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IF YOU'RE NOT SURE

OF WHAT TO LOOK FOR

- IN AVIDEO SYSTEM.
LOOK OUT!

Earlier this year the video world exploded! New systems. New
formats. New features. Home video has experienced breakthrough
- after breakthrough.
But unfortunately now it's very difficult to break through all
- the confusion. Which system is best? Is the difference between VHS™
‘and Beta, Greek to you? What features are important? Do you want to
tape just TV? Or tape just your family? Or both? And what should you
look for in a camera?
Panasonic would like to help sort it all out. And help you
. make sure your first video system is good enough to be your last.
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Panasonic.

just slightly ahead of our time.



How to choose
theright video system.
Choosingtherightvideo systemiseasy if you
use a systematic approach. First you must
choose among the three different systems.

Home recorders:
Home video recorders
record from TV. And
play back prerecorded
movies.The newest ones
have multi-head design for a more stable
picture. And some even play Hi-Fi sound.

Portable only systems: Portable video
systems are making big news this year.
They're primarily used for making home
movies. Butwhen it comes to recording from
TV, they have some drawbacks. With many,
you have to buy an optional tuner/timer.
Some have such short recording times, they
can't fit a full-length feature on one tape.
And some cant play prerecorded movies.

Portable/home systems: These are the
most versatile systems. Outdoors, couple

therecordertoavideo
camera and make |
home movies. 2
Indoors, link
the recorder
to its tuner/
timer and
~ record from
" TV. The latest
systems have
an incredible
number of fea-
tures built into smaller, lighter bodies.
Some even have Hi-Fisound.

T

Why VHS is the most
popular format.

There are several formats including VHS™
and Beta. VHS gives you up to eight hours of
recording on one tape. That's more than any
other format. VHS is the most widely used.
So your chances of trading tapes with friends
are greater. Also there are more VHS movies
and other programs available to buy or rent.

How do you make the right
decision?

Ask yourself some basic questions. What do
you want your video system to do? Record

{ )

from TV and play back prerecorded movies?
Make home movies? Or both? What kind of
video system do you want? Which format
gives you the most versatility? What fea-
tures do you want? How important is sound
quality? By answering these simple questions,
you won't get lost looking for a video system.
- 47 . -

PK-958 color/sound camera

Introducing the total
VHS system.

Introducing the Panasonic PV-9600

portable/home recorder with true

Hi-Fi sound. And the PK-958 color/

sound camera. Outdoors, it's one

of the most sophisticated portable
systems available. And when you
bring it indoors, something amazing
¥ happens. It becomes an advanced
home recorder. Neat trick, huh?

The Panasonic
system that does
the thinking
for you.

Together this new
Panasonic camera and
video recorder have
electronic reflexes
that respond to the
actionmore quickly than
you can. In less time
than it takes you to
say “smile;" thecamera |
focuses automatically. |
Adjusts for changing
light. And sets sound
levels. All by itself.




The camera that shoots by the
light of just one birthday candle.

No ordinary video camera can hold a candle
to this Panasonic. The new Panasonic PK-958
will actually catch the twinkle in a child’s eye
with the light from only one birthday
candle. That's because this Panasonic has a
24" Newvicon® tube that can shoot in as little
light as 7 Lux. Lux is a measure of a camera’s
light sensitivity. The lower the Lux, the better.
7 Lux means special moments like wed-
dings and birthday parties won't become
dim memories.

And this Panasonic has features that let
it perform brilliantly in any kind of light.
Like an 8:1 zoom that also has a built-in
macro lens for extreme closeups. You can
also see instant replays of what you just
shot. Right through the camera’s electronic
viewfinder. There's even a built-in keyboard.
So you can type titles on your favorite
scenes. In a choice of sizes and colors.

The portable/home system that
puts Hi-Fi sound in your video.

One moment you could be using the
Panasonic PV-9600 to record your family.
And the next
<~y Moment youcan
use it to tape
your favorite TV
shows. Or you
canuseitto
see prerecorded
movies. Con-
nect it to your
stereo and it
will even play back prerecorded VHS Hi-Fi
tapes. And VHS Hi-Fi sounds incredible. Con-
ventional stereo doesn’t even come close.
The PV-9600 video
recorder connects to its
tuner/timer automatic-
ally. There are no cables to
connect. It plays back
an outstanding picture.
Even in slow motion and
stop motion. Thanks to
our Tech-4™ technology.
The Tech-4 multi-head
design keeps the picture
stable and eliminates

PV-9600. Portable Hi-Fi recorder automatically
connects to its tuner-timer.

snowand tecSoyouibe e
ab|e to CIosely éxamine l““!-'°lll“fplrfﬁcrmowrs with true Hi-Fi sound

Tech-4. For clear special effects like slow motion and stop action.

every move in a football game or golf tour-
nament. And to make it easy to find your
favorite play or swing, this Panasonic has
Omnisearch. It lets you scan a tape at up to
15 times normal speed in the SLP mode.

You can program the recorder to tape
up to eight different shows. Even if you're
away from home for two weeks. Plus it has a
26-function wireless remote control. And a
139-channel cable-capable* tuner. With all
these features, no one outshines the
Panasonic PV-9600.

Panasonic has video systems
for everyone.

Panasonic has everything from economical
home recorders, to sophisticated recorders
with every feature
you can imagine,
including VHS Hi-Fi
sound. There are
even featherlight
portable video sys-
tems made to let
you and your imag-
ination wander.

The Panasonic
PV-8500 VHS re-
corder and PK-450
camera combine
to give you one of
our lightest, most portable, portable video
systems. Yet despite the PK-450's minuscule
size, it puts some amazing capabilities within
your grasp. Auto-Focus.
A 6:1 zoom. And a high-
resolution Newvicon tube
are just a few.

The PV-8500 porta-
ble video recorder fits in
the palm of your hand.
But despite its small size
and weight, it records
with the same vivid qual-
ity asourlargerrecorders.
And with its tuner/timer,
it'll record for up to eight
hours from TV.

Lightweight, compact PK-450 video camera
and PV-B500 portable recorder.
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Panasonic also has all kinds of home
recorders. From our feature-packed econ-
omy recorders. To the highly sophisticated
PV-1730 with Tech-4 technology and VHS
Hi-Fi sound with Dolbyt So you can experi-
ence movie theater sound right
in your living room.

The technology in
Panasonic video recorders
is in our tapes, too.

Your video system is only as good as
the blank video tapes you use. If
you shoot with bad blanks, your picture’s
color will look dead. Washed out. Even the
sound will suffer.

Load a Panasonic VHS blank into your
recorder and you can't miss. Panasonic tapes
have high-color saturation, and great
sound. Because the technology that goes
into our video recorders is also in our video
tapes. There are three different grades of
Panasonic video tapes: Standard, Super
High Grade and Hi-Fi.

CompuFocus and Data-Grade.
Only in Panasonic Color TV.

When you find it hard to tell the difference
between the real scene and what’s on your
screen, you're watching a Panasonic Color TV.
The only Color TVs
with CompuFocus™
and Data-Grade.

CompuFocus is
a sophisticated sys-
tem of video optics
and electronics. It
separates each color
electronically. Then
filters it. And, shoots
it through our ad-
vanced system of
video optics for our
sharpest picture.

In the future,
television without
Data-Grade won't
make the grade.
Data-Grade pro-
duces more dots per
square inch than an

When receiving an unscrambled cable signal.
Dolby is a trademark of Dolby Lab

Panasonic.

just slightly ahead of our time.

ordinary picture tube. So you get a sharper,
more natural picture. Plus more precise,
easier-to-read letters and graphics. For
computers, teletext and videotex. And the
other important technologies of the 80%.

The Networks will have stereo.
Shouldn’t your TV?

— / Panasonic has everything from a tiny 112"

(meas diag) color TV. To 26" consoles. To
a 60" projection TV. All the way to a giant

/ 48-foot-wide color screen for stadiums.

It's no wonder that our latest Panasonic
color TV will give you something that was

CTF-2077R. Receives full stereo broadcasts.

once impossible. The CTF-2077R can actually
receive full stereo broadcasts through its
own integrated decoder, amplifier and stereo
speakers. So when the Networks start broad-

- casting in stereo,
you'll be ready.

All Panasonic
products are design-
ed by Matsushita
Electric, our parent
company. It's the
world’s largest and
most experienced
manufacturer of
portableand home
video recorders.

For additional
information about
the complete line
of Panasonic video
equipment that’s
just slightly ahead
of our time, visit
the Panasonic deal-

er near you.

™ res simulated. Aida photogr
mpiﬂu of San Francisco Opera. P






TS s i ]

T ———— T ——




1984

S
=
o
(i
:

o
Q
(5]
z
v
[
Ll
W
o
o
o
=
(s
&
=
g
-
=
<<
x
I
=
m
wd
E
o
m
z
(=]
[
o
=
o
=
>
=
v
I
=
=
=
(=]
-
Z
o
(o]
L
o
-
st
-
m
e
8

' IMPURTED ;
N Conadbare Crad,
\ Gt

INTERAATHAALLY
MULAUMED

!

(IMPORTED

N NARILL
B8y uapbs
: TLLL

L

= M d',lll

(ffﬂ(m&/ﬂ/ '

NETILLL

QO g gy gyttt

L TTLLA

To send Canadian Club anywhere inthe U.S., call 1-800-367-5683. Void where prohibited. —

M




PLAYBILL

SOME PEOPLE get better-looking with age and some don’t. In this
issue, we offer examples of both. In the category of “greatly
improved,” we have Suzanne Somers, who seems to be a late
bloomer. If you saw our February 1980 photos taken when she
tested to become a Playmate in 1970 (before she became famous
as an actress and comedienne), you probably noticed that the
carly Suzanne had a bit of baby fat—distributed nicely, of
course, but baby fat nonetheless. A few of our readers, accus-
tomed to seeing a more svelte Somers on the tube in Three's Com-
pany, wrote 1o us to say they thought the 1980 version looked a
lot better than the 1970 version. Well, wait till vou check out the
1984 version: This is a woman. And, as the ad says, it just doesn’t
get any better than this. Contributing Photographer Richard
Fegley is the lucky lensman who drew the assignment of captur-
ing Suzanne on film. On the other side of the ledger (those who
get worse-looking with age), there is Howard Hughes, the late bil-
lionaire whose megalomaniacal meanderings are reported by
Michael Drosnin in part two of Cutizen Hughes, from the book o be
published by Holt, Rinehart and Winston.

Paul and Linda McCartney have been interview-shy since the
death of Beatle John Lennon, but they opened up to Joan Geedman
for this month’s Playboy Interview. Goodman, who interviewed
the McCartneys over an eight-month period, spent many hours
on the set of their new film, Give My Regards to Broad Street, and
shares this behind-the-scenes anecdote: “On the set, all the
musicians, such as Steve Lukather and Jeff Porcaro from Toto, loved
playing with McCartney. They jammed all the time, attracting
crew members from other sound stages who hung about listening
whenever they could. It also brought out Barbra Streisand, who
was dubbing Yent!l. She’d never met Paul, so an introduction was
arranged. Afterward, I said to her, “Thrilling meeting one of the
Beatles, isn't it?”” ‘Not really,’ she replied coolly, ‘they came up at
the same time as [ did.””

The Presidential campaign has been tough for both parties,
each of which seems to lack a sense of humor. It is refreshing,
therefore, to find that Ron Reagan has not only a journalist’s
instincts but a wry wit as well as he recounts his experiences at
the Democratic Convention in While the Democrats Slept. Ron,
Jr., is a down-to-earth guy, unlike the kinds of folks Roy Blount Jr.
lambastes in I'm Sick of Celebrities. Rebutting for the oft-
maligned rich and famous, Steve Martin explains how tough it is
to be a star in Well, Excuunuuse Us! Our celebrity package is
illustrated by the inimitable Al *“Find the Nina™ Hirschfeld.

This is, if we do say so ourselves, one of our great issues for fic-
tion. We have an excerpt from The Sicilian, Mario (The Godfather)
Puzo’s latest book (to be published this month by the Linden
Press), illustrated by Wilson McLean; a thought-provoking piece of
science fiction by Robert Silverberg, Tourist Trade (illustrated by
Pater Sato); and a modern-day Nativity story, And All Through the
House, that may become one of our all-time favorites, by Evan
Hunter, writing under his part-time nom de plume of Ed McBain.

To round out the issue, there are the spectacular 13-page Play-
boy Guide to Electronic Entertainment; Playboy's College Basketball
Preview, by our peerless prognosticator, Anson Mount; Ex-Wives,
an article in which Bruce Jay Friedman brings humor and sanity to
a subject oft associated with seriousness and insanity; and Tired:
The Long Life and Slow Times of Bob Woodward, a parody that
John Eskow swears was dictated to him, while he was in a trance,
by the late John Belushi. If that’s not enough to ring your chimes,
Andrew Tobias is back with one of his Quarterly Reports on how to
spot good tax-shelter deals; there’s a spicy pictorial on Sex Stars
of 1984, with text by Jim Harwood; and, finally, there’s our
December Playmate, Karen Velez, lovingly photographed by Con-
tributing Photographer Arny Freytag. Sit down with a hot spiced
drink (Emanvel Greenberg tells you how to make them in this
issue) and enjoy our holiday present to you. Merry Christmas!

© 1984 JILL KREMENTZ
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

Easy going taste in
a low tar.

Regular and Menthol
Kings and 100s

Kings: 12mg *'tar;" 1.0 mg nicotine—100"s: 14 mg “‘tar,"
1.1 mg nicotine av. per cigarette, by FTC method.
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PLAYBOY

Sansui’s all new intelligent
Super Compo system with
compact disc player.

its pure digital dynamite! Sansui’s
IS-110 Intelligent Super Compo system
is the ultimate in musical magnificence.

Never has a Hi-Fi system been more
convenient to use and more appealing
to the ear.

Its all made possible by ingenious
microcomputer circuits that permit
each separate component of a unit to
operate interactively with each ather.
With Sansuis exclusive Compu-Select
One-touch Simul-switching, you can go
from turntable-to tape deck-to compact
disc at the touch of a single button.

And with exclusive Compu-Edit you
can make perfect cassette recordings
from your records,

But whats magic to your fingers
without magic to your ears? Our easy-to-
use compact digital disc player gives
you a clarity of sound that brings music
all the way to life.

You can select a beautifully matched
Sansui Intelligent Super Compo system
with unmatched sound. Or create your

SO Seleotoe St

Sansui's exclusive One-touch fea-
ture lets you play, record and pro
gram music at the touch of a sturc
metal Compu-selector push tab

own from a fantastic selection of intelli-
gently designed turntables—with the
latest in P-mount cartridge mounting
capabilities; tuners; integrated ampli-
fiers; cassette decks—several with Dolby™
“C" noise reduction; equalizers; and
sensational sounding speakers.

No matter what you choose, it will be
the most intelligent choice you can
make for pure sound quality and con-
venience. So see your nearest Sansui
dealer today.
SANSUI ELECTRONICS CORPORATION
Lyndhurst, NJ 07071; Carson, CA 90746
Sansui Electric Co., Ltd., Tokyo, Japan

SOUNDSATIONAL.

*Dolby is a registered trademark of Dolby Laboratories, Inc.
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The freedom to be your best.

We'll help you see her from a whole new point of view. The possibilities
are endless with a Pentax Super Program™ 35 mm multi-mode SLR camera.
Just pick the mode that moves you. Express a feeling.

Visit your Pentax dealer now. Or write for a free brochure to Pentax
Corporation, 35 Inverness Drive East, Englewood, CO 80112.
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Overwhelm Your

With a gift of early radar warning, elegant design,

Tl‘ie perfect gift is more than a
surprise; it hits the mark. If there's a
driver on vour list, vou can give
ESCORT or PASSPORT with absolute
confidence. Here's why:

Head Of The Class

Car and Driver magazine rated
ESCORT number one in its most
recent test, calling it ...clearly the
leader in value, customer service
and performance...”

In fact, in the six vears since
its introduction, ESCORT has
become the classic instrument of
radar detection. Our policy of con-
tinuous refinement has maintained
its leading-edge performance. And
the experts agree.

New Partner
PASSPORT is brand new. For
the person on the move, switching
between cars or using rentals in

FPASSPORT fits comfortably in a shirt pocket

distant cities, it provides ESCORT
performance and features in a
convenient miniaturized package.
You can carrv it in vour pocket like,
well, a passport. The magazine
experts haven't tried it vet, but we
think thev'll have to search as hard
for the superlatives to describe it
as we did for the technology to
make it. The SMD ( Surface Mounted

PASSPORT

Vilianee Corstrod

ESCORT

Device ) circuitry that made
PASSPORT possible is simply light
vears ahead.

First Class Performance

When radar is out there, the
superheterodyne circuitry in ESCORT
and PASSPORT will find it: over hills,
around curves, hidden in the
bushes, anywhere. But that's just
halt the story:

Just as important is the unique
way they give vou a full, easilv
understood report on the radar they
tind. ESCORT has led the wav with
its variable pulse audio warning,
analog meter and amber alert lamp.
These all work together to give

Sagrcal Strength Meter

vou a precise indication of radar
ovpe and range. In PASSPORT, a bar
graph of eight Hewlett Packard
LEDs replaces the meter This
allows the same thorough radar
report in a pocket-size package.

Attention To Detail
The main point of a radar
warning device is pertormance, but

sor E g I“
i 0

Civ Highteay Swidtch Alert Lanjy

the perfect gift brings something
more: pride of ownership. Both
ESCORT and PASSPORT are finely-
crafted instruments that look right
at home in a Porsche, Mercedes,
Or any car.

Both have precision aluminum
housings of just the right hef,
finished in glare-resistant black.
Each has a volume control as silky
as that of a fine sterco. Each has a
power-on indicator and a switch
to choose between city and high-
way operation. They even have
photoelectric sensors to adjust
brightness to the light level of the
car's interior. PASSPORT adds an
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Favorite Driver

Tune in “Talkback with Jermy Gakin.” America’s now weekh callin
comedy talk shew: Sundaw evenings on public radio sumions.
Check local listngs.

D 1984 Cincinram Micossne, Inc

and precise craftsmanship—from an exclusive source

PASSPORT is only 3" tall and 23" wide.

audio muting switch to temporarily
defeat the audio during long radar
encounters.

Bur all this sophistication
doesn’t make them hard to use. Just
install on dash top or clip to the
sunvisor, and plug into vour lighter.
Our precision electronics take over
from there.

Apart From The Crowd

We've always felt that users of
precision electronics are entitled to
deal with experts. That's why we
sell direct from our factory only:
There are no middlemen. When it
comes to customer satisfaction, we
take full responsibility:

And while our system of factory-
direct sales was not designed
specifically for gitt givers, it does
offer some rather special benefits.
For example, vou needn’t worry
about buving a discontinued model
still in a store’s stock. Your gift will
never be seen marked down in the
discount chains. More importantly,
giving either ESCORT or PASSPORT
shows you were concerned enough

'

about quality to track down the
only source. And there's one more
advantage.

Easy Shopping

ESCORT and PASSPORT let vou
do your Christmas shopping by
phone and avoid the retail hassle.
No searching for parking. No stand-
ing in lines. We're only a toll-free
call and a parcel delivery away.

Most important of all, ESCORT
and PASSPORT are guaranteed to
please. Holidays or anytime, take
the first thirty davs as a trial. If vou're
not absolutely satisfied, return vour
purchase and we'll promptly refund
vour money and vour mailing
costs. We also back ESCORT and
PASSPORT with a full one-year
limited warranty.

FSCORT and PASSPORT come complete
with accessories.

Car and Driver called us the
“class act” in radar detection. So
order now, and let ESCORT or
PASSPORT overwhelm vour favorite
driver.

Order Today

By Phone: Call us toll free. A
member of our sales staff will be glad
to answer any questions and take
your order, (Please have your Visa or
MasterCard at hand when vou call).

TOLL FREE 800-543-1608
IN OHIO 800-582-2696
(Phone M-F 8-8, Sat 9-5:30 EST)
By Mail: We Il need to know your
name and street address, daytime
phone number, and how many
PASSPORTSs and ESCORTS you want.
Please enclose a check, money order,
or the card number and expiration
date from your Visa or MasterCard.
(Personal or company checks require
18 days processing.)

RADAR-RECEIVER
PASSPORT $295 (1023 tax in OH)

(Available November 1, 1984 )
Pocket-Size Radar Protection

RADAR WARNING RECEIVER
TR R

ESCORT $245 ($13.48 tax in OH)
The Classic of Radar Warning

Cincinnati Microwave
Department 100-1207
One Microwave Plaza
Cincinnati, Ohio 45296-0100



100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS, 94.6 PROOF, IMPORTED BY SOMERSET IMPORTERS. LTD.. N.Y. © 1983

= - Suddenly, the idea of importing a Christmas tree
T from England begins to make sense.

Tanqueray Gin. A singular experience.
Send a gift of Tanqueray Gin anywhere in the U.S.A. Call 1-800-243-3787. Void where prohibited.




THE WORLD OF PLAYBOY

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

A TALE OF TWO CITIES—
AND LOTS OF PLAYBOY JAZZ

The Playboy Jazz Festival is becoming one of
the most talked-about events on the musical
calendar. Last June—declared Playboy Jazz
Festival Month by L.A. mayor Tom Bradley—Hef 3
and m.c. Bill Cosby (below, with Hef's brother, - a

vt _:' A \&‘g
Keith) hosted the best one yet. Now Elektra has
issued an album of the 1982 fest, while RCA/

Columbia has released two Playboy Jazz Festi-
val video cassettes. Ray Charles warmed up for
his festival appearance at a huge party host-
ed by Playboy and C.E.S. Publishing during
Chicago’s Consumer Electronics Show (right).

WEREN'T OUR RABBIT
EARS GOOD ENOUGH?

Habitués of the Playboy Clubs are
used to seeing former Bunnies
pop up in the big time, but this fall
was a double treat—Lynne Moody
(left) made her debut as Julie in
the new CBS comedy/dramaE.R.,
and Julie Cobb (right) sprang into
the same network’s Scott Baio
vehicle, Charles in Charge. We
don’t mind losing our Bunnies to
the millions, but we’re still wait-
ing for CBS to call and say thanks.

LEAVE ITTO
A PSYCHOPATH

Only a nut would want
to cut Ola Ray down to
size. Ola, who gained a
measure of stardom in
Michael Jackson's
Thriller, plays an un-
willing acupuncturee
in the movie Fear City.
At right, she’s com-
forted by co-star Jack
Scalia after an attack
by a scissors-wielding
fiend. Above: an out-
take from Ola’s June
1980 Playmate layout.




AMERICA’S

Dutch Masters.
The best-selling
cigar in America.

There are two reasons more people
spend more money on one brand of
cigars than on any other—taste and

quality. Taste and quality that come
from fine tobaccos blended by craftsmen

¥ who care. So when you step up to

Dutch Masters, you're in lots of good
company. The smokers who have
made Dutch Masters ——=

“America’s Cigar.” _ . !




DEAR PLAYBOY

ADDRESS DEAR PLAYBOY
PLAYBOY BUILDING
919 N. MICHIGAN AVE.
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

SHIRLEY’S LIVES AND TIMES
Shirley MacLaine’s mental acuity, her

insights about political people and her
knowledge of hersell are all qualities that
deserve more exposure. Her tendency to
challenge conformist reality 1s a jov 1o
encounter, and her ability to be humor-
ously serious about life is mind-expanding.
Overall, September’s Playboy [nterview
rates as a triumph for the publication and
the woman. Thank you for a stimulating
slice of a great performer’s mind.

Charles Thomas Smit

Minneapolis, Minnesota

The Shirley MacLaine Interview is
superb. | sure would like to sec more of
Shirley, in any body she cares to come in.

Carl F. Schillmoeller
Cocoa, Florida

For the first time, I am compelled to
write to PLAYBOY. Your Intervnew with Shir-
ley Macl.aine sheds a new light on my
own transitions. She describes the same
awakening ['ve been experiencing for the
past couple of months—what a relief to
discover that I wasn’t just flipping out.

J. Shaffer
Snohomish, Washingion

Shirley MacLaine, in her scarch for
meaning, has created a persona that is
more nearly complete than most. We don’t
need 1o agree, nor to disagree, with her
various, often outrageous statements. We
nced only to consider them, preferably at a
time when we are alone, to decide whether
or not any of them passes the ultimate test:
“Do [ want to believe this?” More human
potenual has been lost to the fear of
appearing out of step than to all other
causes combined. Neither unhip nor
ultrahip, MacLaine i1s simply neanng the
conclusion ol a lap in the wrack we all must
travel, whether we believe in it or not. As
with Saint Jnhn the Divine, her only error
15 in trving to talk about something for
which there are no words. Macl.aine has

spoken, to those of us who want to hear, in
what Van Morrison has called the “inar-
ticulate speech of the heart.” The rest of
the world talks out of the side of its mouth.
John E. Kenyon

Wheaton, Marvland

DOROTHY STRATTEN
In your May 1981 issue, in the article
utled Dorothy Stratten: Her Story, vou
stated, “Snider plotted with Goldstein, but
with others he was increasingly despond-
ent.” [ never plotted with Paul Snider to
bring anv harm to Dorothy Stratten. 1
believe that the article was factually inac-
curate in other respects dealing with me.
Marc L. Goldstein
Los Angeles, California
We do not believe that the stalement you
refer to abowt plotting implies you acted to
harm Dorothy Stralten, and we did not
infend to tmply that. We believe thal there
were no tnaccuracies in the article.

I saw Peter Bogdanovich on TV talking
about Dorothy Stratten. He wasn't kind to
praveoy or to Hugh Hefner. He said that
Dorothy never wanted to pose for pLAYBOY
and that she was seduced by Hefner. He
‘culpable” in her death.
I'm not one to pass judgments without
hearing both sides. You told vour side in
1981, but you didn’t cover the points
Bogdanovich is making. What's the story?

D. Bartley

Indianapolis, Indiana

thinks rLavBOY 15

We think Bogdanovich’s book belongs in
the fiction depariment al your local library.
It’s been vanously called a “shabby litile
shocker” (Chicago Tribune) and “a
scrawled, smoking document . . _ bilter, con-
demning and crusadingly righteous” (Vanity
Fair). Film critic Roger Ebert wrote that the
book s “overwrought, reckless and imma-
ture” and that once Bogdanovich's catharsis
was complete, “he should have burned the
manuscript or locked it in a drawer.”

“This 1s a portrait so blinded by grief.”

FLAYROY, (1SS 003Z-14700. DECEMDER. 1884, VOLUME 31, NUMBER 12 PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY PLAYBOY., PLAYEDY BUILDING
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MNEW SUBSCRIPTIONS AND RENEWALS CHANCGE OF ADDRESS SEND BOTH OLD AND NOW ADDRESSES TO P
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Collection.

Rattinati:

FORMALWEAR

Available at fine formalwear
specialists or write
Raffinati, 1270 Broadway,
New York, N.Y. 10001







GIVE MORE/SAVEMORE 2

Send a 12-issue
subscription to:

Address

City

B
first 12-i ift | ch additional gift
s one L e P (Bt vt o

My Name

Address

City__

Enter additional subscriptions on separate sheet.

Please complete the following:

0O Start or renew rm,r own mbscnphon

DO 1 am endosing % for subscriptions.
0O Bill me after January 1, 1985

*Based on $38.00 msstand

Rates apply to U.S., US, only.
Canadian gift rates: First gnﬁ $2? addmonal glﬁs. $25.

Mail your order to: PIIAYBOY
Dept. 7ABG4
P.O. Box 2523
Boulder, Colorado 80322-1678

For each gift of PLAYBOY,
you will receive this
special Gift Card to

send to your friends.

Or Order by Phone
24 Hours a Day.
Call TOLL-FREE 1-800-228-3700.

{Except in Nebraska, Alaska, Hawaii.
In Nebraska only, call 1-800-642-8788.)
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ADVENTURER FEDORA
A revival of an old lavonte
1 995 You saw a fedora hike thisin
h “Inciana Jones & the Temple
of Doom™ — rerminding us all
of how much adventure a
man n a ledora can find. Our
version is of special wool lelt,
finer textured and stiffer for

CHANGING
YOUR ADDRESS?

Please let us know! Notify us

pr shape }

over ordinary lelts. Fealures

a lapered 5  crown with

tnanguiar crease and 2 side tucks. a 2'” bnm and a deep

brown grosgrain band. Fully lined with rayon satin. Sizes
6% thru 7%z (runs large). 2y-back guarantee

Introductory Special!

VINTAGE
ADVENTURER at least 8 weeks before you
JACKET move to your new address,

Regularly $198 SO you won't miss any cop-
Now Only ies on your PLAYBOY sub-
$168 scription. Here's how:
Save $30!
B e e e 1. On a separate sheet
favorite! You saw one like .

attach your mailing
label from a recent
issue. Or print your
name and address ex-
actly as it appears on
your label.

it in “Indiana Jones & The Tem-
ple of Doom” in 1984. Clark Gable
e wore one flying an air race equip-
ped P-35 in the 1939 movie, “Test Pilol.”
But you don't have to be a movie star or a to appre-
ciale the comfon and superb quality here. Features dou-
ble entry pockets with zippered top, hidden inside stash
pocket, zip front with wind flap. full lining, bi-swing beck
and underarm gussels for free movernent. Plus it offers
the special vintage effect of worn, aged leather in a com-
ely new high-quality garment. Sizes 36 thru 50.

oney-back guarantee. 2

.

SAVE! BUY BOTH THE HAT & JACKET
FOR ONLY $179.00

Print your new address
on the sheet as well.

We honor VISA and MASTERCARD. Call Toll Mail to:

Free B00-334-5476. Write for FREE Catalog! 3. ail 1o

S A i o PLAYBOY
PsS Swdrs Dept. PB-124 P.O. Box 2420

22 Enterprise Way PO Box 1600.

Chapel Hill. NC 27515

[J #HH1 Adventurer Fedora Hat (Size___) .. .§ 19.95
£ #1C Vintage Adventurer Jackel (Size___) .$168.00

Boulder, CO 80302

1 #J01X Adventurer Set (Sizes__J___} ... .$179.00

In
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Snatch An
Unforgettable
Christmas Kiss

: Mistletoe Underwear

= Brighten the holidays with a
sexy pair of mistletoe underwear
from the Kandel Collection. These
high-quality white bikini briefs are
silkscreened with a full bunch of

! mistletoe berries tied up in a bright red
bow. While supply lasts, we'll include
FREE, with each order, a Christmas tree
decoration gift box.

Enciosed is my O check O money order Name -
for briefs at $9.95 each, plus $1.00 Address ___
shipping & handling. CA residents please City __
add 6% sales tax. State Zip
Total amount enclosed §
Shtle e Mail to: Kandel Corporation
Mens SM MED LG Ouy. P.O. Box 21459 = Long Beach. CA 90801

Womens SM MED LG Oty 100% Guaranteed Quality

wrote U.P.1's Frank Sanello, “that the
author mdulges in a iypical psychological
reaction to the loss of a loved one: He blames
the wrong person. . . .” Bogdanovich's book is
a series of false accusations and nasty specu-
lation. For the record, Hef never forced his
attentions on Dorothy; he never asked her to
pose for pictures she didn’t want taken. Bog-
danovich’s maunderings belong on the book-
store’s fiction shelf. Paul Snider committed a
terrible crime. No morbid rationalizing can
change that fact.

THE RAZOR'S EDGE
Laurence Gonzales’ Cocaine: A Special
Report  (pLaveov, September) is highly
informative, a great piece of writing. |
wish everyone who has done cocaine could
read this article; it might change a few
minds. Coke really isn't worth the money
or the risk. People just don’t realize how
powerful and dangerous it is. We all
should know better.
Tim Miner
Grand Ledge, Michigan

TOP TEN
As unbelievable as it scems, pLavBOY has

always managed to top itself each Septem-
ber. This vear's Girls of the Big Ten is no
exception. It has to be the most gorgeous
collection of clothed and unclothed coeds
vet. In fact, there are at least three women
pictured therein who would make excel-
lent Playmates of the Month: Valerie
Bowman of Indiana. Lari Middlekaull of
MSU and Sherry Klemesrud of lowa.
Please. pLavBoy, talk with these young
ladies about the near future.

Jack Potter

Newark, New Jersey

A Wolverine I was, so loyal and true
To the maize and blue;
Then pLavBov comes by
With this gorgeous Bucheve;
Oh, Paige Sevffer, what will I do?
Jerry Novack
Ferndale, Michigan

Of all the Gurls of . . . pictorials PLAYBOY
has run over the years, vour annual
uncoverage ol coeds is the one 1 always
look forward to. Of course, being 20 years
old, female and a college student mysell
may prejudice me just a bit. This year's
entry, Girls of the Big Ten, has once again
managed to portray the modern college
girl as she really is—a being who is both
intellectual and sexual. It i1s encouraging
to learn that there are sull many intelli-
gent, clever young women in college today
who are comfortable enough with their
sex appeal to put it on display in your
magazine. | find the levelheadedness of
Northwesterns Lesliec Gugino especially
refreshing, because she is able to recognize
that we are all sex objects, both men and



The harder you work out, the harder the ma-
chine works out.

The more weight you lift, the more often you
lift it, the more punishment you deliver to your
home gym.

That's why we build the Bodybar® 2000
with heavy gauge 2" diameter steel tubing.

And structural steel rectangular :
tubing for the base and knee flex-
ion unit. <]

We even add four-bolt steel
plates to both sides of the fulcrum.
Because that’s where the stress is.

And the weight stack is made
of real cast iron plates. Not plastic
covered cement.

dent. At Marcy we’ve been building in-
stitutional fitness equipment for nearly 40
years.

So why settle for anything less. The ll
Bodybar® 2000. See it at better sporting / A |
goods stores everywhere. Or call

1-800-62-MARCY Ext. 44 for
information.

After all, a home gym system
should still be there when you need it.

W AMARCY
WHEN YOU FINALLY
GET SERIOUS.

Well engineered products are no acci- ﬁ

I‘.\

A MACHINE DESIGNED

TO KEEP YOU TOGETHER
SHOULDN’T FALL APART.




Winners always get roses.

You finally did it. Took on the meanest, nastiest And their rose-colored lenses put you in the
mountain run you've ever seen. right frame of mind.

And tamed it. —  That's what it takes to be a winner.

You beat the elements. Just like 3 : Look for SunCloud Rose at winning
Suncloud Rose SunfFilters. They cut ; ; stores and optical shops everywhere.
haze. Slice through glare. Protect _ i F/n “ / If there aren't any left, order yours
your eyes from harmful radiation. Z=Eas =S Al = from us: 2600 South Broadway,
Like no ordinary sunglasses can. === : : ' Los Angeles, CA 90007
Which is why we call them . See you at the bottom of the

SunFilters. Not sunglasses. mountain, champ.
SUNCLOUD ROSE
SUNFILTERS™

To get a full-color poster (24" x 36") of the photograph in this ad, send $2.50 to 1-Ski at the address above.




women, and it is useless to deny this fact of

life. Congratulations 1o all of vour Big Ten
gitls for being honored in this pictorial. [
wish them the best of luck in whatever
endeavors they pursue—from what they
demonstrate in your September issue. they
certainly seem to have it all together.
Denise L. Chilipka
Pittstord, New York

GET DOWN

Just a note of praise for vour shots of

Annc Carlisle (Cult Queen, pLavBOY, Scp-
tember). She's exciting, fresh and talented.
I also appreciate her natural body hair
and wish you would, from tme to time,
feature women who don’t shave under-
arms and legs, as in Europe.

Burt Teague

East Granby, Connecticut

SOFT NEWS
Craig Veuer's Frigud Men (pLavBOY, Sep-
tember) made me respond—willingly.
There is nothing quite like 2 woman who is
ready for sex when vou are not; the only
thing that may be worse is a woman who
jumps into bed saving.
great in bed.” Performance scores are best
left to gymnastic competition.
Hal King

Milwaukee, Wisconsin

“I hear vou're

The Don Juan role is a myth, but men
have to retain some sense of masculin-
ity, just as women must have femininity.
Otherwise, we couldn’t say, “Vie la
différence”” Besides, hardly anvone loves
a wimp. | agree with Dr. Ruth
Westheimer—a man’s ego isn’t that frag-
ile, but men do have feelings, and those
feelings can be hurt, like any woman’s. All
of us should be delicate in the way we
express our needs in a relationship. Frigid
Men sums it up for men very well: If vour
dick’s not in it. then neither is your heart,
and vice versa.

Richard Marun

Gainesville, Florida

BOBBING FOR SARTRE

It is too bad vou use so much obscene
language in pLAvBOYV, cspecially when vou
mix it with macabre thinking and lan-
guage. In September’s Playboy After
Hours, each paragraph has at least one
major offense 10 the scnses: “deep
horseshit,” “fucking,” “plaving with the
balls,” *“French head,” “‘hung,” then
“jacked off;” then “wet dreams,” then

“work on his baton™ and “blown out of

proportion.” That's not very urbane lan-
guage. and [ don’t think Hugh Hefer
would use any of it, with or without provo-
cation, regardless of how liberal his think-
ing is. Other things not found in the more
literate pLavBoY of the past are the visibility
of so-called pubic hair, pictures of guys

‘Toshiba announces a
drastic reduction in
personal stereo.

Toshiba’s Super Mini RP-30. You may not believe your eyes when
you see it. And you definitely won't believe your ears when you hear it. It plays
FM stereo through tiny, earplug stereo headphones. And clips to your belt
or drops in a shirt pocket. Either way, it's a drastic
improvement in personal stereo.

InTouch withTormorrow

TOSHIBA

Toshiba Amenca, ing | 57 Tolowd Road . Wagne. ) 07470

The Bear Paw is @ masterpiece of fine
craftsmanship. Guaranteed against loss forone
year from date of registration.

It comes with genuine leather sheath
for easy carrying.
Uncle Henry lockbacks are
available in many different sizes. Yf;

Wiite for your Iree Schrode Almonoc to Schrode Cutlery Corp | Ellenville NY 12428-0590
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Capture the nig

L
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ht life.

The high-performance X-700.

You can handle anything—in
any light —with the Minolta
X-700 Program System.

In Program mode, you set
nothing —even in flash! The
" system does it all.

[n Automatic mode, you
select the aperture to soften or
sharpen the background. The
system selects the shutter
speed.

In Manual mode, you—and
your imagination — control
everything!

And when the night life
begins, just slip on the
Minolta PX flash and turn on
the Program.

The X-700 does the rest.
Programs perfect exposures by
reading and controlling the
light as the film is exposed.
Gives you flash pictures so nat-
ural they don't look like flash
pictures. No wonder the X-700
is the only camera ever voted
"Camera of the Year” on two
continents.

Be certain that the valuable Minolta U.S.A. 2-year camera/5-year lens limited warranty cards are
packaged with your products. For more information, see your Minolta dealer or write Minolta Corp.,
101 Williams Drive, Ramsey, N.J., 07446. In Canada, Minolta Canada, Inc., Ontario. © 1984, Minolta Corporation.

See the high-performance

X-700 at your Minolta dealer.

Explore the possibilities.

o
MINOLTA

A 72V o\

F VA YAYS

ONLY FROM THE
MIND OF MINOLTA




with balloons in their mouths as if they
were performing lellato and interviews
with the bobbing and ubiquitous Shirley
MacLaine instead of someone like Jean-
Paul Sarure.
John Thicl
Lalayette, Indiana
Shivley will be mtervrewing Jean-Paul
next month.

THE NATURAL
Craig  Veuer's  Against  the Wind
(PLavBOY, September) has given me some-
thing o identify with. 1 married a girl with
a crook in her nose, and she not only never
got around to gettung it fixed, she gained
weight and got ugly 1o boot IFit’s true
that imperfections give us character. then
she would have made Veuer's ears hard.
After 1 went overseas in 1969, [ found out
she was sleeping with my best friend. fus
best friend and somebody none of us liked
very much. In my last letter to her, [ had
her send me a close-up of her face, which |
had blown up into a poster. Then, when
she wrote and told me who she was sleep-
ing with lately, I'd just stare for hours at
her bigger-than-life crooked nose. It gave
me strength to get up, go out and get laid.
(Name withheld by request)

Indianapolis, Indiana

PERFECT SLEEPER
Once again, vou've come through for

me. I have always had this weakness for
blondes, and Miss September. Kimberly
Evenson, leaves me breathless. She is very
beautiful, has a great personality and—as
il that weren’t enough—her athletic tal-
ents make her even sexier. | can hardly
wait to see her as Plavmate of the Year,

D. Dave

Surathmere, New Jersey

I don’t think we have to go anv further
to find the new Playmate of the Year,
Kimberly Evenson definitely gets my vote.
Anv chance of getting another peck at your
future superstar?

J. M. Maxwell
Omaha, Nebraska

Potential superstardom can be a headache,

J.M.. and so can being voused from a deep

steep for a “Dear Playboy” pacture. Next time,
write a lithle later in the day.

t

A simple demonstration of the dynamlc range
of Tc')shlbas stereoVCR.

The dynamic ra

of the Toshiba V-546 is a window rattling, speaker-

blowing 80 dB. And there’s much more to it than meets the ear Such as four
video heads for snow-free slow mo and freeze frame. A 20-function wireless

remote. Plus front loading and 117 cable channels.
Turn it up and you'll either want to buy a new pair

of speakers. Or have to.

InTouch with Tomorrow

TOSHIBA

Toshit Ampnica, ing . 82 Tolowa Road, Wayne, NI 07470

1’?:91 Dynasty

Collection by /
“After Six.- '

Distinctive
formalwear
for the man-~
who wears
success well.

After Six, Inc., 22nd & Markets Sts., Phila., (215) 561-6666

EVERY MAN
DESERVES
HIS OWN
DYNASTY.




© 1984 FRED L. MYERS & SOM CO., NEW YORK, NY 34 PROOF A BLEND OF RUM, FRESH CREAM AND NATURAL FLAVORS

Give the gift they'll savor. The extraordinary
taste of Imported Myers's Original Rum Cream.
Ladle after ladle of pure fresh cream laced with
Myers’s Dark Rum, the world’s richest, most
flavorful rum. All dressed up and ready to give for
the holidays. Wouldn't your friends just love to
try some! Wouldn't you?

IMPORTED CREAM &RUM. YUM!

To send a gift of Myers's Original Rum Cream anywhere in the U.S., call 1-800-243-3787. (Arizona: 602-957-4923). Void where prohibited.




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

IN BRIEF

Jim Palmer, quoted in the Seatile Post
Intelligencer, describes his new emission
standards: “‘I felt very ill at ease when |
first started sitting at a table signing pic-
tures of me in my underwear. It’s funny,
but it’s like when you do an appearance as
a baseball player; they expect you to come
in your uniform. Now that I'm with
Jockey, they expect you to come in vour
underwear.”

L]

Curb your classified! The Port Arthur,
Texas, News ran the following ad: “$100
reward! Lost! Female light brown, short-
haired, looks like a Doberman.”

°

1Us vour life, pal: A Chicago Sun-Times
columnist pondered the following ques-
tion: *'If something comes on a bed of let-
tuce, is it OK to eat the lettuce?”

WASTED SPACE

Not everything is coming up roses at
NASA. After five years and $12,000,000,
the agency is sull plagued by the reluc-
tance of the space-shuttle toilets to func-
tion properly.

On cight of the 12 trips made by Chal-
lenger, Columbia and Discovery, the
multimillion-dollar heads have malfunc-
tioned. Not the least of the problems is the
fact that the equipment must work in zero
gravity. Last vear, Sally Ride and Fred
Hauck had to hx a toilet with a camera
bracket. "It has been very disappointing,”™
said Dan Germany, crew-equipment man-
ager at the Johnson Space Center.
“Nobody likes 1o think that the world’s
greatest right-stull’ guys can’t go up there
and go to the bathroom.”

In years past, astronauts freeze-dried
human waste and broughut it back to earth.
They also experimented with plastic bags,
low-residue diets and, for their occasional

space walks, diapers. In case you want 1o
know what Sowviet cosmonauts do with
their by-products, The Miami Herald
reported that NASA oflicials do not know
but suspect they're thrown overboard.

L ]

The Mainichu Daily News of Osaka,
Japan, told it as straight as it could when it
headlined a story ““HOME MART SOFT. SO CON-
DOM FIRMS HIKE EXPORTS.”

o

Scientific minds of the Du Pont Com-
pany and the Maryland Air Management
Administration are on the case to solve a
baflling problem that Baltimore women
sulfered during last summer’s heat wave.
It scems that large numbers of the women
found that their panty hose disintegrated
during the inclement weather. Researchers
postulate that when sulphuric acid in the
air mixes with high humidity, it can wrn
into an acid mist. The mist then attacks

buildings—and panty hose. Another the-
ory accuses heavy smog, with its nitrogen
oxides and hydrocarbons, which can
attack materials such as rubber and nylon.
We will keep you informed as this story
unravels.

[ ]

In Chicago, the latest step in break

dancing is being performed by the Broke
Dancers—four  out-of-work
who have hit the pavements to make a liv-
ing. They appear on Friday and Saturday
nights wearing three-piece suits, carrying
briefcases and, according to the Chicago

exccutives

Tribune, “boogicing to a ghetto blaster the
sizc of a twin bed.”
.
And how! The nuptials of Miss Pei Eng
Wang and Mr. Ronald Roy Burns were
announced this way in the Akron Beacon

Journal: “BURNS.wWANG.””

o
Thanks, We Needed That Department:
Audiotel, the telephone division of car-
stereo manufacturer Audiovox, now solves
the problem of what to do if you are not in
your car to answer your expensive cellular
auto phone. A new device will tell callers
in a synthesized voice where you can be
reached or will record their local phone
numbers in its memory. If you are within
sight or sound of your car, it can also alert
vou by honking the horn and flashing the
headlights five times.

THE PINSTRIPED SAVAGE
The following  wishful  headline
appeared in the Duluth News-Tribune &
Herald: **U.s. BANKS WRESTLE WITH ARGENTINE
pE.” Next they'll elaim there was a high
yield on the rollover, which led to massive
nflation.

INTERNAL FLOWER STRUGGLE
A recent issue of The Begonian, the pub-
lication of the American Begonia Society,
announced that a member ol its executive

25



A LITTLE LEARNING, INC.

Adult Education Network

INDOOR SUSHI HANG
GLIDING FOR SINGLES  #117
Mon. 8 p.m. Course Fee: $75

Ever wish you could soar through the
air eating raw seafcod—without being
married? Ever wish you could meet
smart single people—without bashing
full face into a sheer clifl? No sweat!
Even if you don’t know chirashi from a
shiksa, you can achieve the age-old
dreams of flight, high protein and per-
manent intimate relationships right in
your own apartment!

Richard Liebmann-Smith hangs out at
The Flying Fish, New York’s hottest
singles susht bar. His seafood has
appeared in The New York Times,
Parade and Our Toun.

FREE WILL—HOW TO GET IT,
HOW TO USE IT #354

Weds. B pm Course Fee: $50

How did Ronald Reagan get to be Pres-
ident? What makes Michael Jackson
wear a big silver glove all the time?
Sure, these biggies have money! Sure,
these biggies have talent! Sure, these
biggies have intense personal weird-
ness! But they also have free will—and
the sizzling savvy to make it work for
them.

In this fun workshop, you’ll start
with a simple act of free will—paying
your course fee in cash, personal check
or registered money order. Then, that
very same evening, you'll move into
more complex choices: Red wine or
white? Wet fly or dry?

Even if you now experience yourself
as the pathetic puppet of deterministic
forces laughably beyond your control,
here’s your opportunity to do whatever
you want for the rest of your life!

Richard Liebmann-Smith can teach

any course he wants.

THE FLY-TYING
EXPERIENCE #425
Thurs. 8 p.M. Course Fee: $45

Now you can unleash the hidden power
in your fingers to create amazingly life-
like insect imitations out of fur, feathers
and space-age synthetics! Get with it!
Get hot! Get moving with the key to
success in the Eighties and meet the
scintillating people who are making the
fly-tying scene.

Whether it’s traditional wet flies, dry
flies, bucktails or streamers—even
those elegant classical salmon dress-
ings—why not whip out your hackle
pliers and go for it?

Today, you may not know Richard
Liebmann-Smith from an Adams; but
in just four fun weeks, he’ll have you
turning out delicate midge nymphs that
will attract stable sexual partners—
and huge rainbow trout!

Richard Liebmann-Smith, author of
Fear of Fly-Tying, stars in the hot fish-
ing videos Creel People and Where's My
Line?

HEY, LOOK! Bring five friends and
your course is half price! Bring a dead
wood duck and it’s free!

WINE PARTY #613 |

Sat. B p.m. Course Fee: $50

Yes, it’s wine spodecodee bop bop, and
there’s no Pouilly-Fuisséing around
when wine maven Richard Lichmann-
Smith uncorks his towering oenological
oexpertise for your ocedification. You’ll
tune into:

* Which wines contain the most

alcohol
* Which foods go with wine
* Which foods contain the most
wine

And while you discover the real high
of wine drinking, you’ll be swept into
the very eye of the Big Apple’s blazing
social maelstrom. Break out the chop-
sticks and gliders to chomp and swoop
through a crisp and clean East Side
apartment. Banzai! Care for another
glass of wine? How about a vin straight
from France? Then grab vyour-
selfl. a dynamite sexual partner and
whip-finish a couple of dozen festive
royal coachmen! Wet or dry, red or
white, married or single—the choices
are all yours on this magical night of a
hifetime!

Richard Liebmann-Smith has a huge
nose.

| CLEAN MY APARTMENT #755 |

Course Fee: $50

Maybe your place is antiseptic, but
what about mine? Here’s the chance of
a lifetime to discover entirely new fluid
patterns of body usage and get plenty
of hands-on cleanser experience. If you
can work a sponge, you’ve got what it
takes to “‘clean up” in the dynamic,
fast-moving world of my apartment!

Section A: Wine stains

Section B: Feather clumps

Section C: Fish detritus

Section D: Wood-duck carcasses

Richard Liebmann-Smith will be back
at five, in case anyone calls. There’s
lunch in the fridge.

Sun. 9 am.

board had resigned his position. A.B.S.
secretary George Ghiotto found himself in
a conflict of interest when he was elected
president of the National Fuchsia Society.
We wonder if the conflict was considered
double-dipping or cross-pollination.

L ]

Talk about cruel and unusual punish-
ment. Consider this headline in the
Orlando, Florida, Sentinel: “KiLLER SEN-
TENCED TO DIE FOR SECOND TIME IN TEN YEARS."

FECKLESS CHAIN-SAW SELF-MASSACRE

Briefly at loggerheads with his own saw,
a Mississippt lumberman found help
before recklessness became necklessness.
“1 cut one big tree,” Forthman Murff told
the Associated Press, ““then all of a sudden
a downdraft pulled a limb from another
tree . . . it fell on my shoulder and knocked
me about ten feet into a ditch.” The 74-
year-old logger fell on his still-running
chain saw, which severed his windpipe
and esophagus and three of his four jugu-
lar veins. “It made me mad,” Murfi said
of finding his head hanging by a thread,
“and 1 just threw that saw off.” He dug
himself out and drove to the nearest house;
a neighbor realized something was awry
and took him to the hospital.

“There’s no way he should have lived
through that,” said Dr. Roger Lowery, a
member of the medical team that helped
Mourfl get his head straight. Dr. Lowery
added that Murfl “‘probably will eventu-
ally be normal.” He'll have quite a hickey,
though.

THE HOWLING

Last summer, the civil rights of 6500
Smithtown, New York, dogs were muzzled
by the town board.

Because of numerous complaints,
Smithtown canines are now prohibited
from barking for more than 15 minutes at
a stretch. Prolonged yowling will cost their
masters $50 for a first offense, $100 for a
second offense and $500 and a possible
15-day jail term for a third.

Irate pet owners have vowed to fight for
“our dogs’ constitutional rights.” In fact,
Smithtown wags have suggested that addi-
tional wording be added to the Equal
Rights Amendment to include both bio-
logical and aesthetic dogs.

.
In Bangkok, the Thai Population and
Community Development  Association

marked the Fourth of July by providing
free vasectomies for 80 men in a mobile
clinic outside the United States Ambassa-
dor’s home. ““What could be more a fitting
celebration of freedom and independence
for couples who have completed their
families?” asked Mechai Viravaidya, the
group’s secretary-general.
.

Who wouldn’t be? According to the
headline in the Broward County, Flor-
ida, Sun-Tattler, “*FIVE-AND-A-HALF-FOOT BOA
CAUGHT IN TOILET; WOMAN RELIEVED."



Wina 1985 Jaguar XJ6!

i Imagine yourself the winner of this sleek 1985 Jaguar XJ6.
f Truly a first class motorcar for those with first class taste.

OFFICIAL ENTRY FORM

Enter the Guinness First Class Taste Sweepstakes and Win Your Own 1985 Jaguar XJ6.
y To Enter: Complete the three words that describe the First Class Taste of Guinness:

ROBUST, —__— = = WH 7 7 0 S Sy v SATISEY TG e e missing word on

the back label of bottles of Guinness or on the Guinness display at your local retailer. See below for complete details.

I certily | am of legal drinking age in my state of residence as of November 1, 1984, Handprint your name, address and completed phrase and mail to:

™ Name iplexse pritld—o—________ ~~~~~~=~ 000000000 GLWESS “RST Cl.nSS I&STE
TAKES

GUINNESS [ SWEEPS

ity S BT, i Zip. L P.0. Box 3779, Syosset, NY 11775
OFFICIAL RULES-NO PURCHASE NECESSARY

1. Ona plan 3" x 5° paper. handpnnk your name,_ address and 7ip code, inchude with your entry the word required to campiete the p The First Class Taste of Guinne: N st,
S hying” The answer may be found on the back label o! bottles of GUINNESS {except in the state ol rlnnmb of on e STAKES
display at parlicipating ﬂ:enuu alcoholic beverage dealers may also wiile lor 2 label facsimile to: GUINNESS LABEL, PO, Box 380 mssel, NY 11775, Requests for a label facsimile
must be recerved by January 1, 1985

2. Enlet a5 ollen as you wish, but e2ch enlry mus! be mailed separalely to: GUINNESS FIRST CLASS TASTE SWEEFSTAKES. PO Box 3779, Syossel, NY 11775, Eninies must be received by
January 31, 1985
3. Winner will Be salacted in 2 random dnrlng from amang all correctly completed eniries racaived by Natioral Judging Institute, Inc., an independenl judging crganization whose
decizions are linel on sll matters relaling to this sweeps Winner may be askad ic execule an atfida wligibllity and releaze. Prize will be and winner nalifing by mall.
Priza Is noniransferable. Winner may elect i he car of & cosh prize of $30,000.00. Tases, and licanting teas, i amy, 3/ the rasponalbility of the indivicual winner. Mo
resporsibliily Iz assumed fer |

4. Swyepstakes gpen to U E ting age n the stale ol Their hei 5 of November 1, 1984, except empl ng neir 1amiies ol GUINNESS-HARP
CORFORATION, its afili Nz prarl: prommhon Agencies, paitic olic beverage wholesalers, retalers, and licensees. and OON JAGCDA ASSOCIATES, INC
This oter is v the MO, UT. PA. DK and wherever g d al lederal, state and local laws

5. For the name of the winnar, sand a stamped. seli-acdrassed emvelope fo: GUINNESS FIRST CLASS TASTE WINNER, PO, Box 3852, Syossnt, NY TITTS.

M’_ Enlries must be received by January 31, 1985, No Purchase Necessary.

