listening to her muse instead of these moos, Houston’s Julie Burrows (top

center) triples on flute, guitar and piano. She’s also a singer ond a dancer whose
- ambition is to appecr on Broadway. If that ain't enough, she's got a dog that water-

skis. Honest. Another Texas lass, Rahnee Reiland (cbave) of Dallas, stays trim by
playing powder-puff football; abviously, it works. As a model, Rahnee has done
several regional commercials and relaxes by ““dancing my way around town at night.”
Teri Serrell (below, at Chicago’s Rodeo) is a singer-dancer and medel who hopes to
make it big in country-rock. She also has o great, and obviausly intimidating, right jab.




Cosmetologist Jewel Robin (above left) of Dallas is also getting it
together in modeling and fashion. Jennifer Babtist (below left),
a Bunny in New York’s Playboy Club, digs barrel racing and skiing.




Minnesota beauty Kathy Dee Granholm (left),
an aspiring actress, keeps in top form with

roller skating, water-skiing and karate. Jerry's
Westport Country Playhause in Kansas City
(right) harbors Loretta Barket (left) and Jill
Offenstine (right). Loretta just took up

hot-air ballooning and is hoping to use her
B.A. in business. Jill travels for kicks; when
she’s home, you’ll find her jogging or at the
backgammon board. Mumismatist Amy
Crawford (below), who brightens Houston, is
a secrefary. Amy describes herself as

“real shy" and “very independent.”’







if you still think your favorite
rockers are blowing all

their bucks on sex and drugs,
have we got a story for you

DONNA SUMMER is concerned about rent control.
Pink Floyd gets a sinking feeling following
every maritime disaster. Peter Frampton 1s
checking attendance at soccer games. And Seals
and Crofts are keeping a close eye on the Costa
Rican coffee marker.

Sound a little off the wall? Welcome to the
real New Wave in the music business. It's called
business. Elton John has a friend at Chase Man-
hattan. Paul McGartney is a capitalist tool. And
when Linda Ronstadt talks, E. F. Hutton listens.

Yes, it's only rock 'n’ roll, but life—and un-
believable amounts of money—in the fast lane
has turned antiestablishment/outlaw music he-
roes into prime candidates for the Fortune 500.

“Ten years ago, artists didn’t want to admit
they made money in the music business,” says
Ken Fritz, George Benson's personal manager.
“Today, no one’s ashamed of the money. Show
me a guy in the music business for the ‘art’ of
it,” Fritz challenges, *and I'll show you a guy
who doesn’t have a record deal. Today we're
no longer in the music business, we're in the
business of music. We deal in bottom lines, just
like everybody else. And if we mess up, then the
same red ink that gets written at Chrysler also
applies to us.”

So far, Fritz hasn't blown it. “George Benson
is functioning as a mini profit center,” he
claims. “I've never had a client who retained
more of his income before taxes than George.”
Benson is now heavily invested in residential
real estate, precious metals and various types of
securities.

But Benson can’t even come close to the
Doobie Brothers, who are more of a full-service
music corporation than a rock group. In 1970,
they were a struggling bar band from the stu-
dent ghetto of San José. But the moment they
began to sell records (more than 13.000,000 to
date), they started a financial plan. In 1973,
they incorporated in San Francisco, California.
*“We were one of the first rock-n"roll groups to
start pension and profit sharing within a corpo-
ration,”” boasts manager Bruce Cohn. “And it
wasn't just for the members of the band but for
everyone who works for the corporation, includ-
ing the roadies.”

Next came real-estate deals. Nearly nine acres
in Alameda, California, leased to Volkswagen
for its northern state distribution center. Then
shopping centers in Texas (since sold), the Pa-
cific Telephone building in San Rafael, Cali-
fornia, and a record store and office-building
complex in Santa Rosa. Mike McDonald re-
stores brownstones in St. Louis. Patrick Sim-
mons owns an antique-motorcycle shop in Santa
Cruz. “We're set for the rest of our lives,” says
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Cohn. “When we started, I thought the
Doobies would last five years, maybe.
Now the struggle is over. If they want
to go play clubs, that's fine—but at least
they'll know the rent is covered.”

And then some.

No one, though, can touch the likes of
John Lennon and Paul McCartney. Not
content with just one expensive apart-
ment at the exclusive Dakota in New
York, John and wife, Yoko Ono (see this
month's Playboy Interview), now own
five apartments in the mammoth build-
ing. Then there are the Long Island and
Palm Beach mansions—not to mention
the 1000-acre vacation retreat in Dela-
ware County, New York, which Lennon
bought in 1978 for a meager $178,000.
That's where he raises his registered
Holsteins. The Lennons also own a twin-
engine Piper Seminole and a 62-foot
yacht—presumably to help them get
around [rom property to property.

Because they wrote and kept the pub-
lishing rights to most of the Beatles’
songs, Lennon and McCartney made
more money than fellow band members
Ringo Starr and George Harrison. In the
music business, retaining the publishing
rights to your songs is considered the
ultimate investment, because you are
supposed to receive a royalty every time
your song is performed.

In McCartney's case, there has never
been a need to be a one-man band on
the run—except to the deposit window.
He's not only kept the publishing rights
to his own songs but he’s invested thou-
sands of dollars and scooped up c¢ntire
music-publishing catalogs that incude
the rights to hit songs [rom Broadway
shows and a smorgasbord of standards.
In fact, McCartney even owns the rights
to songs like On, Wisconsin. Students in
Madison may not realize it, but every
time the song is performed—at f[oothall
half-time ceremonies, for instance—a
royalty payment is credited to McCart-
ney's account.

.

Lennon and McCartney are the Iucky
ones from the Sixties. When it came to
rocking to the big-money beat, few
groups from that era have survived,
much less prospered. A look at the finan-
cial records of once-successful acts such
as The Rascals, Blood, Sweat and Tears
or The Mamas and the Papas could
casily be a depressing experience.

“Success,” says Fritz, “is a financial
curse for many people in music—because
of the sudden money. They may have
known all about Dolby, but when it
comes to dollars, they didn’t know shit.”

The Mamas and the Papas’ John
Phillips moved into Jeanette MacDon-
ald’s former mansion the day he got his
first royalty check for $65,000. He fur-
nished it with his second check. A few

202 months later, he was out—he couldn’t

afford it. (In fact, none of the original
group has much to show for their efforts
today.) And Phillips almost got a look at
real estate of a different kind: a fur-
nished jail cell in connection with his
drug-sales arrest in New York last summer-.

Come and Get These Memories was
the tune that took a young $35-a-week
Detroit secretary to the top of the charts
in 1962. Martha and the Vandellas was
a glory name in the Motown dynasty;
she recorded seven albums and 11 top-20
hits for the label.

Today you can find Martha Reeves
living alone with those memories in a
small, dark and aamped one-bedroom
apartment in West Hollywood. A [ew
old black-and-white pictures hang on the
wall next to a quintet of well-used tam-
bourines, Cardboard moving boxes cover
the stained carpet. Martha Reeves is
broke. Soon she will have moved from
her ninth to her tenth apartment in less
than ten years. To say the least, she’s not
exactly dancing in the streets.

When she left Motown in 1970—or, as
she likes to put it, when Motown lelt
her in Detroit to move west—the money
stopped. In the process, she had also
signed away all her rights to royalties.
Then, in 1972, the IRS came knocking.
By the time the audit was over, Reeves
was in debt to the Feds for more than
$250,000—money she claims was actually
an advance from Motown against studio
and recording ume billed 10 the artist.
But records from the company had been
lost or misplaced. To the IRS, it was all
taxable income.

“The best I could do was to keep [rom
going to jail,” she now says. “I finally
was able to pay the money over a three-
year period. Like a car note. So when-
ever I think of Motown these days,” she
laughs, “I think of the Rolls-Royces 1
could have had.”

Soon after the IRS debacle, Reeves
had no choice but to declare bankruptcy.
“At one ume,” she recalls, “1 had four
managers suing me, all for $20,000 each.

“When people ask me where my mon-
ey went, 1 can't tell them,” Reeves
laments. “I still can’'t imagine what
monies are still being made off my voice
right now. I'm not receiving any royal-
ties from any company, and I've been on
four major labels, 1 have no investments
where I'm recouping any money. So up
to now,” she sighs, “it’s just all been
fun, I guess.”

Reeves gets an occasional booking
these days to appear on “oldies but
goodies” shows around the country, but
the performances are barely enough to
make ends meet. “An artist puts his
heart into the words he sings,” she likes
to say, “and I have become a victim of
those words. People hear you sing about
a low-down rotten lover and they want

to treat you that way. Or they hear you
sing about hard times and difficulty and
they want to pity you. I have become a
victim of my lyrics and bad management
of my money. When everything came to
a screeching halt, I finally had to accept
the fact that I was not as successful as 1
had been made to seem. I had to look
around and see that I had no big returns
from what I had put out. My time and
my dedication had gone unrewarded.
Sure,” she says, “people knew of me. But
when it came down to life and reality,
I didn’t have any backing. 1 never was
supported. I've been like a fighter who's
been in the ring just swinging his head
off and getting hit a lot of times really
hard and then being T.K.O.'d and hav-
ing nobody to drag him back to the
corner or wipe his [ace or give him a
cool drink of water.”

Now, despite the financial hardships,
Reeves says she’s on the right track. She
is an active member of L.As Mount
Zion Missionary Baptist Church, and
most of her singing takes place there,
where, for the time being, the Gospel
royalties are going to God.

A few thousand miles away, in Fort
Lee, New Jersey, Phoebe Snow is also
probably wondering where it all went.
Last April, Snow also filed for bank-
ruptcy, claiming no assets. She's also
being sucd by her former lawyers, alleg-
ing nonpayment of $33,931.28 in legal
fees. “It's hard to say what she's doing
now,” says Robert Prinz, spokesman for
the agency that represents her. “She’s
without a manager at present and we
hear from her only about once a week.”

*“In so many ol these tragic cases,” says
one manager, “it's very difficult to know
if the artist wasn't advised properly or
whether the artist didn’t listen. A lot of
these people are broadcasting when they
should be tuning in,” he says. “Often in
this business, people aren’t trapped by a
lack of money but by too much of it.”

Grace Slick has never had trouble
handling money. She simply has mas-
tered the fine but rather unproductive
art of earning millions while managing
to live a hand-to-mouth existence for
more than a decade. In her career with
the Jefterson Airplane, Jefferson Starship
and as a solo performer, Slick recorded
more than 16 albums. Today, she lives
with her husband-manager Skip Johnson
in a small. mortgaged two-bedroom
house in Mill Valley and drives an
11-year-old Aston-Martin that’s been
through three engines.

“We never looked at ourselves as any-
thing more than Bay Area hippies and
fuck-offs,” Slick now says. “Alter the
Volunteers album, we saw some real
money. So everybody got a house. Every-
body got a car. And then it went up

(continued on page 206)






THAT WAS THE YEAR THAT WAS

humor By TOM KOCH

An actors’ walkout hit TV. *Twas fiction Margaret Truman wrote

Involved was every star. Of murder, grim and gooey.
It raised the threat we’d never know It sounded, though, like what her dad
‘Which striker shot J.R. Once did to Thomas Dewey.

With party leaders and men of the press,
Mrs. Byrne raised perpetual Cain.
Chicago now waits for each chapter of
The Tale of Calamity Jane.

The plight of reborn Jimmy made
Some skeptics say it’s silly

To be born twice if in each life
You’re stuck with Brother Billy.

Astaire past 80 took a bride
And questions did abound.
We know he wed a jockey, but
Can Fred still horse around?

The Boston Marathon’s a grind,
But not for Miss Ruiz,
Who found that starting near the end
Makes winning it a breeze.

Observers of the dating life

That Cher has lately led

Assume she’s furnishing her room
With rocker's round the bed.

A beauty pageant fired Bert Parks.
They feared for his condition.

A man his age might not survive
The swimsuit competition.

Estrada’s marriage hit the rocks

And prompted many quips
A hot day’s polo felled Prince Charles. That though divorce might not come cheap,
He took a count of ten, He’d still be in the CHiPs.

Recalling words once spoke about
Mad dogs and Englishmen.



tongue-in-cheek remembrances of sundry personalities and events that made news in 1980

Good Christian folk at Wimbledon, The move to free our hostages

Both Anglican and born again, Proved quite a risky chance.
All humbly pray that some fine day Four helicopters bit the dust,
The winner won’t be Bjorn again. And also Cyrus Vance.

Anita Bryant’s marriage soured.
Her husband blamed the strife

On all those lengthy trips she made
Promoting family life.

To Bill Shoemaker and his wife
Was born a nine-pound filly.
The baby came within a hair
Of weighing more than Willie.

The former Julie Nixon’s child Ron Howard, fearing boyish roles
Resembles Gramps a lot, Left his career encumbered,
Which may be cute, but would you buy Quit ABC, which quickly sensed
A used car from this tot? Its Happy Days were numbered.

Some Cubans found our land to be

A place of boundless gains.

They came in boats but soon went home
First-class on hijacked planes.

The platform of the G.O.P.
Left every group placated
Except for women’s libbers, who
Felt E.R.A.dicated.

Miss Thomas wed Phil Donahue

As smiling Dad looked on.
Her spinsterhood seemed longer than
A Saint Jude telethon.
From Paul McCartney came advice Comparing egomaniacs
For every tourist class: Made list compilers edgy.
Before you go to Tokyo, Which Jackson ranks above the rest,

Be sure to cut the grass. Andrew, Stonewall or Reggie?

ILLUSTRATIONS BY BILL UTTERBACK
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“‘My phone s constantly ringing from stars who want

me tomanage their money after they’ve lost it.

323

noses, it was inhaled and drunk. We
did stupid things,” she laughs, “like
spending $100,000 on a swimming pool.
I gave a Mercedes to one of the people
who handled our paperwork. I was real
dumb, but then I was almost going to
wrile a song, What Are You Saving It
For? 1 still feel that right now is where
it 1s. But I guess that's not real bright.”

At one point, the Starship tried to
have a financial plan. “We got togeth-
er,” Slick recalls, “and said, ‘Well, this is
ridiculous. We should make some invest-
ments.” Then this guy came over and
said he had a great deal, a trailer park
in Arizona. But who cares abourt a trailer
park? Then for about two minutes we
were considering buying California
bonds. Then everybody went to sleep. I
remember, when I was with Starship.
Gene Simmons from Kiss was amazed
that we didn't pump stuff out at con-
certs. He said to me, "Why don’t you
guys put out belt buckles and comic
books? You guys could make $3,000,000
a year just on the junk!” But we couldn’t
get together on which belt buckle we
liked, so it didn’t happen. But I have
never had a real problem with money,”
she laughs, “because nothing's a problem
if you don’t pay attention to it.”

Michael Nesmith didn’t pay attention
to it in a different way. One day in 1966,
he saw an ad in Variety. The next day,
he was one of the four Monkees, a
fabricated rock group backed by Screen
Gems to headline a new TV series. In
the next two years, the “group” recorded
75 songs, nine albums. Then there was a
massive merchandising campaign featur-
ing Monkees T-shirts, Monkees lunch
boxes, Monkees buttons and everything
short of Monkees condoms. By 1969,
Nesmith had made almost $4,000,000
from the show. Two years later, he was
$500,000 in debt.

First he bought a 10,000-square-foot
Bel Air mansion. Then came a host of
expensive cars, expensive trips and out-
rageous hotel bills.

“The money came so quickly and my
lifestyle changed so radically that 1 de-
veloped an incredible overhead without
realizing it. I went from paying $300-a-
month rent to $2000 a month for a
mortgage. The numbers didn't seem
staggering at the time,” he says, “but
what was important were the multiples.
I had increased my standard of living
by factors of tens. The biggest single
problem was that almost no one outside
the oil business understands the influx

of cash. Because all of a sudden, the in-
flux stops. In my case, I wasn’t prepared
for it. I had to start telling stories to the
tax man as they were putting little red
tags on the furniture.”

Now, more than ten years later, Ne-
smith is back on his feet again. He now
lives in Carmel with his wife and three
children. “I've got an office building, a
good stock portfolio and nine acres in
downtown Santa Monica.” He is also
heavily involved in a cable TV series
called Popclips featuring five-minute
visual promotions of new record hits.

“Most people in the music business
have yet to realize that, with few excep-
tions, their major income will be short-
lived,” Nesmith cautions. “Youre not
looking at $1,500,000 a year over a
steady long-term period where you can
justify blowing $30,000 a month. You're
looking at a five-year run where you may
make $5,000,000 and that's all the money
youll make in a lifetime. Aside from
drugs, money has to be the biggest single
hazard in the industry. If you're going
to succeed, you need a basic money-
management plan.”

L ]

“Nobody was really smart about mon-
ey in the Sixties,” says Shep Gordon,
who manages Blondie, Alice Cooper and
Teddy Pendergrass. “Nobody was into
managing money—only making it. But
things are different today. Any one of
my acts can stop working and live for the
rest of their lives on their investments.”

Gordon relies heavily on the advice of
Bert Padell, a New York business man-
ager and one of the elite new cadre of
specialized money men for entertainers.

Padell’s business is booming. He oc
cupies an entire floor of a large office
building in Manhattan and boasts a staff
of 65. Padell, who likes to tell people he
was the first Jewish bat boy for the New
York Yankees, now handles more than
200 clients, including Pink Floyd, For-
eigner, Elvis Costello, Blondie, The
B-52's, The Cars, J. Geils Band and sports
stars such as Earl Monroe and Spencer
Haywood. Not to mention Faye Dun-
away, Ben Vereen and Madeline Kahn.

Despite the long list, Padell offers the
personal approach. Every rock group
maintains its own office within his offices.
“It's not just for their egos,” he says.
“Many of these guys take an active in-
terest in where the money goes.”

When Alice Cooper went to Padell in
1974, he was far from being a billion-

dollar baby. In fact, although he had
already sold millions of records, Cooper
was an Alice in disasterland.

“He didn't have any money,” says the
46-year-old Padell. “He had just blown
it being nice to people. When he came
to me, he didn't even own a house and
all his furniture was rented.”

All that soon changed. The income
and expenses were tightly controlled,
and before long, Alice Cooper was in
movie tax shelters financing films like
Funny Lady, Shampoo and a host of
others released by Columbia. Then he
got into art, antiques and tax-free munic
ipal bonds. Of course, he's potten
burned occasionally, too: an apartment
complex in Minnesota that went bank-
rupt, an oil venture—and Whiplash, a
cosmetics line that went nowhere.

“But at least he had the other invest-
ments to offset the losses,” says Padell.
“As a business manager, I can only lead
the people to the water. They don’t
always listen to me.”

One of the recurring problems with
someé rock stars, he says, has been in
reconciling their cash flow with their co-
caine flow. One business manager jok-
ingly likes to call this the “deviated
septum” factor. But to Padell, it's no
laughing matter, especially when it comes
to the money. One major artist’s cocaine
bills are currently driving his business
manager to drink. “We looked at the
figures and couldn’t believe them,” the
manager says. “Then we added again.
Five thousand dollars @ day! Some days
fifteen thousand! The guy is very
wealthy, but these are real dollars he's
spending and it’s gotten out of control.
The guy is now beginning to sell off
assets to support the coke. It’s crazy. And
he'll be the guy who cries foul when he’s
got nothing; but the bottom line is that
he's ripped himself off.”

“My phone is constantly ringing,”
Padell laments, “with calls from stars
who want me to manage their money
after they've lost it. It’s too bad some-
times. But if we can get in there early
enough, we can often save them.”

A few blocks away, the phones are
also ringing for David Krebs. He is
only 40, but rock 'n’ roll made him
middle-aged crazy at least eight years ago.
Along with partner Steve Leber, Krebs
runs one of the more successful music-
management firms in the country. What
keeps him going isn't just the records
or the concert tours but the brave new
world of tie-ins—muil-order merchan-
dise, posters, T-shirts and tour books on
the stars he manages.

Krebs runs a high-energy office to sup-
port all of these ancillary projects, and
the only thing relaxed about his opera-
tion is the small green-fabric alligator
resting comfortably above the pm:kel, an

(continued on page 264)
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cavTioN: This portion of the magazine may result in an
overload of the sensual circuits. And you can see why. We
kicked oft the Eighties by introducing you to 12 of the most
beautiful women who ever ventured within camera range.
Here's your opportunity to get reacquainted and to witness
the high standards we've established for the decade to come.
Our 1980 gatefold girls have taken time out to tell us where
they've been and where theyTe going, both literally and
figuratively. One answer is the same for all—theyre heading
for the end of the rainbow. You are, too: Just take a look
through this prism and you'll experience some primary pleasure.
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Miss March

Oi1 est Henriette Allais
(left)? Probably sitting
at a sidewalk café in
Paris. She told us that
once she'd learned to
speak French (with a
Georgia drawl), her
transatlantic career
really took off. For
starters, Helmut New-
ton has photographed
Henriette for French
Vogue and she’'s
appeared in Lui maga-
zine. The experience
has whetted her appe-
tite for travel. *‘| want
to go everywhere.”

Miss December

Glad to see Terri
Welles (right) in your
Christmas stocking?
You'll be seeing a lot
more of her—on TV.
Terri is making com-
mercials, modeling
and taking acting
classes in L.A., where
she shares an apart-
ment with Candy
Loving and Sondra
Theodore. Some land-
lords have all the luck.
You can't collect the
rent, but you can
tour the premises in
anupcoming pictorial.






Miss July

The best adjective we
can think of for Teri
Peterson (above right)
is heavenly. Apparent-
ly we’re not alone; Teri
appears in the new
comedy The House of
God. Offcamera, she
is improving herself (is
that possible?) by tak-
ing classes in acting
and design. Little sis-
ter Sherri wants to
make theirs a two-
Playmate family. If
she’s like Teri, Sherri
may well become the
center of attention.

Miss September

Lisa Welch (left) is all
shook up. She got that
way from riding the
bull at Gilley's when
her promotional tour
took her to Houston.
Other things are jump-
ing, too—she has a
part in Mel Brooks's
new movie, History of
the World, Part I, and
between jobs and au-
ditions, she’'s been
unpacking boxes as a
result of her move to
L.A. Despite all that,
she managed to getin
a month of camping.

Miss June

Our diminutive Miss
June, Ola Ray (below
right), has bren in
continuous demand
for commercials and
modeling jobs. The
people at Johnson
Products have found
irrepressible Ola irre-
sistible for their ad
campaigns. But she's
looking for a break in
the action—Ola has a
_real yen to visit Japan,
where she began her
showbiz career in a
rock-'n’-roll revue
with her brothers.







Miss October

*“| grew up on a horse. | dream of owning a ranch and raising
Morgans or Arabians.” But if that doesn’t happen, Mardi Jacquet
says she’ll be just as happy raising a whole bunch of kids. “I'm an
old-fashioned girl—the man in my life is the most important thing.”
If you'd like to qualify as either husband or ranch hand, you'll
212 have totake up residence in Arizona—Mardi is adamant about that.




'l
’
L . e -abr'ﬁ.*

Miss November

Obviously, we don't have to sing Jeana Tomasino's praises. She
sings better than we do, anyway. As one of the Singing Playmates,
Jeana has been calling on all her talents, which include juggling
time. She managed to swing a week off to be the guest of super-
singer Kenny Rogers and his family aboard their new boat. Look
for Jeana as a vestal virgin in History of the World, Part I, too. 213






Miss May

We don’t want to leave
you up in the air about
Martha Thomsen
(above left). She has
forsaken her job as
flight attendant to
devote more time to
modeling. She's still
logging in lots of air
time, though —her ca-
reer has recently tak-
en her to Italy, France
and Germany. On this
side of the ocean,
Martha appears in the
January Cosmo, dem-
onstrating exercises
to keep one in shape.

Miss August

Perfectionis a rara avis,
hard to capture. It can
be done, though. David
Wynne's sculpture of
Victoria Cooke (right),
to be unveiled at the
opening of Playboy’'s
Atlantic City complex,
proves it. You'll also
be able to see Victoria
hang gliding, water-
skiing, surfing, dan-
gling from the end of a
parachute and gener-
ally living the good life
in The Bounty Girls—
filmed in Hawaii, Vic-
toria’s natural habitat.

Miss April

If we could just tap
into Liz Glazowski’'s
(below left) personal
power supply, we'd be
on our way to solving
the energy crisis. Liz
is up at 7:30 every
morning and then off
and running—literally.
She has been doing
promotional tours
from Alaska to Ja-
pan—‘‘traveling like
crazy''—playing lots of
tennis, and has joined
Screen Actors Guild.
We expect to see her
in the flicks in 1981.
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Miss January

According to Gig
Gangel (left), there's
no place like Texas.
Not even Hurricane
Allen, billed as the big-
gest storm of the cen-
tury, could convince
her to move on, al-
though South Padre
Island, where Gig
parks her surfboard,
was directly in the path
of its 80-mph winds.
Gig is looking for a
C&Wband in search of
a singer. Meanwhile,
she promises to teach
us the Texas two-step.

Miss February

When we called to
check on Sandy Cagle
(right), she said, *'Talk
to you later—my sister
just went into labor
and I'm driving her to
the hospital.”” Aunt
Sandy (it was a boy)
would be a good chauf-
feur under such cir-
cumstances—she’'s
always calm and soft-
spoken. After traveling
around the country,
smiling for the camera
and autographing her
centerfold, she’s back
home in Wisconsin.
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' When we were looking for someone to repre-
sent the body politic on our November cover,
we decided to be democratic. The majority of
%, votes went to Mardi Jacquet (below), our Oc-
'® ' tober Ploymate and unconventional delegote.

PLAYBOY

ENTERTANMEMNT FOR MM

THE N OF

lkswozolg Zil (obove) obligingly provides an | mM In the scene obove from The House of

autogroph for a fon during her tour of Jopan. | THE u.s. GOVERNMENT God, due to be releosed this month,

Just kidding—it’s really Liz Glazowski. Japan’s | TEN PAGES OF UNIMPEACHABLE BEAUTY Charles Haid expresses an understand-

PLAYBOY is read from right to left, but the | ably heclthy interest in July Playmate

gatefold girl is still the center of attention. Teri Peterson. Breathe deeply and relax.
- - =" | r'j

At left, Victoria Cooke poses for The lady in Lederhosen above is
London sculptor Dovid Wynne, who  Sandy Cagle, appropriotely dressed
hos been commissioned to create a  and lifting a stein to celebrate Ok-
fountain to serve as a focal point for  toberfest at Pabst Brewery’s Sterne-
Playboy's new Atlantic City complex.  wirt Room in Milwaukee. Ein prosif.




When you hike to the store and spot this
poster of Martha Thomsen next to the
Olympia beer, it's a cinch you'll be moti-
vated to return for more. A cose of good
psychology foom-enting good business?
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Texas’ Gulf Coast had some real dog-day
afterncons lost summer, but Gig Gangel
managed to stay cool. Gig and her Dober-
man don't venture far out in the fall,
when the water teems with mating sharks.
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When on art director at Johnson Products
discovered Ola Roy in the June pLavBOY, a
logicol sequence of events led to Ola’s dis-
covering herself on retail shelves (above).
Is this what's known as the pyramid effect?

Director Michael Crich-
ton (left), who has been
scouting talent for his
new film, The Looker,
takes a loock through
Terri Welles's sizable
portfolio. Seems to us
Terri is a logical can-
didate for the title role.
Cast away, Crichton.

Henriette Allais says
America’s the best, but
the City of Light hos
enficed her anywoy.
Below, we bid farewell
to Miss Morch as she
leaves LAX for Paris.

The Frisco kid is now an LA. lady. Septem-
ber Playmate Lisa Welch was an Army brat
who never stoyed in one place for very long.
The lotest recurrence of wonderlust incited
Llisa to pock her fivte and head south.

Sometimes we actually enjoy watching com-
mercials. Case in point: Jeana Tomasino
in Ditto Jeans (above). The Homilton od
ogency supplied us with a video tope so we
could play it agoin and again and. . . .




the case of the girl who gave away her slipper

THERE WAS A YOUNG MAN named Chang
who, inheriting a great deal of money
from his parents, began to spend it on
pretty ladies for hire.

Just when spring had brought all the
flowers to bloom on the banks of the Lake
of the West, he was walking there to
join some of his idle friends and a
large company of singing girls for a
day of boating. As he approached the
city gate, he chanced to look at a certain
window of a certain house.

Out of the window, a beautiful girl
looked at him as she held back the cur-
tain. In her clear, serene face, there
was a troubling charm.

All through the golden afterncon of
peach blossoms and song and wine and
blue waters, Chang was far away and
melancholy.

He went back to the house that night
when the streets were empty and the
moon shone brightly. The girl was stand-
ing at her window.

Chang drew out his scarlet handker-
chief and made it into the knot known
as the union of hearts and threw it
up to her. She caught it deftly and
looked at it. Suddenly, she threw some-
thing down to him and he saw that it

220 was her small, embroidered slipper. A

rough voice called from somewhere in-
side the house. Immediately, she dis-
appeared.

L ]

Chang knew one of those canny old
women who could manage anything. Her
name was Mother Lu. The next morn-
ing, he went to see her.

“Can you manage something delicate
for me and keep silent about it?” he
asked.

“Silence is silver,” she said. “To begin
with, five ounces.”

“Very well,” he said, “and five more
ounces of silence when the matter is
accomplished.” He explained his wishes.

When he had finished, she laughed.
“Yes, I know the family. Their name is
P’an. They have one daughter of seven-
teen and her name is Eternal Life. That
little witch! So she is a wild flower ready
to be plucked! Aha!l But it won't be easy.
There are no servants to bribe and the
father keeps a sharp eye on his daughter.”

Nevertheless, Mother Lu took the lit-
tle slipper and the silver. Two days
later, when the father was away, Lu went
to the P'an house selling flowers. They
were so splendid that the mother and
daughter let her in so that they could
admire them.

ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HOLLANO

“I could never afford to buy marvels
like these,” said the mother.

“Oh, these are mediocre,” said Lu,
“but I have some others.” She took from
her basket a truly incomparable bouquet.
“Perhaps you have some tea?" she asked.

“I've forgotten my manners,” the
mother said, and went off to prepare tea.

In the meantime, Mother Lu showed
the girl the slipper.

“T bring this from a certain lord called
Chang. He is very rich. His love is as
deep as the sea. He must come to see you.”

Eternal Life said, “I, too, feel a soft-
ness. But my father has silent feet.”

“Retire early,” said Lu. “At the third
watch, quietly open your window, twist
a strong cloth, tie it well and let it down
from your window. 1 shall not say what
happens next. At the fifth watch, Lord
Chang will be gone.”

“Tomorrow night, then!” exclaimed
the girl. “Here, take both slippers and
bid him give them back to me in my
room.”

But when Mother Lu sought Chang
that day and the next, she could not find
him at home. On the third day, he was
still absent. The truth was that Chang,
though he had not forgotten his undy-
ing love for Eternal Life, had taken a



from the tales of Hsing Shih heng yen, 1627

vacation in the house of Flower-in-the-
Mist, a young woman capable of coiling
and uncoiling her legs in some truly
remarkable ways.

One morning after Chang returned,
he was summoned to court.

The magistrate scowled at him and
said, “You have entered into an intrigue
with P'an’s daughter. And now you are
charged with the murder of her mother
and father.”

Chang had no strength of heart. His
face turned white as frost, his body shook
and he stammered, “"But 1 have never
entered her house.”

The magistrate thundered, “She has
just confessed to a recent relationship
with you. How can you deny it?”

The bewildered Chang could say noth-
ing. In disgust, the magistrate called on
the officers of the court to apply the tor-
ture buskin to Chang.

A child who has always been wrapped
in the finest muslin and gauze, a young
man who has grown up feeling nothing
but the touch of silk and brocade—what
does he do when the torture boot is on
his leg? He screams.

“I confess everything!” Chang ex-
claimed.

The magistrate ordered, “Give him
ten strokes of the heavy bamboo and cast
him into the death cell.”

It was lucky for Chang that his jailers
were sensitive to the difference between
rich and poor. The bamboo barely whis-
pered against his back; they held him as
if he were a butterfly as they led him off.
“Oh, Sir, how could you do such a
thing?” they asked.

“My dear brothers,” Chang said. “It
is true that I desired this girl. It is not
true that I ever met her. How could I
possibly be a murderer on her account?
Tell me what happened.”

°

It seemed that that very morning,
Eternal Life had wakened to a silent
house. She had been puzzled and had
gone from the ground-floor room where
she had spent the night up the stairs to
her parents’ room. She had opened the
door and stepped into a lake of blood.

She ran screaming to the house of a
neighbor. The district police chief was
called. He found the man and wife in-
side their bed curtains, stiff in death.
Their throats had been cut.

When Eternal Life was taken before
the magistrate, he questioned her
shrewdly. “You are very beautiful. How
old are you? Aren't you betrothed yet?”

“I am seventeen and I am still free.”

“And you sleep on the ground floor
with barred windows while your parents
have their bedroom in the upper story.
I find this curious.”

“It has always been the opposite. But

just yesterday, they decided to make the
change.”

Suddenly, the magistrate struck his
table violently and said, “You have had
relattons with a man, your parents
learned of it; thus, they changed your
sleeping room—and for some reason,
your lover killed them and left you to
take the blame."”

The girl turned red. then pale, but
she refused to admit any of those things.
At a sign from the governor, a guard
seizedd her and slipped a torture instru-
ment, a pair ol iron nippers, over her
delicate hand.

As the jaws began to crush her fingers,
she cried out, “Mercy! I confess that I
have a lover.”

“"What is his name?”

“He is the Lord Chang.” Then she
fainted.

L]

In prison now, Chang reflected on
this accusation and determined to find
out the truth. He offered his jailers 20
ounces of silver to take him to Eternal
Life.

He looked through the grille of her
doorway and saw her doubled up and
weeping.

“Dishonorable and ungrateful’” he
said. “You made me mad with love for
you. Why should you first kill your
parents and then bring about my death?
So stop that unhelpful aying and let us
iry to clear up the mystery.”

“Oh, murderer,” she saidd, “didn’t you
truly confess before the judgez”

“Only because my foolish body can-
not stand torture. Tell me what hap-
pened after Mother Lu visited you.™

"We arranged everything for the next
night. You came and gave me back my
slippers and we made love. And you
came back every night until. . . ."”

Chang thought deeply. “So you must
know my voice and my body very com-
pletely. Look at me as hard as you can
and think. Am I in every way the same
as | was in the night?”

“You seem”—she faltered—"perhaps a
little smaller. But it was always dark,
and how can I be sure?” She paused.
“But I would always know you by the
round scar, like a coin, on your right
shoulder.”

“Aha!" Chang turned to the two jail-
ers. “You have heard what she said. Now
will you please examine my shoulder?"”

They crowded forward to do so, be-
cause, after ali, 20 ounces of silver is 20
ounces—and dead men pay few bills.
They were pleased to find Chang’s shoul-
der quite unblemished.

L]

When Mother Lu had suffered 40

strokes of the bamboo and her thighs

Ribald Classic

were covered with blood, she was able to
recall everything the magistrate asked
about. She recalled that when she re-
turned to the wineshop after her visit
with the Aowers. she had found her son,
Wau-han, there. She recalled that Wu-han
had discovered the slippers, had held
them up to the light, exclaiming, “Ho,
ho? Whose pretty little feet fit these?'”

“Give them back!” Lu had answered.
“There is much money in those shoes.”
And then she had had to explain the
whole marter.

Wu-han shook his head and averred
that P'an might cause much trouble—
Mother Lu grew afraid and said that
she ought to return the money to Chang,
in that case. Nonsense, Wu-han argued,
they would simply tell Chang that there
had been a failure.

L]

By the light of the moon, Wu-han
headed for the P'an house. Under his
arm, he carried the two slippers.

It was all very easy. Up the twisted
cloth and over the window sill, and the
hard-breathing girl was in his arms. And
then he was in her bed.

At dawn, Wu-han rose stealthily and
departed.

Thus it went for several nights. But
twice in the darkness, the parents heard
the window creak. They became suspi-
cious and decided to change rooms with
their daughter. They would occupy her
bedroom and she would sleep in the
locked and barred lower-floor room.

All might still have been well if
Wu-han had not carried a knife with
him as protection. On the fatal night,
he found no cloth to climb, but, persist-
ing, he found a ladder nearby.

Panting, he climbed in the window.
He perceived that Eternal Life had
fallen asleep waiting for him. He
stripped off his clothes and approached
the curtained bed—when suddenly he
caught the sound of two people breath-
ing. He stood there, shaking with anger.
He peered through the crack in the cur-
tains. It was only too true. Another man
had come to her in the night. Wu-han
reached for his knife. He was very good
at cutting throats.

L]

Now, here was the final verdict of the
court:

Wu-han was condemned to death by
slow torture.

Eternal Lile was strangled.

Mother Lu was strangled.

Chang, whose lecherous heart had be-
gun the whole business, was nearly ruined
by a heavy fine. Thereafter, he kept to
his study and one day he died of a lassi-
tude and a languor.

—Retold by Charles Chandu ﬂ 221
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1981 EPA estimates for Dodge Colt Hatchback and Plymouth

1091 E e .- Champ with 1400 cc engine and 4-speed manual

1496 AT way d I\ transmission. Use this number io;:dunpari-
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1980. Engineering innovation has made it a leader again. e wil probebly -

That same tradition of engineering innovation has e i
also placed Mitsubishi-built cars among the leaders in o T
1 8 1

performance, handling and comfort.

No auto maker is more aware that fuel economy
must be the key consideration in designing cars for the
19807s. Yet Mitsubishi designers and
engineers realize that cars should be a
pleasure to drive as well.

At Mitsubishi, our answer is to
design with innovation—from the

MIT.MSUBISHI inside out.

EXCLUSIVE
MCA-JET SYSTEM.

This exclusive engine desi
features a third, or “jet,” valve
that injects an extra swirl of air
into the combustion chamber
to provide unexcelled fuel
economy as well as lively
performance. Nothing like it
exists in any other car
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FWD, MITSUBISHI-STYLE.
Front-wheel drive means more than just a flat floor. Transverse engine

means more passenger room. Normally positioned pedals mean less ‘ 4 _dri

e . A e o St e el WD Chrysler’s new front-wheel-drive
ck-in" effect when comering. Rack-and-pinion steering and special - I

alignment technique eliminate the ‘11eavy’ steering of many FWD cars, K cars DOdge Aries and

while retaining the right ‘road feel - ey Plymouth Reliant—offer,

as optional equipment,
Mitsubishi’s high performance,
4-cylinder, 2.6-liter engine
with MCA-JET system.

MITSUBISHI BUILTCARSARE SOLD EXCLUSIVELY AT
CHRYSLER-PLYMOUTH AND DODGE DEALERSHIPS.
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artists and photographers whose contributions were judged by our

BOYS ANNUATL AWWA

announcing the prize-wimmng authors,

staff to be the past year’s most outstanding

WRITING

Best Major Work

Best Short Story
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ASA BABER wins the Best Short Story prize
for Popaogeno (May), o taut tale about an Ivy
League killer hiding out in o California desert.
This is the third rLaAYBOY oword for the multi-
foceted Bober. He previously snored two top
nonfiction honors (the most recent being lost
year) for his tough investigative reporting.

Best New Contributor: Fiction

JOHN LE CARRE brought
George Smiley out of retire-
ment in his latest spy thriller
and ninth novel, Smiley’s
People. In this best seller,
Smiley, the former Chief of the
British Secret Service, returned
to duty and stalked o long-
time Soviet odversary. Qur
prize-winning excerpt (Janu-
ary) followed the detective as
he investigoted the murder of
on elderly Russian defector.
This was not Le Carré’s first
appearance in PLAYBOY, nor his
first award-winning fiction. He
previously took the hanars in
this cotegary for aur excerpt
of The Honourable Schoclboy.

W

DS

PHILIP K. DICK walks away with the New
Cantributor's award far Frozen Journey (De-
cember), o hounting story cbout ane space
traveler thrust into ten years of semicanscious-
ness—ond stuck with reliving bad memories—
when his suspension chamber malfune-
tions. It's nat far those prone to nightmares.




ONCE A YEAR, we honor those who produce the most remarkable examples of what this magazine is all about: great
articles, fiction, art and photography. In our not-too-humble opinion, selecting the annual award winners amounts
to looking for the best of the best, the sterling of the silver. It's not a simple task: Back issues are reread, galleys
for forthcoming articles are passed around; and artwork, cartoons and photographs are ruthlessly scrutinized for style
and perfection. Everyone's relicved, of course, when it's all over, but it’s a good sort of fatigue, because the end result is
a double dollop of praise—both financial and ego-boosting—to a lot of deserving people. The monetary award is
a $1000 hedge against inflation—and alter that’s gone, there's also an award medallion to look at, perhaps as an
inspiration for the next year’s assignments. Our warmest congratulations to all and sincere thanks for a job well done.

Best Nonfiction

DAVID BLACK claims the Best
Nonfiction prize for April’s arti-
cle Medicine and the Mind, in
which he hypothesized that ill-
ness moy depend on our stote
of mind. While his piece went
beyond the phenomenon of
psychosomatic illness, Black ex-
plored thot subject firsthand:
During his research, David com-
ploined of severe abdominal
pain. Noturclly, he concluded
that the upset was caused by
“'digesting” the mossive amounts
of research clogging his office.
There he was, in mid-project,
hoist with his own petard. We
hove o feeling this prize might
be just the bromide he needed.

AND |
THE MIND |
himpre |
e o

¥

Best Humor Best New Contributor: Nonfiction

8 )
NORA GALLAGHER emerges as Best New

BRUCE FEIRSTEIN corners the Humor oword

with his helpful insights into Etiquette for the
Eighties, which appeared in May. Among his
dos and don’ts for the emerging social order
was a polite solution for two men who desire
the some womon—a ménage a frois. Thot's cer-
toinly more civilized thon pistols in an alley.

Contributor: Nonfiction for last Januory’s The
Son Francisco Experience, Gallagher went
underground to explore that city’s teeming gay
community and discovered a new phenom-
enon, the straight backlosh, which she expe-
rienced while masquerading as a goy mon.




ILLUSTRATION

Best Nonfiction Illustration
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By HARRY IIURT 100

Best Fiction lHustration

SANDRA HENDLER secures the Nonfiction
lllustration award for her pudgy depiction of
billionaire bullion baron Melson Bunker Hunt,
up to his knees in silver. That turned out to
be the case in Harry Hurt IlI’'s September
piece, Silverfinger. Hendler's portrait of Hunt
was no more inflated than the silver market.

& SPECIAL AWARD )

PAT NAGEL's crisp graphics have illustrated The
Playboy Advisor since 1975 and dozens of pieces of
his work have accompanied articles and other features
in the magazine in recent years. You may call it
New Wave graphics or, perhaps, just art of great
simplicity. Whatever, Nagel is one of the mast imi-
tated artists in America today and his work is avail-
able at many galleries. A Los Angeles resident and
graduate of Chouinard Art Institute (now California
Institute of the Aris), Nogel plans ta move to France
next spring. After you examine this month's Advisor
illustration, take a look at the artwork for ocur fashion
feature The Tomorrow Show, also by Nagel. We hope
you like what you see and join us in anficipating
more by Nagel coming up in future issues of pLAYEOY.