© 1564 Imported by the Guinness-Harp Corparation N.Y.. N.Y. 11101
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NOT THE MAKING OF “THRILLER": Once, a musician who had never appeared in a music video met a

horror-film maker who'd never directed one. Eureka, they decided to make one together. Above,
vid virgins Bruce Springsteen and Brian De Palma team up on the Dancing in the Dark video.

RANKIEPHILIA: Every so  often,

English music sprouts a Beatles or a
Sex Pistols, a band with a reputation so
huge at home that a spillover to the United
States is inevitable. This vear’s crop has
yielded Frankie Goes to Hollywood, five bovs
from Liverpool (honest!) who have
breached even the most conservative
domestic strongholds with but two singles,
Relax and Two Tribes. The first, inter-
preted as a paean to homosexual love, was
accompanied by publicity photos  of
Frankie Goes to Hollywood in full leather
drag. It earned the group a BBC ban and
the dogged admiration of at lcast half the
British public, who kept it at the top of
music-trade charts for necarly a vear.
Ascending in its tracks was Two Tribes, an
equally controversial dance groove that
contemplated U.S.-Soviet war.

All the hype has cngendered its own
civil war, being fought right now on the
battleground of English chests. Pro-
Frankic forces are clad in white, oversized
T-shirts with black block letters warning
FRANKIE SAY WAR' HIDE YOURSELF, while the
opposition counters with WE SAY FRANKIE!
GET LOsT! America should brace itself, as
the band (no member of which answers to
the name of Frankie, incidentally) has
recently surfaced here with its album, Wel-
come Lo the Pleasure Dome. —BARBARA PEPE

REVOLUTION NUMBER TEN: “I've
never felt more out of sync with my own
country than [ do now. There’s this horror
show going on all around us, and we're in
this cocoon. 1 don’t feel the horror out
there, the sense of imminent disaster com-
ing that I feel inside me. It feels like the
Fifties-—"don’t bother me, just let me keep
what I have and who cares what happens
beyond our borders?® That's very scary to

me. There’s never been more information
available than there is now—I want peo-
ple to look at ie.”

With those convictions, Steve Van Zandt
put together his second album with the
Disciples of Soul, Voice of America, the first
politically urgent LP in at least ten years.
With the pop world currently caught up in
dancing and loving and loving and danc-
ing, jealousv and androgyny, where does
Van Zandt (formerly Little Steven of the E
Street Band) think he’s going with a revo-
lutionary rock record?

“Evervbody’s a bit nervous about the
fate of Voice of America, because of the old
politics-and-rock-don’t-mix  thing,” Van
Zandt answered. “But ['ve always felt that
rock 'n’ roll is inherenty political. There
may not be another record around like
this, exactly, in terms of being 100 percent
political. Some of the Irish bands, like U2,
are doing something unique and new for
this era, because they're talking about
real-life problems, and that's enough for a
start. [ hope it starts to involve more
bands—that’s the only way it’s gonna
work.

*Do vou know there are 40 wars going

on right now? The paralysis of our fear, of

our reaction to that kind of thing, is what
we gotta fight.” And rock can do that?
“Rock 'n" roll,” he savs with a lethal gaze,
“is about being free.”

Wonder if they'd let a man with carrings
run for President in 19887 —LAURA FISSINGER

NEWS AND SPORTS: Huey Lews is
not the kind of guy who takes a called
third strike. After a 1980 debut album that
didn’t get out of the infield, Huey Lewis and
the News produced their second effort
themselves and came out slugging on the
third, Sports. At last count, four singles

from Sports were in the stands,

While they spent most of the year in
concert and in transit, the boys found time
to make a minor reputation in the major
leagues with their barbershop-she-bop
rendition of the natienal anthem—most
visibly, at last summer’s All-Star Game in
Candlestick Park. How did Huey feel sing-
ing in his hometown ball park for 50,000
live ones and a couple of million watching
on TV?

He answered, “Dave Winfield. Reggie
Jackson. Rod Carew. Those guys were
watching me! After we sang, someone said,
‘Hey, Huey. Ron Cey says the Cubs are on
top now because they play your records
before their games.” Can vou believe that?
Man, my knees went weak.

“l think of my gigs like they were
games,” he continued, “and I keep score.
Some gigs arc three—nothing shutouts.
Some you squeak by ten—nine. We did a
show in Chicago and the reviewer wrote,
‘Blah, blah, Huey Lewis i1s a kinda nice
guy, blah, blah.” I read that and thought,
Wait a minute. That night, we played a
good clean game, no errors. And [ was,
like, three for five!”

Here's wishing you a .350 career
average, Huey, and a gig in Coopers-
town. —PAMELA MARIN

REVIEWS
Hey, if all these English Aock-of-haircut
bands make vou want to nuke the New
Wave, and if heavy-metal exhortations to
get your dick hard leave you limp, here’s
the record for you: Frontier Days (EMI-
America), by The Del-Lords. Named after

——TRUST US——

HOT

Lindsey Buckingham / Go Insane

Michael Hedges / Aerial Boundaries

Bobby & the Midnites / Where the Beat
Meets the Street

Bonnie Pointer / If the Price Is Right

Afrika Bambaataa & James Brown / Unity

NOT

Julio Iglesias / 1100 Bel Air Place
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DRIVING MACE

ar detectors

P].u'q nearly one out of two tm(.lxu S
who own radar detectors own Whistler.
And there’s only one reason.
Performance.
Sp -.trum cunclusively detects all
police ra; trigger
—even 1JL11~.Ld rad.n

y
around curves. If t.here S p(ailce larlar in
the area, Spectrum lets you know—
long before the radar can sense you.

Spectrum also comes in a remote

version that canbe concealed behind
the grille of your car—no one will
know you're using radar protection
except you,

Several imported
generate a signal on the X Band and K

Band frequencies that cause most radar

detectors to “false” But thanks to the
Whistler Pollution Solution, Spectrum
can tell the difference between a pol-
luter and police radar. The polluter sig-
nal is blocked out, while maintaining
maximum range at all times.

F)\CI LQI\' FILTER I\I )DE

Sensitive recei
microwave intrusion alarms, which are
particularly frequent and annoying in
urban areas. Spectrum’s exclusive
Filter Mode allows you to operate z
full sensitivity at all times, even in the

WHISTLER

YADAR DETECTORS

CRFORMANC.

NL.

city. Because the Filter Mode simply
changes the way the Spectrum aler
you when intrusion alarms are pr:

WHISTLER RELIABILITY

Every Whistler comes with a full
parts and labor warranty. But chances
are you'll never have to use it. Because
Whistlers are made to last. They’re the
most reliable, top quality radar detec-
tors on the road.

CALLUS TOLLFREE

Our complete line of superhetero-
dyne radar detectors with dash/visor or
remote mounting options can be found
at over 4,000 dealers across the U.S.

So for th(, dealer near est you call us toll
free now at 1-800 ; In Massa-
c-huqut_ -dll ((wlr

the hefst '1 hdt Sw hy you shnuld drive '
with Whistler.

& isaregistered tradema




~ FOR THOSE IN THE FAST LANE.

R
Clarion. With so many systems to choose from, features like Magi-fune Il ™ efectronic funing, separate
the hardest part about buying one is deciding which  bass and treble equalization and Dolby® noise reduic-
system to buy. There's a full line of AM/FM stereo tion you can lailor the sound fo the way %/uu like
casselle receivers, power amps, equalizer/amplifiers — il. Incredible sound quality and conlrol. That's what
and speakers. Hol-sounding audio units that il put you  makes Clarion the best sounding car system yet
miles ahead of the others. Hear it at your Clarion dealer
And advanced technology places control of Then you'll know:
the sound where it belongs, at your finger-tips. With When it comes {o traveling in the fast lane, nothing
else passes. In fact, nothing else even comes close.
wrne— LR ——— P—— Dolby s a registered trademark of Dolby Laboralories
; OCiion 8550R B \ \ I .
) itk Clarion
= 1335 . . \\::—_,,/ 'CARaAUDIO
g A R R s —Sae SRR S mwm‘rmmarwm

Clarion Corp. of America, 5500 Rosecrans Avenue, Lawndale, CA 90260



the director of The Three Stooges’ movies,
the D.-L.s play traditional rock 'n’ roll—
somewhere between the early Beatles and
Creedence Clearwater Revival—but with
terrific new songs by leader Scott Kemp-
ner, whose concerns range from being in
love with his wife(!) to having fun when
he's broke. No clichés, no obscurities to
prove how artistic he is and no tunes you
can’t happily hum along with. He and co-
guitarist Eric Ambel play their Fenders
where they were meant to be plaved: low
on the neck. And the rhythm section of
Manny Caiati (bass) and Frank Funaro
(drums) could make the collective mem-
bership of the D.A.R. throw their panties
onstage.
.

A new Frank Sinatra album is always an
evenl. LA, Is My Lady (Qwest) is no excep-
tion. Carefully prepared by the singer,
producer-conductor Quincy Jones and key
musicians on both coasts, i1t contains good
material and a few magical moments. But
time is playing its game with Sinatra; he
sometimes lacks the physical edge and the
technical finesse of the past. The ideas,
the conception, the phrasing are there;
only the voice doesn’t consistently deliv-
er. He is helped on this essentially
contemporary-pop album by the jazz fla-
vors brought to it by Lionel Hampton,
George Benson, Frank Wess, Urbie Green,
ct al. Good charts by Frank Foster and
Torrie Zito add weight. If onlv Sinatra had
stayed on the level of Teach Me Tonight and
the title song all the way through.

[ ]

The Modern Jazz Quartet—John Lewis
(piano}, Milt Jackson (vibes), Percy
Heath (bass) and Connie Kay (drums)—
makes a welcome return to records after a
few years away with Echoes—The Modern
Jazz Quartet 1984—Together Again (Pablo).
An ensemble in the best sense of the word,
the group inderprels six originals—three by
Lewis, two by Jackson, one by Heath—
with ease, vitality and unusual thoughtful-
ness, bringing to the music the sort of
expressiveness that comes only with time
and the true melding of talents. Subtlety is
the key to the quartet’s work; all the mate-
rial swings quietly, persuasively, capturing
the listener in a most charming manner.
One wonders, however, what would hap-
pen if all the stops were pulled?

L]

As one of the Bronx unknowns in Beat
Street, Tina B played a ruflian dance-"n’-
roller, entertaining her fellow hip-hoppers
with Nothing's Gonna Come Easy. The song
is one of nine on her first album, Tina B
(Elcktra}, but don’t expect solid pop and
break here, even if the cuts are produced
by dance king Arthur Baker and John
Robie. Fact is, Brooklvn-born Tina B was
weaned on such neighborhood heroes as
Reparata and the Delrons and the Cook-
ies. After such an early education, her
graduation to girl-group lcader on Ooh
Baby and, espeaially, Perception naturally

FAST TRACKS

YOU'LL NEVER BELIEVE THIS ONE DEPARTMENT: The Pittsburgh-based International Hug Cen-
ter, a nonprofit organization that considers everyone a member, has come up with a top-
ten list of the most huggable. You say, “So what?" Wait. The list includes Mother Teresa,
Ling-Ling, the celebrated panda from Washington's National Zoo, and Michael Jackson.
We just couldn't resist illustrating those three famous faces together. So remember:
A kiss is just a kiss and a sigh is just a sigh, but a hug ends up being big news. OK?

CLose SHAVE: Gillette approached ZZ
Top and offered big bucks for Billy
Gibbons and Dusty Hill 1o remove their
heards for a TV ad. No soap. Gibbons
refused, saying that he was too ugly to
do it and the band was too ugly, too.
REELING AND ROCKING: Producer Allan
Carr's latest discovery is disco singer
Sylvester, who has a new stage show and
an album out. Carr is planning to take
his hit Broadway musical La Cage aux
Folles to the silver screen and hopes
to find Sylvester a part in it. . . .
David Bowie has done the sound track
for the new film version of George
Orwell’'s 1984, . . . Ron Wood's flame,
actress Kim Basinger, has found a small
part for Woaodic in 97z Weeks. Says Ron
of acung, “It's just oo much hard
work. They keep making us do it over
and over again. | need an easier life.”
Like hanging out with Keith? . . . The
saga of Purple Rain continues: The
Licensing Corporation of America has
acquired rights to the name, logo and
characters from the film, so vou can
expect buttons, posters and a line of
clothes. What, no purple motorcycles?
NEwsBREAKS: Have you heard about
rock in rio? A 90-hour music festival to
take place in Rio de Janeiro in January,
featuring 14 of the world’s major music
groups, is being put together by the
president of Brazil's foremost adverus-
g and promo frm. These are the
same people who lured Sinatra 10 Rio
and made the Guinness Book of World
Records for attracting the largest one-
night paid audience for a single art-
ist—175,000 people. So dig out your
sun screen. . . . You'll be hearing Julion
lennen’s album from Adantic any
minute. . .. Go out and buy The Life
and Times of Liuttle Richard (Harmony),

by Charles White. You'll never read a
more candid version of carly life on the
road than this one. Richard’s amazing
honesty makes him sound like a decent
guy. . . . With the Jacksons supposedly
getting a $4,000.000 up-front guarantee
for tour merchandising and Ven Halen
grossing more than $500,000 from the
sale of T-shirts and memorabilia dur-
ing a recent three-night stand, yvou can
believe that rock merchandising is a
very hot topic these days. Current pol-
icy, which Journey's manager, Herbie
Herbkert, is trying to persuade audito-
rium managers to change, allows halls
to take 40 percent of the headliner’s
merchandising and 50 percent of the
opening act’'s sales. Says Herbert,
“Even Al Copone took only 50 percent
of your profits, not 40 percent of vour
gross.” Stay tuned. . . . Former Allman
Brothers members Dickey Betts and Chuck
Leavell have teamed up with former Wet
Willie member Jimmy Hall. They're on
the road now and plan an album, but
the first order of business is to find a
good, short name for the band. Leavell
has also been working with Jagger on
his solo album. About that, he says,
“It's definitely Jagger.” Speaking
of Mick, his famous biography is about a
year behind schedule. 1t seems that
Mr. Mouth is having some trouble
remembering certain parts of his life.
Can vou believe it?

RANDOM RUMORS: \We hear that Deep
Purple’s Ritchie Blackmore was turned
down by Vermunt state officials when
he tried to lease a mountain. Blackmore
wanted to put speakers all over the
mountain, play the group’s tapes and
record the results for posterity. We do
love all the grand gestures in rock 'n’
roll. That’s showbiz! —BakkArA NELLIS
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Save up to $20,000
x Latest European Factory Prices: *

4. MERCEDES 300 D $12.905 *
x MERCEDES 190 E (U.S. Model) $1898L} *
x MERCEDES 500 SL $29. 969
x MERCEDES 500 SEL $28.548 *
x AUDI 5000 S (U.S. Model) $14.498 *
x SAAB 900 Turbo (U.S. Model) ~ $14.390 :
x VOLVO GLT (U.S. Model) $15.470
x FERRARI 308GTSi $37.480 *
x PORSCHE 911 Carrera Targa ~ $24.490 *
x BMW318i (U.S. Model) $12.990 *
Shipment from Europe $490-970
* An incredible selection of options
and colours.
e We import ALL models of ALL
manufacturers (34 models of

Mercedes Benz, 21 models of
BMW etc.)

* Prices are guaranteed to be the
lowest in the US.A.

For complete 120 page catalogue, price
list of ov‘i}a'r 800 rnc?c?gls and cgger tgm,
send $35.00 (refundable against
purchase of the car) to:

EMAR INTERNATIONAL

1 Penn Plaza Suite 3300

New York. NY 10119

For Visa and MC orders
call 212-714-0600
Money Back Guarantee
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earns an A-plus, though a shift to belter/
balladeer on Fool and His Money is accom-
plished with equal élan.

.

Zoltan Kodaly isn't sufficiently well
known outside his native Hungary. Joseph
Sefel wants to change that. His Sefel
Records of Canada has issued six albums
of Kodily’s choral and symphonic work
{available in a set or separately) that
should bring him to a larger audience.
Sefel's plan was to take Arpad Jo6—one of
Kodaly's protégés—and match him with
the major Hungarian orchestras (the
Budapest Symphony, the Budapest Phil-
harmonic and the Hungarian State Con-
cert Orchestra) to obtain the most
sympathetic and realistic renditions of
Kodaly’s major works. The better-known
works are the most successful: The Héry
Jénos Svite, the Psalmus Hungaricus and the
Te Deum are all attractively performed on
sparkling digital recordings. The other
selections in the series are earnest readings
but still come off as a little too brooding—
at least for non-Hungarians. But Scfel
Records has a star in Jod, and he and his
sponsor bear further watching. Scfel is a
small company that does things right.

.

Weather Report effectively mingles elec-
tronic and acoustic sounds, multiple ideas
and patterns from several areas of music
on Domino Theory (Columbia), its 12th
album. Showcasing a relatively new edi-
tion of the unit, headed by Joe Zawinul
(keyboards) and Wayne Shorter (saxo-
phones) and including Omar Hakim
(drums), Victor Bailey (bass) and Jose
Rossy (percussion), the LP is slick and
often provocative, but seldom does it cap-
ture the imagination. It catches the ear,
even the pulse of the times but frequently
lacks humanity and depth.

SHORT CUTS

Animotion (Mercury/PolyGram): First
time out for the L.A. band of the same
name. Good dance pop, exciting vocalists.

James Blood Ulmer / Part Time (Rough
Trade): Recorded live at Montreux, this is
guitar future and past.

King Sunny Ade and His African Beots /
Avro (Island): This third LP by Nigeria's
main man evokes the adventure of a trip to
Lagos at one twentieth the cost. So what if
he doesn’t sing in English?

Giorgio Moroder / Metropolis (Columbia):
Giorgio can’t get disco out of his soul even
for this historic new sound track for Fritz
Lang’s masterpiece. But he drives the syn-
thesized tracks to dizzyving heights of agita-
tion and then asks some of the greatest
talents of the pop world to leap, which
they do with varying degrees of success.
Weird stulll

The Best of Gil Scott-Heron (Arista): The
Revolution Will Not Be Televised and other
picces of pre-MTYV social comment. Gil is
still a thrill.

Wendy ©O. Williams / Wow (Passport): A
more apt title would be Whoa.



BOOKS

ore than a decade afier our frst

romp with Isadora Zelda White
Stollerman Wing, the sexy itinerant poct-
ess of Fear of Flying, author Erica Jong
straps her carth-loving protagonist with a
small child, a big house, loads of dough
and a sleazy accountant—and sends her
headlong mto the Eighties. The Isadora of
Parachutes & Kisses (NAL Books) is 39 and
finishing her third marriage. Between her
struggles with writer’s block and the
vagaries of nannies, she enjoys the favors
of **a drugged-out disc jockey . . . a cuddly
Jewish banker . . . a blue-eyed Southern
writer . . . a Swedish real-estate develop-
er . .. alapsed rabbi . . . a well-hung 26-
year-old. . . . Sound like fun? Well, it is, in
a way, for Isadora and for us. Jong writes
rowdy, juicy, delicious sex—sometimes
funny, sometimes agonizing, never, never,
never boring. But, like this mature
Isadora, we need more than a good schiup
to stay tuned. And Jong is unable or
unwilling to let Isadora wrestle with much
more than the bed sheets.

L ]

Stephen King’s unerring sense of what
scares and invigorates us, combined with
Peter Straub’s talent for plot convolu-
tion and spooky undertone, makes The
Talisman (Viking) a thrill-a-minute col-
laboration. Twelve-year-old Jack Sawyer
discovers a parallel plane of existence
called the Territories, where people in
the “real” world have twins and where the
battle between good and evil is fought
tooth and nail. In order to save his dying
mother and her twin, the Territories’ dying
queen, Jack must cross the country and
bring back the mystical Talisman. His trek
leads him through a great deal of won-
drous territory, a bunch of literally terrific
supporting characters and more shime
than a Roto-Rooter man sees in a lifetime.
The Talisman owes a great deal to the
adventure game Dungceons & Dragons. As
a tale of medieval magic, bizarre creatures
and a grand, world-redeeming quest, The
Talisman is a novelized role-playing game.

°

Two books about Vietnam, both worth
reading:

Bloods: An Oral History of the Vietnam War
by Black Veterans (Random House), by
Wallace Terry, is a series of interviews
with 20 veterans ranging in rank from pri-
vate first class to full colonel. It is a book
rich in complexity, prideful of race, haunt-
ing in its voices. ‘1 really feel used. I feel
mampulated. | feel violated,” says one vet-
eran, winner of two Bronze Stars. On the
other hand, an Army captain reports,
“Career officers and enlisted men like me
did not go back to a hostile environment in
America. We went back to bases where we
were assimilated and congratulated. . . . 1
was at peace with myself.” The range of
reactions is wide, and what makes Bloods

From Fear of Flying to grappling with life.

Erica Jong's new novel flies;
more horror from Stephen King;
Vietnam revisited, twice.

Wounds from the Vietnam war are reopened.

so mteresting is the humanity, the individ
uality of the narrators: A Marine remem-
bers the first man he killed; an Army
interpreter recalls his work with orphans
and Vietnamese civilians; a recoilless-
rifleman confesses that when he was 12
years old, he had a vision of war and jail
(he ended up in both); a radarman who
was stationed at Cam Ranh Bay talks
about the case and salety of his assign-
ment, Bloods describes the horrors of war,
yes—but also the diversity of the human
spirit.

Payback: Five Marines After Vietnam
(Knopf), by Joe Klein, is an in-depth

study that was motivated by a frightening
statistic: By 1980, more Vietnam veter-
ans had died since they came home than
had been killed in the war,” writes Klein.
After reading of a Marine vet named Gary
Cooper who went berserk and was killed
by the police in January 1981, Klein vis-
ited Cooper's widow, reviewed scrap-
books, photo albums and memorabilia
from Vietnam and saw this as the sym-
bolic place to begin his search. Cooper led
to Taylor, who led to Steiner, who led 0
Wakeheld, who led to Szuminski. All the
men are white; all led varnied lives, both
before and after Vietnam. Credit Klein
with having created in Payback a book that
reads like a novel but is founded on fact.
L ]

Paul Theroux, one of our favorite writ-
ers, has a book of two short novels out, Half
Moon Street (Houghton Mifllin). In the
first novella, Doctor Slaughter, the heroine,
Lauren, leads a double life. At night, she’s
a high-class prostitute; during the day,
she’s a respected fellow at an institute that
studies international problems. Her spe-
cialty in both lives is the Middle East: its
men, its oil. Lauren is sexy, intelligent—
and dangerously naive. In the second
novella, Doctor DeMarr, Gerald DeMarr
also leads a double life—as himself and as
his identical twin, George. And George
leads a very shady life. We're partial to
Doctor Slaughter, since we'll take attractive
ladies over middle-aged men any dav, but
both stories are entertaining and we rec-
ommend them.

[ ]

James Grady, author of Six Days of the
Condor, has created an uncommon hero
for his new novel—a voung detective who
Jogs, does cocaine and is a fan of Bruce
Springsteen’s. The novel is Runner in the
Street (Macmillan) and the character is
John Rankin, formerly a Washington,
D.C., reporter, currently a capital-city P.1.
Our hero, feeling morally bound to inves-
tigate the mysterious death of a down-in-
the-mouth client, gets caught in a complex
and deadly political maze. Rankin man-
ages to find his way out bur only after suf
fering a bruised body and a bruised ego.
Grady has promised to write other novels
starring Rankin. We certainly hope he does,

BOOK BAG

Computer Gardening Made Simple (Zick),
by Charlic “Chip” DeJardin: Now you
can grow computers in your very own
patch!  With  valuable information on
weather (a hard freeze will damage
VDTs), debugging (ladybugs can tear
apart a kevboard patch) and accessories
(modems, it seems, are related to pota-
toes), this book may pave the way for
canned software from Campbell. Better
put it on your menu.
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MOVIES

By BRUCE WILLIAMSON

nIReCTOR Norman Jewison's A Soldier’s Story
(Columbia) is a riveting screen adaptation
by Charles Fuller of his own Pul-
itzer Prize—winning A Soldier’s Play. There
are still signs of stagy contrivance in the
film's flashbacks, each triggered by cat-
and-mouse interrogations about a murder.
Howard E. Rollins, Jr. (he was Coalhouse
Walker in Ragtime), is the sober investi-
gating attorney, a black Army captain sent
to find out who killed Technical Sergeant
Vernon Waters (Adolph Caesar) on an iso-
lated road outside a Louisiana Army
camp. The time is 1944, when the U.S.
Armed Forces were still segregated, and
Soldier’s Story seethes with complex social
implications  in  its subtext—trickier
because the murder vicum was black,
albeit an arrogant, light-skinned toady
who played the white man’s game. Virtu-
ally stealing the show in a reprise of the
role he created onstage, Caesar is dynamic
as the deceased Waters—a paranoid, tor-
tured racist who showed no mercy to his
“ignorant” black brethren and might logi-
cally have been marked for death by men
of any race, creed or Klan.

Partly because of some flat spots in its
narrative flow, Seldier’s Story cannot
match the high suspense and holding
power that distinguished In the Heat of the
Night, which won Jewison a 1967 Oscar
for best picture {and is still his best pic-
ture). Such hard-edged message movies
are a rarity in our complacent era, but this
showpiece, set to a bluesy musical score
and performed to the hilt by a fine com-
pany, is also a compelling murder mys-
tery, resonant as well as relevant, with
much more to offer than a message. ¥¥¥%

[ ]

Chosen to open this year's New York
Film Festival, Country (Buena Vista) is a
strong, emotionally high-pitched and
superbly acted drama about the plight of
todayv’s American [armer. It also demon-
strates, once more, the blazing talent and
intelligence of actress Jessica Lange: She
coproduced the movie (with William D.
Witthiff, author of the screenplay) and co-
stars with actor-writer Sam Shepard,
hereby boosting his movie-star stock
another notch. Although Country is a rus-
tic catalog of woes, you will be moved
when unfeeling Government agencies start
to foreclose on farm loans, driving families
into bankruptcy after they've tilled the
same land for generations. While she
doesn’t quite become the Norma Rae of
the lowa corn belt, it's Jessica who stands
up to authority when economic pressures
threaten to tear her famly apart.

I'd admire Country more if it were con-
siderably less schematic, since the screen-
play suggests that a cruel incumbent
Administration is out to destroy rural

Rollins and troops in A Soldier's Story.

Three tough, terrific
movies: A Soldier’s Story,
Country and Teachers.

Nolte, Williams earn A's in Teachers.

America—occasionally stating the case so
baldly that the Democratic National Com-
mittee might gladly issue an endorsement.
But the movie also fudges the fine ponts,
letting us wonder whether Shepard and his
neighbors are, as charged, simply inept,
outmoded farmers who cannot see the folly
of raising corn for a guarantecd net loss ol
73 cents per bushel. Country obviously
aspires to he a contemporary Grapes of
Wrath and falls far short of that goal. But

Jessica, Sam and company help bridge the

gap, while director Richard Pearce uses
the American Gothic heartland as a stun-
ning backdrop. ¥¥¥
°

An illiterate former student brings a
lawsuit against a big-town high school lor
allowing him to graduate without an edu-
cation. Ironically named for John F. Ken-
nedy, the school is a hotbed of burned-out
idealism where the plaintifi’s lawyer (Jo-
Beth Williams) arrives to find overwhelm-
ing disorder—one truant being treated lor
a stab wound and the staff psychologist
flipping out, while a certified lunatic walks
in, altogether undetected, and starts teach-
ing American history. What do you call
such chaos? *“Monday™ is the cynical
answer offered in Teachers (MGM/UA), an
angry, often mordantly funny indictment
of U.S. secondary education. Nick Nolte
co-stars with Williams, bringing rugged,
subtle intelligence to a new kind of role for
him, as a once-dedicated teacher who no
longer believes in the system or in his own
ability to communicate. Sure, he falls in
love with JoBeth, herself a former student
who remembers his better years. However,
that touch of conventional movie romance
does not especially lighten the impact of
W. R. McKinney's tough-minded screen-
play, forcefully directed by Arthur Hiller.
Ralph Macchio, Judd Hirsch, Lee Grant,
Allan Garfield and Richard Mulligan
roam the halls performing helpful errands
or hindering progress, while the film’s
sock-rock musical sound track sets the
pace for a pungently topical youth drama
that is actually about something. That in
itsell seems a refreshing change. Shooting
for maximal authenticity in and around an
abandoned school building in Columbus,
Ohio, Hiller mounts a strong case against
our obwse educational bureaucracy.
There may be an edge of overkill in his
polemic, but Teachers also throbs with the
lively sting of truth. ¥¥¥

°

JoBeth Williams turns up again as the
star of American Dreemer (Warner), scem-
ingly on sabbaucal from her sobering stint
in Teachers. Another American-in-Paris
romantic comedy, Dreamer introduces a
suburban wife and mother who wins a
writing contest, takes her first-prize trip
abroad, gets bumped on the head and
wakes up believing she’s the heroine of the



Y T
>
-~ e
" B
3
e

EEEEe

[N

I

ed by Witham Grant & Sons, inc. NY, NY

FFrangelico

IRRRRRRRRRRRRREERR RS

They'll know it was you.

Bf a n g e NG

The exquisite Italian liqueur created from wild nuts, berries and herbs. About fifteen dollars a bottle.
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Pulsar200I'and other Pulsar watches available at:

ALASKA
ZAES e g e T . .All locations
ARIZONA
BHDADWAY SOUTHWEST . . . .. Al localions
BOECHEKE b 5 i aiies s Al locations
CALLIEWELERS i« o -5 vaai v 3 locations
DICKSONS JEWELRY . . 54 Wesl Main, Mesa
EDEN
JEWELRY . . . .1158E Florence Bld, Casagrande

FEILJEWELRY .. ........... Bullhead City
FIEDS JEWELRY . .. . | 60 E. Congress, Tucson
GOLDART . ;. sha . . .Phoenix, Scotisdale

GOLDCRAFT _
JEWELRY . WIe,r Bank Cr. Phoenix

HERITAGE JEWELERS . . Ath Ave, Yuma

JEWELRY STORE . Phoenix

KYNNS JEWELRY . ﬂpacne Jmclm &N'ﬁa
LARSONJEWELERS . . ..« cs..
MISSION JEWELERS .. ... . Mosl Iocaliu'ls
OTTO SCHMIEDER & SON . .. .. 3 locations
RASKIN JEWELERS . . .. . .. . .Phoenix
RASKINS JEWELER . ... .. ... .. Prescott
SUNBURST JEWELRY . 9% Unmatsly Tucsm
THE RINGMAKERS .

WALTERS JEWELRY . . Park Mall Cr Tucsm
WATCH TREE . ... . Westridge Mall, Phoenix
ZALES .. ........ ... .Paticipatinglocations
CALIFORNIA
ATREPPERJLR . .. . _ Kaiser Bidg, Oakland
AV JEWELERS . . 43935 15th St W, Lancaster
ACCUTIME JEWELERS . 149 Plaza, Pasadena
ALCAZAR
JEWELERS . . . 115 0Farell. San Francisco
AMERICA » -
JEWELERS . . . . . N Weslern Ave, Hollywood
ANDERSSON
398 N. Paim Canyon, Palm Springs
ARMEN JEWELS . .123 D'Farrell, San Francisco

ARNOLD KOVIN JEWELERS . Nd)mal Clhf
ARNOLD'S JEWELERS

AUSTIN JEWELERS . Town Cenler. Pal'n Oesen
BARRY'S JEWELERS

BEITZ JEWELERS . . 124 Mill SI, Grasswley
BENNETT JEWELERS. . . . . .. Panorama City
BITTERMAN

JEWELERS. 10 No. School St, Lodi
BOB ROBERTS JEWELERS . Tahoe. Truckee
BORELLI JEWELERS. . 2051 Pacilic, Stockion
BULLOCK'S Al locanms

CARRIAGE JEWELERS. City
CARTERS JEWELERS . 901 Cmtmme Tracy
CENTRAL

ELECTRIC. . ... .. 1054 S Man, Los Angeles
CHASE JEWELERS. . ‘San Leandro
CLASSIQUE

JEWELERS .. 165 Powell, San Francisco

CLIFFORDS JEWELERS 328 Broadway, Chico
CONTEMPO 14K 110 E 9ih Street, LA

DAVE TIPP JEWELERS 3103&%
DAVIS JEWELERS . 16 S‘IVE

DIAMOND DESIGNS
DUDENHOEFFER JEWELERS . . EICam
EARL M SIEGLITZ JEWELERS Calexico
EODWARDS JEWELERS . Spring St. Biythe
EMERSON'S INTRINSICS _Escondido
EMPORIUM-CAPWELL . All locations
EUGENE'S

JEWELERS . . ... Vermont Ave, Los Angeles
FASHION JEWELERS . . . . Huntinglon Beach
FELDMAR 9000 ... WPico, Los
FINELLS JEWELRY ... ... ... (Carlspad
FONTANA JEWELERS . 10044 Sierra, Fontana
14K JEWELRYMART .. ... .... .. HToro
FRED MAYER . . . B917 Sanla Monica Bivd, L A.

GILBERTS .JEWELERS & GIFTS Belle Glade
GOLD NGEM . Oceanside

GOLDRUSH JEWELERS Stockbn
GUADALAJARA . 223 W 41h S, Santa Ana
HAIGS . . 6219 Sunset Bivd, Hollywood
HAROLD AND PAUL JEWELERS . Villejp
HARRIS CO. DEPT STORES . . . Al lpcations

HARRYS . Santa Monica Mal, Santa Monica
HATFIELDS JEWELERS . . .. . .. Al localions
HOWARD DIAMOND CO.. . . . . Los Angeles
HUDSON GOODMAN ;
JEWELERS ... . ........ __Mlfocations
INTERNATIONAL JEWELRY. . San Francisco
JRS JEWELRY .. 1215 Tara Hils Dr, Pinole

JANS JEWELERS . .Hawthomne Blvd, Hawthome
JANTZ JEWELERS . . 1484345 7th, Victorvitle
JENSEN & TALBERT . 24 Fashion Sq, Torrance
JEWELRY-WATCH

SERVICE CTR. _Thousand Oaks
JOHNSON & FEIGE JEWELERS Sacramenio
JONES JEWELRY . . ... 748 Main St, Red Blufl
KING JEWELERS . Oownlown Chula Vista
KOVAC JEWELERS . . 11729 Petticoal, Norwalk
LAILEY & CO. . .. 8962 Huntington, San Gabriel

LAMBERT

JEWELERS .. ... 569 5th St Wesl. Sonoma
LATIMN

JEWELERS San Francisco, Stockton. San Jose
LAUREL JEWELERS. .. .. .. .. Studio City
LAWSON'S JEWELERS . . Most locations
LEROY'S JEWELERS . _All locations

LESLIE'S JEWELERS 612 Main S, Susanvile
LOS ANGELES DIAMOND CO. _Los Angeles
MAJESTIC JEWELRY . . 6332 WThird SL.L.A.
MARTINS JEWELERS 245 Veron St, Roseville

MARVIN LEWIS JEWELERS. . . . . Brawley
MAYA JEWELERS . . = 108 W 4th SI, Santa Ana
McDONALDS

JEWELERS . . ... .. 908 Grant Ave, Novalo
MEYERS JEWELERS . Al localions
NAIEERS 5, ki S s s 2l s Al locations
MISSION JEWELERS. .San Qiego
MITCHELLS JEWELERS . . South Lake Tahoe
MONTE MART JEWELRY . . ... ... . Salinas
NORTHRIDGE JEWELERS [Fair Oaks
OHRBACH'S . ' All localions

PARK AVENUE JEWELERS. Hurlngbn Beach
PASEQ JEWELERS . 330N Lantana. Camarilo
PECKS JEWELERS . ‘Stockion
PETRI&RCO .. .. 118Pmeﬁ SanFrartlsoo
QUALITY IMPORTS .. Culver City
R.J.S WATCHWORLD . Westlake
RAVITS WATCHES & CLOCKS San Francisco

RINGMAKERS Al locations
ROBERLY'S
JEWELERS. . . . . .1094 N Stale Coll. Anaheim

ROPERS JEWELERS 818 Lincoln Way, Aubum

%E ERS 6235 Broadway, Los Angeles
J EERSE . I

RUBEN & SON . 3156 Pac. Coasl Hwy, Torrance

SAMUELS JEWELERS Qaknidge Mall, San Jose
SAMUELS JEWELERS Sunnise Mall, Citrus Hts
SAN LORENZO JEWELERS . . . San Lorenzo
SANDY'S JEWELRY . ... .. (Canoga Park
SCHILLERJEWELERS. . . . . San(Qiego
SCOTTS VALLEY JEWELERS . . Scots Valley
SELWYNJEWELERS . . . ....... I'b%rwlewaod
SEYMQURS JEWELERS . Los
SHIPSBELL. .

Ridgecrest
SOL SWARTZ JEWELERS . . . Bmw Hills
SOLORIOS JEWELERS 520 E. Main, Slockion
SWISS AMERICAN JEWELERS Los Angeles
TALBERT JEWELERS. . Alllocations
TELL-TIME . . Two Los Angeles localions
THE BROADWAY .. ... ... ... Al locations
THE DIAMOND CONNECTION . Hawthome

THE JEWELSCENE ... . Westminsier
THE JEWEL SHOP . Santa Monica
THE JEWELER. . ............... Visa
THE PAPERTREE .. .. .. ... San Oiego

THE WATCH CONNECTION . . . Costa Mesa

TIME CENTER. . .1894 Harbor Bivd, Cosla Mesa
TIME CENTERII . . 1200 PC.H, Hermosa Beach
TOSHIE'S .. ... ... 200 Powel, SanFrancisco
VAN GUNDY

JEWELERS . 325 S Mls Flli leura
WALLACE .
WAYNE ORR JEWELERS _ COS!BHESB
WILLIAM PITT JEWELERS - . . Al localions

WM STROMBERG JEWELERS . . Hallywood
WOODY'S JEWELERS 532 Main St, Woodland
YE OLDE WATCH

SHEOBFE .y a: i) Sierra Hwy, Palmdale
HAWAII

BLEKANIMBE vesvpdors v £ Honolulu
AL WONDER

JEWELERS . . Wahiawa Shopping Cir
BOBSJEWELERS . ...... 110 Kam Ave, Hilo
COMMUNITY JEWELERS . . ... .. Honolulu
CUONG'S WATCH SERVICE . _Honolulu

EDS JEWELERS. . . _ | Maui Mal, Kahului, Maui
HALLMARK

JEWELERS: &!i 4 .Ala Moana Shopping Ctr
HAN YANG GIFTS & SPORTS. . . . Honolulu
HILLS SOLID GOLD & GEMS . . .. Honolulu
HONOLULU TIME SERVICES . . . . Honolulu
HOWARDS CREDIT

JEWELERS . . . . Fort St. Mall, Oahu
KANESHIGE

JEWELERS . . Maui Mall, Kahului, Mau

KAUAI JEWEL CAM . . .. 4286 Rice St, Lihue
KUNIYOSHI JEWELERS 161 Keawe St, Hawau
LIBERTYHOUSE .. .. . ... Honolulu
ROBERT'S 14 CARAT ROOM . . . Hanapepe

SECURITY DIAMOND &

CONRAD JEWELERS . Honolulu

IDAHO \

CALL JEWELERS . ... ... 4idaho localions
JENSEN'S JEWELERS . . . Allidaho locations
SCHUBACHS

JEWELERS. . . .. Chubbuck. idano Falls
FELESL i uinins . Parlicipating locations
ZE N5 Pocatello, idaho Falls

MONTANA
BARNES JEWELRY . . . ... ... 2 locations
BARONSJEWELERS . ... .. . .... Bilings
LONE MOUNTAIN JEWELERS . . Bozeman
MONTAGUES JEWELERS | Billings
MORAN'S JEWELERS . Great Falls
ROBINSON JEWELERS . s Harvie
ROBIN Great Falls
SCHUBACHS JEWELERS . .Billings. Missoula
ZALES . . . 3 Paricipating locations
EVADA

COFFEE JEWELERS B5 S Main, Falion
M-J CHRISTENSEN

JEWELERS . Las w.gas
SAMUELS JEWELERS |
TIMESQUARE ... ... Park Lane Cenler, Rem
ZBLES : 5o Participating locations

OREGON
HARRY RITCHIES JEWELERS . Al locations
LIEFELDS JEWELRY 1811 Cm_l'nbla. St Helens
MEIER & FRANK . .All locations
SAMUELS JEWELERS . Salem
STEVENS & SON JEWELERS Portland, Salem
TRINETTE'S JEWELERS . . Mall 205, Portland
WATSON'SJEWELRY. 138 £ Main St Hermision

ZALES . . Participaling locations
UTAH
HERITAGE DIAMOND CTRS. . . All locations
SCHUBACH'S JEWELERS . . . . Alllpcations
ZC ML it . et All locations
WASHINGTON
DAVID ALAN JEWELERS . . . . Sunnyside
GILLIS JEWELERS . . . . Lake City Way, Seattie
RUNYAN'S JEWELRY . 327 NE 4ih Ave, Camas
SAMUELS JEWELERS . . ... . Vancouver
SHELLAN JEWELERS . . . . . Mount Vernon
THE BON FINE JEWELRY . . . .12 Ipcations
THE DAHNKEN COMPANY . . . Lynnwood
ZREES) »on v b b ot e i, Most locations
WYOMING

SAMUELS JEWELERS . : Chehmre
SATHER'S JEWELERS. Evanston, Green Rivers
SCHUBACH'S

JEWELERS i v iivisas Rock Spangs. Casper
ZALES 2 : Al localions

PUERTO FIIOO

ZALES . ooy

*Subject to m':illdbiln'y.
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PLAYBRBOY

cloak-and-dagger novels she devours back
home. Willitams strikes me as far too sensi-
ble to play a madcap amnesic adventuress,
but she’s believable enough for a fitful,
occasionally fatuous fantasy that’s spirited
but lacks the stylish script and direction
necessary to sustain it. England’s Tom
Conti and ltaly’s Giancarlo Giannini are
the overqualified talents wasted in the triv-
ial task of helping JoBeth keep American
Dreamer lighter than air. Although easy to
watch, all three look like hardball players
tossing around toy balloons. ¥¥v,
°

All about birds and bees, pistils and sta-
mens, lesbians, lust, voyeurism and other
arcane erotica, the Australian-made Man
of Flowers (Spectrafilm) introduces an art
collector and aesthete (played by Norman
Kaye) with peculiar habits. After hiring a
model (Alyson Best) to remove her clothes
to the strains of the “Love Duet” from
Donizetti’s Lucia, he usually races across
the street to play soulful solos on a church
organ. And that’s not the kinkiest wrinkle
in this arresting, fastidiously photo-
graphed movie, a Silver Hugo winner in
1983’s Chicago International Film Festi-
val, by Paul Cox, who also made the prize-
winning Leonely Hearls a couple of years
ago. Kaye, who starred in both movies,
won Australia’s best-actor award for Man
of Flowers, in which he underplays so skill-
fully that every quirk begins to seem sec-
ond nature. An altogether original flm
maker, director Cox is often puzzling, but
he’s seldom dull. ¥¥%2

*

Drenched in the neon lower-depths
atmosphere of 42nd Street at its nastiest,
Fear City (Fox) is an effective slice-of-life
thriller about a psychopath at large in the
fleshpots of Manhattan. Sexy women
are his targets, several of them involved
with a team of Broadway strip-show
bookers played by Tom Berenger and for-
mer top male model Jack Scalia—both
excellent, though considerably classier
than their real-life counterparts might be.
Melanie Griffith is poignant and just right
as a stripper and sometime junkie who'd
be Berenger’s steady if he could be faithful
and she could stay straight. She’s also the
killer’s target, of course, because that’s
how these things are managed. Rae Dawn
Chong, Ola Ray and Maria Conchita
stand out among the potential victims,
with nice bits by Rossano Brazzi as a
Mafia don and by Billy Dee Williams as a
cynical detective. While the title and sub-
ject matter smack of sleazy sexploitation,
Fear City is surprisingly effective as a top-
grade B movie. From a knowing screen-
play by Nick St. John, director Abel
Ferrara—who first attracted attention
with an eerie little shocker called Ms.
45—scores again, maintaining keen sus-
pense but minimizing gore. I hesitate to
spoil him with overzealous praise, but
Ferrara’s growing film-wise finesse proves

In Man of Flowers, Kaye finds Best's classical peeling appealing.

Quirks from Australia,
pastoral charm from France
and a gritty U.S. thriller.

Ducreux, Azema in their Sunday best.

again that a movie can generate edge-of-
your-seat excitement without buckets of
blood. ¥¥v2
°

Life itself is the subject of A Sunday in the
Country (MGM/UA Classics), a captivat-
ing period piece that has the charm and
delicacy of a bucolic small-scale canvas
by Renoir or Seurat. Writer-director
Bertrand Tavernier won a best-director
award at the 1984 Cannes Film Festival for
this sensitive adaptation of a novel by
Pierre Bost. With a superb cast headed by
Louis Ducreux, as a comfortably settled
old widower who's had some modest suc-
cess as a painter, and Sabine Azema—
altogether brilliant as his  giddy,
glamorous daughter, who pops down from
Paris in her vintage motorcar—Sunday's
concerns are universal, poignant, timeless.
Old Monsieur Ladmiral’'s two children,
his beloved Irene (Azema) and his dullish
son Gonzague (Michel Aumont), along

with Gonzague’s wife and several off-
spring, come to spend a sunny summer
Sunday. To the accompaniment of buzzing
flies, they all become part of Tavernier’s
finely orchestrated set of unanswerable
questions about love, ambition, art, loneli-
ness, old age, death and sibling rivalry. It
is all quite literary and languid, to be sure,
and such ruminative philosophizing on
Alm is decidedly not for everyone. But if
you're family-oriented and even vaguely
responsive to vibrant vignettes of life in a
far simpler day and age, Sunday’s a soul-
filling feast. ¥¥¥'2
°

Seemingly serious, Bill Murray floun-
ders in Tyrone Power’s footsteps as the
soul-searching hero of The Razor's Edge
{Columbia), the W. Somerset Maugham
semiclassic first filmed back in 1946.
Murray plays it almost straight in this ear-
nest, oddly askew remake, which he also
adapted in collaboration with director
John Byrum. Murray necdlessly tosses in
some obvious touches of Saturday Night
Live shtick, as if to spruce up the tale of a
well-to-do World War One veteran whose
quest for intellectual and spiritual fulfill-
ment takes him from Middle America to
Paris to a mountaintop in Tibet. It was
kitschy and corny on film the first time
around, yet Tyrone exuded somberly
handsome star power opposite Gene
Tierney (as his discarded fiancée) and
Anne Baxter (who won an Oscar as the
doomed Sophie). Catherine Hicks and
Theresa Russell replace Gene and Anne,
respectively, and both are better than ade-
quate; James Keach and Denholm Elliott
competently manage other major roles.
All, however, try in vain to connect with
Murray, who deadpans his way through
the story, clearly marching to a different
drummer. He is apparently so bankable
nowadays that his whims become manda-
tory in Movieland, but this top-Billed
Razor's Edge smacks more of Murray than
of Maugham and is apt to be remembered
as a textbook example of ambiuous,
audacious—and flamboyantly wrong—
chemistry. ¥¥
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ELEMENTARY PROTECTION.
FOR LIFE.

WE KEEP THE ELEMENTS IN THEIR PLACE. Never again will rain or snow or
desert winds come between you and a great picture. 7/

All Kiwi bags—for cameras, video cameras and recorders— A2 “Q/
feature waterproof DuPont Cordura® nylon, Eam—proot zippers, ///"oa%: U
nﬂg&goot thread and high impact, non-disintegrating foam
pa g.

Kiwi is tough protection for fragile things. And our Lifetime
Guarantee stands behind it.

INSTANT ACCESS FOR ANY CAMERA SYSTEM. Adjustable, padded Organizer
Inserts protect any camera while leaving it ready-to-shoot. Bags come in
eleven basic sizes for just about any camera system and adaptable to any need.

A CUSTOM BAG FOREACH VIDEO RECORDER. No matter where they put the
battery compartment or the cable connections, we've got them covered with
all-wecather protection. Custom-fitted for over 40 models.

NO BAG CRADLES A VIDEO CAMERA LIKE A KIWI. We treat your camera
like the expensive, delicate machinery it is. And some of our bags are big
enough to hold your video recorder, too.

ALL-WEATHER PROTECTION. A CUSTOM FIT. INSTANT ACCESS.
COMPLETE ADAPTABILITY. AND A LIFETIME GUARANTEE.

NOBODY GIVES YOU ALL THIS FOR THE PRICE OF A KIWL

Kiw

CAMERA AND VIDEO BAGS
6721 NW. 36th Ave., Miami, Florida 33147 pBi2-84

< NORTHERN MERCANTILE 1984 WRITE FOR OUR FREE 12 PAGE CATALOG AND FOR THE DEALER NEAREST YOU.




MOVIE SCORE CARD

capsule close-ups of curvent films
by bruce williamson

All of Me Reincarnation made riotous
by Tomlin and Martin. IV,

Amadeus An enthralling Mozart bio by

Milos Forman and Peter Shafler. ¥¥¥%

American Dreamer (See review ) Amnesic

housewife lets her hair down in gay
Paree. ¥Wie
Bolero John Derek’s picturesque but

puerile erotic lantasy offers a lot of

bull—also a lot of Bo, lookin™ good. ¥¥
The Brother from Another Planet Black
outer-spaceman visits the inner city. ¥¥
Cal Today's Ircland with love, plus a
pack of troubles. ¥y
Careful He Might Hear You Kid's-eve view
of a custody fight down under—the
best new Aussie import. WYY,
Carmen Placido Domingo serenades
Bizet's baaad lady. ¥¥y
Choose Me Keith Carradine taking many
a sip in a wry toast to romance.  ¥¥%
Comfort and Joy Another canny-5Scot
comedy from the Bill Forsyth saga. ¥¥¥
Country (See review) Hard times for
Lange and Shepard down on the
farm. ¥y
Fear City (Sece review) Cruising Man-
hattan with a homicidal maniac. ¥¥%
First Name: Carmen Jean-Lue Godard
has his day with the classical slut, ¥
Flashpoint Kris Kristoflerson and Treat
Williams, right on target. Y
The Gods Must Be Crazy Have slapstick,
will travel into darkest Africa. W,
A Joke of Destiny The cream of the jest is
Tognazzi. ¥V
Love Streams (assaveles comes a crop-
per. Sodden. ¥
Man of Flowers (Sce review) Australian
erotica, blossoming very brightly. ¥¥v2
Oxford Blues At school in England, Rob
Lowe studies a broad. ¥
Places in the Heart Depression years
in Texas with Sally Field. YYY Ve
Purple Rain Prince makes it pour.  ¥¥¥
The Razor's Edge (Sce review) Bill
Murray cutting up with Maugham. ¥¥
Red Dawn John Milius’ hate-mongering
valentine to World War Three. ¥
Secret Homor Richard M. Nixon,
through a glass darkly. ¥y
A Soldier’s Story (Sce review) In this
man's Army, murder will out.  ¥¥¥%
A Sunday in the Country (See review)
French provincial, and fine. YL

Teachers (See review) Telling tales out of

school—not a pretty story. ¥y
Tightrope Eastwood in high gear as a

kinky cop on a killer’s trail. ¥4
Until September Paris when 1t siz-
zles . . . well, sort of. ¥y

The Woman in Red Kelly LeBrock is her
name; that’s all vou need to know. ¥¥

¥YVY Don’t miss
¥¥Y Good show

¥¥ Worth a look
¥ lForget it

Handsewn

More comfortable
because our
Handsewns are fully

FRYES.

leather lined. With soft, cushioned leather insoles.
Stylish in Burnt Cherry and Burnt Sugar. And in the COmplete

range of traditional colors you've come

to expect from Frye.

JOHM A, FRYE SHOE CO., B4 CHESTHRNUT ST., MARLBOAD, MASS. 01752, (61 71 481-0600

REMOVES VOCALS FROM RECORDS!
The THOMPSON VOCAL ELIMINATOR

can remove most or virtually all of a
lead vocal from a standard stereo record

and leave most of the background
untouched! Record with your voice or
perform live with the backgrounds. Used
in Professional Performance yet connects
easily to a home component stereo
system.

Not an equalizer] We can prove it
works over the phone. Write or call for
a free brochure and demo record on the
Vocal Eliminator and our full line of
audio products.

write to: LT Sound, Dept. PB,

PO Box 338, Stone Mountain, GA 30086

For 24 hour Phone Demo
call (404) 493-6879

For a free Brochure and Demo Record call:

TOLL FREE: 1-800-241-3005—Ext. 47
In Georgia Call (404) 493-1258

[ g (]
American Classic
This Fine Art American Classic print, |
reminiscent of the best 40s calendar art,
is available through our gallery.
Our full-color musevm quality print
has been reproduced using the finest inks

and paper. Suitable for framing at your
local galler}' it measures 16" x22" .

r AT EEEE I G N .
Send check or moﬂey order to -I
I American Classic P.o. Box 83966, San Diego, CA 92138 '
Please send copies of the American Classic Print
|| 5299 each (includes shipping. handiing and postage) to:
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I ADDRESS oo I
CITY _ STATE_____ZW______ _
L Salisfaction guaranieed or yowr money back
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COMING ATTRACTIONS

By JOHN BLUMENTHAL

iboL cossik: 20th Century-Fox is keeping
details of Ron Howard’s new flm, Cocoon,
in, well, a cocoon of secrecy. Starring Steve
Guttenberg, Hume Cronyn, Jessica Tandy,
Maureen Stapleton, Wilford Brimley, Don
Ameche, Tyrone Power, Jr., and Gwen Verdon,
the film is billed as a “science-fantasy/
adventure,” with elaborate special cffects,
courtesy of George lucas’ Industrial Light
& Magic, costing in the vicinity of
$17,000,000. It’s director Howard’s most
ambitious project to date. Due for a
Christmas 1985 release, Cocoon also marks
the screen debut of Raquel Welch's daugh-
ter, Tahnee. . . . Ex—Charlie’s Angel Jaclyn
Smith has been signed to play the lead m
NBC-TV’s three-hour biopic of Florence
Nightingale. . . . The long-awaited sequel
to Chinatouwn, titled The Two Jakes, is set to
begin production soon, with Jack Nicholson
reprising his famous shamus role and Bob
Towne directing from his own script. . . .
Michael Caine, Anthony Andrews and Victoria
Tennant will top-line the film version of
Robert Ludlum’s best-sclling thriller The
Holcroft Covenant.
)

HOT STUFFE: Some of you may recall a book
by Elizabeth McNeill that caused quite a stir
some years back: 912 Weeks, the story of a
torrid love affair that lasts only nine and a
half weeks. In fact, you may have read the
story in PLAYBOY's April 1978 issue. Well,
the movie version is finally on the way,
directed by Adrian (Flashdance) Lyne and
starring Kim Basinger and Mickey Rourke as
the couple who go through the ups and
downs of an intensely passionate affair.
I’m told the flick will be highly erotic, yet
soft-core enough to rate an R. Says direc-
tor Lyne, ““This film is about the kind of
passion ‘that verges on lunacy.”” A spring
1985 release date 1s planned.