-

>/ | : 4
MEL ODOM nails down the Fiction lllustration
award for his two-part illustration accompany-
ing September's excerpt from Tom Robbins’
new novel, Still Life with Woodpecker. Odom,
a regular pLAYBOY contributor, has had his
work showcased at several museums, includ-
ing the Cooper-Hewitt and the Chrysler.

PHOTOGRAPHY

Best Playmate Pictorial

POMPEO POSAR aond KEN MARCUS loy
claim to the Best Playmate Pictorial for their
photos of September Playmate Lisa Welch.
Marcus collected the same award in 1978 for
photos of Janis Schmitt. Posar, a PLaysoy Staff
Photographer since 1960, just finished another
delightful assignment: Girls of the Adriatic.




CARTOONS

Best Color Cartoon

S A

e =0 -
JOHN DEMPSEY caoptures the honors for Best
Color Cartoon. His hilarious commentaries on
California lifestyles have been a PLAYBOY staple
since 1954. Dempsey’s strip Holistic Harry, under
the pen name J. Delmar, regularly appears in
Playboy Funnies. Like fine California Chardon-
nay, Dempsey just gets better and better with time.

Best Black-and-White Cartoon

“My otrn litile solar panei—atoring
up heal untdl necded™

BRIAN SAVAGE gets the nod for the year's
best Black-and-White Cartoon. Savage, who
poid for his art school education by caddieing
on weekends, has been a member of the pLAYBROY
family since 1961. He says, “I’'m flattered to re-
ceive this award. pLAveoy has bought some of my
funniest work.” Of course, we know a gaed thing!

Best Pictorial Essay

: e
- P R e ]
DAVID CHAN ond NICHOLAS DE SCIOSE
share the Best Pictarial Essoy award for Sep-
tember’s Girls of the Southwest Conference, a
dazzling display af ten-gallan pulchritude from
Texas and neighboring states. Veterans of the
Girls of . . . series, the pair also worked to-
gether on this month’s Honky-fonk Angels.

Best Service Pictorial—Travel

RICHARD FEGLEY laiches anta the prize for
Besl Service Pictorial—Travel for his February
feature, To Paris—with Love and the Concorde,
which whisked him to Paris via a Concarde jet.
This prize is nothing new for our peripatetic Staff
Phatagrapher wha last year won Best Pictorial
Essay far a feature on the mavie Moonraker.




(continued from page 149)

“No other spirit presents the intense, complex
bouquet and staying power that cognac offers.”

of Rhode Island called the Charente
and Charente-Maritime départements.
Cognac sits squarely in the center and
lends its name to the celebrated brandy
of the region. There’s no mistaking this
place—you’d know you were there even
blindfolded. The subtle, seductive ardme
du cognac enfolds it like a benevolent
aura, and aroma 1s what cognac’s all
about. One’s first awareness of cognac,
any cognac, is of the heady bouquet.
You don’t drink the stulf so much as
breathe it. In fact, passionate cognaco-
philes can tease a prime sample for a
half hour or more—swirling and sniffing,
patiently probing for shy nuances, cajol-
ing the regal spirit into surrendering its
innermost. depths of perfume before, fi-
nally, imbibing the lambent elixir.

No other spirit presents the intense,
complex, suffusing bouquet and staying
power that cognac offers. But why, of all
places, should this unprepossessing spot
on the globe be midwife to such a super-
lative product? The cognagais, with be-
coming modesty, give the credit to le
Bon Dieu for providing all the natural
clements required for cognac. 1f so, God
truly moves in mysterious ways His won-
ders to perform. The chalky soil, loaded
with lime and pebbles, is about as lertile
as the sandbox in a kids™ playground. It
wouldn’t grow a decent radish. The vines
are scraggly, yielding dismal, acidic, low-
alcohol wines—scarcely fit to drink. Yet,
by some strange alchemy, this surly brew
1s transformed into the singular nectar
known to the world as cognac.

The unique distillation is a factor.
Everything is geared 1o heightening the
organoleptic impact of the linal product.
French law dictates that distillation must
be completed by March 31, while the
wine is in its bloom of youth—fruity and
unoxidized. The wine is neither filtered
nor racked but distilled on its lees, so
that none of the minute, flavor-giving
particles are lost. Most pertinent is the
stubborn adherence to the alembic still,
an inefficient medieval instrument with
but one saving grace—it retains more of
the essential favor components than
sleek, modern column stills. Though ex-
acting, the procedure is quite simple.
Wine is heated in an onion-shaped pot
until it vaporizes. The steamy vapors are
run through a coiled copper pipe, or
serpentine, then condensed back to
liquid form by the application of cold
water. At this point, it is rank and
murky, with only a 28 percent alcohol

298 <content—56 proof. If you're curious

about what the original Dbrandy of
Charente was like, it was this brouills,
or first distillation. It wasn’t until. late
in the 16th Century that cognac ap-
proached its present form, when a com-
pulsive producer, intent on capturing
l'dme du vin—the soul of wine—intro-
duced the idea of a second distillation.
La Dbonne chauffe merely repeats the
process, running the spirit through the
alembic again, but this time it comes off
clear, with 70 percent alcohol, compared
with 28 percent lor the brouillis.

So a primitive double distillation is
one of the lundamentals of cognac. An-
other is antiquity, and that’s where the
great merchant houses enter the picture.
Only they can afford the lengthy aging
in casks, the venerable blending stocks
and the three to five percent evaporation
loss every year. This emission, called the
“angels’ share,” equals the total annual
cognac consumption in the United
States, a staggerig swig—Dbut unavoid-
able. Cognac ages only in wood, not in
glass, no matter how long it stays in the
bottle. Only Limousin or Troncais oak
i1s permatted, 1deally cut from 100-year-
old wrees, and it's a question as to which
contributes more—the wood or the wine.
Casks are juggled and the brandy trans-
ferred periodically o ger the optimum
level of extract mto cach batch. A young
distillate usually spends some time in
new cooperage, but within a year, it is
transferred to old barrels. Lesser grades
are given more tme in new oak and the
better cuvédes moved quickly into sea-
soned casks. The type of cask is also
related to the style desired. Firms mar-
keting light, delicate, less tannic cognacs
use virtually all seasoned barrels.

The virtuosos of cognac are the
maitres de chais, and their skills—passed
from generation to generation—may be
the most important ingredient in a bot-
tle. The major shippers maintain huge
inventories Irom different zones, vine-
yards and years, including vintages that
predate the United States of America.
These rarities are stored in glass demi-
johns, not oak, to prevent further evap-
oration and excessive woodiness. 1t is
the master’s job to fashion this kaleido-
scope of flavors and aromas into a
harmonious blend. If a TV camera were
smuggled into a master blender’s quar-
ters, it would show an urbane gentleman
in a business suit, seated behind a desk,
not unlike a high-powered corporate
attorney. Instead of legal tomes, his walls
are lined with a reference library of

bottles. More than likely, he’ll be swirl-
ing brandy in a blue, four-ounce tulip-
shaped glass barely one third full. There
are sound reasons for every apparently
random detail. Swirling liberates the
bouquet; blue glass masks the color of
the sample so it won't affect perceptions.
Even the size of the glass is calculated.
It's casier to warm cognac in a small
glass that fits comfortably in the hand,
thus releasing more vapors. Nothing is
left to chance.

With total concentration on the con-
tents, the blender thrusts his nose into
the glass and inhales searchingly. His
educated proboscis will pick up any off
flavor, in which event the entire lot is
discarded. Another quick snilf grades
and positions the brandy and a few
drops on the tongue confirm the
olfactory judgment. Swallowing is con-
sidered bad lorm, except when the sam-
ple under consideration is a grand
seignenr. After the brandy is expelled,
the finish, or aftertaste, is noted. Is it
harsh or bitter? Balanced? Does it break
up quickly or linger persistently on the
palate, filling the mouth with waves of
intriguing  flavors?  After forming his
opinions, the master prepares his cuvée,
selecting this sample for its aroma, that
one for fimesse or elegance, yet another
for body—like a weaver choosing strands
for a tapestry. And, like an exquisite
tapestry, the finished blend will be a
complete, integrated work of art.

The care lavished on the contents of
a boutle doesn’t carry over to labels,
which secem to be the handiwork of a
Philadelphia lawyer. With several excep-
tions, the jumble of stars and cryptic
initials have no official standing, being
an accumulation of history, wadition
and arude merchandising. The first heav-
enly symbol appeared sometime in the
19th Century after a bountiful harvest—
during which a comet streaked across the
heavens, A star was placed on the label
to commemorate both events. Next year's
harvest was equally good, so what the
hell—add another star, Pierre, After
that, it was star wars with galactic adorn-
ments aplenty and labels looking more
and more like astrological charts.

The letters VSOP, or variations there-
of, are a tribute to Great Britain’s im-
portance in cognac. They stand for
Very Superior Old Pale. Locals of the
cognac region have their own droll
interpretation, insisting VSOP means
Versez Sans Oublier Personne, or “pour
without omitting anyone.” Friendly,
those Charentais,

Despite its rigid supervision of grow-
ing and production, the Bureau Nation-
al Interprofessionnel du Cognac is not
as strict when it comes to labeling. It's
their contention that a cognac appella-
tion on a label is the ultimate guarantee

(concluded on page 263)
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“Last year I switched to rum.
This year I graduated to the flavor of Myers’s?

-
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"% Drench your orange juice with the one
ruin that dares to be delicious. Myers’s Rum.
In any kind of mixer, even by itself.

The reason? Myers’s master blending.
It makes the rum smootner, softer. For the
ultimate in rum taste. Try Original Dark
Myers’s Rum.

What makes Myers’s precious imported
rum cost more, makes Myers’s taste better.

i

MYERS'S

WORLD FAMOUS
- IMPORTED '

IMPORTED AND BOTTLED BY FRED L. MYERS & SON CO. BALTIMORE, MD

MYERS’S MAKES IT BETTER. Taste how Myers’s improves on cola, soda, tonic, fruit juice. Free Recipe Book:
234 Myers’s Rum Recipe Book, Dept. PB, PO. Box 4605, Westbury, New York 11590. Offer expires December 31, 1981.




PLAYBOY’S PIPELINE

MAN & WOMAN

TIPS ON KEEPING YOUR LIFESTYLE IN HIGH GEAR

TRIAL SEPARATION

Trial separations are cooling-off pe-
riods that help couples in distress de-
termine if they're unhappy because of
or regardless of their relationships. But
they aren’t for everyone. II all your
sweet nothings are tentative at best or
if onc partner’s affections are already
seriously alienated, a temporary separa-
tion only dampens the diminishing
Aame. They are similarly useless for
overly dependent pairs heavily invested
in low-yield shares of the Misery Loves
Company.

Trial separations can benefit mature
individuals who basically want to stay
together but who can't, for the ume
being, remember exactly why. Before
summoning the lawyers and the movers,
they can reprise the joys of single life
and find out just what they'll wind up
missing by way ol companionship, sex and—for both partners
in the age of the two-incomne ménage—money. “I agree to trial
separations when people are on the wrong track and see only
the bad things,” says Ruth Neubauer, a New York marriage
and family therapist. “But only when I fecl they both have
something worth holding en 1o and the relationship is not in

very great danger.”

FAIR TRIALS

An estimated one sixth ol all married couples live apart
temporarily during their marriage. Trial separations, as op-
posed to the afterthe-fact change-of-heart temporaries, are
ones you plan as such in advance. First, agree on a time limit.
A month isn't long enough to get over the initial pangs of
loneliness or, as the case may be, those first heady snorts of
freedom. But a prolonged sojourn in the together/separite
twilight zone can areate more problems than it cures. If a
couple can live apart and like it much longer than six months,
they'll usually live that way happily ever alter.

Although some couples opt for high-fidelity systems, most
anticipate future divorcehood by dating other people. Decide
whether to allow free association or to exclude particular
mndividuals—her sister, your boss—with whom fraternization
would prove particularly incendiary or inconvenient.

Keep communication open. Part of the program is finding
out il you still enjoy each other’s company. Arrange to stay
in close touch, even if it's only a regular Sunday-night phone
call or once-a-week lunch date.

Generally, the male vacates the homestead, taking with him
minimal personal effects. Regardless of who leaves. maintain
the residence as elosely as possible o best [acilitate smooth
re-entry. Il you can’t crash with a sympathetic but noninter-
fering [riend, find a residential hotel or furnished apartment
available on a month-to-month basis. Reside among those of
similar age, interests and suddenly single status.

Other issues to settle in advance include who tells what to
which friends and relatives, who pays the bills and other

minutiae of cohabitation such as bank
accounts, credit cards, pets, magazines
and forwarding of mail. Consulting
lawyers is, at this point, a calculated
risk. On the one hand, lawyers can
blueprint equitable fnancial settle-
ments to forestall potential capital
punishment. On the other hand, rela-
tively amicable separators have been
polarized beyond redemption by the
intrusion of third and fourth parties
for whom, after all, divorce is a bonan-
za and reconciliation a dry well.

Separation contracts written and
signed by both partners can be effective
alternatives to premature legal inter-
vention. Under a counselor's super-
vision, the couple hammers out the
details of dissolution, from car pay-
ments to days at the tennis club to sex
with each other. The subsequent sepa-
ration contracts can be legally binding
and those negotiations can provide a preview of the stress and
strain of a real divorce.

THE VERDICT IS YOURS

The trial-separation process consists of a battle of the aph-
orisms: Absence makes the heart grow fonder versus Out of
sight, out of mind. To let the process run its course, keep your
mind—and your eyes—wide open. Don’t dwell on the multi-
farious ways she done you wrong; sow yourself a wild oat. The
point of the exercise is to simulate life after divorce. Your
marriage may not have been made in heaven, but separation
doesn’t have to be a journey into hell.

John and Nancy Adam, authors of Divorce: How and When
to Let Go, advise that when the predetermined trial period
expires, you answer these leading questions: “Do I feel that
life has moved in a positive direction since I have been sep-
arated? Is my lifestyle apart helping me reach my goals and
attain my needs (interpersonal, vocational, financial or recrea-
tional) more than I was able to meet them within my marriage?
Would I marry my partner today if we were not currently
maitied? Have we shared enjoyable times together since living
apart, or has it been more of the same unhappiness?”

Marriage counselors estimate that slightly more than half of
the couples who provisionally separate like it. When they
stay apart, it's often because one partner has never sincerely
considered reconciling and has used the trial as pretense for
getung a foor out the door. Often, though, the ordeal of sep-
aration generates its own verdict. According to Daniel Gold-
stine of the Berkeley Therapy Institute, "Anxiety about a
nebulous future, the financial strain of supporting two house-
holds, the advent of new lovers, all increase the friction be-
tween partners until reconciliation becomes unthinkable.”

Trial separations are not always effective or appropriate
and they occasionally kill what they seek to cure. As for mature
individuals who have lost that loving feeling but still want to
give it their best shot, to them we say: Trial separations—
don’t leave home without them. —THEODORE FISCHER
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"OR RO R Imm (conlinued from page 154)

“If movies are the dreams of the mass culture, then
horror movies are the nightmares.”

standpoint, Lutz himself (James Brolin)
apparently falls out of love with his
wife (Margot Kidder) and begins to
develop a meaningful relationship with
his ax. Before things are done, we are
drawn to the inescapable conclusion that
he is tuning up for something more than
splitting wood.

Stripped of its distracting elements
(a puking nun, Rod Steiger shamelessly
overacting as a priest who is just dis
covering the Devil after 40 years or so
as a man of the cloth. and Margot
Kidder doing calisthenics in a pair of
bikini panties and one white stocking),
The Amityulle Horror is a perfect exam-
ple of the tale to be told around the
campfire. All the teller really has to do
is to keep the catalog of mexplicable
events in the correct order. so that un-
ease esailates into outright lear.

All of which brings us around to the
real watchspring  of  Amatywille  and
the reason it works as well as it does:
The picture’s subtext is one ol economic
uncase, and that i1s a theme that director
Stuart Rosenberg plays on constantly.
In terms ol the times—I18 percent fla-
tion, mortgage rates out ol sight, gaso-
line selling at a cool 5140 a gallon—
The Amityville Horvor, like The Exor-
cist, could not have come along at a
more ()I)l)()l'lll“l: moment.

This breaks through most cearly in
a scenc that is the film’s only moment
of wue and honest drama, a brief vi-
gnette that parts the clouds of hokum
like a sunray on a drizzly afternoon.
The Lutz [amily is preparing to go
to the wedding of Kathleen Lutz's young-
er brother (who looks as il he might
be all of 17). They are, of course, in
the Bad House when the scene takes
place. The younger brother has lost the
S1500 that is due the caterer and is in
an understandable agony of panic and
(fl]]l)ill.'l';i?i!inll’nl 5

Brolin says he’ll write the caterer
a check, which he does, and later he
stands off the angry caterer, who has
specified cash only in a halbwhispered
washiroom argument while the wedding
party whoops it up outside. After the
wedding, Lutz turns the living room ol
the Bad House upside down looking for
the lost money, which has now become
his money, and the only way of backing
up the bank paper he has issued the
caterer. Brolin's check may not have
been 100 percent Goodyear rubber, but
in his sunken. purple-pouched eyes, we
see a man who doesn’t really have the
moncy any morce than his hapless broth-

er-in-law does. Here is a man tottering
on the brink of his own financial crash.

He finds the only trace under the
couch: a bank money band with the
numerals sso0 stamped on it. The band
lics there on the rug, tauntingly empty.
“Where is i1?” Brolin screams, his voice
vibrating with anger, frustration and
fear. At that one moment. we hear the
ring of Waterford, clear and wue—or,
il you like, we hear that one quiet
phrase of pure music in a film that is
otherwise all crash and bash.

Evervthing that The Amityville Hor-
ror does well 15 summed up in that
scene. Its implications touch on every-
thing about the house’s most obvious
and msidious elfect—and also the only
one that seems empirically undeniable:
Little by little, it is ruining the Lutz
lamily financially. The movie might
as well have been subtitled *“T'he Horror
ol the Shrinking Bank Account.” It's
the more prosaic fallout of the place
where so many haunted-house storics
start. “It's on the marker for a song.”
the realtor says with a big eggsucking
grin. “'It's supposee to be haunted.”

Well, the house that the Lutzes buy
is, indeed, on the market for a song (and
there’s another good moment—all too
short—when Kathleen tells her husband
that she will be the first person in her
large Catholic family to actually own
her own home; “We've always heen rent-
ers,” she says), but it ends up costing
them dearly. At the conclusion. the
house seems to literally tear itsell apare.
Windows crash in. black goop comes
dribbling out ol the walls, the cellar
stairs cave in . . . and I found mysell
wondering not il the Lutz clan would
gct out alive but if they had adequate
homeowner’s insurance.

This is a movie lor every woman who
ever wept over a plugged-up toilet or
a spreading water stain on the ceiling
lrom the upstairs shower; for every man
who ever did a slow burn when the
weight of the snow caused his gutters
to give way: lor every child who ever
jammed his fingers and felt that the
door or window that did the jamming
was out to get him. As horror goes,
Amityuille is pretty pedestrian. 50's beer,
but you can ger dirunk on it.

“Think of the bills,” a woman sitting
behind me in the theater moaned at
one point. I suspeet it was her own bills
she was thinking about. It was impossible
to make a silk puorse out ol this particu-
lar sow’s ear, but Rosenberg at least
manages to give us Qiana, and the main

rcason that people went to see it, I
think, is that The Amityville Horror,
beneath its ghost-story exterior, is really
a financial demolition derby.

Think of the bills, indeed.

.

If movies are the dreams of the mass
culture—one film critic, in [act, has
called watching a movie “dreaming with
one's eyes open”—and if horror movics
are the nightmares of the mass culture.
then many horror movies of recent times
express Americia’s coming to terms with
the possibility ol nuclear annihilation
over political differences.

The contemporary political horror
hlms begin. 1 think, with The Thing
(1951). directed by Christian Nyby and
produced by Howard Hawks (who also
had a hand in the direction, one
suspects). It sears Margaret Sheridan,
Kenneth Tobey and James Arness as
the blood-drinking human carrot {rom
Planet N.

A polar encampment ol soldiers and
scientists discovers a strong magnetic
field emanating from an where
there has been a recent meteor lall:
the field is strong enough to throw all the
elecironic gadgers and girmos oft whack.
Further, a camera designed to start
shooting pictures when and if the nor
mal background-radiation count sudden-
ly goes up has taken photos of an object
that dips. swoops and turns at high
speeds—strange behavior for a metcor.

An expedition is dispatched to the
spot, and it discovers a llying saucer
buried in the ice. The saucer, superhot
on touchdown. meled its way into the
ice, which then rebvoze. leaving only
the tail fin sticking out (thus relieving the
special-effects corps of a potentially big-
budger item). The Army guys, who
demonstrate  lrosthite  of the brain
throughout most of the film, promptly
destroy the extraterrestrial ship while
wying to burn it out of the ice with
thermite.

The occupant (Arness) is saved, how-
ever, amd carted back to the expern-
mental station in a block ol ice. He/it
is placed in a storage shed, under guard.
One ol the guards is so [reaked out by
the thing that he throws a blanket over
it. Unlucky man! Quite obviously. all
his good stars are in rewograde, his bio-
rhythms low and his mental magnctic
poles temporarily reversed. The blanket
he's used is ol the electric vaviety, and
it miraculously melts the ice without
shorting out. The Thing escapes and the
fun begins.

The fun ends about 60 minutes later
with the creature being roasted medium
rare on an electric-sidewalk sort ol thing
that the scientists have set up. A reporta
on the seene sends back the news ol
humankind’s first victory over invaders
from space, and the film fades out, not

Arca
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with a THE EnD title card but with a
question mark.

The Thing is a small movie done on
a low budget. Like Alien, which would
come more than a quarter century later,
it achieves its best effects from feelings
of claustrophobia and xenophobia. But,
as I said before, the best horror movies
will try to get at you on many different
levels, and The Thr'ng is also operating
on a political level. It has grim things
to say about eggheads (and knee-jerk
liberals—in the early Filties, you could
have put an equal-sign between the two)
who would indulge in the crime of ap-
peasement.

The Thing 1s the first movie of the
Fifties to offer us the scientist in the
role of The Appeaser, that creature who
for reasons cither craven or misguided
would open the gates to the Garden of
Eden and let all the evils fly in (as op-
posed, say, to those mad labs proprietors
of the Thirties, who were more than will-
mg to open Pandora’s box and let all
the evils fly out—a major distinction,
though the results are the same). That
scientists should be so constantly vilified
in the technohorror films of the Filties—
a decade that was apparently dedicated
to the idea of turning out a whole
marching corps of men and women in
white lab coats—is perhaps not so sur-
prising when we remember that it was
science that opencd those same gates
so that the atomic bomb could be
brought inté* Eden: first by itsell and
then trundled on missiles.

The average Jane or Joe during those
spooky eight or nine years that lollowed
the surrender of Japan had extremely
schizoid feclings about science and sci-
entists—recognizing the need for them
and, at the same time, loathing the
things they had let in forever. On the
onc hand. the average Jane or Joe had
lound a new pal, that neat litde all-
round guy, Reddy Kilowatt: on the
other hand. before getting into the first
reel of The Thing, they had to watch
newsreel footage as an Army mock-up ol
a town just like theirs was vaporized in
a nuclear lurnace.

Robert Cornthwaite plays the appeas-
ing scientist in The Thing, and we hear
from his lips the first verse of a psalm
that any filmgoer who grew up in the
Fifties and Sixties became familiar with
very quickly: "We must preserve this
creature for science.” The second verse
goes: “If it comes from a society more
advanced than ours, it must come in
peace. I we can only establish commu-
nications with it, and find out what it
wants i

Twice, the hlm's conclusion,
Cornthwaite is hauled away by soldiers;
at the climax, he breaks free of his
puards and faces the creature with his

ncar

93g hands open and empty. He begs it to

communicate with him and to see that
he means it no harm. The creature
stares at him lor a long, pregnant mo-
ment - . . and then bats him casually
aside, as you or I might swat a mosquito.
The medimn-rare roasting on the electric
sidewalk follows.

Now. I'm only a journeyman writer
and T will not presume to teach history
here. I will point out that the Ameri-
cans of that time were perhaps more
paranoid about the idea of appeasement
than at any other time belore or since.
The dreadful humiliation of Neville
Chamberlain and England’s resulting
close squeak at the beginning of Hitler's
war was still very much with those
Americans, and why not? It had all
happened only 12 years prior to The
Tling's release, and even Americans
who were just turning 21 in 1951 could
remember it all very clearly. The moral
was simple—such appeasement doesn't
work; you gotta cut ‘em if they stand
and shoot 'em if they run. Otherwise,
they’ll take you over a bite at a time
(and in the case of the Thing, you
could take that literally).

If all this seems much too heavy a
cargo for a modest little fright flick like
The Thing to bear, remember that a
man’s point of view is shaped by the
events he experiences and that his poli-
tics is shaped by his point of view. I am
only suggesting that, given the political
temper ol the times and the cataclysmic
world events that had occurred only a
few years belore, the viewpoint of this
movie 1s almost preordained. What do
you do with a blood-drinking carrot from
outer space? Simple. Cut him il he stands
and shoot him if he runs. And if you're
an appeasing scientist like Cornthwaite
(with a yellow streak up your back as
wide as the no-passing line on a high-
way), you simply get bulldozed under.

By contrast, consider the other end
ol this telescope. The children of World
War Two produced The Thing: 26 years
later, a child of Vietnam and the sell-
proclaimed Love Generation, Steven
Spiclberg, gives us a fting balance
weight to The Thing in Close Encoun-
ters of the Third Kind. In 1951, the
soldier standing sentry duty (the one
who has foolishly covered the block of
ice with an electric blanket) empties his
antomatic into the alien when he hears
it coming: in 1977, a young guy with a
happy, spaced-out smile holds up a sign
reading sTOP AND BE FRIENDLY. Some-
where between the two, John Foster
Dulles evolved into Henry Kissinger and
the pugnacious politics of confrontation
became détente.

In The Thing, Tobey occupies him-
self with building an electric boardwalk
to kill the creature; in Close Encoun-
ters, Richard Dreyluss occupies himself

with building a mockup of Devil's
Butie, the creatures’ landing place, in
his living room. The Thing is a big,
hulking brute who grunts: the creatures
from the stars in Spielberg’s film are
small, delicate, childlike. They do not
speak, but their mother ship plays love-
ly harmonic tones—the music of the
spheres. we assume. And Dreyfuss, far
from wanting to murder these emissaries
from space, goes with them.

I'm not saying that Spiclberg is or
would think of himself as @ member of
the Love Generation simply because he
came to his majority while students
were putting daisies in the muzles of
M-ls and Jimmi Hendrix and Janis
Joplin were playing at Fillmore West.
Neither am | saving that Hawks, Nyby,
Charles Lederer (who wrote the screen-
play for The Thing) and John W.
Campbell  (whose novella Who Goes
There? formed the basis for the film)
fought their way up the beaches of
Anzio or helped raise the Stars and
Stripes on Iwo Jima. But events de-
termine point of view and point of
view determines politics, and CE3K
seems o me every bit as preordained
as The Thing. We can understand
that the larter’s “Let the military
handle this” thesis was a perfectly ac-
ceptable one in 1951, because the mili-
tary had handled the Japs and the Nazis
perfectly well in Duke Wayne's Big One,
and we can also understand that the
former's atttude of “Don’t let the mili-
tary handle this”™ was a perlectly accept-
able one in 1977, lollowing the military’s
less-than-startling record in Vietnam. or
even in 1980 (when CE3IK was released
with additional footage), the year Amer-
ican military personnel lost the chance
to free our hostages in Iran lollowing
three hours ol mechanical fuck-ups.

.

It may be that nothing in the world
is so hard to comprehend as a terror
whose time has come and gone—which
may be why parents can scold their
children for their fear of the bogeyman,
when as children themselves, they had
to cope with exactly the same fears (and
the same sympathetic but uncomprehend-
ing parents). That may be why one gen-
eration’s nightmare becomes the next
generation’s sociology, and even those
who have walked through the fire
have trouble remembering exactly what
those burning coals [elt like.

In the Fifties, the terror of the bomb
and of fallout was real, and it lelt a
scar on those children who wanted to be
good, just as the Depression ol the Thir-
ties had left a scar on their elders. A
newer generation—now teenagers, with
no memory of either the Cuban Missile
Crisis or of the Kennedy assassination
m Dallas, raised on the milk of dé-
tente—may find it hard to comprehend
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the terror of these things, but they will
undoubtedly have a chance to discover it
m the vears of tightening belts and
heightening tensions that lie ahead . . .
and the movies will be there to give
their vague lears concrete focusing points
in the horror movices yet to come.

I can remember, lor instance, that in
1968, when I was 21, the issue of long
hair was an extremely nasty. extremely
explosive one. That seems as hard to be-
lieve now as the idea ol people killing
cach other over whether the sun went
around the eamrth or the earth went
around the sun, but that happened. too.

I was thrown out of & bar in Brewer,
Maine, by a construction worker back in
that happy vear of 1968, The guy had
muscles on his musces and told me I
could come back and finish my beer
“after vou get a haircut, vou [laggot
lairy.” There were the standard catcalls
thrown from passing cars (usually old
cars with fins and cancer of the rocker
panels): Are vou a hoy or are you a girlz
Do you give head, honey: When was the
last time vou had a bath?

I can remember such things in an in-
tellectual, even analytical way, as I can
remember having a dressing that had
actually grown into the tissue yanked
hrom the site of a cyst-removal operation
that occurred when I was 12. 1 sareamed
from the pain and then fainted dead
away. I can remember the pulling sen-
sation as the gauze tore free ol the new,
healthy tisgga®{the dressing removal was
performed by a nurse’s aide who appar-
ently had no idea what she was doing),
I can remember the saeim and I can
remember the [aint. What I can’t re-
member is the pain itself. It's the same
with the hair thing and, in a larger
sense, all the other pains associated with
coming ol age in the decade of napalm
and the Nehru jacket.

I've purposely avoided writing a novel
with a Sixties time seiting because all
ol that seems. like the pulling of that
surgical dressing, very distant to me
now—almost as if it had happened to
another person. But those things did
happen: the hate, paranoia and fear on
hoth sides were all woo real. 1f we doubt
it, we need only review that quintessen-
tial Sixties counterculture horror film,
Easy Ruder, in which Peter Fonda and
Dennis Hopper end up being blown
away by a couple of rednecks in a pickup
wuck as Roger McGuinn sings Bob
Dylan's It's Alright, Ma (I'm Only
Bleeding) on the sound wack.

Similarly, it is difficult to remember in
any gut way the fears that came with
those boom vears ol atomic technology
25 years ago. The technology itself was
strictly Apollonian: as Apollonian  as
nice guy Larry Talbot, who “said his
prayers at night.” The atom was not

240 split by a gibbering Colin Clive or Boris

Karloft in some eastern European mad
lab; it was not done by alchemy and
moonlight in the center of a runestruck
circle; it was done by a lot of little guys
at Oak Ridge and White Sands who wore
tweed jackets and smoked Luckies, guys
who worried about dandruff and psoria-
sis and whether or not they could afford
a new car and how to get rid of the god-
damn crab grass. Splitting the atom, pro-
ducing hssion, opening that door on a
new world that the old scientist speaks
of at the end of Them!—these things
were accomplished on a business-as-usual
basis.

People understood this and could live
with it (Filties science books extolled
the wonderful world the friendly atom
would produce, a world fueled by
nice sale nuclear reactors, and grammar
school kids got [ree comic books pro-
duced by the power companies), but
they suspected  and  feared the hairy,
simian face on the other side ol the
coin as well: They leared that the atom
might be, for a number of reasons both
technological and pniitic;ll. essentially
uncontrollable. Those feelings ol deep
uncase came out in movies such as The
Beginning of the End, Them!, Taran-
tula. The Incredible Shrinking Man (in
which radiation combined with a pesti-
cide causes a very personal horror lor
one man, Scott Carey), The H-Men and
The Fowr-1) Man. The entire cvcle
reaches its supreme pinnacle ol absurdity
with The Night of the Lepus, in which
the world is menaced by giant bunuies,

All ol the loregoing are examples of
the horror film with a technological sub-
text . . . sometimes referred o as the
“nature run amuck™ sort of horror pic
ture. In all of them, it is mankind and
mankind’s technology that must bear the
blame. “You brought it on vourselves,”
they all say: a huting epitaph for the
mass grave ol mankind. I think. when
the big balloon hnally goes up and the
ICBMs start to fly. It is here, in the wech-
nohorror hlm, that we really strike the
mother lode. No more panning for the
occasional nugget, as in the case of
the economic horror film or the political
horror film: pard, we could dig the gold
right out ol the ground with our bare
hands here, if we wanted to. Here is a
corner ol the old horror-film corral where
even such an abysmal little wet fare of a
picture as The Horror of Parly Beach will
vield a technological aspect upon analy-
sis—you see, all those beachi-blanket
boppers in their bikinis and ball huggers
are being menaced by monsters that were
created when drums ol radioactive waste
leaked. But not o worry; although a few
girls get carved up, all comes right in the
end i ume lor one last wiener roast
belore school starts again.

The concerns of the technohorror
hlms of the Sixties and Seventies change

with the concerns ol the people who
lived through those times; the Big Bug
movies give way to pictures such as The
Forbin Project (“The Soltware That
Conquered the World™) and 2001, which
olter us the possibility of the computer as
God, or the even nastier idea (ludicrously
executed, I'll readily admit) of the com-
puter as satyr that is laboriously pro-
duced in Demon Seed and Satwrn 3.
In the Sixties, horror proceeds from a
vision of technology as an octopus—
perhaps sentient—burying us alive in
red tape and information-retrieval sys-
tems that are terrible when they work
(The Forbin Projecl) and even more
terrible when they don't: In The An-
dromeda Strain, for instance, a small
serap of paper gets caught in the swriker
of a teletype machine, keeps the bell
from ringing and thereby (in a fashion
Rube Goldberg certainly would have
approved of) nearly causes the end of
the world.

Finally. there are the Seventies, culmi-
nating in John Frankenheimer's not-
very-good but certainly well-meant film
Prophecy, which is so strikingly similar
to those Filties Big Bug movies (only the
first cause has changed), and The China
Syndrome, a horror movie that synthe-
sizes all three of these major technologi-
cal fears: [ear of radiation, fear for the
ecology. tear of the machinery gone out
ol control.

Even such a much-loved American
institution as the motor vehicle has not
entirely escaped the troubled dreams of
Hollywood: belore being run out of his
mortgaged house in Amityville, James
Brolin had to face the terrors ol The Car
(1977), a customized something or other
that looked like a squatty airport limo
from one of hell's used-car lots. The
movie degenerates into a ho-hum picce
ol hackwork before the end of the second
reel (the sort of movie in which you can
safely go out for a popcorn refill at cer-
tain intervals because you know the car
isn't going to strike again for ten min-
utes or so), but there is a marvelous
opening sequence in which the car chases
two bicyclists through Utah’s Zion Na-
tional Park, its horn blatting arrhythmi-
cally as it gains on them and hnally runs
them down. There's something working
in that opening that calls up a deep, al-
most primitive uncase about the cars we
zip ourselves into, thereby becoming
anonymous . . . and perhaps homicidal.

°

There have been a few Alms that have
tried to walk the border line between
horror and social satire; one of those
that seems to me to wread this border
line most successfully is The Stepford
Wives. The hlm is based on the novel by
Ira Levin, and Levin has actually been
able to pull this difficult wick off twice.
the other case being that of Rosciaary's
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Baby. The Stepford Wives has some wit-
ty things to say abour women's liberation
and some disquicting things to say about
the American male’s response to it.

It is as sativic as the best ol Stanley
Kubrick’s work (though a good deal less
clegant). and I dely an audience not to
laugh when Katharine Ross and Paula
Prentiss step into the home of a neigh-
bor (he's the local druggist, and a Walter
Mitty type if ever there were one) and
hear his wile moaning upstairs, “Oh,
Frank, you're the greatest . . . Frank,
vou're the best . . . you're the champ. . .."”

The original Levin story avoided the
label “horror novel” (something like the
Label “pariah dog” in the more exalted
circles of literary criticism) because most
critics saw it as Levin's sly poke at the
women's movement. But the scarier im-
plications of Levin's jape are not directed
at women at all; they are aimed unerr-
ingly at those men who consider it only
their due to leave for the golf course on
Saturday morning alter breaktast has
been served 1o them and to reappear
(loaded, more likely than not) in time
for their dinner to be served to them.
Alter some uncasy backing and filling—
during which it seems unsure of just
what it does want to be—the film does,
indeed, become a social horror story.

Katharine Ross and her husband
(played by Peter Masterson) move from
New York City to Steplord, a Connecti-
cut suburb, because they feel it will be
better for the children, and themselves
as well. Steplord is a perfect litle village
where children wait good-humoredly for
the school bus, where you can see two or
three lellows washing their cars on any
given day, where (you feel) the yearly
United Fund quota is not only met but
exceeded.

Yet theve's a strangeness in Stepford.
A lot ol the wives seem a little, well,
spacy. Pretty, always attired in flowing
dresses that are almost gowns (a place
where the movic slips, I think; as a
labeling device, it's prewy crude. These
women might as well be wearing stickers
pasted to their foreheads that read 1 anm
ONE OF THE WEIRD STEPFORD WIVES), they
all drive station wagons, discuss house-
work with an inordinate degree ol enthu-
siasm and seem to spend any spare time
at the supermarket.

One ol the Steplord wives (one of the
weird onesy cracks her head in a minor
parking-lot fender hender: later, we see
her at a lawn party, repeating over and
over again, “l simply must get that
recipe . . . I simply must get that reci-
pe . . . I simply must . .. ."” The secret
of Stepford becomes clear immediately:
These women are robols, Freud, in a
tone that sounded suspiciously like de-
spair, asked, “Woman . . . what docs she
wantz” Bryan Forbes and company ask
the opposite question and come up with

947 = stinging answer. Men, the film says, do

not wiant women; they want robots with
SCX organs.

There are several funny scenes in the
movie; my own tavorite comes when, at a
women's bitch session that Ross and Pren-
tiss have arranged, the Steplord wives
begin discussing cleaning products and
laundry soaps with a slow and yet earnest
intensity; everyone seems to have walked
right into one of those commercials
Madison Avenue male execs sometimes
refer to as “two Cs in a K'"-—meaning
two cunts in a kitchen.

But the movie waltzes slowly out of
this brightly lit room of social satire and
into a darker chamber by [ar. We [feel
the ring dosing, first around Prentiss,
then around Ross.

Steplord, a bedroom community serv-
ing a number of high-technology soft-
wire companies, is exactly the wrong
place for New Women such as Prentiss
and Ross to have landed, we find. In-
stead of plaving poker and drinking
beer at the local Men's Association, the
Steplord Husbands are creating coun-
terfeit women; the hnal sellout in which
the real women are replaced with their
Malibu Barbie counterparts is left lor
the viewer to grapple with. The lact that
we don't actually know the answers
to how some of these things are done,
or where the hodics are being buried—
il there are, indeed, bodies once the
change-over is complete—gives the filin
a grim, surrcalist feel that is almost
unique in the annals ol modern horror
films.

The movie reserves its ultimate horror
and its most telling social shot for its
closing moments when the “new” Ross
walks in on the old one . . . perhaps, we
think, to murder her. Under her flowing
negligee, which might have come from
Frederick’s of Hollywood, we see Ross's
rather small breasts built up to the size
ol what men discussing women over
beers sometimes reler to as “knockers.”
And, of course. they are no longer the
woman’s breasts at all; they now belong
solely to her husband. The dummy is not
quite complete, however: there are two
horrible black pools where the eyes
should be. The best social horror movies
achieve their effect by implication, and
The Stepford Wives, by showing us only
the surface of things and never troubling
to explain exactly how these things are
done, implies plenty.

Another film that relies on the unease
generated by changing mores 15 William
Friedkin's The Exorcist, and I'll not
bore you by rehashing the plot; I'll sim-
ply assume that if your interest in the
genre has been suflicient to sustain you
this far, you've probably seen it.

If the late Fifties and early Sixties
were the curtain raiser on the genera-
tion gap, the seven years rom 1966 to
1972 were the play itself. Little Richard,
who had horrified parents in the Filties

when he leaped atop his piano and be-
gan boogicing on it in his lizardskin
loafers, looked tame next to John Len-
non, who proclaimed that the Beatles
were more popular than Jesus—a state-
ment that set off a rash of fundamental-
ist record burnings.

It was more than a generation gap.
The two generations seemed. like the
San Andreas Fault, to be moving along
opposing plates of social and cultural
conscience, commitment and definitions
ol civilized behavior itself. And with all
of this voung-vs.-old nuttiness as a back-
drop. Friedkin's film appeared and be-
came a social phenomenon in isell
Lines stretched around the block in
cevery major city where it played. and
even in towns that normally rolled up
their sidewalks promptly at 7:30 p.m.,
midnight shows were scheduled. Church
groups picketed: sociologists pontificated:
newscasters  did  back-of-the-book  seg-
ments for their programs on slow nights,
The country, in fact, went on a two-
month possession jag.

The movie (and the novel) is nominal-
ly about the attempts of two priests to
cast a demon out of voung Regan
MacNeil, of course, a pretty little subteen
played by Linda Blair (who later went
on to a High Noon showdown with a
bathrqom plunger in the infamous NBC
movie Born Innocent). Substantively,
however, it is a film about explosive
social change, a fincly honed focusing
point for that entire youth explosion
that occurred in the late Sixties and
carly Seventics. It was a movie for all
those parents who felt. in a kind of
agony and terror, that they were losing
their children and could not understand
why or how it was happening. It's the
face of the Werewoll, a Jekyll-and-Hyde
tale in which sweet. lovely and loving
Regan wirns into a foul-talking monster
strapped into her bed and croaking (in
the voice of Mercedes McCambridge)
stuch charming homilies as “You're going
to let Jesus Iuck vou, Iuck you, luck
you." Religious trappings aside, every
adult in America understood what the
film's powerful subtext was saying: they
understood that the demon in Regan
would have responded enthusiastically to
the Fish Cheer at Woodstock.

L]

A Warner Bros. executive told me
recently that movie surveys show the
average filmgoer to be 15 years of age,
which may be the biggest reason the
movies so often seem afflicted with a
terminal case of arrested development.
For every hilm like Julta or The Turning
Point, there are a dozen like Roller
Boogie and If You Don'l Stop It, You'll
Go Blind. But it is worth noting that
when the infrequent blockbusters that
every film producer hopes for finally
come along—pictures like Star Wars.
Jaws, Amevican Graffiti. The Godfather.
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Cone with the Wind and, of course. The
Exorcist—they alwavs break the demo-
graphic hammer lock that is the eneny
ol intelligent hilm making. It is compara-
tively rare for horror movies to do’ this,
but The Exoreist is a case in point (and
we have already spoken of The Amity-
wille. Horvor, another film that has en.
joved a surprisingly old audience).

A hlm that appealed directly to the
I5-year-olds who provide the spike point
lor moviegoing audiences—and one with
a subtext tailored to match—was the
Brian e Palma adaptation of mv novel,
Carrie. While 1 believe that both the
hook and the hilm depend on largely the
same social situations to provide a text
and a subtext ol horror. there's enough
difference 1o make interesting observa-
tions on De Palma’s klm version.