L]

No HITTER: In Columbia’s The Slugger's
Wife, Neil Simon returns to one of his most
durable themes—the mismatched couple.
Michael (The Great Santini) O'Keefe plays
the Atlanta Braves’ home-run king, Darryl
Palmer, a player at the top of his form.
He’s married to a rock singer, played by
Risky Business’ sexy Rebecca De Mornay.
When the slugger’s wife decides to leave
him and focus on singing, Palmer’s hitting
streak abruptly halts. Dircctor Martin (The
Front) Ritt makes a rarc acting appearance
as Braves manager Burly DeVito, the man
whose job it is to get his star slugger out of
his slump (he tries everything from liquor
to smooth talk o a wife look-alike).
Directed by Hal (Being There) Ashby, The
Slugger’s Wife co-stars Randy (The Last
Detail) Quaid and is sct for a spring 1985
release.

°

EXTRATERRESTRIAL DEPARTMENT: John (Escape

Jfrom New York) Carpenter's latest entry into

Science-fiction-film fans may find two treats in their holiday stockings, with the release
of MGM/UA's 2010 (you read Arthur C. Clarke’s novel in PLAYBOY two years ago) and Colum-
bia's Starman. That's Bob Balaban at the air lock of the space vessel Discovery (above) in
the sequel to 2001: A Space Odyssey. Below, Karen Allen, as a Wisconsin widow, and
Jeff Bridges, playing an alien, become involved in an unusual intergalactic romance in Starman.

the box-office sweepstakes is an s-f yarn
called Starman, starring Jeff Bridges, Karen
Allen and Charles Martin Smith. Bridges
plays an alien stranded on earth who finds
himself in the Wisconsin home of the
recently widowed Allen and takes on the
human form of her departed hubby. In
three days, the mother ship is scheduled to
pick him up at Meteor Crater, Arizona,
some 2000 miles away. Pursued by
the U.S. Army, the two make the trip and,
on the way, fall in love.
.

BIKE PaTHS: Director John (WarGames)

Badham and screcnwriter/playwright Steve

(Breaking Away) Tesich have teamed up to
make Warner Bros.” American Flyer, the
story of two boys who, separated by the
death of their father, reunite during a
grueling three-day cross-country bicycle
race. Director Badham calls it “*a mixture
of action and character . . . sct against
the biggest bicycle race in America.” Star-
ring David Marshall (French Postcards)
Grant, Kevin (7estament) Costner, Rae Dawn
Chong, John Ames, Janice Rule and Alexandra
(Christine) Paul, American Flyer will pre-
micre next spring.
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When Shah Jehan saw the contractors bid, did he say
“Make the pool a little smaller”?

Cutting corners is unthinkable when creating a
masterpiece. This is a principle we keep in mind during the twelve
long years it takes to create Johnnie Walker Black Label.

It has every right to be expensive.

Johnnie Walker
Black L‘aﬁbgl Scotch
YEARS i-.l 2:;‘ OLD
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By ASA BABER

“I UNDERsTOOD why they were stealing,”
Swanee said. “Korea was poor as hell and
the country had been occupied for vears
by different armies. But that didn’t make
my job any easier. We called the Korean
men who stole for a living “slicky boys.” It
was an unwritten policy that it was our
responsibility t stop them from robbing
us blind.”

There was a lot of tension in Korea
in 1962. Swanee—his name is Dave
Swanson, but I've always called him
Swanee—was a rifle-company command-
er there, a recent graduate of West Point
and a career military officer. One day, his
men caught a Korean slicky boy inside
their compound. In the process of captur-
ing him, thev roughed him up. Swanee
was involved in that incident, rubbing dirt
in the man’s face and spanking him with a
light stick.

“He had some bruises and a sprained
finger,” Swanee said. “Then, two davs
after we arrested him, somebody filed
charges against us. It was a politically sen-
sitive time, and somebody decided to
make an issue of it. I was charged with
unjawful arrest, assault and battery and
making a false official statement. 1 did
make a false statement: [ said at first that I
had been the only person involved.”

Swanee paid high dues for his actions.
He was reprimanded, fined, relieved of
command. Although senior officers spoke
well of him—his battle-group commander
called him the best company commander
he had—charges were still pressed.
Swanee finally cut a deal. “I made a pre-
trial agreement to plead guilty if they’'d
agree not to kick me out of the Army. I
wanted to stay for a full career.”

Well, he came close. But that incident in
Korea was a blot that no amount of cour-
age could erase.

By 1966, Swanee was a rifle-company
commander again: Alpha Company, First
Barttalion, Seventh Cavalry. He and his
troops had been ordered into the An Lao
Valley in South Vietnam. While South
Vietnamese marines swept up the valley,
Alpha Company and other American units
set up ambushes and blocked the avenues
of exit out of the valley. Swanee was
maneuvering his platoons from one posi-
tion to another to flush out the enemv.
Alpha Company made considerable con-
tact, and in one ambush they killed a man
who appeared to be a fully equipped
North Vietnamese officer.

When word reached battalion head-
quarters that Alpha Company had killed a
North Vietnamese, it was decided that a
photographer should be sent out to get
a photograph of the corpse.

By that time, of course, Swanee had
pulled his men away from the ambush site.

TAPS FOR A
CAREER

“Swanee ordered
the chopper to put him
down on the ground so
he could join his men.”

As shrewd and tough and competent as
thev come, Swanee knew that once an
ambush had been sprung, it was time to
get out of the area and avoid probable
counterattack. He refused to go back to the
site. Division G-2 insisted. “We will go
and see how the area looks,” Swanee
radioed, committing himself to as little as
possible.

The unit that went back tw search for
the body was badly hit. The battalion
commander picked up Swanee in a heli-
copter and they flew over the combat zone,
calling in gunfire. Swanee ordered the
chopper to put him down on the ground so
he could join his men.

Under intense fire, Swanee saw three of
his men killed in succession: first a
wounded trooper, then a chicane medic
who tried to rescue him, then a third man
who had run out to try to help the two oth-
ers. Later that afternoon, Swanee and his
first sergeant reached those bodies. As
they lifted one to carry it to their own
lines, they were hit. The first sergeant suf-
fered a serious chest wound. Swanee took
a round through his helmet that hit the
back of his head and knocked him out.
When he came to, he saw that two fingers
of his left hand had been shot off and he
had also been hit in the lefi arm. He gave
first aid to the sergeant and ordered him

evacuated. Then he took his own first-aid
pouch, stuck what remained of his fingers
back on his hand and continued to call in
supporting fire. He refused to leave the
position until the situation was under con-
trol. He stayved there for several hours,
then accepted evacuation to spend 30 days
in the hospirtal. He lost both fingers. by the
way.

Those wounds were not the only ones
Swanee incurred in Vietnam. He was also
in a helicopter accident in 1967, only ten
days before his tour of duty was to be over.
He was flving with a new and eager battal-
ion commander who twice ordered the hel-
icopter pilot to fly lower. Against his better
judgment, the pilot did so, only to find his
tail rotor sheared off by tall trees. The
chopper crashed. Swance dragged himself
and another man out and then collapsed,
paralvzed with a broken back, broken leg,
broken ribs. This time, he spent about 20
days in a hospital in Japan, then a month
in a hospital in the U.S.A.

Swanee had not seen the last of Viet-
nam. He returned there in 1969 for a tour
of duty with U.S. Army Headquarters in
Long Binh. He was involved in staff work
in that area.

If vou looked at this man’s career, vou
would find quite a record. He seems to
have done it all. He certainly has proved
his courage in combat. And the list of his
credentials aside from Vietnam reads well:
after West Point, service with the 101st
Airborne; 13 months in Korea with the
First Cavalry; two years at Fort Benning,
Georgia; a tour as an aide to a two-star
general; a graduate degree (an M.A. in
speech communication and human rela-
tions) from the University of Kansas; plus
assignments to the right staff colleges,
headquarters and bases. In addition to all
that, Swanee is the man who started the
R.O.T.C. program on Guam. But none of
that has been enough.

A lieutenant colonel now, Swanee has
been passed over twice for promotion to
full bird colonel. In the Army, it’s up or
out, so Swanee will be leaving soon. The
Korean incident has come back to haunt
him.

The funny thing is that compared with
much of the aggression and violence in his
life, that incident is minor. [ mean, thisis a
man who at the age of 14 was ordered to
try to beat the shit out of one of his best
iriends.

That friend was me. I was 14, too, and [
was under orders to try to beat the shit out
of Swanee. Like most young men, we fol-
lowed orders, more or less. But the situa-
tion confused us, and in my mind, at least,
it set ofl a chain reaction that still troubles

me. B

Next month, I'll tell you about it.
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By CYNTHIA HEIMEL

“WHAT DOES YOUR shrink say?” Rita asked,
carefully stubbing out her cigarette.

“She doesn’t know, either,” 1 said.
“Anyway, you know how they are; getting
an opmnion out of those bastards is like
pulling teeth. I hate her, anyway.”

“God, I know what you mean,” she
said, lighting up again. I went to mine
yesterday and 1 kept thinking, What does
she know? It's August: she’s pale, she’s
tired. Then I looked around and thought,
Her color sense isn’t that good, and her
plant died; how nurturing can she be?
Plus, she’s probably jealous because I
have a suntan. But there was this little,
irritating voice in my head that kept say-
ing, ‘She’s right, you know.” By the time I
got home, 1 was really ill. Sorry, we were
talking about your problem.”

*Oh, who cares?” I said, waving at the
waiter for another cappuccino. “I know it
all, anyway. The things 1 don’t know
about my poor, distorted psyche would
barely fill a small brochure. I don’t know
why I keep going back to that foul woman
week after week.”

We both assumed I was lying, and we
were right. Shrinks are a very important
aspect of a woman's life—more important
than the gvm, even. Every one of my
friends has seen a therapist, especially my
friend who & a therapist. Most of us go
regularly; those of us who have stopped
going are only a phone call and an anxiety
attack away from starting again.

And not one of us is crazy. Oh, the odd
neurosis, mayhe—perhaps a touch of ram-
pant paranoia now and again—but none
of us has a hope of becoming one of those
bloodcurdling case studies in respected
psychological treatises. We're all relent-
lessly functioning, rclatively sane and
sometimes even happy grownups.

So why, then, do we go? I can’t speak for
all womankind but, on the basis of pri-
mary experience, [ can hazard a guess: We
are fiercely battling our self-destructive
impulses. Every morning, we wake up,
look self-hatred blearily in the eye and say,
“Fuck ofl.”

Who knows where it begins? Perhaps all
girls are routinely dropped on their heads
as babies. Perhaps penis envy isn't the
myth I so strongly and fiercely believe it is.
Perhaps wearing organdy party dresses
scientifically erodes self-esteem. Or—vyou
never know—operhaps being forced into a
passive role encourages masochism.

What do I know? I'm just a girl. Stnike
that—I'm a noted authority on women,
and I know everything. Probably.

What I do know is that we don’t think of
our shrinkage as monumentally impor-
tant. Necessary, desirable, sure. But to us,
a therapist is another tool, another voice.
Almost a professional girlfriend.

SHRINK, SHRANK,
SHRUNK

“We are fiercely battling our
self-destructive impulses. Every
morning, we wake up, look
self-hatred blearily in the eye and
say, 'Fuck off.” "

“What does your shrink think?"” is the
leitmotiv of many a conversation. And if
the shrink has an opinion, we listen to it,
weigh it carefully but don't necessarily
believe.

Something about our upbringing (prob-
ably those organdy party dresses) makes
us think like a therapist. We analyze con-
stantly. We delve into motives. We dissect
childhoods. We cast a cool, appraising eye
on toilet training. Witness the following
conversation; I swear it is reproduced vir-
tually verbatim:

cLeo: Well, of course, the problem
with her is that she had two [athers.

MmEe: Huh?
cLEo: Sure. Her parents both
worked. Her mother’s  brother

couldn’t work, so he took care of her
all day. And I've met this brother—
very nice but cold, not nurturing.
And she’s been living the same pat-
tern ever since.

me: Right! That’s why she’s always
playing one man off the other. I didn’t
think. She can’t leel secure with a man
unless she’s got another thing going
on somewhere else. And I thought she
was just a slut.

cLeo: But sometimes [ think this
latest one is not a father figure at all.

If you think about it, he’s just like her
mother.

ME: Poor thing.

cLeo: Poor thing? Who are you kid-
ding, sweetheart?

Men, as a rule, don’t do that kind of
stufl. I am constantly amazed when my
lover says, “‘I had the weirdest dream last
night. There were all these people in a
room and I was standing at the top of the
stairs wearing a blue tie and nobody else
was, so | went into a corner and started
eating a banana. Isn’t that weird?"

And he never thinks about it again. Lit-
tle does he realize that the moment he
utters the word dream, my mind clicks
into overdrive. The banana, no problem.
The stairs, ditto. The thing I really get my
teeth into 1s the blue tie. It may take me
two hours, but by the time I've threshed it
all out in my head, I've figured out pre-
cisely why he's been so moody lately.

Then there was the time that Marta had
her marriage problem. Her husbhand,
Steve, thought he might have fallen in love
with another woman. Although he had
been married to Marta for eight years,
Steve was thinking of leaving her, leaving
the city, getting a divorce, marrving the
new bimbo. Marta was, needless to say,
beyond hysteria. She lived on her couch,
sobbing and knocking back tequila until
she passed out. Her friends rallied round.
We took her on vacations, we sat with her,
we hugged her. And we listened to her. For
hours. It was draining and difficult for all
of us, but it had to be done—no question
about it.

One day, Steve called me. “Could 1
come over and talk to you for a minute?”
he asked. Sure, [ said.

When he got to my place, he paced and
said, “I just don’t know what to do.”

“What does vour shrink say?”’ | asked.

“Shrink? What shrink?” he wondered.
“I haven't talked to anybody about this.
Not even a friend.™

So he talked to me, and 1 told him that
he loved his wife and didn’t really want to
leave her. And he told me that that was
true, and he didn’t leave her. So it was all
OK.

But, Jesus! Perhaps Steve is an extreme
case, but I do not think that you guys
delve, psvchologically speaking. 1 don’t
think vou’re used to paving attention 10
vour psvches.

And if vou don’t pay attention to vour
psyche, it does things behind your back
that you may not like, such as make you
lose a job you might want to keep, hurt
people unintentionally or have incompre-
hensible dreams about bananas.

I'm not saving every man in the country
must immediately begin therapy. Not
at all. Resist if you want. It's your life. B
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AGAINST THE WIND

By CRAIG VETTER

THINKING ABOUT LIFE by breaking it into dec-
ades is probably the sign of a mind o0
perfectly attached to the fingers and toes, |
know, but it’s a natural impulse o want to
mark certain moments as if a corner had
been turned, because otherwise, life is just
too damn continuous to be any fun. The
only trouble is that decades don’t scem 1o
start in the zero vears the way they're sup-
posed to. What we call the Sixties didn’t
begin till its third or fourth vear, and the
same thing happened in the Seventies. If
that kind of slippage is still in eflect, it
means that when we get together this New
Year’s Eve, what we’ll be looking back on
is the year that kicked ofl’ what we’ll think
of later as the Eighties. And if we look for
auguries, if we lay out the entrails of 1984
carefully enough, we ought to be able to
get at least some sketchy notions of what
we're in for over the next ten years or so.

If you ask me (and I'm working with a
September deadine), this summer is prob-
ably going to turn out to have been the
richest part of the vear for signs and warn-
ings. It was an absolute hero sandwich of a
summer—the Olympics between 1wo
conventions—and though there were a few
nice moments in there, the whole thing
pretty much made me sick.

The conventions were almost perfectly
themselves, and I actually liked that about
them. All those fat people in folding chairs
congratulating one another on how nice
they looked with American flags coming
out of their ears. The Democrats nomi-
nated a fish, the Republicans canonized
the cowboy: and except for the woman
who was thrown to the accountants for a
chicken-vard kind of mutilation, there
wasn't much new o that. There was one
flare that went up and seemed to mark the
path we may be heading down, though.
Mario Cuomo, in a speech that was gener-
ally taken to be the most stirring of either
convention, said he thought this country
ought to start running itself like a family.

Thinking it over, 1 can see hints out
there that we just might be ready 1o fall
for the old myth of the happy familv, that
we may be ready to get rnid of the selfish
shame of the “me” decade, declare our-
selves just us and suck up together in the
warm glow of—well—if not a roaring fire,
at least the flicker of a big old color TV,
All those commercials, for instance, in
which grandmas and grandpas and little
kids walk us through some soppy family
moment that's supposed 1o leave us weep-
ing at the end.

The people who make these ads always
work with a highly researched sense of
their audience, and we must be growing
pathetically mushy, because the let's-
have-a-good-cry spots have muluplied at a
terrifying rate. We now have beer weepers,
telephone-company weepers, hamburger-

JUST US

“The only trouble is that decades
don’t seem to start in the zero years
the way they're supposed to . . .
which means that 1984 is the year
that kicked off the Eighties.”

stand weepers, {faco-shell weepers, gas-
station weepers  and  Buuerball-turkey
weepers. There's even—God help us—an
Army weeper. “So you want to be a sol-
dier?” says the father to his son. Then he
hugs the boy, fights back his tears and
says, "“Well, be a good one.™

My favorite is an airline weeper in
which a Marine walks up to the ticket

counter and says he's going home. “One of

our most popular destinations,” savs the
kindly agent.

If you wanted to put the American truth
into that one, the agent should probably
ask the voung skinhead, “Which family
would that be? Your mother's or vour
father’s or the aunt who ok vou in during
the bitter divorce?”” It’s the question 1 find
myself itching to ask Ronald Reagan when
he talks about family, which he does ofien.
Would that be the Jane Wyman family,
My, President, or the Nancy family?

In any case, you couldn’t go ten minutes

watching the Olympies without one of

those oily little tableaus, which somehow
seemed appropriate if vou began to think
about the games of the 23rd Olympiad as
the family picnic. the way I did about half-
way through them.

The first thing we had 10 do, of course,
was find a way of making the evil-outsider
Russians and their kin feel unwelcome

enough that they would stay home, and
that turned out to be ecasy. Then, once it
was just us and a few thousand of our
dearest friends, we set about the only busi-
ness this fanmily seems to have any respect
lor or interest in: winning.

Now and then, the TV people quoted
the old credo of the games about how just
taking part is the main idea: but if they
were going to start cutting American mot-
wes o the archways around the coli-
scum, they'd be a lot closer to the bone if
they got them from Joseph Kennedy, the
hardball patriarch of our most celebrated
clan. “We don’t want any losers around,”
he said. “In this family, we want win-
ners.” Or maybe from his second son, the
President who put it this way: “Failure has
no friends.”

For the most part, we didn’t have to
worry about it, because without the East-
ern bloc, 1t rained gold on our athletes.
And the newspapers and Jim McKay
drooled and cackled like John De Lorean
with the Government suitcase full of
cocaine on that video tape.

Those athletes who did fail were pretty
much kept out of the picture, literally ofl
the screen, except for one: Mary Decker.
And if we ever needed an example of what
happens to failures in this family, we got it
from this poor woman. You can say she
brought it on herself with that angry press
conlerence she held just after she hit the
track, but I don’t think so. Because her
real punishment, the final thumping,
didn’t come ull the next day.

In an interview before what ABC kept
reminding us were a billion viewers, she
said again that the disaster had been no
fault of her own, that Zola Budd’s inexpe-
rience was what had cut her down, and
then her chiropractor put in that only
Mary’s “professionalism™ had spared the
other runners from injury. That sounded
as il they were complaining about the
amateurs mn the race, which made me
think somebody should have warned them
to stay away from these particular potato-
sack races, because every now and then an
amateur is going to slip through.

Then ABC’s anchor, Kathleen Sullivan,
decided to cut 1o the heart of our decpest
suspicions and remind Decker that apart
from her latest fall, there were other dark
indications that what we were dealing with
here was a chronic, hopeless loser: five
auto accidents, a broken marriage. all
those imjuries. The cruelty of it was stun-
ning, and when it was all over, | found
mysell hearing words I had read a long
time ago m William Prescott’s history of
the conquest of Mexico.

One of Montezuma’s  chiefs  asked
Cortez who he thought ke was, demanding
to see the emperor, and the great Spanish
thug told him, *“We are afllicted by a dis-
case of the heart for which the only cure is

gold.”
(¥

Welcome to the Eighties.
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SEX NEWS

RACE TO THE SWIFTEST

Does anybody really like slam, bam,
thank you, ma’am sex? A new theory sug-
gests that a long time ago, before sex was
fun, times used to be hard, and the guy
who could gjaculate the fastest not only got
the girl but got more girls. Lawrence K.
Hong, a professor in the department of
sociology at California State University at
Los Angeles, contends that among early
Homo sapicns, premature ejaculation was
most likely not a sexual dysfunction but a
desirable sexual trait, encouraged by the
evolutionary process.

Writing in The Journal of Sex Research,
Hong based his hypothesis on findings
among present-day primates. He detected
an association between the speed of coitus
and male aggression: The longer the time
between penetration and ejaculation, the
more likely it is that violence will occur.
For example, orangutans, whose average
copulations are among the longest, at 10.8
minutes, not only attack male sexual com-
petitors but, like humans, are among the
few species that rape their females. Appar-
ently, most orangutans who manage to
survive untl maturity do so with haunting
resemblances to Mafia bagmen, bearing
such common tatters as torn lips, missing
eyes, broken teeth and broken fingers.

On the other hand, chimpanzees, whose
quick release at seven seconds puts them
among the fastest ejaculators, are among
the least aggressive animals when it comes
to mating behavior. In fact, speedy ejacu-
lations allow female chimps to mate with
more than one male during the oestrus
cycle. Speed of ejaculation minimizes bick-
ering among males awaiting their turns,
therefore contributing to group harmony.

Hong speculates that early prehumans
very likely had marked differences in their
speed of copulation. “Some could mount
and ejaculate with haste,”” he writes.
“Since they were less bothersome to their
partners and competitors, they were less
likely to be rejected by the females or to be
attacked by the other males.” And they
were probably able to mate with more
females, passing along genetic material
through more family trees.

If you buy this, you can see that evolu-
tion has favored quick ejaculators. It really
wasn’t until the 20th Century and the
wide-scale practice of sex as recreation
that anybody thought there was much
advantage in making the sexual process
last longer. But time changes everything,
With the discovery of the female orgasm
and the developments of mood lighting
and the water bed, speedy ejaculation
came to be viewed as a malady; they called
it premature. Men who could stay longer

A sex-aids dealer plopped the goggle-eyed
creature shown above onto our desk,
proclaiming it a revolutionary new penis
vibrator from Japan—The Blowfish. Virtually
the Linda Lovelace of the sex-toy world,
fishy simply opens wide and, via a hand
pump, adjusts its girth to accommodate the

male organ. Meanwhile, a control knob
regulates vibrations. For your very own per-
sonal Blowfish, simply send a $59 check to
Alexis Home Parties, 600 North McClurg
Court, Suite 1803, Chicago, llinois 60611.

“The guy who could
ejaculate the fastest not only
got the girl but got more girls.”

became prized, so that now, their average
copulation time is a full two minutes.
Hong thinks that his theory will help
demonstrate that premature ejaculators
are, like blondes, another normal by-
product of evolution. But that doesn't
mean that hasty ejaculators don’t have a
problem. We’d like to leave you with
Hong’s scientifically evolved solution:
“Evolution did not endow males with
better staying power but with better
dexterity. . . . As so many women have
already indicated, genital sex is better
with digital sex. The tender touch, the
passionate caress, the gentle rub, the titil-
lating probe, and all those other infinite
maneuvers that humans are best equipped
to do, can be much more satisfying to
women than simply a longer time span
between intromission and ejaculation.”

UNDER THE DUST COVERS

While the throbbingly hot but tech-
nically pure books of Barbara Cartland
and Danielle Steel have crowned the best-
seller lists, we’ve pondered with some agi-
tation the sexual fate of those women who
make steady diets of such fare. Do women
sate their desires to mate by going to bed
with these books? Are they breeding un-
realistic expectations? Must they now be
swept away by men of steel? Will they be
disappointed by lesser alloys?

Researchers in Atlanta tried to answer
some of those questions by charting the
sexual, personality and demographic char-
acteristics of women readers of erotic
romances. Studying college students,
housewives and businesswomen, psycholo-
gists Clawre ). Coles and M. Johnna
Shamp distributed questionnaires to 72
female volunteers and found that the aver-
age romance reader was between 25 and
35 years old and read for escape.

More to the point, romance readers
reported having sex fwice as often per weck
as nonreaders. Now, there’s a fact worth
pondering. The researchers concluded
that romance novels work as a sort of soft-
core porn and that women use them as
socially approved forms of sexual stimula-
tion. Now the question is, Are romance
readers sexier to begin with or do the
books make them that way?

GOOD, CLEAN SEX

Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh, the Indian
guru and sage of Rajneeshpuram, Oregon,
has taken an alarmed stand on AIDS. Raj-
neesh, who claims to know how to find
higher consciousness through tantric utili-
zation of sexual energy (lots of foreplay—
no orgasm}, now warns that AIDS is the
disease that Nostradamus predicted would
kill off two thirds of the world’s popula-
tion; and according to Sexuality Today, he
has come up with some advice.

First, he says, give up oral and anal sex.
In fact, give up sex altogether if you can. If
not, stick with one partner and have less
sex. If you can’t stick with one partner, at
least use condoms during sex and rubber
gloves during foreplay. And scrupulously
wash yourself afterward.

To demonstrate his sincerity, last sum-
mer Rajneesh passed out anti-A1DS kits to
all 15,000 participants in his annual world
celebration. The kits included a packet
of condoms, rubber gloves, lubricant
and cleansing materials. Members of
Rajneesh’s commune claim that they have
moved more into the dimension of love,
awareness and intimacy since observing
the new anti-AIDS practices. But, we
wonder, did anybody catch AIDS? £
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

I'm writing to request some advice on a
subject on which you are an expert: erotic
movies. My problem is that my wile and 1
bought a VCR last Christmas and ever
since then, I've been trying to rent a movie
that will be a turn-on for both of us. She
looks for films in which the following qual-
ities are present: €roticism, SCNSUOUSNEss,
tenderness, sharing and love. Turn-olls for
her are mampulanve people, denigration
of women, violence and rape, sex and sex-
uality without love and genital close-ups.
I, too, dislike the above, but T am

turned on by sensuous photography of

nude women. My wife’s favorite erotic
movie scene 1s the one in Superman [l
between a depowered Superman and Lois
Lane, while I'm left as cold by this scene
as il I were in Superman’s ice cave. To
date, we've viewed several Emmanuelles,
Bordello and The Deuvil in Miss Jones with-
out much pleasure. People have told us
that foreign X-rated movies are more lov-
ing and that there are frequent erotic-film
festivals that feature real scnsuousness.
But my local movic club doesn’t have any
idea what I'm talking about; it just recom-
mends some ltalian-language porn. Any
ideas? If vou can send me a list of titles, 1
can lobby at my local club, or perhaps 1
could locate another club. We look for-
ward to hearing from you.—D.F.F.,
Brooklyn, New York.

We recommend that you pich up “The
X-Rated Videotape Guide,” by Robert H.
Rimmer (yes, thal Robert H. Rimmer—the
author of “The Harrad Experiment,” et al.).
He ranks and reviews more than 650 films by
means of a rating system that predicts what a
film may contain. For example, NI equals
laughing and bawdy sex; NR equals roman-
tic or deeply caring sex; NN equals non-
committed sex withowt love but with
momentary caring. Then, for those of you
who are not pussy-whipped wimps, there ave
the films rated DK, or deviational-kinky vari-
ations not generally accepted in normal
heterosexual sex, including anal sex, golden
showers, group sex, elc. DB stands for
deviational bondage and discipline as sex
stimulants, and the ever-popular DS means
deviational sadistic—violenl and victimized
sex. Undoubledly, such a guide will help the
Jainthearted, but we view porn the way others
view fine wines. Half the fun is experiment-
ing and building your own collection. If you
can’'t survive the bad ones, you can’t appre-
ciate the good ones.

Wcighl training appcals to me because
it’s something I can do at home, rain or
shine. I have been using free weights, but [
wonder about using onc of the new resist-
ance machines configured for the home.
What is the real diflerence between the

two types of weight training?—R. T, Bos-
ton, Massachusctts.

One significant difference is that you're
less likely to drop a resistance machine on
your toe. That may sound like a joke, but if
vou think aboul it, it's an important part of
the difference. If you work out alone,
machines ave safev. If you can’t lift that
last vep on the bench press with free weights,
you're screwed o the bench; with a machine,
vou just slither away. With free weights, you
not only have to lift the weight, you have to
control it, tvo. But having to control it is not
really a drawback, since vou benefil in other
ways: You improve your neuromuscular con-
trol, reflexes and balance. The two systems
work to your best advantage when used in
tandem. So you really don't have to choose
between them: Use them both.

My girlfriend and 1 have a problem.
When we make love, it always hurts her.
I"ve tried everything I can think of to make
it easier for her—lots of foreplay and
lubrication—but when I put my cock in
her, it hurts. I try 1o be gentle, 1 enter her
very slowly, but still she feels pain.

I love her, and we are going to get mar-
ried soon. We've always been open and
honest with cach other and we've talked
about the problem; she said it had also
hurt when she did it with her old boy-
friends. As vou've probably already
guessed, this puts a little strain on our sex
life. Sometimes, after a lot of foreplay and
lubrication, sex doesn’t hurt her, or so she
says; I can see in her face that it hurts a lit-
tle. And after the first time, she is too sore
to do it again, and I'm still horny. I would
love to make love to her several times a
night, but I don’t want to hurt her. What

can 1 do?—C. Z., Quanuco, Virginia.
It's possible that your girlfriend suffers

Sfrom vaginismus, an involuntary tightening

of the vaginal muscles due to fear, among
other things, and the anlicipation of pain.
This may have become a self-fulfilling proph-
ecy for her; but, in any case, she should defi-
nitely consult her gynecologist for a proper
diagnosis and treatmenl.

I have been seeing a ladyfriend for more
than a year who is very beautiful, has a
great figure and, in her 40s, passes for 30.
After the first few months of dating, we
became intimate sexually and have contin-
ued with a very aggressive sexual pro-
gram. This is all fine and I really love 1t,
but the thing that puzzles me is that she is
obsessed with fellatio. 1t’s not that 1
object; she really is good at performing the
act. However, I believe that, if given the
choice, she prefers [ellatio to normal inter-
course. Whenever we begin foreplay, she
will go down on me immediately unless 1
prevent it. Then she will make the excuse
that she has to put in her diaphragm, since
she does not take the pill. At times, when
she is performing fellatio, she becomes
very tenacious and goes at it as if she were
a starving amimal over its first meal. She
moans and groans and makes weird noises
and tries to take my entire penis into her
mouth. Once she has started, there is no
stopping her until T climax. She takes
advantage of situations in which inter-
course 1s not possible, such as while I am
driving or in a theater, where she will
insist that we sit in a remote and dark
area. She fondles my penis until it is erect,
then says, “I can’t leave you like that,”
and goes down on me.

She tells me that her late husband loved
fellatio and that she sucked him con-
stantly, sometimes four or five times a day.
They had no children, which is under-
standable. There have been evenings when
we staved at her home to watch TV. We
would sit on the couch and she would
make me comfortable and then lic across
the couch in such a manner that she could
view the TV and at the same time suck
me. She has spent hours doing this, and
when [ have an orgasm, she becomes very
aroused sexually and secretes a lot of vagi-
nal fluids. I sometimes think that she has
an orgasm herself when I do. At the com-
pletion of each orgasm, she runs her fin-
gers down to the basc of my penis and
drains every drop of semen out of me, and
never once has she made a spot on her or
my clothes.

Now, she is definitely not a lesbian and
has very little to do with women. If she
were a man, you would call her a homo-
sexual. But she is a woman and her sexual
preference seems to be fellatio rather than
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Less than 6 lbs. and only 2%" high, the
Type-a-Graph is equipped with a 15 character
visual display and memory correction system;
plus special command keys that let you insert
letters, words and phrases. It operates on
batteries or AC. There's even a built-in
calculator.

The Brother Type-a-Graph...when words
alone aren’t enough.

Some Things
SHEan't Be Put
Into Words!

BROTHER INTERNATIONAL CORP., 8 Corporate Place, Piscataway, N.J. 08854



intercourse. 1 am somewhat concerned:
Although we have no commitments or
obligations between us now, 1 could
become serious about her. How do vou
describe a female—either clinically or
with a slang expression—who prefers oral
sex?—S, R., Adanta, Georgia.
A real find.

During a business trip, 1 was bumped
off a flight due to overbooking. The airline
found space for me on a flight a few hours
later and also paid me a couple of hundred
dollars for my trouble. Now a friend tells
me that I was lucky, because next year,
the airlines will be free to treat bumped
passengers any way they want. Can that
possibly be true?—A. B., New York, New
York.

I’s not only possible, it’s highly likely, and
that's not the only bad news on the horizon for
air travelers. Rules governing lost and dam-
aged baggage, on-board smoking and domes-
tic charter flights, as well as overbooking,
may soon disappear when the Civil Aeronaut-
ics Board, which has regulated these and
some 400 other matters pertaining to com-
mercial aviation in the United Stales, goes
out of business on December 31, 1984. Some
of the CAB's responsibilities are being passed
on to other Government agencies, but unless
Congress changes its mind (a bill to retain
consumer vegulation is curvently tied up in
Congress), each airline unll be free to set its
oun rules regarding those four critical areas
of consumer protection. It's all part of the
Airline Deregulation Act of 1978, which was
designed to promote compelition.

In practical terms, the demise of the CAB
means that vou will probably have lo seitle
any complaints by negotiating unth the air-
line. Each carvier will have its oun rules,
and it will be up to you to understand any dif-
Sferences in airline policies on, say, compensa-
tion for lost luggage. If and when you
manage this, you can decide whether or not
it's worth flying on an airline—and then sue
the bastards when they fuck up. Good luck,
and fasten your seat belt.

I live in the snow belt and have to contend
with some pretty wicked winter driving.
Unfortunately, the low-profile-perform-
ance tires on my sports car are awful in ice,
snow and slush. They also seem to be
wearing out faster than [ had expecred,
I'm tempted to buy a set of all-weather
replacements but fear I'll lose a lot of the
dry-road-cornering performance for which
I purchased the car in the first place.
What's your advice?—L. R., Minneapolis,
Minnesota.

Any tire is necessarily a compromise,
designed to be good at some things at the
expense of others. As you have found, those
Jat, high-performance skins are greal in dry
conditions but less effective when it's wet and
pretiy miserable in sloppy winter conditions.
And, generally, they do wear faster than most

ance 1921, the French have lived, loved
and reveled in the designs of JAZ Paris.
Isn't it time you discovered why?

Add a touch of Paris to your lifeJ Al

PARIS
JAZ North America, PO. Box 500, Allendale, N.J. 07401-0500 800-562-0217. In New Jersey (201) 934-0606.
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other types, because their tread compounds
are softer to give them that satisfying dry-
road “stick.” On the other hand, mud-and-
snow fives are designed for good traction in
the sloppy stufi, bui their block-type treads
tend to be noisy, rough and a lot less grippy
teres (and wheels)—one for summer fun, the
other for winter safety. But tf, like us, you'd
vather not be botheved with the semi-annual
switch and with having to store the set that’s
not in use, the latest genevation of all-weather
tives offers a reasonable compromise. They've
not as talented as the specialized types at
cither end of the traction spectrum, but they're
fairly good at everything and termble at noth-
ing. Shop carefully and compare manufac-
turers’ claims about tread life, traction and
rolling resistance (which affects fuel econ-
omy), because some of the newest all-weathers
offer big improvements over older designs.
Whatever you buy, remember to check the
pressure al least every week or two: tives, like
people, need the proper amount of air to do
their job.

I happen 1o believe that the male tit has
considerable potential for sexual excite-
ment. To test this, I devised a bulb that
creales strong suction when plalct‘d over
the nipple. For the past lew wecks, [ have
been giving my tits a workout several
times a day. The suction is sufficiently
strong that I can pull hard back and forth
and the bulb will continue o hold the nip-
ple in a strong grip. [t may be partly my
imagination. but | feel that my tits have
developed a high degree of sensitivity to
my manipulation. The nipples stay con-
stantly erect, even when I'm not plaving
with them. Although | haven’t had a
chance to test it, I feel that 2 woman's
manipulation just by hand would make me
come. By mouth, it would drive me wild.
The other day, I painted a woman's lace
on the bulb. After a minute or two, 1 was
so worked up that I shot off in my pants. |
would verv much like 1o have vour expert
opinion on this. Thank you.—M. R,
Detroit, Michigan.

The breasts are an erogenous zone for both
men and women, but it is surprising how
often men go without discovering their own
sensitivity. Usually, it takes a good woman to
introduce a man to nipple stimulation. You've
found a novel path to arousal. We don’t know
if you are weird—or lucky. It all depends
upon whose face you painted on the rubber
sucker.

WI!iIt' moving and scarching for a place
to store my stereo cassettes, | wondered
what effect, if any, color-television radia-
tion would have on either stereo or video
cassettes over a period of time.—B. G,
Harrison, New York,

Most TV sets these days ave shiclded at the
top and on all sides. The only divection in
which radiation moves—if it moves al all—is
downward, which means you should not store
tapes dirvectly below the TV sel. Over a really
long peviod, theve's a slight chance they could



lose some color brilhance and, eventually,
most or all of the signal. What constitutes a
“long period” is not certuin—estimates run
from two to five years. In any event, storing
tapes near the TV set—but not under 1t—
should be OK.

newmly, while discussing our sex life
with my wilfe, I asked her if she ever fanta-
sized while we were making love. She con-
fessed that she usually did. She also said
that she almost alwavs had to fantasize
about another person or situation to get
turned on enough to have sex with me. She
assured me that she loved me and that she
was happy being married to me.

We recently attended a party at my sis-
ter’s house, in another city, and were to
sleep in the basement. The bed was in the
middle of the open basement, where a few
other people were supposed to crash for
the night. It was very late when we went to
bed, and there were still a few people
partying upstairs. We had some of the best
sex of our three-year marriage that night!
My wife later told me that she had fanta-

sized about having sex with another one of

the male guests but said it had been no one
in particular she was fantasizing about.
She also said that the fact that she was
somewhat drunk and that someone could
have walked in on us added to the excite-
ment. I am surprised that she seems to
have to [antasize most of the time to really
enjoy sex with me, as I am pleased, for the
most part, with our sex life. I very rarely
fantasize when we are making love. She
reaches orgasm about 90 percent of the
time, so I had never expected any prob-
lems of this sort (if there are any prob-
lems). Am I overly concerned about her
fantasizing—is it normal for a married
woman who says she is very happy to fanta-
size when making love to her husband? Or
is our marriage and/or sex life going down
the tube?—T. B., Denver, Colorado.

We think your marriage and sex life are
fine. When it comes lo fantasies, we go by the
old advice “If sometlung works, don’t fix it.”
Freud said that only unhappy people had

Santasies, but he was fucked up on a lot of

topics. It is perfectly normal to have fantasies
during sex. Research has found that more
than 60 percent of men and women studied

have evotic daydreams during sex. Many of

those say they fanlasize to pul themselves in
the mood. Your wife evidently feels that sex
should leave a little to the imagination. For-
tunately, her imagination is equal lo the lask.
Enjoy the results.

All reasonable questions—from fashion,
food and drink, stereo and sports cars to dating
problems, taste and etiquette—vill be person-
ally answered if the writer includes a stamped,
self-addressed envelope. Send all letters to The
Playboy Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N.
Michigan Avenue, Chicago, llinois 6061 1.
The most provocative, pertinenl queries
will be presented on these pages each month.
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SONY

d-nFinG MI/E

Hundreds of Hi-F'i movies VHS doesn’'t have.

Watching prerecorded movies
on a hi-fi videocassette recorder is
like watching them in a theatre. The
problem is, VHS recorders have very
few hi-fi movies—and what good is
atheatre if nothing'’s playing?

Well. there’s always scmething
playing on Sony Beta Hi-Fi™ You can
get over 700 prerecorded Beta Hi-Fi
movies, concerts and Video 45™
music videos. including virtually
every videocassette on Billboard
Magazine's Videocassette Top 40

charts.

Sony doesn't just give you great
movies. You get incredible video
and audic. One reason is our sim-
pler technology For example, VHS
needs seven audio/video heads to
do what Sony does with only three —

and Sony still does it better Turnon
a Beta Hi-Fi, and you'll see a picture
that's sharper than VHS. And you'll
hear aclearer, richer sound —sound
that's better than conventional
VCR's. better than AM or FM sterec
broadcasts, sterec LPs. stereo cas-
seftes or reel-to-reels. Even VHS Hi-Fi
can't beat our sound.

VHS has another problem. As the
New York Times reports, . .VHS Hi-Fi
is still beset by growing pains.. . VHS
Hi-Fi casseties recorded on
one brand of VCR may
not always play
back properly on
ancther” But you
can use any Beta
Hi-Fitape on any
Beta deck.

Sony is ahead of VHS in still
another area—the future. When we
introduced hi-fi VCR's two years ago.
we had the foresight to make ours
with stereo recording circuitry—

a terrific feature to have now that TV
stations have begun brocadcasting in
sterec. And even though VHS finally
has hi-fi now, most still don't have
stereo recording circuitry And that’s
just one way we're staying ahead of
the competition.

If you want the most in hi-fi
entertainment, it's playing now on
Beta Hi-Fi.

SONY.

THE ONE AND ONLY™




DEAR PLAYMATES

Are there any circumstances under
which you'd sacrifice an old friend for
a new lover? This month, we ask our
Playmate advisors to consider that tricky
etiquette question. In a battle between lust
and loyalty, who wins?

The question for the month:

Would you go out with a man who
used to date your best friend?

'l depends on how much 1 like him. 1
mean, i | fell madly in love, of course I'd
go. 1 would 1alk 1o my girlfriend before |
went out with
him. But I'd
go, even if she
were still in
love with him.
Life goes on.
I'd feel for my
friend, but if 1
were in love,
I'd be hurung
mysell af 1
brushed him
aside. If it
was just sexual
desire, | wouldn't do it. I'm a romantic.
I'd have to be totally in love. I'd have to
know him well and also desire him.

BARBARA EDWARDS
SEPTEMBER 1983

N 1 vould always be comparing myself

with her. Do I look as good? Am I as good
in bed? It .

would  bother
me. [ would
always wonder
if he were
thinking about
my friend. |
think sex plays
an  important
role in a rela-
tionship, and if
I didn’t think it
was any good,
that  would
probably ruin things. Wondering about
another woman and how I compared with
her would stay in my mind, even if they
had dated years ago. I just couldn’t do it

<

~
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VERONICA GAMBA
NOVEMBER 1983

. have two answers to this question: no
and yes. I it was a recent relationship, no
way. No class. I don’t care how interesting
he is, 1 don’t
like that sort of
thing. If it was
a long time ago,
years carlier,
then I'd sav
yes, because
people change.
If the woman
and | were sull
close, I'd ask
her how she'd
feel if 1 went
out with him.
Then. if there wasn’t a problem, I'd go.
Friendship has to count for a lot; you know
vou're lucky if you've got one good friend
in life. But if it didn’t affect that friendship,
sure, why not?

frh

Nﬂ-‘er. Unless it was love at first sight.
You just don’t go out with vour friend’s ex
if it was a long-term relationship. If it was
a long time ago, I would base mv decision
on the way my
girlfriend  felr,
not the way the
guy felt. Why?

AZIZ1 JOHARI
JUNE 1975

Most of the
time, fnendship
lasts a lot

longer than
love. So I°d
check 1t out
with her and 1
would never lic.
I have a lot of
respect for my
girlfriends, so I'd never sav, “*We want to

jJust have a nice Platonic dinner™ if that's

not what's going on. Still, I would be com-
plimented if an old boyfriend of a friend
asked me out. Even if I didn’t go.

ardyenr—

L

MARLENE JANSSEN
NOVEMBER 1982

Unlcss a number of years had passed,
I'd say no. I'd have to ask myself, “What's
friendship  or

more  important—mv
this man?” I
1t were just
a fling, 1t
wouldn’t be
worth it. Too
much raw feel-
ing, plus then
you have a situ-
ation where
someone close
to you knows
all your busi-
ness.  Suppose
she says to you,
“Hey, does he stll shave in the shower?”
Who wants to share that much intimacy?
Even so, the main issue would be my
friend. I'd be most worried about her.

il ol s

TRACY VACCARO
OCTOBER 1983

. have in the past, and it causes some
problems. After all, you know everything
about your best friend. She has come to
vou and cried
on your shoul-
der every time
he was rotten to

her, and she
has told vyou
every little

detail about
their love life.
Now he’s see-
mg you and
doing the same
things o vyou,
and you can’t
help wondering if he loves vou as much as
he loved her. And, of course, you aren’t as
close to your friend, because you can't talk
to her about it. Would 1 do it again? Yes!

SUSIE SCOTT
MAY 1983

Send your questions to Dear Playmales,
Playboy Building, 919 North Michigan Ave-
nue, Chicago, Hlmois 60611. We won't be
able to answer every question, but we'll try.
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

a continwing dialog on contemporary ssues between playboy and its readers

WORKING WOMEN
In the October Forum Newsfront, vou
report that some bozo has written a book
in which he makes the astounding revela-
tion that “the dirty liule secret of femi-
nism™ is that liberated working women
have unliberated women (usually non-
white and working class) cleaning their
houses for them. Is it a “dirty little secret”
that men with white-collar jobs often hire
someonce to do the yard work? By paving
someone to clean my house, I'm getting a
valued service and providing someone
with an opportunity to make a living in an
cconomy where that’s not necessarily a
given. And, ves, the woman who works for
me is nonwhite and working class. Do you
think a rich lady would like to wax my
Hoors? Must every woman now be catego-
rized? Liberated or nonliberated, 1t
doesn’t make a damn bit of diflerence if
you need a joh.
Sue Williams
Miami, Florida

HIGH-TECH HOOKING

Some kinds of ancient species, such as
cockroaches and sharks, maintain their
longevity in the evolutionary tumult by
sticking with the same game plan through-
out the aeons. Why change something that
works? Other creatures, however, perpetu-
ate themselves by ingeniously adapting to
new conditions and challenges in their
environment. Take hookers, for example.

Few lile forms have been subjected to
such intensive eradication programs, but
prostitution remains the world’s oldest,
most durable profession. A technique
recently employed by the ladies of the eve-
ning (or alternoon, morning, lunchtime,
etc.) in Southern California provides yet
another example of this remarkable spe-
cies” adaptability.

In response to a crackdown from L.A.
cops, our strectwalkers and other forms of
hookerus contemporaneous have evolved a
superior predatory skill wo find and cawch
their prey. Instead of using the Neander-
thal methods of stopping Johns on the
sidewalk or hailing them out of ther
cars—actions readily observed bv clever
little vice jackals—hookers have turned
to beeper-notification services. This way, a
John interested in some action calls a phone
number given to him by the hooker and the
two can get together later in privacy, a
situation much less likely to result in a bust.

Nawurally, the police are trying to figure
out a way to crack the beeper gambit; but
I, for one, can’t see how they’re going to
do it

I rcalize this could ulumately tip the
balance of survival in favor of prostitutes,
and perhaps in a few years, the whole of
California could be overrun with colonies
of high-tech hookers, but untl then, one
can but dream.

Excuse me for cutting this letter short,
but I think my phone’s ringing.

“Dona”
Ventura, California

“Our streetwalkers . . .
have evolved a superior
predatory skill to find
and catch their prey.”

PSYCHOLOGICAL WARFARE

I sat still when Reagan’s friend James
Watt said that thing about two types of
people—Americans and liberals. [ stifled
myself while he defended his weapons aid
for the contras as helping to bring freedom
and democracy to Nicaragua while at the

same time he supported Ferdinand
Marcos m the Philippines. 1 have
rcfrained  from  pointing  out  that

Reaganomics’ alleged economic recovery
has brought the U.S. national debt to the
highest point in history, all the while
Reagan derides those free-spending Demo-
crats. Onc of these days, the piper must be
paid. With uncharacteristic patience, I've

watched environmental legislation rolled
back 15 years. I have held my peace as our
civil rights and civil libertics have been
reduced still further amid pious talk of law
and order. If Thomas Jeflerson were alive
today, he’d probably be in prison. I've
said nothing while Nancy Reagan and
company whipped the parents of school
children into an antidrug hysteria on the
basis of misinformation, the result of
which is that tens of thousands of other-
wise law-abiding, healthy, happy and
socially productive American adults are
spending the best vears of their lives in
prison for victimless crimes. Now 1 can
contain myself no longer. For nigh on four
years now, I've listened while lies and stu-
pidities slid off that glib tongue. But now
Reagan has gone too far.

We've given the man enough rope to
hang himself, but it appears that he’s plan-
ning to take us all with him when he goes.
For the President of the United States to
make jokes about nuclear war with the
only other world-class nuclear power is
damn irresponsible. The man is not fit for
the job. He’s a B-movie actor but a good
one. He reads the scripts given him by the
megabucks interests as  represented
through the Republican Party very well.
He has a nice speaking voice and a sincere
television presence. But I still cannot
believe that the American public could
possibly be made 1o think that it was in its
hest interest to re-elect him. How long are
we going to tolerate his double talk and
Newspcak? Perhaps in 1984 we ought to
put these Orwellian tendencies to bed and
vote for a future ol hope. [ hope he’s voted
out in November before the other coun-
tries of the world band together to annihi-
late us for the common good of the world.
Can you possibly imagine what the other
nations and the Soviet people, much less
their government, must think when they
hear that the President of the United
States is making jokes about outlawing
Russia and bombing them in five minutes?

John Hoover
Orlando, Florida

Relax. A little ship like that is worth its
weight in MX missiles and B-1 bombers and
was no doubt calculated to convince the Evil
Empure that ut had better not do anything
Joolish while we've got so many nuts at the
condrols.

FREE SPEECH

An ad appeared in our newspaper giv-
ing a telephone number from which callers
could find out why something called the
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National Federation for Decency was
“boycotting all convenience and drug-
stores that sell pLavsoy.” I called it and
some nut delivered a tirade against a mag-
azine he’d evidently never read. As a sub-
scriber now and a purchaser since
pLAYBOY's inception, | vehemently object to
such hate groups’ being allowed to propa-
gate a message that would deny me the
right to make a choice, would deny the
store owner the right to engage in free
enterprise and would deny the magazine's
publisher and editors the right of free
speech.

These people are speaking for only a
few, but I think they are threats to those of
us who believe in a free society and the
right to make up our own minds.

My purpose in writing is to inquire if
there is any way to discourage such do-
gooders in their unwarranted campaign
that infringes on the rights of so many oth-
ers not disposed to their views.

John Miller
Fort Worth, Texas

You and quite a few others around the
country have had the dubious pleasure of let-
ting the Reverend Donald Wildmon and Ius
[friends gel you in a snit, which, in a perverse
sort of way, is good for the principle of free-
dom of speech. You may recall that he's the fel-
low whose national product bovcott over TV
sex and violence was such a well-publicized
flop that ke laid low for a couple of years. His
new campaign is lo picket convenience stores
that are susceplible to neighborhood pressure,
and we’re usually mentioned in the ads for
our name value—a targel of convenience, as
it were. Since the reverend enjoys the same
rights he would deny to others, the best way to
deal with him is to send messages of suppori lo
the retailers who come under attack and,
maybe, to your elected representatives.

SIGN OF THE TIMES

Thanks to the U.S. Supreme Court,
there’s a job opening here in Kentucky
that I'm sure some of vour more belliger-
ent readers may consider applying for. 1
share their frustration at the apparent
breakdown of the
criminal-justice  sys- NEEDED
tem, which no longer |txecutioner for the

f slecirie chow o' Ken

seems to be perceived {yucky Store Fenmen

as much of a threat to "oy Only serous

. e opphtonts nesd 10
any street-wise crimi- {opply. Send o
nal. But 1 have to handwritten letier

lisnng ony gquohhco
tions 1o Warden Gene
A. Scroggy. Rentucky
S1ote Penitentlary.
F.O. Box 1270 Ed-
dyville, Ky. 42038,

o ghone colls will be

share the belief of
PLAYBOY, in its editori-
als and comments
over the years, and of

criminologists  and |nuccepred  Applico
Tolos, . nons must be e
Psyc OOngtS. m ge“‘ cwivad by July 5.
eral, that just the |19
A 2 doy 1rowing
P"OSP‘?“ (howe\'('r sesvon wil bm con
remote in fact) of juecrea Fes a3
. . negatioble
being executed s

somehow tantalizing to the most danger-
ous breed of deranged killers who are
embarked on a course of self-destruction.
Those are people for whom execution
would mean spectacular escape from their

own demons and lives of misery as well as
obscurity. I have no way of proving this,
but I suspect that the tragic serial murders
we now read so much about began coming
into fashion with the revival of the death
penalty.

I believe we'll someday figure out that
mass murders, serial murders and other
crimes of atrocity are encouraged by capi-
tal punishment, not deterred by it. I'm
reminded of the murderer some vears ago
who, the storv goes, lelt messages reading,
STOP ME BEFORE 1 KILL MORE. [ don’t know
whether or not that story is true, but it
implicitly recognizes a form of mental
aberration that feeds on notoriety, such as
the hoopla that attends being condemned
to death by the state.

J. Q. Brock
Louisville, Kentucky

Some 150 people vesponded 1o those ads,
which evidently appeared i several papers.
We're wondering just what qualifications the
warden was looking for—strong stomach, spe-
cial killing skills, a lot of pent-up hostility?

LAW AND JUSTICE

Having spent a number of vears as a
legal reporter and columnist, 1 remain
amazed that many people confuse justice
with the operation of courts and law. Such,
apparently, is the case with M. Helms
(presumably Ms.) of Fond du Lac, Wis-
consin. In her haste to criticize Illinois
chief circuit judge Peter Paoluca for what
appears 1o be an ant-abortion or pro-life
comment (The Playboy Forum, August).
Helms seems to have lost her way in a pit
of ignorance.

While making her semiarticulate cry for
*justice” on behalf of women, she has
equated Judge Paolucci’s citing three
abortions in three years as “aggravating
factors” when sentencing a woman con-
victed ol murder with the rules of evidence
governing the trial of unnamed rapists.

Said Helms, *1t seems incredible to me
that a man on trial for rape who has been
previously convicted of the same crime two
or three times cannot, in most cases, have
those convictions used against him."”

What Helms apparently intends 10
imply 1s that the abortions were unjustly
“used against™ a convicted murderess and
that the average rapist is treated better.
{Surely, she did not mean to imply that
regularly aborting unborn children is a
“positive factor” indicating respect for
life.)

A judge often has a wide range of sen-
tencing options (one to ten years, ten vears
to life, life or death). In pronouncing sen-
tence, Paolucci (considering the abortions
and, probably, the murder as well) said,
“What value, one might ask, does she
place on human life?”

Helins found that question so “aggra-
vating” that she drifted untethered into
decp space, whence she fred this shot:
“I'd like 10 ask what value that judge
places on an unbiased justice system."

Helms should be informed that we do
not have a “justice system,” we have a
legal system.

At tnal. mentioning previous convic-
tions for crimes or attacking the character
of a defendant (whether accused killer or
rapist) is verbolen unless the defendant
first brings his or her veracity or character
into question by testifving. If a defendant,
or a witness on his or her behalf, claims
some form of sainthood, that issue
becomes [air game for the prosecution to
gun down.

This is law in operation, designed to see
that defendants are not routinely con-
victed of some moral irrelevance (a la Al-
bert Camus’ stranger, who is convicted of
murder for not crying at his mother's
funeral) rather than the crime cited in the
indictment.

Following a conviction, however, a
judge may ask for information relevant to
a defendant’s character or behavior—
often through a presentence investigation.
Evervthing from previous arrests and con-
victions o whether or not Mother likes the
miscreant may be considered. Sentencing
involves judgment, judicial discretion and
(ves!) even justice—none of which
involves any system.

There is an old saw about the voung
lawyer who, on finding himself strolling
home from the United States Supreme
Court with the late Justice Felix Frank-
furter, asked naively, “Well, sir, did you
do justice today?"—to which Frankiurter
replied, “It’s not my duty to do justice but
to follow the law.”

Perhaps Helms ought to follow the law a
bit more closely if she intends to comment
on it

Paolucci’s finding (in one specific casc)
that three abortions and one murder n
three vears was evidence ol a disregard for
the value of human life and behavior
unworthy of soft treatment hardly sounds
unwarranted or even a symptom of judi-
cial injustice to women.

*aolucci should have an A for trying.

Helms should be sentenced to read a
hook on law.

R. B. Shackellord
Point Clear, Alabama

GOVERNMENT STUNG

As one who has participated in the sale
of commodities held to be illegal by the
U.S. Government, | was more than a lit-
tle heartened by the verdict in the John
De Lorean case. The part about the FBI's
setup of De Lorean that bothered me maost
involved the prosecution’s assertion that
De Lorean could have backed out of the
cocaine deal.

This is the kind of thinking that gets
people wasted. If you're sitting around
talking with a couple of hoods about
$24.,000,000, and the money or the dope—
or both—is all there, you're not going to
say, ““You know, fellas, I think 'm in a lit-
tle over my head and I'd better just give
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what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

“OUR MOTHER WHO ART....”
EDINBURGH, SCOTLAND—Afler consider-
g one of the stickier wickets of our times,
the Presbyterian Church of Scotland has
decided not to take an official position on
a study group’s suggestion that God be

addressed as “Owr Mother” as well as
“Our Father.” The group, composed of
seven women and four men and represent-
ing the 76,000-member Woman’s Guild
and the church’s panel on doctrine, had
suggested that God is not necessarily male
and that the characteristics attributed to
the deity resemble “evervthing that s best
in the female way of being human.” The
church's 1600-delegate general assembly
voled to recetve—but not discuss—the
report, titled “The Motherhood of God.”

NUISANCE SUITS

WASHINGTON, DC—Public  defenders
can be sued for failing to represent their
indigent chents adequately, the U.S.
Supreme Court has ruled. In their deci-
ston, the Justices declined to extend to
court-appointed public defenders the same
immunity for on-the-job acts that is gener-
ally granted to judges, legislators and
prosecutors. A California public defender,
commenting on the Ovegon case that led to
the High Court decision, said the main
problem would be the “nuisance value”:
“I can just imagine suits filed by people
Jacing long prison sentences who have
nothing better to do.”

KIDS WILL BE KIDS

BOsTON—A study of 2000 teenagers in
nine kinds of sex-education classes around
the country indicates that such courses
increase knowledge, discourage premari-
tal sex and make young people somewhat
more aware of birth-control options. The
research  found that no  program

significantly  increased or  decreased
contraceptive use, frequency of sex, preg-
nancy rates or the level of communication
between parents and teens. Commenting
on the study, a spokesman for the Center
for Population Options in Washington,
D.C., said, “In geneval, sex education
neither  encourages nor discourages
teenaged kids from having sex or using
birth control,” because so many other fac-
tors influence behavior. The exception, he
added, was sex-education courses plus
access to a health clinic, a combination
that in two years increased conlraceptive
use and reduced pregnancies by half.

PROTECTING THE PREBORN

BOSTON—BY a vote of four lo three, a
sharply divided Massachusetts Supreme
Court has ruled that a viable fetus is
legally a person whose death can resull in
homicide charges. The landmark case
involved a woman whose eight-and-une-
half-month-old fetus was determined by
autopsy to have died from injuries it sus-
tained when its mother was struck by a
car. The court, acknowledging the poten-
tially far-reaching implications of its deci-
ston, said the ruling would not be applied
io the driver who was the defendant in the
case.

In White Plains, New York, a 20-vear-
old woman has been indicted by a grand
Jury for criminally negligent homicide
and manslaughter in the death of a girl
born at a hospital where she was being
treated for a botched self-abortion.
According to prosecutors, the mother had
injected herself with Novocain and used a
scalpel to open her oun abdomen.

REGULAR OR EXTRA CRISPY?

An Hlinois covil-liberties official and
the assistant principal of two Los Angeles
County Juvemile Court schools say they
would like to see executions televised or
video-taped, if for profoundly different
reasons. Assistant principal Stuart A.
Cannold believes that requiring young
delinquents to view execulions would go
beyond the “scared-straight” programs of
having prisoners talk tough to vouthful
offenders about prison life and discourage
them from further lawbreaking. “It wasn't
spontaneous,” he said. “This is doun to
earth.” At the same time, Jay Miller, exec-
utive divector of the American Civil Liber-
ties Union of Illinois, believes that a
publicly televised execution—and he pre-
Jers hanging to such relatively clean kills
as the electric chair, lethal injection or gas
chamber—uwould drum up public opposi-
tion to the idea of capital punishmnent.

Meanwhile, a 31-year-old death-row
inmate i California has offered to sell the

TV rights to his execution, telling a news-
paper interviewer, “If you have the money,
you can have the cameras, everything.”

COUNTERCLINICS

The national right-to-life  movement
has come up with a new tactic: opening
“pro-life” pregnancy centers—resembling
abortion clinics and often operating near
them—at the rate of about ten a month.
National Right-to-Life president Jack
Willke says that “each abortion clinic has
spauwmed an alternative center,” thanks
largely to efforts by Christian evangelical
churches. The anti-abortion centers offer
[free pregnancy tests and counseling and
use neutral-sounding names such as Cri-
sis Pregnancy Center, sometimes offering
financial aid te women who will carry
their babies to term. The founder of the
Pearson Foundation, which trains anti-
abortion volunteers, claims its centers fre-
vented morve than 25,000 abortions in
1983 and that 85 percent of women
change thetr minds about abortion after
they understand the options.

WORM TORTURE?

LISKEARD, ENGLAND—T e Royal Society
Jor the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals
has been asked to look into complaints
of cruelty to worms because of a conitest
held in this Cornwall village. The alleged
cruelty involved “worm  coaxing,” in
which people try to lure worms from the
earth to be measured. The event had been
staged by a local pub to raise money for

medical research. “It's just harmless fun,”
the pub owner explained. An R.S.P.C.A.
spokesman raised questions, however: “We
would prefer it if the worms were left

alone. . . . If they are disturbed like this,
they should be returned to the earth with
as little suffering as possible.”
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this a pass.” Dope deals have a way of gen-
erating their own momentum and their
own paranoia, and one of the rules of the
game is that vou don’t back out of a deal.
Once the Government agents had got-
ten De Lorean to even consider a shady
money-raising venture nvolving drugs,
they knew it would go down all the way.
And they knew that De Lorean would
eventually realize that, too. A lot of people
may not believe how easy it is for the Gov-
ernment to set up and entrap someone n
the unstoppable dynamic of the dealing
process itscll. Thank goodness for a jury
capable of understanding that. Catching
someone 1n the business is one thing, but
creating the very crime you claim to be
trying to stop is something else. What this
country needs is a “sting’”’ operation to
nail the biggest and most dangerous drug

dealers of all—the narcs and the FBL.
{(Name withheld by request)

San Antonio, Texas

REVEREND MOON AND UNCLE SAM

I'm afraid I can't share Jim Lorraine’s
glee in the September Playboy Forum over
the Supreme Court’s decision to throw the
Reverend Sun-Myung Moon to the “IRS
lions that stalk the rest of us”™
quoted words are the only ones I sympa-
thize with.

OK. So the good reverend is scum. But
I'm not sure two crimes make a justice. (A

These

justice? Sorry, trving to paraphrase too
closely.) The punishment for making a
bad movie 1s to have no one go see it. And
in the case of Inchon, | believe justice was
served. Although I'm sure Moon could
live quite well sucking ofl his airhead lol-
lowers, some of the blame for his contin-
ued income must go to those who try to get
rd of the airport-lobby pests by giving
them quarters instead of telling them o
buzz off.

If Moon is taking advantage of “young
and troubled™ kids (and stupid kids, Lor-
raine; don’t forget stupid}), then his just
deserts would be his getung smothered in
a pile of flowers, buttons and small
change. But getting taxed? No way! [ don’t
want Uncle Sam (the most dreaded of in-
laws) to have that much more money to
screw us with. And don’t tell me we could
balance the budget. II the U.S. were
handed 20 today, it
wouldn’t pay off the debt. It would spend

illion  dollars

it. Much as [ would not be bummed out if

Moon were hit by a train, I must root for

him against the inlinitely more evil IRS. IT

a person (a category that excludes Gov-
crnment employees) has been successtully
evading taxes, I say, “"More power to
him!"" (And to you, and to me, too.)
Lorraine says the justice system is on
the path to righteousness. (Whao's spouting
mindless babble now?) Unfortunately, I'm
afraid he may be rnight
Fear (that rhymes with pear) Laissez

Reno, Nevada

MERRY CHRISTMAS

Every December, we are publicly
nagged about “‘the true meaning of Christ-
mas.” Yet a glance at even the most gen-
eral reference source, such as the World
Book, reveals that that ume of vear had
been celebrated with feasts and gift giving
long before the Chrsnan era.

The ancient Roman December 25 festi-
val was called Natalis [Solis] Invict,
which means “birth of the invincble
[sun].” It referred to the winter solstice,
the time near December 22 when the win-
ter sun ceases ils apparent southward
course, “‘stops’” or “‘dies” for three davs,
then appears to begin moving north again
on December 25. Humanity long has cele-
brated this date as the birth of “‘the light of
the world,” when longer periods of light
occur at last. Belore electricity and central
heating, this was no small event!

[n Scandinavian countries, Christmas is
still called by its original pagan name,
Yule Dav, which means “wheel day,” indi-
cating that December 25 represents an
annual cycle of nature. The use of ever-
green trees originated with the Scandina-
vians, who also called this date the “*birth
of the sun.”

In countless cultures, the sun was called
the “*giver of life.”” It was said to have been
unmaculately conceived by father sky and
mother earth. Native Americans have kept
that belief pure o this day, but theologians
clsewhere personified those elements, as in
Buddha, son of the virgin Maya, and,
later, Jesus, son of the Virgin Mary.
Ancient monuments 1n Egypt bear the
INSCriPtion OUR IMMACULATE LADY 1518, and
Madonna-and-child statues of Isis and the
“Holy Infant™ Horus abound. The pagan
legend of virgin birth, martyrdom and
bodily resurrection of a god was common
throughout the ancient world, celebrating
the birth or the annual renewal of the sun.
[t signified the invincibility of the sun as
god and suggested an eternal cycle of life.

It wasn't unnl 354 ap. that Bishop
Libernus of Rome ordered December 25
adopted as the Nativity. In the 380s, how-
ever, Chrysostom spoke of that celebration
as a custom of long standing.

Christmas and New Year [estivities,
then, belong to the pagan wradition. As the
celebration of life-giving light, this special
season cannot be claimed only by Chris-
tans. [t belongs to everyone.

Constance Robertson
Peoria, Illinois

MELTING POT BOILS

For most of my life, T have considered
my nationality o be American, but I stand
corrected. Actually, T am an English-
IFrench-German-Canadian-Indian-Ameri-
can, and | suppose | must claim allegiance
to five nationalities to reap the benefits of
being a minority member. [ can certain-
Iy assure vou that we English-French-
German-Canadian-Indian-Americans are a
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PLAYBOY

YOU CAN TELL CHRISTMAS is near when

our Decorations Committee gets busy.

We hope your holiday prep-

arations are also moving

along. And that, when ﬁ?ﬂ_%c\?/g]f)
they're completed, you'll O
have plenty of time to savor DROP
the season with family and 0

BY DROP

close friends.

Tennessee Whiskey ® 90 Proof ® Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery
Lem Motlow, Prop.. Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352

g3 Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government.

definite minority, do not control much of
this country’s wealth or have much politi-
cal power; and, since we are not recog-
nized as a minority yet, we are not
subsidized in employment through affirm-
ative-action programs.

To accommodate this situation, we
could modify the Pledge of Allegiance as
follows: “I pledge allegiance to several
flags in the United States of America; to the
many special groups for which they stand;
several nations, some under God, with
liberty and justice for some more than
others.”

Personally, I liked the old one better.
Too bad we can’t all be “just Americans”
and be treated equally.

(Name withheld by request)
Corpus Christi, Texas

PERPETUATING POVERTY

I can no longer remain silent. Being nei-
ther pro nor con on the issue of abortion, 1
can only relate one facet 1 have not seen
covered. As a quasi social worker, I have
interviewed many women on welfare.
Indirectly, I learned that when the child of
the established recipient reaches 15 or 16
vears of age, the mother’s anxiety becomes
increasingly obvious and eventually turns
into a state of outright alarm: “When
Johnny becomes 18, what will I do?”
There goes the income. The solution? To
have another child, of course.

When the right of a working woman to
abort is taken away, often her only
recourse is welfare. Her chance of a
“good” marriage is considerably lessened.
Necessity seldom is the basis for a happy
marriage. So the stage is set for another
life to be placed on welfare—out of the
mainstream—a “‘second-class™ citizen.

I shall close here and not become a vile
and revoltingly mercenary person by relat-
ing the ramifications of the burden placed
on the budgets of the various steps of gov-
ernment should abortions be outlawed.

(IName withheld by request)
San Diego, California

GUN CONTROL
A gun in and of itself is harmless; it’s
when it falls into the hands of a human
being that it becomes a potentially lethal
weapon. The question remains: Which is
more dangerous, a gun or the unpredicta-
ble way in which a human being’s mind
works, with or without a gun? Another
question: If this is truly a free country,
why do people feel the need for guns?
Thom Robinson
Waterford, Connecticut

FOR WHOM THE VEL CROS?

I'd like to sink my teeth into this zipper
controversy that's been thrust on the
American public by way of the “Zipper
Peril” letter in the May Playboy Forum and
the replies to it in the September issue.
Not only is the zipper, when used correctly
and with confidence, a safe, reliable and
adaptable apparatus for men and women
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PLAYBOY

of all sexes but, well ... have you ever
read a novel that depicts a stud’s teasing
the passions of the horny cheerleader by
“slowly unfastening his Velcro™?

Come on, America. You've been satis-
fied with the zipper since its invention,
and for good reason. Not only does it do
the job but it enhances the beauty and flair
of your ski jacket, wedding gown, carrying
case or designer jeans. It moves with your
mood: all the way up tight, halfand half'or
down and out.

And don’t tell me zippers are unsale
because of a few publicized malfunctions
(which are probably duc to misuse or
abuse). After all, to paraphrase another

popular slogan: Zippers don’t get stuck;
people do.

Philip M. White

Flushing, New York

According to the business card he enclosed,

Philip White is executive sales representative

for Mark Shde Fast, Inc., and the Allan Zip-

per Manufacturing Corporation. Now, to
wind up this malter once and for all:

1 have just read the letter from J. K.
Mates in the September Playboy Forum.
He neglected to mention how he had come
to be in possession of enough raw Velcro to
make the stufl commercially feasible and
himself president of Velcro US. A, Inc. 1
hate to be the one to let the Velero out of
the knapsack, but someone must. Mates

has obviously succeeded where others have
failed and has managed to not only domes-
ticate the beast but, more astomishing, get
it to reproduce in captivity!

To begin with, there is Velcro the bush
and Velcro the animal. The bush, sticcum
stuccum, is sticky, grows in the Arizona
desert and serves no known uwse. It was
originally native to the swampy lowlands
of middle Guinca and its importation to
the U.S. was unsuccessful. It was com-
pletely overrun by the tumbleweed, which
stuck to it and pulled it out by the roots as
it tumbled along.

Velero the animal, hoocus loopus, is
entircly another matter. Dating from the
Pleistocene age, it originated in Siberia,

Harry Franken, a writer for the
Columbus, Ohio, Citizen-Journal, occa-
sionally runs acress stories to which he
can’t quite do justice in a fumily news-
paper, and he's good enough to pass them
on to us. The following case of sexual
harassment, for example.

Circleville, Ohio, a city of 11,500,
boasts that it has the world’s only
pumpkin water tower, fills its streets
with more than 50 tons of pumpkins,
gourds and squashes for three days

visitors with pumpkin burgers, pump-
kin bread, pumpkin fudge and various
other “delectable pumpkin goodies.”
That sort of benign insanity dates back
to 1903 and has finally been upstaged
by a bizarre sexual-harassment case in
which a man was the victim.

A common-pleas jury in Pickaway
County (of which Circleville is the seat)
awarded $1161 in damages to a former
state worker who charged that five
women, including a supervisor, had
thrown him onto a bed, removed his
pants and underwear and kept them for
several hours while he was working as a
ward attendant at a local treatment
facility for the mentally retarded. Ironi-
cally, on the day the trial started, the

the state’s prison system.
The plaintiff, an admitted homosex-
val, said his attackers had told him

him.” They, in sworn depositions,
maintained that the plaintiff had sexu-

months and that the incident had
resulted from a spur-of-the-moment
decision to get even with him.

charges and countercharges:
The man claimed that the women

every autumn and fills the stomachs of

state closed the center to make it part of

they were going to ““‘make a man out of

ally harassed them over a period of

The evidence was a carnival of

FORUM FOLLIES

had forcibly removed him from a “'slab
room,”” where he was bathing a patient,
put him on an empty bed, stripped him
and, “while restraining plaintiff on the
hed against his will with his genital
arca exposed to public view, ridiculed
plaintiff.” He also charged that during
the attack, one of the defendants *“did
intentionally expose to plaintiffl her
breasts.”

He said after he had replaced his
pants with a pair of patient’s pajamas,
another defendant  “attempted to
remove plaintif’s pajamas but was suc-
cessful in only halfway removing them
[and] did willfully place her hand
upon, and begin to rub, plaintiff’s but-
tocks.”

In their own depositions, the defend-
ants said that their male colleague had
previously attempted to remove the
brassieres of female employees, threat-
ened o pull down their pants, pinched
them and put soap down their pants.
They said that during the attack in
retaliation, he was a laughing and
cooperative “victim.” The woman who
ended up underneath the plainiff on
the bed said, I was tickling him, man,
every which way [ could. Every spot
that T knew he would be ticklish, 1 tick-
led 1t.”

Another, talking about the plainuff’s
prior behavior, said, “He was always
trying to take my bra off and pinching
my boobs, because he liked my nipples
to get hard, and run around and brag
and tell everybody.” Added her friend,

“He'd bite me on the hosom and grab
me up here on the leg and bite, you
know, on the neck and stuff.”

Another claimed that carlier on the
day of the attack, “he grabbed me and
we went down on the floor in the hall-
way. He was trying to remove my bra.”

One defendant, who denied that the
attack had been her idca, said that
beforehand, the plaintifl had made a
bet with her that he could get her pants
off before she could get his off. She said
she had been a spectator to the incident
and hadn’t tried to stop it, because “he
deserved it.”” She also added:

“John told Sue he was going to bite
her on the tit and she told him she
would just help him. She pulled her tit
out and said, ‘Here it is, now bite it.” "

While the Circleville jurors accepted
the plaintif’s version, they didn’t agree
that his traumatic experience and
cmbarrassment  were  worth  the
$200,000 in damages that had been
asked by his attorney. They did find
that all of the defendants except the
supervisor had participated in holding
the plaintifi down and stripping his
lower body; that he had not voluntarily
participated in the assault; and that the
acts had been done “wantonly, mali-
ciously and with reckless disregard for
the rights of the plaintif.”” But they also
found the total damages amounting to
$1161—for lost wages—with nothing
for trauma or as punitive damages. The
plaintiff said he had quit his job on the
advice of his psychiatnist.

After the trial, Judge William
Ammer, a veteran of 27 years on the
bench, apologized to jurors because of
the racy testimony they had had to
endure and because “we as taxpayers
have been paying people to engage in
such horseplay.” —~HARRY FRANKEN
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where thousands still lie buried in the ice.
Ignoring their scientific value, the Rus-
sians periodically dig them up and sell the
skins on the international Velcro black

market. Using the same land bridge as the

Eskimo, the Velcro crossed to Alaska and
migrated down the North American conti-
nent. At one time, long before the white
man, vast herds of Velero were seen stuck
on the plains of the West. With the influx
of civilization, they nearly became extinct.
Exactly why remains the subject of serious

" . - ¥ debate. One school believes it was because
r 1 - 4 they were so easy to capture. During mat-
WATCH TIME & . - - ing, they stick together and can be casily
THEN . i | harveste nother school believes they all
. died of frustration over the question

“Where does the Nauga hide?”

My own experience supports the latter
theory. My grandfather, one of the last
active gluesmiths in the United States, told
me the vear he shod the most Velcros was
1938. That was while he was head
“smitty’” for the famous Flving V Velcro
ranch, just outside Zipper Flats,
Wyoming. He and his four apprentice sho-
ers managed to send out 3 freshly shod
‘Crros that year. The demand for his skills
diminished rapidly when the Nauga began
to hide; for, as everyone knows, the only
suitable material for Velcro shoes is the
hide of the Nauga. Without this valuable
commodity, Grandfather soon found him-
self out of work and finally had to cap his
glucpot forever. Without proper shocs, the
\(l(‘l(l couldn’t be worked domestically.

ntually, they were all released into the

1, where they died, victims of bleeding
feet. This closely ties in with the frustra-
tion theory.

The last confirmed sighting of a wild
Velero (not o be confused with the feral
ones [rom the Flying V) was in 1913, just
north of Chico, California. One herd of
Velcro mixed with a herd of local cheetahs
to produce the Velveeta (another story).
For vears, it was thought they had van-
ished completely. Then, in 1976, the
famed international explorer Sir Bosco
Merkin spotted and tracked an abomina-
ble Velcro on the China-Tibet border. He
made two plaster casts of the footprints
and found a swaich of the hide. Last year,
the Marin Wildlife Center cloned a young
Velcro and returned it to the wild. Subse-
quently, other sightings have occurred.

. j i Mates is to be congratulated for ensur-
From the - Il /. S oy ing the survival of this once-rare creature.

Sunday outing to the daily : N N e Now, if he could only tell us for whom the
work out. America has changed a lot Y Vel cros. . . .

over the years, and America’s watch has kept up with Walter W. Jaffee
the times. Beautifully. Two perfect examples: His with calendar Benicia, California
and elegant dual tone dial. IPIers in alternating brushed and polished Aaaaargh.
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quartz movements. “The Playboy Forum” offers the opportu-
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and editors on contemporary isswes. Address
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Playboy Building, 919 North Michigan Ave-
nue, Chicago, Hlinois 6061 1.
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: P AUL and ”NDA MCCARTNEY

a candid conversation with the superstar couple about music, creativity
and wealth—and, at last, the full story of john and paul’s partnership

Once, back in the mists of the Sixties, there
was a partnership that, in addition to being
the heari of a legendary performing group.
turned out an mcredible number of pop
standards during a short, unparalleled burst
of creativity. Both partners went on to further
work and success, but it was their public spats
and private tensions, their love and hate, the
dynamics that shaped their work during those
few years that became the grist for countless
articles and books, gossip and, ultimately,
mythology.

One of the two, John Lennon, has been

_dead for nearly four years. The other, Paul
McCartney, after a lifetime of parrving with
the press, remains an enigma. He had always
been the Beatle who lalked the most and sard
the least. In the early days, his friendliness
and cheekiness made him an ideal spokesman
for the Beatles; but since the group’s breakup,
hus oum penchant for sentimentality and com-
mercialism, together with the posthwmous
adulation of the harder-edged Lennon, have
left him with a public-relations image he is
unable to shake. He is seen as clever but
superficial, even managing to have sounded
flip about his partner’s assassination (“It's a
drag”).

After the years of touring and recording
successfully with his new band, Wings, which
included his wife, Linda, and later produc-
ing several solo albums to mixed success, Paul
became even more reclusive, emerging into
the limelight ondy to plug a new song or to be

arrested rather spectacularly from time to time
for possession of pot.

In the decade before hus death in December
1980, Lennon reinforced the public percep-
tion of McCartney with often vitriolic and
sneering comments on his music. He made
fun of the easy, catchy tunes McCartney
churned out, seemingly at will. McCartney
would jab back, but his tendency to distance
himself from the public became more pro-
nounced. When he did speak, he could sound
self-serving and slick. Linda McCartney has
nol fared very well in the press, either: Often
pictured as cold and presumptuous in joining
her husband’s band, she has been described
the same way Yoko Ono was—as the inter-
loper, one of the two women who “broke up”
the Beatles.

These days, McCartney is once again in
the public eye, actively promoting “Grve My
Regards to Broad Streel,” a movie he urote
and in which both he and Linda star. He is
giving some of the vequired answers to the
usual questions, as he has been doing for
more than 20 years. But nearly a year ago,
the McCartneys began a sevies of extraordi-
nary conversations with free-lance journalist
Joan Goodman. She suggested to them that
they expand their talks and publish them as a
“Playboy Interview,” to which they consenled,
and the sessions continued off and on for
nearly six months. 1l is in this “Interview”
that Paul talks for the first time in depth
about his relationship with John, his reaction

to his death, the events surrounding the
Beatles’ breakup, his feelings about himself
and his thoughts on his music with and with-
out the Beatles. Linda, who has always found
it difficult to “explain” herself, also talks
[frankly about her image and her husband’s
work, as well as her own.

Meanwhile, for the record and for anyone
who has been on Mars during the past 20
years, here s a summary of the Paul and
Linda McCariney story—thus far:

Born tn Lwerpool on June 18, 1942, to
James and Mary McCartney, a cotion sales-

~man and a nurse, Paul, with his younger
brother, Michael, grew up on council estates,
where his mother served as a midwife. His
father had been a smalltime professional
musician and was bent on self-improvement;
his mother was, in Paul's words, “madly
aspiving for her sons,” hoping Paul would
become a doctor. When he was 14, she died of
cancer. His father continued their upbring-
ing, surrounded by a multitude of aunts
and cousins to ensure familial warmth.
McCartney says, “We were like a big ltalian
family, someone always dandling a baby on
his knee.”

Adolescence was nevertheless a painful
time for lum and, perhaps, the source of a
lifetime process of internaliung lis feelings,
putiing on a cheery face—and sublimaling it
all into music. At 15, he began writing songs.
It was that vear that he met John Lennon,
through a mutual friend, and later joined

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ALAN CLIFTON

“There are only four people who
knew what the Bealles were
about. Nobody else was in that
car with us—just four of us in
the back, laughing hysterically.”

“The image we Americans had of
the Beatles and their music was
so positive and cheery, I never
actually thought any problems
could happen to these people.”

“I don’t work at being ordinary.
I's quite rational. It's not con-
trived at all. It is actually my
answer to the question, What is the
best way to be? I think ordinary.”

“Nobody knows what or who 1
am. I don'l even know what or
who I am. If 1 hadn’t married
Pauwl, I'd have meandered through
life. 1 quite DLike meandering.”
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Lennon’s group, the Quarrymen, named
after his  Liverpool school.  Although
untrained himself, McCartney brought tech-
nique lo the group and to Lennon; his father
had encouraged Paul’s talent and had taught
him harmony. He and Lennon lut it off well
once Lennon was assured that McCartney's
ability was no threat to his leadership of the
group that was to become the Bealles.

By all accounts, Lennon and McCariney
were supposed to be opposite sides of the same
coin. John was sharp and aggressive; Faul,
soft and lighthearted. Observers were always
eager lo characterize and define their individ-
wal roles. Yet while Lennon was the leader of
the group, it was McCartney who was ils
driving force. Lennon could be careless, dis-
paraging of the Beatles. As George Marlin,
who produced virtually all of the Beatles’
records, said to vLavsov, “Paul eventually
became the one member of the group who
always took an active inlerest in everything
the group did. john tended to work very hard
at his bit, then leave the rest and walk away.

thing.”

In 1969, just days before Lennon married
Yoko Ono, McCartney married Linda
Eastman, a 27-year-old New York rock pho-
tographer who had a young child, Heather,
by a brief first marriage. Born in 1941 in
Scarsdale, New York, to a successful attorney
(and later wnustakenly dentified as an
Eastman Kodak heiress), Linda became a
photographer of rock-"n"-roll celebrities. She
confirmed in an aside to vLaveoy that when
she first met the Beatles, it was John who
interested her; but soon she fell in love with
Paul, who was breaking up a very public
courtship of the British actress Jane Asher. By
contrast with the upper-crust Asher, Linda
was seen as a pushy American and was
despised by the British press. The wedding
took place during the height of the furor sur-
rounding the Beatles® split.

McCartney adopted Heather, and he and
Linda had therr second daughter, Mary, later
that year. A third daughter, Stella, and a son,
James, followed. Linda carefully constructed
a semirural, “ordinary” lifestyle sustained by
the McCariney millions (they have huge land
holdings in Sussex and Scotland) and a
strong sense of basic values. Pronouncements
from their camp abways emphasized thewr
uneventful existence.

Meanwhile, Lennon, with his gift for col-
orful media events, made his union with Yoko
Ono seem like the ultimate in rock-rebellion
marriage. This reinforced the proposition that
McCartney was just an average bloke who
had lucked into fame and fortune when he
mel_John Lennon.

After a year of lying fallow, McCartney
“slapped himself about the face” and formed
Wings. He did with the new band what he
had wanted to do with the Beatles. They
toured and they worked without fanfare.
There was friction. Paul’s domineering ways
and Linda’s lack of wmusicianship were
blamed. She offered to quit Wings, but
McCartney wouldn’t have it. If they didn’t
get it right the first time, they would try again

new songs among a younger generalion—
despite rough going from critics—vindicated
him. More recently, his collaborations with
Michael Jackson and Stevie Wonder pro-
duced yel more huts.

Until recently, McCartney had always
operated from the vorlex of his prodigious
musical talent; but in 1982, when he turned
40, he said he “thought it time to fulfill old
goals.” He had enjoyed making the Beatles’
movies and wanted to become mvolved with
film again. He looked around for a suitable
script. Finding none, he commissioned one
from Liverpool playunight William Russell,
who had written the play “‘John, Paul,
George, Ringo and Bert” aboul the Beatles.
(Ironically, McCartney had been critical of it
al the time.) He liked the new script, but “it
was not quite in line with my thinking.” As he
had done before in his musical career,
McCartney went back to square one. He read
evervthing he could, took advice and wrole
the film script himself- Meant originally to be
a day-in-the-life home movie, it grew in scope

_ George. too. Paul gol involved in_every-  when McCartney added a plot line about the
disappearance of some valuable tapes. He

fashioned Tus script around that idea and
included 14 musical numbers—some from

“I don’t know how
anyone could have lived
with me after the breakup
of the Beatles. I was
on the scrap heap,
in my own eyes.”

the Beatles days, some from Wings, some new.

He cast himself in the starring role, wrote in
parts for Ringo, his wife, Barbara Bach, and
Linda, and once again invited record producer
George Martin to supervise his music. It was
on the sel of “Broad Streel” thal interviewer
Goodwman mel the McCartneys. Her report:

“I was warned before I met Paul
McCariney, by people who didn’t know him,
that 1 had best be careful. He was a slippery
customer, they said. He was manipulative
with the press, using charm as o shield. He
would come on as ordinary and friendly, and,
if I weren't careful, I could find myself actu-
ally liking him. These people, who mostly held
to the notion that Lennon was as deep as
MecCartney was superficial, implied that
being taken in by McCartney would be tanta-
mount to being relegated to an intellectual
Siberia. No danger of that with Linda, how-
ever. She was genevally reckoned to be a
bitch—-cold, tough, snooty.

“I was a basket case by the time I got to
Elstree Studios, just oulside London, where
they were shooting ‘Give My Regards to
Broad Street’ (the title uses a London railway
station, one of the film's locales, as a play on

until they did. The enormous success of the old song title). I sat off in a corner of an
76  Wings, plus the popularity of McCartney's

elaborate set that looked like a futuristic lily

pond bathed in purple ight. Paul and Linda,
on piano and keyboard, Jeff Porcaro and
Steve Lukather from Toto and bass guitarist
Lows Johnson, all of whom are in the film,
were dressed in white bellhop costumes with
short, spiky wigs and white, catlike kabuki
make-up. It was the setting for ‘Silly Love
Songs'—one of the film’s big numbers—
and everything was going wrong. The hy-
draulics that raised and lowered the modules
weren'l working. The atmospheric puffs of
steam were blowing in the wrong divection,
Porcaro got hit on the head by a loose pipe
and someone had shouted at the script girl
and made her cry.

“A general ennui settled over the sound
stage while technical people tinkered and con-
ferved. Then, in a sudden burst of energy,
McCartney lifted the gloom, banging out an
impromptu. ragtime tune addressed to the
script girl, Brenda “Bunty” Loader. As the
musicians played backup, McCartney sud-
denly sang out, "We love Bunty, Bunty's our
friend ! We love Bunty, we will ull the
end. ...’ Bunty’s tearful face beamed a bright
red as lensions dissipated. :

“After watching McCartney work at high
speed, under time pressure, under budget
pressure, I came to respect him. He was not
unfailingly good-tempered and charming,
but he was fair and, for someone who doesn’t
have to lift a finger, he works hard.

“Watching from the side lines one day,
George Martin remarked to me, ‘Paul is
amazing. I couldn’t stand the pace he sets. He
gets up incredibly early in the morning, he
drives in from his place in Sussex, which is
two hours from here, and goes home every
night to be with the kids. He's in make-up first
thing in the morming, he acts all day, and
during lunchtime he talks about production
problems with somebody. In the evening, he
has discussions with the director and the pro-
ducer about the staging or the lighting or
whatever. It’s like the old Beatles recordings.
He'’s involved in everything.’

“Although Martin is far from a yes man to
Paul—there were wistble lensions on the sel—
during a pause in the proceedings, he leaned
back and reflected on the man he has worked
with for 20 years: ‘[ think Faul is a genius.
It’s a great joy to work with someone you
respect very highly. But too many people tell
people like him, “Fantastic! You're absolutely
brilliant! You can't do anything wrong!” The
fact is, they can do wrong, and someone has
got to tell them. Paul knows this. He has his
ego streak, but he's not that bad.’

“I found all this to be true. The first inter-
views with Paul were hesitant affairs, with
Paul supplying the information he wanied to
get across, much of it familiar fan stuff. The
time and depth required by this ‘Interview’
made him wary. But as time wenl on, he
seemed o feel less threatened, and another
Jacet of his personality began to surface: He
has an mner need to say the truth, to set the
record straight. It was then that the deeper,
more heartfelt, more revelatory information
came out. But it was tough holding on to the
momentum: Once, Paul broke off our conver-
sations to do a TV mterview plugging the




© NAP Consumer Electronics Corp.

(sigh!) We're not complaining, but it does get monoto-
nous having to tell people it’s really a Magnavox every
time they see a Magnavox. Like with our innovative
Video Camera and Stereo VCR Deck.

The Video Camera, a mere 2.4 lbs., fits into your
hand. All you do to shoot is push a button. The camera is
so sensitive you can shoot from the light of a birthday
candle. The automatic focus guarantees crisp, clear pic-
tures every time.

The portable Stereo VCR recorder, just 7 Ibs. with bat-
tery, slips out of the docking tuner, connects to the cam-
era and you’re ready to shoot anywhere with stereo sound.

For TV use with total remote control, the recorder slips
back into the docking tuner. Incidentally, the Magnavox
Stereo VCR allows the unattended recording of as many
as 8 events during a 14-day period.

Having read this much, you might think you’re reason-
ably equipped 1o recognize your next Magnavox. Sure.

MAGNAVOX

Americasbest kept secret.

77



Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined |
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. | :f

o T 17 mg’ "tar"H mg mcnlme av. perclgarene FTC Report
‘;‘:__ = ln v "' qumi:‘" - :-‘ B _ A




0 Marlbo

.

4- . I!

f' larbe "_ -
A Marl T ——




PLAYBOY

FORMEN.

Shoes for guys who walk on water. Or anywhere near it.

©1984 Gold Seal Rubber Co.

Available at Macy's, Woodward & Lothrap, The Lodge of Harvard Square,
Hofheimers, Davisan’s and other fine stores.

Inaworid
of shrinking standards,
o q I L] ,O
L]
comes in writing.
How many things are there you can J\
trust implicitly? Now consider Bic.
Our quality speaks silently, but
eloguently, for itseff f
We'll never cut a corner, and
our quality control is ruthless.
In short, even though we
make millions of pens a day,
our reputation rides on the
next Bic you pick.
Because we believe
reliability shouldn’t be a
thing of the past, but a
thing in the pocket.

L @Bic

movie just before we were lo meel; when he
came wm lo resume our laltk, he was back in
PR land, being flip and cule. A wasted day.

“With Linda, il was a different problem:
She hesitated to talk al all, bul once she
opened up, it was pure and straightforward.

“Over the months, the relationship be-
tween Paul and Linda became clear: The
McCartneys may have an old-fashioned mar-
riage, in the sense that Pawl is very much the
provider, but it 15 move equal than anyone
realizes. The way they live—the fact that
they're vegetarians, their preference for the
rural over the jet-sel life, thetr determination
lo shield thewr children from stardom—is
Linda’s doing. They have adjusted to each
other over the years, like any other couple.
And the family has learned lo separate Paul
McCartney the superstar from Paul
McCartney the man. Linda says, ‘At home,
Paul is Daddy; bwt when our James sees
him on the box, he says, “There’s Paul
McCartney.” ™ ™

PLAYBOY: Although we hope to cover a lot
of ground, let’s start with the reason
you're in the limelight again. You've just
finished a movie, Give My Regards to Broad
Street. Youwrote itand play aleading role.
Why this movie now?
PAUL: | guess the ultimate luxury profes-
sionally is to be able to change your direc-
tion, to work in another medium. It's what
a lot of people would like to be able to do.
It has also given me a chance to see profes-
sional actors at work, and now I can tell
the acting profession, “Nobody need
worry about me; there’s no danger from
me.” [Laughs] Sull, it’s been great fun and
I've learned a lot. It’s a good little film, a
nice evening out. [ only regret I didn’t
write a completely new score.
LINDA: But he’s written a great theme song
for it. The music is all live, and Paul’s had
a chance to work with great musicians
again. He’s started coming home happy
again, fulfilled. Paul is a perfectionist. He
hasn’t been happy, he hasn’t had a chance
to work with the best since the old days.
PLAYBOY: Since the Beatles.
LINDA: Yes.

[Paul nods.]
PLAYBOY: Paul, it’s been nearly four years
since John Lennon died and you haven’t
really talked about your partnership and
what his death meant to you. Can you talk
about it now?
PAUL: It’s . . . it’s just too difficult . . . very
difficult to say anything about it. I always
feel that if I said anything about John, I
would have to sit here for five days and say
it all. Or 1 don’t want to say anything.
LINDA: I'm like that.
PAUL: I know George and Ringo can’t
really talk about it.
PLAYBOY: How did you hear of John’s
death? What was your first reaction?
PAUL: My manager rang me early in the
morning. Linda was taking the kids to
school.
UINDA: I had driven the kids to school and
I’d just come back in. Paul’s face, ugh, it
was horrible—even now, when 1 think of
ISy
PAUL: A bit grotty.
LINDA: I knew something had happened. . . .
PAUL: It was just too crazy. We just said
what everyone said; it was all blurred. It
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was the same as the Kennedy thing. The
same horrific moment, you know. You
couldn’t take it in. I can’t.
LINDA: It put everybody in a daze for the
rest of their life. It’ll never make sense.
PAUL: I still haven’t taken it in. I don’t
want to.
PLAYBOY: Yet the only thing you were
quoted as saying after John’s assassination
as, “Well, it’s a drag.”
PAUL: What happened was we heard the
news that morning and, strangely enough,
all of us—the three Beatles, friends of
John’s—all of us reacted in the same way.
Separately. Everyone just went to work
that day. All of us. Nobody could stay
home with that news. We all had to go to
work and be with people we knew.
Couldn’t bear it. We just had to keep
going. So I went in and did a day’s work in
a kind of shock. And as I was coming out
of the studio later, there was a reporter,
and as we were driving away, he just stuck
the microphone in the window and
shouted, “What do you think about John’s

1death?* I -had just finished-awhole-dayn

shock and I said, “It’s a drag.” I meant
drag in the heaviest sense of the word, vou
know: “It's a—drag.”” But, you know,
when you look at that in print, it says,
“Yes, it's a drag.”” Matter of fact.

PLAYBOY: You tend to give a lot of flip
answers to questions, don’t you?

PAUL: I know what you mean. When my
mum died, I said, *“What are we going to
do for money?”’

LINDA: She brought in extra money for the
family.

PAUL: And I've never forgiven myself for
that. Really, deep down, vou know, I
never have quite forgiven myself for that.
But that’s all I could say then. It’s like a
lot of kids; when you tell them someone’s
died, they laugh.

PLAYBOY: Because they can’t cope with the
emotion?

PAUL: Yes. Exactly.

LINDA: With John’s thing, what could you
say?

PAUL: What could you say?

LINDA: The pain is beyond words. You can
never describe it, I don’t care how articu-
late you are.

PAUL: We just went home, we just looked at
all the news on the telly, and we sat there
with all the kids, just crying all evening.
Just couldn’t handle it, really.

LINDA: To this day, we just cry on hearing
John's songs; you can’t help it. You just
cry. There aren’t words. . . . I'm going to
cry now.

PLAYBOY: Do you remember your last con-
versation with John?

PAUL: Yes. That is a nice thing, a consoling
factor for me, because I do feel it was sad
that we mnever actually sat down and
straightened our differences out. But fortu-
nately for me, the last phone conversation
I ever had with him was really great, and
we didn’t have any kind of blowup. It
could have easily been one of the other

phone calls, when we blew up at each
other and slammed the phone down.
PLAYBOY: Do you remember what you
talked about?

PAUL: It was just a very happy conversa-
tion about his family, my family. Enjoying
his life very much; Sean was a very big
part of it. And thinking about getting on
with his career. I remember he said, “Oh,
God, I'm like Aunt Mimi, padding round
here in me dressing gown’’—robe, as he
called it, ’cause he was picking up the
American vernacular—‘“feeding the cats
in me robe and cooking and putting a cup
of tea on. This housewife wants a career!”
It was that time for him. He was about to
launch Double Fantasy.

PLAYBOY: But getting back to you and your
flipness over John’s death, isn’t that char-
acteristic of you—to show hrtle emotion
on the outside, to keep it all internalized?
LINDA: You're right. That’s true.

PAUL: True. My mum died when I was 14.
That is a kind of strange age to lose a
mother. *Cause, you know, you're dealing
with-puberty
LINDA: Gosh, we’ve got a 14-year-old right

now!
PAUL: Yes, and for a boy to lose a
mother

LINDA: To have been through so many
other growing pains, how can a body take
all that and still continue?

PAUL: It’s not easy. You're starting to be a
man, to be macho. Actually, that was one
of the things that brought John and me
very close together: He lost his mum when
he was 17. Our way of facing it at that age
was to laugh at it—not in our hearts but
on the surface. It was sort of a wink thing
between us. When someone would say,
“And how’s your mother?” John would
say, ‘“She died.” We'd know that that per-
son would become incredibly embarrassed
and we’d almost have a joke with it. After
a few years, the pain subsided a bat. It was
a bond between us, actually; quite a big
one, as I recall. We came together profes-
sionally afterward. And as we became a
writing team, I think it helped our inti-
macy and our trust in each other. Eventu-
ally, we were pretty good mates—until the
Beatles started to split up and Yoko came
nto it.

PLAYBOY: And that’s when all the feuding
and name-calling began. What started it?
Did you feel hurt by John?

PAUL: You couldn’t think of it as hurt; it
was more like old army buddies’ splitting
up on account of wedding bells. You know
[sings], “These wedding bells are breaking
up that old gang of mine.” He'd fallen in
love, and none of us was stupid enough to
say, “Oh, you shouldn’t love her.” We
could recognize that, but that didn’t
diminish the hurt we were feeling by being
pushed aside. Later on, I remember say-
ing, “Clear the decks, give him his time
with Yoko.” I wanted him to have his child
and move to New York, to do all the things
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he’d wanted to do, to learn Japanese, to
expand himself-
PLAYBOY: But you didn’t understand it at
the time?

PAUL: No, at the time, we tried to under-
stand; but what would happen was, if we
were the least bit bitchy, that would be
very hurtful to them in this—this wild
thing they were in. I was looking at my
second solo album, Ram, the other day
and I remember there was one tiny little
reference to John in the whole thing. He’d
been doing a lot of preaching, and it got up
my nose a little bit. In one song, I wrote,
*“Too many people preaching practices,” |
think is the line. I mean, that was a little
dig at John and Yoko. There wasn’t any-
thing else on it that was about them. Oh,
there was “You took your lucky break and
broke it in two——"

LINDA: Same song. They got the message.
PAUL: But [ think they took it further
UNDA: They thought the whole album was
about them. And then they got very upset.
PAUL: Yeah, that was the kind of thing that

really laying New York street hip on me.
Oh, come off it! But, through all of that, I
do think he was always a man for fresh
horizons. When he wanted to learn Japa-
nese for Yoko, he went to the Biarritz.
LUNDA: I like that! Biarritz! You mean
Berlitz.

PAUL: Yeah, he wanted fresh challenges all
the time. So it was nice of Yoko to fulfill
that role. She gave him a direction.

[Paul leaves to take a telephone call.]
LINDA: I was just going to say that I think if
John had lived, he might still be saying,
“Oh, I'm much happier now. . . .”
PLAYBOY: And you don’t believe it?

LINDA: The sad thing is that John and Paul
both had problems and they loved each
other and, boy, could they have helped
each other! If they had only communi-
cated! It frustrates me no end, because
I was just some chick from New York
when I walked into all of that. Ged, if I'd
known what I know now. . . . All I could
do was sit there watching them play these

would happen. They’d take one small dig
out of proportion and then come back at
us in thetr next album. Then we'd say,
“Hey, we only did two percent; they did
200 percent”—and we’d go through all of
that insanity.

PLAYBOY: In most of his interviews, John
said he never missed the Beatles. Did you
believe him?

PAUL: I don’t know. My theory is that he
didn’t. Someone like John would want
to end the Beatle period and start the
Yoko period. And he wouldn’t like either
to interfere with the other. As he was with
Yoko, anything about the Beatles tended
inevitably to be an intrusion. So I think he
was interested enough in his new life to
genuinely not miss us.

PLAYBOY: Did you ever try to find out how
he felt about it, about you?

PAUL: I knew there was the kind of support
that I'd thought he felt for me. But obvi-
ously, when you're getting slagged off in
public, it shakes that faith. Nah, it’s just
John mouthing off; I know him. But, well,
the name-calling coupled with the hurt—
it became a bit of a number, you know?
PLAYBOY: Was the way you two went at
each other good for the music?

PAUL: Yeah. That was one of the best things
about Lennon and McCartney, the com-
petitive element within the team. It was
great. But hard to live with. It was hard to
live with. It was probably one of the rea-
sons why teams almost have to burn out.
And, of course, in finding a strong woman
like Yoko, John changed.

LINDA: But that way, you lose yourself.
PAUL: Yeah, I think that probably i the
biggest criticism, that John stopped being
himself. [ used to bitch at him for that. On
the phone with me in the later years, he’d
get very New York if we were arguing.
[New York accent] ““Awright, goddamn it!”
I called him Kojak once, because he was

games. . . .
PLAYBOY: But wasn't it clear that John
wanted only to work with Yoko?

“I know that Paul
was desperate to
write with John

again. And I know
John was desperate
to write . . . desperate.”

LINDA: No. [ know that Paul was desperate
to write with John again. And I know John
was desperate to write . . . desperale. Peo-
ple thought, Well, he's taking care of Sean,
he’s a househusband and all that, but he
wasn’t happy. He couldn’t write and it
drove him crazy. And Paul could have
helped him—easily.

[Paul returns.]
PLAYBOY: Has the McCartneys’ relation-
ship with Yoko changed since John’s
death?
LINDA: No comment! Only kidding. That’s
what she said.
PAUL: When someone asked Yoko if the
Beatles had supported her after John's
death, she said, “No comment.”
LINDA: Even though Ringo flew over to see
her and all of us called her.
PAUL: The thing is, in truth, I never really
got on that well with Yoko anyway. It was
John who got on well with her—that was
the whole point. Strangely enough, I only
started to get to know her after John's
death. I began wanting to know if I could
be of any help, because of my old friend.
And at first, I was a bit put off by her atti-

tude of “I don’t want to be widow of the
year.” That’s what she said. At first, I felt
rebuffed and thought, Oh, well, great!
Well, sod you! But then I thought, Wait a
minute, come on. She’s had the tragedy of
a lifetime here, and I'm being crazy and
insensitive to say, “Well, if you're not
going to be nice to me, I’'m not going to be
nice to you.” I feel I started to get to know
her then, to understand what she was
going through instead of only my point of
view all the ime—which I think is part of
growing up anyway. And I think then I
was able to find quite a lot of things in
common with Yoko.
PLAYBOY: Such as?
PAUL: We're in similar positions—our fame
and the people we know. . . .
LINDA: Yoko said to me when John was still
alive, “We are the only people going
through the same problems.” But our dif-
ferences are still there, too. Being her busi-
ness partner is a real problem.
PLAYBOY: Once you began to understand
—Yoko, Paul, did-you-two talk-about John?—
PAUL: Yes. We did. In fact, aflter he died,
the thing that helped me the most, really,
was talking to Yoko about it. She volun-
teered the information that he had . . .
really liked me. She said that once or
twice, they had sat down to listen o my
records and he had said, “There you are.”
So an awful lot went on in the privacy of
their own place. So, yes, it was very
important.
PLAYBOY: How much did John’s praise
mean to you when he was alive?
PAUL: A lot, but I hardly ever remember it,
actually. There wasn’t a lot of it flying
about! I remember one time when we were
making Help! in Austria. We'd been out
skiing all day for the film and so we were
all tired. I usually shared a room with
George. But on this particular occasion, I
was in with John. We were taking our huge
skiing boots off and getting ready for the
evening and stufl, and we had one of our
cassettes; it was one of the albums, proba-
bly Revolver or Rubber Soul—I’'m a bit
hazy about which one. It may have been
the one that had my song Here, There and
Everywhere. There were three of my songs
and three of John's songs on the side we
were listening to. And for the first time
ever, he just tossed it off, without saying
anything definite, “Oh, I probably like
your songs better than mine.” And that
was it! That was the height of praise I ever
got off him. [Mumbles] “I probably like
your songs better than mine.” Whoops!
There was no one looking, so he could say
1t
But, yeah, I definitely did look up to
John. We all looked up to John. He was
older and he was very much the leader; he
was the quickest wit and the smartest and
all that kind of thing. So whenever he did
praise any of us, it was great praise,
indeed, because he didn't dish it out
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much. If ever you got a speck of it, a
crumb of it, you were quite grateful. With
Come Together, for instance, he wanted a
piano lick to be very swampy and smoky,
and I played it that way and he liked thata
lot. I was quite pleased with that. He also
liked it when I sang like Little Richard—
Tutti-Frutt: and all that. All my screaming
songs, the early Beatles screaming stuff—
that’s me doing Little Richard. It requires
a great deal of nerve to just jump up and
scream like an . . . idiot, you know? Any-
way, [ would often fall a little bit short, not
have that little kick, that soul, and it would
be John who would go, “Come on! You
can sing it better than that, man! Come
on, come on! Really throw it!”” All right,
John, OK. . . . He was certainly the one I
looked up to most—definitely.

PLAYBOY: Do you remember your first
meeting with him? A picture in the Beatles
biography The Long and Winding Road is
supposed to be the earliest of you two
together.

[Pawl looks at photo n book.]

PAUL: That's my mate Len Garry and Pete
Shotton. Haven't seen him for years. This
was the original Quarrymen. John was
playing ukulele chords taught to him by
his mum and he was singing Come Go with
Me, by the Del Vikings, but he was mak-
ing up his own words, because nobody
knew the words in those days; nobody had
the record: We’d only heard it on the radio
and loved it. I met John that day. I knew

the words to 25 rock songs, so I got in the
group. Long Tall Sally and Twiti-Fruti,
that got me in. That was my audition.
PLAYBOY: Did you know you were audition-
mng?

PAUL: No. I was just meeting them. I hap-
pened to sing a couple of songs backstage
with them. I had a friend called Ivan
Vaughn, who was my contact with all
these guys; he was my schoolmate. A big,
daft guy, like we all were. We all used to
talk a lot of nonsense. I mean, our catch
phrase is still Chrome Rock Navel.
PLAYBOY: What does that mean?

PAUL: [ dunno. Sounds good, doesn’t it?
[Scottish accent] Chrome Rock Navel. Aye,
all right, laddie! All our old letters say

“From Chrome Rock Navel.” John and all
of us used to do all that stufl.

PLAYBOY: So you played with words from
an early age?

PAUL: Yeah, you might call it [sarcastic] lit-
erary, because now everything is so much
more important and serious, you know?
But as kids on the streets, we just called it
wisecracks. Sure, it was an ability with
words. It became one of the Beatles’ spe-
cialties. You know, where [producer]
George Martin would say, “Anything you
don’t like.” and we’d say, “We don’t like
your tie.”” That was George who actually
said that. All those little famous Beatle
wisecracks; we were all into the humor of
the time—Peter Sellers and the Goons and

Lenny Bruce and Stan Freberg. It was a
wisecracking kind of time, the Fifties. And
it also had to do with Liverpool, where wit
is a prized thing. At lootball matches, you
hear the greatest jokes in England sailing
out from the crowd. So it didn’t just come
out of nowhere with us.

PLAYBOY: The way you became sarcastic at
the word literary
PAUL: Oh, we had an interest in literature,
too. I'm playing that down, but it’s true I
did go to a lot of plays, read a lot of
stufl-
LINDA: Dylan Thomas and all that—
PAUL: I used to think it was really hip. I
used to like it. I still do. I like reading a bit
of poetry, though then it was a bit fruity.
So our love for words was all a combina-
tion of that. But when John wrote In His
Own Wrile, people said it was Joycean, like
James Joyce, you know. And John said,
“Who’s ’e?”’ 1 mean, we didn’t have that
kind of schooling; we hadn’t actually stud-
ied anyone. It was all just out of the air,
street music.

PLAYBOY: Were you surprised-when John
did In His Own Wiite?

PAUL: No, he used to do that kind of thing
when I knew him in the early days. That
was one of his things, writing these crazy
little pieces. He used to have a school mag-
azine called the Daily Howl, which he
started at school, Quarry Bank. When I
met him, he used to have this little exercise
book, and I remember one of his weather
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forecasts: “Tomorrow will be muggy, fol-
lowed by tuggy, wuggy and thuggy!” He
was about 12, a smart little kid. Another
one was, “Yes, vour Worship; ves, vour
battleship!” I remember that in a court-
room scene.

PLAYBOY: Did vou ever envy his cleverness
when you wrote together?