Both novel and movie have a pleasant
High School Confidential [eel. and while
there are some superficial changes from
the book in the film (Carrie’s mother, for
instance. seems to be presented in the
ilm as a kind of weird renegade Roman
Catholic). the basic story skeleton s
pretty much the same. The story deals
with a gl nmmed Carrie White, the
browbeaten daughter of a religious fa-
natic. Because ol her strange clothes and
shy mannerisms, Carrie is the butt of
every class joke. the social outsider in
every situation. She also has a mild tele-
kinetic ability that intensifics after her
first. menstrual period. and she finally
uses that power to “bring down the
house” following a terrible social disas-
ter at her high school prom.

De Palima’s approach to the material is
lighter and more deft than my own—
and a good deal more artistic; the book
tries to deal with the loneliness of one
girl, her desperate effort 1o become a

part of the peer society in which she
must exist, and the lailure of that eflort.
If this deliberate updating ol Hizh
School Confidential has any thesis 1o of-
ler, it is that high school is a place of
almost bottomless conservatism and big-
ory, a place where adolescents are no
more allowed to rise above their station
than a Hindu would be allowed to rise
above his caste.

But there’s a little more subtext to
the book than that—at least, 1 hope so.
I The Stepford Wives concerns itself
with what men want from women. then
Carrie is largely about how women hind
their own channels of power and what
men fear about women and women's
sexuality—which is only 1o say thar,
writing the book in 1973 and out of
college only three years, I was [ully
aware of what women’s liberation im-
plied for me and others ol mv sex. The
book is, in its more adult implications,
an uneasy mascaline shrinking lrom a
luture ot female equality. For me. Carrie
is a sadly misused teenager. an example
of the sort of person whose spirit is so
often broken lor good in that pit ol man-
and woman-caters that is vour normal
suburban high school. But she's also
Woman, feeling her powers for the first
time, and, like Samson. pulling down the
temple on cvervone in sight at the end
ol the book.

Heavy, turgid stuff—but in the novel,
it's there only il you want to take it
It you don’t, that's OK with me. A
subtext works well only il it's unob-
wrusive (in that, I perhaps succeeded
too well; in her review of De Palma’s
film, Pauline Kael dismissed my novel as
“an unassuming pothoiler™—as depress-
ing a description as one could imagine
but not completely inaccurate).

“I don’t care. I don't want him to watch.”

De Palma’s film is up to more ambi-
tious things. As in The Sicpford Wives,
humor and horror exist side by side in
Carrie. plaving off cach other. and it is
only as the film nears its concluston that
horror takes over completely. We see
Billy Nolan (well played by John Tra-
voltaj giving the cops a big aw-shucks
grin as he hides a beer against his
crotch early on: it is a moment remi
niscent of American Graffiti. Not long
alter. however. we see him swinging a
sledge hammer at the head ol a pig in a
stockyard—the aw-shucks grin has crossed
the line inte madness, and
that line crossing is what the film as a
whole is about.

We see three bovs (one ol than the
hlm’s nominal hero. plaved by William
Katt) trying on tuxedos for the prom
in a kind of Gas House Kids routine that
includes Donald Duck alk and specded-
up action. We see the girls who have hu-
miliated Carrie in the shower room, by
throwing tampons and sanitary napkins
at her. doing penance on the exercise
held 1o 1oouing, lunbering music that is
reminiscent of Baby Elephant Wallk. And
vet bevond all these sophomoric and
mildly amusing high school cutups. we
sense a vacuons, almost unfocused hate,
the almost unplanned vevenge upon a
girl who is trying to rise above I r su-
tion. Much of De Palma's fitm is sur-
prisingly jolly, but we sense that his
jocoseness is dangerous: Behind it lurks
the awshucks grin becoming a frozen
rictus, and the girls laboring over their
calisthenics are the same girls who shout-
ed “Plug it up. plug it up, plug it up!™” at
Carrie not long before. Most of all. there
is that bucket of pig's blood poised
on the beam above the place where
Carrie and Tommy will eventually be
aowned . . . only waiting its time.

The hilin came along at a time when
movie critics were bewailing the lact
that there were no movies being made
with good. meaty roles for women in
them . . . bhut none of those critics seems
to have noticed that in its lm incar-
nation. Canvte belongs almost entirely
to the ladies. Billy Nolan, a major—
and frightening—character in the book,
has been reduced to a semisnpporting
role in the movie. Tommy, the boy who
takes Carrie 1o the prom, is presented
in the novel as a boy who is honestly
uying to do something manly—in his
own way, e is uying to opt out of the
caste system. In the hlm. however, he
becomes little more than his girlfriend’s
cat's-paw, her tool ol atonement Jor
her part in the shower-room scene.

“I don’t go around with anyone 1
don’t want 1o,” Tommy says patiently.
“I'm asking because I want to ask you.”
Ultmately, he knew this 1o be the truth.

In the hlm. however, when Carrie
asks Tommy why he is favoring her with

som chow,
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an invitation to the prom, he offers
her a dizzy sun-'n’-surf grin and says,
“Because you liked my poem.” Which, by
the way, his girlfriend had written.

The novel views high school in a
fairly common way: as that pit of man-
and woman-eaters already mentioned. De
Palma’s social stance is more original:
he sees this suburban white kids' high
school as a kind of mawriarchy. No mat-
ter where you look, there are girls be-
hind the scenes, pulling invisible wires,
rigging elections, using their boviviends
as stalking horses. Against such a back-
drop, Canrrie becomes doubly pitiful. be-
cause she is unable to do any of those
things—she can only wait to be saved
or damned by the actions of others. Her
only power is her telekinetic ability, and
both book and movie eventually arrive
at the same point: Carrie uses her “wild
talent” to pull down the whole rotten
socicty. And one reason for the success
of the story in both print and filmn,
I think, lies in this: Carrie’s revenge
i5 something that any student who ever
had his gym shorts pulled down in phys
ed or his glasses thumb-rubbed in study
hall could approve ol. In Carie’s de-
struction of the gym (and her destructive
walk back home in the book, a sequence
left out of the movie because of tight
budgeting), we see a dream revolution
of the sodally downtrodden.

.

The movies 1 have been discussing
are those that wry to link real (il some-
times free-oating) anxieties to the night-
mare lears of the horror film. But now,
let me put out even this dim light of
rationality and discuss a lew of those
films whose effects go considerably deep-
er, past the rational and into those
fears that seem universal.

Here is where we aross into 1the taboo
lands lor sure, and it's best to be frank
up front. 1 think that we're all mentally
ill; those of us outside the asylums only
hide it a little better—and maybe not all
that much better. after all. We've all
known people who talk to themselves,
people who sometimes squinch  their
faces into horrible grimaces when they
believe no one is watching, people who
have some hysterical fear—of snakes, the
dark, the tight place, the long drop . . .
and, ol course, those final worms and
grubs that are waiting so patiently under-
ground.

When we pay our four or five bucks
and seat ourselves at tenth-row center in
a theater showing a horror movie, we are
daring the nightmare.

Why? Some ol the reasons are simple
and obvious. To show that we can, that
we are not alraid, that we can ride
this roller coaster. Which is not to say
that a really good horror movie may not
surprise a saeam out ol us ar some
point, the way we may scream when the

246 roller coaster twists through a complete

360 or plows through a lake at the
bottom of the drop. And horror movies,
like roller coasters, have always been
the spzcal province of the young; by
the time one trns 40 or 50, one’s ap-
petite for double twists or 360-degree
loops may be considerably depleted.

We also go to re-establish owr {eeling
ol essential normality: the horror movie
15 innately conservative, even reaction-
ary. Freda Jackson as the horrible melt-
ing woman in Die, Monsier, Die!
confirms for us that no matter how far
we may be removed from the beauty ol
a4 Robert Redford or a Diana Ross, we
are still light-years from true ugliness.

And we go to have [un.

AR, but this is where the ground starts
to slope away, isn’t 1?2 Because this is
a very peculiar sort of fun, indeed. The
fun comes from seeing others menaced—
sometimes killed. One critic has sug-
gested that if pro loothall has beceme
the voyeur's version of combat, then the
horror film has become the modern ver-
sion of the public lvnching.

It is true that the mythic. “lairy-tale™
horror film intends to take away the
shades of gray (which is one reason
When a Stranger Calls doesn't work;
the psycho, well and honestly played by
Tony Beckley, is a poor schmuck beset
by the miscries of his own psychosis;
our unwilling sympathy for him dilutes
the hlm's success as surcly as water
dilutes Scotch); it urges us to put away
our more civilized and adult penchant
for analysis and to become children
again, secing things in pure blacks and
whites. It may be that horror movies
provide psychic relief on this level be-
cause this invitation to lapse into sim-
plicity. irratonality and even outright
madness is extended so rarely. We are
told we may allow our emotions a free
rein . .. or no rein at all.

If we are all insane, then sanity be-
comes a matter of degree. I your in-
sanity leads you to carve up women
like Jack the Ripper or the Cleveland
Torso Murderer, we clap you away in
the funny farm (but neither of those two
amateur-night surgeons was ever caught,
heh-heh-heh); if, on the other hand,
your insanity leads you only to talk to
yourself when youre under stress or
to pick your nose on your morning bus,
then you are left alone to go about your
business . . . though it is doubtful that
you will ever be invited to the best
parties.

‘The potential lvncher is in almost all
of us (excluding saints, past and present:
but then, most saints have been crazy
in their own ways), and every now and
then, he has to be let loose 10 screan
and roll around in the grass. Our emo-
tions and our fears form their own
body, and we recognize that it demands
its own exercise to maintain  proper
muscle tone. Certain of these emotional

muscles are accepted—even exalied—in
civilized society; they are, of course, the
emotions that tend to maintain the status
quo of civilization itself. Love, friend-
ship, loyalty, Kkindness—these are all
the emotions that we applaud, emotions
that have been immortalized in the
couplets of Hallmark cards and in the
verses (I don’t dare call it poewry) of
Leonard Nimoy.

When we exhibit these emotions, so-
ciety showers us with positive reinforce-
ment: we learn this even before we get
out of diapers. When, as children, we
hug our rotten little puke of a sister
and give her a kiss, all the aunts and
uncles smile and twit and ay, “Isn't
he the sweetest little thingz” Such covet-
cd treats as chocolate-covered graham
arackers often follow. But if we deliber-
ately slam the rotten litle puke of a
sister’s fingers in the door, sanctions
follow—angry remonstrance {rom par-
ents, aunts and uncles; instead of a
chocolate-covered  graham  cracker, a
spanking.

But anticivilization emotions don’t go
away, and they demand periodic ex-
crcise. We have such “sick™ jokes as,
“What's the difference between a truck-
load of bowling balls and a truckload
ol dead babies?” (You can’t unload a
truckload of bowling balls with a pitch-
fork . .. a joke, by the way. that I heard
originally from a ten-year-old). Such a
joke may surprise a laugh or a grin
out of us even as we recoil. a possi-
bility that confrms the thesis: 1[I we
share a brotherhood of man, then we also
share an insanity of man. None of which
is intended as a defense of either the sick
joke or insanity but merely as an ex-
planation of why the best horror films,
like the best fairy rales, manage 1o be
reactionary, anarchistic and revolution-
ary all ar the same time.

I'he mythic horror movie, like the sick
joke, has a dirty job 1o do. It deliber-
ately appeals o all that is worst in us.
[t is morbidity unchained, our most
base insuncts let Iree, our nastest fan-
tasies realized . . . and it all happens,
hrtingly enough. in the dark. For those
reasons, good liberals often shy away
[rom horror hlms. For mysell, I like
to see the most aggressive of them—
Dawn of the Dead, tor instance—as lilt-
ing a wrap door in the cvilized forebrain
and throwing a basket ol raw meat to the
hungry alligators swimming around in
that subterranean river beneath.

Why bother? Because it keeps them
lrom getting out, man. It keeps them
down there and me up here. It was
Lennon and McCartney who said that
all you need is love, and I would agree
with that.

As long as you keep the gators fed.
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NEW MORAL RIGHT ... poc 1

“Billings, Potter and the others had gathered to de-
sign a new moral society for the U.S.”

as a group of trigger-happy nuclear
Cold Warriors whose specialty was fan-
tasizing Communist conspiracies. Regu-
larly, such right-wing luminaries as
Robert Welch, Phyllis Schlafly and
Robert Shelton would discover and then
document Communist conspiracies be-
hind such things as decisions of the
United States Supreme Court or the
levels of fluoride in the nation's water
supply.

An isolated, contentious faction, the
far right surfaced every election year,
voiced a reactionary program lor the
country and was trounced again and
again by moderate and progressive coali-
tions. Few people ook it seriously. Its
mildest crities suggested that its pro-
grams for America were simply [ascist—
and consequently more dangerous for
the nation than even the wildest Com-
munist conspiracies.

But the far right was nothing il not
tenacious, and the most visible ol its
groups were also the most vociferous.
Three organizations—the Ku Klux Klan,
the John Birch Society and the Eagle
Forum-—have been around long enough
to enter the lolklore, if not the vernac
ular, of American political horror stories,

Any person who has attended a Klan

rally—or even seen one dramatized—
and listened 10 the Klan's depraved
litany of hate for blacks, Jews, Roman
Catholics and Communists does not have
to be warned ol the dangers inherent if
that group were ever to hold a position
ol national power. The same is true of
the rantings of the John Birch Society
and the Eagle Forum. The Birchers dis-
tinguished themselves in the public mind
by declaring that General Dwight Eisen-
hower, the 34th President of the United
States, was an “active agent of the Com-
munist conspiracy.” While the tactics of
the John Birch Society have yet to in-
clude cross burnings, its list of enemies
of the United States is almost as exhaus-
tive as the litany ol the Klan.

The Eagle Forum is the most recent
of the three groups to have auracred
national attention. It served as an anti-
Communist, anti-E.R.A. soapbox [or the
organization’s leader, Phyllis Schlally. In
the spring of 1960. Rohert Welch, the
founder of the John Birch Seociety,
described Schlafly as a “very loyal inem-
ber” of his organization. As Schiafly
moved her Eagle lForum into the na-
tional political mrena to attack the Equal
Rights Amendment, she identified  as
encmies of America the same groups

“In other words, what yow'll have us believe,
sir, is that all the fish in the river next to your
plant suddenly died of old age.”

attacked by the Klan and the Birchers.
But the extent to which she would go to
expose  Communist conspiracies  had
been established years carlier, during the
Korean War. According to a lormer resi-
dent of Schlafly’'s home town of Alton,
Illinois, she once mailed Christmas cards
containing a poem about a woman who
purchased an imported Polish ham in
the United States. According to Schlafly,
the money spent for the ham then went
to a Russian munitions plant, and from
there to Korea, where the womnan's son
was “killed in your kitchen by a canned
Polish ham.”

There were countless groups that did
not share the extremism of the far right
but from which it could anticipate sup-
port. The majority of those splinter
groups considered themselves politically
conservative tather than right wing. But
they shared an unspoken hostility to
those enemies the right regularly de-
nouncéd—Dblacks, labor unions, Commu-
nists, immigrants and persons dependent
on welfare. So the right could depend on
support from, among others, the Daugh-
ters of the American Revolution. the
Young Americans for Freedom, the De-
fenders of American Liberties, America
Wake Up. the Christian Anti-Communist
Crusade, the American Freedoms lFoun-
dation, the American Commirtee to Free
Cuba, Americans lor Law and Oider,
the American Conservative Umnion, the
Conservative Society ol America, the
Legion for the Survival of Freedom,
the Liberty Lobby, the Life Line Foun-
dation. the National States Rights Party
and the Women [or Constitutional
Government.

In more recent years. other organiza-
tions not only volunteered their support
and services to the right wing but as-
sumed responsibility for implementing
its reactionary agenda for the counury.
These groups included the Commitiee
for the Survival ol a Free Congress, the
National Conservauve Political Action
Committee, the Conservative Caucus,
the Moral Majority. the Christian Voice,
the Religious Round Table and the Na-
tional Association lor the Advancement
ol White People. Such organizations,
while undeniably important politically,
remained insuflicient if the right were
ever to make a major political move on
the national scene.

That was proved to be the case in
1964, when the lar right cagerly 1ested
the nation’s political waters. To have a
national impact, the right’s leaders knew
they needed two political advantages:
control ol either the Democratic Party or
the Republican Party and a solid, loyal
bloc ol vores within that party. Since most
right-wing and conservative voters gener-
ally wdentified themselves as Republicans,
the right took direct aim at the Republi-
can Party. And in order to take control
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NEW RIGHT AND OLD PARANOIA

(continued from page 118)

willfully seek to betray their public
rust.  Senators who supported the
Panama Canal treaties—two thirds of
all Senators, in fact—are perceived
to have done so not because they
considered it, even if mistakenly, to
be in the national interest but be-
cause, for some unfathomable reason,
they actually wished to weaken and
betray our country. Perceived in that
way, we are not merely political op-
ponents to he opposed and outvoted
il possible but enemics o be elimi-
niated—"targeted” is one of their
favorite words.

Punishment. revenge, targeting and
other such Draconian terms make up
the working political vocabulary of
the New Right. Even as an avowed
liberal who has engaged in heated
debates with conservatives on many
foreign and domestic issues in the
course of 18 years in the Senate, I
find this militant vocabulary startling-
ly new. To the best of my knowledge,
neither Senator John Stennis nor Sen-
ator Goldwater, for example, both
advocates of certain kinds of military
spending that I have thought exces-
sive, have cherished hopes ol punish-
ing me, literally or figuratively. But
to the radical right, by contrast, poli-
cy differences are not questions of
judgment to be negotiated and com-
promised but are conllicts between
absolute good and absolute cvil to be
fought out to a finish. New Right ac-
tivists are best understood not as po-
litical operators of the kind familiar
to both Republican and Democratic
parties but as political theologians,
priestly exorcists, in the service of a
cause without content.

[ ]

The driving [orce of the New Right
is fear, born of the crises and un-
certainties of our age. We have lived,
over the past 50 years, in a condition
of more or less permanent crisis: the
Great Depression and the Second
World War, the Korean War and the
Cold War, the divisive and unsuccess-
ful war in Vietnam, recurrent con-
frontations with the other superpower
set against the threat of nuclear war,
the unanticipated energy crisis, and
now, largely as a result of those other
strains, the gradual slide of our econo-
my into diminishing productivity,
declining living standards and ap-
parently permanent inflation. As time
passes and these problems persist, de-
fying solution, seeming to grow worse
instead of better, the conviction takes
hold that events are out of conurol,

that our problems are intractable and
government is helpless to alleviate
them. In such surroundings, paranoid
fear, which 1s always rooted partly in
reality, takes root and flourishes, ex-
tending beyond the bounds of reality
into a fantasy world of nightmare
and menace. A pervading scnse of
helplessness takes hold: Foreign ad-
versaries are seen as growing more
powerful and threatening while our
own country is seen as growing stead-
ily weaker and more helpless.

The essential characteristic of these
fears, which makes them more difficult
o deal with, is that they are not so
much false as distorted and exag-
gerated: The Soviet Union s power-
ful and threatening and our own
reliative power in the world has de-
clined, as it had o [rom the days
when much of the rest of the world
lay prosuate from the ravages of
World War Two. The paranoid ele-
ment is in the leap beyond these
facts, to the perception of the Soviet
Union as not just powerful and ambi-
tious but as all-powerful and reckless-
ly relendess in the pursuit of its
ambitions, and the perception of
ourselves as not simply reduced in
relative power, from primacy to some-
thing closer to parity, but, dimin-
ished and humiliated, reduced, in the
paranoid perception, to the “pitiful,
helpless giant” of Richard Nixon's
conjuring.

Helpless is perhaps the key word.
There being nothing more intolerable
than to [eel helpless against problemn
and threar, the paranoid mind rede-
hnes the problem in terms of causes
that can be ascertained and acted
upon. The rivalry with the Soviet
Union ceases to be a circumstance of
modern  history—who can do any-
thing about that>—and becomes in-
stead the result of the willful stripping
awiy of our nation’s strength by de-
luded or treasonous liberals. Trends,
forces and circumstances are unsatis-
factory targets for the fear-driven
wrath of our extremists of the right.
Conspiracies and scapegoats are re-
quired—conspiracies because they can
be readily ascertained and convincing-
ly denounced, and scapegoats because
they can be reached and punished. A
serviceable scapegoat must be, of
course, almost by definition, accessi-
ble. It is noteworthy that the New
Right has little to say about Brezhnev
or Castro, just as McCarthy seldom
mentioned Stalin. Its maledictions are
directed instead against other Ameri-
cans—""liberals” who, unlike Brezhnev
and Castro, are accessible through its
media blitzes and direct mailings.

Aside from the suspicion, malice

and ill will generated by the paranoid
politics of the New Right. the princi-
pal harm wrought by its fcar-and-hate
campaigns is the degradation of polit-
ical dialog in our country. Auention
is distracted [rom the serious, pressing
issues that government can and should
act upon—inflation, unemployment,
taxes, housing, health care, the SALT
treaty, the defense budget—and the
political dialog is diverted into de-
meaning irvelevancies;  issues, for
example, of private morality and
personal lifestyle that, in a Iree socie-
ty, arc only marginally if ar all the
Government’s business.
-

For my own part, I have no partic-
ular reluctance to discuss these mat-
ters, but 1 would prefer to do so as an
individual rather than as a public
official, because private matters are
not the business of public officials. I
personally feel no need of the preach-
ments of the radical right for guid-
ance in the love of God and family,
and I doubt that the citizens of South
Dakota need or want such guidance
from me or any other public servant,
because that is not what they hired
us for. And if they did not hire public
servants to lecture themn on personal
morality, I doubt that they require
that service from sell-appointed polit-
ical zealots who, in Samuel Butler's
phrase, would be “equally horrified
at hearing the Christian religion
doubted, and at seeing it practiced.”
There is a big difference between
moralizing and movality in politics.
Moralizing, in which the New Right
specializes, consists primarily in con-
demning the behavior and opinions
of others. Morality has more to do
with one’s own standards and persan-
al example.

Having pointed with alarm to the
excesses of the New Right, and to the
degradation of the political process
caused by its zealotry and unprinc-
pled methods, I conclude, nonethe-
less, with an expression of qualified
optimism for the restoration of civil-
ity to our politics. My opgimism is
based on the track records of para-
noid political movements in the past:
They tend, after doing greater or
lesser harmn, to burn out. becoming
victims of their own narrowness, obses-
ston with ideological purity and basic
poverty ot ideas. They tend to weary
and alienate their audience with
scarcely credible charges and repeti-
tious invective, like Mark Twain's
preacher in Tom Sawyer, who “dealt
in limitless fire and brimstone and
thinned the predestined elect down
to a company so small as to be hardly
worth the saving.




of it, the right-wing leaders carefully
studied the national structure of the
G.O.P. to locate within that structure
the most vulnerable geographical region
from which to launch a move.

For over 100 years, the Republican
Party in the Deep South was a political
anomaly. Those were the years of the
“Solid South Democarats,” and Dixie was
the land of “Yellow Dog Democrats”
who continued to blame Reconstruction
and the Great Depression on the party
of Lincoln and Herbert Hoover. There
wias a Republican Party present in the
South, but its leadership was, if not mori-
bund, at least only titular. The national
Republican  Party, believing it would
never win an clection in the South, toler-
ated as rather decent eccentrics the polite
Southern Republicans who appeared
every four years for national party con-
ventions. But  the party still granted
those delegates votes.

Within the agenda of the right wing,
the South would be the footheld. It
would take Dixie away Irom the polite,
addled Republican leadership and drive
a wedge through the national Republi-
can Party with votes rom Southern dele-
gates. All that was needed was a bit
of Iuck.

In 1960, the right’s prayers were
answered. That year, the once-solid
South of the Democrats fractured. Rath-
er than cast their votes for a Roman
Catholic, Southern Protestant Democrats
bolted the party as they had done in the
racist Dixiccrat movement ol 1948, As
the far right studied the 1960 [racture,
it realized there were two issues it could
successtully exploit—the South's reli-
gious bigotry and the virulent racism that
was surfacing as a pulili(.;il Iesponse Lo
the early days ol the Southern civil rights
movement.

Exploiting the convulsive racial situa-
tion in Dixie proved to be a gold mine
for the right wing. The old-line Re-
publican leadership was discarded and
replaced by right-wingers.  Southern
Democrats were encouraged to join a
party that had not “betrayed” them on
the issue of civil rights. The right’s can-
didate lor President, Barry Goldwater,
was said to be a man who would have
states rights at the top of his list of
priorities. And few Deep South Demo-
crats were left unaffected by farright
attacks—in the name ol the national
Republican Party—on the United States
Supreme Court and s 1954 school-
desegregation decision. By 1964, the right
wing of the Republican Party was pre-
pared to take over the San Francisco
Republican Convention with its own
“solid South.”

Interestingly, years later, on a Decem-
ber morning in Washington, those same
tactics would be recalled by participants
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in a meeting of right-wing extremists.
The same national party would be iden-
tified by the persons at the meeting as
politically vulnerable, and the regional
issue of race baiting would be conven-
iently replaced with a national issue
disguised as pro-lamily morality. And
just as in 1964, identical right-wing issues
such as opposition to labor unions,
hysteria over communism. hostility to
blacks and provocative, anti-Soviet mili-
tarism would remain intact.

But the crushing defeat of those posi-
tions in the 1964 Presidential ‘election
had apparently gone unnoticed by the
right wing. Following its repudiation at
the polls, it was only momentarily para-
lyzed. It had not been defeated by the
voters of America, the right wing ration-
alized: it had simply been betrayed by
them. The right would hold firm to its
issues, believing that one dav it would
find another politician like Goldwater
who would enable it to capture the
voles—il not the trust—of the American
people long enough to seize power and
carry out its plans.

From the right-wing movement ol
1964, a number ol groups emerged and
flourished. Recognizing the fact that
Goldwater would not be nominated
again by the Republicans, they then
identified as their leader Ronald Reagan
of California. They backed Reagan in
1968 when he sought 10 make a deal
with Nelson Rockefeller that would
block the nomination of Nixon for
President at Miami. And in the Nixon
campaigns of 1968 and 1972, they be-
grudgingly gave Nixon tepid support.
Then, in 1976, the far right aggressively
supported Reagan for the Republican
Presidential nomination, only 1o [leel
itself not defeated but betrayed once
again when it lost at the Kansas City
convention. “Secret kingmakers,” Schlafly
had written in 1964, “using hidden per-
suaders and psychological-warlare tech-
niques, manipulated the Republican
National Convention to nominate candi-
dates who had side-stepped or suppressect
the key issues.”

Within the right-wing lexicon, those
side-stepped and suppressed issues were
overt racism, challenges to the Soviet
Union 1o engage in nuclear war and a
total assault on the libor movement. To
a practical politician, that lexicon would
have meant political suicide. Although
the Goldwater campaign of 1964 had
been destroyed because of those issues,
the right pinned those same issues on
Reagan and waited until it could sup-
port them once again.

By 1980, the lar right was organized
into one of the most technologically
sophisticated, well-oiled |)n|ili(.‘;|| ma-
chines in the history of American poli-
tics, and it was prepared to do battle to

g59 the death for the nomination and elec

tion of Reagan. That technological so-
phistication—plus a formidable amount
ol the far right's financial support—was
developed during the late Seventies,
when the right tested its clout on a
national level by open opposition to the
Yanama Canal weanies, aborton and the
Equal Rights Amendment, and its eftorts
to pass a constitutional amendment that
would restore prayer in public schools.

Those national moves brought into the
arright fold a number of sympathetic,
single-issue groups that the right found
could be exploited at the polls. The
single-issue groups enabled the right to
topple at least two United States Sen-
ators. one because ol his support for the
Panama Canal treaties, the other on the
issue of abortion. In each case, the far
right manipulated single-issue  groups
opposed to the treaties or 1o abortion.
But while such opponents of various
issues might intersect on one single au-
sade with the right wing's otherwise
eclectic ideology, a single-issue group
opposing gun control, for instance, and
having within its ranks members of or-
ganized labor, could not be trusted by
the right in an all-out assault on the
labor movement.

Clearly, the political far right needed
a lotal constituency that could be
counted on at all times—a constituency
with a parallel history of isolation and a
comparable desire for retribution. Dur-
ing those years [ollowing the 1964 na-
tional disaster, the right sat embittered
on the bottom rung of American politics.
Then, in the Seventies, as American
cable-television systems moved across the
nation, it watched with undisguised
fascination as American viewers turned
their dials and experienced their hrst
contacts with the hell-hre-and-brimstone
preaching ol evangelical, flundamentalist,
electronic ministers.

L ]

Southerners had long been Familiar
with this brand of fundamentalist Chris-
tianity that stood in opposition to all
things temporal, that threatened its
adherents with the fires of hell if they
did not behave and promised its lollow-
ers the distinct possibility of eternal
salvation in heaven 1f they did. Now
each week, millions ol Americans were
tuning into the cable-system services and
scrmons ol such preachers as Jerry Fal-
well and Pat Robertson, who—through
the wonder of television—were deliver-
ing those same hell-ire-and-brimstone
messages not just to isolated Southern
and Bible Belt congregations but to the
entire nation.

The televised sermons viewers heard,
and to which they were responding with
hundreds of thousands of dollars in
weekly donations, also seemed more
politically motivated than religiously in-
spired. In fact, they didn't sound much

different [rom the rhetoric of the polit-
ical far right. 1t is safe to say that the
right-wing ideologues suddenly saw in
the new elecoronic pulpits a certifiable
zold mine.

For as the evangelical lundamentalist
preachers perceived about themselves a
highly complex, technologically sophis-
ticated society drilting irrevocably from
their command, the sins they railed
against became grave crimes not only
against God but against the state.

In a letter to his television followers,
Pat Robertson denounced those sins as
“a plague ol abortion, homosexuility,
occultism and pornograply, [and] wide-
spread [amily disintegration.” Another
passage in the same letter reiterated and
dramatized Robertson's concerns. He
wrote, "We see a virulent humanism and
an anti-God rebellion of which blatant
homosexuality, radical feminisin, the
youth revolt and the Year of the Child.
drug abuse, free sex and widespread
abortion are just symptoms.”

Christian Voice, an organization made
up of many representatives from the
elecronic ministry, identified in its
Statement of Purpose “enemies” almost
identical to those of the political right
wing. Christian Voice said: “The un-
mistakable signs of moral decay are all
around us: Sexual promiscuity and per-
version, pornography, legalized abortion,
the disparaging of marriage, family and
the role of motherhood—all are rampant
in our schools, our government and even
in manv charches. Large segments of
our people . . . are no longer proud of
America. We believe that America’s
rapid decline as a world power is . . . a
sign that Satan’s strategy is on or ahead
of schedule.”

Buu simply listing and identifying sins,
or even instilling in congregations and
television listeners the fear of hell, was
no longer cnough for the evangelists.
They were losing their grasp on a com-
plex American society that no longer
respected pat, simplistic solutions. Now
it was time to put an end to the listed
evils, and they perceived that the only
way to do that was through legislation.

In an undated [und-raising letter,
Falwell wrote 1o his followers: "In re-
cent months. God has been calling me
1o do more than just preach—He has
called me 1o take action. I have a divine
mandate to go right into the halls of
Congress and fight for laws that will save
America.”

Falwell did not have to elaborate on
what those laws would be. His message
was implicit. America’s evangelical move-
ment was about to step inside the polit-
ical arena. And waiting there to greet
the evangelists and lock arms  with
them were the farright political ideo-
logues to whom the religious messages ol
retribution and doctrinaive discipling
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were as clear—and as harmonious—as
a bell.

The American evangelical movement
had thus shifted dramatically to the right
from its historical foundation. The
movement that had led the fight [or the
abolition of slavery, the extension of
public education for all Americans and
lIegislation that guaranteed the rights of
women was now ironically presented on
the nation’s television screens as a reli-
gious movement characterized by thinly
veiled racism, undisguised hostility to
public education and an intractable op-
position to women’s rights and the Equal
Rights Amendment.

Falwell frequently told viewers of his
Old-Time Gospel Hour that abortion,
the Equal Rights Amendment and
“secular humanism™ in the public
schools were violations of a “moral law.”
Although he never defined that moral
law, Falwell wrote when he established
Moral Majority that he was helping
“local communities fight pornography,
homosexuality, obscene school textbooks
and other burning issucs.”

As Falwell established chapters of
Moral Majority in various states, the
purpose ol his national mission was
broadened. He instructed his state chap-
ters in the politics of religious expedi-
ency. He defined for them what was
moral and what was not. By implication,
then, political candidates—on the basis

of their platforms or voting records—
becamne either pro-moral or nonmoral,
and Falwell's Moral Majority followers,
held together by his Old-Time Gospel
Hour, were prepared to defeat any can-
didate characterized as nonmoral.

It was no accident that this modern,
negative side of American evangelism
originated in the South, or that the
leading electronic preachers were South-
erners. But to the right-wing ideologues
who saw the possibilities of exploiting
them. it must have appeared 1o be noth-
ing less than a profound historical coin-
cidence.

Just as the far right had turned to
Dixie to exploit the racial prejudices of
its people and build an electoral base in
1964, now it would return to the South
to exploit the religious prejudices ot its
people.

Initially, the electronic evangelists
were unaware that they commanded
large national constituencies of loyal
followers. But as millions of dollars
flowed in to support their electronic
pulpits. the message came through. It
was a historic irony, however, that the
national response they received from
their politically motivated sermons and
programs—television shows they would
label patriotic—was alarmingly similar
to the response generated by evangelical
negativism when it first surfaced in the
South after the Civil War,

‘I'his negative evangelism that spread
rapidly across the defeated South was es-
sentially a religion born in the violence
of war and nurtured in the hatred and
bitterness of military defeat. It was a
religion that preached an ultimate, spir-
itual vengeance against the “godless”
North, while promising spiritual redemp-
tion to a humiliated South. It was a
religion that would become associated
in the public imagination with rednecks,
renegades and poor-white trash. In the
name of God, this religion would erect
churches by day, lvnch blacks by night,
elect or delcat political candidates on
the slightest provocations and insist that
its congregations suffer the indignities
of the poverty of a defeated region be-
cause they alone would eventually pass
through the doors of heaven to a world
ol streets paved with gold.

To the delight of the contemporary
political right, the electronic evangelists
had only substituted a few words and
phrases in their historic litany. They re-
placed godless North with godless com-
munism. Blacks were no longer lynched;
they were simply nonproductive recipi-
ents ol a welfare system that should be
terminated. Political candidates were still
clected or defeated on whims, and life on
the border of economic despair would
still be redeemed when labor-union offi-
cials, international bankers, big business-
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men and bureaucrats all burned in hell.

But while the religious litany of re-
venge and retribution was music to the
ears of farright political ideologues,
they recognized an even more vulnerable
side of the evangelical movement that
they could easily manipulate and ex-
ploit—the historical isolation of religious
right-wing fundamentalists.

Even within the South during those
years that the hell-fire-and-brimstone
brand of Christian fundamentalism
swept across the landscape, the evangeli-
cal ministers and their flocks were re-
garded by mainstream religious groups
as being, at the least, wacky. The evan-
gelicals spoke in tongues. They handled
snakes. In public, they washed one an-
other's feet. With vehement language,
they took the antics of the Southern
Episcopalian and Presbyterian gentry—
dancing, playing cards and drinking
whiskey—and made of them cardinal
sins. Even within their own region, they
were outsiders, pcople on the religious
fringe.

Years later, when the direct descend-
ants of those earliest evangelists carried
their message to national television, they
were received with alinost identical skep-
ticism by leaders of national, main-line
Protestant denominations. So, once
again, they were alone, even within
the world of religion, and they lost few

opportunities to remind their followers
of that fact. They told their faithful
constituencies that they would continue
their ministries in the face of adversity.

In fact, this tactic appeared to enlarge
their television audiences. The evange-
lists were the underdogs fighting “big
churches,” as they warned their followers
to beware of big business, big govern-
ment and big labor unions. The con-
tributions to their ministries increased
by staggering amounts and the evange-
lists began to perceive themselves as lead-
ers not only of their particular church
congregations but of the faceless, 1solated
millions seeking identity through a fig-
ure on their television screens.

As the letter from Falwell indicated,
he would go to Washington and force
the highest elected officials in America
to reckon with his isolated millions.
From their Southern pulpits, televised
or on radio, Falwell and the other minis-
ters had warned their followers and were
now to warn Congress that America and
its system of free enterprise were threat-
ened not only by godless communism
but somchow as well by proponents of
the Equal Rights Amendment, homosex-
uals, the Panama Canal Treaty, pornog-
raphy, abortion, the absence of prayer in
public schools, proponents of gun-control
legislation and an apparently unmen-
tionable plethora of evils and evildoers

all vaguely identified as representatives
of “atheistic, secular humanism.”

And as the ministers warned of those
dangers, they reminded Congress and
the nation that it was they who were
somehow personally ordained by God to
lead America from what they termed its
social, economic, spiritual and political
darkness. Their faceless millions de-
manded recognition. Their years of
isolation from the mainstream demanded
atonement,

So that December morning in Wash-
ington, the representatives of America’s
embittered political right were enthusi-
astically prepared to strike a deal with
representatives of  America’s  religious
right. With only the proper encourage-
ment and promises of delerence and
fealty from the political organizations to
the fundamentalist preachers, a seeming-
ly invincble political-religious alliance
would be established. Billings would be
persuaded to deliver to the politically
estranged far right the awesome, evan-
gelical constituency built around Fal-
well’'s Old-Time Gospel Hour. And if
Billings and Falwell were successfully
recruited into the ranks of the political
right and given highly visible roles of
leadership, it was obviously only a mat-
ter of time belore other electronic evan-
gelists would be knocking at the door,
ready to deliver as well the millions of
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followers within their own loyal con-
stituencies.
L ]

The Family Protection Act, as intro-
duced in the Senate by Paul Laxalt of
Nevada and in the House ol Representa-
tives by Steve Svmms of Idaho, would
force the restoration of prayer in public
schools, undermine the American public-
cducation systern by making Federal
funds available for the aeation of pri-
vate, racially segregated schools and
drastically reduce the socialservice pro-
grams of the Government that provide
aid to millions of Americans. As a reflec-
tion both of the preachings of the elec
tronic ministers and of the writings of
lar-right ideologues, the bill takes direct
amm at the American labor movement,
denying Federal funds to public school
systems where teachers are unionized and
exempting from the jurisdiction of the
National Labor Relations Board private,
scegregated schools.

Other provisions of a hill ostensibly
designed to protect the family would
deny lood stamps to college students;
prohibit legal-services money Irom being
used for school-descgregation litigation,

divorce litigation, homosexual-rights liti-
gation or litigation seeking funding for
abortions. The bill would also deny
Federal moncy to any organization pre-
senting homosexuality as an acceptable
alternative lifestyle and would encourage
employers to discriminate against it.

“Certain things like abortion, pornog-
raphy and rights [or homosexuals will
not be tolerated in a Christian society,”
said Potter. “If the open homosexual be-
gins to thrust his homosexuality forward,
he's going to be in trouble. He will be
put in jail or similarly punished.” Im-
prisonment for open homosexuals, how-
ever, does not quite measure up to what
some members of the far right think
should happen to women who have had
abortions. In a pre-clection dossier on
his attackers by Senator George McGov-
ern, one pro-life activist is reported to
have said that women who have abor-
tions should be executed.

“I believe there’re angels and T be-
lieve there're devils,” said Gasper. "All
men of good will should agree on abor-
tion, homosexuality and pornography as
being bad. T can foresee a state govern-
ment making it illegal to be a purveyor
ol pornography and other perversions.”

“I love you, too, Charlotte, but I can’t
afford your sticker price.”

Even if the state were to balk at the
program to sterilize, through censorship,
American newsstands, movichouses and
television networks, and even if the state
were not to engage in a Khomeini-style
purge of the country, the far right still
retains within its arsenal its own suc-
cessfully tested weapon of punishment:
moral extortion, That weapon had al-
ready demolished the carcers of two re-
spected United States Senators by the
time the group of right-wing extremists
sat down to draft the Family Protcection
Act. The political success of the tactics
of moral extortion could as easily be
applied by the right to ensure that its
plans for censorship. or for the denuncia-
tions of public or private individuals,
were equally successtul.

“I think that some political figures
in the country arc going to be sur-
prised,” said Paul Weyrich, director of
the Committee for the Survival of a Free
Congress and a [arright leader instru-
mental in drafting the Family Protec-
tion Act. "I think that as the pro-family
groups become better educated as 1o
who the friends and enemies of the
family are, and as they become better
educated in how to participate in the
political process, a lot of Congress-
men . .. are going to be humbled.”

Richard A. Viguerie, owner of a mass-
mailing operation and editor-publisher of
Conservative Digest—in which the above
statements by Weyrich appeared—was
more direct when he summed up the
attitude of the right toward its friends
and enemnes. “Conservauives have one
weapon the White House really doesn’t
have—the ability to punish,” Vigueric
stated. “"We're going 1o look very care-
fully at the [Panama Canal] votes when
all this 1s over and do an awful lot of
pumishing.”

Terry Dolan, chairman of the Nation-
al Conservative Political Action Com-
mittee and one of the leading strategists
in the politics of moral extortion, was
candid in his assessment ol the use of
those tactics. “I'm convinced,” he said,
“that at some point with these types of
programs [providing political-training
schools for right-wing candidates and
other taciical resources] we could elect
Mickey Mouse to the House or Senate
under the right aircumstances.”

One of those tactics used by Dolan
to pillory political candidates—and gen-
erate money lor farright causes—is the
mass-mailed [und-raising letter. Written
in a manner intended to scare the living
hell our of each of its recipients, such
leuers have been mailed by the hun-
dreds of thousands from Viguerie's oper-
ation in Virginia. A [und-raising letter
for the National Conservative Political
Action Committee, dated March 8, 1976,
and signed by U. S. Senator Jesse Helms



S B B b

Rpw————y ’
%?,,/M),,,
i )
+

‘-%ﬂa/m’z /4/ fee

BTILE 4% vunatd ey i AT on 061
THIS WHISKY 1S 6 YEARS OLD
BEB US PROOF

6 YEARS OLD. IMPORTED N BDTTLE FROM CANADA BY HIRAM WALKER IMPORTERS INC., DETRDIT, MICH. 86.8 PROOE. BLENDED CANADIAN WHISKY. ©) 1980

he C : Season'

i nadlan Club gift package is available for holiday giving at no extra cost,
_' A now you can send gifts of C.C. by phone. Just dial 800-528-6148.




PLAYBOY

of North Carolina, requested urgent do-
nations to the organization for these
reasons: “Because your tax dollars are
being used to pay for grade school
courses that teach our children that can-
nibalism, wife swapping and the murder
of infants and the elderly are acceptable
behavior.”

Although most rational people would
not take such a letter seriously, the ef-
fects of almost identical massmail tac-
tics, employed against various political
candidates, simply cannot be estimated.
The bottom line is that the tactical de-
cision by the far right to undermine the
doctrine of the separation of church and
state was brilliant political swategy in
a nation that does care about the re-
ligious and moral stances of its leaders.
And to impose the issue of “pro-moral,”
“pro-family” or “pro-Christian” on the
political scene has worked with deadly
cffect.

Helen Wise, a member of the Pennsyl-
vania House of Representatives, attribut-
ed her defeat in a re-election campaign
to that strategy. 'l was accused of having
a lack of moral leadership,” she stated.
“I was never accused ol being immoral,
just a ]:u;k of moral leadership. what-
ever that is. . . . The people who put
it over were the religious fundamental-
ists. Now, I'm in a liberal district, but
there were bumper stickers and broad-
sides and campaign materials given out
at prayer meetings.”

Legislating prayer in the public schools
seriously threatens the doctrine of sepa-
ration of church and state. It threatens
as well the doctrine of the separation of
powers, because it jeopardizes the author-
ity of the U.S. Supreme Court, When
these ramifications of the Family Protec-
tion Act are translated politically, the
intentions of its supporters become trans-
parent. These people are not really inter-
ested in protecting the American family.
They have created, rather, a nonexistent
but potentially volatile emotional issue—
opposttion to the family—as a means of
undermining and dangerously weaken-
ing the American system ol government.

“We organize discontent,” said How-

ard Phillips, the founder of the Con-
servative Caucus. “We must prove our
ability to get revenge on people who
£o against us.”
- “We are diflerent from previous gen-
erations of conservatives,” said Weyrich.
“We are no longer working to preserve
the status quo. We are radicals, working
to overturn the present power structure
of this country.”

“Conceivably, this country could have a
civil war,” said Pouter. “Every truly seri-
ous issue is fundamentally a moral issue.
No war—including civil wars—has ever
been fought but on moral issues. In a

258 Christian society, force is not ruled out.”

Even if other right-wing ideologues are
less enthusiastic about the possibilities
of a civil war in America, the majority
of them acknowledge that a national
campaign based on the single-issue tac-
tics of fear and hate, and set into mo-
tion to guarantee passage of the Family
Protection Act, would amount to the first
stage in a take-over of the United States
by a totalitarian theocracy.

Then, once it accomplished that, the
far right would dismantle all govern-
mental regulatory agencies, repeal the
National Labor Relations Act and, with
it. the National Labor Relations Board,
defeat and roll back all legislation against
right-to-work laws, repeal the Civil Rights
Act of 1964 and the Voting Rights Act of
1965, revoke any Congressional restraints
on the Federal Bureau of Investigation
and the domestic actions of the Central
Intelligence Agency, repeal the Free-
dom ol Information Act, institute a tax
code favorable exclusively to corpora-
tions and the wealthy and launch a cen-
sorship campaign under the guise of the
pro-family movement aimed direcly at
the First Amendment, with a repudia-
tion of the Bill of Rights soon to follow,

In its “Target 80" sirategy report and
fund-raising letter, the National Con-
servative Political Action Committee
listed its goals once it successfully elimni-
nated five targeted U.S. Senators and
eventually gained control of the Senate.

We “will put all the . . . liberals on
notice that if they step out of line and
vote for the SALT agreements, taxpayer
financing of Congressional elections and
all big labor’s other special-interest legis-
lation, the voters will rise up and oppose
them. We can then count on defeating
the SAL'T disarmament treaty, repeal of
the right-to-work laws and other key
liberal legislation.™

The letter closed with this prophecy:
“Instead of just fighting liberal legisla-
tion, at last conservatives will start pro-
posing legislation of their own—for the
first time in 20 years,”

So when the representatives of the
various factions within the disorganized
American political and religious right
lefv that momentous meeting in Wash-
ington, they had become, oflicially,
America’s “new moral right.” Their
agenda for the country could not have
been more obvious if they had chiseled
it in stone. Riding on the emotional
fervor of their pro-family movement,
they would prepare o press for Con-
gressional enactment of the Family Pro-
tection Act following the 1980 general
clections. They would prepare for those
elections by targeting no fewer than
live Senators—George McGovern, Frank
Church, Birch Bayh, John Culver and
Alan Cranston—for defeat through the
tactics of moral extortion. They would

openly work for the defeat of Jimmy
Carter in 1980, throwing their support
to Reagan (Falwell's man Billings was
named religious liaison for the Reagan
campaign). By 1982, they would. if suc
cessful in the 1980 elections, be ready
to launch an all-out bid to seize control
of the United States Senate and House
ol Representatives. If they were not suc-
cessful in 1980, they would by no means
back away: they would simply consider
themselves belrayed again and work
that much harder for a take-over in the
next Congressional election.

And then, with the enactment of their
program of repressive legislation, the
final twist would come. The new moral
right, having successfully organized dis-
content, humbled politicians and thrown
the nation into social and political con-
vulsions, would be in a position to pun-
ish the American people who had never
before subscribed to the inflexible, doc-
trinaire programs. The American public,
having betrayed the new powers-that-be,
would now find itself embroiled in a civil
war the right would do nothing to pre-
vent and would gleefully encourage.

L]

The form letters were dated May 2,
1980, and were individually addressed to
each member of Congress. Such form
letters, with their routine lists ol griev-
ances, were so ordinary on Capitol Hill
that this mailing might automatically
have been tossed into appropriate waste-
baskets if Congressional staffers had not
recognized at once the signature on each
of them. Those staffers knew that each
week as many as 30,000,000 Americans
tuned in to Jerry Falwell's Old-Time Gos-
pel Hour, and that Falwell had set a goal
to register as many as 5.000,000 voters
for the 1980 elections and to deliver
those voters personally to the candidates
of his choice.

Falwell was now officially on the move.
He had established the Moral Majority
organization and by the autumn of 1980
would claim chapters in all 50 states.
Now he was simply following up on what
he had described as his divine mandate
to go to Congress and fight for those laws
he felt were right for America.

Falwell had written his form letter
to members of Congress, his letter stat-
ed, to share with them his “Ninety-Five
Theses for the 1980s"—a reference to
the 95 theses of Martin Luther, even
though Falwell’s list of complaints had
nothing whatsoever in common with
those of the German monk.

Written in a curious, quasi-Biblical
tone, Falwell's theses were actually a
rather remarkable parody of almost
every provision of the Family Protection
Act. Yet he did not limit himself to
comments on the legislation his letter
was intended to support. His theses car-
ried him into such diverse matters of
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state and theology as the manner in
which American foreign policy should
be conducted; the proper posture for the
nation’s military and the amount of de-
fense appropriations necessary to sustain
such an aggressive, provocative posture;
the necessity lor capital punishment; and
a defense of the divine origins of the
United States and the system of free
enterprise.

Why did the members of Congress not
toss Falwell's theses into the wastebasket
with most other aackpot lobbying let-
ters? Because Falwell had established
himself as something different. It wasn't
so much that e had put the fear of
God in them; it was more the fear of
those who use God to get what they want
here on earth.

For months, Falwell had wraveled back
and forth across the United States from
his base of operations. his 17.000-mem-
ber Thomas Road Baptist Church in
Lynchburg, Virginia. He had recruited,
he would claim in the autumn of 1980,
more than 70,000 ministers for the Moral
Majority, and he boasted from the pul-
pit that he had singlehandedly registered
2,000.000 voters for the November elec
tion. As he conducted his I Love Amer-
ica” and “America, You're Too Young
to Die” rallies in state after state (he
scheduled all 50 in an 18-month period),
his tour of the country was like that of a
politician in scarch of the nation’s high-
est office.

In cach of his politically motivated
sermons, Falwell’s texts were replete
with emotion-baiting code words haunt-
ingly reminiscent of the campaign rallies
of George Wallace in 1968 and 1972. As
Wallace had successiully worked his audi-
ences with constant references to busing
and wellare, Falwell politically and
spiritually manipulated his audiences
with references to wellare cheaters and
atheistic, secular hwmanists. But where
Wallace had been the consummate po-
litical orator exacerbating the economic
fears and racial prejudices ol his sup-
porters, Falwell remained the docurinaire
tent evangelist pointing out to his audi-
ences with comparable fears and preju-
dices those forces he identified for them
as either good or evil, Christian or non-
Christian, pro-family or anti-family and
pro-moral or nonmoral.

The spiritual afterlife Falwell prom-
ised his listeners resembled the United
States in the days belore Brown vs. Board
of Education—yet he wasn’t content with
a “perfeat” afterlife. Within the context
ol his rhetoric, il everything non-Chris-
tian were going to be restricted Irom
cternal salvation, then it might as well
be eliminated from the temporal world
as well. This tactic enabled him constant-
ly 1o remind his followers of the omni-
present enemices of their earthly, spiritual
well-being. By identifving these now-all-
woo-familiar “non-Christian” elements,

Falwell was pointing out encmics of a
nation that he believed had been divine-
ly ordained and that fie had been chosen
by God to lead.

But as Falwell carried his campaign
into state after state, his litany of face-
less enemies was no longer suflicient to
satisly audiences he had worked into a
Irenzy. They wanted blood, and Falwell
was more than willing to make them
happy. And so for perhaps the hrst time
in  American  history, an ¢vangelist
stepped into the political arena not to
save the souls ol politicians but to in-
criminate public officials and individuals
and destroy their careers—in the name
of God and family.

The Alaska chapter of Falwell's Moral
Majority was casily one of the most
zealous. Its members were m the process
of subverting the Republican Party in
Alaska and seizing that party’s top state
olfices when Falwell arrived to conduct
his "1 Love America’ campaign. It was
in those Alaska vallies that Falwell
served notice to the nation he was ready
to do battle not with faceless enemies
but with public personalities.

“We had breaklast with the President
about a month ago,” said Falwell, “and
we were discussing national defense and
all these things and I asked the Presi-
dent, ‘Sir, why do you have practicing
homosexuals on your senior staff at the
White Houser'

“*Well, 1 mn President of all the
American people and I believe I should
represent everyone,” ™ Falwell then said,
apparently quoting President Carter.

Then Falwell said, I said, "Why don't
you have some murderers and bank rob-
bers and so torth to representz” ™

At that point, Falwell's Alaskan audi-
ence went wild with applause. But he
did not bother to tell them that the
conversation he was quoting had never
taken place.

Falwell had, indeed, met with Carter.
But a White House wansaipt of the
meeting reveals a totally different wrans-
action from that depicted by the evange-
list. The wanscript indicates that Falwell
asked Carter il he were correct in
assuming that two homosexuals living
together would not fit Carter’s delinition
ol a family. The transcript revealed no
response from Carter, who is said to have
nodded in agreement with Falwell's state-
ment, And according to the transcript,
Falwell then said, “Thank you—thank
you very much.”

Fabricating an inaccurate account of
a meeting with the President of the
United States apparently did not bother
Falwell. But the lact that he was lying
to his Alaskan audience in order to ex-
ploit its prejudices against homosexuals
exposed Falwell’'s own contempt for the
people who supported him. They could
be expected to applaud such state-

ments—and donate money—whether the
statements were tru€ or not.

When he was questioned about the
incident, Falwell issued the following
bizarre explanation: *1 have stated as
clearly and emphatically as I know how
that my recent statement was not intend-
ed to be a verbatim report of our conver-
sation with President Carter.

“Instead. my statement was intended
to be, and was. an honest portrayal of
President Carter’s position on gay rights.
It was an anecdote, intended to dramat-
ically get the attention of the audience.
1t was an accurate statement of the Pres
ident’s record and position on gay rights.
It was meant to be nothing else.”

Falwell's disregard for the facts con-
cerning the meeting with Carter exposed
his intentions as those ol a demagog,
not a sincere Christian cvangelist seek-
ing to heal a nation’s soul. In fact, in
an Anchorage speech, he lashed out not
only at Carter but at other public indi-
viduals. He enlarged his list of cnemies
of the United States and its morality by
attacking Gloria Steinem, Betty Friedan
and Bella Abzug for their support of the
Equal Rights Amendment. And then,
in another Alaska specch, Falwell said,
“This nation has gone into a moral tail
spin because we have a group of dirty
liberals who tell us Christianity and poli-
tics don’t mix . . . the Hugh Helners and
the Jane Fondas, who weave their amor-
al philosophies into the moral fibric
of this counury.”

With those attacks on the President
and public individuals, Falwell exposed
the transparencies ol his highly polished,
“patriotic” extravaganzas. Steinem, Frie-
dan and Abzug were wrong, in his con-
text. not because they supported ER.A.
but because they did not subsaribe to
the rigid doctrines of Jerry Falwell. But
more ominously, “the Hugh Hefners and
the Jane Fondas™ were wrong not be-
cause they spoke out on issues that con-
cerned them but because they had a First
Amendment  guarantee  that  allowed
them to do so.

The rallies conducted by Falwell were
only podiums from which he could en-
rage his audiences’ prejudices, thereby
distracting his listeners as he and his
supporters sharpened their skills at sub-
verting the Constitution and denving
to everyone but themselves the First
Amendment guarantecs to hree speech, in
the name ol the pro-family movement.

And last May, in the letter Falwell
sent to members of Congress on behalf
of the Family Protection Act, he loaded
both his letter and his 95 theses with
the same code words that had brought
him thundering ovations on his cam-
patign across the country. He informed
Congress that the following were “anti-
family”: communal living, abortion,
homosexuality, polygamy, abusive use of
alcohol and drugs. premarital sex. incest,
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adultery, pornography, no-fault divorce
and the Equal Rights Amendment.

Woven through his list of complaints
was a blueprint for a sterile, nondiverse
society of rigid conformity. While he at-
tacked abortion no fewer than eight
times in his theses, some observers
from main-line Protestant denomina-
tions pointed out for the first time a
curious deception in Falwell's funda-
mentalist opposition to abortion. To
him, they said, the issue of abortion
seemed to be basically one of sexual mo-
rality. His opposition to it was not really
based on a feeling that all human life
was sacred; instead, it reflected a funda-
mentalist belief that a woman, living in
a theocracy, should be punished for the
sin ol having sexual intercourse by being
forced to deliver unwanted babies.

The society Falwell envisioned for
America was further elaborated in the
following proclamations from his theses:

« That all able-bodied U. S. male
citizens are obligated to fight to the
death, if necessary, to defend the
flag.

» That the free-enterprise system
of profit be encouraged to grow, be-
ing unhampered by any socialistic
laws or red tape.

= Thar all . . unproductive
governmental  financial  programs
[wellare and social services] be ter-
minated, harmful [sic] programs
which i themselves perpetuate pov-
erty and laziness.

* That new laws be introduced
providing for the immediate depor-

tation of troublemaking noncitizens
in this country.

» That no law be inwoduced to
force private schools to hire individ-
uals solely to achieve minority-
group balance.

» That any and all efforts to bring
about a central world government
be unceasingly opposed.

« That this country help those
friendly nations such as Israel, Tai-
wan, South Korea, South Alfrica, etc.

« That abortion blunts the nation-
al conscience.

= That in the spirit of true educa-
tion, both prevalent theories of ori-
gin be impartially taught in the
public school system. These two
models are special creation and evo-
lution.

= That the mission of the church is
to ereate a moral climate influencing
good government.

» That through the process of a
20th Century moral and spiritual
awakening, our nation once again
take its rightful and historical place
as leader and example to the other
countries in the world’s community.

L

The passage ol the Family Protection
Act, and the subsequent restructuring
of American society as envisioned by the
new moral right would require Senatorial
and Congressional votes. I necessary, the
storm troops of the right's evangelical
constituency could be called into service
to wage a national campaign for the
legislation.

And il the agenda of the right were to

“You call that a yule log?”

be carried to its completion—in 1982, or
1984, or 1986 or beyond—then the
America of the [uture would become a
kind of replica of the Geneva of John
Calvin: Diversity would be replaced by
rigid conformity, dissent would be si-
lenced with totalitarian swiftness,

But the heartening thing to remember
is that such an agenda flies in the face of
the reality of an America of more than
200,000,000 individuals. Some of the
programs the far right proposes would
lead to open strite, to civil war. It is
hard to conceive of a political-religious
leader who could arrive in San Francisco,
New York, Washington, New Orleans,
Atlanta, Chicago, or any other metropol-
itan area and successfully imprison gays
without meeting armed resistance.

But that is exactly what the far right
wants. The sterile America it would like
to create would force a civil war so
that—commanding a somehow loyal mil-
itary—it could extract its revenge on the
public that had betrayed it for so many
years. A list of its censorship goals would
begin with this magazine and move from
here to every other publication in the
country, 10 every movie, television show,
news broadcast. drama and musical con-
cert. All of those would have to be ap-
proved by the new moral right. Daily
life in America would be unrecogniz-
able—unless one compared it with the
now-familiar scenes of daily life in Iran
under the Ayatollah Khomeini.

Despite the success ol Falwell, it would
appear—it only [rom the published re-
ports stating his average donation to be
$20—that his is a constituency ol basi-
cally well-meaning, concerned persons of
devout faith and not much cash. In
other words. these are the same people
who have historically turned to evange-
lists for whatever variety of personal and
religious reasons. If told by their leader
that America is a nation of divine origin,
they will accept it as an absolute verity.
And it told as well that the institution of
a tax code favorable exclusively to the
corporiations and the wealthy is some-
how part ol God's plan, they will con-
ceivably accept that with pious humiliry.

But they will also have missed the
point. They and their leaders will have
been taken in by political right-wing
ideologues who never trusted them to be-
gin with. And under a political program
desipned  to accommodate a  corpo-
rate-controlled Government, characier-
ized by hyperprovocative militarism and
predictable tax codes penalizing the
poor, the evangelical constituency would
be left in even worse shape than when it
began, its hopes appropriated not by its
leaders but by a political faction that
had manipulated first its emotions and
then its votes to gain the power the
American public has always denied it
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“Every major cognac firm has a distinctive flavor
profile by which its product is characterized.”

of authenticity and quality. Nevertheless,
Gérard  Sturm, cognac’s world-wide
spokesman, offers these broad guidelines
for American consumers. Three-star, VS
or VSI* cognacs average five to ten years
in age, with the youngest brandy being
no less than three and one half years
old. They sell for $10 to $15 a bot-
tle. VSOP, VSEP, VSO and VO average
12 to 20 years in age, with a mini-
mum of five and one half years. These
generally go for $18 to $22. Blends
labeled Napoleon, Cordon Bleu, Tri-
omphe, Vieille Réserve, XO, Extra,
Anniversaire, et al.,, run an average of
25 years and more, a few exceeding 50
years, according to Sturm. These run
from $30 to $65 a bottle, and the wend
is up. Four recent product introductions
are in the stratosphere: Delamain’s Trés
Vénérable goes for about 560 to 5100 per
bottle, Hennessy's Paradis lists at $125,
Courvoisier VOC in a Baccarat decanter
lists for $110 and Rémy Martin’s Louis
XIII, also in Baccarat crystal, is $300 per
bottle. There are several designations
that do enjoy legal status. The phrase
Grande Champagne or Grande Fine
Champagne on a bottle indicates that all
the grapes came [rom the premier grow-
ing zone, the Grande Champagne. Fine
Champagne means that the grapes
were grown in the two top zones, the
Grande and the Petite Champagne re-
gions, with more than half from
the Grande Champagne.

Inevitably, such fanciful terminology
lends itself to abuse, and many cognac
symbols are appropriated by ordinary
brandies to give a spurious aura of class.
Three stars or ten stars on a bottle of
brandy are meaningless. Grande Cognac
is not from the Grande Champagne
zone, and such phrases as Négociants a
Cognac or Mise en bouteille ¢ Cognac,
of themselves, do not guarantee the con-
tents to be cognac. The most flagrant
offense in that regard is “Napoleon.”
Every five-buck brandy flaunts the Little
Corporal’s name prominently. But Na-
poleon brandy is not Courvoisier co-
gnac, nor is St. Rémy brandy Rémy
Martin copnac. Caveat emplor!

The consuming public seldom imbibes
enough of any one cognac to form an
impression of a house style. Yer every
major firm has a distinctive flavor pro-
file, by which it's characterized among
prolessionals and, indeed, appraises it-
sell. A rundown of the styles of major
shippers may give you an insight into
which producers are most likely to flatter

your palate and satisfy your taste buds.

Rémy Martin considers itself a “nat-
ural cognac,” adhering to time-honored,
traditional procedures. Thus, the end
product offers both favor and complex-
ity, without tannin or woody notes in-
truding. The body is silky and just a
mite to the light side of medium. Rémy
concentrates on its VSOP-Fine Cham-
pagne, using only grapes from the two
top crus. IU's an estimable bottle, smooth
and fragrant, and good value for the
money. As a rule of thumb, the addition-
al cost of older blends is quite modest,
compared with the extra finesse and
dimensions of flavor they offer.

Courvoisier is rather full-bodied and
round without harsh edges. It has good
color and flavor, with an appealing oaky-
vanilla bouquet, making a definite im-
pact on the senses. Napoleon, as
mentioned, is a name that has been mis-
used in brandy circles, but the Cour-
voisier people inform us that Napoleon
visited the Chiteau Courvoisier and fa-
vored the pride of the house. Legends
aside, Courvoisier's Napoleon is authen-
tic cognac and an ¢xemplary product.

Hennessy runs the gamur of grades,
including a VS or 3-Star, according to a
company spokesman. because one can't
be “just in the old-cognac business.”
Hennessy will sacrifice fruit for balance,
It recently reformulated its VSOP for
the American market, replacing it with
a lighterstyle VSOP, With available re-
serve stocks, Hennessy is planning to sell
more of the higher-priced cognacs. Its
XO is a suave number.,

Martell, the top-selling cognac in the
world, is clean, with grapy, spicy-oaky
notes prominent in the bouquet. Martell
brandies lean to richness, being moder-
ately full in bouquet and body. Its hall-
mark brand is the Cordon Bleu, an
aristocratic, aged proprietary that merits
the kudos it receives.

The big four dominate the U.S. mar-
kets, but there are more than 800 co-
gnacs produced in the Charente. A
number of the more worthy reach our
shores, though some are not widely avail-
able. Chiteau de Fontpinot, Delamain,
Hine and Ragnaud are well rated by
cognac fanciers. Bisquit, Monnet, Otard
and Prince Hubert de Polignac have
staunch admirers. And there are in-
teresting shopping possibilities among
such additional quality brands as Camus,
Comandon, Denis-Mouni¢, Edipse, Gas-
ton de Lagrange, Marnier Lapostolle,
a well-aged bottling affiliated with the

Grand Marnier people, Mumms and
Salignac.

There are also a handful of liule
wonders, adored by the cognacscenti, in
extremely limited distribution. Expen-
sive French restaurants occasionally pour
them by the glass and that's your best
opportunity to sample them. The list in-
cludes Jean Danflou Grande Cham-
pagne Extra, Madame Gaston Briand
Grande Fine Champagne, Croizet Age
Inconnu, by the family firm that bottles
the cognac for Paul Bocuse and the
Troisgros brothers and Rémy Martin's
250th Anniversary Cognac, Cuvée Anni-
versaire—a special bottling that's very
scarce.

Cognac is undeniably the finest
brandy in the world. And there are times
when only a splash of cognac in a snifter
will do: as the finale to a sumptuous
banquet, before bed on a frigid night
with a warm friend, to celebrate that big
break when it finally comes or when
you're indulging yourselt lavishly. But
cognac is versatile, lending itself to a
variety ol ingratiating applications, as a
glance around the world demonstrates.
Yugoslavs, for example, prefer it as a
belore-dinner aperitif. The Chinese con-
sider cognac an aphrodisiac and qualf it
with meals—cutting it with water and
drinking it like wine. The British tradi-
tionally take cognac with soda or water
in a highball. And in the Charente, they
have a neat little trick all their own:
Alter drinking their post-prandial coffee,
they pour a jolt of cognac into the warm
cup and sip it as a digestif. Soviet boss ol
all bosses Leonid Brezhnev drinks cognac
any time he can get it. apparently. On a
French air-force jet, going [rom Paris to
Marseilles, Brezhnev asked for cognac—
and was upset to learn it was a nyef on
military craft. On the return trip, diplo-
matic considerations prevailed and a
bottle of the pride of Charente was
placed on board. Leonid did it justice.

Nor is cognac any suanger to the
shaker. Among the classic cognac cock-
tails are the sidecar (equal parts cognac,
Cointreau and lemon juice); the king's
peg (cognac and chilled champagne):
the stinger (two parts cognac to one part
white créme de menthe); cognac old
fashioned (cognac, a little sugar, a good
dash of bitters and fresh fruit il desired);
cognac sour (merely substitute cognac for
the whiskey in your favorite sour recipe
and dig the favorful difference). Cognac
also mates beautifully with black coffee
and with liqueurs. And for a bright, al
legedly therapeutic aperitif, you might
uy Sturm's Magic Bullet: Shake 2 ozs.
fresh orange juice and 1 oz. cognac brisk-
ly with ice. Strain into a chilled cocktail
glass—and sip. It will certainly charm
you, even if it doesn’t cure anything.

A volre santé!

Y
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“‘T've always said that Rod [Stewart] isn’t a rock

star,” says his manager. ‘He’s a growth industry.

23

his blue short-sleeved shirt. “There’s no
such thing as middle-class rock 'n’ roll,”
he says between phone calls. “Either
you're rich or you're poor.”

Most of the acts he manages are rich—
1,000,000-plus sellers such as Aerosmith
and AC/DC. Some are even richer—
such as Ted Nugent. The 32-year-old
Michigan native can boast two gold
and five platinum albums, but that’s just
the past. The future, according to Nu-
gent and his advisors. is agribusiness.

It may have taken him some long, hard
years to finally make it to the cover of
Rolling Stone; but it took only a few
short months for Nugent's [ace to adorn
the cover of another magazine: Fur
Rancher. Fur Rancher? That's right. all
you semiaquatic-animal lovers. Ted Nu-
gent is heavily into mink.

Two years ago, on the advice of his
attorney and Anancial advisor Bob Weed,
Nugent bought the King Mink Ranch
in Michigan. Not only does he raise
thousands of the fturry animals (his oper-
ation will sell more than 10,000 pelts
this year) but the 80-acre ranch is also
the site for Nugent's Clydesdale opera-
tion. Beer drinkers everywhere will be
delighted to know that Budweiser will
have no problems now that Nugent also
raises the big-looted draft horses.

And if that 1sn’t enough. not far [rom
East Lansing 1s Nugent's rainbow-trout-
Larm operation. “All of this fits in with
Ted's plan for acquiring land,” says
Weed. a former ariminal lawver who has
advised Nugent for the past eight vears.
“Swre, were involved in some oil-and
gas-lease tax shelters, but when I tell him
about property, that's something he un-
derstands.

“Besides,” Weed mrgues, “Ted's got
the cash to get involved in this kind of
specialized farming without being con-
tronted with the wemendous debt
service that has ruined so many other
farmers. It also allows him to have his
expenses offser income.™

At least on paper, the Nugent agri-
business is at present a losing operation,
thanks to accelerated depreciation and
tax investment credits on feed. buildings
and animals. Then there are some Nu-
gent over-the-counter investments. He
15, lor example, a limited partner in the
building ol the new Flint, Michigan.
Hyatt Regency Hotel, 1o be opened
later this year.

“Within a year,” bhoasts manager
Krebs, “Ted will be financially protected
for the rest of his lite. But I guess it

264 won't do great things for his image il

his fans find out he reads The Wall
Street Journal instead of Creem maga-
zinc every morning."”

Krebs has even bigger plans for his
arnists. I want to take three or four of
my acts and start our own mutual fund,”
he says. “Can you imagine the possibil-
ities? It will be enormous.”

L ]

Group mvestments for rock stars have
become very popular among business
managers who want their dients to di-
versily and spread their financial liabil-
ity. Then again, some group mvestments
sound great on paper—but don’t always
wark out according to plan.

Enter the Lutine bell. It is not a mu-
sical instrument. It hangs in the under-
writing room of Llovd's of London and
is one of the few salvaged items from
the frigate Lutine that went down with
all hands off the Dutch coast in 1799.

By tradition. every time there is a big
shipping disaster involving a Llovd's
client, the chief clerk walks into the un-
derwriting room and rings the bell,

Lately. the old Lutine bell has been
canging ofl the wall. A $340,000,000
computer-leasing company loss, a host of
airplane aashes and the mysterious dis-
appearance in November 1979 of a
freighter and its cargo ol iron ore with
an insured value of 519.000.000 have all
combined to give the venerable British
company a whopping loss. This informa-
tion does not please Pink Floyd. You
sec. the rock group belongs to an under-
writing syndicate at Lloyd’s and, as such,
the losses, as well as the gains, are di-
vided. And while the group reluses 1o
talk about its mvestments, the word is
that it will soon be out ol its insurance
deal belore the group is lorced to be-
come Floyd’s ol London.

But the group investments that have
paid off have almost always been directly
tied to real estate. And almost every
major rock group. including Pink Floyd.
can boast some major real-estate partner-
ships. Donna Summer and some two
dozen partners own a 226-unit apartment
complex in Houston and another 216-
unit operation in Dallas.

“IU's a proper investing approach.”
says one business advisor, “because it
gives the artist diversification and flex-
ibility. Il the units go belly up tomor-
row, Donna’s risk is limited. She’ll
survive.”

Still, there are some stars who prefer
sole ownership and ignore the old Mo-
nopoly-game rule that you can’t build a
hotel until you build four houses first.

In 1971, Rod Stewart exploded on the
scene when his first solo album. Every
Picture Tells a Story, went to the top of
the charts in both England and the U.S.
Now. picture this: a small. 30-suite
European-style hotel on the Sunset Surip
in L.A. called the Bella Riva. lis owner:
Rod Stewart.

“I've always said that Rod isn’t a rock
star.” says his manager, Billy Gaff. "He's
a growth industry.” Gaff is sitting at the
pool of the Beverly Wilshire Hotel, wait-
ing for the contractors and the decora-
tors to finish his own manse in Beverly
Hills (Rod already has two—one in Bel
Air, one at the beach).

“Rod is essentially very conservative,”
savs Gaff. "He doesn’t invest in football
[soccer] clubs or crazy movie- or record-
financing schemes. The tax-shelter scams
are all a little scary, so we stick 1o art
and real estate.”

The current Stewart breakdown shows
him with land or buildings in England,
Spain and California. “We don’t cven
buy bonds.” Gaff explains. “If we put
$5.000,000 into municipal bonds, you
ger maybe nine percent tax-free. But
when you take inflation into considera-
tion—inflation running, I think, ar 14
percent in the United States—vour nine
percent is wiped out.

“For us.” Gaft says. “the answer is
property. But the real salvation was in
leaving the oppressive tax situation in
England. Now we concentrate on a slow,
deliberate investment plan. Investing to
us doesn’t mean making moneyv. It means
keeping it. What we struggle 10 do is to
hold on to it. And make sure that the
millions vou're saving today will buy
the same 20 years from now. A good picce
of land will keep going up, even if
vou're not making anything out ol it.”

Even Barry Manilow may be getting
land crazv. Lately, he has confded to
friends that he’s seriously interested in
purchasing the small (population: 18)
town of Harmony. California. It's on
the block for a mecager 3700.000—lor
which the buyer gets the town and all
its eight buildings. Manilow is already
apologizing for the lact that the place
has only one small street. “*We could
have a parade there,” he has joked, “but
the band would have to stand still and
the people would have to walk around
them.” Better vet, some cynics have even
suggested the site as the perfect location
for an annual Barry Manilow music
fesuval. Stay tuned.

For those rock stars who love mass
visibility without the lecling they have
to be responsible for a whole town,
there's a slightly less risky investment
approach: that with the right combina-
tion of money and ¢go, every music star
should own his own bakery, restaurant
or night club. Lou Adler (who produced
and managed Carole King and Cheech
and Chong) was an original investor in a
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number of L. A. eateries, not to mention
The Roxy on the Sunset Strip. Helen
Reddy was a prime backer of Roy's (a
superchic L.A. Chinese restaurant where
the stars go to get estimates on egg rolls).
She is also still the major stockholder in
the Famous Amos cookie empire. And
now a deal is being negotiated for the
Aacme diner in L.A. Included in the
group of prospective owners are Elektra
Records chairman Joe Smith, rock man-
ager Irv Azoff and a few of his clients,
such as Jimmy Buffett and the Eagles.
The Doobie Brothers lease out space to
a Northern California chain of seafood
restaurants; Donna Summer holds the
lease on Au Petit Café, a chic French
restaurant in Hollywood.
.

But the unforgiving economics of
today’s music business have eliminated
many of the extravagances ol the late
Sixties and early Seventies. Take the
case of Elton John. In 1972, he gave his
agent a $48,000 Rolls-Royce and boasted
one of the largest collections of glitter
shoes and eyeglasses (who could forget
the pair with the windshield wipers or
the $5000 model that lit up to spell
E-L-'T-O-N?). Captain Fanrastic toured
in a lavish chartered 707 called Starship
and his weekly entertainment budger
was rumored to be close to the gross
national product of Upper Volta.

As a favor to friend Billie Jean King,
Elton invested in something called
World Team Tennis. To hype the new
tennis franchise in 1976, he also re-
corded Phﬂaddpkiﬂ Freedom, in honor
of the Pennsylvania team. The song was
a big hit. Team tennis was a loser and
is now history.

Then Elton invested in a new fran-
chise with the L.A. Aztecs, a soccer team.
After three financial partnerships failed
to get the team into the black, Elton
pulled out. In the meantime, he was
slightly more successful in picking up
artwork (ranging from Rembrandt etch-
ings to originals by David Hockney) and
original Bugatti furniture.

In the late Seventies, Elton’s album
sales started to slip, and for a while he
stopped touring. But his huge overhead
remained the same. Finally, last year, he
went on the road again. Gone was the
707, the expensive hotel suites and the
entourage. “He had to go back on tour,”
says one close friend, “because he finally
came to the realization that once you
create that kind of lifestyle, you have to
support it.”"

Part of that lifestyle now includes yet
another soccer team. Five years ago, El-
ton bought the losing Watford Football
Club—complete with stadinm—north of
London. “He’s come to understand that
it's only a hobby for him,” says manager
John Reid. “But it’s an expensive hobby.
Elton’s carrying about 100 people. It's a
very successful club. And we're doing
really well. We've kept the loss down to
only $30,000 a year.”

Elton isn’t the only heavy to have
bankrolled a soccer tean. The directory
of the New York Cosmos lists Mick
Jagger as an “international consultant.”
And who could forget the Caribous of
Colorado, which in 1978 was one of the
newer teams in the North American
Soccer League? Some of you may know
that there aren't any caribou in Colo-
rado, but that, as it turned out, was just
the first flaw in the team—named for the

“I can see it now, gentlemen.
Five-hundred-million Chinese, all using our
brand of ribbed condoms!’

ranch turned recording studio owned by
former Chicago producer-manager Jim
Guercio, who just happened to be a co-
owner of the team.

At the time, the Caribous’ PR people
liked to boast that rock-m"roll marketing
techniques were helping the selling of
the team. Their marketing director, who
had once designed rock album covers,
also developed the team’s logo—a dumb-
looking caribou with a soccer ball stuck
in its antlers. Then there were the Cari-
bou uniforms: The shirts boasted a
brown-and-black Western yoke with sim-
ulated rawhide fringe hanging from it.
To complete the outfit were a pair of
black-satin shorts and a rock-n"-roll
brown-satin jacket.

The rock-m"-roll uniforms didn't help.
In their first and only season, the Cari-
bous jumped off to a dismal 8-22 record.
Attendance at Denver’s giant Mile-High
Stadium averaged an embarrassing 7418
per game. By the end of 1978, Guercio
was out of the soccer business and the
Caribous were out of Colorado. They
were bought by Ted Turner and are now
known as the Atlanta Chiefs.

Then there’s the Philadelphia Fury,
recently owned by a group that includes
rocker Peter Frampton. Unfortunately,
the Fury has done only slightly better
than the mighty Caribous, with a 10-20
scason. Last October, the franchise was
sold and the team moved to Montreal.

“Almost everyone in rock ‘m’ roll is
looking to shelter income,” says a busi-
ness manager who handles a gaggle of
L.A. performers. “The problem is that
there are fewer and lewer sheleers left.”

Well, not exactly. The scams stop
short of things like tapioca mines and
dental-floss ranches, but shelters still
exist. The Marshall Tucker Band not
only has real-estate holdings in Spartan-
burg, South Carolina, but is also into oil-
and-gas-drilling tax shelters.

Other less-than-buttondown  groups
have discovered the value of the litho-
graphic-plate tax-dodge boogie. In this
strange shelter, the rock star is offered an
original litho plate, usually made by an
unknown artist. The star then pays
$200,000-5300,000 in cash and the bal-
ance in a note due in 12 years. “The way
we hgure it,” says one business manager,
“my clients would more than recoup
their out-of-pocket costs in tax savings
and credits the first year. In the second
year, the benefit would double.™

Then, for those stars who have dis-
covered religion and tax write-offs simul-
taneously, comes the Bible game. A
performer buys 1000 Bibles for ten dol-
lars eacl, wholesale, holds them for a
year (to limit capital-gains taxes), then
donates them to his favorite church, tak-
ing a retail deduction of $30 per Bible.

The IRS has a word lor these shelters:
abusive. But none has yet been tested in
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it’s no illusion—one of the richest corporations
in sweden 1s a rock group

ABBA-cadabra!

A little more than six years ago, an
unknown Swedish group called ABBA
swept to the top of the international
charts with a tune called Waterloo.
By 1978, the quartet had sold more
than 50,000,000 records, outpacing
every other group, including the
Beatles.

Now, with more than 100,000,000
records, albums, tapes and cassettes
sold, ABBA is becoming nothing
short of a multinational corporation.
And, as music groups go, it clearly
ranks as the richest. In fact, a look at
the profit picture alone shows that
ABBA is now one of the richest cor-
porations in Sweden.

“Before ABBA ever got big,'” says
manager Stig Anderson, 49, affiliated
with the group since 1964, “we had a
plan to handle the money. The plan
was simple: For the first time in the
history ol pop music, we wanted it
all under one umbrella. We wrote our
own songs, had our own publicity
company and our own rccord com-
pany and we were our own artists,
Essentially, we had 100 percent of
what we could get.”

Anderson’s battle plan called lor
the group to remain in Sweden and
still maintain total world-wide con-
trol of its record sales, market by
market. As a result, the group is on
dilferent labels in different countries.
“We decided to remain in Sweden
because the group liked living there,”
says Anderson. “Otherwise, the vol-
ume of money and the tax situation
would have forced us to pack our
trunks and move to Monaco or Lux-
embourg. Once we decided to stay.
the plan was to save as much money
as possible. We couldn’t take out
much money as individuals, because
we would have been taxed at 85
percent.”

So Anderson started a company,
Polar Music International, a vehicle
for the group to shelter thousands of
Swedish kroner. It wasn't long before
the thousands mushroomed to mil-
lions. Moving quickly, Anderson de-
cided to diversily the company’s
investments outside the music busi-
ness. “Our problem,” he recalls, “was
that there was just foo much money
comung in."”

Before long, ABBA became one of
Scandinavia's largest venture capital-

ists. The group acquired A. H. Grafik,
one of the largest art galleries in
Stockholm. In addition to sales of
paintings and lithographs throughout
the world, ABBA has been pioneer-
ing the very lucrative concept of leas-
ing the artwork to corporations and
selling to wealthy individuals who
need tax deductions.

Next on the shopping list was oil.
The group formed Pol Oil, an oil-
importing company operating in the
hectic and mercurial spot-oil market
in Rotterdam.

Then there's Invest-Finans, the
fourth and largest ABBA corporation,
which leases big machines. “We lease
out everything from sophisticated
computers to giant [arm combines,”
says Anderson. Although Invest-Fi-
nans is less than two years old,
revenues are already nearing an in-
credible 10,000,000 kroner per year.

ABBA, of course, has its own com
puter to provide daily graphs and
breakdowns of these corporations, as
well as of the music-publishing enter-
prises, record companies and real-
estate invesunents. (At last count,
ABBA boasted ownership in dozens
of commercial and residential real
estate throughout Sweden. The group
also owns the Sports Palace in Stock-
holm. once a glant swimming arena
now converted to ABBA's state-of-the-
art recording studio.)

Naturally, such an investment-
oriented group couldn’t pass up the
profit opportunities of the Swedish
stock market—ABBA is the biggest
shareholder in the largest bicycle
manufacturer in the counuy. “Since
the energy crisis, people are buying
more bicycles,” says Anderson, “so we
decided to play it sale and invest in
that, too.”

The money is rolling in at such a
steady pace that Anderson has plans
for real-estate purchases in other
European countries and in the United
States, to include ABBA's own record-
production companies in Los Angeles,
London and New York.

“This may sound funny.” Ander-
son savs, “but were just building this
empire up. I have a dream that within
two years, we'll consolidate the whole
operation and ABBA will be wraded
on the Swedish stock market.” —p.5.G.

court. “Until that happens,” says one
manager, “we’'ll keep doing it. If the
court rules against us. the most that will
happen is that we pay a penalty and
some back taxes at an interest rate much
lower than we could have even gotten
from a bank.”

] @

Not everyone in the music business
believes in tax shelters. A sign above
Aaron Russo’s desk at Paramount Pic
tures, where he now produces films, asks
visitors to REMEMBER THE GOLDEN RULE.
WHOEVER HAS THE GOLD MAKES THE RULES,

When he was managing Bette Midler,
Russo says he put almost everything they
made into gold. “Paper money was
worthless,” he says. On numerous occa-
sions, when gold was selling for a rea-
sonable $168 an ounce, Russo tried to
write Midler’s contract in ounces. mot
dollars. “But her lawyers intervened and
told me I was crazy,” he says. “"Do you
know.” he starts to yell, “how much we
would have had today?” Russo shrugs.
He's made enough, and it’s only money.

Another rock manager has an even
better idea. 1 have an artist they want
to tour for $1,000,000. But I don’t want
$1,000,000. I want the official contract to
read only $60,000, because I want them
to pay me S60.000 in silver quarters,
which,” he snorts, “have a market value
of $1,000,000. Is the IRS going to tell me
it’s not $60,0002"

The answer is yes. “If he tries it,” says
a top litigation lawyer [or the IRS in
Washington, “he'll get nailed. We inter-
pret everything based on value, and he'll
get busted. In fact,” says the IRS man,
“we're looking closely at all the abusive
tax shelters—especially the art scan and
real estate where the accelerated depre-
ciation is beyond belief.”

It was the accelerated depreciation
that got Helen Reddy and her manager-
husband Jeff Wald into trouble last year.
“We had a tax-shelter deal for Helen in
College Station, Texas,” says Wald, “and
the IRS ended up auditing everybody
in it.” The audit, by the time Wald
finished negotiating with the IRS, cost
him $130,000 in deductions the Govern-
ment questioned between 1975 and 1978.

But Wald isn't worried. Reddy has
more than enough investments to keep
them going for a long time. Recently,
they bought KDEO, an AM radio station
in Hawaii. “We even have ouwr own
transmitting tower,” Wald boasts. “Bur
the best part of the deal is that the prop-
erty is zoned so we can put up a seven-
story condo.”

“What saved us,” Wald admits. “is
that Helen and I acquired most of our
assets pre-inflation.” Seven years ago. the
pair bought a house in Brentwood for
S600,000. Today, it’s worth approximate-
ly $4,000,000. They bought a warehouse
and turned it into an office building
when space was selling for 55 cents a



square foot. The Walds just leased it to
Time-Life Television for two dollars a
square foot. “We'll make a $2,000.000
profit by accident,” Wald laughs. Then
there’s the house in Tahoe, the three
Mercedes-Benzes, the Rolls-Royce con-
vertible. . . .