PAUL: No, not really. Just lus repartee. 1
envied his repartee. But it wasn’t a ques-
tion of envying each other. Each of us was
as good as the other. We used 10 sag oflf
school [play hooky]. We'd go to my house
and wy to learn to play songs. He had
these banjo chords, I had half a guitar
chord—and don’t forget, we started from
exactly the same spot, Liverpool. Almost
the same street, only a mile or two
between us. Only a year and a half of age
difference, knowledge of guitar, knowledge
of music. Pretty similar. I had a little bit
more knowledge of harmony through my
dad. I actually knew what the word har-
mony meant. [Laughter] So, you know, we
started from the same place and then went

on the same railway journey together. s

UNDA: Its just the critics who say, “Well,
John was the biting tongue; Paul’s the sen-
timental one.” John was biting, but he was
also sentimental. Paul was sentimental,
but he could be very biting. They were
more similar than thev were different.
PAUL: With me, how I wrote depended on
my mood. The only way I would be sort of
biting and witty like that was if I was in a
bad mood! [Laughter] I was very good at
sarcasm myselll I could really keep up
with John then. If I was in a bad enough
mood, I was right up there with him. We
were terrific then. He could be as wicked
as he wanted, and I could be as wicked,
100,

LINDA: But it is [unny. I've often thought
about how you two got vour images.
You're sort of the cute, soft one, and John
was supposedly hard. But in truth, you
could write Helter Skelter and he could
write Goodnight and the songs on Abbey
Road.

PAUL: Yes.

UNDA: A lot of songs that people thought
you wrote, he probably wrote; and I'm
sure there are a lot of songs people thought
John wrote that were really written by
you.

PAUL: That’s right. It was more gray than
anvone knew.

LINDA: Oh, absolutely!

PAUL: I mecan, I saw a recent account that
put George down for his contributions to
the Beatles. But the real point is, there are
only four people who knew what the
Beatles were about anywav. Nobody else
was in that car with us. The chaufleur’s
window was closed, and there were just
four of us in the back of that car, laughing
hysterically. We knew what we were
laughing at; nobody eclse can ever know
what it was about . . . [ doubt il even we
know, in truth.

PLAYBOY: Even now, do you feel defensive

if someone attacks one of the four of you?
PAUL: Sure. I mean, you don’t just dismiss
George like that! There’s a hell of a lot
more to him than that! And Ringo. The
truth of this kind of question depends on
where you're looking: on the surface or
below the surface. On the surface, Ringo
was just some drummer. But there was a
hell of a lot more to him than that. For
instance, there wouldn’t have been A Hard
Day's Night without him. He had this kind
of thing where he moved phrases around.
My daughters have it, too. They just make
up better phrases. Some of my kids have
got some brains. “First of a ball,” the girls
say, instead of “First of all.” I like that,
because lyricists play with words.

UNDA: Ringo also said, “Fight days a
week.”

PAUL: Yeah, he said it as though he were an
overworked chauffeur. [In heavy accent]
“Eight davs a week.” [Laughter] When we
heard it, we said, “Really? Bing! Got it!”
[Lawghs] Another of his was “Tomorrow
never knows.” He used to say, “Well,

“tomorrow never knows.” And he'd say it

for real. He meant it. But all that sounds a
bit trivial there. That wasn’t all he did.
That was just the tip of the iceberg.
LINDA: But you said it. If only the four of
vou know, everybody else just makes the-
ories. Just as people theorize about life.
Who knows about life?

PLAYBOY: Then you agree that your whole
was greater than the sum of its parts?
PAUL: Yeah. Yes. Definitely. Oh, yeah.
PLAYBOY: Most performers who have been
part of a team continue to insist that their
solo work is equal to their teamwork.
PAUL: When the four of us got together, we
were definitely better than the four of us
individually. One of the things we had
going for us was that we’d been together a
long time. It made us very tight, like fam-
ilv, almost, so we were able to read one
another. That made us good. It was only
really toward the very end, when business
started to interfere. . . .

PLAYBOY: But to stay with the early days for
a bit, did vour father object to your joining
the group?

PAUL: He wanted me to have a career more
than anything. “It’s all very well to play in
a group,” he’d say, “but you have to have
a trade to [all back on.” That's what he
used to say. He was just an average Jim, a
cotton salesman, no great shakes; left
school at 13 but was very intelligent. He
used to do crosswords to increase his word
power. He taught us an appreciation of
common sense, which is what you found a
lot of in Liverpool. I've been right around
the world a few times, to all its little pock-
ets; and, in truth, I'd swear to God I've
never met any people more soulful, more
intelligent, more kind, more filled with
common sense than the people I came
from in Liverpool. I'm not putting Linda'’s
people down or anything like that
LINDA: No, of course not!

PAUL: But the type of people that I came
from, 1 never saw better! In the whole of
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the world! I mean, the Presidents, the
prime minister, I never met anyone half as
nice as some of the people I know from
Liverpool who are nothing, who do noth-
ing. They’re not important or famous. But
they are smart, like my dad was smart. I
mean, people who can just cut through
problems like a hot knife through butter.
The kind of people you need in life. Salt of
the earth.

PLAYBOY: When you say something like
that, people wonder if you’re being insin-
cere. You’re 2 multimillionaire and world-
famous, yet you work so hard at being
ordinary, at preaching normaley.

PAUL: No, I don’t work at being ordinary.
People do say that: “Oh, he’s down to
earth, he’s too good to be true. It can’t be
true!” And yet the fact is that being ordi-
nary is very important to me. I see it in
millions of other people. There’s a new
motorcycle champion who was just on the
telly. He’s the same. He’s not ordinary,
he’s a champion; but he has ordinary val-
ues, he keeps those values. There’s an
appreciation of common sense. It’s really

‘quite rational, my ordinariness. It’s not’

contrived at all. Itis actually my answer to
the question, What s the best way to be?
think ordinary.

LINDA: Well, it’s fun.

PAUL: We can be really flash and have a
Rolls-Royce for each finger, but I just
don’t get anything off that! There’s nothing
for me at all! It leaves me cold. Occasion-
ally, I get a suit or some nice jacket or
something, but I just cannot get into this
stufl.

PLAYBOY: Surely, your wealth has had some
impact on those ordinary values.

PAUL: Well, when you first get money, you
buy all these things so no one thinks vou’re
mean, and you spread it around. You get a
chauffeur and you find yoursell thrown
around the back of this car and vou think,
Goddamn it, I was happier when I had mv
oum little car! I could drive myself! This is
stupid! You find yourself trying to tune in a
television in the back of this bloody thing,
balancing a glass of champagne, and you
think, This is hell! I hate this! You know,
I've had more headaches off those tellies in
the back of limousines. I just decided to
give up all of that crap. I mean, it is just
insane! I can’t stand chaufleurs, people
who live in. They take over your lives. [
can’t live like that.

PLAYBOY: Do you feel like that, too, Linda?
LINDA: I'm worse. I'm horrible. I cannot
get happy from material things. They just
upset me. When we were touring America,
we stayed in a very lavish house that we
rented, and I felt very empty and very
lonely.

PAUL: Linda’s naturally ordinary. Itdoesn’t
always come over when she’s talking to
someone, being interviewed, but Linda's
at her best when she’s doing you a meal at
home. That's when you see Linda. She
cooks, she looks after the kids and she’s
there. We've got one cleaning lady; that’s
all weve got. If the kids are sick, there

won’t be a nurse looking after them; it will
be Linda who is there. It’s funny, actually,
because I'm known as being stingy. When
I take my kids to the seaside and they
come up and say, “Dad, can we have some
money to play on the machines?” I’ll give
them a reasonable amount of money, but I
won’t give them a lot. Linda’s got tales of
parents she knew in the States who used to
pay their kids off—*“Anything you want,
kid.”” You know, $30 or anything. But the
parents never looked after them. The
money was their surrogate. It all makes
me think, Sod it, I’ll be the parent. I’ll
give them only as much as I figure they
can handle.

PLAYBOY: That brings up an interesting
question: Does too much emphasis on day-
to-day life, on domesticity, dull the edge in
a composer? It’s commonly felt that your
earlier stfl had more bite—and meat—
than vour more recent music.

PAUL: | can see that argument. I can see
that if you have a domestic situation, let’s
say, iU’s less likely that you're going to hear

__alot of new music throughout an evening—

as opposed to when you're young and

“I just decided to
give up all of that
limousine crap.
Chauffeurs and people
who live in take
over your lives.”

single and music is all you fill your time
with. In my case, maybe the kids want to
watch a TV show or I want to just sit or
whatever. So [ think a domestic situation
can change you and your attitudes. I sup-
pose if you did get a bit content, then you
might not write savage lyrics and stufl. But
I don’t know. I don’t really believe all
that. I hate formulas of any kind.
PLAYBOY: Despite your own father’s advice
about getting a trade, it was he who
encouraged vou to play music. Did he ever
write music or lyrics himself?

PAUL: He wrote one song. He was in a band
for quite a few years. It wasn’t a very suc-
cessful band. They used to have to change
their name from gig to gig. They weren’t
invited back otherwise. But eventually, he
became a bit of a pop star in his own
right. . . . Strange we should be talking
about it, because my brother’s researched
our early family history and asked all the
aunties about what went on. He found a
letter from a fella who said he used to be in
love with my mum. It’s a long story, but-—
to cut it short—he said that he had really
fancied my mum, and he took her out for a
tong time. Then he suddenly twigged that

she’d been getting him to take her round to
dances, and he wondered why. They were
going to joints, and she wasn’t that kind of
a girl. It turned out that that was where
my [ather was playing! She was following
him round, as a fan. It made me think,
God, that's where I get it all from.

LINDA: You know, I didn’t realize until now
that he was as involved with music as he
was.

PAUL: Which brings us back to your ques-
tion. Did my dad ever write anything?
Well, he used to have this one song, which
he'd play over and over on the piano. It
was just a tune; there were no words toit. I
actually remember him, when I was a real
little kid, saying, “Can anyone think of
any words to this?” We all did try for a
while; it was like a challenge. Well, years
later, I recorded it with Chet Atkins and
Floyd Cramer in Nashville. We called our-
selves the Country Hams, and it was a
song called Walking in the Park with Eloise.
I told my dad, “You’re going to get all the
royalties. You wrote it and we’re going to
publish it for you and record it, so you'll

get the checks:™ And he said, “T didn't——

write it, son.” I thought, Oh, God, what?
He said, “I made it up, but I didn’t write
it.” He meant he couldn’t notate; he
couldn’t actually write the tune down.
And, of course, that’s like me. I can’t write
music. I just make ’em up, too.
PLAYBOY: Is “just making up” a song the
thing that fulfills you most?
PAUL: Yes, nothing pleases me more than to
go into a room and come out with a piece
of music.

[Paul leaves Linda and the interviewer
alone.)
LINDA: I'd love for Paul to compose more.
All these business problems taking up his
time! Il he were only left to write great
songs and play with good musicians! I
think he has such soul for writing and is
such a great singer . . . I don’t think peo-
ple realize what a great musician Paul is.
PLAYBOY: Most people probably do.
LINDA: You think so? I think they feel he’s
just a cute face. He’s so good that I would
really like to see him expand musically.
That’'s what I see. It's this business
stufl. . . . I hate business. Give me a lump
of bread and a bit of lettuce in the garden,
and forget the rest.

[Paul returns.]
PLAYBOY: Paul, when you and John were
still hungry, you’d say to yourselves before
composing a song, “Let’s write a car. Let’s
write a house.”
PAUL: Yeah. “Let’s write a swimming
pOOI.”
PLAYBOY: What do you say now? Is there
anything left for you to want? Isn’t some-
thing important gone?
PAUL: Yes. I think greed is gone. You know,
the hunger. You're right: It probably is
good for a greyhound to be lean and
toughened up. It will probably run faster.
LINDA: But Picasso wasn’t hungry.
PAUL: Exactly. That’s what I was saying
about formulas. It's not always that
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important to be hungry, actually. I think
it’s just one of those artistic theories, as
Linda says. Picasso wasn’t hungry, and
there are a lot of artists who haven’t lost
anything to domesticity. In my case, it
probably did happen. When I was not at
all domestic, and clubbing it and knocking
around and boozing a lot and whatever in
the Sixties, it probably did expose me to
more and leave me with more needs to be
fulfilled which you use songwritung for.
Songwriting’s like the thumb in the
mouth. The more crises you have, the
more material you have to work on, I sup-
pose.
But then again, I don’t know if it’s true!

I mean, we'd really have to decide which
song we’re going to pick on. I we’re going
to pick on Yesterday, well, let’s see, I can’t
remermber any crisis surrounding that one.
So it may not be true at all. I think that I
could easily turn around and be more con-
tent and have less edge and write some-
thing really great.

PLAYBOY: You're obviously
-about the subject.
PAUL: For me, the truth of this domesticity
thing is confused. In my case, it wasn’t just
domesticity that changed me. It was
domesticity, plus the end of the Beatles. So
you can see why [ would begin to believe
that domesticity equals lack of bite. I think
it’s actually lack of Beatles that equals lack
of bite, rather than just domesticity. The
lack of great sounding boards like John,
Ringo, George to actually talk to about the
music. Having three other major talents
around . . . I think that had quite a bit to
do with ir.

PLAYBOY: You seem to be in a remarkably
frank frame of mind. Even though it’s the
most thoroughly discussed breakup in
musical history, we don’t think we’ve
heard it straight from you, Paul: Did you
or didn’t you want the Beatles to continue?
PAUL: As far as I was concerned, yeah, I
would have liked the Beatles never to have
broken up. I wanted to get us back on the
road doing small places, then move up to
our previous form and then go and play.
Just make music, and whatever else there
was would be secondary. But it was John
who didn’t want to. He had told Allen
Klein [the new manager he and Yoko had
picked] late one night that he didn’t want
to continue.

LINDA: And Allen said to John,
the others.™
this.

PAUL: Yeah, I don’t know how much of this
we're allowed to say—but Allen said,
“Don’t tell them until after we sign your
new Capitol Records deal.”

LINDA: [ don’t know if we're allowed——
PAUL: It’s the truth, folks.

LINDA: I¢t’s the truth.

PAUL: Even if it can’t be said, we'll say it.
I’s the truth. So it was the very next
morning that I was trying to say, “Let’s
get back together, guys, and play the small
clubs and. " That's when John
said

ambivalent

“Don’t tell

. I don’t know if we dare tell

LUNDA: His exact words were ‘I think
you’re daft.”

PAUL: And he said, “I wasn’t going to tell
you until after I signed the Capitol thing,
but I'm leaving the group.” And that was
really it. The cat amongst the pigeons.
LINDA: But what also happened, after the
shock wore off, was that evervbody agreed
to keep the decision to break up quiet.
PAUL: We weren’t going to say anything
about it for months, for business reasons.
But the really hurtful thing to me was that
John was really not going to tell us. I think
he was heavily under the influence of Allen
Klein. And Klein, so I heard, had said to
John—the first time anvone had said it—
“What does Yoko want?” So since Yoko
liked Klein because he was for giving Yoko
anything she wanted, he was the man for
John. That’s my theory on how it hap-
pened.

PLAYBOY: But it’s also been said that you
got your revenge by giving out the news
first, even though you'd all decided to sit
on it for a while.

——PAUL: Two-or-three-months-later;when-1

was about to release the solo album I'd
been working on, one of my guys said to
me, “What about the press?” All of us
were still in shock over John’s news, and I
said, “I can’t deal with the press; [ hate all
those Beatles questions.” So he said,
“Then why don’t you just answer some
questions from me and we’ll do a handout
for the press.” I said fine. So he asked
some stilted questions and I gave some
stilted answers that included an announce-
ment that we’d split up.

PLAYBOY: It still seems a bit calculated and
cold on your part.

PAUL: [t was going to be an insert in the
album. But when it was printed as news, it
looked very cold, yes, even crazy. Because
it was just me answering a questionnaire.
A bit weird. And, yes, John was hurt by
that.

LINDA: Let me just say that John had made
it clear that he wanted to be the one to
announce the split, since it was his idea.
PAUL: He wanted to be first. But I didn’t
realize it would hurt him that much or that
it mattered who was first,

PLAYBOY: What John said later was that he
found it hard to forgive you for using the
split as a publicity stunt for your first solo
record.

PAUL: [ figured it was about time we told
the truth. It was stupid, OK, but [ thought
someone ought to say something. [ didn’t
like to keep lying to people. It was a con-
science thing with me.

LINDA: It’s madness, when vou think of it—
who got to tell first.

PLAYBOY: Aside from who did what, how
did the breakup affect you emotionally?
PAUL: Truth is, I couldn’t handle it for a
while.

PLAYBOY: Why? Didn’t vou see 1t coming?
PAUL: I'd never actually gone that far in my
own mind. Our manager, Neil [Aspinall],
had to read the official wording dissolving
the partnership. He was supposed to say it
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PLAYRBOY

aloud to us in a deadly serious voice and
he couldn’t do it. He did a Nixon wobble.
His voice went. And we were all suddenly
aware of a sort of physical consequence of
what had been going on. I thought, Oh,
God, we really have broken up the Beatles.
Oh, shit.

PLAYBOY: What happened then?

PAUL: Linda really had a tough time. I
didn’t make it easy for her.

UNDA: I was dreaming through the whole
thing.

PAUL: I was impossible. I don’t know how
anyone could have lived with me. For the
first time in my life, I was on the scrap
heap, in my own eyes. An unemployed
worker might have said, “Hey, you still
have the money. That’s not as bad as we
have it.”” But to me, it didn’t have anything
to do with money. It was just the feeling,
the terrible disappointment of not being of
any use to anyone anymore. It was a bar-
reling, empty feeling that just rolled across
my soul, and it was . . . I"d never experi-
enced it before. Drugs had shown me little

~ bits here and there—they had rolied

across the carpet once or twice, but I had
been able to get them out of my mind. In
this case, the end of the Beatles, I really
was done in for the first time in my life.
Until then, I really was a kind of cocky
sod. It was the first time I'd had a major
blow to my confidence. When my mother
died, I don’t think my confidence suffered.
It had been a terrible blow, but I didn’t
feel it was my fault.

It was bad on Linda. She had to deal
with this guy who didn’t particularly want
to get out of bed and, if he did, wanted to
go back to bed pretty soon after. He
wanted to drink earlier and earlier each
day and didn’t really see the point in shav-
ing, because where was he going? And I
was generally pretty morbid.

LINDA: Confidence is the word. It really
shattered your confidence.

PAUL: There was no danger of suicide or
anything; it wasn’t that bad. . . . Let’s say
I wouldn’t have liked to live with me. So I
don’t know how Linda stuck it out.
PLAYBOY: How did you cope with him,
Linda?

PAUL: Own up, now; come on, OWn up.
LINDA: It was frightening beyond belief.
But I’'m not a person who would give up. I
wouldn’t think, Oh, well, this is it. But it
surprised me, because——

PAUL: Mind you, a lot of things were sur-
prising you around that time.

LINDA: Oh, God! I was the most surprised
person!

PAUL: She'd come over in the early days
and see a photo of me up on my wall—a
magazine cover or something—and she’d
say, “Oh, God, I didn’t think you'd even
seen that.”

LINDA: [ thought the Beatles were above all
that. They wouldn’t look at their own
press clippings, because they were such a
buzz. I was surprised.

PAUL: But we were real. I, unfortunately,
had to break that news to her.

LINDA: The image we Americans had of the
Beatles and their music was so positive
and cheery, pointing out that life is so
ridiculous that we might as well laugh
about it. But I never actually thought
there were any pioblems that could happen
to these people, these Beatles. So for me,
the whole thing after the breakup was
unreal. I was doing my little trip through
life, you know: Here I am in England and
oh, really? It was all happening so fast
that I just kept going.

PLAYBOY: What made you pull yourself
together, Paul, and form Wings?

PAUL: Just time, healing things. The shock
of losing the Beatles as a band. . . . One of
the main shocks was that I wouldn’t have
a band. I remember John’s reaction was
that, too. You know, *“How am I going to
get my songs out now?”

PLAYBOY: And Wings was the first step to
recovery?

PAUL: Yeah. The answer to losing your job
is, “Well, let’s try to get another job.” It’s
not a very satisfactory answer, but it’s the

~only answer you've got. So we just started

off thinking, We'll take any job; we’ll do
anything just to get going, to do something.

“I used to think
that all my Wings
stuff was second-rate,
but I began to meet
younger kids who’d say,
‘We really love that song.”

LINDA: Considering that you asked me to be
in the group, you really were willing to
take anything.

PLAYBOY: Did you want to be in the group,
Linda?

LINDA: Again, I didn’t think about it. I
never planned to be a photographer,
either. I always thought I could do any-
thing I liked doing. I’'m not the type of per-
son who thinks of the consequences
beforehand.

PAUL: Which was a saving grace, really,
because if she had thought about what
would happen
LINDA: It would have made me too afraid.
PAUL: Anyway, it worked out fine, and
eventually, bit by bit, we managed to put
songs together. Those are the songs that
some people thought were not as good as
my earlier stuff, or too commercial. I know
people from time to time used to say that,
but my attitude was, “Sorry, folks, it's
about the best I can do right now. Sorry!
You know, this is me trying to do it. 'm
trying to do it honestly and genuinely; if
some of 1t’s not working to your taste, what
can I say?” But it helped us claw our way
back.

~rediscovered in years o come.

PLAYBOY: What do you think of the Wings
material, looking back on it? Is it music
you’re proud of?

PAUL: I used to think that all my Wings
stufl was second-rate stuff, but I began to
meet younger kids, not kids from my
Beatle generation, who would seriously
say, “No, wait a minute; can’t have you
say that about your work. We really love
this song or that song.”

LINDA: A lot of people come up to Paul and
say, “Oh, my favorite song is such and
such”—and it’s one of the more recent
ones.

PAUL: Yeah, there’ll be people who mention
My Love or Band on the Run, and for us
that’s a big thing. Or Mull of Kintyre or
Ebony and Ivory. No matter what I may
think about them—1I can view them cyni-
cally, even ruthlessly—even 1 have to
admit there definitely was something there
with some of the Wings songs. In fact, the
more I bother looking at it again, the more
I discover what I was trying to do. I think
there’ll be a lot of that Wings stuff sort of
PLAYBOY: Some of the criticism of the
Wings material undoubtedly stemmed
from the fact that you had Linda in the
band. How did you react to the criticism of
her?

PAUL: Well, we laid ourselves open to that
kind of criticism. But it was out of com-
plete innocence that I got Wings together
and naively said, “Come on, Lin, do you
want to be in it?” I showed her middle C,
told her I'd teach her a few chords and
have a few laughs. It was very much in
that vein.

But then people began to say, “My God!
He’s got his wife up there onstage—he’s
got to be kidding!” And so forth. I think
she came to handle it amazingly well. She
has fabulous showbiz instincts, and by the
time it came to the 1976 tour of the States,
she was handling an audience better than
any of us. But looking back on it, I can
understand the criticism. It was as if we
were putting her up there to top the
Beatles or something. There was never any
thought of that. If we were doing it again,
we just might be more thoughtful. But I'm
proud of her; I really threw her in the deep
end.

[Paul is called away.)

PLAYBOY: Linda, what was the Wings
period really like for Paul?

LINDA: I think Paul felt very frustrated. He
wanted it to work with Wings, but we just
picked the wrong people. He needed the
best to work with, but he had to carry
almost all the weight.

PLAYBOY: Former members of Wings have
written some pretty nasty stuff about both
of you—in particular, that Paul was dicta-
torial to work with.

LINDA: It’s part of the same problem. Paul
is such a good musician, and none of the
Wings were good enough to play with
him—including me, for sure. They were
good, not great. But on this film [Give My
Regards to Broad Street], he’s had a chance
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Hello?
What are you doing?
Taking a shower.
Right now?
No, right now I'm standing in a
puddle of water.
You didn’t say goodbye.
I didn’t want to wake you.

Who could sleep when there’s a hunk
with no clothes on wandering around
at five in the morning, knocking over
furniture?

I had to come back and dig out

my sincere suit. Big meeting this

morning. I get to say things like

“bottom hine” and “net net” with a

straight face. What are you doing?
Lying here, thinking about you. You
krow, I can smell your Paco Rabanne.
It’s like you were still here.

I wish I were.

I couldn’t go back to sleep,
remembering everything. I wanted to
hear your voice. It has the most
interesting effect on me . . .

Maybe I should run over and read
you a bedtime story or something.

Or something.
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to work with the best.

As for all the other stuff that’s been writ-
ten about the two of us, so much of 1t is
rubbish. [Former Wings guitar player]
Denny Laine wrote two articles; One said
1 led Paul around totally, the other that
Paul totally dominated me. I thought
Denny came off badly. I could see some
girlfriend or an ex-chaufleur writing such
rubbish, but a musician?

PLAYBOY: He was less than charitable
about your musical contributions to the
group.

LINDA: Look, this acting-and-singing thing
15 not—I’'m not really a talent in those
fields. I was just telling Paul again that I
don’t quite know how [ had the nerve to
join him, looking back on it now. I mean,
how do you go out with Beethoven and
say, “Sure, I'll sing harmony with you’
when you’ve never sung a note? Or “Sure
I’ll play piano with you” when you’ve
never played? It was mad. But I'm . . .
enthusiastic about things. Isn’t it funny?
People write that I’'m cold and pushy. I
hope I'm not, but I have that kind of

face—I don’t smile a lot. The truthis, I'm

an old softy. I don’t say to a kid, “No, vou
mustn’t do that!”” I’'m the person who puts
her arm around him. I’m easy. I go along
with things.

I think my problem 1s that [ married
Paul and to this day, nobody knows what
or who I am. I don’t even know what or
who I am. Being married to Paul makes
me a personality, I guess, but if I weren’t,
I would have meandered through life. [
quite like meandering. I’'m curious and I
like to try things [ haven’t tried before, like
music. I was that way before I married
Paul. [ get excited about a stained glass
I've never seen before, or a great sunset—
very physically excited!

PLAYBOY: Why do you think you have the
reputation you do? You share that with
Yoko Ono—somehow being the cause of
the Beatles’ breakup.

UNDA: If only I'd known that you have to
explain things to people! When I married
Paul, I knew [I'd never had these
problems . . . except maybe when I was at
school . . . but then it was all right because
you just listened to the radio and you’d
forget it. But God knows, people got on my
back, and for things [ wasn’t really doing.
But I’'m just not the type who’ll get up and
explain herself. It’ll just go down that I'm
that woman. . . .

People I used to know say I’'m a snob
now—you know, “She didn’t speak to
me.” And people say—as they did on
Good Morning America once—that if I
weren’'t married to Paul McCartney, I
wouldn’t be a photographer. Well, maybe
I wouldn’t be a famous photographer, but
I’d be a photographer. I'd make a liv-
ing. . . . All those things get to you, but I
can handle it. . . . [ can just wipe it out. I
don’t dwell on what people say about me.
I actually dwell more on what people say

about Paul. for some reason. Maybe it’s
because he can’t handle it.

PLAYBOY: How do you handle it when a
book portrays vou as a groupie and
describes intimate scenes of Paul’s esca-
pades and John’s so-cailed homosexual
encounter with Beatles manager Brian Ep-
stein? That was what Peter Brown, who
ran Apple [the Beatles’ record company],
wrote about in The Love You Make.

LINDA: [Pauses] He was a friend. He was
the one who introduced Paul and me. A
man [ trusted. When I was going to the
hospital to have Stella, I handed him my
baby, Mary, to hold. I wouldn’t trust my
baby to anyone but a friend. Now it’s like
he doesn’t exist. And his book—well, it
doesn’t matter what he wrote, because he
betrayed a trust. We decided not to read it,
but we heard things. We put the copy he
sent us in the fire and I photographed it as
it burned, page by page.

As to what he wrote about Pau! or about
John’s experiences, ask Paul himself. He’s
coming back.

[Paul rejoins the conversation.]

"~ PLAYBOY: We were talking about what Peter |

Brown wrote in his book.

PAUL: Yeah. he told us he was going to
write about the music of the Sixties, not a
book about the Beatles. [ took him into my
house, something we don’t do; we had
lunch, showed him the kids, showed him
around our village. I actually thought he
was a friend. So to find out that he isn’t is
no big deal. But I—I mean, I hear he said
John Lennon had a gay thing with Brian
Epstein when they went to Spain together
once. That’s been rumored for vears. I
mean, was he in the room with them? It’s
probably just wishful thinking on his part.
But I'll teli vou whar's naughty about it—
that John’s not here to answer it, and nei-
ther is Brian.

All that stuff that’s written about us, I
just hope thart people who've sort of heard
of our music, vaguelv, know what the
Beaties, or the ex-Beatles, were—and it
wasn’t what’s been written. I mean, John's
time and effort were, in the main, spent on
pretty honorable stuff. As for the other
side, well, nobody’s perfect, nobody’s
Jesus. And lock what they did to him.
PLAYBOY: John apparently coped with the
craziness of that period by experimenting
with heroin. Did vou know anything about
that?

PAUL: No, not at the uime. It’s strange; that
was all in private.

UNDA: I don’t think we really knew what
thev were up to.

PAUL: We certainly never saw them on her-
oin. Never, cver.

LINDA: It must have been when Yoko was
around.

PAUL: Yeah. Mv theory is that John and
Yoko were so much in love that they began
adding wildness to ordinary love, going for
it in a big way. From what they told us—
from what we found out—it did include
crazy things like heroin. It appeared to
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include everything and anything. I mean,
if the dare was to go naked, they would go
naked. If the dare was to try heroin—
nothing was too much. To think of yourself
as Jesus Christ was not blasphemous, it
was all just larger than life. All sorts of
stufl was going on. Everybody was talking
about expanding your mind.

PLAYBOY: And you never took heroin
yourself?

PAUL: No.

PLAYBOY: But, to say the least, you're no
stranger to other drugs?

PAUL: I've never wanted to be seen talking
about marijuana for publication. Why?
Because I’ve got four kids and it looks like
I’m advocating it. I’'m not. But after this
last bust in Barbados, with people saying,
“Naughty boy, shouldn’t do that!” as a
42-year-old man, I feel I now have the
right to reply.

If anyone had told me in the Sixties that
20 years later we'd still be talking about
whether pot was worse than this or that,
I'd have said, “Oh, come off it, boys.” If
‘you start the most-dangerous list with her-

war! You had to laugh a lot and keep
cheery and keep yourself up, 'cause that’s
all you had. So I did a lot of that.
PLAYBOY: Didn’t you write a 20,000-word
account of your stay in prison?

PAUL: After it, yeah. I wrote it in case any-
body ever asked, “What was that like?”
because, like I say, all the good bits have
surfaced. ButifI think hard, I can remem-
ber that the first thing I expected was
rape. That was my big fear. Right?
Wouldn’t that be yours? So I slept with me
back to the wall. I didn’t know what was
going to happen, you know? [ jJapanese
accent] “Hello, is your friendly jailer. I"d
like a favor, please.” “No! Not even for a
bowl of rice! 1 slept for about a week in
the green suit I was arrested in; [ didn’t
know you could ask for fresh clothes.
PLAYBOY: What was that period like for
you, Linda?

UINDA: Total misery. The kids and I were
in a Japanese hotel, not knowing what was
going to happen. I was so frightened for
Paul I can’t even describe it. Your imagi-
nation takes off. I didn’t know what they

oin or morphine—we know there's no way
out of that; you've got to be suicidal to get
into that in any form—then I think mari-
juana comes toward the bottom of the
list. Cocaine is above marijuana in
harmfulness. I used to do coke [mincing his
words), but it got too fashionable, too fash-
ionable, darling, amongst the record execs.
I couldn’t handle all that, being in the
bogs [bathrooms] with all those creeps!
And I do genuinely believe that Librium
and Valium would both be above mari-
juana. For me, pot is milder than Scotch.
That doesn’t mean I’ve turned around
and advocated marijuana. I haven’t. I'm
really only saying this is true for me. I
mean, in Barbados, where I was on holi-
day, I was in a room miles away from any-
one. It never interfered with anyone. No
one was watching me except one man-
servant at the place.

I also want to say that there are things
that marijuana is more harmful than: air,
for instance. I advocate air every day.
Water, orange juice—I’d advocate that
and a good vegetarian diet any day of the
week. But as I say, in print, you’re put in a
corner; they make you sound like the
bloody high priest of pot. It’s stupid, you
know. I can take pot or leave it. 1 got
busted in Japan for it. I was nine days
without it and there wasn’t a hint of with-
drawal, nothing.

PLAYBOY: You haven’t discussed your
imprisonment in Japan for pot possession.
What was it like?

PAUL: It was hell. But I only remember the
good bits. Like a bad holiday. The thing is,
my arrest was on every bloody TV set
The other prisoners all knew who I was
and asked me to sing. I didn’t have any
instruments, but the world’s press would
have loved to have had cameras rolling as I
was going [drums with hands]. Well, I'd
seen Bridge on the River Kwaz; I knew what
you had to do when you were a prisoner of

thing. It’s beyond words. It’s mind-
boggling.

PAUL: There were many stumbling blocks,
and to keep the record straight, it wasn't
always John and Yoko. Obviously, they
accused my side of doing plenty of stum-
bling, too. We’ve all accused one another
of various business things; we tend to be
pretty paranoid by now, as you can imag-
ine. There’s a lot of money involved.
PLAYBOY: With all these stories about num-
bers and cards, you seem to be saying it's
Yoko who has kept this from being settled.
UNDA: I don’t know about that. It is true
she settled with Klein for $5,000,000. It
wasn’t her money, really. Each Beatle
gave a share, Paul included, and he never
wanted that man as manager in the first
place. Five or six million! When you think
that they were pulling bloody cards to see
what they would do! If only we had known
what they were doing back there! We wried
reason and reason didn’t exist. All I know
is, with all the advisors and lawyers and
parasites, we’re putting a lot of kids
through prep school and buying a lot of

would be doing to him. And for what? A
bit of nothing. Marijuana isn’t like bombs
or murder or the Mafia. [ don’t think pot
is a sin, but I didn’t want us to be a martyr
for it.

PLAYBOY: Your legal problems with pot are
one thing, but the legal affairs surrounding
Apple, to wind up the Beatles’ financial
affairs, are in another dimension. Will
your former business ever be settled?
UINDA: What do you want? It’s only been
15 years. [Laughter]

PAUL: To most clear-minded people, it’s
obvious we should have settled the Beatles
affairs by now—for our own sanity. But
there have been many stumbling blocks
over the years. There was the occasion
when John came to a meeting and asked
for a £1,000,000 loan. That made us stum-
ble! Everyone went, “Say what?!”’ and
jaws dropped and the meeting was can-
celed. Then there was the time when we
had all arrived for the big dissolution
meeting in the Plaza Hotel in New York.
There were green-baize tables—like the
Geneva Conference it was—with millions
of documents laid out for us to sign.
George had just come off tour, I'd flown in
specially from England, Ringo had flown
in specially, too, 1 think, and . . . John
wouldn’t show up! He wouldn’t come from
across the park! George got on the phone,
yelled, “Take those fucking shades ofl and
come over here, you!” John still wouldn’t
come over. He had a balloon delivered
with a sign saying, LISTEN TO THIS BALLOON.
It was all quite far out.

UNDA: The numbers weren’t right, the
planets weren’t right, and John wasn’t
coming. Well! And it’s never happened
since. It's never happened. He said he was
not coming and that was it. Had we known
there was some guy flipping cards on his
bed to help him make his decision, we
would have all gone over there. George
blew his top, but it didn’t change any-

saying all this time is, “Divide it four ways,
please.” Instead of it staying in one kitty,
where only the lawyers make money,
divide it four ways and let’s get on with
life! I said to Paul I wouldn't mind if we
didn’t get anything, as long as it gets
divided, just to get rid of the aggro. Just so
the lawyers will stop making money. I
don’t care if we don’t get any. But I hate
being the fool.

PLAYBOY: Fortunately for you, most of your
income comes not from Apple but, actu-
ally, from your music-publishing com-
pany, right?

PAUL: That and my recording. About
equal. The music publishing I own is fabu-
lous. Beautiful. I owe it all to Linda’s dad
{Lee Eastman] and [her brother] John.
Linda’s dad is a great business brain. He
said originally, “If you are going to invest,
do it in something you know. If you invest
in building computers or something, you
can lose a fortune. Wouldn’t you rather be
in music? Stay in music.” I said, “Yeah,
I'd much rather do that.” So he asked me
what kind of music I liked. And the first
name | said was Buddy Holly. Lee got on
to the man who owned Buddy Holly’s stuff
and bought that for me. So I was into pub-
lishing now. The strange thing is, we never
owned our own publishing; it was always
getting bought and sold. Someone else
owns Yesterday, not me. So it is a kind of
compensation, really, for that.

Lee found this company called Edwin
H. Morris, in New York, which owned every-
thing, including the kitchen sink—it’s just
the most wonderful company ever. It has
some of the best music ever written, songs
that my dad would play, like Tenderly,
After You've Gone, Stormy Weather. And our
luck! There’s a thing in the business they
call “Eastman luck,” or maybe a little Mc-
Cartney luck thrown in, too, but we just
suddenly got very, very lucky. There was a
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show that needed investors and Lee said,
“Do vou want to let the show run or
should we can it? We have the power to
can 1t.” | said, “No, keep it going—it’s an
artistic venture, we don’'t want to can
that.” It was Annte. It was at a small thea-
ter before it got to Broadway, a little show,
and we published the music. A Chorus Line
happened, too, and we published that. La
Cage aux Folles has happened since, and
that’s been lunatic, insane. Many, many
more. Grease, too. John Travolta was look-
ing for something to do, and we owned the
publishing rights to that.

PLAYBOY: It had nothing to do with your
understanding of popular music?

PAUL: A bit. I was vibing it heavily. And
very in love with it, and that helps. Any-
way, now it'’s become the largest inde-
pendently owned publishing company, so
it’s a big dip.

PLAYBOY: It’s also made you one of the
richest men in the world, hasn’t it?

LINDA: There aren’t all those millions that
you read about in the paper. How much
Paul earns is one of those constant topics
in the gossip columns, and it’s all exag-
gerated.

PLAYBOY: The hAgure we've heard most
often is that you’re worth about
$500,000,000.

PAUL: And the other one is that I earn
$20,000,000 a year.

LINDA: Can you imagine the taxes you'd
have to pay on that?

PAUL: The money stories actually arose
because some fellow somewhere wrote a
book called World Paychecks: Who Makes
What, Where and Why—a rubbishy book
from which the newspapers quoted a refer-
ence to me. That is the entire source this
wealth has come from.

LINDA: And it doubles every time you look
at the paper.

PAUL: It’s all based on that one published
item, and it actually isn’t true. [ didn’t
earn that much in record royalties. You've
only got to look at my sales in 1980 to fig-
ure that onc out. In the here-and-now
stage, the figure is wildly exaggerated.
LINDA: That’s it. That’s all you need to say.
PLAYBOY: All right, but when you say “in
the here-and-now stage,” you seem to be
hedging; does that mean that it's possible
you might be earning that much in the
future?

PAUL: No, I'm not talking figures. Where I
come from, you don’t really talk about
how much you’re earning. Those things
are private. Like a lot of people, my dad
never told my mum how much he was
carning. I'm certainly not going to tell the
world. I’'m doing well.

PLAYBOY: Does Linda know?

PAUL: Linda knows.

LINDA: I’'m not really interested. [ want to
have enough to live on, and if I can help a
few other people, that’s what I carc about.
PLAYBOY: Onc other rumor: Is it true, as
published, that you are the single largest
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depositor in the Chase Manhattan Bank in
New York?

PAUL, LINDA: We don’t even use Chase
Manhattan Bank!

PLAYBOY: Whatever else you say, people
have always felt you are commercially
minded, that you are motivated by
money
PAUL: No, it isn’t money. It's doing well. 1
saw that Meryl Streep said, “I just want to
do my job well.” And really, that’s all I'm
ever trying to do. I still like writing songs.
It still gives me a thrill. If I had been
asked at 15 why I wrote, [ would have
answered, “Money.” But after a while,
you realize that’s not really your driving
motive. When you get the money, you still

need to keep going; you don’t stop. There
has to be something else. I think it’s the
freedom to do what you want and to live
your dreams.

PLAYBOY: One of the last things John Len-
non agreed to do for PLAYBOY was to run
through his songs and share his memories
of them. Even if we don’t have the time to
go through-all your music, Paul, would
you tell us what you remember about some
of your Beatles songs?

PAUL: OK, but it’ll just be off the top of my
head.

PLAYBOY: Understood. What do you
remember about one of your earliest
songs, Love Me Do?

PAUL: Love Me Do—the first song we
recorded, like, for real. First serious audi-
tion. I was very nervous, 1 remember.
John was supposed to sing the lead, but
they changed their minds and asked me to
sing lead at the last minute, because they
wanted John to play harmonica. Unul
then, we hadn't rehearsed with a harmon-
ica; George Martin started arranging it on
the spot. It was very nerve-racking.
PLAYBOY: Do You Want to Know a Secret?
PAUL: Nothing much; a song we really
wrote for George to sing. Before he wrote
his own stuff, John and I wrote things for
him and Ringo to do.

PLAYBOY: All My Loving.

PAUL: Yeah, I wrote that one. It was the
first song 1 ever wrote where I had the
words before the music. I wrote the words
on a bus on tour, then we got the tune
when I arrived there. The first time I've
ever worked upside down.

PLAYBOY: [ Wanna Be Your Man.

PAUL: I wrote it for Ringo to do on one of
the early albums. But we ended up giving
it to the Stones. We met Mick and Keithin
a taxi one day in Charing Cross Road and
Mick said, “Have you got any songs?" So
we said, “Well, we just happen to have one
with us!” I think George had been instru-
mental in getting them their first record
contract. We suggested them to Decca,
*cause Decca had blown it by refusing us,
so they had tried to save face by asking
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George, “Know any other groups?” He
said, “Well, there is this group called the
Stones.” So that’s how they got their first
contract. Anyway, John and I gave them
maybe not their first record, but I think
the first they got on the charts with. They
don't tell anybody about it these days;
they prefer to be more ethnic. But you and
I know the real truth.

PLAYBOY: What about Not a Second Time?
PAUL: Influenced by Smokey Robinson and
the Miracles.

PLAYBOY: Please Mr. Postman.

PAUL: Influenced by the Marvelettes, who
did the original version. We got it from our
fans, who would write FLEASE MR. POSTMAN
on the back of the envelopes. “Posty,
posty, don’t be slow, be like the Beatles
and go, man, go!” That sort of stuff.
PLAYBOY: I Should Have Known Beller.
PAUL: You should before you took this
Interview' I Should Have Knouwn Better was
one of John’s; it was in Hard Day’s Night.
PLAYBOY: If I Fell.

PAUL: This was our close-harmony period.
We did a few songs—This Boy, If I Fell, Yes
It Is—in the same vein, which were kind of
like the Fourmost [an English vocal
group], only not really. . ..

PLAYBOY: So you took things from other
groups; you heard what other pop groups
were doing:
PAUL: Oh, yeah. We were the biggest nick-
ers in town. Plagiarists extraordinaires.
PLAYBOY: And I Love Her. Was that written
for anybody?

PAUL: It’s just a love song; no, it wasn’t for
anyone. Having the title start in midsen-
tence, I thought that was clever. Well,
Perry Como did And I Love You So, many
years later. Tried to nick the idea. I like
that—it was a nice tune, that one. I still
like it.

PLAYBOY: Can’t Buy Me Love.

PAUL: We recorded it in France, as I recall.
Went over to the Odéon in Paris. Recorded
it over there. Felt proud because Ella Fitz-
gerald recorded it, too, though we didn’t
realize what it meant that she was doing it.
PLAYBOY: Help!

PAUL: John wrote that—well, John and I
wrote it at his house in Weybridge for the
film. I think the title was out of despera-
tion.

PLAYBOY: You've Got to Hide Your Love
Away.

PAUL: That was John doing a Dylan—
heavily influenced by Bob. If you listen,
he’s singing it like Bob.

PLAYBOY: Nowhere Man.

PAUL: That was John after a night out, with
dawn coming up. I think at that point in
his life, he was a bit . . . wondering where
he was going.

PLAYBOY: In My Life.

PAUL: I think I wrote the tune to thag;

that’s the one we slightly dispute. John
either forgot or didn’t think I wrote the
tune. I remember he had the words, like a
poem—sort of about faces he re-
membered. . . . I recall going off for half
an hour and sitting with a Mellotron he
had, writing the tune. Which was Miracles
inspired, as I remember. In fact, a lot of
stuff was then.

PLAYBOY: Taxman.

PAUL: George wrote that and [ played gui-
tar on it. He wrote it in anger at finding
out what the taxman did. He had never
known before then what could happen to
your money.

PLAYBOY: Eleanor Rigby.

PAUL: [ wrote that. I got the name Rigby
from a shop in Bristol. I was wandering
round Bristol one day and saw a shop
called Rigby. And I think Eleanor was
from Eleanor Bron, the actress we worked
with in the film [Help!]. But I just liked
the name. [ was looking for 2 name that

-sounded-natural. Eleanor Rigby sounded —particular————

natural.

PLAYBOY: Here, There and Everywhere.
PAUL: | wrote that by John’s pool one day.
PLAYBOY: Did you write a lot of your stufl at
John's house in that period?

PAUL: Some of it. When we were working
together, sometimes he came in to see me.
But mainly, I went out to see him.
PLAYBOY: Of the songs you composed on
your own, Yesterday is obviously your
greatest hit. Where did Yesterday come
from?

PAUL: It fell out of bed. I had a piano by my
bedside and I . . . must have dreamed it,
because I tumbled out of bed and put my
hands on the piano keys and I had a tune
in my head. It was just all there, a com-
plete thing. I couldn’t believe it. It came
too easy. In fact, I didn’t believe I'd writ-
ten it. I thought maybe I’d heard it before,
it was some other tune, and I went around
for weeks playing the chords of the song for
people, asking them, “Is this like some-
thing? I think I’ve written it.” And people
would say, “No, it’s not like anything else,
but it’s good.”

I don’t believe in magic as far as that
kind of thing is concerned. I'm not into
“Hey, what’s your sign?” or any of that.
But, I mean, magic as in “Where did you
come from? How did you become the suc-
cessful sperm out of 300,000,000’ —that’s
magic I believe in. I don’t know how I got
here, and I don’t know how I write songs.
I don’t know why I breathe. God, magic,
wonder. It just is. I love that kind of
thought: All the information for a tree was
in an acorn—the tree was somehow in
there. ...

PLAYBOY: All right, from the sublime to

the . . . less sublime: How about Yellow
Submarine?

PAUL: [ wrote that in bed one night. As a
kid’s story. And then we thought it would
be good for Ringo to do.

PLAYBOY: Good Day Sunshine.

PAUL: Wrote that out at John’s one day—
the sun was shining. Influenced by the
Lovin’ Spoonful.

PLAYBOY: When you wrote, did you have
difficulty deciding who would play what
and who would sing what? Or did you just
agree you would sing your own songs?
PAUL: Normally, you just sang your own
songs, and you played whatever you wrote.
PLAYBOY: For No-One.

PAUL: [ wrote that on a skiing holiday in
Switzerland. In a hired chalet amongst the
snow.

PLAYBOY: Got to Get You into My Life.

PAUL: That's mine; I wrote it. It was the
first one we used brass on, I think. One of
the first times we used soul trumpets.
PLAYBOY: Where did it come out of? Any

PAUL: The song? Dunno. My mouth.
PLAYBOY: Tomorrow Never Knows.

PAUL: That was one of Ringo’s malaprop-
isms. John wrote the lyrics from Timothy
Leary’s version of the Tibetan Book of the
Dead. It was a kind of Bible for all the
psychedelic freaks. That was an LSD song.
Probably the only one. People always
thought Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds was,
but it actually wasn’t meant to say LSD. It
was a drawing that John’s son brought
home from school. Lucy was a kid in his
school. And we said, “That’s a great
title,”” and we wrote the psychedelic song
based on it. It’s a natural, isn’t it? You
know, it was that sort of time. Like all that
Abbey Road cover stufl, you know. Paul is
dead, because he hasn’t got shoes on, you
know? It was a period when they used to
read into our lyrics a lot, used to think
there was more in them than there was.
We didn’t bother pointing out. . . .
PLAYBOY: Did your taking LSD make any
difference in your writing?

PAUL: [ suppose 1t did, yeah. I suppose
everything makes some kind of difference.
It was a psychedelic period then, so we
were into that kind of thing. But .. . we
didn’t work with LSD—ever.

PLAYBOY: Sgt. Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club
Band.

PAUL: It was an idea I had, I think, when 1
was flying from L.A. to somewhere. I
thought it would be nice to lose our identi-
ties, 1o submerge ourselves in the persona
of a fake group. We would make up all the
culture around it and collect all our heroes
in one place. So I thought, A typical
stupid-sounding name for a Dr. Hook’s
Medicine Show and Traveling Circus kind
of thing would be Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely
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PLAYBOY

Hearts Club Band. Just a word game,
really.

PLAYBOY: Gelting Beller.

PAUL: Wrote that at my house in St. Johns
Wood. All I remember is that I said, “It’s
getting better all the time,” and John con-
tributed the legendary line “It couldn’t get
much worse.” Which I thought was very
good. Against the spirit of that song,
which was all superoptimistic—then
there’s that lovely little sardonic line. Typ-
ical John.

PLAYBOY: Fixing a Hole.

PAUL: Yeah. I wrote that. I liked that one.
Strange story, though. The night we went
to record that, a guy turned up at my
house who announced himself as Jesus. So
I took him to the session. You know,
couldn’t harm, I thought. Introduced
Jesus to the guys. Quite reasonable about
it. But that was it. Last we ever saw of
Jesus.

PLAYBOY: She’s Leaving Home.

PAUL: I wrote that. My kind of ballad from
that period. My daughter likes that one.
One of my daughters likes that. Still works:
The other thing I remember is that George
Martin was offended that I used another
arranger. He was busy and I was itching
to get on with it; I was inspired. I think
George had a lot of difficulty forgiving me
for that. It hurt him; I didn’t mean to.
PLAYBOY: Being for the Benefit of Mr. Kite!
PAUL: That was taken directly off a poster
John had. A circus poster. We stretched it
a bit.

PLAYBOY: What about When I'm Sixty-Four?
PAUL: Who knows? Yeah, I wrote the tune
when I was about 15, I think, on the piano
at home, before I moved from Liverpool.
It was kind of a cabaret tune. Then, years
later, 1 put words to it.

PLAYBOY: In his Playboy Interview, John
said that was a song he didn’t like and
never could have written.

PAUL: Who knows what John liked? You
know, John would say he didn’t like one
thing one minute and the next he might
like it. I don’t really know what he liked or
didn’t like, you know! It would depend on
what mood he was in on a given day,
really, what he would like. . . . I don’t care;
I liked at!

PLAYBOY: What about Lovely Rita?

PAUL: Yeah, that was mine. It was based on
the American meter maid. And I got the
idea to just—you know, so many of my
things, like When I'm Sixty-Four and those,
they’re tongue in cheek! But they get taken
for real! [Sarcastic] “Paul is saying, “Will
you love me when I'm 642’1 But I say,
“Will you still feed me when I'm 647"
That's the tongue-in-cheek bit. And simi-
larly with Lovely Rita—the idea of a
parking-meter attendant’s being sexy was
tongue in cheek at the time. Although I’ve
seen a few around, come to think of it. . . .
PLAYBOY: You're licking your chops.

PAUL: Well, this is pLavBOY talk!

PLAYBOY: Right. Good Morning, Good
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PAUL: Good Morning—]John’s. That was
our first major use of sound effects, I think.
We had horses and chickens and dogs and
all sorts running through it.

PLAYBOY: A Day in the Life—John’s, of
course. Right?

PAUL: That was mainly John's, I think. I
remember being very conscious of the
words “‘I"d love to turn you on”” and think-
ing, Well, that's about as risqué as we dare
get at this point. Well, the BBC banned it.
It said, “Now they know how many holes
it takes to fill the Albert Hall” or some-
thing. But I mean that there was nothing
vaguely rude or naughty in any of that.
“I'd love to turn you on” was the rudest
line in the whole thing. But that was one of
John's very good ones. I wrote . .. that
was co-written. The orchestra crescendo
and that was based on some of the ideas
I'd been getting from Stockhausen and
people like that, which is more abstract.
So we told the orchestra members to just
start on their lowest note and end on their
highest note and go in their own time—
which orchestras are frightened to—do:-
That’s not the tradition. But we got 'em to
do it. Actually, we got the trumpets to
start on the lowest note, and the violins
started a little later; violins tend to follow
one another, they’re like sheep. Trumpets
are a bit more adventurous; they’re drunk!
Trumpeters are generally drunk. It wets
their whistle.

PLAYBOY: Back in the U.S.S.R.

PAUL: I wrote that as a kind of Beach Boys
parody. And Back in the U.S.A. was a
Chuck Berry song, so it kinda took off from
there. I just liked the idea of Georgia girls
and talking about places like the Ukraine
as il they were California, you know? It
was also hands across the water, which
I’'m still conscious of. *Cause they like us
out there, even though the bosses in the
Kremlin may not. The kids do. And that
to me is very important for the future of
the race.

PLAYBOY: Ob-La-Di, Ob-La-Da.

PAUL: A fella who used to hang around the
clubs used to say [ Jamaican accent], **Ob-
la-di, ob-la-da, life goes on,” and he got
annoyed when I did a song of it, "cause he
wanted a cut. I said, “Come on, Jimmy,
it’s just an expression. If you'd written the
song, you could have had the cut.” He also
used to say, “Nothin’s too much, just outa
sight.”” He was just one of those guys who
had great expressions, you know.

PLAYBOY: It’s pretty clear how much you
like to work off other people. It's as if you
need someone else to be fully creative
with. True?

PAUL: Well. . . .

PLAYBOY: For instance, earlier you said you
really missed those three sounding boards,
John, Ringo and George. Whom can you
use today as sounding boards?

PAUL: My kids. I’ll play some new tune on
the piano. If it’s real good, I’ll notice the
kids will pick up on it and start humming
it. I remember, when 1 wrote So Bad, the

lyric was “Girl, I love you / Girl, I love
you,” which 1 sang for my little girls—and
they sang it back. Then my little boy,

James, who is six, looked at us doing this,

and I began singing the lyric as “Boy, I
love you / Boy, I love you”—I didn’t
want to leave my boy out of a love song!
PLAYBOY: What about the other singer/
composers with whom you've collabo-
rated? How are they as sounding boards?
PAUL: You mean Stevie Wonder and
Michael Jackson? I loved working with
them. I admire their voices and their tal-
ent. But it wasn’t what I'd call serious col-
laboration; it was more like we were
singing on one another’s records. Michael
and I happened to write a couple of songs
together. But we never actually sat down
and thought, We’re now a songwriting
team. I think Michael and I both treated it
as akind of . . . just a nice thing to do.
He started out ringing me up and saying
he wanted to see me. So I said to
him, “What’s all this for?”” you know?
Like, why? It was all very nice, but . . . he

-said, “I wanna make hits.” I said, “Great,

lovely.” So I don’t take that kind of thing
that seriously. :

PLAYBOY: Do you take Michael Jackson se-
riously as a songwriter?

PAUL: No, I don’t particularly admire him
as a writer, because he hasn’t done much.
I admire Stevie Wonder more. And
Stephen Sondheim. Probably one of the
best.

PLAYBOY: Sondheim? You mean as in
Broadway musicals?

PAUL: Sure. You know, when we started
with the Lennon-McCartney thing, you
know, 50-50 with a handshake, it was like
a Rodgers and Hammerstein trip. For me
it was, anyway. That romantic image of
collaboration, all those films about New
York songwriters plugging away at the
piano—“We'll call it Alligator Symphony,
what a great idea!”—and they all go to
California and get drunk. That always
appealed to me, that image. Lennon and
McCartney were to become the Rodgers
and Hammerstein of the Sixties; that’s the
way that dream went.