“Rock stars like to collect houses,” says
Elckwra-Asylum Records chairman Joe
Smith. “Anybody who makes it out here
wants a big car and a big house. Don
Henley of the Eagles is very deeply into
real estate,” Smith says. “He's got houses
stashed all over L.A. In fact, there are
people renting houses right now who
don't know that their Iandlord is one of
the Eagles. On the other hand,” Smith
says, “Glenn Frey likes to hold cash.
He likes to be liquid.”

Smith, as a record company exccutive,
olten hnds himsell these days in the role
of loan officer. When Linda Ronstadt
wanted to i]uy a 51,000,000 estate in
Brentwood, her business people went to
Smith. Interest rates were soaring and
she wanted to avoid an outrageous mort-
gage by paying for the place in cash.
“They deal with us almost as a bank,”
Smith says. “We lend it to them at a
lower interest rate than any bank, and
it's essentially an advance against royal-
ties. They'll pay us for the use of the
moncy and take it up [ront. When it's
someone hike Linda Ronstadt, we'll al-
ways oblige an artist.”

But when the artist is Helen Reddy,
who hasn’t had a hit in a while, the
going gets tough. “For seven years, I was
able to go to Capitol and get $200,000-
10-5400,000 advances without any inter-
est,” says Wald. “Today, I can’t even get
it from them with interest.”

The answer has been to reduce his
monthly overhead from S$110.000 to
580,000 until Helen's new hit comes.
“After all,” says Wald, “I don't want to
wind up in the toilet, especially with
my attitude toward money. Can you
imagine me without any money, sitting
around with just a bunch of memories?”

.

“I get really weirded out by all the
mmlc)'," says Ann Wilson of Heart. “It’s
become almost as much of a job keeping
the money we make as it is making it
When you're nouveau riche like we arc,
you think vou have to have all this stuff,
but then comes the moment when you
come to depend on it.”

So lar, the Wilson girls are doing just
fine, thank you. In addition to Seatle
houses for themselves and their parents,
Ann and Nancy own a 243-acre Arabian-
horse breeding ranch on the southern
Oregon coast, a number of antique cars
and a tremendous amount of money
stashed away in municipal bonds, high-
interest bank accounts and treasury bills.

“A lot of people know we have mon-
cy,” Ann says, “and so they come running
to us with these crazy deals or new
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inventions they want us to back.” Not
100 long ago, the group was oficred a
“dream” deal: They could buy up an
entire city block in Seattle as part of an
urban-renewal program. “These guys
came in and showed us drawings and
maps, and all they could say was, “Well,
is in preuy bad shape now, but onc
day youwll probably make your money
back.” We backed off,” Ann says, “because
things like that gave us the willies. We
only want to be into sure things.”

Things like a boutique, which Ann
and Nancy plan to open soon in Seattle,
and the building of mini storage warc-
houses in the same city. Miniwarehouses?
“We think building these things is a
great  investment,” Ann  argues. “In
Seattle, we've got all these people moving
in. There’s a shortage of housing and
people need a place to store their stuff,
What we do is buy a piece of un-
developed land, erect these little heated
garages and they'll pav for themsclves.
Later on, you tear them down and build
apartments."’

The Wilson sisters claim they have
only a skeichy idea of what they really
have, but each month the girls get a
detailed report on their earnings and
assets from their accountants. “1I'm wrying

to shelter all the money I've got,” Ann
confides. But not from the 1RS, she says,
as much as from ex-boyfriend Mike
Fisher (the two ol them are embroiled
in a rock-"n"roll palimony dispute).

“I's gouen to the point now where
Nancy and T know we're not going to be
starving a few years down the line,” she
savs. “Our various pension plans will
see 10 that.” But she does have one small
problem. She’s a lile overloaded right
now with cars: two Porsches, a Ford
Ficsta, a Plymouth Arrow and a 1967
Land Rover. “I'm wrving 10 get nid of the
Arrow,” she says. “But they tell me the
market is soft.”

Jim Seals believes the entirve economy
is soft, and he’s decided 1o protect
himself. 'The frst half of Seals and Crofis
has decided to liquidate many of his as-
scts, including two apartment units, some
gold coins and his home in LA, and has
bought a large coffee plantation near
San José, Costa Rica. Dash Crofts is
doing likewise and moving to an estate
in Cuernavaca. Mexico.

“The U.S. is a dictatorship of a dil-
ferent kind,” the 38-year-old Seals argues.
“You're free to make as much money
as you want, but not free to spend as
much.” Seals has made another discovery

“A starlel says she has to think it
over. A slar jusl says yes.”

as well, “If you're smart enough to hire
somebody to handle yvour money. then
he’s smart enough to also take vou. So
then you hire somebody else to watch
him, and then you hire somebody to
watch the watchers. Then one dav you go
down to the Beverly Hills Hotel and
they're all sitting at the same table. We
have wrrived at the point where we are
handling everything ourselves.”

Seals and Crofts now have their own
in-house bookkeeping staff in L.A. and
are slowly but surely developing the
proper tax shelters. “Right after Diamond
Girl,” says manager Marcia Day, “we had
a rea] problemn. There was no way to

shelter the money and a lot of it went

right back o Uncle Sam.” After Seals
and Crofts started making big dollars,
Day took a large advance from Warner
Bros. and put it into a $2,000,000 record-
ing studio, apartment buildings, African
art and even a Convair 580 prop jet
Then, last vear, they sold the plane, the
houses and the aparument units.

“The U.S. economy is 100 scary,” says
Day. “So Jim and Dash have decided to
live elsewhere for a while. Jim knows
absolutely nothing about coffee, but he's
lcarning,” she reports. “He even bought
himself a tractor.”

While the duo will stay together, re-
tuming to the States to record in LA,
and perform in Las Vegas, Seals sces the
brightest future for himself south of the
border. *I feel that Cenwal and South
America are on the upswing. They may
go through revolution and change, but
they are going to grow rapidly. Right
now, I'm just trying to pick the softest
place to land.”

So is everybody, even Eddic Money,
who says he changed his name [rom
Mahoney when he got serious about the
music business. Signed 10 a management
deal with rock impresario Bill Graham
at Winterland in 1977, Eddic Money has
been making his Last name ever since.

“I'm not ashamed about money,” he
says. 1 love talking about it. 1 can siill
work a bar and count the number of
drinks they're selling from the stage. I'm
not Mick Jageer,” he savs, “but I'm an
American kid who can handle his money.”

When Money had his fst hit. Two
Tickets to Paradise, he was already
headed for bankruptcy, with stops at
welfare and lood stamps. He was 567,000
in the red. But Graham got him per-
formances with Fleetwood Mac and The
Rolling Stones and the rest was uphill,

Money now has substantial holdings
in office buildings and an apartment
complex. Perhaps most appropriately,
the ultimate absurdity is that he is one
of the owners of stock in a savings and
loan in San Luis Obispo, California. “1f
I ever get any real money, maybe I'll
open an account there,” he laughs.
“Maybe I'll even give myself a toaster.”
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Because you enjoy going first class.

This season, give the Scotch that's always in good taste. Passport. Made of Scotland's finest whiskies

-and honored in 126 countries around the world. It's always more rewarding to give a first-class gift.

Passport Scotch.
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CARS ’'81: PLAYBOY'S PICK {continued from page 178)

“Despite stiff price tags, German-built cars remain
high on many American buyers’ want lists.”

in all new cars by 1984. The latter, a
pleasant but ordinary-looking rear-drive
three-door hatchback available with five-
speed manual transmission only, blows

_away every g;ls-powercd car in America

with 39-mpg city and 5/-mpg highway
EPA ratings—vet offers surprising room-
iness, handling and performance ar a
reasonable price (54700). Also new is a
hairy and superb-handling sports per-
formance package lor the six-cylinder
Celica Supra sports coupe.

Runner-up Datsun, coincidentally or
not, also fields handsomely restvled and
refined derivations ol its top-line 810
sedan and wagon. Motivated by a small-
er version of the 280-ZX fuel-injected
six-cylinder engine, these come in a
basic European-look lorm with five-speed
transmission and as superlux Maximas
with automatic transmission and almost
cverything else imaginable—even the in-
dustry’s first electronic voice synthesizer
to tell you (in sultry female tones) to
“Please turn oft vour lights™ if vou're
exiting the car and leaving them on,
There's also more horsepower for the
Z-car and some new features for the
lovely 200-SX sports coupe and harch-
back inwroduced last vear. incduding
some really fine electronic stereo radios.

Honda's latest coup is a sharp four-
door-notchback-sedan version ol the fun-
driving, economical and ever-popular
Civic. Looking like a scaled-down Accord
four-door, powered by the Civic's frugal
L.5-liter engine and sitting on the Prel-
ude sports coupe’s nimble suspension,
it promises to be another big winner lor
the fast-growing number-three importer.
Honda’s existing models, however, con-
tinue with lictle change.

Mazda has jumped solidly onto the
front-wheel-drive econocar band wagon
with an allmew series ol GLC subcom-
pacts offering stateol-the-art ride and
handling, along with interior roominess
and comfort rivaling the best in this
class. Both the 626 sedan and coupe and
the marvelous RX-7 rotary Wankel-
engined sports car get cleanly updated
design lront, rear and inside, and there's
a new top-line RX-7 model called GSL.

You may not notice at first glance, but
the already excellent Dodge Challenger
and Plymouth Sapporo sports coupes
(built by Mitsubishi of Japan) have re-
visedd and roomier interiors, as well as
functional improvements, under their
mildly restyled bodies. The cute and
snappy Dodge Colt and Plymouth Champ
front-wheel-drive subcompacts are carried

272 over with their unique twin-stick (four-

speed manual mated to a secondary gear-
box with economy and power ratios)
transmissions and other endearing fea-
tures.

Once known for its unlovely but solid
front-wheel-drive ecconoboxes and un-
usual Hat-four horizontal engine, Subaru
came out of the closet last vemnr with sub-
stantial styling. comfort and leature im-
provements and a new hatchback model
available with or withouwt four-wheel-
drive. Subaru pioneered the four-wheel-
drive automobile in this counwry with
its lour-wheel-drive station wagon in
1975, lollowing with the minitruck-
like Brat utility vehicle in 1978 and the
four-wheel-drive hatchback in 1980, Re-
maining at the top of Subaru’s front-
wheel-drive line-up with little change
for 1981 is the wellappointed GLF
hardtop.

Finally, you may recall Isuzu as the
maker of Buick’s Japanese Opel sub-
compacts a few years back, or know it
now as the supplier of Chevrolet's LUV
minitruck. But now Isuzu (still G.AL.'s
Japanese afhliate) has decided to move
into the fertile U. S. market on its own
this March with a series of very econom-
ical rear-drive I-Mark two-door and four-
door sedans powered by your choice of
gasoline or diesel four-cylinder engines
that displace 1.8 liters. The little diesel
will cost some S800 more than the gas
burner but will return wuly astounding
EPA-rated economy—41 mpg city and
63 mpg highway!

GERMAN CARS

Despite stiff price tags, German-built
imports remain high on many American
buyers” want lists because of their well-
deserved reputation for quality and
performance—so VW of America con-
tinues to import a dizzying array of VW,
Audi and Porsche products to help satisty
this demand. All peppy, nimble han-
dling and fun to drive, the VW Scirocco
sports coupe, Rabbit convertble and
Jetta sedan ave based on Rabbit mechan-
icals but are custom-tailored to specific
needs. Audi’s 4000 inherited the Larger
5000°s  five-cylinder engine and auto-
matic wansmission last year, a higher-
performance  five-cylinder, five-speed
version (called 5+5) was added for '8l
and a sporty hatchback coupe is promised
soon. Audi’s flagship 5000 remains top of
the line and the recently added Turbo
5000 rivals any luxury sedan in existence
Lor performance, luxury and comfort. In
the world-renowned Porsche sports-car
stable, the four-cylinder Turbo 921 gets

more power for '81, while the top-line
V8 928 gets a new optional visual and
suspension package to augment its al-
ready-stunning perlormance and corner-
ing power.

Mercedes has introduced its all-new
S:Class top-of-therange sedans in turbo-
diesel 3005D ane long-wheelbase gas V8
380SEL versions. Although they retain
the traditional Mercedes look, you can
tell the new from the old by their leaner.
cleaner, more wedge-shaped profiles and
revised  head-lamp /park-lamp  design.
Fuel economy is up for both versions, but
the solid, sure-[ooted Mercedes virtues
remain. The smallerseries sedan and
wigon and its 280CE and 300 CD coupe
derivatives are carried over intact, as are
the 380 SL convertible and 380 SLC
sports coupe.

BMW has long nurtured a reputation
for building expensive cars for expert
drivers. and its true that there's nothing
quite like the supple, glued-to-theroad
leel of a BMW, any BMW. on a nasty,
twisting mountain highway. Our favor-
ites are the beautiful 633CS1 coupe and
the larger 733i luxury sedan. both with
a new live-speed manual transmission (or
optional automatic) for '81.

SWEDISH CARS

Volvo, the leading Swedish car maker,
has a new six-cylinder diesel engine
available lor its sedan and wagons and
a two-door turbocharged model called
the GLT that replaces its caonrvent GT
model, We also like the limited-produc
tion luxury V6, choppedop Bertone
coupe moclel that’s available with auto-
martic transmission and cruise control
for effortless [reeway motoring.

Saab. gaining fast in reputation since
introducing its excellent 900 model—
especially the wonderful turbocharged
version—redesigns  its  two-liter  four-
cylinder engine for lighter weight and
revises its model lineup [or "81. A
luxury-look four-door notchback sedan
replaces the five-door hatchback, the
older 99 sedan is discontinued in this
country and a mid-range S model re-
places the former GLE and EMS between
the base 900 and the 900 Turbo.

FRENCII CARS

The biggest news [rom France this
year is Renault’s very nice 18i sedan and
wagon, which, along with the spunky Le
Car, will be available in most Amcrican
Motors showrooms through the two com-
panies’ mutual marketing agreements.
Featuring ride, handling and interior
appointments as fetching as its exterior
appearance, the 18i will likely be the
second most fuel-efficient European im-
port in the U.S. this year—just behind
its stablemate, Le Car, which enters the
new year little changed.

Peugeot has carved a reputation here
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¢ in the bargain. The Lancia

onvertible”™ also gets the in-

tion weatment tor ‘Bl. while Fiat's

“Italian Rabbit.” the economical Swrada

subcompact, receives as-yet-unspecified

improvements.  All Fiats, incidentally,
feature a three-year rust warranty.

Surely among the world’s most eroti-

cally beautitul and exciting automobiles,

s mid-engine V8 308 GTHB and its

targa-topped S dervatve
swiveling heads, bulging eyes and low
whistles ol awe whenever they appear.
Best of the Italian exoticar genre. they
still have their eccentricities (try getting
in or out of one¢ without bumping some
part ol your anatomy) but nothing that

't be lived with. It's a small price to
pay for the privilege ol piloting such
magnificent machinery.

warner

ine sports car; twin-cam V8
1s car; 5-speed transmission and 4-wheel disc brakes

Fial's economy sedan; 2-door and 4-door

Targa-top mid-engine sports car
Targa/ convertible version of Lancia Beta coupe
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9,200
12,000
25,000

5,

16,000
53,000

GREAT BRITAIN

11.3

102@5500

Alfa Romeo GTV 6
Ferrari 308 GTS
Fiat Spider 2000
De Lorean

Stainless steel sports car with g

Jaguar's flagship spor

Ferraris may command ¢nvious atten-
tion. but [ew cars on earth generate as
much instant respect as a Rolls-Royce.
Drive up in one to any club in the coun
try and no one is likely to question
your membership. Costing more than
ordin people’s homes. Rolls-Royces
offer a singular combination of modern
electronic  convenience and the very

Ewheel disc brakes

The "James Bond" car from The
High-performance roadster

~ Rebirth of Rover in U.

30,000
36,000
15,800
11,900

8.3

H0@5800

Rnlls-lﬁm Corniche
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British luxury tradition of wall-to-wall
polished wood and leather, all wrapped
in a package of stately grace that no one
mistakes for anything else. Redesigned
Silver Shadow and Silver Wraith sedans
scheduled for spring introduction will
feature a slightly modernized appear-
ance, a new [uel-injected engine and
improved rear suspension system and
will be renamed Silver Spirit and Silver
Spur but we still favor the rare and ob-
scenely expensive Corniche convertible
for the ultimate in elegance.

Also imported by Rolls-Royce are the
exotic Lotus sports cars and our favorite,
the low, wide and handsome Esprit.
Standing thigh-high and looking like the
Jolly Green Giant's doorstop, this sly
devil is quicker than any nonturbo-
charged lour-cylinder has a right to be
and corners like the superb Lotus Grand
Prix road-racing car that carried Mario
Andretti to a world championship two
years ago. You may remember it as James
Bond's [amous amphibian car a few
yers ago.

British Leyland, now known as Jaguar
Rover Triumph on this side of the Atlan-
tic, has been bringing lively little Eng-
lish sports cars to our shores since
shortly after the Big War. Lately, those
little roadsters have been showing their
age, their bones beginning to aeak and
their once-lusty spirits dampened from
the weight of our myriad safety, emis-
sions and fuel-economy regulations. But
JRT has recently pulled a few new
tricks from its bag by chopping the top
from 1ts most modern sportster, the Tri-
umph TR-7, stuffing a lightweight alumi-
num V8 into a TR-8 version of it, and
then reviving the respected Rover name
with a splendidly sleek hatchback sedan
powcred by that same torquey V8. In
five-speed form, especially, the new Rov-
er 3500 is a credible BMW rival, and the
quick but comlortable TR-8 recalls a

glimmer of the excitement that once was
Cobra. JRT's luxury Jaguars also re
ceived a redesign last year and are better
than ever—except, of course, for the flag-
ship XJS coupe, which was dynamite
already.

Finally, from Great Britain comes the
allnew De Lorean sports car, Originally
planned to be on the market by now,
this mixed-breed beauty was rescheduled
for a spring U.S. introduction, accord-
ing to our latest information. Featuring
a sleck, wedge-shaped profile designed by
Giugiaro ol Italy, a sophisticated chassis
by Lotus of England. a 2.8liter alumi-
num V6 engine of French and Swedish
descent (jointly developed and shared by
Peugeot, Renault and Volvo) mounted
in the rear and a unique stainless-steel
body, coupled with the production know-
how ot former G.M. executive John
De Lorean. it should be competitive in
the exoticsports-car market at the mid-
$20.000 price range. Produced in a brand-
new factory in Belfast, Northern Ireland,
the De Lorean will be sold and serviced
by a network ol some 350 dealers through-
out the country.

There vou have the best and the
brightest automotive creations for the
new year. The quest for fuel and space
efhciency has led to industry-wide trends
toward more aerodynamic bodies, more
front-wheel-drive for larger interiors in
smaller cars, more diesel engines and
more precise electronic control over en-
gine operations. Several industry firsts
have hit the street in '81 models. includ-
ing Cadillac’s variable-displacement en-
gine, Oldsmobile’s “hiendly”™ Sport
Omega lenders, Toyota’s Cressida auto-
matic safety harness and Datsun’s 8§10
voice synthesizer. Don’t expect such rapid
advancement to come cheaply, but make
vour move now, because we both know
that these machines will never sell for
less.

“I've gotamore exciting idea, Fred. Let’s swap cars.”

GBARBARA BACH

(continued from page 128)
questions like, “What sports do you play?’
and "What brought you to Hollywood?
Now, that was a good question. I'd often
wondered myself. Somehow, in the end, 1
sensed that the problem was not whether
I could act but whether I could bounce
and be Hufty enough.™

When she ralked with me about mar-
riage early in 1980, Barbara was pretty
well set against it. An unfluffy Long
Island beauty who had become a success-
ful model, she had married a business
man from Italy and discovered that all
roads led to Rome. Alter producing two
children and making films abroad, she
decided that her carcer had worked out
appreciably better than her marriage.

“I can’t imagine why I would ever get
married again. ] made that commitment
once and was unable to fulfill it. The
wiy I am now, il I want to be with
someone, I'll be with that person, but I
sce no reason to carry his name as well,
I'm still me, and I've worked hard to
achieve that much. For someone who has
alrcady been married and has two won-
deriul children, marriage would make
no sense.”

Cut. Fade out and flash lorward to
late summer 1980. With Caveman in the
can, a thousand headlines have already
spread the word about Barbara and
Ringo Irom Beverly Hills to Bangladesh
when we meet again. Obviously, there's
a new Barbara Bach at large, brighter of
eye and with a lilt ol excitement in her
manner, yet too much like the original
to make me suspect she's still another
stunt double.

“You remember everything I said be-
fore?” Barbara begins. “That went out
the window. Richard and 1 are living to-
gether, and we'll get married as soon as
my divorce is final,

“A lot of garbage has been written
about us, none of it interesting. The
wuth is. we weren’t together until the
very end of Caveman. Working, we got
fine, but we cach had other
people, our I‘cspcc[i\'c {riends, Then, all
of a sudden, within a week—the last
week of shooting—it just happened. We
changed Irom [riendly love to being in
love. And we both had the same philos-
ophy, neither one ever wanting to marry
again. Richard already has three chil-

along

dren. aged ten to thirteen. Quite hon-
estly, I never thought I'd be so lucky, to
fall so much in love that I'd want to do
the whole thing over. My f[amily was
shocked.”

While they don’t exclude the possi-
bility of other children, Barbara and



Richard (never Ringo to her) intend to
establish a home somewhere for the five
they have between them. Ringo’s chil-
August with the happy
couple in their rented house above Sun-
st Strip, then Barbara's 12-year-old,
Francesca, and eight-year-old, Johnny,
came from ltaly to explore Beatlemania
firsthand.

“Richard’s wonderful with kids; they
love him. For them, it's like a wonder-
land here, drums and guitars in

dren  spent

with
the music room.”

Barbara Beatles
appreciation. “In the Sixties. when they

hersell came late o

were at their peak. I was in Italy. [ once
took my little sister to Shea Stadium to
see them, Beatles

because she was a

freak. I wasn't. I don’t think I could
have named five of their songs a year
ago. I was never really into music,

though I am now—up to my cars. I'm

swrounded by ir, because Richard s
making another album.” Suddenly. Bar-
bara hnds she can speak with authority
about cutting tracks. She has met Paul
McCartney, George Harrison and Steve
Sills. all of whom are producing songs
tor Ringo’s new LP, due to be released
carly in 1981; its working title is Privale
Property. alter one of the tracks pro-
duced by \l((‘.-n'u]q‘,

also a Richard

“There's SONg on it

wrote just for me,” Barbara notes with
pleasure, “called Can’t Stop Lightning.
That's what struck us, I guess, though |
won't give away the words. Paul pro-
duced Lightning, too, and let Francesca
and me play on it as part of the percus-
sion group. Really thrilling. Much bet
ter, right now, than any film 1 could
possibly be doing in Sri Lanka or Sar-
dinia. Though I'm grateful for such mov-
ics and had a good time making them,
this whole music world is magic to me.”

Whatever magic theyre making to-
gether must have been av a high pitch
one rainy day last spring. when Ringo's
Mercedes 350SL was menaced by a skid
ding truck just outside London. To
avoid a worse collision, Ringo himsell
whipped into a skid that took out three
lampposts. The e Hipped over twice,
throwing him clear, with Barbara hud-
c¢led on the lront seat in shock, the rool
collapsed over her. They both walked
away [rom the accident, only shghtly the
worse {or wear.

“"Territving as it was,” savs Barbara,
“we were checked out at a hospital—and
a half hour later. we got into a cab and
went back o the Dorchester. From the
pictures in the paper. vou'd have sworn
anvone inside that car had to be man-
gled, il Thin
Mercedes must be the safest automaobhile

not dead. particular

in the world, and Richard bought exact-
ly the same car again. The wrecked one
he's having crushed into a box, which
we're going to keep in the house as a
work of art.” In memoriam or in grati-
tude, she adds, Ringo also ordered wwo
star-shaped gold pins for Barbara and
himself. “Each one has a little picce ol
the broken windshield set in its center.
Richard felt that il we survived that to-
gether, we'll manage to get through a
whole lot more.”

Where do they go from here? From
LA 10 Rome, or
perhaps Monte Carlo. where Ringo has
established legal residence. New York's
nomadic. romantic Barbara may be on

London or Paris or

the move again soon. but she's in no
doubt that anyplace she hangs her hat
with Ringo will be home.

“The unexpected is what makes life
wonderful. isn’t itz I'm incredibly happy
now. 1 had always secretly believed in
Prince Charming, il ever he came riding
up on his charger. And Richard came.
We'll ger married, and that's it . . . hap
pily ever alier, all the rest. So now I'm
into fairy tales.”

Spoken with a jovous ring of convic-
tion that suggests our own B.B. may be
stepping into the choicest role of her

arecr.
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SEXUAL OFFCE POLITICS

(continued from page 156)

“Now that women are competing with men at the
top, pillow talk can be a deadly weapon.”

aren’t naturally given to bullshit. Men
talk tough—it’s the macho success style—
but a great deal ol the time, it's a pose.
Women mean it.

When I wrote Power!, there were very
{few women in a position to get it, let
alone to use it. Back in those days, I as-
sumed. as most people did, that sex in
the office, lor instance, was basically a
question of exploitation or harassment.
The big question then was what a wom-
an should do (or say) il her boss made a
pass at her, and whether or not she'd be
fired (lor some other reason, of course) if
she discouraged him, or kneed him in
the groin. Nowadays, the problem is
what you should do, sitting there in vour
power suit and your Gucgis, if your boss
brushes her long blonde hair out of her
eyes, unbuttons the top ol her blouse
and licks her lips invitingly while you're
asking lor a raise. Or how you should
respond to a smoldering look of sexual
invitation from a stunning young wom-
an sitting opposite you at a meeting,
when she just happens to be the hot-
shot lawver for the other side. Or what
to do when you take the great-looking
woman in the office across the hall out
for an alter-work drink enly to discover
that she’s alter your job and had a cozy
little dinner the night before with your
boss, who has a notoriously roving eye. . ..

Perhaps the thing that most scares men
is the possibility of a woman's using sex
to get ahead ol them in business. When
men  slept with their secretaries, the
worst that could happen was a little bit
ol gossip: but now that women are com-
peting with men at the top and filling
positions of high responsibility, there is
a certain residual fear that pillow talk
can be a deadly weapon. What happens
if your rival for a promotion is a man
who is having an altair with your boss,
who's a woman? Does it improve his
chances? Should you make a pass at your
boss, if only to show that you're not sex-
ually indifferent 10 her? Will she be
flattered, or will she fire you? And what
if vou do zo to bed with her and she
thinks the other guy is a better lay? It’s
enough to give a man migraines or a
bad case of premature ¢jaculation.

: °

The etiquette of sex at work has
changed radically in the past decade, and
taking your secretary (or someone else’s)
out for an intimate little alier-hours
drink is a dilferent proposition [rom ask-
ing out a woman who is making §75,000
a year, has her own parking space with

97g her name on it and may be in a position

to decide what your salary and bonus for
the coming year will be—or even if
you'll be around to receive them.

One guy remarked, with a sinking
heart. that he realized it was going to
cost him money. “For years,” he said,
“I've been taking women out and putting
the drinks and dinner on the expense
account; then, while I was having dinner
with Sandra, it occurred 1o me, ‘My God,
she OKs my expenses!” So I had to pick
up the tab myself, except that the second
time, she told me she'd put it on her
expenses, which made me [feel a liule
funny, frankly. Still, at least it proves
women are no more honest than men.”

Until recently, men had office affairs
(or one-night stands) with women who
had, almost by definition. less power
than they did. For women, the old come-
on was not only a sexual invitation but
also a way ol getting ahead. As one wom-
an put it, “Even if I don't go to bed with
the guy, once an executive has done his
little flirtation dance with you, and tak-
en you out for a few drinks and lunches,
and maybe made a pass, it's hard for him
to say no when you ask for the raise you
deserve. At worst, he may promote you
out of his deparument from sheer em-
barrassment.”

The basic rule of the game was that
women had something to gain from men
(besides sex or a good time) and that
men held the power, from raises and pro-
motions to the key to such excusively
masculine prerogatives as the executive
washroom. These days, however, the ex-
ccutive washroom is as likely to contain
a bottle of Ma Grilfe and a box of Tam-
pax as bay rum and an electric razor.
The rules have been changed—in lact,
they have been discarded altogether.

A good index of this is contemporary
advertising. Women are now shown, in
ads for perfumes or clothing or cosmetics,
in positions of power—seated behind
desks (but still looking sexy and glamor-
ous), driving a Ferrari at top speed (skill-
fully and with leather racing gloves) to
come to a squealing stop in front of a
corporate Learjet, where the male pilots
and a couple of male executives with
briefcases wait for her, or coming in
through the door, a vision of loveliness,
to sit down at the head of the table and
take charge of the meeting. . ..

Needless to say, there is a certain
amount of Lintasy in all this. The major-
ity of women still work in subordinate
positions, still make less money than men
who are similarly qualihed and have
fewer chances for promotion; but the

fantasy itself tells us a great deal about
what women want and what is beginning
10 happen. Hotels are being redesigned
for the single woman executive (brighter
lighting in bars, low-caloric meals, pastel
colors in the rooms, more attention to
services a woman may need, better room
service, because many women traveling
alone rightly don’t want to ¢at or drink
alone in hotels), airlines are beginning
to come to grips with the raveling wom-
an executive by providing male stewards.
instead of the ubiquitous stewardesses,
whose traditional role is to make the
traveling man feel good. Even executive
health clubs, former bastions of male
S:Ipl'(?ll‘.l:ll'}‘. drc Opt‘ll il'lg llp Lo womaen.

Office designers have finally begun to
develop furniture and decoration for the
successful woman, instead of simply giv-
img her what the male executive wants—
dark colors, heavy leather furniture, a
desk the size ol a Sherman tank and a
chair so big that anyone under six feet
sitting in it looks like a dwarl. Helen
Gurley Brown, for instance, wields abso-
lute power at Cosmo [rom an office that
is done in flowered chintz, antiques and
cut glass; and one publishing executive
recently celebrated her rise to the top by
having her whole office decorated in
white, with the furniture scaled to her
own 547 petite size, which has the addi-
tional advantage of making most men ill
at case and uncomfortable., since the
chairs are too small and too low for
them, and the general teeling is that of
having entered the ladies’ room by mis-
take. Women have learned that you
don’t have to sacrifice your lemininity to
be a success. The velvetr glove can cover
the mailed fist very effectively.

Nor have earlier predictions that
successful women would be tough, “un-
feminine,” dressed in imitation charcoal-
gray business suits and basically asexual
proved to be the case. A very large
number of successful, ambitious women
are beautiful, swikingly—even provoc
atively—dressed and very conscious of
their own sexuality. In fact, as it turns
out, success seems to increase the sex
drive and the predatory sexual instinct
in women, just as it doe¢s in men.

A quick scan of women's magazines
reveals that power is the new turn-on,
which shouldn’t come as any surprise to
men. For yecars, after all, we've known
that winning makes you feel good, at the
very simplest and most basic level. Sev-
eral studies have shown that the wsual
picture of the successoriented execu-
tive is mistaken on a number of counts.
I's generally assumed that the achiev-
ing personality is a workaholic whose
sex drive 1s diminished by ambition and
who has no time for pleasure; but, in
fact, most achievars are determined to
get the best out of life in every area, and
sexual success is as important to them as



“How would you like to spread a little Joy?”
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any other. Achievers maintain an active
sexual lile to a significantly later age
than nonachievers: and they're more like
ly to diet,
for their appearance and their body as
well. At 60. the average nonachiever is
overweight, washed up. ready for the

exercise, keep to a care

garbage heap of retivement and old age
(\\ 1 ll](‘ I)T'[]h])('{'[ ol Elii\'l B 1o l'k(‘ out

lite on Social Security). Achievers ar 60
are very often ready to take up a new c-
reer, determined to remain fit and tough,
socially. inancially and sexually active.
Women have come to understand this,
if only because they were usually the
victims of it. Until recently. a woman ol
60 was a grandmother, with no carcer
and no raining lor one, while her
husband had reached his peak earning
power and was getting mto gear lor a
huarst ol second wind, very olten leading
him to divorce and remarviage to a
younger woman. Now women are tasting
the jovs ol achievement, and the choices
them, like Olive
Ann Beech (who colounded and ran one

it ofters and women
ol the largest manulacturers of business
aircralt in the United Staves) and Kath-
arine Graham (who controls the Wash-
Post which includes
Newsweek) are maintnning their power
that
male

mglon empure,

and schedules

their

keeping up
than match

busy
more those of

counterparts. Grandmothers they may be

(or ol grandmotherly age), but they put
m a l4-howr day and run their busi-
nesses with an iron hand.

Both of them were significantly mis-
judged early in their business careers, as
was Helen Copley, the woman who runs
one ol California’s largest newspaper
syndicates, and for a very simple reason.
Men hnd it difhcult to assess a wonun's
strengths in business. Women are il
lerent (yes, I know, wive la diffévencel).
They don't follow the same rules as men
and they aren’t educated in the same
wity. They don’t have a background of
team sports: they don’t have a man's
instinctive grasp of hierarchies; they are
less inclined 1o accept authority figures
at face value: they are generally less
good at hiding their emotions than men
and reluctant  to ('nmpl'm‘llis(‘..
Above all, they're conscious of the lact
that they are seldom accepted as “part
of the team”™ and that their position

more

on the team is always an ambiguous one,
as long as the team rules and the team
roles are dehined by men.

For many men this 15 a worrying prop-
osition. Most men instinctively know
how to rate their position with other
men. Like wolves in a pack, we are horn
to smell out the dominant individaals,
to sense who is weaker than we are, who
is stronger, who is a rival for leadership
and who 1s not. In woll packs, the fe-

males do not participate in this Darwin-
ian struggle, except in the sense that they
mate with the stronger wolves, the object
ol lupine sex heir
the woll species.

the improvement ol

We are not so lucky. In the business
world. [emales now compete in the lead
ership struggle for dominance on equal
terms, but men have few, if any, instincts
to guide them when their opponent or
rival is of the opposite sex. Men
may be pretty sure how to mterpret
sexual signals [rom a woman often fail

who

Lo I'L‘{'(!.E!‘l‘li}'(.‘ that & woman is a serious
rival or that she's using sexual signals
to disguise the fact.

You may be looking at those preiry
Little fingers toving with the buttons ol
her blouse, as she exposes just a little
more cleavage, or a flash of well-tanned
thigh as she arosses her legs. but beware.
Even il her eves are fixed on vours, wide-
open and inviting, her mind may be on
your job or on beating vou out of a
couple of crucial points on a deal. More
complicated still, women who want to
win. and many do. want to win it all.
They may, in fact, be giving you sexual
signals, they might even respond to an
invitation and end up in bed with you,
but they may also stall want your job or
to win out over the deal. Modern women
they want

don’t trade sex for gains:
equality in bed and
and the woman who goes to bed with
vou mayv well cut your throat in front ol
{ ! : the next day,

thing o the

L‘qu;ii[l}' at work;

the board of directors
without connecting
other. As one woman said, “What I do
in bed doesn’t have anything to do with
what I do in court, and the fact that I've
had a good time with a guy doesn’t mean
I'm going to go easy on him if were on
opposite sides ol a case, or even il we're

aone

trying 1o impress the senior partner. I
play to win, and I expect everyone to.”
Women intensify this by adopting the
accouterments of men. I remember being
at a meeting of crusty, tough old lawyers,
who were waiting for the other side’s
attorney to show up. and ready to make
lllill('L’lli[‘:ll of him. The door opened
and in walked a very attractive woman
in her 30s, with a bosom that was, to
put it mildly. overdeveloped. There was
dead silence as she walked in. Then she
placed on the table possibly the largest,
most expensive and heaviest briclcase
I'd seen—lavishly equipped with buck-

and began to

les, straps and zippers
remove Irom it files, a yellow legal pad,
a gold pencil, a pair of hornrimmed
alasses, which she put on, and several
lawhooks with place markers. “Well, gen-
tlemen,” she said, sittmg down and star-
ing at them, “shall we get down to 1tz"
Needless to say, she quickly made her
She had off bal-
ance, first by being a woman, second by

case. thrown the men

beng attractive, but hnally because her



briefcase was a masculine status symbol.
a mitle badge of power and potency. And
here it was, bigger than their own and

in her hands: a totem defiled. If she
had been carrying a handbag, they'd

have eaten her alive.

Women are gening harder for
pigeonhole. You see a man, and alter a
minute you can sum him up. if you're
any good at those things. “Choate, Har-
vard, jock type, probably plays goll,”
for instance; or “State U, football fan.
boy who's concealing real
shrewdness and toughness with a lot of
Gee, shucks crap™; or “smart, pushy, but
basically a weak guy trying to look
tough.” And so on.

Men prety  Lomiliar with male
weaknesses and strengths, and quick to
observe them: but faced with a woman,
they are at sea. They can’t read the signs

men o

a good ol

dare

or, worse yet, [}lcy misread them.
One consequence ol this
tend to be somewhat Mightened of
women—they represent an  unknown
quantity. Men, therelore, develop ways
ol dealing with this particular loose
cannon on the ship. the most popular
approach being to cut her down to size
3 ting her as a lhittle girl or to
embarrass her by making overtly sexual
remarks. the object being to see how far
they can push her. 1 the woman doesn’t
tace; f she does,
with no
sense ol humor. Either way, she loses.

is that men

by tre

answer. she has lost

she's a bad sport, a “libber,”

Tlhis pre-emptive strike 1s a very pop-
ular move in business ol the Eighties.
The man looks at the voung woman and
sdys, “Hey, that's a terrific-looking dress
vou have on, and you look really sexy in
it, you that?”"—thus turning her
into a sex object n the eyes of the rest
ol the men at the meeting. who will now
Pay more attention to her thighs than to
her ideas. This puts the woman in an
embarrassing position: but even so. she
can fight back. At a recent meeting |
attended where this took place, the
young woman coolly stared back at the
man and replied, “Thank you, I think
you " Having thus re
duced him 1o a sex object. she proceeded

know

look cute, 1oo.’
to mop up the Hoor with him.

Beware of the lact that a woman can
casily make you look like a schmuck in
front of your colleagues, if vou press
your attack too hard. Very few women
will résort to tears these days, but tears
remain an effective weapon lor making
look like a lool and a
though one woman executive has found

a  man boor,
it more useful simply to look an oppo-
nent in the eye and ask him, point-blank,
“Does my being a woman make you
nervous?,”  which effectively undercuts
s nmusculinity.

One threatened male executive relied
on a rich knowledge of sports to make
the lone woman on his executive com-
mittee feel out of place; and it’s true
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that men can usually freeze out a woman
by talking about hockey, baschall or
foothall. In this case, however., he mis-
Judged his opponent. She simply took a
aash course in sports and
greater expert than he was.
Another way men often exclude wom-
en is with the use ol obscene language,
which kind of basic male-bonding

I
device: but the new woman is very olten

became a

is a

capable of holding her own in this area.
One woman lawyer, a comely girl in her
20s, sat through an hour of this at a con-
uact meeting, listening to the men talk
like Marine sergeants so as to put her
in her place (this is macho land, honey,
so don't mess with us), then calmly
brushed her long hair out of her eyes,
smiled sweetly and said, “If vou puys
think my dient’s going o accept this,
youre out of your fucking minds.” In-
stant Not another obscene
phrase or word was uttered dwring the
rest of the meeting.

stlence.

Afterward, one ol the men said to her,
“You're a tough girl, Shirley,” and she
looked at him calmly and replied, “And
you're a tough boyl”

o

Still, men are Aghting back. In fact,
sexual combat in business is becoming
mereasingly  sophisticated these  days.
One man I know found himself locked
i combat

with an attractive woman

over a contract negotiation, At a critical
moment. she leaned back, thus exposing
a very hne pair of breasts, and began
playing with the top button ol her
blouse, which was already unbuttoned

to the cleavage line. Calmly, he took off

his  tie. unbuttoned /s shirt  and
scratched hus muscular chest; then he
rolled up his sleeves and said, “Shall

we move on to the next pomntz”

I think that is probably the right ap-
proach for the Eighties. The put-down
15 out—it’s gauche, blatantly male chau-
vimist and. in the long run. a losing
proposition. Equality is in. When you
think & womun is giving vou a sexual
while
with her, say, “How about a drink this
afler concluded
Equality means the [reedom to respond
to (and initiate) sexual approaches while

COME-0n voure doing business

evening we've this?™

still competing as equals, and men sim-
ply have to learn how to do it. When
vou walk into your boss's ofhce to ask
for a raise and she sits down beside you
on the couch, exposing a pair of very
attractive legs. and gives you a close
scrutiny, it is perfecly OK to say. for
example. “You know, youre a very at-
ractive woman, and I'd like o get 1o
know you better: but, in the meantime,
let’s talk about my salary needs. . . "

In the ofhce ol the Sixties and Seven

ties, it was necessary to watch out lor
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the power games of the guys around you.
It's still necessary; but todav you have
to be on the lookout for the sudden
come-on, the sexual innuendo, the invit-
ing glance that is designed to take your
mind off the business at hand. Bear in
mind thar—in women executives—beau-
ty. sexuality. elegance and femininity
have become success /power symbols. the
ideal being someone like Sherry Lansing.
who is not only a very attractive woman
but also the head of a major studio.
Successiul men are usually recognizable
because they look. act and dress like suc-
cesstul men. and have a certain
tivated aura ol success and  power;
successful women want to look glamor-
ous, and very olten do, in just the same
way that their male counterparts go in
lor exercise. suntins. expensive barber-
mg and tailor-made suits.

It used to be said. mm the days when
Henry Kissinger was Secretary ol State,
that “power is the ultimate aphrodisiac.”
by which it was meant that women find
powerful men sexually attractive even
when the men in question are physically
unremarkable by anv rational standards.
The saving still holds true, hut with a
different meaning. Power is a direct
aphrodisiac for women. They have dis-
covered that it is not only the nexe-best
thing 1o sex but is closelv hinked with
sex. Power, in short. feels good: and
while it may be nice 1o be taken out 1o
dinner (or even to bed) by a powerful
man, it's even bewter to beat lum at has
own game, which is the real high of the
Eighties. or. better still. to go 1o bed
with him and bear him at his own gnne.

It is reasonable, I think. to count on a
certain natural intensification of the war
between the sexes, since men can harvdly
give up their prerogatives without some
bitterness and women can’t help but
leel a certain resenument ol the way
they've been held back for centuries.
When Marilyn Monroe became a star
and signed her st big studio deal, she
is reported to have said. “Thank God.
I'll never have to give head w a pro-

cul-
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ducer again!"—a sentiment that prob-
ably applics more to the movie business.
in which women and sex have alwavs
been commodities. than to any ather.
sull, a woman who becomes successtul
in any business is bound to feel that
power frees her from a number of hither-
to obligatory pretenses, il nothing clse.
She no longer needs to pretend to be
dumb. or to fake admiration for guys
who aren’t as bright as she is, or to
worry about what will happen to her if
she turns down a pass from some
schmuck who is in a position to hre her,
or live up to the stercotyped expecta-
tions men have ol women.

Not so long ago. 1 had the pleasure ol
interviewing one of the first women gen-
erals in the United States Army, and |
was struck by the fact that nobody had
any trouble accepting her in that role.
When she walked across the parade
ground. six-loot sergeants came smartly
to attention and saluted: her aide, a
male licutenant. followed her. carrying
her briclcase and making sure the red
llag with two  white stars un-
furled from the tender of her « s she
stepped into itz her driver, a grizzled
veteran with a chestful of combat rib-
bons, fewched her coffee. opened doors
for her and seemed to have no difliculty
in adapting to the situation. [ asked her
why. and she seemed frankly surprised.

“You have o understand.” she said
alter & moment’s thought. “in the Army.
what counts are these!” She patted the
stars on the epaulets of her tunic. “I'm
a geneval. 1 happen to be a swoman who's
a general. and that's unusual. but even
the dumbest, most male-chauvinist sol-
dier recognizes those stars and knows
what they mean. | sometimes see a major
or a ctolonel looking at me. and | know
he's annoyed about being given a com-

wiis

mand by & woman, but when push comes
to shove. he'll salute and sav. “Yes. Gen-
cral.” because were both part of the
system and [ outrank lum. And in the
Army. that's all that mauers. Civibian
life mav be diflerent. of course . . . 1
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wouldn't know. Once, when I was out
of uniform. at & seminar. a captain asked
il I'd get colfee lor the group. He didnt
know who I was. Then he realized that
everyone was staring at him in horror
and he said. ‘Oh. my God. General, 1
thought you were just a woman® ™ She
Laughed. a deep. hearty laugh.

Dix she think that women would make
good combat soldiers The general
nodded. She wasn't a combat soldier
herself. so she didn’t put herself forward
as an expert on the subject. “Still.” she
said, I don't see why not. Not too many
men make good combat soldiers. actu-
ally: and I expeat women will be in
much the same proportions. Most of
them won't want to: some ol them won't
be able to: and a few will be natural
killers. Just like men. People used to say
that about blacks, but some of the best
soldiers in "Nam were black. People used
to say that about Jews. but one ol Pat-
ton’s top armored commanders wis Jew-
ish. You show me a job, and somewhere
Ull Gnd vou a woman who can do it as
well as a man, and maybe better. And
I'll tell you something: Life’s going to
be a lot more Tun that way!”

In New York. a senior woman execu-
tive said much the same thing. looking
out at the lights of Filth Avenue from
her A0h-Noor office. long alier most of
her employees had gone home. Her
limousine was waiting downstairs to take
lier to a mecting: there were photo
graphs ol hier husband (himsell & success-
{ul lawyer) and her children on the desk.
She was a woman who had succeeded in
everv way, still handsome. a demon ten-
nis plaver and skicr. a formidable com-
petitor in evervthing. “ItUs going to be a
different kind of world.” she said. paus
ing lor an instant while her searetary
prepared her briefcase. “IUs going to
challenge men to be more secure in their
masculinity. more open in their relation-
ships with women. It's going to develop
a new breed of women. 1 think: tough,
ambitious. successful, but stll very lemi-
nine. You unleash all thae energy that’s
been held back for vears, cooking meals
and changing diapers—its got to have
an effect on business.

“The competition is going to be a lot
hotter. And TI'll well vou something:
When women are competing  equally
with men. you're probably even going 1o
have better sex! Women have always
used sex as a substitute lor power. a way
ol hghting back: and men have always
thought of sex as a way ol keeping wom-
en in their place. That's gradually
changing—oh. not for evervbody. by a
long shot. wewre still wlking about a
smill number of people. but eventually
it’s going to make a big difference. .
Sex between cquals . . . now, thal's a
revolutionary idea!™
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(continued from page 1 15)

“The sleeping lips smiled. If her eyes had opened,
they would have been blazing with light.”

perhaps it was only that the moon had
come into the room during the night
and changed the shape of the room and
changed the looks on their faces and the
fiesh on their bones, or perhaps it had
rained all night and now had stopped
so abruptly that the quick stlence had
stirved his eyes wide. In the moment of
opening. he knew the streets were dry,
there had been no rain. Only, perhaps,
some sort of carying.

And. lving there, he knew that some-
how the wish had been granted,

He didn’t know it immediately. of
course. He sensed and guessed it because
of an incaedible new warmth in the
room, nearby, which cime [rom the love-
ly woman lying by his side.

The sureness, the regularity, the serene
vise and lall of her breathing told him
more. A spell had arrived, resolved itsell
and passed straight on into truthiul
existence while she slept. Celebration
was in her blood now, even though she
was not awake to know it. Only her
dream knew, and whispered it every time
she exhaled.

He¢ rose up on his elbow. alraid to
trust his intuition.

He bent to look at that lace, more
beautiful than he had ever known 1t

Yes, the sign was there. The absolute
certainty was there. The peace was there.
The sleeping lips smiled. If her eyes had
opened. they would have been blazing
with Light.

Wake up, he wanted to say. I know

vour happiness. Now you must discover
it. Wake up.

He reached to touch her cheek but
pulled his hand away. Her eyelids moved,
Her mouth opened.

Quickly. he wrned and lay huddled
over on his side of the bed and waited.

After a long while, he heard her sit up.
Then, as if suuck a lovely blow, she
exclaimed something. aried out, reached
over, touched him, found him asleep and
sat beside him, discovering what he al-
ready knew,

He heard her get up and run around
the room like a bird wishing to be Iree.
She came and kissed him on the cheek,
went away, came back, kissed him again,
Iaughed softly, then went off quickly into
the sitting room. He heard her dialing
long distanece and shut his eyes, tightly.

“Robert?" her voice said, at 1ast. “Bob?
Where are vou? Silly. Stupid of me. 1
know where you are. Robert. Bob, oh,
God, e [ fly there, will you be there
when 1 wrive. today. this afternoon, to-
night, yes? Would it be all right?
What's come owver mez 1 don’t know.
Don't ask. Can I come? Yes? Say yes! . ..
Ol. grand! Goodbye!”

He heard the telephone click.

Alter a while, he heard her blowing
her nose as she entered the room and sat
on the bed next to him in the first light
of dawn. She had dressed quickly and
haphazardly, and now he reached out
and ook her hand.

“Something happened.” he whispered.

ercs ol

“Hey, you know any girls?”

“The wish. It came true.”

“Isn't it incredible!? Impossible, but it
did! Why? How?"

“Because both of us believed,” he said,
quictly. “I wished very hard, for you.”

“And 1 lor you. Oh. Lord. isn't it
wonderful that both of us could shift at
the same time, move, change, all in a
night!? Otherwise, it would be terrible,
wouldn't it, il just onc changed and the
other was lelt behind:”

“Terrible,” he admitted.

“Is it reallyv a miracle?” she asked.
“Did we wish hard enough and someone
or something or God hear us and lend us
back our old loves to warm us and tell
us to behave, we might never have an-
other wish or another chance again, is
that it?”

“I don’t know. Do vou?"”

“Or was it just our secret selves know-
ing the tune was over. a new time come,
and time for us to both turn around and
go. is that the real truthz”

“All T know is 1 heard you on the
phone just now. When you're gone, I'll
call Anne.”

“Will you?”

“I will.”

“Oh, Lord, I'm so happy for you, [or
me, lor us!™

“Get out of here. Go. Get. Run. Fly
away home.”

She jumped to her [eet and banged at
her hair with a comb and gave up, laugh-
ing. 1 don’t care if I look lunny =

“Beautilul,” he corrected.

“Beautiful to you, maybe.”

“Always and [orever.”

She came and bent down and kissed
him and wept.

“Is this our last kiss?"

“Yes.” He thought about it
last.”

“One more, then.”

“Just one.”

“The

She held his [ace in her hands and
stared into it.

“Thanks for vour wish,” she said.

“Thanks tor yours.”

“You calling Anne right now?”

“Now."

“Best to Anne.”

“Best to Bob. God love you, dear

lady. Goodbye.”

She was out the door and in the next
room and the outside door shut and the
apartment was very quiet. He heard her
footsteps [ade a long way off in the hall
toward the elevator.

He sat looking at the phone but did
not touch it.

He looked in the mirror and saw the
tears beginning to sueam unendingly
out ol his eyes.

“You. there,” he said to his mmage.
“You. Liar.” And again: “Liar!”

And he turned and lay back down in
the bed and put one hand out to touch
that empty pillow there.
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INN LOVE IN MEXICO

(continued from page 190)

“Further good news is that no children under 12 are

allowed, and there are no

phones or television.”

some of the other inns on this List, De
Cobos has an authentic atmosphere that
15 something to ireasure,

For information: Hacienda de Cobos
Hotel; Padve Hidaloco 3 or Avenida
Juarez 153; Guanajuato, Guanajualo,
Mexico. Telephone 2-G3-50 or 2-01-13.

POSADA DE SAN FRANCISCO
(San Miguel de Allende)

The city of San Miguel exudes a very
special flavor, one so special that the
town has been designated a national
momument. This aunosphere is so pleas
antly captivating tha it's difficult not to
conjure up romantic stories iabout the
buildings in the town, and this is espe-
cially so of the Posada, a massive three-
story colonial-stvle structure that anchors
onc ol the corners of the city's main
square. But don’t get too imvolved in
areating mystical incarnations lost in the
mists ol time, for this is one of Mexico's
best-done imitations, just built in 1940.

‘I'he building was constructed on land

Courtyard at Posada de San Francisco.

that once housed the stables and corrals
of the next-door mansion (which is now,
among other things, the local lockup).
Still, this colonial replica contains so
much f(urniture and so many artilacts
appropriated from [ar older. entirely
authentic colonial edifices that it seems
silly to harp on the lact that it was only
designed to look like an old monastery.
Despite only four decades of opera-
tion, the San Francisco is still said to he
the oldest tourist hotel in the state of
Guanajuato. There are 50 unprepossess-
ing, comfortably lunctional rooms rang-
ing tfrom the wuly tiny (the feeling is

oge cerily monklike) to large. amry accommo-

dations that include individual fire-
places. The best room in the house is
probably number 206, a huge corner
room that not only has a large. open
fireplace but also offers a superh view of
the I)I.’l?il below and the pink facade
of the Church of the Conception. The
public rooms on the ground foor are
equally impressive and there are three
beautiful courtyards—one is large, cob-
blestoned, with & fountain in the middle,
another holds an appealing garden,
while 1he third is left cluttered and
largely unused.

There is a large splitlevel dining
room with a fountain of carved stone (it
works) and a bar /lounge area that's more
like a series of private drawing rooms.
The last room of the group has a won-
derlul stone hreplace.

For information: Posada de San Fran-
cisco; Apariado Postal 40; San Miguel
de Allende, Gto., Mexico. Telephone
2-14-66 or 2-00-72.

HOTEL VILLA MONTANA
(Morelia)

Some regulars refer to this collection
of buildings on Santa Maria hill just
south of the city as a ranch. while others
prefer wo call the several small huildings
casitas, There's even more [ervent dis-
agreement about whether this extraor-
dinary collection of 65 rooms and suites
is as good as or better than its mam
Mexican rival, Las Marianitas in Cuerna-
viaca, with which it continually vies for
the designation as finest small hotel in
the counury.

Villa Montaina has been built in small
increments. with individual small villas
added at intervals since 1958. The com-
pound is composed ol a maze of levels,
terraces, bricked walks, sudden gardens,
stone columns and lovely carvings. A
small swimming pool adjoins the dining
room (this is the major part of the orig-
inal house) and there’s a wonderful co-
lonial-style sitting room with a fine view
of the city of Morelia. A second poal is
under construction, and theyre adding
a tennis court as well. Further good news
is that no children under 12 are allowed.
and there are no phones or television,
The price lor this total separation from
the outside world is the need o wear a
jacket for dinner—quite an anomaly in
usually informal Mexico.

More than anything, there’s a feeling
ol being in residence in a Mediterranean
villa compound, and the posh furnish.
ings in the splendid rooms make it clear
that your host is among the wealthy

gentry. The individual guest rooms
range from hne to fabulous: no two are
alike, but all boast broad beams. [wrni-
ture in antique colonial style and fire-
places (some suites have as many s
three). Even the bathrooms are appoini-
ed m bright tile. and the extravagant

Suite would stun even a

Presidential

b . LS ; -
Villa Montaifa compound.

sheik. Rooms with a view are at a pre-
mium, so il it's possible. ry 1o sce a
selection of accommodations before de-
ciding precisely where to hed down. For
total suntanning. the private sun deck
off rooms 20 and 21 is probably vour
hest choice.

And lest this description start 1o sound
like a promotional paean. let me add
thatr the only nonsuperlative justificd in
describing this refined oasis is that the
food. though well prepared, is not very
distinguished.

For information: Hotel idla Monlana:
Apartado Postal 233; Morelia, Michoa-
cin, Mexico. Telephone 2-22-75  or
2-25-88.

HOTEL POSADA RIO CUALE
(Puerto Vallarta)

Perhaps the rarest hotel in Mexico is
a genuine inn of exceptional quality
that's very near the sea. Fortunately, the
Posada Rio Cuale qualifies; it's not quite
two blocks [rom the Cuale River isell
and less than that distance lrom the hne
swimming strand surrounding the Bahia
de Banderas.

As is the case with many ol the inns
we've described. Rio Cuale has grown
gradually since it opened in 1968, At
present. there clean, well-hur-
nished rooms. all of which letch 1he
same modest price—despite the Lact that
no two are alike. The hotel Tunctions on
three slightly ematic levels. with lots of
brick and whitewashed masonry outside,

are 20
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“The name’'s Lucrezia, butl you can call me Lucy . ..
for approximately Lhree minutes.”
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plus spiral staircases and plenty of lush
plantings.

The location is at least as appetizing
as the accommodations. and its site is
particularly perfect if you plan to ex-
plore a litde of downtown Puerto Vallar-
ta. This is the exception to the normal
hotel rule hereabouts (where the majority
of decent hotels are located quite a dis-
tance lrom the center of town) and
particularly important since the best
lacal restaurants—to say nothing of bars,
discos and shops—are all in the down-
town area. Once in residence here, you
shouldn’t need a taxi at all.

Despite a hilarious sign above the
dining room announcing GOURMET DIN-
NING, the food is first-class and its prepa-
ration is taken quite seriously. If vou
like fresh fish, don’t miss the huachinan-
go (Pacific red snapper). There's also a
representative choice of wines and deli-
cious espresso for sipping as you watch
the moon rise. It’s all very relaxed, very
laid back and very unlike the normal
tourist ruckus of Puerto Vallarta.

For information: Hotel Posada Rio
Cuale; Apartado Postal 146; Puerto
Vallarta, Jalisco, Mexico. Telephone
209-14 or 2-01-50.

HOTEL VIRREY DE MENDOZA
(Morelia)
In referring to some old research on
what is probably my lavorite city in
Mexico, I lound a comment by Kate

Simon in her Mexico: Places and Pleas-
ures guide. In discussing “colonial atmos-

phere,”  Simon  warns mmpressionable
visitors Lo “keep in mind that that phrase
sometimes means too much dark wood
and weak light bulbs’” This reminder
is well taken at Virrey de Mendorza, since
this lovely old colonial mansion has
some rooms that all too accurately evoke
the monastic image.

Local historians say that the ground
floor of this inn dates from sometime
before 1565, though the building more
properly dates from around 1744, when
the second foor was added. The elegant,
rather remarkable structure was turned
into a hotel in 1938 (shortly alter a third
Hoor was constructed), and its various
levels have somehow become quite a
miraculous whole.

Fortunately, the building's continued
growth during various centuries has fol-
lowed the original colonial plan. and the
present rooms surround the large court-
vitrd on all sides. The hotel boasts Mao-
relia’s st elevator. though guests seem
to preler the broad staircases that lead
them past authentic suits of conquistador
armor and other imriguing objets d'art
ol the colonial era. The suit of armor in
the courtyard (now glassed over) is said
1o have once belonged to Antonio de
Mendoza, who was Spain's first vice-
regent in her most affluent New World
colony and founded Morelia.

Not only is the hotel a local landmark
but 1ts site on the main square makes it
a favorite meeting spot. The quality of
the food only increases its local stature.
As vou approach the hotel from the
square, it's hard not to imagine brightly
gowned sefiorilas looking down from the
small ornate balconies above. It's a
lovely fantasy.

There are 55 guest rooms, almost all
extravagantly furnished in colonial style.
Ceilings reach as high as 20 feet above
the polished hardwood floors, and baths
are tiled and gleaming white. Try hard
ta reserve one of the six swites that
[ace the historic Plaza of the Martyrs. lor
they're curiously about the same cost as
the far more ordinary interior double
rooms. There is even a closed-circuit
color television system that often shows
recent American films with Spanish sub-
titles.

There's a piano played pleasantly at
lunch and dinner and vases ol fresh
flowers on every table, Ivy trails down
from above and bullhighting memorabilia
dominate the delightful bar that’s set in
one ol the old house's original rooms.

For information: Hotel Virrey de Men-
doza; Porlal Matamoros 16; Morelia,
Michoacdn, Mexico. Telephone 2-06-33.

LAS MANANITAS
(Cuernavaca)

It's probably telling tales out of
school, but when the inspectors from the
French Relais et Chateaux group anony-
mously visited Mexico last winter, this
was the only hotel they decided to try
to lure into their august association.
Mananitas (the name means “little
mornings”) is perhaps the most popular
inn in Mexico and has been enormously
successful ever since it opened in No-
vember 1955. Not only are room res-
ervations difficult to come by but even

reservations for a transient lunch or
dinner should be made well in advance.
The popularity of this exraordinary inn
is not the least misplaced, and though
its access road is deceptively modest, the
atmosphere inside is effusively romantic,

Mananitas has been constructed in

stops and starts around an original man-
sion that was built at the turn of the
century. But the additional vnits have
been added carefully and selectively over

Las Mananitas: three staffers per gues

o

the years, and it’s nearly impossible to
find even the hint of a seam. The scale
is surprisingly massive for a hotel with
()n]y 15 rooms —though appropriate
after you see the 11 extraordinary one-
bedroom suites and the single spectac-
ular two-bedroom accommodation. The
carved beds are cven larger than king-
sized. and one guide describes the dress-
ing rooms as “right out ol an MGM
movie.” Peacocks, cranes, parrots and
flamingos roam the main swrrounding
garden arcas (there's a second garden,
containing the hotel’s swimming pool,
belind 2 locked sate).

Each room is shightly different, usual-
ly furnished and decorated with antique
preces and architectural elements that
have been salvaged [rom other old
houses around Mexico. Even the repro-
ductions are artful. Every room has its
own private patio or faces a terrace, and
four patio suites and the two-bedroom
colossus have individual fireplaces.

Guests often stay lor weeks, or even
months, at this refined hideaway, the
equal of Europe’s finest refuges. In an
inn that can accommodate at most about
30 guests, it's astonishing to note that
the staff numbers more than 100, and
the service reflects this abundance. It you

are capuvated by an air ol simple,
genuine luxury, read no further,
For information: Las Mananitas;

Apartado Postal 1202; Cuernavaca, Mo-
relos, Mexico. Telephone 2-16-16.

HOTEL VILLA DEL SOL
(Zihuatanejo)

Don't let any travel advisor turn you
toward neighboring Ixtapa, for the three
miles that separate these two cities rep-
resent a far greater distance in ambience
and oricntation. “Zihuatanejo is for
individualists,” says German-born Hel-
mut Leins, who owns and runs this hotel
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with his wife, Rosa. “There are no fancy
restaurants, no [ancy places,” he says, and
he's right. For the old fishing-village pace
of this lazy Pacific port remains its most
appealing quality, and it has remained
appealing despite the influence of the
determined developers down the beach.
Many devotees consider Leins’s nine-
room inn (he hopes eventually to in-
crease the capacity to 17 rooms) reason
in itself to visit Zihuatanejo. This is the
newest of the hostelries on this list; the
first guest room was opened in Decem-
ber 1978. The construction is hardly
luxurious, but it is stll distinctively
special, and not the least of its appeal is
derived from a site right on the best
beach in the village—which means on
what may be the best beach in Mexico.
Native woods and other local materials
have been used to build the one-and-a-
half-story buildings, set around a small
swimming pool and a large palapa

(thatched-roof shelter). Enthusiastic pro-
moters would describe the rooms as
suites, since the typical accommodation
here has a downstairs lounge and a sleep-
ing loft above. Each bathroom has walls
and a floor of polished Mexican tile,

This is an oasis where guests are left
almost completely to their own resources;
there's nothing in the way of planned
activities, just the great beach, fine
swimming, five wind surfers and a cou-
ple of boats with which to fool around
if you're compulsively active. For those
who thrive on dropping out in comfort,
this is about as good a place to leave the
world as we know.

For information: Holel Villa del Sol;
Apartado Poslal 84; Zihualanejo, Gue-
rrero, Mexico. Telephone 4-22-39,

Tlis article was prepared with the
assisiance of Richayd Pietschmann.

“It seems to me you have all the tail you can handle.”

GOACH BUM PHILLIPS

(continued from page 138)

“I told Bum there was one place 1
didn’t want to go.” said Wilson. “New
England. And he sent me to New Eng-
land. Just because I hit him with a
punt.”

“I was standing in the Astrodome,”
said Bum, “and the ball came down and
hit me right between the horns. Broke
my glasses, cut my face. I turned around,
saw Jerrel come running up, saying, ‘I
told Parsley nor to kick it over here!” "

“I'm going to come back here,” said
the Rototiller man, “and see that "Tiller
sitting here rusting and grass growing
all over this garden.”

Phillips and I went to the small
spread he leases for his cutting horses.
There were some excellent white beans
and ham cooking in the barn, and we ate
them around a table set with Jack Dan-
iel’s, hot sauce, pink sore dressing, vet-
crinary enema solution, Scotch, meat
tenderizer, salt and pepper. Present was
Bum's cattle partner, Gene Denges (who
once found Bum way out on the range,
lving there immobilized with broken ribs
after his horse had thrown him). There
were several other folks around. People
said things like, “That bald-faced
horse looks just like his daddy, don't he?”

Phillips and I ate a tremendous
amount of epicurean shrimp, gumbo and
oysters in Cap'n Benny's Half Shell, a
little counter joint in Houston where
everybody stands shoulder to shoulder.
Occasionally, somebody would yell across
the room, “Hey, Bum Phillips!™

And Bum would answer calmly, “Ain’t
these some oysters?”

Then. too, we attended a banquet
where Bum told a group of bank work-
ers, “An expert is an ordinary fella away
from home.” And. “When I was a kid,
our land was so poor we had to fertilize
the house just to raise the windows.”
And, "I believe people are human. If
you're going to criticize them, compli-
ment them first.”

After he had finished, somebody in the
aowd yelled, “We love you, Bum!”

Then a lady came up to him and said,
“I thoroughly enjoyved your talk.”

He answered, “That's good, because
I was going to give it anvway.”

.

You pronounce the name Oail to
rhyme more or less with Lowell, but
Bum doesn’t know much more about it
than that. A real cowboy doesn’t have to
give a lot of reasons for what he does,
and Bum's grandfather, Joe Phillips,
who named Bum's daddy Oail, started
working at the age of 13 as a full-blooded
panhandle range rider—"just a nice,
plain old cowboy,” Bum says—for the
legendary cattle bavon Charles Good-
night, back in the 1870s. “Two or three
days, no water,” says Bum. “I've drove



enough cattle mysell to know that ain't
no fun.”

Everybody called Bum’s father Fhip.
Bum got his name when he was one
year old, from the way his sister pro-
nounced Brother. At least four times
during the three days I spent with him,
Buin wold some new acquaintance or
audience, “It's a name, not a desarip-
tion.”” He has a book out titled He Ain't
No Bum. But maybe having such a name
lelps protect a man from intellectual
arrogance.

Being from outside Orange, Texas,
probably does, too. Orange is in cast
Texas, 25 miles [rom Beaumont. “Orange
isn’t the end of the world,” Bum says,
“but il you get up on your tiptocs, you
can see it [rom there”

To keep the family from falling off,
Flip Phillips drove a truck, diried,
worked as a mechanic, farmed “whatever
the hell you could raise,” Bum says. “We
didn’t have nothing. I thought Post
Toasties wis for everybody's supper. But
hoth my parents could be very comical.
Around a crowd, my dad would get a
laugh.” The family went to church hard,
played dominoes hard, listened to coun-
try music hard. “Guy Lombardo didn’t
come through Orange. Even if I'd liked
Guy Lombardo, I couldn’t listen to him,
because Daddy had the radio turned 10
country music. And there wasn't no such
thing for a kid then as your own radio.
If you got nothing to compare it with,
country music has got to be the best you
ever heard. And, of course, it was real
good.” Today, he knows Willie Nelson
personally.

Bum didn’t grow up determined to be
a coach in pro ball. I didn’t know they
had pro ball.” So what were his aspi-
rations? I don't remember,” he says.
“I'm 57 years old.

“Well, you know, one day you'd want
to be a wucker, one day a cowhoy, one
day a gangster. When you're a kid, you
wake up every day in a new world.” By
the time he was good size and chewing
Tinsley's, however, he was independent
enough to insist on plaving high school
football.

“I don't know whether it was so much
because I wanted to play or because
Daddy didn’t want me to. He never
played football. Said he used to go down
to Port Arthur and help them hght after
a game, but he thought football was just
a thing to get your leg broke. He told
me 1 couldn’t play; I told him 1 was,
anyway. When I came home [rom prac
tice, he told me to lay down on the bed
and he wore me out good, and I went to
practice again the next day and he wore
me out again, and I went back and
finally he let it go. But he didn't like iv.
Like a lot of country people, he thought
all you were supposed to do was work.”

Not even Bum thought he would ever
get a job from football. He played
well enough to win a scholarship to what

Francis Korbel began
producing his rich, mellow
brandy during the golden
age of San Francisco.
The brandy tower he
built nearly 100 years ago
stands to this day as a

reminder of Korbel’s brandy tradition.
Since 1889, our brandy masters
have carefully clung to our time-
honored ways, scrupulously rejecting
those twists and turns which could
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alter our quality by even
one degree.

Uncork a bottle of
Korbel Brandy. One taste
will convince you that
Korbel Brandy is heir to
the rich tradition of the
Korbel Champagne Cellars.

There was a time, a golden city
and Korbel.

We invite you

to write for

A Journey Through
ime and T radition

the story of Korbel

Champagne Cellars.
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was then Lamar Junior College in Beau-
mont, but he was preparing himself seri-
ously for the future by working as a
cowhoy, and bulldogging for prize money,
and roughnecking in the oil fields. He
had married the redoubtable Helen
Wilson, whose looks years later still
mike it obvious that he is joking when
he says, “I take my wife with me every-
where because she is too ugly to Kiss
goodbye.”

After his first year at Lamar, World
War Two arese. He joined the Marines
and set out to take islands all over the
Pacific. I didn’t see how we could win
it without me. I got to where I didn't
see how we could win it because of me.

“On one island, I came upon a Jap
who had his rific slung over his shoulder
and one [ocot up on a palm wree, getting
ready to go up there and snipe. No far-
ther than ten feet away. I had my rifle
right out in front of me, and I had eight
rounds in it, and I fired every one of
them and I haven't hit him to this day.
He took his foot down and calmly
started taking his rifle off his shoulder,
and if T hadn’t had people with me, 1
wouldn’t be here. I never had scen a
Japanese so close. 1 didn’t know any-
thing about Japanese. Except I wasn't
supposed to like "em.

“I went in the Marines as a private
and when I came out after the war, they
tried to put Plc. on my discharge and I
said no, private is what I am, that’s
what T want on there. 1 didnt like the
Marines, because 1 didn’t like being

“Say, Dad, did you come across a video cassette . . .

pushed. Didn't like being told there was
only one way to do things, that I didn’t
have a choice. 'Cause I did.”

After the war, he remained choosy,
though he didn't seem to have a wide
range of options. He took a job at a
Beaumont refinery, doing electrical work
up on poles. The company tried to get
him to sign a form allowing it to take a
small amount out of his pay check for
the Red Cross, an organization he had
taken a disliking to during the war when
he'd seen some of its workers take money
from soldiers for cigarettes that were
supposed to be [ree. “I didn't even
smoke, but that just aggravated me. I
said I'd give to the Salvation Army,
anybody but them.”

The company was adamant, so, says
Bum, “I said just get my check ready,
I'll quit. And I left to go back to Orange.
It's a lot shorter if you turn right leaving
the refinery, but I don’t know why, I
went lelt. Drove by Lamar, where they
just happened to be practicing football.
I stopped 1o watch and the coach asked
me if I played.”

Bum won another scholarship, “and
with the GI Bill. it turned out real good
for me. Chances are, if 1 hadn't quit that
job and then turned left, I'd still be
right there in that rehnery, high-lining,
I'da prob‘ly [ell off a pole by now, or 1'd
still be up on one.”

From Lamar, he went on to Stephen F.
Austin, a teachers’ college, where he was
an all-conference tackle. “When I got
out, 1 didn't know 1 wanted to be a

23

coach, but my old high school coach, EI-
bert Pickell, was at Nederlands High
then and he offered me a job coaching
his B team. I figured it'd be good until
I got me a good job, roughnecking. As it
was, I had to work in the oil field three
months so I could coach nine.”

After a year, Pickell went to another
job and Bum took over the Nederlands
varsity and turned it into a perennial
power. In 1957, Bear Bryant picked him
to be one of his assistants at Texas
A & M, and Bum was upwardly mobile.

Six years later, he was 40 and back
coaching in high school. “Everybody
knew that Bum was the best coach in
Texas,” says Otler scout Bob Baldwin.
“At all the coaching clinics, Darrell
Royal and Bum would be there and it
would be Bum everybody'd be crowding
around.”

But all the good college jobs were
going to slick young guys who looked
and talked like ad salesmen and there-
fore impressed university presidents. “I
thought they were locking for somebody
to coach, not model,” recalls Bum with
some asperity. The colleges apparently
had the idea that they were founded to
break people from looking country.

“I thought, the devil with it,” he says.
“A man ought never to get his plow
stuck in hard ground.” When an old
friend offered him the head high school
coaching job at Port Neches, Texas, he
decided that was his place in the world.
“1 bought me a house and a cotton-
picking boat. I was just going to enjoy
life. I had my teacher’s, principal’s and
counsclor's certificates. I had quit chas-
ing that rainbow.

“But then, while I was at Port Neches,
I got interested in pro football. And
I'm glad I did. In pro football, you got
no flunk-outs, no aloomni and you don't
graduate anybody. And 1 enjoy the com-
panionship of 28- or 30-year-old men.”

In 1967, Sid Gillman, then the San
Diego Chargers’ head coach and in need
of a defensive coordinator, called Bryant,
Royal and other eminent college coaches
for recoonmendations. They all extolled
a guy he’d never heard of named Bum.
“Finally, Sid said the hell with it and
called me. When 1 got off the plane in
San Diego, 1 didn't know him and he
didn’t know me. I walked right by him.”

Eight years later, alter various shifts
of employment (he has also coached for
four Texas high schools, four Texas col-
leges and Oklahoma State), Bum moved
past Gillman into the Oilers’ top coach-
ing job. Gillman had wried to set himself
up as gencral manager and Bum as a
puppet head coach, but Bum balked at
the puppet part and when the dust had
settled, Gillman was out of a job and
Bum was running the show.

Running it according to a philosophy
that can only be called heretical. “*When
I started out in coaching, I went along
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with the thinking that you didn't dare
get Iriendly with your players. You could
like “em, but you couldn’t let "em know.
But then I had my son Wade on my
team in Port Neches. I had no difficulty
in liking him. Hell. I loved him. And I
found that I had fewer problems because
I liked him and he knew it. Some
coaches feel that if a plaver is too dose to
them, he will take advantage of them.
Personally, I'd much rather have some-
one I like take advantage of me than
somebody I don't like.”

So Bum shows up at a party o help
one ol the Oilers move into a2 new apart-
ment. On most teams. that would be like
the Pope showing up to help set up the
chairs for bingo. Bum hosts team beer-
and-singing parties. He refrains from
pitting his offensive and defensive teamns
against cach other in sarimmages, be-
cause he doesn’t want either of them to
feel beaten. “Houston's not on our sched-
ule, so why should we play us in prac
tice?” He sets an extremely loose tone
around the office: Coaches and scouts
and guys who run movie projectors drift
around, visiting with one another. They
get things done and go home by 7:30,
whereas most pro staffs grind away at
their film analysis till all hours.

On the other hand, Bum tells his
pecple. “I like effort and extra effort.
If you don’t like my attitude, see your
friendly player rep.” His practices are
short but tightly focused. I want play-
ars to have their habits down so they
don’t have to think about them. If you
have to think about opening your mouth,
you won't be a very good eater. And I
know a lot about eating. But you don’t
have to do things over and over and over
till you're sick of them.

“There are two tvpes of coaches. Them
that have just been fired and them that
are going to be hred. I'm sure when I'in
fired. people will say he’da been a better
coach if he'd been harder on his players.
But that’s like saying a kid will be bet-
ter il you beat him. The main thing is
getting people o play. When you think
it's your system that's winning, you're
i for a damn big surprisc. It's those
players’ efforts.

“When I was growing up, if you didn't
say yessir and nosir, they hit you in the
mouth. They whipped you till you got
grown. Today, kids say yep and nope,
and never get whipped, but they're sull
the same good kids. After this last war,
people were led up with discipline. And
we'd had a good enough economy going
that people had given their kids things.
One of the things was lreedom.

“So a coach has got to be able to
change. Got 1o be able to nod and grin.
Still, somebody’s got to teach people
to care about other people’s feelings.
So you give them something they like.
And tell them, ‘You can have this if
you do right.” ™

OI course, a lot of coaches employ pos-

itive reinforcement these days. But Bum
puts more heart, affection and entertain-
ment value nto it. The result 1s that
his plavers consistently perform above
their heads. The Oilers are still over-
shadowed within their division by the
greatly more talented, increasingly mech-
anistic  N.F.L. champion Pittsburgh
Steelers, but Bum's personality lends it-
self so well to horse trading that he keeps
coming up with big new fully developed
chunks of ability. He has swapped wisely
for his crucial middle guard Curley Culp,
his distinguished offensive tackle Leon
Gray and the drale rights 1o his great
running back Earl Campbell. During the
past off season, Bum traded his dissatis-
fied quarterback, Dan Pastorim (they are
still good [riends). to Oakland lor Kenny
Stabler, who has beaten the Steelers
more often than any other field general.
Bum also acquired the head-hunting
Jack Tatum, who caims that Steelers
ball carriers are alraid of him. I wanrt a
P.S. on my tombstone that I'd probably
have lived a hell of a lot longer if I
hadn’t had to play Pitsburgh six times
in two years,” Bum says, but nobody can
accuse him of lewing himselt be buried
without a struggle.

That tombstone would be Bum all
over: putting things in perspective [rom
the grave. After a defeat in which his
tcam was exiremely slow to get going,
Bum will explain to the press: ““There
was a time mix-up. The game was sched-
uled to start at eight p.y., but our play-
ers thought it was nine p.aL" Alter a big
win, he will tell his team: “You know
when I told you before the game that
this was just another game? I lied.”

Last spring. Bum risked damaging his
inimitable rapport with the sporting
press by denying Hatly that a Pastorini-
Stabler trade was in the works when it
was. He went so far, in fact, as to say,
“There ought to be a law to prevent any-
body from writing in a paper or saving
on radio or TV somcthing that's just a
rumor.” Then, at a press conference
called a week later to announce the
trade, he explained: “I'd rather have to
come back and apologize 1o you lor lying
than let something get owt belore it's
supposcd to, something that would hurt
a player or keep a deal rom happening.”

“PHILLIPS FIL WORKED; OILERS THE
BETTER FOR IT,” read a headline in The
Houston Post.

As a matter of fact, Bum says that the
local press knew he was lying to them all
along: he had told them the truth off the
record. Well, that kind of thing is liable,
eventually, to get sticky. Bum expects the
media to work with him the way he ex-
pects everybody ¢lse to: as friends. “The
guys who cover this team have free access
and, in return. I expect them not to re-
port anything that will hurt vs.”

That kind of arrangement. cven with
a man who provides as much good copy
as Bum does, can make a hard-hitting

journalist uneasy. I'm feeling uncasy my-
self, because, well. . ..

A man with Phillips® flavor, you know
he says “sumbitch” sometimes. Don't
you? It stands to reason. But. . ..

The wrouble is that after the Steelers
eliminated the Oilers from the play-offs
last vear, Bum went home to a consola-
tion pep rally of 75.000 souls in the
Astrodome, and he got up and exclaimed,
“Last year we banged on the door. This
year we knocked on the door. Next year
we are going o kick the sumbitch
down!"" The Astrodome went wild. Bum
had snatched rousing perspective from
the jaws of defeat once again.

There were enough high-minded Hous-
tonians watching on television, however,
to produce a small flood of complaints
about Bum’s language. He answered
ach lewer personally, saving he had
apologized to every one ol his six chil-
dren and il his daddy had ever heard
him say such a thing in mixed company,
he would have slapped him. The worst
thing. though. Bum’s mother—NMrs. Viola
Phillips in Vidor, Texas, up the road
from Orange—had been watching on
television, when she heard him say “sum-
bitch,” she called him up and gave him
holy Ned.

“My mother is 81 years old,” Bum
says, “and she is still driving an auto-
mobile back and forth and doing what-
ever she wants to. She loves children and
she’s as bright as can be. And as long
as her dad was alive, she would never
let two weeks go by without bundling us
kids up and taking us to visit him. The
trend these days is to love your parents
but not go to so much trouble proving it.
I don’t think she loved him more than I
do her, but. . .."

Anyway, Bum is grimly determined,
for his mother’s sake, not to be quoted
as saying “Sumbitch™ ever again. I honor
that injunction. But I can’t help quoting
one unsanitizable thing Bum told me—
there were no ladies or children pres-
ent—when we were driving around in
his wvuck. “The wouble with most
coaches.” said Bum, “1s they start with
the assumption that everybody is a turd.
And that ain’t righe.”

It ain’t right. Be proud, Mys. Phillips,
to have raised a son who can coach pre-
dominantly victorious N.F.L. football
and still maintain that belief. I guess |
have ironically enough acted like a turd
mysell in identifying Phillips publicly
with that statement, but I think America
ought to hear it, whether America will
be shocked by it or not.

1f 1 thought there were any chance at
all that I could make Bumn's team,
though, I wouldnt quote it. 1 would
embroider it on a sampler and hang it
in my home. And it would help me
knock the hre out of people for my
downright, by God. love-oriented coach.
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The Michelob Light Snow Patrol
to the rescue!

Hi. I'm Monique St. Pierre, and this is my friend, Suds. We're in charge &
of the Michelob Light Snow FPatrol for the second straight year. i
There's nothing like a long. hard day on the slopes to build a mighty MICHELOB.
thirst. So, we’'ll be looking for you at the men’s and women's
professional ski races that Michelob Light is sponsoring this season. W{)
We'll be quick to the rescue, showing you the way to the rich, smooth
taste of Michelob Light.

RrLUSER BUSCH, INC, » ST LOUIS. 1.
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OUR WICKET, WICKET WAYS

Burned out on video games? Bearing off of backgammon? Try the genteel
pleasure of British-American Table Croquet, a miniature version of the
aristocrat of lawn sports played on a handsome and sturdy 24" x 407 x
30" green-felt feld that’s framed in sohid red oak. Age of Enlightenment
Toys and Gilts (Box 242, Fairfield, Iowa 52556) sells B-A Table Croquet
sets for $200 cach—calling them “the game that was built to last for
generations.” Tonight, we'll have wickets and whiskey by the fire, Jeeves.

IT’S LONELY—AND COLD—AT THE TOP
Dr. Jack Wheeler daims to have visited the true geographic North Pole
more times than any other man alive, so it’s no surprise that his travel
company, Wheeler Adventures, 242 North Canon Drive, Beverly Hills,
California 90210, is offering a $5000, ten-day expedition there this
April. But here’s the rub: The trip is part of an Adventure Management
program that Wheeler offers to ambitious executives seeking new

frontiers to conquer and includes a [ull complement of problem-solving
Kscminars. Of course, champagne and caviar are served at the top.

PLAYBOY POTPOURRI

ces, objects and events of interest or amusement

NO-SMOKING SECTION
The next time unwanted smoke gets in
your eyes, fast-draw a l]:ntt(.’ry-powcrccl four-
blade enclosed fan called the Unsmoke
and send those noxious whiffs gone with
the wind. Pintsized and portable
Unsmokes are available from The Ted
Feldman Company, 7115 Cockrill Bend
Road, Nashville, Tennessee 37209, for
512.90 each, postp;lid, in red or white.
Pick a pair for home and office. Just don’t
expect to win any popularity contests.

GO VESPA, YOUNG MAN
Rumor has it that Italian mechanics work
so slowly because they're always casting
glances at the annual Piaggio calendar
{parent company ol Vespa) that hangs in
garages from Naples to Trieste. Now
their 1981 wall calendar—which measures
a humongous 28” x 22" and features
some ol America’s loveliest ladies—is avail-
able from Vespa of America, Dept. S,

355 Valley Drive, Brisbane, California
94003, for only S35, p(}slpaid. Hang it up!




BRIEF TALK
James Bond's popularity may
have waned, but the interest
in sncaky Bond-type gadgets,
such as this attach¢ case with a
concealed tape recorder, is
thunderballing along. All you
do is set the TRC 1000
briefcase down on a conler-
ence table, surreptitiously
slide the case’s name plate to
the ox position and you're
recording up to three and one
half hours ol conversation
via a concealed, highly sensi-
tive microphone. Executive
Tools (P. O. Box 26516,
Tempe, Arizona 85282) sells
the TRC 1000 [or $349,
postpaid—no questions asked.

FRANK NOTES
OI’ Blue Eyes is back—
again—this time in a soft-
cover 125-page book called
The Sinatra Sessions, which
the Sinatra Society of
America, P. O. Box 10512,
Dallas, Texas 75207, is selling
for §9.95, pmtpni([. What's
so special about The Sinalva
Sessions? Well, it lists every
recording session Sinatra has
done (1939-1980) and includes
the songs recorded, the date,
location, arranger, conductor
and album or single on which
the recording appeared. And
if that isn’t enough ring-a-
ding-ding. there are rare
photos, plus a history of every
Sinatra album and single
that's appeared on the charts.

SPATE OF SPATS
Now that boulevardiers are
again strolling with walking
sticks, it figures that somebody
has revived the ulumate in
dandified top dressing—spats.
Yes, a company called
Howard Creations, 39-51 60th
Street, Woodside, New York
11377, is selling pairs of spiffy
white-vinyl spats for only $17,
postpaid. Or, if they're too
dudey for your taste, Howard
also has gray-felt styles for
822 and even white-canvas
ones (at $19.50) that you
dye yoursell. Since nobody
under 80 years old knows his
spat size, a shoc size will be
fine when ordering.