PLAYBOY: Then is there a part of you that’s
still looking for a new partner—someone
you can write with the way you did with
John?

PAUL: I'm not looking. . .. I'm not, because
I didn’t look for John, either. But I think il
I happened to fall into a situation where I
felt comfortable writing with someone, I
definitely wouldn’t say no to it.

I like collaboration, but the collabora-
tion I had with John—it’s difficult to
imagine anyone else coming up to that
standard. Because he was no slouch, that
boy. . .. He was pretty hot stuff, you know.
I mean, I can’t imagine anybody being
there when I go [sings]: *“It’s getting better
all the time.” I just can’t imagine anybody
who could chime in [sings]: “It couldn’t
get much worse.”
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By MARIO PUZO

michael corleone thought he knew

everything about deceit. he was wrong

ICHAEL CORLEONE stood
on a long wooden dock
in Palermo and watched
the great ocean liner set
sail for America. He was
to have sailed on that ship, but new
instructions had come from his father.

He waved goodbye to the men on the lit-
tle fishing boat who had brought him to
this dock, men who had guarded him these
past two years, The fishing boat rode the
white wake of the ocean liner, a brave little
duckling after its mother. The men on it
waved back; he would see them no more.

The dock itself was alive with scurrying
men in caps and baggy clothes unloading
other ships, loading trucks that had come
to the long dock. They were small, wiry
men who looked more Arabic than Italian,
wearing billed caps that obscured their
faces. Among them would be new body-
guards making sure he came to no harm
before he met with Don Croce Malo, capo
di capi of the Friends of the Friends, as
they were called here in Sicily. Newspa-
pers and the outside world called them the
Mafia, but in Sicily the word Mafia never
passed the lips of the ordinary citizen—as
he would never call Don Croce Malo the
capo di capi but only the Good Soul.

In his years of exile in Sicily, Michael
had heard many tales about Don Croce,
some so fantastic that he almost did not

believe in the existence of such a man. But
the instructions relayed from his father
were explicit: He was ordered to have
lunch with Don Croce this very day. And
the two of them were to arrange for the
escape from Sicily of the country’s great-
est bandit, Salvatore Guiliano. Michael
Corleone could not leave Sicily without
Salvatore Guiliano.

Down at the end of the pier, no more
than 50 yards away, a huge dark car was
parked in the narrow street. Standing
before it were three men, dark rectangles
cut out of the glaring sheet of light that fell
like a wall of gold from the noonday sun.
Michael walked toward them. He paused
for 2 moment to light a cigarette and sur-
vey the city.

Palermo rested in the bottom of a bowl
created by an extinct volcano, over-
whelmed by mountains on three sides and
escaping into the dazzling blue of the
Mediterranean Sea on the fourth side. The
city shimmered in the golden rays of the
Sicilian noontime sun. Veins of red light
struck the earth, as if reflecting the blood
shed on the soil of Sicily for countless cen-
turies. The gold rays bathed stately mar-
ble columns of Greek temples, spidery
Moslem turrets, the fiercely intricate
facades of Spanish cathedrals; on a far hill-
side frowned the turrets of an ancient
Norman castle—all left by diverse and
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cruel armies that had ruled Sicily since
before Christ was born. Beyond, cone-
shaped mountains held the slightly effemi-
nate city of Palermo in a strangler’s
embrace, as if both were sinking gracefully
to their knees, a cord being pulled tightly
around the city’s neck. Far above, count-
less tiny red hawks darted across the bril-
liant blue sky.

Michael walked toward the three men
waiting for him at the end of the pier.
Their features and bodies were formed out
of their black rectangles. With each step he
could see them more clearly, and they
scemed to loosen, to spread away from
one another as if to envelop him in their
greeting.

All three of these men knew Michael's
history: that he was the youngest son of the
great Don Corleone in America, the God-
father, whose power extended even into
Sicily. That he had murdered a high police
official of New York City while executing
an enemy of the Corleone empire. That he
had been in hiding and exile here in Sicily
because of those murders and that now,
finally, matters having been “arranged,”
he was on his way back to his homeland to
resume his place as crown prince to the
Corleone family. They studied Michael,
the way he moved so quickly and effort-
lessly, his watchful wariness, the caved-in
side of his face, which gave him the look of















a man who had endured suffering and dan-
ger. He was obviously a man of respect.

As Michael stepped off the pier, the first
man to greet him was a priest, body plump
in cassock, his head crowned by a greasy,
batlike hat. The white clerical collar was
sprinkled with red Sicilian dust; the face
above was worldly with flesh.

This was Father Benjamino Malo,
brother to the great Don Croce. He had a
shy and pious manner, but he was devoted
to his renowned relative and never
flinched at having the Devil so close to his
bosom. The malicious even whispered that
he handed over the secrets of the confes-
sional to Don Croce.

Father Benjamino smiled nervously as

cial capacity. Michael was wary. What
was the man doing here? Velardi was
reputed to be one of Salvatore Guiliano’s
most implacable pursuers. And it was
obvious that the inspector and Andolini
disliked each other; they behaved with the
deadly courtesy of two men readying
themselves for a duel to the death.

The chaufleur had the car door open for
them. Father Benjamino and Andolini
ushered Michael into the back seat with
deferential pats. Father Benjamino in-
sisted with Christian humility that Mi-
chael sit by the window while he sat in the
middle, for Michael must see the beauty of
Palermo. Andolini took the other back
seat. The inspector had already jumped in

eyes glaring at Michael. “Because Rome,
in its stupidity, arrested his father and
mother for consorting with a known crimi-
nal, their own son. A Fascist law never
repealed by the republic.”

Father Benjamino said with quiet pride,
“My brother, Don Croce, arranged for
their release.”

The car stopped in front of a block-
long, rose-colored building. Blue minarets
crowned each separate corner. Before the
entrance an extraordinary wide, green-
striped canopy lettered HOTEL UMBERTO was
guarded by two doormen stuffed into daz-
zling gold-buttoned uniforms. But Mi-
chael was not distracted by this splendor.

“he shook Michael’s hand and seemed sur-
prised and relieved by Michael’s friendly,
lopsided grin, so unlike that of a famous
murderer.

The second man was not so cordial,
though polite enough. This was Inspector
Frederico Velardi, head of the security
police of all Sicily. He was the only one of
the three who did not have a welcoming
smile on his face. Thin and far too beauti-
fully tatlored for a man who received a
government salary, his cold blue eyes shot
two genetic bullets from long-ago Norman
conquerors. Inspector Velardi could have
no love for an American who had killed a
high-ranking police official. He might try
his luck in Sicily. Velardi’s handshake was
like the touching of swords.

The third man was taller and bulkier;
he seemed huge beside the two others. He
imprisoned Michael’s hand, then pulled
him forward into an affectionate embrace.
“Michael,” he said. “Welcome to Paler-
mo.” He drew back and regarded Michael
with a fond but wary eye. “I am Stefan
Andolini; your father and I grew up
together in Corleone. I saw you in America
when you were a child. Do you remember
me?”

Oddly enough, Michael did remember,
for Stefan Andolini was that rarest of all
Sicilians, a redhead. Which was his cross,
for Sicilians believe that Judas was a red-
headed man. His face, too, was unforgetta-
ble. The mouth was huge and irregular,
the thick lips like bloody hacked mear;
above were hairy nostrils and eyes cavern-
ous in deep sockets. Although he was smil-
ing, it was a face that made you dream of
murder.

With the priest, Michael understood the
connection at once. But Inspector Velardi
was a surprise. Andolini, carrying out the
responsibility of a relative, carefully
explained to Michael the inspector’s offi-

beside the chaufleur. Michael noticed that
Inspector Velardi held the door handle so
that he could twist it open quickly. The
thought passed through Michael’s mind
that perhaps Father Benjamino had scur-
ried into the middle seat to make himself
less of a target.

Like a great black dragon, the car
moved slowly through the streets of
Palermo. On this avenue rose graceful
Moorish-looking houses, massive Greek-
columned public buildings, Spanish cathe-
drals. Private houses painted blue, painted
white, painted yellow, all had balconies
festooned with flowers that formed another
highway above their heads. It would have
been a pretty sight except for squads of
carabinieri, the Italian national police,
who patrolled every corner, rifles at the
ready. And more of them stood on the bal-
conies above.

They turned off the avenue and a huge
black-lettered poster on a house wall
caught Michael’s eye. He just had time to
see the word cuiLiano on the top line.
Father Benjamino had been leaning
toward the window and said, “It is one of
Guiliano’s proclamations. Despite every-
thing, he still controls Palermo at night.”

“And what does it say?”” Michael asked.

“He permits the people of Palermo
to ride the streetcars again,” Father
Benjamino said.

“He permits?” Michael asked with a
smile. “An outlaw permits?”

On the other side of the car, Andolini
laughed. “The carabinieri ride the trams,
so Guihiano blows them up. But first he
warned the public not to use them. Now
he is promising not to blow them up
anymore.”

Michael said dryly, “And why did
Guiliane blow up rams full of police?”

Inspector Velardi turned his head, blue

His™ practiced eye photographed the
street in front of the hotel. He spotted at
least ten bodyguards walking in couples,
leaning against the iron railings. These
men were not disguising their function.
Unbuttoned jackets revealed weapons
strapped to their bodies. Two of them,
smoking thin cigars, blocked Michael’s
path for a moment when he came out of
the car, scrutinizing him closely—
measuring him for a grave. They ignored
Inspector Velardi and the others.

As the group entered the hotel, the
guards sealed off the entrance behind
them. In the lobby, four more guards
materialized and escorted them down a
long corridor. These particular men had
the proud looks of palace servants to an
emperor.

The end of the corridor was barred by
two massive oaken doors. A man seated in
a high, thronelike chair stood up and
unlocked the doors with a bronze key. He
bowed, giving Father Benjamino a con-
spiratorial smile as he did so.

The doors opened into a magnificent
suite of rooms, open French windows
revealed a luxuriously deep garden
beyond and the wind blew in the smell of
lemon trees. As they entered, Michael
could see two men posted inside the suite.
Michael wondered why Don Croce was so
heavily guarded. He was Guiliano’s friend;
he was the confidant of the minister of jus-
tice in Rome and therefore safe from the
carabinieri who filled the town of Palermo.
Then who, and what, did the great don
fear? Who was his enemy?

The furniture in the living room of the
suite had been originally designed for an
Italian palace—gargantuan armchairs,
solas as long and as deep as small ships,
massive marble tables that locked as il
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they had been stolen from museums. They
suitably framed the man who now came in
from the garden to greet them.

His arms were held out to embrace
Michael Corleone. Standing, Don Croce
was almost as wide as he was tall. Thick

ray hair, as crinkly as a Negro’s and care-
fully barbered, crowned a head massively
leonine. His eyes were lizard-dark, two rai-
sins embedded on top of heavily fleshed
cheeks. These cheeks were two great slabs
of mahogany, the left side planed smooth,
the other creased with overgrown flesh.
The mouth was surprisingly delicate, and
above it was a thin dandy’s mustache. The
thick, imperial spike of a nose nailed his
face together.

But beneath that emperor’s head, he
was all peasant. Huge ill-fitting trousers
encircled his enormous middle, and these
were held up by wide of-white suspenders.
His voluminous shirt was white and
freshly laundered but not ironed. He wore

no tie or coat, and his feet were bare on the

marble floor.

He did not look like 2 man who ““wet his
beak” from every business enterprise in
Palermo down to the lowly market stalls in
the square. It was hard to believe that he
was responsible for 1000 deaths. That he
ruled western Sicily far more than did
the government in Rome. And that he was
richer than the dukes and barons who
owned great Sicilian estates.

The embrace he gave Michael was swift
and light as he said, *“I knew your father
when we were children. It is a joy to me
that he has such a fine son.” Then he
inquired as to the comfort of his journey
and his present necessities. Michael
smiled and said he would enjoy a morsel of
bread and a drop of wine. Don Croce
immediately led him out into the garden,
for like all Sicilians he ate his meals out of
doors when he could.

A table had been set up by a lemon tree.
It sparkled with polished glass and fine
white linen. Wide bamboo chairs were
pulled back by servants. Don Croce super-
vised the seating with a vivacious courtesy,
younger than his age; he was now in his
60s. He sat Michael on his right and his
brother, the priest, on his left. He placed
Inspector Velardi and Stefan Andolini
across from him and regarded them both
with a certain coolness.

All Sicilians are good eaters, when there
is food to be had, and one of the few jokes
people dared 1o make about Don Croce
was that he would rather eat well than kill
an enemy. Now he sat with a smile of
benign pleasure on his face, knife and fork
in hand, as the servants brought out the
food. Michael glanced around the garden.
It was enclosed by a high stone wall and
there were at least ten guards scattered
around at their own small luncheon tables,
but no more than two at each table and

118 well away to give Don Croce and his com-

panions privacy. The garden was filled
with the fragrance of lemon trees and olive
oil.

Don Croce served Michael personally,
ladling roasted chicken and potatoes onto
his plate, supervising the tossing of grated
cheese on his little side dish of spaghett,
filling his wineglass with cloudy local
white wine. He did this with an intense
interest, a genuine concern that it was a
matter of importance for his new friend to
eat and drink well. Michael was hungry;
he had not tasted food since dawn, and the
don was kept busy replenishing his plate.
He also kept a sharp eye on the plates of
the other guests and, when necessary,
made a gesture for a servant to fill a glass
or cover an empty dish with food.

Finally they were done and, sipping his
cup of espresso, the don was ready for
business.

He said to Michael, “So you’re going to
help our friend Guiliano run off to Amer-
](‘_a El]

“Those are my instructions,” Michael

said. “I must make certain he enters
America without misfortune.”

Don Croce nodded. His massive mahog-
any face wore the sleepy, amiable look of
the obese. His vibrant tenor voice was sur-
prising from that face and his body. “It
was all arranged between me and your
father: I was to deliver Salvatore Guiliano
to you. But nothing runs smooth in life;
there is always the unexpected. It is now
difficult to keep my part of the bargain.”
He held up his hand to keep Michael from
interrupting. “Through no fault of my
own. I have not changed. But Guiliano no
longer trusts anyone, not even me. Five
thousand Italian soldiers and field police
are searching the mountains. Stll he
refuses to put himself in my hands.”

“Then there is nothing I can do for
him,” Michael said. “My orders are to
wait no more than seven days; then I must
leave for America.”

And even as he said this, he wondered
why it was so important for his father to
have Guiliano escape. Michael desperately
wanted to get home after so many years of
exile. Why was his father delaying his
return? It could only be for something of
the utmost importance connected with
Guiliano.

Suddenly he was aware of Inspector
Velardi’s cold blue eyes studying him. The
thin, aristocratic face was scornful, as if
Michael had shown cowardice.

“Be patient,” Don Croce said. He
paused for a moment and smiled, a smile
that did not break the massiveness of his
cheeks. I have been told of your plans.
All of them.” He said this with peculiar
emphasis; but, Michael thought, he could
not possibly know all the plans. The God-
father never told anyone all of anything.

Don Croce went on smoothly. “All of us
who love Guiliano agree on two things. He

can no longer stay in Sicily and he must
emigrate to America. Inspector Velardi is
in accord.”

“That is strange even for Sicily,”
Michael said with a smile. “The inspector
is head of the security police sworn to cap-
ture Guiliano.”

Don Croce laughed, a short, mechanical
laugh. “Who can understand Sicily? But
this is simple. Rome prefers Guiliano
happy in America, not screaming accusa-
tions from the witness cage in a Palermo
court. It’s all politics.”

Michael was bewildered. He felt an
acute discomfort. This was not going
according to plan. “Why is it in Inspector
Velardi’s interest to have him escape?
Guiliano dead is no danger.”

Inspector Velardi answered in a con-
temptuous voice. ‘“That would be my
choice,” he said. “But Don Croce loves
him like a son.”

Stefan Andolini stared at the inspector
malevolently. Father Benjamino ducked

his head as he drank from his glass. But-

Don Croce said sternly to the inspector,
“We are all friends here; we must speak
the truth to Michael. Guiliano holds a
trump card. He has a diary he calls his tes-
tament. In it he gives proofs that the gov-
ernment in Rome, certain officials, have
helped him during his years of banditry,
for purposes of their own—political pur-
poses. If that document becomes public,
the Christian Democratic government
would fall and we would have the Social-
ists and Communists ruling Italy. Inspec-
tor Velardi agrees with me that anything
must be done to prevent that. So he is will-
ing to help Guiliano to escape with the tes-
tament with the understanding that it will
not be made public.”

“Have you seen this testament?”’
Michael said. He wondered if his father
knew about it. His instructions had never
mentioned such a document.

“I know all of its contents,” Don Croce
said.

Inspector Velardi said sharply, “If 1
could make the decision, I would say kill
Guiliano and be damned to his testa-
ment.”

Stefan Andolini glared at the inspector
with a look of hatred so naked and intense
that for the first time, Michael realized
that here was a man almost as dangerous
as Don Croce himself. Andolini said,
“Guiliano will never surrender and you
are not a good enough man to put him in
his grave. You would be much wiser to
look after yourself.”

Don Croce raised his hand slowly and
there was silence at the table. He spoke
slowly to Michael, ignoring the others. “It
may be I cannot keep my promise to your
father to deliver Guiliano to you. Why
Don Corleone concerns himsell in this
affair, I can’t tell you. Be assured he has

(continued on page 238)



“Merciful heavens, madam! This is no time
Jor extended orgasms!”
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the stylish miss somers
buries the hatchet and makes
a picturesque peace with playboy

SUZANNE
TAKE TWO

WHAT A DIFFERENCE a few years can make. The last time
Suzanne Somers starred on these pages—back in February
1980—her show, Three’s Company, was a certified hit and
Suzanne herself had been crowned the jiggle queen of tel-
evision. Suddenly, she was everywhere, from magazine
covers to talk shows, as the public clamored to get a look at
Hollywood’s newest, prettiest face.

But to one pLavBoy photographer, the face looked famil-
iar. He remembered shooting a nude Playmate test with
the same Suzanne Somers in May 1970 and passed that
information along to ever-alert pLaveoy archivists, who
found the pictures.

If Suzanne thought that she had already gotten all the
publicity a new sex symbol could get, she was mistaken.
The rravsoy layout was a best seller and caused a public
sensation. Suzanne wasn’t happy about it. Her manager
described her as *“very, very hurt and embarrassed.”
Suzanne complained to People magazine, “It makes me
want to cry.”

Much has changed since then. Three’s Company has
faded into oblivion, but it did so without Suzanne’s pres-
ence. She had gotten into a messy contract dispute with
the producers in 1981 and found herself not only making
headlines once again but (text concluded on page 252)

The last time Suzanne posed for riavsor was 14 years ago,
though the pictures languished in a file until our February
1980 issuve. “I'm in much better physical shape now,” claims
Suzanne. “And I'm more self-confident. | was very insecure
in those days, didn’t think a lot of myself. That has changed.”
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“l love flirtatious entertaining,”
admits Suzanne, who often enter-
tains Servicemen overseas. “When
yau're standing in front of 6000
sailars, if you enjoy men, you'll be
flirtatious about it. It's exciting.”

HAIR AND MAKE-UP BY: STEVE REILEY




It's no secret that Suzanne was not fand of her

last appearance in puavsor. "It came at a time
when people didn’t know who | was or what | was

really about,” she explains. “I have many facets

that I'm gradually discovering, layer by layer.”

4










.

“You know, I'm still o smoll-town girl,”
says Suzanne. “| like to cook and I love to
do oll those things that | was raised to do.
But there's another part of me thot loves
all that's going on in my life right now.”




“I'm otiracted to a powerful man,” says
Suzanne. “Someone self-confident, in control
ond very funny. | tell my son, "Whomever you
choose, make sure she hos o sense of humor.

i

Long ofter looks fade, you con still lough.
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fiction By ROBERT SILVERBERG

AFTER A MOMENT, Eitel’s eyes adjusted to the dark-
ness and the glare of the clashing, crisscrossing
spotlights. But he didn’t need his eyes to tell him
what sort of bizarre zoo he had walked into. His
sensitive nostrils picked up the whole astonish-
ing olfaciory blast at once: a weird hodge-
podge of extraterrestrial body odors, off-world
pheromones, transgalactic cosmetics, the ozone
radiation of personal-protection screens, minute

quantities of unearthly atmospheres leaking out
of breathing devices.

“Something wrong?” David asked.

“The odors. They overwhelm me.”

“The smoking, eh? You hate it that much?”

“Not the tobacco, fool. The aliens! The E.T.s!”

“Ah. The smell of money, you mean. I agree, it
is very overwhelming in here.”

“For a shrewd man, you can sometimes be very
stupid,” Eitel muttered. “Unless you say such
things deliberately, which you must, because 1

ILLUSTRATION BY PATER SATO
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have never known a stupid Moroccan.”

“For a Moroccan, I am very stupid,”
said David serenely. “And so it was very
stupid of you to choose me as your part-
ner, eh? Your grandfathers in Zurich
would be shamed if they knew. Eh?”’ He
gave Eitel a maddeningly seraphic smile.

Eitel scowled. He was never sure when
he had genuinely offended the slippery lit-
tle Moroccan and when David was merely
teasing. But somehow, David always came
out of these interchanges a couple of points
ahead.

Eitel turned and looked the place over,
checking it out.

Plenty of humans, of course. This was
the biggest gathering place for aliens in
Morocco, the locus of the focus, and a lot
of gawkers came to observe the action.
Eitel ignored them. There was no sense
doing business with humans anymore.
There were probably some Interpol types
in here, too, hoping to head off just the sort
of deals Eitel was here to do. To hell with
them. His hands were clean, more or less.

But the aliens! The aliens, the aliens, the
aliens!

All over the room. Vast saucer eyes, spi-
dery limbs, skins of grotesque textures and
unnamable colors. Eitel felt the excitement
rising in him, so un-Swiss of him, so thor-
oughly out of character.

“Look at them!” he whispered. “They’re
beautiful!”

“Beautiful? You think so?”’

“Fantastic!”

The Moroccan shrugged. “Fantasuc,
yes. Beautiful, no. Blue skin, green skin,
no skin, two heads, five heads: This is
beauty? What is beautiful to me is the
money. And the way they like to throw it
away.”

“You would never understand,” said
Eitel.

In fact, Eitel hardly understood it him-
self. He had discovered, not long after the
first alien tourists had reached Earth, that
they stirred unexpected areas of his soul:
strange vistas opening, odd, incoherent,
cosmic yearnings. To find at the age
of 40 that there was more to him than
Panamanian trusts and numbered bank
accounts—that was a little troublesome,
but it was delicious as well. He stood star-
ing for a long, ecstatic, chaotic moment.
Then he twrned to David and said,
“Where’s your Centauran?”

“I don’t see him.”

“Neither do L.”

“He swore he’d be here. Is a big place,
Eitel. We go looking, and we find.”

The air was thick with color, sound,
fumes. Eitel moved carefully around a
tableful of leathery-faced, pock-marked
red Rigelians, burly, noisy, like a herd of
American conventioneers out on the town.
Behind them sat five sleek and sinuous
Steropids, wearing cone-shaped breathers.
Good. Steropids were easy marks. If some-

132 thing went wrong with this Centauran deal

David had set up, he might want to have
them as customers to fall back on.

Likewise that Arcturan trio: flat heads,
grizzled green hair, triple eves as bright as
blue-white suns. Arcturans were wild
spenders, though they weren’t known to
covet Eitel’s usual merchandise, which
was works of fine art or more-or-less-fine
art. Perhaps they could be encouraged
to. Eitel, going past, offered them a pre-
liminary smile: Earthman establishing
friendly contact, leading perhaps to more
claborate relationship. But the Arcturans
didn’t pick up on it. They looked through
Eitel as though their eyes didn't function
in the part of the spectrum he happened to
inhabit.

“There,” David said.

Yes. Far across the way, a turquoise
creature, inordinately long and narrow,
that appeared to be constructed of the fin-
est grade of rubber, stretched over an awk-
wardly flung-together armature of short
rods.

“There’s a woman with him,” Eitel
said. “I wasn’t expecting that. You didn’t
tell me.”

David’s eyes gleamed. “Ah, nice, very
nice!”

She was more than very nice. She was
splendid. But that wasn’t the point. Her
presence here could be a troublesome
complication. A tour guide? An interpret-
er? Had the Centauran brought his own
art expert along? Or was she some In-
terpol agent decked out to look like the
highest priced of hookers? Or maybe even
a real hooker? God help me, Eitel thought,
if the Centauran has gotten involved in
some kind of kinky infatuation that will
distract him from the deal. No: God help
David.

“You should have told me there was a
woman,” Eitel said.

“But I didn’t know! I swear, Jesus Mary
Moses, I never see her yesterday! But it
will be all right. Jesus Mary Moses, go
ahead, walk over.”” He smiled and winked
and slipped off toward the bar. “I see you
later, outside. You go for it, you hear? You
hear me, Eitel? [t will be all right.”

.

The Centauran, secing the red carna-
tion in Eitel’s lapel, lifted his arm in a ges-
ture like the extending of a telescopic tube,
and the woman smiled. It was an amazing
smile, and it caught Eitel a little off guard,
because for an instant, it made him wish
that the Centauran were back on Cen-
taurus and this woman were sitting here
alone. He shook the thought ofl. He was
here to do a deal, not to get into entangle-
ments.

“Hans Eitel, of Zurich,” he said.

“I am Anakhistos,” said the Centauran.
His voice was like something out of a syn-
thesizer, which perhaps it was, and his

face was utterly opaque, a flat, motionless
mask. For vision, he had a single bright
strip of receptors an inch wide around his
forehead; for air intake, he had little vents
on his cheeks; and for eating, he had a
three-sided oral slot, like the swinging top
of a trash basket. “We are very happied
you have come,” he said. “This is Agila.”

Eitel allowed himself to look straight at
her. It was dazzling but painful, a liule
like staring into the sun. Her hair was red
and thick, her eyes were emerald and very
far apart, her lips were full, her teeth were
bright. She was wearing a vaguely futuris-
tic metal-mesh sheath, green, supple,
clinging. What she looked like was some-
thing that belonged on a 3-D billboard,
one of those unreal, idealized women who
turn up in the ads for cognac or skiing hol-
idays in Gstaad. There was something a
little freakish about such excessive beauty.
A professional, he decided.

To the Centauran he said, “This is a
great pleasure for me. To meet a collector
of your stature, to know that I will be able
to be of assistance——"'

“And a pleasure also for ourself. You are
greatly recommended to me. You are
called knowledgeable, reliable, dis-
creet i

“The traditions of our family. I was
bred to my métier.”

“We are drinking mint tea,” the woman
said. “Will you drink mint tea with us?”’
Her voice was warm, deep, unfamiliar.
Swedish? Did they have redheads in
Sweden?

Eitel said, “Forgive me, but it’s much
too sweet for me. Perhaps a brandy
instead =

A waiter appeared as though by tele-
pathic command. Eitel ordered a Courvoi-
sier and the woman another round of tea.
She is very smooth, very good, he thought.
He imagined himself in bed with her, dig-
ging his fingers into that dense red mane,
running his lips over her long, lean thighs.
The fantasy was pleasing but undisturb-
ing: an idle dream, cool, agreeable, giving
him no palpitations, no frenzy. Good.
Alflter that frst startled moment, he was
getting himsell under control. He won-
dered if she was charging the Centauran
by the night or working at something big-
ger.

She said, “I love the Moroccan tea. [tis
so marvelous, the sweet. Sugar is my pas-
sion. I think I am addicted.”

The waiter poured the tea in the tradi-
tional way, cascading it down into the
glass from three feet up. Eitel repressed a
shudder. He admired the elaborate
Moroccan cuisine, but the tea appalled
him: lethal, hypersaccharine stuff—in-
stant diabetes.

“Do you also enjoy mint tea?” Eitel

(continued on page 136)
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drink

By EMANUEL GREENBERG

SPIRITED SPICED WINES, traditionally warmed

with the business end of a hot poker, "
are among our oldest holiday potions.
The Pilgrims were partial to them for

their “therapeutic effects”—or so they
claimed—felicitously referring to them as
“comforters, hearteners and chill chas-
ers.” And if anyone needs a chill chaser,
it’s jolly old Saint Nick. In the past few

decades, mulled libations have taken a . " i ,'. y

firm hold at winter resorts, serving a dual g

function—thawing icy extremities and - : 3 .
: .. "

-

abetting conviviality. There’s nothing like

a mug of hot cheer to welcome visitors on a i

cold night—or to warm a frigid friend. deCk the board with

Ps{ld, rr:all}", nothing (_‘.'ou]c_l be simpl(:f. Asl mulls ijOIly; hot wine drinks
with any game, however, it helps to know -

the ground rules before you begin to play. . are coming to town

So here are the A B Cs of the proper con-

struction of mulled concoctions.

Each batch of hot drinks should be
freshly made and served steaming hot.
Tepid mixtures are tasteless. If some
remains, don’t keep it on the flame; reheat
it just before serving. If you don’t happen
to have an iron poker among your bar
utensils, all is not lost. You’ll get splendid
results using the kitchen range as the
source of heat. Don’t boil wine, ale, hard
cider or other alcoholic beverages. Heat
them in a glass or enamel pan or pot. Hold
the brew below a simmer; alcohol vapor-
izes at about 173 degrees Fahrenheit and
leaves the potion histless.

Hot drinks should be served in heat-
resistant vessels—stoneware, porcelain,
pottery or metal—with handles. Don’t
pour hot liquid into a cold glass. Preheat
mugs by rinsing with boiling water to
ensure maximum heat retention and to
inhibit cracking. When using a glass cup,
place a metal spoon in it before adding hot
liquid. Measure ingredients when making
drinks; too much hot tea or water, for
example, will give you a vapid, flat drink.
Mulls depend on a balance of flavors.

Just as you’d want fresh coflee, tea,
cream or butter for your hot potions, insist
on prime spices, too. Whole cloves, nut-
meg, cardamom, cinnamon, etc., retain
their quality much longer than the ground
kind. The American Spice Trade Associa-
tion suggests a snifl test before using last
year’s inventory. When you sniff the spice,
the flavor should be intense—it should
jump out of the package at you, not merely
suggest the variety. Spicing is a matter of
taste; feel free to vary, substituting allspice
for cloves or whatever you prefer.

What goes with gloggs and mulls? The
usual assortment of chewy fruit, nut and
spice cookies, yeast cakes such as Stollen,
and so on. For a surprise treat, comple-
ment your hot drinks with hot cinnamon
toast or slices of toasted brioche. Superb!
And areminder: (concluded on page276)
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TOURIST TRADE (continued from page 132)

“He found himself speculating on whether or not
there could be anything sexual going on.”

asked the alien.

“It is very wonderful,” the Centauran
said. “It is one of the most wonderful
things on this wonderful planet.”

Eitel had no idea how sincere the Cen-
tauran was. He had studied the psvchol-
ogy of extraterrestrials about as closely as
anyone had in the decade since they had
begun to descend on Earth en masse, after
the lifting of the galactic quarantine, and
he knew a lot about a lot of them; but he
found it almost impossible to get a reading
on Centaurans. If they gave any clues to
their feelings at all, it was in the form of
minute, perhaps imaginary fluctuations of
the texture of their rubbery skins. It was
Eitel’s theory that the skin slackened when
they were happy and went taut when they
were tense, but the theorv was only pre-
liminary and he gave it little value.

“When did you arrive on Earth?” Eitel
asked.

“It is the first week,” the Centauran
said. “Five days here in Fez, then we go to
Rome, Paris and afterward the States
United. Following which, other places. [t
is greatly exciting, your world. Such vigor,
such raw force. 1 hope to see evervthing
and take back much art. [ am passionate
collector, you know, of Earthesque
objects.”

“With a special interest in paintings.”

“Paintings, yes, but I collect many
other things.”

That seemed a little blatant—unless
Eitel misunderstood the meaning, but he
doubted he had. He glanced at the
woman, but she showed no reaction.

Carefully he said, ““Such as?”’

“Everything that is essential to the
experience of your world! Everything fine,
everything deeply Earthesque! Of course,
I am most fastidious. I seek onlv the first-
rate objects.”

“I couldn’t possibly agree more,” said
Eitel. “We share the same philosophy. The
true connoisseur has no time for the raw-
dry, the trivial, the incompletely realized
gesture, the insufficiently [ulfilled
impulse.” His tone, carefully practiced
over years of dealing with clients, was
intended to skirt unctuousness and com-
municate nothing but warm and sincere
approbation. Such nuances were probably
lost on the Centauran, but Eitel never let
himself underestimate a client. He looked
suddenly toward the woman and said,
*“Surely that’s your outlock also.”

“Of course.”

She took a long pull of her mint tea, let-
ting the syrupy stull' slide down her throat
like motor oil. Then she wriggled her
shoulders in a curious way. Eitel saw flesh
shift interestingly beneath the metal mesh.
Surely she was professional. Surely. He
found himself speculating on whether or
not there could be anything sexual going
on between these two. He doubted thart it
was possible, but vou never could tell.
More likely, though, she was merely one of
the stellar pieces in Anakhistos” collection
of the high-quality Earthesque: an object,
an artifact. Eitel wondered how Anakhis-
tos had managed to find her so fast. Was
there some service that supplied visiting
aliens with the finest of escorts, at the fin-
est of prices?

He was picking up an aroma from her
now, not unpleasant but very strange: cav-
iar and cumin? Sturgeon poached in Char-
treuse?

She signaled to the waiter for yet
another tea. To Eirtel she said, “The prob-
lem of the export certificates—do you
think it is going to get worse?”

That was unexpected and very admira-
ble, he thought. Discover what your cli-
ent’s concerns are, make them yvour own.

He said, “It is a great dilficuley, is it
not?”’

“I think of little else,” said the Cen-
tauran, leaping in as if he had been wait-
ing for Agila to provide the cue. “To me it
is an abomination. These restrictions on
removing works of art from your planet,
these humiliating inspections, this agita-
tion, this outcry for even tighter
limitations—what will it come to?”

Soothingly, Eitel said, “You must try to
understand the nature of the panic. We are
a small, backward world that has lived in
isolation until just a few vears ago. Sud-
denly we have stumbled into contact with
the great galactic civilizations. You come
among us, you are fascinated by us and by
our artifacts, you wish to collect our
things. But we can hardly supply the entire
civilized universe. There are only a few
Leonardos, a few Vermeers; and there are
so many of vou. So there is fear that you
will sweep upon us with your immense
wealth, with your vast numbers, with your
hunger for our art, and buy everything of
value that we have ever produced and
carry it oll to places a hundred light-years
away. So these laws are being passed. It is
natural.”

“But I am not here to plunder! I am
here to make legitimate purchase!”

“I understand completely,” Eitel said.
He risked putting his hand gently, com-
passionately, on the Centauran’s arm.
Some of the E.T.s resented any intimate
contact of this sort with Earthfolk. But
apparently the Centauran didn’t mind.
The alien's rubbery skin felt astonishingly
soft and smooth, like the finest condom
imaginable. “I'm altogether on your
side,” Eitel declared. “The export laws are
absurd overreactions. There’s a more than
ample supply of art on this planet to meet
the needs of sophisticated collectors like
yourself. And by disseminating our culture
among the star worlds, we bind ourselves
inextricably into the fabric of galactic civi-
lization. Which is why I do everything in
my power to make our finest art available
to our visitors.”

“But can you provide valid export
licenses?”” Agila asked.

Eitel put his finger to his lips. “We don’t
need to discuss it further just now, eh? Let
us enjoy the delights of this evening and
save dreary matters of commerce for later,
shall we?” He beamed. “May I offer you
more tea?”

L ]

It was all going very smoothly, Eitel
thought. Contact made, essential lines of
agreement established. Even the woman
was far less of a complication than he had
anticipated. Time now to back off, relax,
let rapport blossom and mature without
forcing.

“Do you dance?” Agila said suddenly.

He looked toward the dance floor. The
Rigelians were lurching around in a pre-
posterously ponderous way, like dancing
bears. Some Arcturans were on the dance
floor, too, and a few Procyonites, bouncing
up and down like bundles of shiny metal
rods, and a Steropid doing an eene pas
seul, weaving in dreamy circles.

“Yes, of course,” he said, a little star-
tled.

“Please dance with me?”

He glanced uneasily toward the Cen-
tauran, who nodded benignly. She smiled
and said, “Anakhistos does not dance. But
I would like to. Would you oblige me?"”

Eitel took her hand and led her out onto
the floor. Once they were dancing, he was
able to regain his calm. He moved easily
and well. Some of the E.T.s were openly
watching them—they had such curiosity
about humans sometimes—but the staring
didn’t bother him. He found himself regis-
tering the pressure of her thighs against his
thighs, her firm, heavy breasts against his
chest, and for an instant he feit the old bio-
chemical imperative tryving to go roaring
through his veins, telling him, *“Follow her
anywhere, promise anything, say any-
thing, do anything.”” He brushed it back.
There were other women: in Nice, in

(continued on page 277)
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that make giving and
getting a yule delight
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5 GHRISTMAS

Above center: The ultimate executive attaché case—a handmade Morabito /Duret
model that holds three bottles of Jules Duret's exceptional cognac, plus four mono-
grammed engraved crystal snifters (one is shown) in its kidskin-lined interior,
by Cavalier Selections, $1100. In the snifter is a 24-kt.-gold-plated Pro-Swizzler
swizzle stick that screws together like a pool cue, from Class Act, Ltd., Chicago,
$30, including a walnut carrying case. The huge goblet is a German-made ten-
inch-tall Churchill, from Norm Thompson, Portland, Oregon, $40. Tungsten-
alloy Cricket darts with sleek aluminum shafts, by Accudart, $50 for three.
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Right: We don’t know whether or not you have 255 friends
you'd wish to call; but if you do, the French-made Alpha X
electronic telephone is your hookup—and there are no mem-
ory codes to remember, as all you do is type a name on the
machine’s keyboard and your call is placed; call on hold,
mute and auto redial are part of the act, distributed by
Panel Research and Development, $550. Below center: Talk
about andiron one-upmanship! This English sterling-silver
set consists of two 13"-tall lions holding a full complement of
fireplace tools, from Asprey, New York, $33,000. Below left:
Modern design never looked better than in this battery
anodized-aluminum clock, from Hot House, New York, $192.




Left: Take me out to the ball game. The weorld's first flat-screen
liquid-crystal-display color TV measures a mere 3.15" x 6.3" x
1.22" and has a two-inch diagonal screen and superfast
electronic signal response—and it weighs in at just over

pound, by Epson America, $500. Below center: This nifty 5¢ a
DANCE sign is @ neon reproduction that waltzes right out of the
roadhouse era and onto your wall, from Jukebox Junction,
Des Moines, lowa, $220. Below right: You say a little Dab will
do you, or maybe it's just Miller time? Here's something to
pull for—a hand-painted and scratchproof glazed-Mayolika
two-tap beer fountain with solid-brass collar and base,
from Steensen, St. Augustine, Florida, $638. (Beer fountains
with as many as five taps are also available, and they can
be customized with your own logo or design if you choose.)
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Right: Nakamichi’s formidable Dragon-CT direct-drive turntable
utilizes the Absolute Center Search System, which eliminates
“wow" and features double-cabinet construction that isolates a
platter from surface and airborne vibrations, $1740 (not includ-
ing the cartridge). Far right, top: Canton North America’s gor-
geous Ergo P speaker in a gloss mahogany finish, $2500 per
pair. Far right, bottom: Old bumper cars never die; they're
restored to former grandeur by Balboa Bumper Cars, Newport
Beach, California. This stainless-steel-and-aluminum Lusse Auto
Skooter goes for $6500—and, yes, the headlights work. Below:
Actrix Computer, a dual floppy-disk-drive machine, offers
64K of standard memory, a telephone modem, high-speed dot- =
matrix printer and $2600 worth of software,.all for just $1895. / ‘







WHILE THE DEMOCRATS SLEPT

EARLY LAST SUMMER, the good folks at
PLAYBOY approached me with the idea of
covering the Democratic Convention in
San Francisco. At first, I was a bit skepti-
cal. Just what did they have in mind? Polit-
ical analysis? The Girls of the Ilowa
Delegation? No, 1 was assured, something
more personal.

“Just imagine,” said one editor, an odd

article

By RON REAGAN

gleam in his eyes, “four days in the Mos-
cone Convention Center, listening to
speaker after speaker vilify your father!”

“You’re a sick guy,” I told him. “I’ll get
back to you.”

I slept on it. There was the danger fac-
tor to be considered. Conventions are an
opportunity to whip the troops into a
blood frenzy. With the prime target of

their wrath, my father, out of reach, would
the San Francisco delegates turn to the
next best thing? I didn't relish being
lynched by a bunch of putty-jowled row-
dies wearing donkey hats.

For reasons I still don’t fully under-
stand, I said yes. “Great,” said the editor.
“And to show you we’re all heart, we’ll
send someone (conlinued on page 190)




we sent an intruder

to san francisco—to take
notes as the other

side ripped up

his dear old dad







THINKING

for karen velez,
two’s company, but 12 s ideal

£
.

AREN VELEZ had been in Los Angeles only
Ka short time, but she had already found

the Bodhi Tree Bookstore. The Bodhi
Tree is stocked to the rafters with metaphysical
tomes. Eastern philosophies, sorcery, ESP—
anything with a “psycho” in front or an
“ology” in back that can alter one’s perception
of reality.

Karen was there looking for Peace of Mind,
Volume One. Naturally, it wasn’t on the shelf,
but we browsed and talked all the same.

“I don’t think the average person would read
anything that I’ve got on my bookshelves.
I'm basically interested in things out of the

Honesty is important lo Karen Velez, starting
with herself. “I don’t put on a front. This isit.
This is what you're going to get tomorrow.
But who knows what I will be next year?”
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On a family outing to the Miami Seaquarium, Karen is introduced lo Lolita, a hiller whale, by her handler. Keeping a safe dis-
tance are (left to right) Karen’s mother, stepfather and grandmother. Raised primarily in Miami, Karen says, “I was born in

Rockuille Centre, New York, bul we moved so much when I was younger that I probably lived places I don’t even remember.”

Fyom Florida, i’s a shovt, pleasant
inp on a cruise ship (abouve) to
Nassau. Even nicer if you can pick
up a little spending change in the
ship’s casino. On the other hand, if
you happen to drop a hitle change
there—as Kaven did—it can siill
be a lot of fun. Since no one
who carries a chp board does
any work, i's hard to tell what
her job was at Omni Terminals
(right) in Miami. But whatever it
was, she sure looked good doing 1.

ordinary. I like change. I don't like doing
the same thing every Saturday night.”

Karen knows about Saturday nights. In
Miami, where she grew up, she sometimes
had them on Tuesday or Thursday. That
left little time for high school.

“By the ime I was in ninth grade, 1 was
skipping school and hanging out at my
girlfriend’s house, playing backgammon.”
By tenth grade, she dropped out.

“My mind gets to a point where it just
stops, and I’m bored with everything. So 1
move on to something different.”

The “something different” that time
was Omni Terminals, a shipping-
container-repair firm, where she made
“good money” and rose to the position of
vice-president. But greener pastures beck-
oned, so after five years she left.

“Anyway, I did graduate. 1 went back
last year and passed my G.E.D. with flying
colors. Got my high school diploma. Took
six years, but I did it.”

Not surprising, really. Karen can do
anything she puts her mind to, as long as
she’s not asked to be ordinary. She
intends, for instance, to have ten kids.

“I want ten children, yes. And I want
one of those ideal husbands who don’t
exist anymore—someone to talk to and
say, ‘Hey, something is bothering me. Can
we talk about 1t?*

Such an entreaty from such a lady
would be hard to ignore. Five bucks says
she gets the chat—and the ten children.



Breezing around the Florida Everglades on a swamp buggy (left), Karen
keeps an eye peeled for alligators or anything hungry. Back in Los Angeles
(below), she finds eyes peeled for her. She’s shopping for flowers in
the plaza shops along Sunset Boulevard. The guy is just browsing.

Karen and her sister, Lisa, get a lesson in tur-
key stuffing from thewr grandmother (below). The
two encouraged Karen fo vy oul for Playmate.

In the cruise-ship discothéque (right), Karen thought the crowd was
walching her because there was a pholographer taking her picture.
She was wrong. When the ship docks, Karen joins some divers
(below) al the equipment shack on a small island off the coast of Nassau.







-

“Of course, 've gotten hurt in relationships. And it’s not always someone else’s fault when I do get hurt. In fact, it’s my own fault
most of the time. It's expectations. You always expect people to be just the way you think they should be, and when they're mol,
you get upset. But people are what they are, and you have to accept that. And if you don’t like it, then you don’t deal with i.”
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Karen is in no rush o tie the knot. “I want to be sure about the man I get involved with. I'll be content waiting until I'm 30 to get

married and have children, if that's how long it takes for me to find someone I feel comfortable marrying. Because, when I do

marry, I want to look at him and say, ‘T want to be with you for the rest of my life’ and have him be able to say the same to me.
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

My husband has taken to spending nights away
in the bush,” the wife of a hunting guide told the
marriage counselor.

“That’s part of his work, though, isn'ti1?" said
the domestic-relations advisor.

“Professionally, yes. But on the level of his
personal life, the bush I'm referring to docesn’t
happen to be mine!

Maybc you've heard about the fellow who
moved to San Francisco but didn’t get 1o know
anybody there until he came out of the closet.
Now he’s up to his ass in new friends.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines male hypo-
crite as a fellow who says he wouldn’t wuch a
particular girl with a ten-foot pole but is, in fact,
perfectly willing 1o do so with a five-inch penis,

She reacted, did novice whore Lee,

To her first fuck for dollars with glee!
She was bursting with pride:
“I'm in business,” she cried,

“Since a_John has his business in me!”

How do you choose to be punished,” the chief of
the savage tribe asked the two captured white
explorers, “with death or with babalooboo?

I’'m oo young to die, reflected one of the pris-
oners, so he replied, “I'll take my chances with
that . .. that babalooboo, sir”—whercupon he
was unmercifully buggered by a succession ol
warriors but managed 10 survive the ordeal.

“And what is your choice, other white inter-
loper?” demanded the savage honcho.

[ won't suffer that indignity, thought the sec-
ond explorer, so he took a decp breath and
answered, I prefer death.”

“Then you shall die!”” shouted the chief
“Death it shall be! Death by babalooboo'™

b wasa gourmet cook specializing in veal scalop-
pine who raised eyebrows in a bar when he was
overheard inviting another drinker to come
around sometime to sece how he beat his meat.

Even ir vour client’s wife were, in fact, inept at
fellatio, how would that justify my granting him
a divorce?”’ asked the judge.

“On the grounds, Your Honor,” responded
the attorney, “of dental cruelty.”

Ir vou've never driven to this secluded cabin in
the woods before, won't you get lost?”” objected
the girl,

“Of course not,”” countered the fellow, “be-
cause I have a superb sense of erection.™

A wealthy elderly widower returned to his lux-
ury apartment one evening and surprised a
young female intruder ransacking his bedroom.
“Please don’t do that, mister!”” she urged as his
hand moved toward the alarm button. **If you
don’t, I'll let you make love 1o me!”

The oldster’s sense of outrage subsided, and he
was soon naked on the bed with the girl. But age
does have its infirmities, and after making
repeated unsuccessful attempts, he finally top-
pled over onto his side, exhausted and embar-

rassed. “I'm sorry, voung lady . . . but it’s no
use,” he gasped. “I'm afraid . . . I'm going to
haveto . . . buzzthe security office . . . afterall.”

The first porno film with an all-midget cast will,
naturally enough, feature full runtal nudity.

A the Iron Horse Steam Baths, the cream
Of the gay rail elite live a dream!

How those Bruces are thrilled!

Their cabooses ave drilled . .
Then theyve blown with a full head of steam!

-

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines hif man as a
tellow who goes to work when 1t's nume to knock

off.

Plans are reputedly being made for a topless-
bathing beach lor the exclusive use of society
matrons. Its locatuon? Sag Harbor, New York.

Ies always the same,” the girl sighed to her
roommate alter returning in the wee, small
hours. “Afterward. 1 feel so compromised, so
cheap, so soiled . . . so absolutely wonderful from
head w toe!™

Heard a funny one lately? Send 1 on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, rLavsov,
Plavboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
HI. 60611. 850 unll be pad to the contributor
whose card s selecled. Jokes cannol be retuwrned.



“So last Christmas it was those Cabbage Patch Kids.”
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an 87th precinct story

By IEID MICIBAANN

it was christmas eve,
and crime was taking a

strange kind of holiday

DETECTIVE STEVE CARELLA was alone in
the squad room. It was very quiet for
a Christmas Eve.

Normally, all hell broke loose the
moment the stores closed. But
tonight the squad room and the
entire station house seemed unusu-
ally still. No phones ringing. No
typewriters clacking away. No
patrolmen popping upstairs to ask if
any coffee was brewing in the cleri-
cal office down the hall. Just Carella,
sitting at his desk and rereading the
D.D. report he’d just typed, check-
ing it for errors. He'd misspelied
the “armed” in “armed robbery.” It
had come out “‘aimed robbery.” He
overscored the I with a ballpoint
pen, giving the felony its true title.
Armed robbery. Little liquor store
on Culver Avenue. Guy walked in
with a .357 Magnum and an empty
potato sack. The owner hit a silent
alarm and the two uniforms riding
Boy One apprehended the thief as
he was leaving the store.

Carella separated the carbons and
the triplicate pages—white one in
the uppermost basket, pink one
in the basket marked for Miscolo in
clerical, yellow one for the lieuten-
ant. He looked up at the clock. Ten-
thirty. The graveyard shift would be
relieving at a quarter to 12, maybe a
bit earlier, since it was Christmas
Eve.

God, it was quiet around here.

He got up from his desk and
walked around the bank of high cab-
inets that partitioned the rest of the
squad room from a small sink in the
corner opposite the detention cage.
Quiet night like this one, you could
fall asleep on the job. He opened the
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faucet, filled his cupped hands with water
and splashed it onto his face. He was a tall
man and the mirror over the sink was set
just a little too low to accommodate his
height. The top of his head was missing.
The mirror caught him just at his eyes, a
shade darker than his brown hair and
slanted slightly downward to give him a
faintly Oriental appearance. He dried his
face and hands with a paper towel, tossed
the towel into the wastebasket under the
sink and then yawned and looked at the
clock again, unsurprised to discover that
only two minutes had passed since the last
time he’d looked at it. The silent nights got
to you. He much preferred it when things
were really jumping.

He walked to the windows on the far
side of the squad room and looked down at
the street. Things looked as quiet down
there as they were up here. Not many cars
moving, hardly a pedestrian in sight. Well,
sure, they were all home already, putting
the finishing touches on their Christmas
trees. The forecasters had promised snow,
but so far there wasn’t so much as a flurry
in the air. He was turning from the win-
dow when all of a sudden everything got
bloody.

The first thing he saw was the blood
streaming down the side of Cotton
Hawes’s face. Hawes was shoving two
white men through the gate in the slatted
rail divider that separated the squad room
from the corridor outside. The men were
cuffed at the wrist with a single pair of
cuffs, right wrist to left wrist, and one of
them was complaining that Hawes had
made the cuff too tight.

“I’ll give you tight,” Hawes said and
shoved again at both men. One of them
went sprawling almost headlong into the
squad room, dragging the other one with
him. They were both considerably smaller
than Hawes, who towered over them like a
redheaded fury, his anger somehow picto-
rially exaggerated by the streak of white in
the hair over his right temple, where a bur-
glar had cut him and the hair had grown
back white. The white was streaked with
blood now from an open cut on his fore-
head. The cut streamed blood down the
right side of his face. It seemed not to con-
sole Hawes at all that the two men with
him were also bleeding.

“What the hell happened?” Carella
asked.

He was already coming across the squad
room as if someone had called in an assist
officer, even though Hawes seemed to have
the situation well in hand and this was,
after all, a police station and not the big,
bad streets outside. The two men Hawes
had brought in were looking over the place
as if deciding whether or not this was
really where they wanted to spend Christ-
mas Eve. The empty detention cage in the
corner of the room did not look too terribly

inviting to them. One of them kept glanc-
ing over his shoulder to see if Hawes was
about to shove them again. Hawes looked
as if he might throttle both of them at any
moment.

“Sit down!” he yelled and then went to
the mirror over the sink and locked at his
face. He tore a paper towel loose from the
holder, wet it and dabbed at the open cut
on his forehead. The cut kept bleeding.

“I'd better phone for a meat wagon,”
Carella said.

“No, I don’t need one,” Hawes said.

“We need one,” one of the two men said.

He was bleeding from a cut on his left
cheek. The man handcuffed to him was
bleeding from a cut just below his jaw line.
His shirt was stained with blood, too,
where it was slashed open over his rib
cage.

Hawes turned suddenly from the sink.
“What'd I do with that bag?”’ he said to
Carella. “You see me come in here with a
bag?”

“No,” Carella said. “What happened?”

“I must’'ve left it downstairs at the
desk,” Hawes said and went immediately
to the phone. He picked up the receiver,
dialed three numbers and then said,
“Dave, this is Cotton. Did I leave a shop-
ping bag down there at the desk?”’ He hs-
tened and then said, “Would you send one
of the blues up with it, please? Thanks a
lot.” He put the receiver back on the cra-
dle. “Trouble I went through to make this
bust,” he said, “I don’t want to lose the
goddamn evidence.”

“You ain’t got no evidence,” the man
bleeding from the cheek said.

“I thought I told you to shut up,”
Hawes said, going to him. “What's your
name?”’

“I’m supposed to shut up, how can I
give you my name?”’ the man said.

“How would you like to give me your
name through a mouthful of broken
teeth?” Hawes said. Carella had never
seen him this angry. The blood kept pour-
ing down his cheek, as if in visible support
of his anger. “What's your goddamn
name?”” he shouted.

“I’'m calling an ambulance,” Carella
said.

“Good,” the man bleeding from under
his jaw line said.

“Who wants this?”* a uniformed cop at
the railing said.

“Bring it in here and put it on my desk,”
Hawes said. “What’s your name?”

“Henry,” the cop at the railing said.

“Not you,” Hawes said.

“Which desk is yours?” the cop asked.

“Over there,” Hawes said and gestured
vaguely.

“What happened up here?” the cop
asked, carrying the shopping bag in and
putting it on the desk he assumed Hawes
had indicated. The shopping bag was from
one of the city’s larger department stores.

A green wreath and a red bow were
printed on it. Carella, already on the
phone, glanced at the shopping bag as he
dialed Mercy General.

“Your name,” Hawes said to the man
bleeding from the cheek.

“I don’t tell you nothing till you read
me my rights,” the man said.

“My name is Jimmy,” the other man
said.

“Jimmy what?”’

“You dope, don’t tell him nothin’ till he
reads you Miranda.”

“You shut up,” Hawes said. “Jimmy
what?”*

“Knowles. James Nelson Knowles.”

“Now you done it,” the man bleeding
from the cheek said.

“It don’t mean nothin’ he’s got my
name,” Knowles said.

“You gonna be anonymous all night?”
Hawes said to the other man.

Into the phone, Carella said, “I'm tell-
ing you we’ve got three people bleeding up
here.”

“I don’t need an ambulance,” Hawes
said.

“Well, make it as fast as you can, will
you?”’ Carella said and hung up. “They’re
backed up till Easter, be a while before
they can get here. Where’s that first-aid
kit>’ he said and went to the filing cabi-
nets. “Don’t we have a first-aid kit up
here?”