ONE MORE \

FOR THE ROAD
Last year, we featured in Potpowrri a fabulous
portlolio of Rolls-Royce renderings by car
illustrator Ken Dallison. Now a follow-up doozy
of a collection, Great American Classics, has
just been completed and it’s worth every bit of
the $400 price The Hanover Press, 575 Madison
Avenue, New York 10022, is asking. All 14”7 x
187 prints in this latest limited edition are
again by Dallison—and the covers arc of
hand-dyed U. S. top-grain leather. If you didn’t
hold on to that 1939 Cord, keep this.

DR. SMOK, WE PRESUME?
No, the latest wrinkle in groovy threads isn't
designer jeans, it's authentic Dr. Smok cotton
reversible shirts and pants that PDS (Play
Doctor Supply) at 315 Washington Street, Suite
5P, Marina del Rey, California 90291, is
selling at §15 per shirt, $17 per pants—or $30 a
set—in white, green or blue. Dr. Smok's duds
are available in loose-hitting small, medium,
large and extra-large sizes. Take off your
clothes; Dr. Smok will see you now.
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eoa EMPEROR OF D“NE (continued from page 136)

“As Idaho marched stoically ahead, women reached
from all sides to touch him, to touch Leto.”

His mind searched frantically for some-
thing to which he could cling, something
to shield him.

These women were an army whose
force and union Idaho had not suspect-
ed. He knew he did not understand this
force. He could only observe it, recog-
nize that it existed.

This was what Leto had created.

What part of that power would he
pass into my hands?

The temptation was monstrous! Idaho
found himself trembling with it. With
chilling abruptness, he realized that this
must be Leto’s intention—to templ me!

“Duncan Idaho stands beside me to-
day,” Leto said. “Duncan is here to de-
clare his loyalty that all may hear it.
Duncan?"

Idaho felt a physical chill. Leto gave
him a simple choice: Declare your loyal-
iy to the God Emperor or die!

If I sneer, vacillate or object in any
way, the women will kill me with their
oin hands.

A decep anger suffused Idaho, He swal-
lowed. cleared his throat, then: “Let no

one question my loyalty. T am loyal to
the Atreides.”

“We share!” the women screamed.
“"We share! We share!”

Idiaho looked across the mass of [aces,
telling himself that this was only a small
core of that enormous female force that
spread its feminine web across the Em-
pire. He could believe Leto’s words:

“The power does not weaken. It grows
stronger every decade.”

To what end? Idaho asked himsell.

He planced at Leto, who was lifting
his hands in benediction.

“Duncan, you will precede me,” Leto
said,

As Idaho marched stoically ahead,
women reached from all sides to touch
him. to touch Leto, or merely to touch
the Royal Cart. Idaho felt the resturained
passion in their touch and knew the
deepest fear in his experience.

[ ]

Monco will soon be 118 years old,
Leto thought.

‘The man could live many times that
long if he would take the spice mé-

“There! What dud 1 tell you? We didn’t break
cuvery bone in your body, after all.”

lange, but he relused. Moneo had en-
tered that peculiar human state where
he longed for death. He lingered now
only to see his daughter, Siona, installed
in the Royal service, the next director
of the Imperial Guard.

And Moneo knew it was Leto’s inten-
tion to breed Siona with a Duncan. It
was time.

Moneo stopped two paces from the
cart and looked up at Leto. Something
in his eyes reminded Leto of the look
on the face of a pagan priest, a cralty
supplication at the [amiliar shrine,

“Lord, you have spent many hours ob-
serving the new Duncan,” Moneo said.
“Have his cells or his psyche been tam-
pered with?”

“He is untainted.”

A deep sigh shook Moneo. There was
no pleasure in it

“You object to his use as a stud?” Leto
asked.

“I find it peculiar to think of him as
both an ancestor and the [ather of my
descendants.”

“But he gives me access to a first-
generation cross between an older hu-
man form and the current products of
my breeding program. Siona is twenty-
one generations rom such a aross.”

“1 lail to see the purpose. The Dun-
cans are slower and less alert than any-
one in your Guard.”

Leto said: "It is clear to me that you
do not vet understand what 1 hope to
achieve in my breeding program.”™

“Lord. have you an improvement ol
the human stock in mind?”

Leto glared down at him, thinking:
If 1 use the key word now will he under-
stand? Perhaps. . . .

“l am a predator. Moneo.”

“How can this be, Lord? You do not
hate us.”

“I kill, but I do not hate. Prey as-
suages hunger. Prey is good.™

“For what do you hunger, Lord?”
Moneo ventured.

“For a humankind that can make truly
long-term decisions. Do you know the
key to that ability, Moneo?”

“You have said it many times, Lord. It
is the ability to change your mind.”

“Change, yes. And do vou know what
I mean by long-term="

“For you, it must be measured in mil-
lennia, Lord.”

“You know intellectually that even I
will suffer a kind of death someday,”
Leto said. “But vou do not believe it.”

“How can I believe what T will never
seer”

Moneo had never Ielt more lonely and
fearful. What was the God Emperor
doing? I came down heve lo discuss his
inlenlions toward Siona. Does he loy
wilh me? .

“Let us talk about Siona.” Leto sad.

Mind reading again! -

“When will vou test her, Lord?” The
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question had been waiting in the front
of his awareness all this time, but now
that he had spoken it, Moneo feared it.

“Soon."”

“Forgive me, Lord, but surely you
know how much I fear for the well-being
of my only child.”

“You fear her rebellious nature,” Leto
said.

“I have seen the report on Siona,”
Moneo said.

Leto's smile widened. “Have 1 not
created her, Moneo?” Leto asked. “Have
I mot controlled the conditions of her
ancestry and her upbringing? Surely you
do not ask me to delegate authority to
a weak administrator.”

Moneo recoiled one step. “No, Lord.
Of course not.”

“Then trust Siona’s strength.”

Moneo squared his shoulders. “T will
do what I must.”

“Stona must be awakened to her duties
as an Aweides. Is that not our commit-
ment, Moneor™

“1 do not deny it, Lord. When will you
introduce her to the new Duncan?”

“The test comes first.”

Once more, Monco lifted his gaze to
Leto’s face. “I hope she will like the
Duncan’s company, Lord.”

“No doubt you have noted that his
genotype is remarkably attractive to
females.”

“That
Lord.”

Leto reflected. Was there need for
Moneo to know the peculiar thing
about his daughter? Siona could fade
from Leto’s prescient view at times. The
Golden P'ath remained, but Siona faded
from it. Yet . . . she herself was not
prescient. She was a unique phenome-
non. And if she survived. . . . Leto
decided he would not cloud Moneo's ef-
ficiency with unnecessary information.

What a gift Monco has given me in
this dﬂugkhfr, Leto thought. Siona is
fresh and precious. She is the new, while
I am a collection of the obsolete, a velic
of the damned, of the lost and sirayed.

Only the Golden Path is important.
Humankind must scatter. Our descend-
ants must be able to hide . . . even from
the prescient vision, they must hide.
They must scatter that no single death
may find them all. Siona . . . preserve the
Golden Path.

has been my observation,

.
Nayla moved at a steady, plodding
pace as she cimbed the circular stairs
to the God Emperor’s andience chamber
atop the Citadel’s south tower. Leto
followed the Guard’s progress up the
long circular stairs by way of a de-
vice that projected her approaching
image quarter size onto a region of
three-dimensional focus directly in front
ol his eyes.
Leto's thoughts locked on her. In

qp0 many ways, she is the most useful assist-

ant I have ever had. T am her God. She
worships me quite unquestioningly. Even
when I attack her faith, she takes this
merely as a lesling. She knows herself
superior Lo any test.

When he had sent her to the rebellion
and had told her to obey Siona in all
things, she did not question.

Leto recalled that first conversation
with Nayla, the woman trembling in her
cagerness to please.

“Even if Siona sends you to kill me,
you must obey. She must never learn
that you serve me.”

“No one can kill you, Lord.”

“But you must obey Siona.”

“Of course, Lord. That is your com-
mand.”

“You must obey her in all things.”

“I will do it, Lord.”

Nayla does not question me. Her
Lovd commands? Nayla obeys. I must not
let anylhiing change that relationship.

Nayla entered thie tower sanctuary and
stood three paces from Lew’s cart, her
gaze lowered in proper subservience.

Leto said: “Look at me, woman, and
tell me about Siona.™

“Siona continues actions that predict
violent attack on Your Holy Person. She
remains unswerving in her avowed pur-
pose to discover your weakness and kill
you."

“Siona does not suspect youz” Leto
asked.

“I am not clumsy.”

“I want your assessment of Siona. I
want to see it on your face and hear it
in yowr voice,” Leto said. “Will she sur-
vive the test, Nayla?*

“As my Lord describes the test. . . .”
Nayla lifted her gaze to Leto's face,
shrugged. “I do not know. Lord. Certain-
ly, she is strong. She survived the wolves.
But she is ruled by hate.”

“Quite naturally.”

“What are those books she stole from
you, Lord?”

“They are my words for my people. I
want them to be read.”

Siona s my ardent enemy. he thought.
I do not need Nayla’s words to confirm
this. Siona ts a woman of action. She
lives on the surface of enormous encrgies
that fill me with fantasies of delight. 1
cannot contemplate those living energies
without a feeling of ecstasy. They are my
reason for being, the justification for
everylhing I have ever done. . . .

“You will return to Siona and guard
her life with your own,” Leto said.
“That is the task I set for you and that
you accepted. It is why you were chosen.”

Nayla turned and fled the Holy
Presence.

But Nayla had told him what he
needed to know. She had revealed with
accuriacy the thing that Leto could not
find in Siona's fading image. Nayla's
instincts were to be trusted.

Siona has reached that explosive mo-

menl that I require.
°

Leto prepared for his first private
meeting with Siona since her childhood.
He told Moneo that he would see her
at the Liule Citadel, a vantage tower
he had built in the Central Desert.

There could be no more delays. She
had to be tested. Moneo knew this as
well as Leto did.

This preliminary day contained a
multiple purpose. Leto had to be sure
that he knew Siona's every strength and
every weakness. And he would have to
create  special susceptibilities in  her
wherever possible. She had to be pre-
pared for the test, her psychic muscles
blunted by well-planted barbs.

Shortly after noon. on the appointed
day, Leto went to the tower. Throughout
the rest of the day, he lay in the acrie,
thinking, plotting.

The fluttering wings of-an ornithop-
ter whispered on the air just at nightfall
to signal Siona’s arrival.

Leto caused a landing lip to extrude
from his aerie. The ’thopter glided in,
its wings cupped. It settled gently onto
the lip. Siona emerged and walked in
toward him. She stopped just inside the
tower and turned her attention to Leto’s
bulk waiting on the cart almost at the
center of the aerie. The “thopter lifted
away and jetted off into the darkness.

“Why am I here?”

Directly to the point! She would not
deviate. Most of the Atreides had been
that way, he thought. It was a charac
teristic that he hoped to maintain in
the breeding program. It spoke of a
strong inner sense of identity.

“I need to find out what time has
done to you,"” he said.

“Why do you need that?”

A little fear in her voice there, he
thought. She thinks I will probe after
her puny rebellion.

“You are curious about me,” he said.
“It is the same with me. I am curious
about you.”

“What makes you think I'm curiousz™

“You used to watch me very carefully
when you were a child. I see that same
look in your eyes tonight.”

“Yes, I have wondered what it’s like
1o be you.”

He studied her for a moment. The
moonlight drew shadows under her eyes,
concealing them.

“Do you eat human food?
asked.

“For a long time after I put on the
sand-trout skin, [ felt stomach hunger,”
he said. “Occasionally, T would attempt
food. My stomach mostly rejected it. The
cilia of the sand trout spread almost
everywhere in my human flesh. Eating
became a bothersome thing. These days,
I only ingest dry substances that contain

Siona
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a bit of the spice.”

“You . ..eat mélangep”

“Sometimes.”

“But you no longer have human hun-
gerse”

“I didn’t say that.”

“I don’t see how anyone could make
such a choice,” she muttered. Then loud-
er: “Never to know love, . ..

“You're playing the fool!” he said.
“You don’t mean love, you mean sex.”

She shrugged.

“You think the most terrible thing I
gave up was sex? No. the greatest loss
was something far different.”

“What?" She asked it reluctantly.

“l cannot walk among my fellows
without their special notice. T am no
longer one of you. I am alone, Love?
Many people love me, but my shape
keeps us apart. We are separated, Siona,
by a gulf that no other human dares to
bridge.”

“Wer™

“You are an Artreides.”

“You mean that | . could?” She
touched her breast with a finger.

“If there were enough sand trout
around. Unfortunately, all of them en-
close my flesh. However, if I were to
die. .. .”

She shook her head in dumb horror at
the thought.

“There’s no secret about it,” he said.
“The first moments of the transforma-
tion are the critical ones. Your aware-
ness must drive inward and outward
simultaneously, one with infinity. I
could provide you with enough mélange
to accomplish this. Given enough spice,
you can live through those first awful
moments . . . and all the other mo-
ments.”

She shuddered uncontrollably, her
gaze fixed on his eyes.

“You know I'm telling you the truth,
don’t you?”

She nodded, inhaled a deep trembling
breath, then: “Why did you do it?*

“There has never before been a gov-
ernment exactly like mine. Not in all
of our history. I am responsible only
to myself, exacting payment in full for
what I have sacrificed.”

“Sacrificed!” she sneered, but he heard
the doubts. “Every despot says some-
thing like that. You're responsible only
to yourself!”

“Which makes every living thing my
responsibility. 1 watch over you through
these times.”

“You haven’t convinced me of any-
thing,” she said.

“That was not the purpose of this
meeting.”

“What was the purpose?’

*To see if you are ready to be tested.”

“Test. . . ." She tipped her head a
bit to the right and stared at him.

“Don’t play the innocent with me,”
he said. “Moneo has told you. And I
tell you that you are ready!”

She tried to swallow, then:
ALC.

“When we begin tomorrow,” he said,
“we will really learn what you are
macle of.”

13

“What

.

The sun came up, sending its harsh
glare across the dunes. Leto felt the
sand beneath him as a soft caress. Only
his human ears, hearing the abrasive
rasp ol his heavy body, reported other-
wise. It was a sensory conflict that he
had learned to accept.

Slowly, gently, he began to move,
swimming on the sand surface, gliding
down off the dune.

Siona followed him with an unchar-
acteristic docility. Doubt had done its
work. She had read Leto's journals,
stolen and earned on the tragic run
from the D-wolves. She had listened to
the admonitions of her father. Now she
did not know what to think.

Moneo had prepared his daughter,
dressing her in an authentic Fremen
stillsuit with a dark robe over it, fitting
the boot-pumps correctly. He had ex-
plained the stillsuit, how it recycled her
body's own waters. He made her pull the
tube from a catch pocket and suck on it,
then reseal the tube.

“You will be alone with him on the
desert,” Moneo had said.

“What if I refuse to go?” she had
asked.

“You will go . . . but you may not
return.”

Leto’s swimming progress took him
down the dune’s slip face and onto an
exposed section of the rocky basement
complex, then up another sandy lace
at a shallow angle, creating a path for
Siona to follow. Fremen had called such
compression tracks “God’s gilt to the
weary.” He moved slowly, giving Siona
time in which to recognize that this was
his domain, his natural habitat.

He came out atop another dune and
turned to watch her progress. She
held o the wack he had provided and
stopped only when she reached the top.
Her glance went once to his face, then
she turned a full circle to examine the
horizon. He heard the sharp intake of
her breath.

“This is how it was,” he said.

Leto spoke Irom where he had stopped
just below the dune’s crest. “This is the
rcal desert. You only know it when
you're down here afoot. This is all that’s
lefe of the bahr bela ma.”

“The ocean without water,” she whis-
pered.

Again, she turned and examined the
entire horizon.

There was no wind and, Leto knew,
without wind, the silence ate at the
human soul. Siona was feeling the loss
of all familiar reference points. She was
abandoned in dangerous space.

Betraying no surface sign of the fears
he knew she felt, Siona turned and
stared down at him.

“I need to know why you brought
me here.”

“To give you a taste of your past.
Come down here and climb onto my
back.”

She hesitated at first, then seeing the
futility of defiance, slid down the dune
and clambered onto his back.

Leto waited until she was kneeling
atop him. It was not the same as the
old times he knew. She had no maker
hocks and could not stand on his back.
He lifted his front segments slightly
off the surface.

“1 want you to taste the way our
people once moved proudly across this
land, high atop the back of a giant sand-
worm.”

He began to glide along the dune just
below the crest. Siona had seen holos.
She knew this experience intellectually,
but the pulse of reality was different and
he knew she would resonate to it.

Ahhh, Siona, he thought, you do not
cven begin to suspect how I will test you.

Leto steeled himself. I must have no
pity. If she dies, she dies.

He sensed when Siona hegan to enjoy
the sensation of riding on his back. He
felt a faint shift in her weight as she
eased back onto her legs to lift her head.
The desert demanded recognition. She
rode silently on his back, but he knew
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her eyes were full. And the old-old mem-
ories were beginning to churn in her.

He came within three hours to a re-
gion of cylindrical whaleback dunes,
some of them more than 150 kilometers
long, at an angle to the prevailing wind.
Beyond them lay a rocky corridor be-
tween dunes and into a region of star
dunes almost 400 meters high. Finally,
they entered the braided dunes of the
central erg, where the general high pres-
sure and electrically charged air gave his
spirits a lift. He knew the same magic
would be working on Siona.

Leto slowed his pace and began to
speak to Siona, telling her about their
Fremen past. He sensed her quickening
interest. She asked questions, but he
could also feel her fears building. She
could recognize nothing man-made.

“Why won't you tell me why you
brought me here?” she asked. Fear was
obvious in her voice.

“How far have we come, Siona?”

She thought about this. “Thirty kilo-
meters? Twenty?"”

“Farther,” he said. “I can move very
fast in my own land. Didn't you feel the
wind on your [ace?”

“Yes.” Sullen. “So why ask me how
far?”

"Come down and I'll explain,” he
said.

She slid off his back and came around
to where she could look into his face.

“Moneo put dried food in the pouch
of your robe,” he said. “Eat a little and
I will tell you.”

She found a dried cube of protomor
in the pouch and chewed on it while she
watched him. It was the authentic old
Fremen food, even to the slight addition
of mélange.

“You have felt your past,” he said.
“Now you must be sensitized to your fu-
ture, to the Golden Path.”

She swallowed. “I don’t believe in
your future Golden Path.”

“If you are to live, you will believe in
i
“Is that your test? Have faith in the
Great God Leto or die?”

“You need no faith in me whatsoever.
I want you to have faith in yourself.”

“Then why is it important how far
we've come?”

“So you'll understand how far you
still have to go.”

She glanced left and right at the un-
broken desert.

“We are going to go out of my desert
together,” he said.

She found the catch-pocket tube at her
shoulder, sucked at it and restored it.
He noted the care with which she sealed
the end, but she did not pull the face
Rap across her mouth, though Leto had
heard her father warning her about this.
She wanted her mouth free for talking!

She turned a full circle, examining the
wasteland.

“There is a saying about the open
land,” he said, “that one direction is as
good as another. In some ways, that's
still true, but I would not depend on it.”

She pointed to the steep side of the
dune on which they had stopped. “But
I could just go down there and. . . .”

“On the dune’s steep side, unless you
follow the natural curves, the sand may
slide down upon you and bury you.”

She looked down the slope, absorbing
this.

“You learn to value leisure out here.
There’s no hurry.”

“But we have no water except the....”

“Used wisely, that stillsuit will keep

you alive.

“But how long will it take us to. . . .”

“Your impatience alarms me.”

“But we have only this dried food in
my pouch. What will we eat when. ...”

“Sional Have you noticed that you are
expressing our situation as mutual?
What will we eat? We have no water.
Should we be going? How long will it
take us?”

He sensed the dryness of her mouth
as she tried to swallow.

“Could it be that we're interdepend-
ent?” he asked.

She spoke reluctantly. “I don’t know
how to survive out here.”

“But I do?”

She nodded.

“Why should I share such precious
knowledge with you?” he asked.

She shrugged, a pitiful gesture that
touched him. How quickly the desert
cut away previous attitudles.

“I will share my knowledge with you,”
he said. “And you must find something
valuable that you can share with me.”

He turned away from her and set off
in a sinusoidal track down the dune. He
heard her slipping and stumbling as
she followed. Leto stopped well into the
dune shadow.

“We'll wait out the day here,” he
said. “It uses less water to travel by
night.”

)

They talked sporadically. He told her
about the Fremen graces that once had
dominated this landscape. She probed
for secret knowledge of him.

Once, he said: “You may find it odd,
but out here is where I can be most hu-
man.”

His words failed to make her fully con-
scious of her human vulnerability and
the fact that she might die out here.
Even when she was not talking, she did
not restore the face flap of her stillsuit.

“What lives here now?" she asked.

“The vultures, a few night creatures,
an occasional remnant of plant life out
of the old days, burrowing things.”

“Is that all?”

"Yeﬁ,"

“Why do they live here?"

“Because this is where they were born

and I permit them to know nothing
better.”

It was almost dark with that sudden
glowing light his desert acquired in these
moments. He studied her in that lumi-
nous moment, recognizing that she had
not yet understood his other message. He
knew that message would sit there,
though, and fester in her.

Where the dune dipped to cross an-
other, she waited for him. He saw that
the face flap of her stillsuit remained
open, hanging loose.

She glanced up at the stars and he saw
her identify the Pointers, those Fremen
Arrows that had led her ancestors across
this land. She stared all around the
moon-frosted horizon. “Why didn't we
bring a signal device?”

“l wanted you to learn about pos-
sessions.”

She turned toward him. He sensed her
breath close to his face. She was losing
too much moisture into the dry air. Still
she did not remember Moneo’s admoni-
tion. It would be a bitter lesson, no
doubt of that.

“I don’t understand you at all,” she
said.

“In the old days, everything you took
into the desert was a necessity and that
was all you took. Your life is no longer
free of possessions, Siona, or you would
not have asked about a signal device.”

She came hurrying up to walk beside
his cowled face. “What happens if I
don't learn your damned lesson?”

“You'll probably die,” he said.

°

For two full turns of days and nights,
Siona failed to seal her face mask, losing
precious water with every breath. Leto
had spoken to her finally on the cold
third morning of their traverse when
they stopped within a rock shadow on
the wind-swept fat of the erg.

“Guard every breath, for it carries
the warmth and moisture of your life,"
he said.

Now Siona took down the mouth flap
of her stillsuit only to speak clearly. And
she spoke through black, bleeding lips.

She has the thirst of desperation,-he
thought. She will reach the moments of
Ccrists soon.

Siona peeled her face mask aside but
held it in her hand for quick restoration.

“How much longer until we find wa-
ter?” she asked.

“Three nights.”

She had come to appreciate the Fre-
men economy with important informa-
tion. She sipped greedily at a few drops
in her catch pocket.

Leto recognized the message of her
movements—familiar gestures for Fre-
men in extremis. Siona was now fully
aware of a common experience among
her ancestors—patiyeh, the thirst at the
edge of death.

The few drops in her catch pocket
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were gone. He heard her sucking air.
She restored the mask and spoke in a

. muffled voice. “I won't make it, will 17"

Leto looked into her eyes, seeing there
the clarity of thought brought on by the
nearness of death. Yes, she was well into
the tedah ri-agrimi, the agony that opens
the mind.

“Nothing is certain,” he said.

She sighed.

Her mask-muffled voice probed at him

once more. “You had some special inten-

tion for me in your breeding program.”

It was not a question.

“All people have intentions,” he told
her. :

“But you wanted my [ull agreement.”

“That is true.”

“How could you expect agreement
when you know I hate everything about
you? Be honest with me!"™

“The three legs of the agreement tri-
pod are desire, data and doubt. Honesty
has little to do with it.”

“What do you mean—desire, data and
doubt?”

“Desire brings the participants to-
gether. Data sets the limits of their dia-

‘log. Doubt frames the questions.™

She moved closer to stare directly into
his face from less than a meter away.

*Could you save me?"

“There is a way.”

Siona sank to a sitting position on the
cold rock and remained silent. Leto
thought he could hear the soft scream
waiting in her throat. Now her doubts
were at work. She looked up at him with
that terrible clarity he had identified in
her.

“The Golden Path still stands open,”
he said.

“I don’t trust you!™

“Because we are not equals?”

EYesle

“But we're interdependent.”

“What need have you for me?"”

“You are the Golden Path,” he said.

“Me?"” It was barely a whisper.

She shook her head slowly from side
to side, but her gaze remained fixed on
his face. “What will make you save me?"

“Nothing will make me do it. That is
not the way of interdependence.”

She focused on his eyes and glared at
him as though seeking to move complete-
ly into his thoughts. New strength en-
tered her muffled voice.

“You will give me . . . water if I ask?”

“It is not just water.”

She nodded. “And I am Atreides.”

She knew the special susceptibility in
the Atreides genes. She knew where the
mélange spice originated and what it
might do to her.

“These little curled flaps beside my
face,” he said. '"Tease one of them gently
with a finger and it will give up drops of
moisture heavily laced with spice
essence.”

“But I am Atreides,” she said. “I could

304 die of it.”

“That's the test.”

She pulled away her mask and moved
her face to within a handsbreadth of his.
A fnger came up and touched one of
the curled flaps of his cowl.

“Stroke it gently,” he said.

Her hand obeyed not his voice but
something from within her. The fnger
movements were precise, eliciting his
own memories. He turned his face to
its limit and looked sideways at her
face so close to his. Pale-blue drops
began to form at the flap’s edge. Rich
cinnamon smells enveloped them. She
leaned toward the drops. He saw the way
her tongue moved as she drank.

Presently, she retreated.

“How long before it begins to work?”
she asked.

It is already working.”

She sealed her face mask.

He saw the milky distances enter her
eyes. Without asking permission, she
tapped his front segment, demanding to
climb into the hammock of his front
segment. He obeyed. She ftted herself
into a gentle curve. By peering sharply
downward, he could see her. Siona's eyes
remained open, but they no longer saw
this place. She jerked abruptly and be-
gan to tremble like a small creature
dying.

He felt her life ebbing. Fight the dark-
ness, Siona! That was one thing the
Atreides did. They fought for life. And
now she was fighting for lives other than
her own. He felt the dimming . . . the
terrible outflow of vitality. She went
deeper and deeper into the darkness. He
began to rock her gently. That or the
thin hot thread of determination, per-
haps both together, prevailed. By early
afternoon, her flesh had trembled its way
into something approaching real sleep.
Only an occasional gasp betrayed the
vision’s echoes. He rocked her gently,
rolling from side to side.

She awakened in the late alternoon,
a stillness coming ower her abruptly,
the breathing rhythm changed. Her eyes
snapped open. She peered up at him,
then rolled out of the harnmock to stand
with her back to him for almost an hour
of silent thinking.

“You are beginning to have some con-
cept of how far my family extends,” he
said.

She turned but did not meet his gaze.
He could see her accepting it, though,
the realization of that singular multitude
that made all of humankind his family.

“The Golden Path,” she whispered.
“I can feel it.” Then, glaring at him:
“It’s so cruell”

“Survival has always been cruel. But
now you have seen the vision that drove
me to assume the sandworm body and
to rule as a god.”

*“A single death for all of humankind,”
she whispered.

“Our descendants must scatter,” he

said. “Not even the prescient must find
them.™

“And you want me to. ...

“You have not yet survived the des-
ert,” he said.

Slowly, her trembling subsided. The
Fremen instincts he had set to work in
her did their usual tempering. ;

“I will survive,” she said. She met his
gaze and spoke with venomous elation:
“But I saw another thing! You can’t
know my future!”

“Which is why you must breed and
preserve this.” }

Even as he spoke, it began to rain.
The sudden cloud darkness and the
downpour came upon them simultane-
ously.

Siona pulled "back her face flap and
lifted her [face greedily to the falling
water, not even noticing the effect on
Leto.

As the first drenching swept in from
behind the sand-trout overlappings, he
stiffened and curled into a ball of agony.
Separate drives of sand trout and sand-
worm produced a new meaning for the
word pain. He felt that he was being
ripped apart. Sand trout wanted to rush
to the water and encapsulate it. Sand-
worm felt the drenching wash of death.
Curls of blue smoke spurted from every
place the rain touched him. Blue smoke
lifted around him from where he lay in
puddles of water. He writhed and
groaned.

The clouds passed and it was a few
moments before Siona sensed his dis-
turbance.

“What’s wrong with you?”

He was unable to answer. The rain
was gone, but water remained on the
rocks and in puddles all around and
beneath him. There was no escape.

Siona saw the blue smoke rising from
every place the water touched him.

“It's the water!”

There was a slightly higher builge of
land off to the right where the water did
not stay. Painfully, he made his way to-
ward it, groaning at each new puddle.
The bulge was almost dry when he
reached it. The agony subsided slowly
and he grew aware that Siona stood
directly in front of him. She probed at
him with words of false concern.

“*Why does water hurt you?”

Hurt? What an inadequate word!
There was no evading her question,
though. She knew enough now to go
searching for the answer. That answer
could be found. Haltingly, he explained
the relationship of sand trout and sand-
worm to water. She heard him out in
silence.

“But the moisture you gave me. . ..”

“Is buffered and masked by the spice.”

He saw the flame of rebellion return
to her eyes. He was not a human, not
like her at all. And she possessed the se-
cret of his undoing!l Ring him with

(continued on page 310)
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WHAT’S NEW IN CROSS-COUNTRY SKIING

there’s plenty of new garb and gear
to keep you warm and keep you going

ore than 4,000,000 Americans cross-country ski, a figure
M expected to double by 1990. Stymied summer jocks

who don’t want to forsake fresh-air exercise in winter
have gone Nordic, as have ambitious downhillers who have
tired of shelling out big bucks for lift tickets.

Recognizing that Nordic skiing will not go the way of
Edsels and Hula Hoops, entrepreneurs near every snow-belt
city and out in the sticks have been opening touring centers as
fast as they can clear trails, build a lodge and hire some certi-
fied instructors. City, county and state parks and the Forest
Service maintain hundreds of trails, sans accommodations and
fees, that are well suited to metropolitan day skiers; Hennepin
County, Minnesota, and Cook County, Illinois, are stellar
examples. Meanwhile, the grand old centers are getting more
popular; Vermonts Trapp Family Lodge alone will attract
more than 50,000 skiers this winter.

Even Alpine resorts have caught skinny-ski fever. Besides

opening up cross-country trails, many now encourage Nordic
skiers to ride lifts and shoot down slopes with the plastic-boot
crowd (Norpining or Aldicking, as it’s known to insiders) or to
compete in a new breed of races. Crested Butte, cross-country
downhill’'s American mecca, hosts dual giant slalom races for
telemarkers only. Anyone caught paralleling loses points. And
similar events are cropping up across the country.

There's another option for serious three-pin downhillers who
shun competition and crowds: heli-skiing. Royal Gorge Nordic
in Soda Springs, California, flies you to the Canadian Rockies
for a few hundred bucks and a few days of awesome skiing.

Before you gear up and get into cross-country skiing at that
or any level, however, a little self-defense against mediocrity—
your own and that of your equipment—is in order. Even if
you think you know what you're doing, stake out a certified
instructor, take a few lessons and ask for an honest opinion
of what gear would best suit your abilities and purposes. Pay
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attention. Rent before buying. Know that the wrong gear can
actually make you ski badly.

Gore-Tex, a breathable/waterproof wonder fabric, 1s a fa-
vorite of the foul-weather crowd; and Gore-Tex Nordic boots
are about the newest thing this season. Time will tell if they're
as good as leather, but the rapidly rising cost of the latter may
speed up acceptance of the former. Trak, Tyrol, Fels and
Skilom have all come out with Gore-Tex boots priced from $46
to $90. Whether you're into leather or synthetics, your boots
must fit comfortably and have enough lateral stifiness and
torsional rigidity to maximize ski control. They also must
match your bindings—Nordic Norm 75, Racing Norm 50,
Touring Norm 50, Adidas System Norm 38 or System LIN.
Ask your outfitter to translate.

Waxless skis are getting better, though some purists main-
tain that no-wax is to waxable what a Whopper is to filet
mignon, especially where conditions are generally easy to
wax for, such as the Adirondacks, the upper Midwest and
the Rockies. But no-wax makes sense when the weather and
snow conditions are at their worst—in April showers or on
Sierra cement, or when the alternative is to smear six kinds of
klister on your bottoms (which is not as much fun as it sounds).
Waxless skis are also good for lunchtime touring in the park,
if you don’t want to spend time waxing, and when the snow's
so sparse you risk gouging the base of your waxables.

Remember, though, the simple presence of a patterned base
does not make for a good waxless ski. The base must match
the ski's flex, and its fore and aft portions must be differ-
entiated from the middle, or the ski will neither grip nor glide
well. Beware of close-outs on no-name waxless skis; stick with
names such as Trak, Rossignol, Karhu, Fischer, Atomic, Edsbyn
and Epoke.

But even the best waxless ski can’t outperform a well-waxed
waxable one on most snows, and if it's speed and silence you're
after, you've got to invest a little time in waxing.

Manufacturers are making heftier, metal-edged skis for the
outer fringe of the sport, cross-country downhilling. Veteran
adventurer Doug Robinson rode down from the summit of
Mount Rainier last May on Randonnees, stiff expert skis by
Rossignol. His recommendation: Learn cross-country downhill
on Karhu's XCD-GT's or another forgiving model.

/
bibliography

Cross-Couniry Skiing, by Ned Gillette (The Mounlaineers,
Scattle). One of the best instructional reads around, showing
and telling how to execute all the moves—including the wrong
ones—such as the Flying Buttocks Arrest and the Pavallel Bun
Stopy. The sccond half advises on waxing, wilderness touring,
racing and selecting the right gear.

Cross-Country Ski Gear, by Michael Brady {The Mountain-
cers, Seaitle). A solid, encyclopedic handbook for skiers who
want to be informed buyers.

Cross-Country Downhill and Other Nordic Mountain Skiing
Techniques, by Steve Barnett (Pacific Search Press, Seattle).
Overview of the sporl’s hottest variation, encompassing
Nordic/alpine turns and the gear with which to make them.
Tips on stecp skiing in the wilderness, as well as on groomed,

\ﬂmgu!-riddcn alpine slopes.
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The lumberjack look is giving woy
to Nordic chic—sleek synthetic de-
signs thot ore more comfortable
and practical for the active skier.
The two-piece suit by Odlois
about $80. 8ut if you insist on the
troditionol look, a sweoter, wool
shirt, knickers and socks from
Woolrich will cost about $110.

Forget cotton long johns. The gen-
tleman is looking into polypropyl-
ene, the current dorling of pros
and sovvy amateurs. Superlight
and sexy, it draws sweot awoy
from your skin so you don‘t chill
when you stop moving (something
this tric seems unlikely to do).
Odlo’s undies run obout $38.

rustic.

WHERE TO GO

The following ski-touring centers offer quality terrain, in-
structions and accommodations ranging from the posh to the

EAST: Trapp Family Lodge (Stowe, Vermont 05672; 802-
253-8511). Top-notch school, 100 km. of trails. Francenia Inn
{Route 116, Franconia, New Hampshire 03580; 603-823-5542).
Trail-linked to other cozy inns and eateries.

MIDWEST: Eagle River Nordic (P.O. Box 936, Eagle River,
Wisconsin 54521; 715-479-7285). Good snow all scason, first-rate
school. Telemark Lodge (Cable, Wisconsin 54821; 715-798-3811).
Home of the American Birkebeiner race.

WEST: Bear Pole Ranch (Star Route 1, Steamboat Springs,
Colorado 80477; 303-879-0576). Moonlight tours. Royal Gorge
Nordic Ski Resort (P.O. Box 178, Donner Pass Road, Soda
Springs, California 95728; 916-426-3871).

Woaxing is like foreplay: You con
moke do without, but it's so much

[ better with. Still, at $48 ond up a

poir, cross-country skis ore so
cheop you can get one of
each — generol and light
touring, racing and ski moun-
taineering, in waxable and
woxless — ond hire a caddie.

Pole boskets keep getting weirder
and more specialized—there are
forks and deltos for rocing ond
trock skiing, and spoked disks for
general touring. Shafts keep get-
ting stronger and lighter; Tonkin
cone is traditional, but an
aluminum pole bends back if you
sit on it. Make sure strops adjust.
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eon mpmn °F D“HE (continued from page 304)

“*He wants babies in my belly, new lives to warp and
twist. I'll see him dead before I’ll give him that!”

water, destroy his desert, immobilize him
within a moat of agony! She did not have
to feel guilty or dependent. She no longer
could avoid belief in his Golden Path,
but what difference did that make? His
cruelties could not be forgiven!

°

“The Lord has commanded me to tell
you that your daughter lives.”

Without looking up at Nayla's stocky
figure standing at proper attention in
front of him, Moneo asked: “Both of
them have returned to the Citadel?”

..YES-ID

Moneo looked out the window to his
left, not really seeing the flinty border
line of darkness hanging on the Sareer’s
horizon nor the greedy wind collecting
sand grains from every dunetop.

She has survived as I did. Siona now
had an inner sense that told her that the
Golden Path remained unbroken. As I
have. He found no sense of sharing in
this, nothing to make him feel closer to
his daughter. It was a burden and it
would inevitably curb her rebellious na-
ture. No Awreides could go against the
Golden Path. Leto had seen to that!

Siona has been caged. As I was caged.
As poor Lelo was cagec.

Idaho entered the workroom as Nayla
left. Moneo watched him enter. A trick
of the light gave Idaho a face like a
grimacing mask with pitted eyes. With-
out invitation, he sat down across from
Moneo and the trickery was gone, just
another Duncan. He had changed into a
plain black uniform without insignia.

“There’s a human Leto I don’t know,”
Idaho said.

“Have I not told you this?”

“And there’'s a God Leto you don't
know,” Idaho said.

"Be careful, Duncan,” Moneo said.

Something moved in the doorway to
Moneo’s workroom. They looked up to
see Siona enter.

Moneo studied her, looking for signs
of the change. She had bathed and put
on a fresh Guard's uniform, but her face
and hands betrayed the evidence of her
desert ordeal. She had lost weight and
her cheekbones stood out. Unguent did
little to conceal cracks in her lips. Veins
stood out on her hands. Her eyes looked
ancient and her expression was that of
someone who had tasted bitter dregs.

Monco forced his voice to be cold and
professional. “Sit down.”

“I prefer to stand.” She looked down
at Idaho's upturned face. “Ahhh, Dun-
can Idaho, my intended mate. Don’t you

310 find this interesting, Duncan? They ex-

pect us to fall into each other’s arms and
breed more like my father. Your descend-
ant, my father!”

Moneo’s face went pale. “You are both
fools! But I will try to save you. In spite
of yourselves, I will try to save you.”

Idaho saw the intensity of the man’s
stare and felt oddly moved by this. “I'm
not his stud, but I'll listen to you.”

“There is a small village of Museum
Fremen at the edge of the Sareer,”
Moneo said. "It is called Tuono. It's in
the shadow of the Wall with the river
just beyond the Wall. There is a well
and the food is good.”

“And the nights are long and there’s
no entertainment,” Siona said.

Idaho shot a sharp glance at her. She
returned it. “He wants us breeding and
the Worm satisfied,” she said. “He wants
babies in my belly, new lives to warp and
twist. I'll see him dead before I'll give
him that!”

Idaho looked back at Moneo with a
bemused expression. “And if we refuse
to go?"”

“I think you'll go,"” Moneo said.

“We either accept or the troopers will
bind us and carry us out there in a most
uncomfortable fashion,” Siona said.
“You can see it in his face.”

Sull Idaho stared at Moneo. “Your
real intentions, Moneo? Won't you satis-
fy my curiosity?"”

“My daughter remains a rebel and I
would preserve her by removing her
from the presence of the God Leto. You,
Duncan . . . you will remain loyal to the
Atreides, but I observe how you begin to
doubt the godhead of Leto.”

“You still haven't satishied my curios-
ity,” Idaho said.

“Curiosity has kept many people alive
when all else failed,” Moneo said. “I am
trying to keep you alive, Duncan. I have
never done that before.”

°

Idaho stood aghast at his first close
glimpse of Tuono Village, located in a
depression surrounded by dunes, and all
of it deep in the shadows of the towering
man-made Wall that ringed Leto’s Last
Desert. This village . . . this was the
home of Fremen? The proud desert lords
of Dune?

The Guards had taken them from the
Citadel at daybreak, Idaho and Siona
and Nayla bundled into a large orni-
thopter accompanied by two smaller
Guard ships.

For a time during the march across the
morning-lighted dunes, Idaho had tried
to imagine that he was back in the old

days. Sand was visible in the plantings
and, in the valleys between dunes, there
was parched ground, yellow grass, the
sticklike shrubs.

His imagination was not equal to the
task of defocusing the differences be-
tween the past and this time, The issue
stillsuits these Museum Fremen wore
were more for show than for efficient
collection of the body's water. No true
Fremen would have trusted his life to
one of them, not even here where the air
smelled of nearby water.

Siona trudged beside him, withdrawn.
Nayla strode along a few paces ahead of
the troop.

What was between those two women?
Idaho wondered. Nayla appeared de-
voted to Siona, hanging on Siona’s every
word, obeying every whim Siona ut-
tered . . . except that Nayla would not
deviate from the orders that brought
them to Tuono Village. Still, Nayla de-
ferred to Siona and called her Com-
mander. There was something between
those two, something that aroused fear
in Nayla.

They came at last to a slope that
dropped down to the village and the
Wall behind it. From the air, Tuono
had been a cluster of glittering rectangles
just outside the shadow of the Wall. From
this close vantage, though, it had been
reduced to a cluster of decaying huts
made even more pitiful by attempts to
decorate the place. A tattered green
banner fluttered from a metal pole atop
the largest structure. A fitful breeze
brought the smell of garbage and un-
covered cesspools to Idaho's nostrils. The
central street of the village extended
across the sparsely planted sand toward
the troop, ending in a ragged edge of
broken paving.

A robed delegation waited near the
building of the green flag, standing there
expectantly. As they neared the delega-
tion, a man with a green headband
stepped forward and bowed. He moved
slowly, but Idaho saw that he was not
old, barely into his middle years, the
cheeks smooth and unwrinkled, a stubby
nose with no scars from Dbreath-filter
tubes.

“I am Garun,” the man said as Nayla
stopped in front of him. “I am Naib of
this place. I give you a Fremen welcome
to Tuono.”

Nayla gestured over her shoulder at
Siona and Idaho, who had stopped just
behind her. “Are quarters prepared for
your guests?”

“We Fremen are noted for our hospi-
tality,” Garun said. “All is ready.”

Garun addressed himself to Siona, cor-
rectly identifying the gold piping of
Guard Command on her uniform.

“Will you wish a performance of our
Fremen rituals?” he asked. "The music,
perhaps? The dance?”

An urchin extended flowers toward
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“They tell me you're fast, kid . . . real fast. Back East, we
call that premature ejaculation!”
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Siona, lifting a wide-eyed stare. She ac-
cepted the flowers without looking at the
child.

Garun spoke to Idaho. “If you give
them a few coins, they will not bother
you.”

Idaho shuddered. Was this training for
Fremen children? He felt deeply of-
fended by the surface decorations on the
buildings, none of it disguising the evi-
dence of decay. He could hear the whine
of supplication in Garun's voice. These
were not Fremen!l These poor creatures
lived on the margins, trying to retain
parts of an ancient wholeness. And all
the while, that lost reality slipped farther
and farther from their grasp. What had
Leto created here? These Museurn Fre-
men were lost to everything except a
bare existence and the rote mouthing of
old words that they did not understand
and that they did not even pronounce
correctly!

Idaho bent to study the cut of Garun’s
brown robe, seeing a tightness in it dic-
tated by a need to conserve [abric. A
stillsuit could be seen underneath, ex-
posed to sunlight that no real Fremen
would ever have let touch his stillsuit
that way.

Disgust propelling him, Idaho strode
forward abruptly and parted Garun's
robe to look at the stillsuit. Just as he
had suspectedl The suit was another
sham—no arms on it, no boot-pumps!

Garun pulled back, putting a hand to
the knife hilt Idaho had exposed at the
man's belt. “Here! What're you doing?”
Garun demanded, his voice querulous.
“You don’t touch a Fremen thus!”

“You, a Fremen?” Idaho demanded. “I
lived with Fremen! 1 fought by their
sides. I died with Fremen! You? You're
a sham!”

Garun’s knuckles went white on the
knife haft. He addressed himself to
Siona. “Who is this man?”

Nayla spoke up: “This is Duncan
Idaho.”

“The ghola?” Garun turned to look at
Idaho’s face. “We have never seen your
like here before.”

Idaho felt himself almost overcome by
a sudden desire to cleanse this place even
if it cost him his life, this diminished
life that could be repeated endlessly by
people who had no real concern for him.

“Draw that knife or take your hand
off it,” Idaho said.

Garun jerked his hand away from the
knife. “It is not a real knife,” he said.
“Only for decoration.”

Idaho could not help himself. He
threw his head back in laughter.

The laughter had an odd effect on
Garun, He lowered his head and clasped
his hands tightly together, but not before
Idaho saw them trembling.

Garun cleared his throat, then: “Per-
haps Duncan Idaho will witness our ways

312 and our rituals and judge them?”

Idaho felt shamed by the plaintive
request. He spoke without thinking: “I
will teach you anything Fremen that I
know."

“We've no need to play old cultish
games,” Siona said. “Take uws to our
quarters."”

Nayla spoke without looking at Siona.
“Commander, you and the . . . Duncan
Idaho are to be quartered together.”

“My father’s orders?”

“Lady Commander, they are said to be
the orders of the God Emperor himself.”

L ]

In the hut, Idaho stretched out on his
cot with his eyes half open. Siona, he
saw, had picked up one of the books she
carried around with her in a green-fabric
pack.

The door opened without a knock and
Garun entered, closed the door and stood
there looking at them.

Siona’s voice came from behind Idaho.
“Well, what is it?”

Idaho noticed then that Garun seemed
strangely excited, vibrating with it.

“The God Emperor. . . .” Garun
cleared his throat and began again. “The
God Emperor will come to Tuono! He
will visit his Fremen and their guests!”
Garun bobbed his head briefly, turned
and let himself out.

Siona glanced at Idaho. “Let me read
you something, Duncan,” she said. Idaho
was still concentrating on Garun’s words.
She took his attention as agreement.
Some believe,”” she read, “‘that you
must compromise integrity with a cer-
tain amount of dirty work before you
can put genius to work. They say the
compromise begins when you come out
of the Sanctus intending to realize your
ideals.” ”

She looked at Idaho. “The God Em-
peror—his own words.”

“What is that book?” he asked.

Briefly, she told him how she and her
companions had stolen Leto’s journals.

He saw the tears latent in her eyes.
“Nine of you killed by the wolves?"

She nodded.

“You're a lousy commander!” he said.
“How did Leto test you?"

“He showed me a . . . he showed me
his Golden Path.”

“That’s convenient. . ..”

“It’s real enough, Duncan.” She looked
at him, her eyes glistening with unshed
tears. “But if it was ever a reason for
our God Emperor, it is not reason for
what he has become!”

Idaho inhaled deeply, then: *The
Atreides come to this!”

“The Worm must go!" Siona said.

“I wonder when he’s arriving,” Idaho
said.

“We have no weapons,” Siona said.

“Nayla has a lasgun,” he said. “We
have knives . . . rope.”

“Against the Worm?" she asked. “Even
if we could get Nayla’s lasgun, you know
it won't touch him.”

"o

“How will the Worm come to Tuono?"
Idaho asked. “He’s too big and heavy
for an ordinary ‘thopter.”

“Garun will tell us,” she said. “But I
think he will come on peregrination with
his entire crew. He will come along the
Royal Road and drop down to here on
suspensors.” She looked at Idaho. “Why?"

“I have a plan,” Idaho said.

°

Idaho found he could manage the
climb without thinking about it. His
original youth might be lost in the eons,
but his muscles were young. He did not
think about the Wall's height. He
thought only about where he would next
put a hand or a foot and about the coil
of light rope around his shoulders. That
rope was the tallness of this Wall. He
had measured it out on the ground,
triangulating across the sand.

Feeling for handholds that he could
not see, Idaho groped his way up the
sheer face . . . well, not quite sheer.
Wind and sand and even some rain, the
forces of cold and heat, had been at their
erosive work here for more than 2000
years.

He crept upward. A bit of rock broke
away from his hand; dust and shards fell
across his right cheek, but he did not
even feel it. Every bit of his awareness
concentrated on the groping hand, the
balance of his feet on the tiniest of
protrusions.

Idaho felt the ghosts of all his other
selves, the gholas who had died in Leto’s
service. Leto had become something . . .
no longer Atreides, not even human. He
had become not so much a living creature
as a brute fact of nature, opaque and im-
penetrable, all of his experiences sealed
off within him. And Siona opposed him.
The real Atreides turned away from him.

As I do.

Idaho’s right hand groped upward and
found a sharp ledge. He could feel noth-
ing above the ledge, but he would not
dare to allow himself to believe that he
had reached the top . . . not yet. The
sharp edge cut into his fingers as he put
his weight on it. He brought his left hand
up to that level, found a purchase and
pulled himself slowly upward. His eyes
reached the level of his hands. He stared
across a Hat space that reached out-
ward . . . outward into the blue sky. The
surface where his hands clutched showed
ancient weather cracks. He crawled his
fingers across that surface, one hand at a
time, seeking out the cracks, dragging his
chest up . . . his waist . . . his hips. He
rolled then, twisting and crawling until
the Wall was far behind him. Only then
did he stand and tell himself what his
senses reported.

The top.

He let elation still the trembling of
his muscles, soothe the aching of his
shoulders, as he strode to the center of
the roadway.

The Royal Road interested him. About
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It’s one of the real comforts

Send gifts of Southern Comfort anywhere by phone. Call toll-free 800-528-6148 charge to major credit cards
Offer void in states where prohibited. Southern Comfort Corp., 80-100 Proof Liqueur, St. Louis, Mo © 1980
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three kilometers away, it narrowed and
crossed a river gorge on a bridge whose
faery trusses appeared insubstantial and
toylike at this distance. Idaho fixed his
attention on the bridge, letting his mili-
tary training examine it. He nodded once
to himself before turning back the way
he had come, lifting the light rope from
his shoulders as he walked.
°

Nayla was the first to glimpse the
approaching cortege. Perspiring heavily
in the midday heat, she stood near the
edge of the Royal Road. A sudden flash
of distant reflection caught her attention.
She peered in that direction, squinting,
realizing with a thrill of awareness that
she saw sun-dazzle on the cover of the
God Emperor's cart,

“They comel’ she called.

Nayla touched one finger to the butt
of the lasgun holstered at her hip. The
bridge lay no more than 20 meters ahead
of her, arching across the chasm like an
alien fantasy joining one barren surface
to another.

This is madness, she thought.

But the God Emperor had reinforced

_his command. He required his Nayla to

obey Siona in all things.

Siona's orders were explicit, leaving no
way for evasions. And Nayla had no way
here to query her God Emperor. Siona
had said: “When his cart is in the middle
of the bridge—then!"

It was another test, she decided. The
God Emperor had said that Nayla must
obey Siona. It was a test. What else could
it be?

Everyone on the bridge would die.

Unless He performs a mirvacle.

That had to be it. Siona had set the

stage for a holy miracle. What else could
Siona intend now that she had been
tested, now that she wore the uniform of
Leto’s Guards? Siona had given her oath
to the God Emperor.

A distant shout caught Nayla’s atten-
tion. She turned and looked across the
bridge. The cortege had been in the
familiar trot of a royal peregrination:
Now they were slowing to a sedate walk
only a few minutes away from the
bridge. Nayla recognized Moneo march-
ing in the van, his uniform brilliant
white, the even, undeviating stride with
his gaze straight ahead.

The mystery of it all filled Nayla.

A miracle was about to happen!

Nayla glanced to the right at Siona.
Siona returned her gaze and nodded
once. Nayla drew the lasgun from its
holster and rested it against the rock
pillar as she sighted along it. The cable
on the left first, then the cable on the
right, then the trellis of plasteel on
the left. The lasgun felt cold and alien
against Nayla's hand. She took a trem-
bling breath to restore calm.

Moneo had seen the people on the
bridge and at the far end. His first
thought was to wonder who had ordered
these greeters.

He was well onto the bridge before
he recognized Siona and Idaho stand-
ing well back from the far end. Doubts
began squirming through Moneo's mind,
but he could not change the pattern.
He ventured a glance down at the
river—a platinum world there caught
in the noonday light. Leto’s cart was
loud behind him. The fAow of the river,
the flow of the cortege, -the sweeping
importance of these things in which he

“I appreciate the dinner,
Cratchit. You have rekindled my belief in the
spirit of bachelorhood.”

played a role—all of it caught up his
mind in a dizzying sensation of the in-
evitable.

This thought was still in his mind
when he heard the first awful humming
of the lasgun and felt the bridge lurch
beneath him. .

He heard the Royal Cart scrape side-
ways across the roadbed. Snap. A bed-
lam of saeams and caies arose from
behind him, but he could not turn. The
bridge’s roadbed had tipped steeply to
Moneo’s right, spilling him onto his face
while he went sliding toward the abyss.

The robe tore away from his shoulders.
He turned in the solid wind of the can-
yon—one last glimpse of the Royal Cart
tipping . . . tipping from the shattered
roadbed. The God Emperor slid out.

Something solid smashed into Moneo's
back—his last sensation.

Leto felt himself sliding from the cart.
As he slipped, he saw the scimitar arc of
the river, a sliver-edged thing that shim-
mered in its mottled shadows, a vicious
blade of a river honed through eternity
and ready now to receive him into ag-
ony. His great ridged body flexed as it
fell, twisting him about untl his am-
plified vision revealed Siona standing at
the broken brink of the bridge.

Now you will learn! he thought.

A bursting flash of bubbles enclosed
him in agony. Water, vicious currents of
it, buffeted him all around. He felt the
gnashing of rocks as he struggled up-
ward, his body flexing in a paroxysm of
involuntary, writhing splashes. Shattered
spangles of what had been his skin ex-
ploded away from him, a rain of silver
all around him darting away into the
river, a ring of dazzling movement, brit-
tle sequins—the scaleglitter of sand
trout leaving him to begin their own
colony lives.

The agony continued. Leto marveled
that he could remain conscious, that he
had a body to feel.

Instinct drove him. He clutched at a
rock around which the torrent spilled
him, felt a clutching finger torn from
his hand before he could release his grip.
The sensation of it was only a minor
accent in the symphony of pain.

‘The river's course swept to the left
around a chasm buttress and, as though
saying it had enough of him, it sent him
rolling onto the sloping edge of a sand
bar. He lay there a moment, the blue dye
of spice essence drifting away from him
in the current. The agony moved him,
the worm body moving of itself, retreat-
ing from the water. All the covering
sand trout were gone and he felt every
touch more immediate, a lost sense re-
stored when all it could bring him was
pain. He could not see his body, but he
felt the thing that would have been a
worm as it made its writhing, crawling
progress out of the water. He peered
upward through eyes that saw everything



in sheets of flame from which shapes
coalesced of their own accord.

Exuding blue fumes, his agonized body
writhed its way noisily along a shingle
of beach, dragged its blue-dyed way
across broken boulders and into a damp
hole. It was only a shallow cave now,
blocked at its inner end by a rockfall.

Sounds intruded on his agony. He
turned in the confinement of the cave
and saw a rope dangling at the entrance.
A figure slid down the rope. Siona.
Another figure. Idaho.

Leto could not even imagine what
they saw. The sand-trout skin was gone,
he knew. There would be some kind of
surface pocked with cilia holes from the
departed skin.

Siona scarambled closer and reached
toward him, then drew back.

“I am reality, Siona. Look upon me.
I exist. You can touch me if you dare.
Reach out your hand. Do it!”

Slowly, she reached toward what had
been his front segment.

“You have touched me and felt my
body,” he said. “Is that not strange be-
yond any other thing in this universe?"

She started to turn away.

“Nol Don’t turn away from me! Look
at what you have wrought, Siona.”

She whirled away from him.

Remember what I did! Remember me!
I will be innocent again!

The flame of his vision parted to re-

veal Idaho standing where Siona had
stood.

“Are you still alive?”” Idaho asked.

“Be kind to Siona, Duncan,” Leto
whispered. “She is more than Atreides
and she carries the seed of your survival.
Nobody will find the descendants of
Siona. The oracle cannot see her.”

“What?” They spoke in unison, lean-
ing close to hear his fading voice.

“I give you a new kind of time with-
out parallels,” he said. “I give you the
Golden Path.”

Flames covered his vision. The agony
was fading, but he could still sense odors
and hear sounds with a terrible acuity.
Both Idaho and Siona were breathing in
quick, shallow gasps. Odd kinesthetic
sensations began to weave their way
through Leto—echoes of bones and
joints that he knew he no longer pos-
sessed.

“Look!" Siona said.

“He's disintegrating.” That was Idaho.

“No.” Siona. “The outside is falling
away. Look! The Worm!"”

Idaho and Siona heard a gasping hiss.

Presently, Siona said: “I think he’s
dead.”

Siona turned and took Idaho's cold
hand in hers. Carefully, she led him out
of the cave into the light where the rope
dangled from the barrier wall’s top,
where the frightened Museum Fremen
waited.

Poor material with which to shape a
new universe, she thought, but they
would have to serve. Idaho would re-
quire gentle seduction, a care within
which love might appear.

When she looked down the river to
where the flow emerged from its man-
made chasm to spread across the green
Iands, she saw a wind from the south
driving dark clouds toward her.

Idaho withdrew his hand from hers,
but he appeared calmer.

“What did he mean about your de-
scendants . . . not finding them?” Idaho
asked.

“He created a new kind of nemesis,”
she said, “a new biological imitation.
He knew he had succeeded. He could
not see me in his futures.”

“What are you?” Idaho demanded.

“I'm the new Atreides.”

“Atreides!"” It was a curse in Idaho's
voice.

Siona said: “I am different, but still
I am what he was. 1 am the Golden
Path.”

Idaho spoke in a hushed whisper:
“The ancestors, all of. . . .”

“The multitude is there, but I walk
silently among them and no one sees
me. The old images are gone and only
the essence remains to light his Golden
Path. It's from an old story. You'll find
it all in my journals.”

GINEROSES

Gin grows softer
in the limelight.
, 1 part Rose’s:

4 parts Gin

o =
- Rose’s Lime Juice*

*The Famous Gimlet Maker.
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PILAYBON PUZZIUE

PIC-TAC-TOE

By NicoLE GREGORY

tic-tac-toe conceived by Don Wright of Games, each element of each row—horizontal, vertical and diagonal—is
linked by a common theme or characteristic. For example, if the top right square showed Red Foxx, the top center
square showed a map of the Red Sea and the top left square showed a Boston Red Sox player, the answer to that row

would be “Red.” There are eight rows altogether and each theme is different. Can you find them all? (Faithful pLAYBOY
readers may have a head start.)

T His is not a group of randomly chosen photographs. A subtle arrangement is at work. In this visual version of

317
Answers on poge 318
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1 jlazed ceramic tum-of-the-century beer steins.
Each is a fine replica of oldtime Bavarian steinware.
Available with or without lid. Now offered at special
‘old-time" prices:

Enjoy li'ae é:at taste of Olympia beer in handcratted,

Please send me posipad the following

Oly Stein Otfer 21 oz Oly Steinls) with Ld at $1895
PO. Box 2008, Dept. 10 21 oz Oly Stewnls) wiout kd at $9.95
Olympia, WAS8507 g oz Oly Steinls) with bd a1 $1095
16 0z Cly Stewnis) w/owl bd at 3695
Enclosed is mycheckormoneyorderfor$
Please charge my CVISA or OMASTERCHARGE card

Flease write your card number in the space below:

|75 0 | | | ] L M SN
it L4

D Aageranp | o I

(Your signature as il appears on credit card.)
HAME

ADDRESE

arnr Pptare DN rp Ml O
Prices includs taxes and shipping charges. Offer good while suppl
lasts or until December 31, 1981, Offer good only in mr!hnm!a]pp %
United States and void where prohibited or restricted by law.

21980 Otympia Erewing Co., Diympia. wa

Answers fo puzzle on page 317.

Horizontal:

1,2, 3 Movies (From Russia with Love, Tall
in the Saddle, Some Like it Hot)

4,5, 6 Night (A Hord Day’s Night, night-
time at Playboy Monsion West,
Saturday Night Fever)

7.8.9 Well-endowed women (Morilyn
Cole. Mae West, Dally Porton)

Verlical:

1.4,7 Bitish people (Seon Connery. the
Bedatles, Marilyn Cole)

2,5,8 West(John Wayne in 0 Western

movie. Playboy Monsion West,
Mae West)

3,6.9 Heat (Some Like It Hot, S aturdoy
Night Fever. Greot Balls of Fire)

Ciagonal:
1; 5.9 White outfits
3,5,7 Women who have graced the

poges of PLAYBOY (Marilyn Monroe.
Borbi Benton. Marilyn Cole)

HONKY-TONK ANGELS

(continued from page 191)

“Some of these new big-time honky-tonks are smack-
dab in the middle of big cities.”

inch in these country palaces than there
are fleas on a pack of hound dogs. For
the uninitiated, that’s a lot of beautiful
women.

Even more surprising is the fact that
some of these new big-time honky-tonks
are smack-dab in the middle of big
cities—Yankee cities, at that. They're
packing them in like steers going to
market and there's not a decent drawl
in the bunch. You'll see the local dentist
in a pair of ostrich Tony Lama’s, stock-
brokers in a feather-banded Resistol,
Vegas high-rollers in rhinestoned shirts
from Nudies. You can call them cowboy
duds if you want to, but the fact is, the
dress code is strictly American. Psycho-
social implications notwithstanding,
these threads are more us than anything
Giorgio Armani ever designed. They fea-
ture flash, swagger and comfort. To para-
phrase the Smothers Brothers, “If you
get an outhit, you can be a cowboy, too.”
Of course, once you get the outht, you've
got to learn to wear it properly: Jeans
go outside the boot tops, unless you have
at least four oil wells. Thumbs always go
inside the waistband or hooked in the
front pockets. Straws should not be worn
past Labor Day in the North. Belt buck-
les should be large enough to prevent
the touching of toes. And, of course,
accessories should be limited to a long-
necked beer bottle carried in the hand
while jawing or tucked in the back
pocket while dancing. Then you've got
it. You're ready to mosey. (Lots of folks
confuse moseying and sidling. Moseying
requires a fer piece to go, but you can
sidle in an area the size of a horse stall.)
As to where to mosey, we've got a couple
of suggestions: In New York City, try
the Lone Star Cafe, with live music
onstage and a live crowd listening. Show
up with any polyester on your bod and
you will be directed to Xenon.

In Miami-Fort Lauderdale, it's Cow-
boy’s. Cowboy's has not only a mechan-
ical bull to break your bones but also a
Western boutique, should you split your
jeans while riding it.

In Las Vegas, you'll ind cowpokes and
gamblers gathering at The Country
Club. The jukebox does not pay off; so
don't stand around waiting after you
put your quarter in.

Kansas City cowpunchers mosey to
Jerry’s Westport Country Playhouse.
Now in its fifth year, the Playhouse fea-
tures live bands that specialize in coun-
try rock. Learn the Texas swing before
you go.

Peabody's in Minneapolis holds some

1776 people, but if you're the 1777th,
they’ll find a spot for you. They have an
electronic game room for pinball freaks
and a mechanical bull for hardriding
freaks.

Rocky Mountain trail riders wet their
whistles at Rodeo in Denver. Don't be
surprised to find a ski parka under some
of the Stetsons there.

Ranchers, gentlemen farmers and real
live cowboys populate the Electric Stam-
pede in Phoenix. Sit in the house barber
chair and order a margarita. They'll tip
you back and pour the ingredients, un-
mixed, down your throat.

At Rodeo in Chicago, some nights—
try Sunday—the girls outnumber the
guys three to one. More Budweiser is
scld there than anywhere else in the city
besides the Stadium.

Cowboy in Houston and Cowboy in
Dallas are both part of a chain of seven
country palaces. Houston has the young-
er crowd, which dances to taped and
d.j-played country sounds. The polka
and two-step are favored. Dallas crowds
are slightly older and slightly richer. It’s
the home of Texas chic and the occa-
sional Dallas Cowboy. A three-piece suit
is not uncommon there.

The Blue Eagle in Atlanta opens at
eight p.M. Grab a long-necked beer bot-
tle and do a little buck dancing to the
live country bands.

The recording industry in Nashville
chooses Cactus Jack’s. Moosehead beer
is the chosen brew. Ride the bull, eat
nachos and dance the cotton-eyed Joe.

In Seattle, drink your margarita out
of a Mason jar at the Rio Cafe. The
barbecue and potato skins are especially
nutritious. Business types mingle with
the college crowd on the big weekends.

Those were the places we scoured in
our search for the quintessential urban
cowgirl, the rue honky-tonk angel. And,
to tell you the truth, we had a ball doing
it. It took six photographers half a year
to do the job and, as usual, there were a
lot more women willing to be a part of
this pictorial than we could possibly use.
To those who were left out, we send our
sincerest regrets. To those who made it,
our heartiest congratulations. Chances
are we left out a lot of good country
palaces, also. The way this phenomenon
is going, every city in the nation has or
will soon have its own chic watering hole.
A simple mosey is all you need to find
one near you. Luckily, they have their
own contingents of honky-tonk angels,
too. Y'all have a good time, now, heah.



The Bose Model 501"
Direct/Reflecting loudspeaker.
A less expensive way
- for you to enjoy the legendary
clarity and spaciousness
of our 90T speaker.

For more information, write Bose Corporation, Dept. PB, J”SE
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COMPLIMENTS i
OF THE HOUSE,, LADIES - P Ll

SURE! AFTER YOU
INTRODUCE THE DANCERS ! '\
FIRST, STAND BACK. THEY'VE &3

OPENED THE FLOOD- 4

BY HARVEY KURTZMAN AND WILL ELDER

LEAPIN' LIZARDS,
DUSTY DIDN'T MONVE  TENDER- |
FAST ENOUGH. 1IZED!

LOOK AT THIS PLACE . WE'VE y YOU SHOULD TRY STAND-
TURNED EVERYTHING AROUND... MALE mus‘l‘ ING ALL NIGHT ON FOUR-
STRIPPERS, FEMALE CUSTOMERS LO-OVE INCH HEELS. MY FEET
AND OUR FEMALE M.C.., ANNIE. YOUR ARE KILLING ME,
HAVE YOU SEEN OUR SHOW, JOB.

SWEETIE ?

LAST o
WEEK...T YT kit
FELL IN 55| e
LOVE WITH [
THE LEAD | 1 i
STRIPPER : -

/
;.l
-

CN

HI, LADIES . _
7 I'M ANNIE FANNY, \
- o YOUR HOSTESS. PERHAPS
’ BN YOU'D LIKE ME TO SING |
: /1 BEFORE I INTRODUCE /
OUR “DANCERS." A

MéLAlE i:iwa‘a'e ; Sl

_m- LANCE ! sy~

PRISE! voure A
FATHER !
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CIGARETTES,
VIBRATéJRS. Sou-

HIM ,; THELMA, |
WHILE HIS

HANK WILL BE

" you
MEAN

AWAY HIS MILLION- ;& INING

LET'S HEAR IT
FOR OUR NEXT DANCER,
HANK HUNGWELL?
- N

I BEND OVER
BACRWARD TO PLEASE
YOU CHICKS ?

THAT'S HIM !

OH, LOOK AT THOSE BIG -
MUSCLES !




SOLLY 1S Ty
WAVING US INTO %y HEY, DOES THAT BLACK OUTSIDE, HONEY, ONLY IF YOU'RE

THE DRESSING ROOM. Y YOU WITH EVER VIR
NOW'S YOUR CHANCE TO J THE LIGHT! R
MEET YOUR 1DOL . POINT 1T

AR !
ShoRT iR
NEVER =
FALS. WHEN-\| CUIT IN MY
EVER THERE'S\\ 6 s'r:uue

BUTTON UP YOUR y
{ sopice,annig,anp ) -~ H vy T
: . YOU THINK YOU LOVE SOME -
ONE AND LATER YOU FIND OUT
HE ISN'T WHAT YOU THINK .

HOW WAS
I TO KNOW THAT THE
HANK T LOVED WAS A BOX
OF KLEENEX? _
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Saronno Amaretto.
The gift that sayvs*I love vou!

Amaretto di Saronno? The original since 1525.

The flavor is unique and mysterious. But very beautiful.
Give Amaretto di Saronno and become part of a love story that never ends.

To send a gift of Amaretto di Saronno anywhere in the continental U.S. (when permitted by state law),
Call 800-528-6148toll free and charge itto your credit card.

Liqueur 56 proof. imported by Foreign Vintages, Inc.; Jeric New York, © 1980. A unique product fro a Saronno, Hal
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ORGANIZATION, MAN!

hen the New Year’s Eve party is over and Auld Lang
Syne has faded away, the one resolution that seems
to get broken the quickest is that eternal lament:
“This year, I've got to get organized!” To aid you in
getting your act together, a number of companies are producing
leathercovered diares, agendas and address books that are so

rich and supple you'll find it's hard to keep your hands off them.
Sure, these desktop organizers are expensive, but since most are
refillable, the investment is a lifetime one—and your day-to-day
doings take on a new importance when they’re jotted down on
gilt-edged paper. Board meeting at two o’ clock; Ferrari test at five;
cocktails at eight. Don't just sit there, Mr. Big Shot—write on!

Clockwise from 12: Mark Cross of New York leads off with the ne plus ultra in desk organizers—a refillable polished-leather and suede agenda
pad, $190. Next is a polished-calfskin planning diary, by Quo Vadis, about $130. At six o'clock: A calendar/address book/pocket diary of
polished calfskin, from Les Must de Cartier, New York, $125. Proceeding )

clockwise: A quilted kidskin day-to-day calendar, by Edward Harvey
Leather Accessories, $42. The snaky-looking address/telephone number
book features a removable cover decorated with various snakeskins,
from Neiman-Marcus, Northbrook, lllinois, $75. Open calfskin-covered
desk diary, from Alfred Dunhill of London, New York, $70. Incidentally,
in case you're enamored of the huge Mylar calendar we’ve used -
for a background, it’s available from Gary Garmann As-
sociates, Santa Cruz, California, for $23.50.
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FASHION

THE NEW SKIN GAME

ver since the first cave lady came in from the cold and talked
her man into a bearskin for her bare skin, fur has been the
ultimate hide for the fair sex to seek. Guys, on the other
hand, seemed to go more for tanned-leather outerwear. In
fact, just a few years ago, if a gentleman sallied forth in a fur coat,
he was considered something of a sissy. We're happy to announce
that that Neanderthal mentality has changed and that male out-
erwear, today, is definitely hair apparent. Fur is being used as a
nifty trim for polished-leather and tweed jackets, as well as for a
warm lining in a full-length coat. Lapels that once were covered

with cloth now boast a sheared shawl collar that keeps snow from
melting down your neck. Naturally, because of its cost, a fur coat
should be considered an investment to be worn for at least several
seasons. And style should also be taken into consideration; you'll
want the look you select to withstand the vicissitudes of fashion.
(If you suspect you're buying a furry fad—forget it.) Proper care, of
course, is a must. Have your coat cleaned once a year and put it in
storage during the summer to keep the pelts from drying out. If you
treat it right, a fur coat can be a thing of beauty almost forever—
or at least until you're ready for another one.—DAVID PLATT

STEVE EWERT



Opposite page: Hats off to this fur-bearing urban cowboy in his natural Mongolian coyote coat,
about $2500, worn with leather jeans, about $250, both from Ericson by Gil Truedsson; plus a
tuxedo shirt, about $125, leatherssilver lanyard, about $35, both from Tiger of Sweden by Gil
Truedsson; and a wild and crazy beaver felt cowboy hat, by Cripple Creek, $200. Below left: A
herringbone overcoat with an opossum collar, by Lee Levy for QMB2, about $1200; is teamed up
with a herringbone three-piece suit, by Egon Von Furstenberg, $225; cotton/polyester shirt, by
Nino Cerruti, $22.50; and a silk tie, by Liberty of London, $16.50. Below right: To the trenches,
men! This fur-lined cotton poplin style features a beaver collar, by Birger Christensen Furs, about
$2B00. It's worn over a knit V-neck, by Catalina, $35; polvester/wool slacks, by Evan Picone for
Men, $52.50; cotton shirt, by Kenneth Gordon (New Orleans), Ltd., $40; and a knit tie, by Close
Ties, about $13.50. His deerskin gloves, by Elmer Little Gloves, about $27. Bottom left: A natural
Canadian lynx coat (relax; it’s not an endangered species), by Brothers 11, about $12,000; plus a
striped shirt, from Adolfo by Gates Shirts, about $42; corduroy slacks, by Resilio Sportswear, $45;
and a leather belt, by Frye Belts, $14. Bottom right: A natural ranch and Crecle mink coat, by
Alexander Julian for Ben Kahn Furs, about $10,000; plus a wool plaid jacket, $325, wool knit
V-neck, $95, flannel slacks, $130, tattersall shirt, $55, and a silk tie, $30, all by Alexander Julian.

DAVID
PLATT’S
FASHION
TIPS

As the cost of leather shoes
continues to skyrocket, you'll
want to pay particular attention
to avoiding winter's slush when-
ever possible. Unfortunately,
most rubber boots are truly ugly.
Our solution is to wear the more
interesting hiking, cowboy or
L. L. Bean style of boot when
the weather warrants and keep
dress shoes at the office. A
shoulder bag serves as a shoe
bag for evenings out.

While we’re on our feet, we
might mention the next big foot-
wear trend: hot-color hiking
boots. It seems bright colors in
jogging and boating shoes have
paved the way for more imagi-
native use of color in just about
every calegory short of dress
shoes.

-

It's a fashion rule of thumb
that the basic blazer (mostly in
navy, increasingly in black) is so
versatile that it's practically an
indispensable part of any man’s
wardrobe. From the opposite
end of the spectrum, the same
thing is true; to wit: If you buy
a sports jacket with a multitude
of colors (Donegal or other
tweeds, checks or plaids), it will
afford many opportunities for
color coordinating. In short, the
more colors in the jacket, the
more things it will go with.

Five fashion resolutions for
the new year: (1) To your own
self be true. Regardless of trends,
fashion dictates and peer pres-
sure, wear what works best for
you and your lifestyle. (2) Rele-
gate all your very wide ties to
the back of your closet—until
they come back in style. (3) Pay
more attention to fit—which is
80 percent of the secret to look-
ing good in clothing. (4) Don't
buy something unless you truly
want/need it. (5) Keep an open
mind about change and new
fashion ideas.
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Celebrate the season with
a gathering of friends.
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MARVIN HAMLISCH'S MEDIA ROOM

ecause Marvin Hamlisch's all-media room was such a
popular feature last September in the Playboy Cuide to
Electronic Entertainment—the first in our brand-new se-
ries of lifestyle publications—we decided a more detailed
look at the quintessential work/playroom created for Hamlisch by
designer Robert Martin was in order. Obviously, for Oscar-
winning composer Hamlisch, work centers on the piano. The tool
of his trade is hooked up to the audio system recessed in the
room's acoustically terrific walls, which are covered with an
unusual combination of lacquered fluted wall paneling and
gauze-covered paper. (The audio system, as you can imagine,
includes a full complement of stereo goodies—plus a video re-

Right: The designer
of Marvin Hamlisch's
media room, Robert
Martin, created a
circular storage unit
for Hamlisch’s favor-
ite lapes, records and
video software. The |
audio wall serves as a
minirecording fa-
cility housing a Mark
Levinson amplifier
and preamp, a Crown
EQ2 synergistic equal-
izer, a Dual 1245
record changer, two
Teac units, including
2450 cassette deck
and a 3340 open-reel
deck—plus a Naka-
michi 1000-11 deck. &

corder) Hamlisch’s three Oscars overlook the video-viewing
module, with its plush seating area and coffee-table control con-
sole, Here you can settle back and watch movies on a screen that
drops down from the ceiling to cover a window (the projector is
housed out of sight in a rear booth) or check out what's showing
on the giant-sized TV screen. With luck, you'll be treated to a
perfect demonstration of the media room’s true potential—
hearing Hamlisch’s music while watching the film for which it
was composed. By the way, if you did miss our Guide to Elec-
tronic Entertainment, you can order a copy for $2.50 by writing to
Playboy Guides, Suite 12, 919 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago,
linois 60611, We think it's one of the best buys in town.

Left: Hamlisch’s family of Oscars watches over the room his music helped
build. The video-projection equipment is suspended from the ceiling,
directly above the video-control and viewing area. Films are run from the
booth at the rear of the room. Below left: The best two seals in the house
focus on the oversized big-screen unit by Projection Systems. Imagine, a
place to watch films without ever having to avoid someone’s hat.

. Above: With dials at
your finger tips, plus

| functional space, the
coffee table doubles as a
control console for TV

M and film projection. Just
% fix adrink and enjoy.

L i
Nkl nll:- i

-‘ W sossE s 8

329



GRAPEVINE___,

Dressed to Thrill

It's not everyone who
has a guitar to match
/’ his pants; some well-
dressed people don’t
} even have a guitar!
~4k RICK NIELSEN of
Cheap Trick is known
S for his stage antics and
~ may soon have one of
: the classiest credits in {
rock 'n’ roll—playing
backup on the new
John Lennon album.
That’s Cheap chic.
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Danger: Wide Shoulders

Here's a celebrity chest for the women., When BURT REYNOLDS is not
fooling around offscreen, he’s fooling around onscreen in the threesome
The Cannonball Run, Paternity and The Best Little Whorehouse in Texas.
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Stuffed Shirt

Actress BARBARA CARRERA
can fill out a wet shirt better
than anyone else we know,
which makes her our celebrity
breast of the month—out in
front of all competition.
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HARRY LANGDON

Danger: Soft Shoulders

NANCY ALLEN was the talk of Dressed fo Kill because of her
acting and because director/husband Brian De Palma didn‘t use
a stand-in for her nude scenes. We applaud family pride!

Down Is Up

k.
£ Last summer,
Sl LESLEV-ANNE
: DOWN played
Deviled Ham opposite Burt
Going to hell2 Yow'll catch BILL COSBY _ Reynolds; this
there, working for Satan in the new Disney spring, her :::d;:kg

< ; - man is Fr.
film, The Devil and Max Devlin. A sure underground hit. R NE s by
Is that what's
known as up the
Down staircase?
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NANCY ELLISON | GAMMA-LIAISON

It's a Maud, Maud, Maud, Maud World....

Or will be after Tattoo opens next month and we have a chance to watch
Bruce Dern make love to MAUD ADAMS. Until then, we're going to try to

make do with this photo, and the rest of you guys will have to do the same. 331



FOR THE LOVE
OF IVY LEAGUE

Will she or won't she? How do you
know? If you're innovative and attend
Princeton University, home of the
famed Gallup Poll, you might try de-
signing a sex poll for incoming fresh-
man coeds. Neat, speedy, scientific—
until the women find out your survey
15 a hoax. That's what happened at

Princeton this fall. Understandably, the
duped frosh were pissed when they
discovered the hoax. Maybe the coeds
should survey Princeton males, focus-
ing on how often, long and enthusias-
tically they partake in cunnilingus.

SINGLES: INTERESTED IN
MEETING YOUNG WOMEN,
GOOD BACKGROUND?

New research from the Delancey
Street Foundation in San Francisco up-
sets the traditional view that most
hookers come from the lower classes.
The foundation conducted interviews
with 200 Bay Area prostitutes. Accord-
ing to foundation director Dr. Mimi H.
Silbert, partial analysis of the results in-
dicates that the majority of prostitutes
interviewed were from educated, mid-
dle-class families with average or
above-average incomes. The study spot-
lights the ability of the white middle-
class family to conceal its aberrations.
An astounding 90 percent of the wom-
en had lost their virginity through child
abuse. Fifty-nine percent had been vic-
tims of incest during childhood. The
resulting sense of shame and power-
:ESSHESS crealed a COmMmOon scenario:
First the girl feels isolated from family
and friends; then she runs away from
home. Out on the street, she derives

332 emotional support from another fe-

z
[+]
i
D
<
X
x
i
w
o
<
L]

SEX NEWS

male, who recruits her
for a male pimp. The
trauma doesn’t end
there—the study shows
that 70 percent of the
hookers had been raped,
usually violently with
serious injuries, at some
time after becoming
prostitutes. If you think
these findings reflect a
bunch of street-wise
hookers hoodwinking a
bunch of do-gooder so- [
ciologists into believing
tall tales, guess again.
Five of the six interview-

ers themselves had been
juvenile prostitutes,
while the sixth was Dr.
Silbert, a criminologist
and psychologist.

became an instant hit with truth-in-packaging diehards.
Now a new trend, direct from the French Riviera—plastic
hula skirts, above. Don’t they want our jeans anymore?

SPERM WARFARE

Possibly, you've read the newspaper
reports that vasectomy may lead to ath-
erosclerosis (deposits in the arteries).
Based on experiments with monkeys,
some scientists claim that sperm ab-
sorbed back into the blood stream
following a vasectomy produces anti-
bodies that, with the sperm, may stick
to the arterial walls, increasing the
chances of problems with the arteries.
Knowing that more than 5,500,000
American men have gotten vasectomies
and continue to at a rate of about
500,000 per year, we checked out this
claim. Dr. Ira S. Richards of the Associ-
ation for Voluntary Sterilization says
there is absolutely no evidence that

sperm antibodies are harmful to hu-
mans. In fact, some researchers are ex-
perimenting with them as a natural
contraceptive. What evidence does exist
linking human vasectomies to athero-
sclerosis? None, says Dr. Richards. A
study done at the University of lowa
compared 55 young-to-middle-aged
men who had cardiovascular disease
with 50 healthy controls. An equivalent
number of vasectomized men—no
more—had developed cardiovascular
problems as men who weren't vasec-
tomized. So, at this point, you can
probably feel good about your vasec-
tomy. For more information, write to
the Association for Voluntary Sterili-
zation, 708 Third Avenue, New

York, New York 10017. ﬂ

A hot pick for holiday gift giving is Joyce Baronio’s photo album, 42nd Street Studio ($40,
Pyxidium Press). Baronio, whose photography studio was on 42nd Street in New York City, has
created loving portraits of the erotic dancers, porn-film stars and street dandies of that famous
strip. Below, we have reproduced two examples of Baronio’s characteristically erotic shots.

D. ANGELI /SPECTRUM



1.Volume Control Buttons 2. Scan and Haold Button 3. AM/FM Band Switch 4. Manual Tuning Buttons 3. Stereo Indicator
Light 6. FM Indicator Light 7. AM Indicator Light 8. Local Distance Indicator Light 9. Loudness Indicator Light 10. Digital
Display (Frequency. Clock) 11. Tape Slot Door 12. Clock PM Indicator Light 13. Tape Program Indicator 14. Dolby NR Indicator
Light 15. Tape Selector Indicator Light 16. FE/REW Lever and Eject Button 17. Tape Program Button 18. Power On/Off
Switch 19. Dolby NR Switch 20. Tape Selector Switch 21. DX/Local Switch 22. Stereo Mono Switch 23. Loudness Switch
24. Program Reserve/Cancel Button 25. Treble Control Buttons 26. Bass Control Buttons 27. Balance Control Buttons 28. AM
(1-5) and FM (6-0) Pre-Set Buttons 29. Pre-Set Number Indicator Light 30. Program Number Indicator Light 31. Reset Button
32. Program Mode Start and Number Button 33. Pre-Set Number Setting and Time Calibration Button 34. Program Hour
Setting & Hour Correction Button 35. Pre-Set and Program Memory Button 36. Program Minute Setting and Minute Correction
Button 37. Program Clear and Frequency Display Button.
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plate snaps on like a circuit board. It also
provides a quick connect DIN plug for fast
installation with Clarion or other external

“Is *900 for the first

fully programmable
car radio too cheap?”

Clarion asked Ed Bott, Hi-Fi Editor of Oui
Magazine if $900 for their new PE959A is too
expensive.

Bott smiled, then answered, “You should have
asked me is $900 for the first fully programmable
car radio foo cheap?”

Interesting. At that price, you might expect
to find a lot of flash and gimmickry in Clarion’s
PE959A.You won't. Clarion never went in for
gimmicks.

What you do get is the world’s first fully
programmable car radio with 37 sepa- j&
rate functions that balance and inte-
grate perfectly into one masterful
technologically-advanced chassis.

With Clarion’s PE959A, you sit back
while it switches automatically to the sta-
tions and times you've pre-programmed.
That means you can listen to your favor-
ite stereo music, then to a timely traffic
report, to a sporting event, to a news
commentary — without ever having to
take your hands off the wheel.

And though it looks and acts like
your own private computer, the PE959A
will fit virtually every car because the front

amplifiers.

A technological breakthrough? Of course.
Because being first is a way of life for Clarion.
Clarion developed the first under-dash tape
player; the first Equalizer Booster combination;
the first cassette auto reverse mechanism; the
first separately mounted three way speaker
system; the legendary Magi-Tune” FM section
that beat 9 of its leading competitors for both
selectivity and sensitivity under what noted
author Bob Angus called “the most demanding
test track I can imagine for car stereos. And
Clarion stands behind its entire line of radio and
tape players with the best overall warranty of

. any major car stereo manufacturer.

S Theres little question with audio-
H philes that the new PE959A is a great
investment—even at $900. And that

today, when quality is hard to come by

at any price, the same value permeates

" every aspect of Clarion's business, from the

middle range products right up to the top
of the line.

The PE959A at $900? Buy two.

@) Clarion

QUALITY FOR THE MAGIC IN MUSIC
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COMING IN THE MONTHS AHEAD:

Classic English Leather®. The fresh,
clean, masculine scent a woman
loves her man to wear. .. or nothing at
all. Wind Drift®. A clear, crisp call to
adventure... refreshing as the wind
from the sea. Timberline®. Brisk and
woodsy, exhilarating as the great
outdoors. In After Shave, Cologne,
Gift Sets, and men's grooming gear.
At fine toiletry counters.

English Leather;

Northvale, New lersey 07647 @ 1978
Available in Canada
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9 mg. “1ar", 0 .8 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Jan. “80.

Take the road to flavor
in alow tar cigarette.
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