“This cut gets infected,” the anonymous
man said, “I’m gonna sue the city. I diein
a police station, there’s gonna be hell to
pay. You better believe it.”

“What name should we put on the
death certificate?”” Hawes asked.

“Who the hell filed this in the missing-
persons drawer?”” Carella said.

“Tell him your name already, willya?”’
Knowles said.

“Thomas Carmody, OK?’ the other
man said. He said it to Knowles, as if he
would not allow himself the indignity of
discussing it with a cop.

Carella handed the kit to Hawes. “Puta
bandage on that, willya?”’ he said. “You
look like hell.”

“How about the citizens?” Carmody
said. “You see that?’ he said to Knowles.
“They always take care of their own first.”

“On your feet,” Carella said.

“Here comes the rubber
Carmody said.

Hawes carried the first-aid kit to the
mirror. Carella led Carmody and Knowles
to the detention cage. He threw back both
bolts on the door, took the cuffs off them
and said, “Inside, boys.” Carmody and
Knowles went into the cage. Carella
double-bolted the door again. Both men
looked around the cage as if deciding
whether or not the accommodations suited
their taste. There were bars on the cage
and protective steel mesh. There was no

(continued on page 174)
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PLAYBOY’S COLLEGE
BASKETBALL PREVIEW

our pre-season
picks for the
country’s

top teams

and talent

Playbay All-America center
Patrick Ewing of Geargetawn
rose above Houston’s Akeem
Olgjuwon in last year's
N.C.A.A. finals. Ewing

and the Hayas will be
saaring again in 1984—1985.

HAVE YOUR EYEBALLS been getting sore late-
ly? It’s a condition called half-court-of-
fense optic-paralysis syndrome (HOOPS),
and it threatens to become an epidemic
if the current glut of televised college
basketball games gets gluttier. And it will.

Television networks, operating on the
theory that nothing succeeds like excess,
are jamming the video channels with bas-
ketball. The damage goes beyond eye-
strain. Boredom grips a rising number of
former fanatics, and a drop in ratings and
revenue could mean problems in the
future.

College basketball is the first sport to
suffer from television overexposure. Last
season, the number of televised games
increased by about 50 percent. Almost any
evening of the week, you could turn the
dial and get a game. The effects of overex-
posure were so severe that television-rights
fees had to be renegotiated downward.
Television cameras also have their effects

sports

By ANSON MOUNT

MOUNT’S TOP 20

1. Geargetown 11. Kentucky

2. Indiana 12. St. John's

3. Cklchama 13. North Caralina

4. Duke 14. Arkansas

3. Washingtan 15. Lavisiana State

6. llinais 16. Nev.-Las Vegas

7. Memphis State 17. Virginia Tech

8. Syracuse 18. Arizona

9. Oregan State 19. North Caralina

10. Sauthem State
Methodist 20. Lavisville

Possible Breakthroughs
DePaul, Oral Raberts, Kansas, Mary-
land, Notre Dame, Tulsa, Texas~El Paso,
Gearge Washingtan, Houstan.

on coaches prowling the side lines. They
bring out the ham in some, the brat in oth-
ers, with results that are often ugly and
embarrassing. Bobby Knight, for example.
(Hoosier fans, please hold your telegrams—
see Mount’s Top 20.)

But the prospects look brighter now.
TV coverage of college basketball has
been reduced for this season, so maybe
more of us will brave sub-zero tempera-
tures to watch our favorite team play.

Now, if someone will just figure out a
way to have a tail-gate party in a snow-
drift. . . .

THE EAST

Ten returning lettermen and four touted
freshmen give Georgetown a good chance
to become the first team 1n more than a
decade (UCLA was the last, in 1973) w
repeat as N.C.A.A. basketball champions.
In addition to experience, the Hoyas have
size, depth and versatility. Center Patrick
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Ewing is at the core of the Hoyas” greatest
strength—a tenacious, e€ven vicious,
defense. Georgetown’s emotional strength
may come from its reclusive, Masada-
esque attitude toward outsiders. There are
no white players on the Georgetown team,
and coach John Thompson doesn’t recruit
any; he is frequently accused of racism.
But Thompson, the ultimate father figure
for the inner-city black kids, has built an
us-against-them camaraderie among his
players. Georgetown isn’t likely to be chal-
lenged strongly for the Big East title; look
for it to take it all again next March.
Syracuse will finish second. Last season
was supposed to be a rebuilding one for
the Orangemen, but instead they enjoyed
a banner campaign. Dwayne Washington
had a spectacular year as a freshman and
should be even more brilliant this time
around. Incoming freshman Michael

Brown is the best of an excellent recruiting
class that will give the Orange the depth it
lacked last year.

Four of five starters return at St
John’s—including Chris Mullin, who
finally got some attention from the sports
press during the Olympics. Mullin is intel-
ligent, quiet and unselfish, no narcissistic
prima donna—unlike many of the Mr.
Wonderfuls in basketball. He will get
much-needed help under the basket this
year from junior college transfer Walter
Berry. The Redmen will at last have the
luxury of a bench that will help rather
than hurt their chances for a winning slate.

Villanova is one win away from its
1000th victory. That should be no prob-
lemn, because the Wildcats are basically
the same team that made the N.C.AA.
tournament last winter. That experience
will be a big plus in the coming campaign.

THE BEST
OF THE REST

(All of whom are likely to moke someone’s All-American team)

FORWARDS: Bill Martin (Georgetown), Alfredrick Hughes (Loyola of Chicago), Kenny
Walker (Kentucky), Detlef Schrempf (Washington), A. C. Green (Oregon State), Greg

Grant (Utch Stote)

CENTERS: Mike Brown (George Washington), Bobby Lee Hurt (Alabama), John
Williams (Tulane), Dave Hoppen (Nebraska), Jon Koncak (Southern Methodist), Blair
Rasmussen {Oregon), Richie Adams (Nevado-Las Vegos)

GUARDS: Dwayne Washington (Syracuse), John Battle (Rutgers), Bruce Douglas (Illi-
nois), Steve Alford (Indiana), Kenny Potterson (DePaul), Johnny Dawkins (Duke), Bruce
Dalrymple {Georgia Tech), Alvin Franklin (Houston)

TOP NEWCOMERS

(Incoming freshmen and transfers who will make big contributions to their teams)

Alan Pollard, center/forward

Ontario Johnson, guard

Pittsburgh will again be young, but a
stellar freshman class—led by forward
Charles Smith—will give the Panthers
much more height, speed and depth. They
should be able to avoid a repeat of last
year’s roller-coaster performance.

Boston College faces an extremely diffi-
cult schedule. Three incoming recruits,
Trevor Gordon, Tyrone Scott and Skip
Barry, promise to bring a lot of help to the
BC front court.

Connecticut suffered minimal gradua-
tion losses and will profit by the return to
health of premier player Earl Kelley. Prov-
idence, on the other hand, will suffer with-
drawal symptoms from the loss of
superstar Otis Thorpe. Rookie Steve
Wright will have to take up some of the
slack. And a promising class of recruits
will help Seton Hall overcome last year’s
lack of size and scattershot shooting.

The Atlantic Ten race looks like a three-
way alley fight among George Washing-
ton, St. Joseph’s and West Virginia. We’ll
go with George Washington on the
strength of the coaching expertise of Gerry
Gimelstob. The Colonials have everyone
back from last year, and Gimelstob can
boast a fourth consecutive recruiting
bonanza. Also, senior center Mike Brown
will be one of the nation’s best rebounders.

St. Joseph’s returns a solid backcourt,
but the front court, hard hit by gradua-
tion, must be solidified. Blue-chip recruit
Rodney Blake and ’83-'84 redshirt Greg
Mullee should be more than solid.

West Virginia will be handicapped by
the lack of a talented man in the middle,
but the Mountaineers will be tough every-
where else. They will again be an exciting,
up-tempo bunch.

Key losses from last year’s squad make
this a rebuilding season at Temple.
Granger Hall will once again be the main-
stay of the team.

Rutgers could be dramatically im-
proved and, with a little luck, may be-
come the big surprise of the Atlantic Ten
Conference. The play of guard John Bat-
tle, an explosive scorer, will be the key to
the Scarlet Knights’ season.

Neither St. Bonaventure nor Duquesne
lost much to graduation. But both teams
were beaten badly on the boards last year;
their fortunes this winter will depend on
front-court improvement.

There’s rebuilding ahead for Massachu-
setts and Rhode Island. Not for Penn
State, however. The Nittany Lions—the
dregs of the conference last year, with a
5-22 record—will be even worse this year.
It's a shame that a school with such an
outstanding football tradition should
neglect its basketball program. The situa-
tion probably won’t change as long as foot-
ball coach Joe Paterno, who suffers a little
from inflammation of the ego, keeps call-
ing the shots in the athletic department.

La Salle looks like a shoo-in for the
Metro Atlantic  (continued on page 269)
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“That’s fine, but can it vacuum?”
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they’re a malady of modern life, a cosmic curve ball
that nobody ever told us how to handle—until now

article By BRUCE JAY FRIEDMAN

sulTs can BE discarded, cars traded and
youthful mistakes forgotten, but an ex-wife
never quite goes away. Sooner or later,
she’s bound to be heard from—Iike an old
war wound.

What is it about an ex-wife (substitute
ex-husband if you're of the Alan Alda per-
suasion) that makes an otherwise civilized
man gnash his teeth and rail at the fates in
frustration?

If Lebanon can be dealt with, why not
the EW.?

There’s the money, of course; and the
temptation is to go no further. The Gov-
ernment itself relents every now and then
and begrudgingly mails off a refund.
Francine, on the other hand, is unlikely to
call and say, “I’m fine this month. Don't
send a penny.” Still, the economics are
only mildly infuriating. The divorced fel-
low who borrows heavily, takes on an
extra job or two and leads a Spartan life
can scrape along very nicely.

There are darker reasons why the whole
idea of an ex-wife is an emotional hot
potato. Here are some disconsolate
thoughts on the matter.

WE DON'T FORGET

An ex-wile, rattling around in the world
somewhere, is a living witness of your
inadequacies. Your current partner no
doubt assumes that you hit the ground
suave, summoning up excellent tables and
ordering Montrachet. She sees you as a

fellow with a steady gaze, a carefully
modulated voice.Your anecdotes are finely
honed. You signal at intersections. Rarely
have you tossed up a conversational air
ball.

Your ex-wife knows better. She’s seen
you throw up at bar mifzvahs and total a
Buick. She was on hand when you
punched out a chorus boy. She’s pulled
your head out of salad bowls and watched
you be led away by ball-park attendants.
She knows that you’ve behaved dis-
gracefully, with particular emphasis on
sniveling and groveling. She was there
when you were young and passionate and
a bit of a mess. She may not wear an E.W.
arm tattoo saying WE DON'T FORGET, but the
record is there in her tragic eyes. She was
right there at your side in Fruitcake City.

She witnessed your rookie years and, of
course, this is unforgivable.

“YOUR FAULT, FELLA™

Not since Nagasaki has there been a
greater producer of guilt than the E.'W.
Never mind that she took on the
Edmonton Oilers while you were at the
dentist. Or ran up record credit-card bills
while you worked a double shift at the post
office. Or that she left you while you were
having knee surgery—on the anniversary
of your dog’s death. Never mind all that.
There’s always the lingering possibility
that you could have kept the marriage go-
ing. Perhaps you should have given her a
third creditcard.  (concluded on page 286)
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CELEBRITIES

FTER A POLITICAL SEASON full of weighty issues, we hate to hit you with another one. But, frankly,
we feel duty-bound to confront you with this before it’s too late. It’s an issue more volatile than
arms control, more universal than religion, more insidious than FBI entrapment. At stake are
the very hearts and minds of America. We're talking about celebrity worship, that peculiar collective

'M SICK
W
CELEBRITIES

arlicle

By ROY BLOUNT JR.

T Is TRUE,” a greal man once said (in a
story by a noncelebrity named Tommaso
Landolfi), “that I also have to pee, bul for
quile different reasons.”

A celebrity is someone distinguished for
having been heard of by a whole lot of peo-
ple. Wherever a whole lot of people get
together, there have to be plenty of con-
spicuous, plainly lettered signs posted to
keep them all from wetting their pants and
falling over one another. That's what a
celebrity is: a sign saying 1 HAVE BEEN TELE-
VISED. YOU WANT MY AUTOGRAPH. The only
difference is that a celebrity cawses people
to wet their pants and fall over one
another. Even if he is Charles Nelson
Reilly.

Fair enough, I guess. Only, I remember
a time when celebrities, like major-league
baseball players, were fewer in number
and you knew them. Maybe they weren’t

particularly accomplished, but they had

done something more than garble their

lines on purpose and grin more or less

engagingly so as to appear on Foul-ups,

Bleeps & Blunders. Maybe they were press

agents’ creations, but at least they felt
obliged to display a measure of personal-
ity, however trumped up. They worked at
fame—disrobed at openings, threw drinks
on other celebrities, wore trademark tou-
pees, stole wives.

But over the past decade or so, a celebrity
has become someone whose name and/or
face you have seen more than twice while
flipping through magazines in the check-
out-counter line or switching from channel
to channel, searching in vain for intrinsic
interest. You don’t really care who they
are, but—Ilike certain French verbs when
you are trying to satisfy your foreign-
language requirement—they have popped
up often enough that you feel vaguely as
though you probably ought to know them.

Take the (continued on page 236)

a normal guy says it’s
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neurosis that has made People magazine the news weekly of record and created a career called Talk
Show Guest. Celebrity worship is the new opium of the people, and it could well undermine the strength
and individuality that made this country great. We ask you: Do they act like this in Japan? We think
you know the answer. With that in mind, we offer the following as a public service.

a beautiful person defends

his right to be adored WE |_|_
EXC ULLJJéJU ESE

article

By STEVE MARTIN

NEVER ASKED to be called a “celebrity.” It

is, however, how some people refer to

guys like me, so if I use the term while

referring to myself, don’t think I'm self-
centered—which, of course, I am, since I
believe it would be impractical to be cen-
tered anywhere else. I looked up celebrity
in the dictionary and found the definition
to be dull and uninteresting, probably
written by a bunch of isolated lexicogra-
phers who wouldn’t know a celebrity if a
certain film maker walked up to them on
the street with neon arrows pointing to his
head flashing, wooby, wooby, wooby.

So I will proffer my own definition of
celebrity for the sake of this article: A
celebrity is any well-known TV or movie
star who looks like he spends more than
two hours working on his hair. In women,
it's the I-just-woke-up-and-did-nothing-
to-my-hair look, which, upon reflection,
you realize could never occur in nature
in this or any other universe. In men, it is
the born-again-and-sprayed look; if they
were attacked by an ax murderer, the head-
lIine would read, ““Ax BROKEN BY MAN'S HAIR.”

°

There are certain celebrities I will not
defend, because they just don’t need it.
Robert Redford doesn’t need it. Dustin
Hoffman doesn’t need it. Dusty can break
my Kodak any day; he’s already proved
he’s an artiste, and the only defending he
might need is if he were found in the men’s
room at Grand Central Station dressed as
Tootsie. So the type of celebrity I will be
defending falls within these categories: (1)
anyone appearing on Lifesiyles of the Rich
and Famous; (2) anyone having a name
with unnatural spelling, such as Karon
Smythe-Pthomson; and (3) anyone with a
name containing a word that has never
existed before, like Faron Glane.

I suppose the  (continued on page 234)



A GUIDE TO THE STARS

t's one of the sillier myths of our time that all
celebrities are intrinsically fascinating. Sure,
there are still people who have earned the respect
of the public through their talent and achievements.
Unfortunately, they’re wildly outnumbered by the
“personalities” who are famous without benefit of
either talent or achievement. In any case, the cast has
grown too big for any of us to deal with on our own.
We can’t care about everyone and still have time left
for ourselves. What we need are priorities, and that’s
where the chart on this page comes in. You stargazers
will find it a handy timesaving guide to just who
really sparkles in the celebrity universe and who’s
bound for oblivion.
At the bottom of this cosmos is Celebritus Minor, a
huge, vaporous cluster of bodies who—however
dimly they shine—all think they’re the center of the

universe. Next, there’s the transitory Nebula, a
stormy, medium-bright field of waxing and waning
stars held together by the hot, gaseous energy of—to
paraphrase Carl —*“Billions and billions of .’
deals!” Then there’s Celebritus Major, a small, bril-
liant, relatively stable constellation. On a clear night,
many women claim to have seen Warren Beatty (just
behind the Big Dipper). At the top, there’s a tiny clus-
ter of the most powerful stars in this galaxy: the
Supernovas. They generate as many storms as Neb- .
ula, but the money here is millions of magnitudes.
more intense, .
Finally, there’s the Black Hole, a spinning, sucking
vortex of energy turned inside out. Any star from any
constellation can suddenly flame out and vanish into
it. Those who have witnessed the phenomenon say it’s
a frightening sight—especially for the star’s agent.
T

i
L1
+

/

o

. e eL LAY T

..hla ‘e J‘ ‘.' g ? .'. .;& S
L/ el & GUYS

* Martin Sheen

William Hurt

James Caan

it -‘.. ' /{ £

NEEDS A LAUGH
Mary Tyler Moore
Dudiey Moore

Kevin Kline THEZZZZZ-TEAM
Donald Sutherland Charlton Heston
Christopher Walken Ed Asner

Roy Scheider

Malcolm McDowell DYNASTY EXTRAS
Gene Hackman Gerald Ford

Ben Kingsley Henry Kissinger
Jeremy Irons

ANO OOLLS
Jessica Lange
Teri Garr

ALL THE WAY
TO THE BANK
Bill Murray
John Candy
Richard Pryor
Robin Williams
Woody Allen
Lily Tomlin
Albert Brooks
. Dan Aykroyd
* Eddie Murphy
d Steve Martin
David Letterman

LAST YEAR'S MOOEL
Brooke Shields

THIS YEAR'S MOOEL
GOOD NEWS

Diane Sawyer

Mary Kay Place
Joanne Woodward

Boy George

.o

Y-
LR LLUSTRATION BY RON VILLANI
L \'to oy

/ % |
A y r
b E o {:'.-l-‘ .
RIS :

BAO NEWS

Jerry Lee Lewis
HEAVY HITTERS

Larry Holmes
David Soul

P

Faye Dunaway
Sally Field

Jill Clayburgh
Sissy Spacek
Sigourney Weaver
Jacqueline Bisset
Mary Steenburgen
Julie Christie
Glenn Close

HUG-A-LUG
4 Leo Buscaglia

GOLD OIGGER
Carl Lewis

HOLIER THAN THOU
Billy Graham

Jerry Falwell

Robert Schuller

Pat Robertson

Pat Boone

Anita Bryant

ALL TALK

Alex Comfort

Ruth Westheimer
Masters and Johnson
MNancy Friday

Shere Hite

Helen Gurley Brown
Phil Donahue

-'1

ELEVATOR MUSIC
Marvin Hamlisch
Barry Manilow
Burt Bacharach
Billy Joel

TUBE BODOBS
Moergan Fairchild
Linda Evans
Joyce DeWitt
Priscilla Barnes
Jaclyn Smith
Valerie Bertinelli
Donna Mills
Heather Locklear
Audrey Landers
Lisa Hartman
Kate Jackson
Linda Gray

Cathy Lee Crosby
Lindsay Wagner
Catherine Bach
Loni Anderson
Ann Jillian

Angie Dickinson
Cheryl Ladd

DANCE FLASHES
Jenniler Beais
Deney Terrio
Boogaloo Shrimp



- 'HOT CENTER
% ~ Michael Jackson

TIMELESS -
Jacqueline Onassis EGGHEADS
Mick Jagger Barbra Streisand Arthur Schlesinger, Jr.
Elizabeth Taylor  Paul Newman William F. Buckley, Jr.
o Frank Sinatra Robert Rediord John Kenneth Galbraith
Johnny Carson The Kennedys . Yul Brynner
MAGNETIC FORCE -, GONE BUT NOT FORGOTTEN

Richard Nixon Marilyn Monroe Robert F. Kennedy

John F. Kennedy Martin Luther King, Jr.
John Wayne Lenny Bruce
Elvis Presley James Dean

Alired Hitchcock

"Q
THE WORLD'S A STAGE. .. .
g”l.m‘ Margaret Thatcher ®
DALLASTY LIVING LEGENOS FANTASY CELEBRITUS MAJOR (VB Fidel Castro & o
Konstantin Chernenko 5
Larry Hagman James Stewart ISLANDS Luciano Pavarotti  F N £ &
Joan Collins Cary Grant Steven Spielberg BALLS Mikhail Bary L::‘“&i’ ittervand > s
Bette Davis George Lucas  Q,J, Simpson  Kareem Abdul-Jabbar (oo ﬂl’:r"‘““" h Walesa b} & Qo
COUNTRY  Fred Astaire Hugh Hefner  Reggie Jackson Martina Navratilova Mother Teresa & :
% Itzhak Perlman Ayatollah Khomeini > [+
it g TOP OF THE NEWS Deng Xiaopi s 3 <
Kenny Rogers Laurence Olivier  THE NEW ESTABLISHMENT Wil el e gl F £
Willie Nel Katharine Hepburn  jack Nicholson Goldie Hawn o DIRTYOLD MEN e O ddan L W £
John Huston Robert De Niro Diane Keaton 1"'".( b Bob Hope 6 Fr :_9
James Cagney Meryl Streep Al Pacino Ted Koppel George Burns WANE ME AT e £heN
“ Barbara Stanwyck  Robert Duvall Warren Beatly HAVE TONGUE, S I ] - @
N Audrey Hepburn  Dustin Hotiman Shirley Maclaine 1avE TONGUE, L\ o\ ping INTERMISSION - & FLlal
Y Walter Cronkite Paul It Ronald Reagan -
Muhammad Ali Jesse Jackson Pope John y 1 a s
ﬁ ‘ Roone Arledge ¢ ¥ & 3?
Lo sntugsv? pe- MW B
&
ADS INFINITUM PUNKS NEBULA  RUNNING JOKE e E f 5 ¢ ¢
Bill Cosby Sam Shepard Walter Mondale £ £ S g
Karl Maiden Bruce Springsteen LFRIEN c @
John Houseman  Robert Mitchum MISSING IN ACTION E.',':,. ans 3 W = <
Lauren Bacall Hunter Thompson J. D, Salinger Mia Farrow Sonny Bono . mi  © S ENEE
Robert Young Elvis Costello Thomas Pynchon Linda Ronstadt  Alice Cooper - 20 ¢ &
Orson Welles Keith Richards Greta Garbo Billie Jean King Lawrence Welk x 2R
Ella Fitzgerald  David Bowie Bobby Fischer ;5 = = s N
James Woods BIG SHOT  BUSTS BURN, BRABIES, BURN £ & Y
Ferms mﬁﬂwzu Lee lacocca Dolly Parton Jane Fonda & 5 ﬁ 3 %"
1EN 2 = Mariel Hemingway Victoria Principal [ H
::.’:f:ihb P MelGibson Linda McCartney WOV SHOT  John DeLorean  Debbie Reynolds $ g ¢ ¥ "
Jerry Brown HiCk N e okg Ono Julius Erving Raquel Weich = k1 = B
Libeiace Billy Dee Williams Rosalynn Carler PAST TENS Richard Simmons < -] £
Burt Reynolds Priscilla Presley POT SHOT Brigitte Bardot ™ w o BE
Clint Eastwood  Betsy Bi gdale pike wall Sophia Loren ENOUGH SAID € = £ %
S Yom Hayden Ursula Andress Joan Rivers 3 = . E !
TICKET TO0 RIDE GOT SHOT Rita Hayworth Ed Koch 6 =
Geraldine Ferraro  SYlvester Stallone OWORCEO WELL  py5r4in Gaye Catherine Deneuve Howard Cosell © 3 @
John Travolta Jane Wyman Ann-Margret % E & &
Arncld Schwarzenegger TENS 1 e
SRAND NAMES  Richard Gere POISED REo— ¢ £ 20
: . Mario Cuomo iy . WHAT HAVE YOU DONE L B, & =
Gloria Vanderbilt Christie Brinkley e [ o i')’
Slovis Vandersst  FUNKS AT oo Tieae <Y FOR US LATELY? % B
S e """ John McEnroe - Bob Dylan Ringo Starr - & B
Ralph Lauren VILLAINS DarylHannah o chard Drey = R
Frank Perdue Mary Decker George Steinbrenner Nastassja Kinski s et IS TEV LS k] - %
Rupert Murdoch Rachel Ward © t 9
Jane Seymour hy : . = e
)
- t . ~=) ) S %
3 L ¥y . x . . : . - o % ¢
» ¢ s ' ‘?- . P = L N 5
' A J‘a
YOUR MONEY OR WHAT HAVE YOU DONE FOR US EVER? -
YOUR WIFE CELEBRITUS MINOR HOSTS Anthony Geary Elliott Gould T
John Zaccaro SE‘J“EI‘F' Richard Dawson Charo Robby Benson |
Tatum O'Neal THANK GOO FOR Chuck Barris .
YOUR 15 MINUTES  Debby Boone LOVE BOAT Bert Parks YOU HAD TO BE THERE
ARE UP Candice Bergen Carol Channing Dick Clark Milton Berle
Moon Unit Zappa Lorenzo Lamas Alexis Smith Bert Convy Menny Youngman LOW LIFE
Margaux Hemingway Li¥a Minnelli Shirley Jones Hugh Downs Mel Brooks Herve Villechaize®
Deberah Harry Desi Arnaz, Jr. Ray Bolger Ricardo Montalban Buddy Hackett Emmanuel Lewis
Mason Reesa Szl Greer Garson Shecky Greene Gary Coleman
Meat Loaf LT !"ee Curtis Keenan Wynn Phyllis Diller Charlene Tilton
;::::::3;:: Mary Martin KILLER NERDS
DONE-TRICH PONIES Gene Kelly John W. Hinckley, Jr.
Talia Shire Maureen Reagan  gayin Macleod David Berkowitz s P -
Anthony Perkins (o bk P Sirhan Sirhan peanivn S hamses
Sandy Dennis Rob Reiner IN THE CHIPS  Charles Manson Seka ROVAL PAINS
Anthony Quinn Timothy Hutton gy.yen Jobs John Wayne Gacy Princess Anne
George Carlin Stephanie Zimbalist gioye Womniak  Mark David Chapman PROFESSIONAL WOMEN pyince Andrew
Bruce Demn Natalie Cole Nolan Bushnell  Idi Amin Gloria Steinem Prince
Rod Stewart Amanda Plummer Bella Abzug
William Shatner THE NEXT TABLOID QUEENS NO SHAME Betty Friedan CON ARTISTS
Leonard Nimoy JAMES DEAN Joanna Carson Wendy O. Williams Germaine Greer Jack Henry Abbott
Swale Matt Dillon Roxanne Pulitzer Ozzy Osbourne Alan Alda Christo
Sean Penn Princess Caroline Cyndi Lauper
THE IRDNIC WOMAN Mickey Rourke Connie Francis Divine BOW TIE'S TDOD TIGHTY TUX FOR RENT

Linda Ellerbee Sting Jodie Foster Mr. T Louis Farrakhan Julio lglesias —~



PLAYBOY

174

ALL THROUGH THE HOUSI  (continued from page 162)

““There’s enough pot in that bag to keep the whole
city happy through New Year’s Day.””

place to sit inside the cage. The two men
walked around it, checking out the graffiti
scribbled on the walls. Carella went to
where Hawes was dabbing at his cut with
a swab of cotton.

“Better put some peroxide on that,” he
said. *““What happened?”

“Where’s that shopping bag?”’ Hawes
asked.

“On the desk there. What happened?”

“I was checking out a ten-twenty on
Culver and Twellth, guy went in and stole
a television set this guy had wrapped up in
his closet, he was giving it to his wife for
Christmas, you know? They were next
door with their friends, having a drink,
burglar must’ve got in through the fire-
escape window; anyway, the TV’s gone.
So I take down all the information—fat
chance of ever getting it back—and then I
go downstairs, and I'm heading for the car
when there’s this yelling and screaming up
the street, so 1 go see what’s the matter,
and these two jerks are arguing over the
shopping bag there on the desk.”

“It was all your fault,” Carmody said to
Knowles.

“You're the one started it,” Knowles
said.

“Anyway, it ain’t our shopping bag,”
Carmody said.

I figure it’s just two guys had too much
to drink,” Hawes said, puttng a patch
over the cut, “so I go over to tell them to
cool it, go home and sleep it off, this is
Christmas Eve, right? All of a sudden,
there’s a knife on the scene. One of them’s
got a knife in his hand.”

“Not me,” Carmody said from the
detention cage.

“Not me, either,” Knowles said.

“I don’t know who started cutting who
first,” Hawes said, “but I'm looking at a
lot of blood. Then the other guy gets hold
of the knife some way, and he starts swing-
ing away with it, and next thing I know,
I'm in the middle of it, and I’m cut, too.
What it turns out to be——""

“What knife?’ Carmody said. “He’s
dreaming.”

“Yeah, what knife?”” Knowles said.

“The knife you threw down the sewer
on the corner of Culver and Eleventh,”
Hawes said, ““which the blues are out
searching in the muck flor right this min-
ute. I need this on Christmas Eve,” he
said, studying the adhesive patch on his
forehead. I really need it.”

Carella went to the detention cage,
unbolted the door and handed the first-aid
kit to Carmody. “Here,” he said. “Use it.”

“I’'m waiting for the ambulance to

come,” Carmody said. “I want real medi-
cal treatment.”

“Suit yourself,” Carella said. “How
about you?”

“Il he wants to wait for the ambulance,
then I want to wait for the ambulance,
too,” Knowles said.

Carella bolted the cage again and went
back to where Hawes was wiping blood
from his hair with a wet towel. “What
were they arguing about?” he asked.

“Nobody was arguing,” Carmody said.

“We’re good friends,” Knowles said.

“The stwll in the bag there,” Hawes
said.

“l never saw that bag in my life,”
Carmody said.

“Me, either,”” Knowles said.

“What's in the bag?” Carella asked.

“What do you think?”” Hawes said.

“Frankincense,” Carmody said.

“Myrrh,” Knowles said, and both men
burst out laughing.

“My ass,” Hawes said. “There’s enough
pot in that bag to keep the whole city
happy through New Year’s Day.”

“OK, let’s go,” a voice said from the
railing.

Both detectives turned to see Meyer
Meyer lead a kid through the gate in the
railing. The kid looked about 14 years old,
and he had a sheep on a leash. The sheep’s
wool was dirty and matted. The kid looked
equally dirty and matted. Meyer, wearing
a heavy overcoat and no hat, looked pris-
tinely bald and sartorial by contrast.

“I got us a shepherd,” he said. His blue
eyes were twinkling; his cheeks were ruddy
from the cold outside. “Beginning to snow
out there,” he said.

“I ain’t no shepherd,” the kid said.

“No, what you are is a thief, is what you
are,” Meyer said, taking off his overcoat
and hanging it on the rack to the left of the
railing. “Sit down over there. Give your
sheep a seat, too."”

“Sheeps carry all kinds of diseases,”
Carmody said from the detention cage.

“Who asked you?” Meyer said.

“I catch some kind of disease from that
animal, I'll sue the city,”” Carmody said.

In response, the sheep shit on the floor.

“Terrific,” Meyer said. “Whyn't you
steal something clean, like a snake, you
dummy?”’

“My sister wanted a sheep for Christ-
mas,” the kid said.

“Steals a goddamn sheep [rom the farm
in the zoo, can you believe it?”" Meyer
said. “You know what you can get for
stealing a sheep? They can send you to jail

for twenty years, you steal a sheep.”

“Fifty years,” Hawes said.

“My sister wanted a sheep,” the kid
said and shrugged.

“His sister is Little Bopeep,” Meyer
said. “What happened to your head?”

“I ran into a big-time dope operation,”
Hawes said.

“That ain’t our dope in that bag there,”
Carmody said.

“That ain’t even our bag
Knowles said.

“When do we get a lawyer here?”
Carmody said.

“Shut up,” Hawes said.

“Don’t tell them nothin’ till they read
you your rights, kid,” Carmody said.

“Who’s gonna clean up this sheep dip
on the fAoor?” Carella asked.

“Anybody want coffee?”” Miscolo said
from outside the railing. “I got a fresh pot
brewing in the office.” He was wearing a
blue sweater over regulation blue trousers,
and there was a smile on his face until he
saw the sheep. His eyes opened wide.
“What’s that?” he asked. ““A deer?”

“It’s Rudolph,” Carmody said from the
detention cage.

“No kidding, is that a deer in here?”
Miscolo asked.

“It’s a raccoon,” Knowles said.

“It’s my sister’s Christmas present,” the
kid said.

“I’m pretty sure that’s against regula-
tions, a deer up here in the squad room,”
Miscolo said. “Who wants coffee?”’

“I wouldn’t mind a cup,” Carmody
said.

“I'd advise against it,” Meyer said.

“Even on Christmas Eve, [ have to take
crap about my coffee,”” Miscolo said, shak-
ing his head. “You want some, it's down
the hall.”

“I already told you I want some,”
Carmody said.

“You ain’t in jail yet,” Miscolo said.
“This ain’t a free soup kitchen.”

“Christmas Eve,” Carmody said, “he
won’t give us a cup of coffee.”

“You better get that animal out of
here,”” Miscolo said to no one and went off
down the corridor.

“Why won’t you let me take the sheep to
my sister?” the kid asked.

*“’Cause it ain’t your sheep,” Meyer
said. “It belongs to the zoo. You stole it
from the zoo.”

“The zoo belongs to everybody in this
city,” the kid said.

“Tell im,” Carmody said.

“What’s this I hear?” Bert Kling said
from the railing. “Inside, mister.” His
blond hair was wet with snow. He was car-
rying a huge valise in one hand, and his
free hand was on the shoulder of a tall
black man whose wrists were handcuffed
behind his back. The black man was wear-
ing a red-plaid Mackinaw, its shoulders

(continued on page 296)
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a timely accounting of timeless principles of personal finance

By ANDREW TOBIAS

DEAL ME IN

how to spot that tax-shelter deal that’ll stand
up to the elements—and to the irs

HIS IS A COLUMN about some of the deals

I’m in, and it’s tricky. If I write it wrong,

you’ll think I’'m rich. Nobody likes the

rich. Or you’ll think I’m poor. A poor

financial writer is like a dermatologist with

acne. Or you’ll think I'm bragging. A cou-
ple of the deals have worked out. Or you’ll think I'm bit-
ter. Me? Bitter?

Much is written about the little liquid investments we
can make—3$1200 here, $4300 there—in stocks and bonds
and options. And much is written about the big invest-
ments some people make—T. Boone Pickens buying Gulf
Oil (almost) or Rupert Murdoch buying Warner Commu-
nications (not quite) or D. K. Ludwig blowing a billion
dollars trying to cultivate Brazil. But where are the arti-
cles about the little deals? The $1,000,000 deals split 30
ways. The ones that may still be out of your league—
you’d rather blow the $35,000 on a Porsche—but that you
can be sure your anesthesiologist has a piece of.

Most of these deals are tax-motivated, but the guy pre-
senting this one to you, whom you’ve known since you
were sophomores together in college, says, hey, forget
about the lax advantages!—he’s putting his grandmother
into this deal (and he probably is). She’s got zero use for
tax shelter, he says, but this deal’s so good that even with-
out the tax advantage, blah-blah-blah, blah-blah-blah,

Yuppety-yup-yup-yup.

DEAL NUMBER ONE—
YOUR COLLEGE BUDDY'S GRANDMOTHER

My first such deal had amazing credentials. There were,
to begin with, my college buddy’s grandmother and his
Harvard Business School degree. Then there was the gen-
eral partner. Years earlier, he had been at the top of his
Yale Law School class. (When you or I invest from the
comfort of our vibrating recliners, we are limited partners.
The fellow we send our checks to, or the legal entity
erected to protect him, is the general partner.)

And there was the sensible way the deal had been struc-
tured. Seven wells would be drilled, not one—low-risk
development wells, not wildcats—to assure that the law of
averages would be on our side. If the price of oil held firm
or rose, we'd be Aush. This deal wore sensible shoes.

The leverage in the deal came if the seven wells lived up
to expectations. Then, secured by their value, we would
borrow enough for a second set of seven. That would give
us twice the tax deduction and, down the road, twice the
royalties. We had to sign personally for the loans, but
where was the risk? The cash would be borrowed only
after the bank had been satisfied as to the value of the first
set of wells.

Sure, the prospectus talked about potential conflicts of
interest and at least 100 other reasons not to invest, but
that’s what prospectuses do. For the best deals and the
worst deals, they all read maddeningly alike. What really
matters are the people. A college buddy, a brilliant Yale
Law grad, a grandmother. How could it miss?

What was truly extraordinary (hey, I was young) was
that one of the seven wells had already been drilled, even
though not all the money had been raised (I never did
quite understand this), and—wow!—it looked as if it
could carry the whole program by itself. That was why my
buddy was putting his grandmother into the deal.

Finally, even though the minimum unit was
$50,000—it said so right in the prospectus—he thought he
could get the general partner to make an accommodation
and sell me a half unit. Sadly, he was right.

The wells were drilled; they looked promising just long
enough to secure the bank loan; seven more wells were
drilled; and then all 14 wells dripped and dribbled at a
rate the general partner eventually admitted might get us
out of hock to the bank in 14 years but would never return
a dime of our investment. (In theory, the loan to drill the
second seven wells would not be drawn down unless the
flow from the first seven warranted it. But the bank was
hardly going to quibble over geology when it had 35 finan-
cially robust signatures guaranteeing principal and inter-
est at two and a half percent over prime. It was not loans
like this that brought down the Penn Square and Conti-
nental banks. Don’t blame me for the near collapse of the
Western world.)

The important point to make is that, while some oil
deals hit nicely (I’m in two) and while most bomb (I’m in
four), this story is not unusual—it’s the norm. As it turns
out, they’ve always just drilled one of the wells, even
though the cash has not all

(continued on page 266) 175



PART I

whatever he wanted, he
pursued obsessively—be it
power, wealth or his maddest
midnight schemes

article By MICHAEL DROSNIN




THE BoGEYMAN. Right there in his room.

A huge gargoyle of a blackamoor, horribly greased and
dripping filth, a savage threatening unspeakable crimes had
violated his sanctum sanctorum, slipping past the locked
doors, the armed sentry and the phalanx of Mormons,
through the one unguarded opening,.

Howard Hughes, sick with fear and revulsion, cried out
in the night to his right-hand man, Robert Maheu.

“I hate to disturb you this late,” he wrote in a shaken
scrawl, “but I just saw something on TV that litterally and
actually physically made me nauseated and I still am!

“I saw a show on NBC in which the biggest ugliest negro

you ever saw in your life was covered—litterally covered
from head to foot with vaseline almost ¥ of an inch thick. It
made you sick just to look at this man.

“Bob, the producers must have deliberately tried to make
this man as repulsive as possible. Anyway, he walked over
next to an immaculately dressed white woman—sort of an
English noblewoman type.

“Well, when this repulsive gob of grease came close to
this clean carefully dressed white woman, all I could think
was, ‘Jesus, don’t let that woman touch him,’ ”

But it was too late. Not even Hughes could protect
the purity of white womanhood from the potent forces of

ILLUSTRATION BY DON IVAN PUNCHATZ
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blackness. While the helpless billionaire
watched in horror, the gob of grease did
his worst.

“So, after a minute or two of talk this
man grabbed this woman, opened his
mouth as wide as possible and kissed this
woman in a way that would have been cut
out of any movie even il the people
involved had both been of the same race.”

His Mandingo complex fully aroused,
the outraged Hughes was ready to call out
a lynch mob. But no, the crime could not
be punished.
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“‘Bob, this show seems to be the presen-
tation of the Broadway version of the
Oscar, so I imagine the scene I described
was a scene taken at random from the win-
ning play.

“1 was all for making a pro-test to some
congressional committee over this,”
Hughes continued, “but now that I see it
is the Tony Awards, I feel it is even more
shocking, but I suppose one should
approach it with caution.”

Another great white hope unfulfilled.
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During his years af seclusion in Los Vegos, Howard Hughes committed to poper his thoughts
and schemes—the “canfidential, clmost sacred information as ta my very innermast activities.”

The “repulsive gob of grease™ was, in fact,
James Earl Jones, playing prize fighter
Jack Johnson in The Great White Hope, a
segment of which was televised in the
awards presentation. That realization did
nothing to still Hughes’s sense of trans-
gression.

“However, Bob,” he concluded, ““I dont
care if this was the re-enactment of the
Last Supper, that first scene is going to
cause some comment.”

.

Alone in his bedroom, besieged by
phantoms of his own creation, Howard
Hughes manned the barricades not merely
against big ugly blacks but against the
entire world outside. Consumed by a
nameless dread, he projected his fears onte
a variety of unseen enemies. Sometimes
they paraded before him in blackface—a
minstrel show of his subconscious mind—
but, in the end, everything beyond his bed-
room seemed a threat.

Ten years earlier, he had fled the world
and gone into hiding. But he was not yet
safe. And now the same terrors that had
driven him into seclusion also drove him to
control the world.

He plotted the entire campaign from
his penthouse hide-out atop the Desert
Inn, a gaudy gambling emporium smack
in the middle of the Las Vegas Strip, per-
haps the most garish, most public place on
earth. It was certainly no Hole-in-the-
Wall, no Walden Pond, but it was
somehow just right.

The Wizard of Oz had come to the
Emerald City.

Hughes had slipped into Las Vegas on
Thanksgiving weekend in 1966 and never
once emerged from his bedroom until he
slipped out on Thanksgiving eve four
years later.

Indeed, he rarely left his bed. And yet,
in those four years, Hughes had his great-
est impact on the nation, making his pres-
ence felt in corporate board rooms, in
political back rooms, even in the Oval
Office of the White House.

Hughes was at the height of his wealth
and power, despite his invisibility. He was
now a billionaire, with $750,000,000 in
cash on hand and other assets worth at
least that much. Fortune magazine would
soon name him, along with J. Paul Getty,
the richest man in America. And he had
power beyond his vast wealth. He was the
sole owner of the Hughes Tool Company,
with its monopoly on the device needed to
drill all oil wells. He was sole trustee of the
Hughes Aircraft Company, a top-ten
defense contractor with strong CIA ties,
manufacturer of spy satellites and of the
first U.S. spacecraft that landed on the
moon. And beyond his real power was
the power of his myth.

The vision was of an archvillain in his
hidden domain, surrounded by war-room
electronics and gleaming computer banks,
his eyes fixed on a huge blinking map of



the world, his fingers at the controls of an
array of technology that commanded vast
private armies.

In reality, there was Hughes, naked in
his bedroom, unwashed and disheveled,
his hair halfway down his back, sprawled
on a bed insulated with paper towels, star-
ing at his overworked television set with no
device at hand more sophisticated than its
remote-control unit. Next door, his com-
mand center was a hotel living room
manned by five Mormon nursemaids—ex—
potato-chip salesmen, construction work-
ers and factory hands, lackeys with no
special skills—equipped only with one
console telephone, an electric typewriter
and a four-drawer filing cabinet.

The real Mr. Big was surrounded only
by filth and disorder. Mountains of news-
papers, brittle with age, spread ina widen-
ing semicircle on the floor around his bed,
creeping under the furniture and spilling
into the corners of his 15’ x 17’ room, mix-
ing haphazardly with other debris.

A narrow path had been cleared from
his bed to the bathroom, then lined with
paper towels, but the tide of trash overran
even that, topping it off with numberless
wads of Kleenex the billionaire used to
wipe off everything within reach, then
casually cast upon the accumulated rub-
bish. The debris was covered with a thick
layer of dust that had settled in over the
years. The room was never once cleaned.

Amid this incredible clutter, set apart in
pristine splendor, stood stack after stack of
neatly piled documents. They covered
every available surface. Thousands of yel-
low legal-pad pages and white typewritten
memos piled with absolute precision on
the dresser, two night tables and an over-
stuffed armchair, all within reach of
Hughes on his bed. He compulsively
stacked and restacked these papers, often
for hours at a time, taking a sheafl and
whacking it down to align one side after
another, endlessly repeating the process
until not a page was a millimeter out of
place. That was vital.

Those special papers were the instru-
ments of his power.

For the four years Hughes remained in
Las Vegas, he commanded his empire by
correspondence. It was the only time in his
entire life that the world’s most secretive
man regularly risked writing down his or-
ders, plans, thoughts, fears and desires, “the
very most confidential, almost sacred infor-
mation as to my very innermost activities.”

Secure that his secrets were safe with his
Mormons, that his dispatches could not
possibly fall into hostile hands, Hughes
daily scrawled out orders on reams of yel-
low paper, unleashing a blizzard of memo-
randums, sometimes more than 100 pages
in a single day, scheming through sleepless
nights to control a world he feared to face.

But he had been spying on that world

all the while—through television.
L

It was Saturday night. Date night.
Howard Hughes, alone with his television
set, stared blankly at the square of light.

“From Hollywood . . . the dating capi-
tal of the world . . . in color . . . it’s The
Dating Game!” A fanfare. Wild applause.
A half-enclosed round stage turned, com-
ing full circle to reveal the grinning host of
the show. All teeth and double knits, he
stepped off the revolving disk as the music
swelled in crescendo.
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“I feel 1 should have walked onstage
with a Band-Aid across my mouth this eve-
ning, because we have so many secrels up
our sleeve,” announced the show’s host,
with a teasing pull at his cuff links. “Why
all the mystery?”” he asked with a sinister
chuckle. “That’s a mystery, too!”

Hughes watched silently. The audience
tittered, then roared, but the billionaire
didn’t smile. Neither the TV show nor the
incongruity of his listening to its fatuous
m.c. simper and smirk about secrets seemed
to amuse him. (continued on page 254)
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Hidden away in his penthouse prison, Hughes monitored the world through TV, relying on it for his
news and information, making key political and business decisions on the basis of what he viewed.
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In controst to other orticles of clothing, which we expect to stay where we put them,
the best women’s underwear always appears to hove a life of its own. Sometimes it
seems to want to slip down, as do the bikini ponties by Donna Giambrone (below) ond
the gold-lamé bikini bra by Jockie Rogers (bottom). Other items, such os the Calvin
Klein man-style briefs at right, tend to ride up (or in, os the case moy be).
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Here we have three excellent examples of live underwear, beginning with the bra and
panties by Lejaby at left. Note that the bra is already lasing its restraint and that our
lovely young madel is having to clutch her underpants to keep them from escaping.
The light and lacy French undies by Danna Giambrone (belaw) tend to float up-
ward, while the bikini panties by Jackie Ragers (battom) always try to snuggle close.




In ladies’ underwear, fit isn‘t as impartant as function. After a long,
hat day at work, your lady will appreciate these rather loose chiffon-
top pants by Donna Giambrone. Their airy roominess makes them
extremely comforiable as she converses with you on the phone.







PLAYBOY

WHILE THE DEMOCRATS SLEPT

(continued from page 142)

“We need passes that will get us anywhere, any time.
It’s time to call in some chips.”

with you.”” My companion, it turned out,
was a veteran journalist known to casual
acquaintances as the Ranger. He had seen
action in such hot spots as East Berlin,
Saigon and the jungles of Cambodia, and
his reputation indicated an utter disregard
for personal safety and hygiene. On this
trip, his job would be to show me the
ropes, introduce me to the right people
and, most important to PLAYBOY, make sure
I didn’t take the easy way out and watch
the whole show on TV. We were scheduled
to rendezvous and begin our coverage on

July 14.
SAN FRANCISCO: SATURDAY, JULY 14

Los Angeles Mayor Tom Bradley:
“We're not here to beal up on each other
but to beat up on Ronald Reagan.”

—San Francisco Examiner

The Ranger and I are ensconced in a
strange little bar off the lobby of the Manx
Hotel, sipping watery beer and listening to
a couple of belly dancers enthuse over the
arrival of the Democratic Convention. The
belly dancers are right. There is an edge, a
visceral thrill running through San
Francisco’s streets. An electricity that has
nothing to do with cable cars, electric
buses or even politics 1s immediately evi-
dent. Hookers, hawkers, street vendors,
tourists, cops and journalists, hangers-on
of every description are swarming over the
hills. Cartoon donkeys leap out of bill-
boards, while stuffed varieties, in decora-
tor colors, kick up their heels among the
cups, mugs, ashtrays, hats and T-shirts,
all loudly proclaiming the event—the
Democratic Convention.

There are no candidates staying at the
Manx, no big-shot network anchor men. I
did ride the elevator this afternoon with a
skittish-looking Nigerian journalist; but as
far as I know, pLavBOY is the only major
American publication with the gall to
book anyone here. From the outside, the
Manx looks like a Petri dish, its puke-
green facade and crusty neon sign promis-
ing nothing but mildew and despair. On
closer inspection, it turns out to be OK.
The rooms are high and dry, and if the
phone is often dead, well . . . I don’t like
phones much anyway. The Ranger and I,
upon nearly sober reflection, decide that
being slightly removed from the main
arena is a good policy after all. The lob-
bies of the larger, posher hotels—the
Meridien, the Hyatt—are as crowded as
subway stations at quitting time. There

190 arc long lines for the elevators and the ice

machines. Besides, Mondale may have
his $1500-a-night suite with a private
sauna; we have belly dancers in the bar.

Alfter soaking us for every $4.50 glass of
water they can, les danseuses move on to
greener wallets. Through the gloom I can
see hungry-looking men in rumpled suits
hugging the bar, their narrow eyes reflect-
ing the fragmented light of a dusty mirror
ball. The decor in here is a hallucinatory
mixture of colonial India, "49er and Filties
trash.

Whar about our press credentials? The
Ranger frowns and his dark mustache
bristles. Since PLAYBOY is 2 monthly publi-
cation, it has been allotted only two so-so
passes—one labeled PrEss, the other, PRESS
PERIMETER. Better than nothing. At least
we’ll be able to get in the door. Without
those rectangular paper badges, we’d be
left in the parking lot with the cops and
the Hare Krishnas. But credentials like
those also mean standing in line for hours,
awaiting a briel opportunity to roam the
convention floor. That won’t do. We need
passes that will get us anywhere, any time.
It’s ime to call in some chips.

It just so happens that I know a guy—
let’s call him Deep Pockets—who can get
us all the credentials we need. Better yet,
he owes me. A few years back, we attended
a cocktail party together. In the wee
hours, after far too many shots of tequi-
la, Deep Pockets became obstreperous.
Thinking himself humorous, he made sev-
eral abusive remarks about my mother. I
let it go. I could have hauled him outside
and tap-danced on his face, but . . . I'letit
go. The next day he apologized and, at the
same time, claiming an urgent need for
exercise, asked to borrow my bicycle, a
ten-speed Peugeot of which I was very
fond. Later that afternoon, in what must
have been a desperate act of contrition, he
taunched himself down a steep grade at
nearly 40 miles per hour, jammed on the
fronl brake and sailed over the handle
bars. He survived; my bike didn’t.

I lcave the Ranger contemplating his
suds while I give Deep Pockets a call.
After all this time, his embarrassment is
still acute. One mention of my bike and
he’s offering apartments overlooking the
bay. “Forget it,”” I tell him. *“Just get us
those credentials.” We agree to meet at
Josephine’s Restaurant, where he’ll fill me
in on the details.

Back in the bar, the Ranger looks for-
lorn. The awful reality of our puny creden-
uals has begun to sink in.

“God,” he moans, “what il Walter

Mondale calls for a pre-emptive nuke
strike against South Africa while we’re in
line under the bleachers?”

“Relax,” I tell him. “One more beer
and we’re going to dinner.”

Deep Pockets enters the restaurant sur-
rounded by a coterie intimately connected
to the Democratic proceedings. The com-
pany looks grim. Of course! Bert Lance!
The news is full of Mondale’s decision to
name him chairman of the Democratic
National Committee. No wonder every-
one’s acting as if he’s been kicked in the
groin. Lance even looks sleazy—Ilike Boss
Tweed with a shave.

Deep Pockets is rumbling like a dark
cloud. “You remember Super Tuesday?
That’s when this Fritz-Bert deal was cut.”
Behind him, a large, jovial black woman is
pounding out something by Duke Elling-
ton on a stand-up piano. Deep Pockets
raises his voice over the music. “Mondale
needed to win two states, right” Georgia
and Alabama. Otherwise, he was old
news. Career over. Lance was the man to
deliver those states. In return, he gets res-
urrected in the major leagues. Disgust-
ing.” He shakes his head.

I just nod. Who knows? Maybe Bert and
Fritz are just fishing buddies. I’ve always
figured that delving into the business of
political favors is like eating at McDon-
ald’s. Stick around long enough and you’ll
smell like a Big Mac.

As we leave Josephine’s, Deep Pockets
pulls me aside. “Tomorrow, around noon,
you’ll meet a guy in the lobby of the Mark
Hopkins Intercontinental Hotel. He'll tell
you how to get VIP passes. They won’t get
you onto the floor, but you’ll be able to get
free drinks and food in the upstairs
lounge.”

“What about floor passes?” I ask. He
hands me a small slip of paper with a
number written on it.

“That’s a room at the San Francisco
Hilton. Be there at 12:15 Monday after-
noon.” With that, he turns toward a wait-
ing cab.

“Wait a minute! How will I recognize
the guy at the Mark Hopkins?”

Deep Pockets looks back slowly and
shoots me a wicked grin. “Easy. He's got
an eye patch and a hook.”

SUNDAY, JULY 15

About 200 Democratic delegates in
Jjogging shorts ran m circles . . . when
the lady on the bicycle blew her big
assignment.

—STEVE RUBENSTEIN,
San Francisco Chronicle

The morning sun is just beginning to
warm the pavement as the Ranger and |
hit the streets. Not a cloud to be seen.
Mark Twain, who remarked that the cold-
est winter he had endured was summer-
time in San Francisco, simply arrived a

(continued on page 288)
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THE LONG LIFE & SLOW TIMES OF BOB WOODWARD

-
ol

JOHN BELUSHI




EDITOR'S NOTE: When the spirit of John
Belushi first approached us with the idea of
writing a biography of Bob Woodward, we
responded warily. For one thing, as far as we
knew, Belushi had had no formal training in
Jjournalism; for another, he'd been dead for
more than two years. Bul the comic brushed
aside both of our reservations with a jaunty
grin, a knowing chuckle and a karate chop
that splintered a $600 vase.

“Hey, man,” he said, “I played a reporter
in ‘Continental Divide,” didn't 1? OK, so
maybe the film itself sucked tooth fillings, bul
I spent a lot of lime with Chicago news
hawhks, and they're the sharpest ones in the
couniry, right?”

Fair enough, we said—~but what about this
death business?

“Oh, man,” he said, “death is so overrated.
Dying from an O.D. s this idiotic practical
Jjoke, like sitting on a cosmic whoopie cushion
or something. It's embarrassing for a while,
but then you accept the fact that it happened
and gel on with your work.”

We began o see his logic on both counts: In
a world that accepts David Hartman as a
jowrnalist, suvely John Belushi deserves a
shot. And in our commitment lo equal-
opportunity hiring practices, we could see the
merit of employing the dead. (Actually, we
almost broke that barrier a few years ago,
when we considered doing a think frece by
George Will.) Our last reservation was per-
haps the most sevious. “Parry this, if you will,
M. Comedy Meteor,” we said. “How can you
write an in-depth biography of a man you
never even met?”

Ever the jokester, Belushi pointed in the
direction of his grom and said, “Parry ths!
He never mel me, either!” Al that point, the
comic began to stoop and squint ltke an eld-
erly grade school teacher, shaking his finger
and reminding us in a dry, cracked voice,
“Turnaboul s fair play!”

That old saw cinched it. And we didn’t
regret our decision for a moment. The spirit
of Belushi was a model employee; perhaps, as
one friend says, “death has mellowed him.”
Yet his legendary work drive remains as
strong as ever—as il turned out, he'd begun to
study Woodward even before he conlacted us.

“Bob Woodward is a riddle wrapped inside
an enigma and wedged sideways into a mys-
tery,” Belushi said, yawning for sativical pur-
poses, “so I had to get started early. I first
visited him in 1983, when he was halfway
o his book on me. . . .”

1 FUCKING can’t believe this guy! The night
is still young, it’s maybe six a.M., the sun is
up—TI think it’s the sun, but maybe it’s a
Tensor lamp; things are just a b2 out of kil-
ter from this angle—and Woodward’s

parody
By JOHN ESKOW

already stacking 3” x 5" file cards on his
desk! Look at that face—it’s the face of the
runner-up for student-council treasurer,
the face of the kid who always volunteers
to be blackboard monitor—but it’s drawn
and pale now from months of research,
and the high forehead is bulging with half-
digested information. Once, he’d co-
authored stories that could topple
Presidents; now he’s sorting out reports
about my puking. He’s so manic in his
card stacking that he doesn’t even hear his
favorite song blaring from the tape deck—
Mandy, by Barry Manilow. Too rushed to
eat a real breakfast, he’s dipping his finger
into what’s often called a Geek’s Speed-
ball—a jar’s worth of Cheez Whiz spiked
with Bac-o-Bits. His desk is a wasteland of
iiny facts—times of phone calls, details of
film deals, itemized hotel bills—jfactoids,
as Norman Mailer called them. Close
friends have known for several years that
Woodward has a factoid Jones. When this
manic info lust was directed toward high
officials of the Government, it seemed to
have a point, but now he’s just feeding his
Jones, roaring through a research binge.

Suddenly, a fist knocks feebly on his
study door. Eyes flashing, Woodward
leaps from his chair and runs over to open
up. In walks a sweaty, tangle-haired part-
time factoid dealer named Cathy Jones. A
far cry from the Deep Throat of All the
President’s Men, Jones is a washed-up eco-
nomic forecaster who’s been scraping out a
living as a stringer for U.S. News & World
Report. To supplement her meager income,
she deals factoids—and Woodward'’s been
dying for her to arrive.

“Hey—easy does it, baby,” she protests
as he grabs the notes from her hands. But
then she begins to smile that smug dealer’s
smile as she watches her prize customer
riffle through his fresh supply.

“Yeah—oh, yeah,” Woodward sighs,
feeling the sweet rush as he scans a report
of coke snorting at The Beverly Hills
Hotel. “Primo,” he murmurs in the glow of
a new Dan Aykroyd quote. What will he
do with all this information once he's
scarfed it up? What insights will he draw
from it? Ah, but, as Cathy Jones knows,
you don’t ask those questions when you're
in the euphoric rush of a factoid hit. No,
you just grin emptily, as Woodward is
doing now, blissfully unaware of how
junked out he looks, with the fumes of Lig-
uid Paper swirling up into his nostrils and
a faint dust of Ko-Rec-Type powder on his
finger tips. He takes another taste of
Geek’s Speedball and rewinds Mandy back
to the start. He’s cleared out many a party
with this Manilow tune; but this morning,

ILLUSTRATION BY JANE MEREDITH

Cathy Jones decides to stick around and
watch. Even she can’t help wondering,
How did it come to this?

°

Woodward has made a big deal of the
fact that we both come from Wheaton, Illi-
nois, so I went back there in search of
clues. I hoped to piece together a Little
Archie portrait of the reporter so that I
could see more deeply into his adult char-
acter. So 1 asked his white-haired
grandma what special things she remem-
bered about Woodward as a kid.

She got a wistful look on her face,
thought it over for a long time and finally
said, “Nothing.” Come on, I said—I'm
not splitting from this little screened-in
porch untl you come up with something.
She puzzled it out for a few more minutes,
and then, at last, she brightened. “Oh! He
liked fudge!™

Not much of a clue, I thought, but at
least we've got the hint of common ground
here. “Did he love fudge? I asked her.
“Did he fucking crave fudge? Did he have a
fudge monkey on his freckled back? Did he
ever hire people to keep fudge away from
him and spend endless nights in a kind of
inner Peter Lorre torment: Want to fudge,
musin’t fudge, wani to [udge, musin’
fudge. . . . DID HE EVER WRESTLE THE BEAST OF
FUDGE UNTIL THE LAST DROP OF BITTER SWEAT
WAS WRUNG OUT OF HIS BODY AND H1S SOUL WAS
PINNED TO A BED OF FUCKING NAILS, MAN?"

“No,” his grandma said. “And stop
shaking me like that!” I caught myself just
in time—her sweet hittle head was flipping
back and forth like a Styrofoam ornament
on a rearview mirror. “No, he did not do
any of those crazy things! He just liked
fudge pretty well. Like any normal boy.”

She was looking to scold me by the way
she hit the word normal, but I just
thought, Lighten up, Grandma, I've been
scolded by pros.

Later that day, I realized that Wood-
ward’s grandma had buried a vital clue
deep in that musty fudge memory: nor-
mal. As 1 continued my research, that
deadly adjective—normal—would bird-
dog Woodward like a private dick on
Methedrine.

“Normal teenager,” said Jack Wardell,
who served as cochairman of the high
school camera club with Woodward.
“Maybe a bit too normal, if you ask me.”
Wardell could remember only one direct
quote from the budding journalist. “One
day, a bunch of us photography nuts were
sitting around in the yearbook darkroom,
talking about girls, and Woodward said,
“You don’t have to pet to be popular.’

Hey, man, (concluded on page 236)
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anyone for a mechanical
jeeves that walks, talks,
serves drinks and cleans
up after parties?




YUl RANG, FASTERS

SCIENCE-FICTION  FLicks Of  yesteryear
filled our imagination with me-
chanical monsters snatching un-
suspecting earthlings off to the
wind-swept seas of Venus. Else-
where, armies of androids assumed
the guise of our neighbors and
slowly infiltrated our ranks with
the hope of enslaving the human
race. There are, indeed, armies of
robots out there, but they're not

- g

modern living By DANNY GOODMAN

Above: The Tom Thumb of robots is Tomy's bottery-pow-
ered Dingbot, o wocky little porty stopper only five inches
toll, thot skitters olong, stopping ond chottering os
it checks the rood mop it's corrying before moving on, $10.

Below left: Equipped with sonor bumpers, on infrored system and on on-boord computer, RB5X can sense when its botteries are low and outomoti-
colly return to its chorging stotion, by RB Robot Corporotion, $2295, plus $1495 for the optionol RB orm shown. Below center: Forty-four-
inch-toll Hubot houses o SysCon personol computer, o 12-inch black-and-white TV and on AM/FM cassette, by Hubotics, $3495. Below right:
ComRo's Tot stonds three feet toll; feotures include o rotating heod, o spoilight eye ond such occessories os o corpet sweeper and o troy, $4495.




Abave: Tomy’s Omnibot can fetch o martim, wake you each
morning ond much more, $275. Below: Hero Jr.. o 19"-tall ro-
bot, sings, plays gomes and walks sentry duty; a 17-key keypod
makes for easy modification, by Heath/Zenith, $1000.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD IZWN




PLAYBOY

198

quite so menacing . . . at least, not yet.
They're the inventions of anything-but-
mad scientists who believe that incorpo-
rating today’s high technology into robots
for the home may relieve us of some of the
physical drudgery that devours our free
moments. Other robots are designed in a
lighter vein, behaving more like entertain-
ers at parties and capable of scooting
around a corner to scare the hell out of a
guest. They’re just toys now, but they are
doing things that may revolutionize the
way housework is done in the future. Let’s
see just who—or what—is gently rapping,
so mechanically tapping at our chamber
door.

After talking with several personal-
robot designers, we find one thing very
clear: Hardly any of them agree on what a
home robot’s role should be. One school of
thought looks upon a robot as a personal
convenience that will become a perceived
necessity, just as the automatic dishwasher
has revolutionized the work flow in the
kitchen over the past 20 years. In contrast,
other designers don’t envision home
robots as slaves or utility machines at all.
Instead, they prefer them to have a kind
of intellectual utility, behaving like a
well-trained pet or a careflully selected
friend whose personality complements
its owner’s.

In the meantime, personal robots (as
distinguished from the industrial kind that
assemble automobiles) have become
roughly stratified into three categories: (1)
education and hobbies; (2) personal auto-
mation; and (3) entertainment and toys.
In a way, this segmentation is similar to
what happened in the early days of per-
sonal computers, when we had hobby kits,
consumer-oriented computers, such as the
Apple 11, and low-cost computer-video-
game systems, such as the Odyssey, Atari
VCS and Bally Arcade.

One robot that has already walked into
a lot of people’s lives is Robot’s RB5X, a
model whose shape closely resembles that
of the whistling, smart-aleck R2-D2 of Star
Wars. The top of RB5X’s clear-plastic
domed head reaches 23 inches from the
floor, while its cylindrical body is 13
inches in diameter. Readily visible under
its dome is a circuit board containing nine
red and green lights. Surrounding the blue
body is a belt of ecight white touch-
sensitive bumper panels. These pancls are
sometimes used as a way of communicat-
ing with RB5X—touching one or more of
its bumpers sends programming signals to
the internal brain. They can also be used
as sensors to help RB5X maneuver its way
around a room. When it bumps into a
piece of furniture, pressure on the sensor
tells it to stop, say “Excuse me” and turn
away.

Getting RB5X to speak—or do just

about anything, for that matter—takes a
bit of programming expertise and a per-
sonal computer with serial-communi-
cations capability. After connecting the
computer to the robot, you use the com-
puter to type in a series of commands in a
language that closely resembles BASIC.
Once the program is written, you sever the
umbilical cord and RB5X goes on about
the series of tasks you’ve set for it.

Optional  plug-in  modules  with
prewritten programs are also available for
special purposes, though most are for edu-
cational and children’s-entertainment
environments. One module is dual
purpose. Not only does it enable RB5X to
sing On a Bicycle Built for Two (though not
as well as HAL does 1t in 2001: A Space
Odyssey) but it also programs the robot’s
sonar motion-detection system to alert
you, with alarm and voice, to any intrud-
ers moving within 35 leet of it. RB5X sells
for $2295.

If you care to learn the programming
language Forth, you can sit at the key-
board of your Apple Ile or Commodore 64
computer and command Androbot’s Topo
IT ($1595) through infrared wireless
remote control. The three-foot-high robot
can remember a string of instructions,
including orders to talk or sing, and exe-
cute them even out of range of your com-
puter.

For those with a knowledge of electron-
ics, the Heathkit Hero I robot will give
you plenty of practice in understanding
the fundamentals of robot design and pro-
gramming. Available either as a kit
($1200) or fully assembled ($2200), Hero I
comes with a five-axis arm thar can grip
up to one pound. Programming Hero I to
use its sonar and voice systems takes some
patience, but a companion home-study
robotics course provides a number of
experiments in those areas. Hero I also
has a wired remote control that you can
use to put the robot’s arm and body move-
ments through their paces, while all the
time the robot remembers the movements
s0 it can repeat them.

But Heath also offers a home robot—
one that can be used right out of the box
without the slightest bit of electronic or
programming knowledge. Called Hero Jr.,
the $1000 fully assembled robot looks a lot
like its bigger brother but without the arm.
When you turn on Hero Jr., its behavior
displays one of what Heath calls “person-
ality traits.” Actually, they are more like
individual tasks that have been prepro-
grammed into the robot at the factory. It
will sing a song, speak some English
phrases, play games, roam around the
room (trying to avoid obstacles), yammer
unrecognizable sounds in its own language
or spout a nursery rhyme. Each of those
tasks can be called up specifically from

Hero Jr.’s keypad, on its head. Press one
button and Hero Jr. follows you around
like a slow but well-trained dog. Heath
and other companies are planning to pro-
duce preprogrammed plug-in cartridges to
equip Hero Jr. with a variety of other 1al-
ents. And if you have a home computer,
you can also program Hero Jr. with its
own version of BASIC by linking the robot
and your computer together.

On a more practical side, you can pro-
gram Hero Jr. to wake you up in the morn-
ing. Its sound sensor then listens for
evidence of activity. If there is none after
ten minutes, it rousts you out of bed again.
Programmed as a security guard, Hero Jr.
senses sound and motion. Not only does
it sound an alarm when it detects an
intruder but it can even send a radio signal
w acuvate one of Heath’s home-alarm
systems.

While Hero Jr.’s first job is to entertain,
ComRo Inc.’s Tot seems to arrive on your
doorstep ready for housework. The stand-
ard 50-pound, three-foot-high droid
($2992) comes with several accessories
that may make it useful around the house,
provided you take the time to train it prop-
erly (programming experience is helpful).
A manual carpet-sweeper attachment may
not get the corners, but it can do a once-
over in open spaces before guests arrive.
We especially like the tray that you can
place in one of Tot’s movable arms to take
drinks or snacks to your guests. Tot is also
the only robot we know of that is practi-
cally made to order, including your choice
of six colors.

If there is one robot company deter-
mined to make a home robot a practical
companion and easy to use at the same
time, it is Hubotics, Inc.,, with its
Waunderkind Hubot ($3495). Measuring 44
inches high, its standard-equipment list
reads like the sticker of a stretch limo’s
rear compartment—a fully featured 64K
personal computer with one disk drive; a
12-inch black-and-white television/com-
puter monitor; an AM/FM stereo auto-
reverse cassette player with four-band
equalizer and dual two-way speakers; and
an Atari 2600 video-game system.

As you might guess, Hubot is a rolling
home electronics center, complete with an
ability to remember a pathway through
the house. The good news is that program-
ming Hubot doesn’t require any knowl-
edge of computer languages. Essential
commands have been reduced to onscreen
lists controlled by the on-board computer.
By pressing only two keys on the key-
board, you can select an intricate sequence
of commands—including ordering it to
move and to turn on or ofl any of its enter-
tainment features. So, if you like, you can
instruct Hubot to wheel itsell into your
bedroom in the morning, say a few gentle

(concluded on page 275)
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“And just as I start up the chimney, a voice sez, ‘Just
a moment, Santa, I've a little something for you!” ”
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just when androgyny seemed triumphant,
along came prince—and the olympics—
to restore our faith in bikes,
bodies and the american way

text by JIM HARWOOD  Arms outstretched, she
spread her legs wide. He stood there, chest heaving.
The girl grasped the short, firm pole caringly,
longingly, then shared it with the other girl. Buttocks
taut, he writhed, twisting from side to side, eager to
cram every possible excitement into the moments that
would never be the same again. . . .

Every four years, it’s good to have this kind of stuff
back on television, even if only for a couple of weeks
during the Olympics. True, some people really do
care whether or not (lext continued on page 210)

RIGHT ON: Prince, electrifying in Purple Rain,
has muscled Michael Jackson right out of first
place in our Sex Star derby. That's the liner photo
from his earlier album, 1999, opposite. Daryl
Hannah (below) blanketed screens with Splash,
Reckless and The Pope of Greenwich Village in '84
release, while Kathleen Turner (right), the
defrosted novelist of Romancing the Stone,
returned in A Breed Apart and Crimes of Passion.




SAVAGES: Enough to bring
out the beast in all of us are
these popular stars, all in varying
degrees of skin. Some say Grace
Jones (above left) is the best
thing in Conan the Destroyer;
others give the nod to Conan
himself, Amold Schwarzenegger
{left). pLavBoYy cover girl Sybil
Danning (above center), who siz-
zles in The Seven Magnificent
Gladiators, will coproduce and
star in Nemesis: Goddess of
Revenge and, swears her press
agent, is to be “history’s first
blonde werewolf” in the forth-
coming The Howling Ill. Tanya
Roberts, another pLAYBOY cover
favorite, went blonde (and had
more fun than she did in The
Beastmaster) playing the dura-
ble comic-strip queen in Sheena
(above right), and French actor
Christopher Lambert daubed on
dirt for Greystoke: The Legend of
Tarzan, Lord of the Apes (right).




UNISEX SYMBOLS:
What with androgyny and
cross dressing, gender confu-
sion abounds in showbiz
these days. Take Michael
Jackson (right), who some-
times resembles Diana Ross's
twin sister but nevertheless
rakes in the bucks with
records, videos and concert
tours. Another rocker, Sting of
The Police, reminds us, at
least in his Dune film persona
(below right), of David Bowie.
Anne Carlisle plays both male
and female roles in the cult-
film favorite Liquid Sky but
below is her own feminine self
for pLavBOY. The reigning ex-
ample of sexual ambiguity, of
course, is Boy George—but,
we thought, why label him a
Sex Star by including him?




COUPLING: Good news,
hetero movie fans—we
may have seen the end
of the buddy picture. On
this page are a quartet of
duets in steamy scenes. At
left, Tom Berenger nuzzles
Melanie Griffith in Fear
City; above, Barbara Wil-
liams clinches with Steven
Bauer (Melanie's real-life
husband) in Thief of
Hearts; below, Ornelia
Muti and Jeremy Irons in
Swann in Love; below left,
Rachel Ward and Jeff
Bridges in Against All Odds.




COMING ACROSS: Movies were, after all, the first jet setters, and films—and their stars—continue to crisscross the
globe. Swedish-born, U.S.-seasoned model Mia Nygren (above left) inhabits the title role in Emmanuelle 4; Brazil's Claudia

Ohana (above center) dittos in Erendira, filmed in Mexico from a story by Colombia’s Nobel Prize—winning author Gabriel
Garcia Marquez. Our favorite Dutch treat (and Mia's predecessor as Emmanuelie), Sylvia Kristel (above right), is the seduc-
tive spy in Mata Hari. At far left below is England's ravishing Kelly (The Woman in Red) LeBrock; at near left below is Mel
Gibson, who was born in the U.S. but made his reputation in Australian films; his next feature, The River, is billed as “pure
Americana.” Sissy Spacek co-stars. Below center is another Brazilian bombshell, Sonia Braga of Gabriela and Kiss of the Spi-
der Woman; below right is that hunk from Holland, Rutger Hauer, whose latest releases are A Breed Apart and Flesh + Blood.




.COMING OF AGE: We could have done an entire feature on the younger genera-
tion of stars who are peopling today's movie and TV screens. Here's a sampling of
the hottest (clockwise, from above): Brooke Shields, everybody's favorite college
sophomore, whose star aura helped her survive Sahara; Diane Lane, here in Streets
of Fire but due momentarily in The Cotton Club; Linda Blair, who has done four films
this year; Michael Paré, who stands out in Streets of Fire and The Philadelphia
Experiment; Tom Hanks, whose comic touch sparks Splash and Bachelor Party; the
increasingly gorgeous Jamie Lee Curtis, of Love Letters and Grandview, U.S.A. fame,
who's opposite John Travolta in the forthcoming Perfect!, a picture about fithess;
and our very own Miss June 1980, Ola Ray, who appears in the chiller Fear City.
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MINT CONDITION: In Hol-
Ilywood, fitness selis. TV super-
star Tom (Magnum, P.1.) Selleck
(above) hopes for a big-screen
hit in Runaway; supermodel
Christie Brinkley is diversifying
into sportswear, a sample of

which she wears at right. Rob-
ert Redford (below right) shows
in The Natural that he's still
got that old appeal. And while
Richard Gere (below) couldn't
resuscitate Breathless, he may
shine in The Cotton Club.







COVER STORIES: Here are
five news makers whose appear
ances on PLAYBOY covers boosted
their careers (and our sales). In
February 1983, we (plus Sean
Connery, George Plimpton, Bob
Fosse and others) predicted star-
dom for Kim Basinger (far left);
she proved us right in Never Say
Never Again, The Man Who Loved
Women and The Natural and is
due soon in 9% Weeks, based
on a PLayBoy story. Terry Moore
(left) came out of virtual re-
tirement to pose for our Au-
gust 1984 issue; she has since
made Hellhole and plans a TV
movie, Welcome Back, McGrath.
Nastassja Kinski (below left},
May 1983's cover girl, had five
films and a baby in 1984. Most
controversial picture of the year
was Bolero, with four-time cover
star Bo Derek (right); greatest
staying power was exhibited by
Dynasty’s Joan Collins (below),
our December 1983 cover.
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one fellow gets his bicycle out in front of
another’s for a hundredth of a second. But
there are equally good reasons for watch-
ing, and, for millions who will admit it and
millions more who won't, the Olympic
participants were truly the Sex Stars of
198+. You simply can’t put that many per-
fect male and female bodlies in skimpy gar-
ments and have it otherwise. The flame
burns eternal.

The Olvmpics arrived just in time, for-
tunately, for it was getting a wee bit con-
fusing elsewhere. Almost impossible to
spell and equally hard to understand,
androgyny took over the middle ground in
the war between the sexes, with Boy George
and Micheel Jackson at one end and Grace
Jones and Anne Cerlisle at the other. Hap-
pily, though, there was a host of hetero
holdouts, tenaciously exemplified bv the
likes of Tom Selleck, who protected himsell
with a lot of casual dating before showing
serious interest in British actress Jillie
Mack, and Kathleen Turner, who confessed
(shortly before walking down the aisle
with New York real-estate developer Jay
Weiss) that she had a tendency to fall in
and out of love with her leading men.
Nothing, however, has been reported from
the set of Crimes of Passion, in which
Turner plays a kinky cruiser opposite
Anthony Perkins.

Franklv, we have been waiting several
years for Jackson to mature into full Sex
Stardom, but the voung man just seems to
show no interest in growing up. And as
loose as they are, we do have our stand-
ards, which include some reservations
about a Sex Star who doesn’t protest when
people sav he looks like Diana Ross's twin
sister. Young master Jackson, however,
must be paid homage alter a phenomenal
year of pleasing millions. Whatever he’s
putting out, the voung ladies—and
gentlemen—Tlove it. Grace Jones thinks
the far-out parents from the Sixtics mav
simply have spawned even more adven-
turesome kids for the Eighties. Jones her-
self certainly looked adventuresome while
filming Conan the Destroyer, landing scv-
eral fellow cast members in the hospital
with minor injuries from her enthusiastic
interpretation of an Amazon warrior. She
even made her brawnv co-star, Armold
Schwarzenegger, nervous. “‘She really hits
hard,” he lamented.

Jackson himscif remains quietly reli-
gious, with no overt romantic interests.
Boy George has conceded, “I just do not
have a heavy sex life,”” while the most out-
rageous cross dresser of them all, the
megaplumyp Divine, claims he doesn’t have
much time for men or women. “I'd rather
go shopping,” he insists.

Is this sort of thing catching? It's hard
to sav, but we were talking with one of
Hollywood’s lovelies the other day and she
was revealing what her private love life
had become. It seems that on an average
evening, she and her handsome. charming
boyfriend gu out to dinner before return-
ing home for a bit of romancing. Just as

she’s getting turned on, however, he
excuses himsell and leaves the room,
returning in a wig, nightgown, high heels
and stockings. A modern girl, our friend
readily accepts all this but confesses to
some confusion about who is doing what in
the bedroom—or, at least, who thinks
who’s doing what.

Alas, when we related all this to another
starlet the verv next night, she didn’t seem
surprised at all. One of her gentlemen call-
ers, it seems, likes to bring his dress over
and—after she's done his hair and make-
up—suck her toes.

Sarah Douglas of Falcon Crest acknowl-
edged that she had a bit of a problem
explaining her transvestite friends to her
mother. I ralked to mv mom on the
phone and [ told her Kevin and Katy were
there. *Oh, thev're a nice couple. are they?
said Mom. [ said, ‘Oh, it’s the same per-
son. Kevin by day, Katy by night. But he's
getting 1t lopped off next week.”™

Onscreen, the sex changes that started a
couple of vears back continued, causing
their own confusions among performers.
Plaving a voung man in Yentl, for example,
Barbra Streisand was somewhat hesitant
about having to plant a big kiss on Amy
Irving. But. as Irving related later, it
wasn’t so bad. “It’s like kissing an arm,”
Barbra told Amy, which may have sur-
prised Steven Spielberg, Irving’'s former
hancé and still-frequent companion.

Psychiatrists sav this is all just an
adjustment to sexual role plaving and
probably harmless enough if not overdlone.
For the sake of the straight-thinking, how-
ever, it was still heartening to note that

Jackson's popularitv was challenged by

Prince, who bears a resemblance to
Michael but has a mustache, a motorcycle
and more all-round masculinity 1o go with
them, especially when in passionate pur-
suit of lovely Apollonia Kotero in Puipile
Rain.

Ah. Apolloma. What a name. What a
face. What a body. Her film debut in that
picture made an impression o rival Bo
Derek's a few vears back in “10". ““Before
the night is through, vou will see my point
of view.” Prince said; but the boys in the
auclience had caught on long before that.

Speaking of Bo (and aren’t we always?),
Hollvwood had been waiting to see how
the public would react to her latest, Bolero,
at first rumored to be too sexv to release
without an X rating. But then the film’s
financiers disclosed that they weren’t
bothered by the [act that the sex might be
pornographic; they worried that it was just
plain stupicl, blaming hubby/director John
Derek [or overindulgence in photographing
Bo's bod. So far, however, that’s the kind
ol indulgence audiences seem to think can-
not be overed. Certainly, an appearance
by Bo in July’s pLAvBOY wasn’t ignored.

Even Walt Disnev’s studios matured
{with a new, matwre name, Touchstone
Films) and decided 1o flesh out those cute,
nippleless little mermaids that used 1o

grace the cartoons. Chosen for the chore,
lortunately, was gorgeous Daryl Hannah,
who had had some previous experience
with nudity in Reckless and Swmmer Lovers.
Still, Daryl didn’t doff readily, pasting
Band-Aids over her nipples and packing
make-up over that.

Hannah’s triumph in Splash was no
comfort for Diane Lane, who had competed
with Daryl for leads in that picture and in
Streets of Fire, losing one but winning the
other. “Great! She'll show her chest and
Ill sing,” Lanc commented somewhat
superciliously about the competitive split.
As it turned out, not onlv did Fire fizzle
but Lane’s singing was dubbed by Laurie
Sargent and Holly Sherwood, among others.

Whatever the trend ol the moment, the
public itsell’ simply refuses to become too
Jjaded. Nudity remains sexy. as PLAYBOY has
proved repeatediv. Recent lavouts of the
likes ol Joan Collins, Kim Basinger, Terry
Moore, Mariel Hemingway, Nastassjo Kinski
and Tanya Roberts helped them tap into
new levels of popularity never achieved
with excessive modesty.

For the entire vear, in fact, there was lit-
tle to rival the revelation that Miss Amer-
ica, Venessa Willioms, had posed nude
before winning the title. Although pLaveOY
passed up a chance to print the sexplicit
pictures, we were far from surprised at the
crowds lined up for a look when they did
appear elsewhere. The hubbub forced
Vanessa to give up her crown, but it may
have assured her of a showbiz career.

Even near nudity can be troublesome,
as Alice Zook cliscovered out there In
Bartonville, lilinois. A gvm tcacher for 20
vears, poor Alice lost her job at the Lime-
stone Community High School for show-
ing her girls” phys-ed classes a video tape
of excrcises as performed by the male
strippers at Chippendales. one of those
nighteries that flourish by teasing women-
folk.

Indeed, the females are still insisting on
seeing their fair share of skin. even though,
for a change, Richard Gere did not strip in a
movie this year. But while touring Japan,
Rick Springfield did respond dramatically to
a female reporter’s query as to whether or
not he wore underwear: He dropped his
trousers at the press conference. (Less dra-
matically, the answer was, he did.) And
getting to the bottom of things, the fan
mags discovered that John Travolta also
wears undies, but inside out, so the tags
don’t scratch.

Panties, however, remain preferred for
truly suggestive attire, as newcomer Kelly
LeBrock proves wonderfully in The Woman
in Red. Borrowing from the famed Marilyn
Monroe photo, LeBrock lets the air [rom a
strategically placed vent in a garage blow
her skirt high above her head and dances
delightfully, going back for an encore.

And for her big film debut in Scarface,
Mary Elizabeth Mastrantonio teases audi-
ences in a flimsy robe that seems sure to

(concluded on page 214)
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S@X Slgm (continued from page 210)

“Leave it to Linda Ronstadt to come up with one of the
year’s most interesting romances, with George Lucas.”

fall open any moment as she cozes obscen-
ities at big brother Al Pacino in onc of the
vear’s more unusual scenes.

On television, of course. everything is
suggestion. and even too much of that is
forbidden. Dealing with incest in Some-
thing About Amelia, ABC laid down firm
rules about how the father, Ted Danson,
should behave around the daughrer,
Roxana Zal: Certainly, the network said.
they should never be shown in bed
together.

TV censors certainly have to think
clearly, given the medium’s conunuing
determination to sell sex in one form or
another. Or, as former ABC executive Lou
Rudolph put it (reinforcing something said
here earlier), “You can never under-
estimate the horniness of the American
public.”

This year, TV’s emphasis was on how
others sell sex, sending so many aspiring
actresses into the streets to talk with hook-
ers that the Johns couldn’t get close to the
curb. Their research (and the networks’
interest) mayv have been inspired by the
box-office success of Angel, whose star,
Donna Wilkes, spent hours on the street,
talking with the girls about picking up
tricks of the trade. Returning to the smail
screen for the first time in three vears,
Farrah Fawcett had a ratungs hit as a madam
in The Red Light Sting. Others who plaved
prostitutes included Loni Anderson in My
Mother's Secret Life. Veronica Homel in Ses-
sions, Phoebe Cafes in Lace and Jennifer
Jason-Leigh and Ann Jillian in Girls of the
White Orchid. Even demure Debby Boone
joined Barbara Carrera and Kim Cattrall in
Sins of the Past. (Don't vou just love those
titles?)

Naturally enough, the networks had
another rule for all these shows: Hooking
does not bring happiness. The ladies
involved had to either repent and get out
or suffer terrible consequences.

Either way. many women viewers pro-
tested that prosuitution is not an ideal
occupation, and the clamor continued for
more shows about working girls of a differ-

ent sort, This generarted television’s idea ol

a socially redeeming response, e.g., the
female detectives in Cagney & Lacey (Tyne
Daly and Sharon Gless), Partners in Crime
{Loni Anderson and Lynda Carter) and such
crime-busting stepsisters as police psychi-
arrist Lindsay Wagner in Jessie. Other TV
cops were real cuties, like luscious Heather
Locklear on T. J. Hooker. Although willing
to try a padded bra, Heather drew the line
at padded panties and bikinis, saving she’s
not wild about scenes designed “strictly to
show off what’s under the uniform.” For-
tunately, she didn’t win all her batrles.

Although their pique is often under-
standable, young actresses do have a way
of quickly forgetting why they were hired
for a show in the first place. Over on the
decidedly male A-Team, pretty Melinda
Culea kept demanding more important
duties and soon found hersell replaced
(the so-called Suzanne Somers solution to a
producer’s problem). Luckily, Heather
Thomas understands her station on The Fall
Guy better and has been content to remain
as Lee Majors’ side-kick. “I’'m luckv 1o be
working,”” said she wisely.

Offscreen, of course, the women were
holding their own in all sorts of relation-
ships, none of them establishing a trend
but all seeming to share a fundamental
wariness of their mates.

Perhaps Morgan Fairchild summed it up
best, explaining why she and Craig Denault
don’t live together after divorces for each.
“You have to give up too much freedom,”
said she. ““You put up with a man’s bad
moods, wash his socks, clean up his dinner
plates—hell, if I loved someone that
much, I'd marry him.”

And there may be addituonal signifi-
cance in the fact that sexy Maria Conchita
Alonso, who was happy to share a bathtub
with Robin Williams in Moscow on the
Hudson, lives alone in a one-bedroom
apartment in West Hollywood, papered
with pictures of herself on magazine cov-
ers. “I've alwavs wanted to be the center
of attention,” she explams.

Or the balance Julie (Educating Rita)
Walters finds in her small flar in London:
“I have phases of being promiscuous and
phases of being celibate. When I'm not
working, I'm more interested in sex and
blokes."

Such candor, of course, is not always
commonplace among the foreign ladies,
who have a fair for the mysterious. After
steadfastly refusing to idenufy the
father during her pregnancy, Naostassia
Kinski acknowledged after the birth of a
boy that Dad was lbrahim Moussa. (They
made it legal a few wecks later.) One of the
suspected fathers had been old beau Roman
Polanski, who keeps turning up in the lives
of many lovelies. Polanski also acted a
small part in the directorial debut of beau-
tiful Arielle Dombasle, raising questions
about their relationship, but Arielle wasn’t
talking.

British rock star Adam Ant has a tattoo
on his upper arm with a heart inscribed
PURE SEx. And somewhere on the same arm
was draped Jamie Lee Curtis, who gort antsy
for him alter her breakup with longtime
fiancé Michael Riva.

More romantically, Tom Cruise and
Rebecca De Mornay followed through on

their commercially based romance in Risky
Business by deciding to live together, with
Tom apparently having re-evaluated his
initial decision that their love scenes in the
movie “weren’t all that much.”

Another screen couple, Michael Paré and
Nancy Allen, also followed their romance in
The Philadelphia Expertment with one in
real life, though Paré at the time had the
embarrassment of a wife, who filed for
divorce. And, after posturing as one of the
industry’s more arrogant newcomers, Paré
suffered the additional embarrassment of
having Philadelphia prove to be as big a
flop as his first iwo pictures, Eddie and the
Cruisers and Streels of Fire.

Although noting “I’m not very promis-
cuous,” Daryl Hannah shared a house
Platonically with one man, writer David
Stenn, while continuing her long allair with
rocker Jackson Browne while he was divorc-
ing his second wife, Lynne Sweeney.

For others, marnage was as durable as
their careers. Robert Redford celebrated his
25th wedding anniversary and the success
of another picture, The Natural, while
James Brolin chalked up an 18th year of
wedded bliss and his comeback in a new
TV series, Hotel.

Leave it to Linda Ronstadt, though, to
come up with one of the year’s most inter-
esting romances, taking up with producer-
director George Lucas after he split from his
wife, film editor Marcia Lucas. Alfter
California governor Jerry Brown, writer Pete
Hamill and songwriter J. D. Souther, Ron-
stadt found in Lucas another reclusive
personality to match her own. And with
multimiilions coming in from nearly a
score of hot-selling records, Linda need
not fear that George would think she just
loved him for his Star Wars millions (not to
mention a few more of his nickels from
Raiders of the Lost Ark and Indiana Jones
and the Temple of Doom).

Speaking of those megahits, they all
have something in common besides Lucas:
Harrison Ford. And if Linda had been look-
ing for a hermit, he would not have been a
bad choice. Ford has been so successiul in
avoiding publicity—especially about his
private life——that in a recent national poll,
only one out of five people knew who he
was. He was left out of this layout, in fact,
because therc just weren’t suitable photos
available.

Ford’s zealous passion for privacy,
unfortunately, is fraught with danger,
mainly because it leaves the field open for
people like us to speculate. Maybe he’s
secretly androgynous. Maybe he once
posed nude or, even worse, appeared par-
tially clothed on Alice Zook’s video tape
out there in Bartonville.

If so, i’s certainly easy to understand
why the high school-gym girls might have
been crushed when the tape was seized by
their elders. But they probably got over it
soon enough. After all, they sull had the
Olympics to look forward to.
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WHO WOULD

HAVE THOUGHT
ITCOULD TRIGGER
AREVOLUTION
IN SOUND.

Remember when laser technology was

& the stuff that made for good science fiction?

' Well, it isnt fiction anymore.

Because Pioneer has harnessed the same
that used to blow space creatures away,

&1 70 Acompact disc piay()l that

M PIORNEER ConrecT [ac s s =070

reproduces music so realistically you'l think
you were at the original recording session.

Since a sophisticated optical laser never
makes contact with the disc, all surface noise
from dust and scratches is eliminated.

And because the music is processed
digitally, distortion Is essentially nonexistent,
resulting in the drama of a live performance.

In addition, the PD70 contains all the
ultra-convenience features of a player so sophis-
ticated and futuristic.

But of course, it's what you should expect
from a compact disc player from Pioneer.

After all, we developed laser optics and
digital electronic technolomr for our revolutior
ary LaserDisc™ brand video disc player

And that was back when most peo
were of the opinion that lasers were m
fiction than science.

U PIONEER’

Because the mu51c matters
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PREVIEW

av BacK when all this started—

back there in the late Seventies—

there were the doubters. Video-
tape recorders for the home? Nah. They
were just too big, too expensive and too
unproved. Early on, there was some truth
in that. The first commercial VCR, made
by Ampex in 1956, was about the size of
the average living room and cost around
$50,000—a little steep for a weekend rent-
al of Emmanuelle.

It took more than ten years for Sony to
come out with the first portable. In truth,
it was portable only if you were very strong
or had many friends. The first Betamax
wasn’t introduced until 1975. Two years
later, RCA presented the first VHS
machine, and the revolution was on.
Those first machines were dinosaurs—
very large, very basic and very expensive.
They weighed slightly less than a full-sized
television and cost two or three times as
much. The average price for VCRs back
then was between $1000 and $1200. A rel-
ative handful of pioneers bought them.
Most others waited.

Fast forward to 1984. VCRs today are
half the size and weight of the oldies, and
they do twice as much. The best news,
though, is the price. At the right discount
store, you can now get a very serviceable
VCR for less than $500—Iless than $400 if
you're a good shopper. And the price
breakthroughs seem to be fueling the revo-
lution. VCR sales in 1983 jumped 100 per-
cent over 1982. More than 4,000,000 units
were sold. Industry experts tell us that by
the time 1984 is finished, you can add
7,000,000 more machines sold. That

PLAYBOY GUIDE COVER PHOTOGRAPHY BY JIM MATLSIK

means that one out of every five homes in
America will have a VCR.

Pricing has had similar effects on the
rest of the video industry. Prerecorded cas-
settes that used to go for $80 or more are
now moving well at $30. With video shops
popping up quicker than chocolate-chip-
cookie franchises, you can now rent your
favorite movie for about two bucks a
night—either at the video place in the
mall or, the way things are going, at the
video counter of your local supermarket,
right down the aisle from the processed
cheese. And blank tapes, which used to
retail for between $15 and $20, are now
easily available for six or seven dollars.

All of this has given birth to a new
industry term: pillow theater. While the
kids continue to make Steven Spielberg
rich, many more adults are leaving theater
seats vacant for the comfort of home,
where you can stop the action for phone
calls and get popcorn a lot cheaper.

As VCRs have become more practical,
so have home-video cameras. There are
those of good quality and reasonable price
that easily fit into the palm of your hand,
and now there are those that don’t need
life-support systems. That was always the
trouble with video cameras. For those of us
who grew up popping Super-8 cassettes
into old Bell & Howells, they were good

news and bad news—good because we
could see the results immediately; bad
because we had to lug half a TV studio
around on our shoulder to do it.

But last year, Sony introduced the
BetaMovie. And this year there’s JVC’s
VHS VideoMovie, with others on its heels.
The industry calls them camcorders. They
are cameras that record without any cords;
you don’t need to be connected to a home-
base VCR. In many cases, the camera
itself doubles as a VCR. Most of these
lightweight, easy-to-use cameras offer
excellent performance in low illumination,
such as the dim lights of your bedroom—
which allows you the ultimate video-
graphic freedom.

To show you the versatility of these new
products, we've geared a good deal of our
coverage to bedroom use—not that their
portability and remote control don’t make
them just as easy to use in other parts of
your home. It's just that the bedroom has
always been our favorite. And if you're
about to enter the exciting new world of
pillow theater, we can’t think of a better
place to start.

Mawn £ (2

Editor, Playboy Guides
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VIDEO
GOES TO BED

one-piece cameras and remote vers

illl

signal the ultimate freedom

THERE'S A NEW FREEDOM in video now that may well change the way we all
think about home-entertainment systems. Take JVC's VideoMovie
(shown on the Gude cover, $1593) as a perfect example. It weighs a
mere 4.3 pounds, but it’s a real powerhouse. It necds no cords or wires
to record on a miniature 20-minute cassette and can play back from
the camcorder unit itself directly to your television. With small, sim-
ple units like this, in addition to remote VCRs, you can now create
your own video programing anywhere, any time. And with anyone.

RCA’s VKT650 VHS hi-fi VCR (above) lets you capture a midnight fantasy with-
out getting aut af bed. With a push af a button an the wireless remote, you can
program eight events over one year, with your commands appearing on the
screen. The VKT650 alsa has video- and audio-dubbing capability and a
133-channel cable-ready tuner, $1295. Sony has added a new twist fo Beta
Hi-Fi with its SL-HFR30 (above center) Betamax VCR. It's equipped with seven-
day/six-event pragrammability and wireless remote, $650. To add hi-fi stereo
recording and playback, you need the matching HFP-100 Beta Hi-Fi pracessar
(below center), $250. When harsh lighting will spail an intimate mood, a low-
light camera such as Canon’s VC-30A (far right), with an amazing ten-lux-
rated sensitivity, is in order. Infrared auto focus lets you set up a scene and
then get info the action yourself. The five-pound camera includes an 8:1
variable-speed zoom lens, a built-in title generator and a one-inch black-and-
white electranic view finder, $1395_ Its mate is the Canon VR-40A portable
VCR with VHS hi-fi and wireless remote, about $1000. It dacks with the VT-50A
tuner/timer to'form a compact tabletop system with 14-day/eight-event pro-
grammability. The tuner is cable-ready and can receive up ta 139 channels, $570.
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A Betamovie camcorder gives the ultimate inmobility. The NEC BM-22EU
{below) has auta focus with a 6:1 power zoom. It uses standard Beta
cossettes and provides up to three and o third hours of recording.
It weighs abaut seven pounds, including cassette and battery, $1595.




Mitsubishi's CS-2061R monitor/receiver (left) sets the stage. The
20-inch flot-screen medel has stereo-broodcast-reception capobility,
wireless remote, © 139-chonnel coble-reody tuner and o sleep timer,
$820. On the screen is the front-looding Mognavox VRB4455L
VHS hi-fi VCR, with wireless remote, 14-doy/eight-event programmo-
bility, o coble-reody tuner and o full complement of special effects,
$1399. The minioturized Konico CV-301 camero (below) weighs o
mere 1.6 pounds ond has o built-in microphene and 3:1 zoom, $599.




Simulated TV Piclura

JVC’S LATEST BREAKTHROUGH INVIDEO
IS AUDIO.

Listen to this.

Introducing the Hi-Fi VHS system from JVC—
avideo deck that not only gives you a picture of
astounding clarity, but also sound of such high fidelity
that it surpasses even the most advanced analog
systems.

JVC set out to develop a revolutionary recording
process that would give listeners the feeling of being in

HR-D725U

a live performance. And do it without affecting picture
quality.

We designed a way to record the audio portion
deep into the tape's magnetic coating. Then, the video

[+ VIDSTER WS

signal is recorded on a shallower level. JVC’s Hi-Fi
VHS has a frequency response of 20-20,000 Hz and a
dynamic range of more than 80 dB.

When played through your speakers, the resulting
sound represents a true quantum leap in audio
performance. It's a lot more than a VCR stereo system.
It can actually enhance the quality of your current audio
equipment.

The Hi-Fi VHS system is perhaps the most
complete video deck JVC has ever made. Beyond the
audio advances, its video capabilities are also highly
evolved. You will enjoy time shift viewing, one touch
immediate recording and a collection of special effects.

When you see it, you won't believe your ears.

JVEC

JVC COMPANY OF AMERICA, Conaumar Video Drvision, 41 Siater Dive, Elmwood Park, N.J. 07407 JVC CANADALTD., Scarborough, Ont.
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VIDEO GOES STEREO

how to gear up for the latest in sight and sound

s BEEN saip that Johnny Carson’s
monologs have been the prelude to more
lovemaking than all the sonnets ever writ-
ten. And this year, thanks to the wonders
of modern electronics, Johnny's jokes will
be more seductive than ever. Carson, vou
see, is going stereo. According o NBC.
The Tonught Show will be one of the frst
network programs to be broadcast using
the recently approved BTSC (Zenith/dbx)
multiplex stereo broadcasting technique.
Don’t be confused by the alphaber soup.
Just take note: Stereo TV is one hell of an
improvement over standard mono, and
not just because Ed McMahon’s laughter
from stage right will be heard in the
proper spatial perspective. The frequency
range and dynamics of sterco TV can be as
good as those of a high-quality FM radio
broadcast, provided your TV set is
equipped with a multiplex decoder.

It's a shame, really, that the first gen-
eration of VHS hi-fi VCRs, just on the
market, are not equipped to decode sterco
TV broadcasts. (Several Beta Hi-Fi decks
have stereo oUT jacks, so vou can retrofit
them to record broadcast fare in stereo.)
But that’s hardly a reason to put off buving
one ol these incredible new machines. Hi-f
video recording, as you may already know,
is about the biggest revolution to hit the
VCR industry since the appearance of the
first Betamax. It puts the performance of
most open-reel audio recorders to shame
and—in frequency response, dynamic
range and absence of wow and flutter—is
almost the equal of digital.

A hi-fi VCR lets you roll vour own high-
quality video sound tracks via simulcast
inputs. That is, should vou want to tape a
music video in full stereo, vou just route
the output from your FM recciver to the
VCR and press the deck’s simulcast
switch, and the VCR will ignore the mono
TV sound track in favor of the high-fidelity
stereo sound track from your receiver. Best
of all, your local video-rental stores should
be well stocked with prerecorded feature
Alms encoded with hi-fi sound tracks. And
yes, for those long evenings in bed when
getung up to switch cassettes or flip over
an LP becomes a tedious chore, a hi-f
VCR should really come in handy.
Remember, your music video tapes can

run as long as eight hours. If you've got
the stamina, the VCR will supply the
sound.

But making the most of stereo TV
requires once more crucial step. The sound-
quality explosion is hard to appreciate
through the three-inch transistor-radio
squawkers built into most TV sets. What
vou need is a good pair of genuinely high-
fidelity loud-speakers. The trouble is that
in the bedroom, especially, you'll proba-
bly want to push them up close to the set
both to save space and to keep the sonic
image in proportion to the visual one. The
problem: Just about any decent woofer has
a magnet strong enough to mess up the
color on a nearby television screen. Latelv,
this has given rise to a new breed of speak-
ers with magneucally shielded drivers for
video purity to match their audio purity.

Such speakers are best used in conjunc-
tion with video components engineered to
take full advantage of their superior per-
formance. Those include hi-i VCRs,
LaserDisc players and the like, as well as
separate TV tuners and video monitors
and combination monitor/receivers (with
built-in tuners) instead of conventional
television sets. Monitor/receivers seldom
require more space than regular TV scts
and, therefore, are the most appealing
choice for the bedroom, but thev tvpically
provide most of the benefits of true sepa-
rates, including outputs for connecting
external loud-speakers and, where the ulti-
mate in performance is desired, an out-
hoard amplifier to replace the monitor's
low-power internal amp. Manyv current
monitor/receivers contain circuitry for
decoding stereo T'V transmissions, and
most of the other new models at least have
provisions lor attaching an auxiliary stereo
demultiplexer.

The wealth of programing available on
video cassette. video disc, cable and
broadcast TV ensures that you will have a
good time with all the goodies described
here—particularly if vou take the extra
step of pulling together an integrared audio-
video systemn capable of delivering all
the superb sound quality now available.

On the next two pages, we've put
together a smart sampling of some of the
top audio-video aids around.
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To help you gear up for sterec video, we present some of the
latest achievements in components. Clockwise from lower left
is the Jensen AVS-5250 magnetically shielded Audio+Video
speaker, designed to match a 25-inch monitor, $250 per pair.
Standing behind it are Polk Audio’s V5-19 speakers, which take
advantage of the 11-inch-plus depth of most sets to increase
the internal volume of the speakers for better bass response,
$300 per pair. Next, RCA’s 19-inch Colerfrak monitor/re-

Wi
.

v,

ceiver, which features audio and video inputs and wireless
remote, $570. The Toshiba CZ-2084 20-inch monitor/receiver,
at right, has built-in stereo sound capability, as well as con-
nections for external speakers. When not in use, the wireless
remote slips in to become the control panel, $999. Next to the
second Jensen speaker are 8&W’'s VM-2 shielded speakers,
$500 per pair. The most compact entry (right foreground) is
Boston Acoustics’ A-40V shielded speakers, $165 per pair.

saw

PHOTOGRAPHY BY CARL COREY




No matter how
good your conven-
tional color televi-
sion is, our AVM 258
Monitor/Receiver

It does wonders for

your image.

is probably better.

A lotbetter. has the definition of

Becauseeventhe  a320-lineimage.  Plus, it'sall controlled sharp resolution,
beststandard TVs  And a breathtaking byanadvanced make it a point to
usually haveonlya 400-line resolution 17-button remote.  see it yourself. Then,
260-line resolution, fromdirectvideo  Toappreciatethe  picture how well
while the AVM 258 or cable input. AVM 258 razor-  it’ll fit your image.

@SANYO

THE MODERN ART OF ELECTRONICS.
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Hot HOOKUPS

the very latest from the electronic frontier

With the holidoys at hond, we toke the wrops off some of the
season’s best finds. New for your desktop is Ponosonic’s
TRF-438P AM/FM clock-rodio-television (below). Just six ond o
half inches deep, it hos o four-inch screen, $210. Marantz’ pow-
erful 100-wott-per-chonnel SR 940 oudio receiver (bottom)
cashes in on the romonce of remote control with its three
presettoble volume positions and built-in clock /timer that con
turn the systern on ond off outomoticolly, $640. You've got the
whole world in your lop with Epson’s Genevo personol computer
(right). The four-pound bottery-operoted CP/M unit hos on
eight-line-by-80-chorocter LCD disploy, 64K RAM and 32K ROM
and comes with Portoble Wordstor, Portoble Calc and Portoble
Scheduler progroms, $995. If you've got the trivio bug, Profes-
sional Software’s Trivia Fever {center) con be ployed os o boord
gome or os o computer gome with different skill levels, $40.
Now you con hove digitol music in your car. Compoct discs hit the
rood with Sony's CDX-5 car stereo (bottom right), obout $700.
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For room-filling sound from your personol stereo, plug in o poir
of Bose RoomMotes (left). The 9"x 6" speckers hove a built-in
power amp ond speciol distortion-limiting circuitry, $260 per
pair. Yomaha and the Porsche Design group hove combined the
best of sound and design in the foldable, lightweight YHL-006
headphones (center), which sound os greot os they look, $40.
Okidoto’s low-cost Okimote 10 color printer (bottom left) is spe-
ciolly designed for Atori and Commodore computers. lis color
capacity is great for charts, and it can print out o respectoble 240
words o minute, $239. To ensure high-quolity sound with the
new hi-fi VCRs, some leading manufocturers ore producing a
new breed of video cassette (below). Speciol processes make
these hi-fi tapes virtuolly dropout-free, with superbinders thot
keep mognetic cootings firmly in ploce. Code-A-Phone’s 2570
answering mochine (bottom) does oll but breok o dote. It has a
dual-microcossette tronsport, beeperless remote, voice-activoted
recording and a built-in phone with automotic dioling, $280.

PHOTOGRAFHY BY CHARLES SHOTWELL



Luxman brings music_home o Burt Bacharach and Carole Bayer Sager
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~ Theliving foom of Burt Bacharach and £4
- wilhthe Luxman 7249, K-240 and L-430 Hid
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For those whose lives are music, there is Luxman.
Uncompromising Luxman. Precise, elegant
Luxman. The Luxman of legendary innovation
and handcrafted quality; of sound e
pure, rich and real. If you value such
music, Luxman belongs in your life.
For the dedler nearest you,
call 1-800-257-4631.

Gl HIGH FIDELITY SYSTEMS

Luxman/Division of Aipine Elecironics of America, 19145 Gesamercy FI, Torrance, CA 90501
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The most important part ;
of your video recorder is your video tape.

—1

"y

Your video recorder cost a pretty penny.
Still, the quality of the picture you get out of it depends a great
deal on the quality of the video tape you put into it.

So you want a video tape with colors that stay true and sound
quality that never lies.

You want a video tape that looks as good on extended playing
time as it does on standard.

You want a video tape that keeps its quality through hundreds
of replays.

You want a video tape that stands up to all the Mﬂ“ﬂs
tricks your recorder can do, like freeze-frame and slow
motion. You want a video tape made so well it won't o
endanger those valuable recording heads that make your
machine so expensive in the first place.

What you want, in short, is Fuji video tape.

Because if you want to get the best out @g
of your video recorder, it only makes sense to &;30 l\’%

put the best into it. '
FUJL. .

Nobody gives you better performance.

© 1584 Fuji Photo Film U.S.A_. Inc., Magnetic Products Div., 350 Fifth Avenue, NY NY 10118
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software you can eat and other

WE'VE ALWAYS
WANTED TO BOOT
RICHARD SIMMONS

For those of you who have
been spending tons of time at

special treats _l

ANOTHER EXAMPLE OF BITING SATIRE

Here's some software that’s compatible with any user with a
sweet tooth. It’s a quarter pound of Karl Bissinger’s French Con-
fections milk chocolate, $5.50 each, plus $2 for postage and han-
dling, for a2 minimum order of two. From Hi-Tech Choc, 350
Sharon Park Drive, Menlo Park, California 94025. The chocolate

comes with no memory, just calories.

the computer console, worry no
more about getting a bad back
or hacker’s hernia. Verbatim, a
software company, has put to-
gether exercises to keep you
from getting soft, including:
The windmill. Sit in a chair.
Place your feet apart on the
floor. Bend over and touch
your right hand to your left
foot, with your left arm extend-
ed up. Alternate sides repeat-
edly. Trims waist and hips.
The derriére firmer. Sit in a
chair. Place your hands on the
chair, feet flat on floor, and lift
up your hips and buttocks.
Hold for five seconds, then sit
back and relax. Repeat twice.
The pectoral stretch. Grasp
your hands behind your neck
and press your elbows back as far
as you can. Return to starting
position and drop arms to re-
lax. This keeps you from slouch-
ing, stretches your chest and
makes co-workers horny as hell.
The knee kiss. Sit in a chair.
Pull one leg to your chest,
grasp 1t with both hands and
hold it for the count of five. Re-
peat with the opposite leg. This
benefits the hamstrings.

GAMES FOR GROWNUPS

Just in case you still think the world of serious
computers is all spread sheets and no play, here’s
a sampling of recreational programs we thought
you might enjoy. We did.

Archon (Electronic Arts). The forces of good
and evil (in this case, light and dark) battle to
claim power points. If you liked the monster
chess game in Star Wars, you'll love this one.

Beyond Castle Wolfenstein (Muse). Now
even computer programs have sequels. In case
you missed the excitement of World War Two,
here’s your chance to bartle Nazi storm troopers
and stick 2 bomb in Hitler’s conference room.

Flight Simulator IT {SubLogic). As close as
you’ll get to flying a plane with both feet on the
ground. Pilot a Piper through realistic high-
resolution screens into more than 80 airports,
through all kinds of weather.

Graphics Magician (Penguin). If you've ever
had an urge to design your own game, here’s
what the pros use to paint pictures and create

animation. Basic computer graphics at its best.

Music Construction Set (Electronic Arts).
Make your own kind of music without knowing
how to read a note. You write the songs that vour
computer can play through your stereo. A great
aid is Sweet Micro Systems’ Mockingboard.

The Print Shop (Broderbund). A well-titled
program. You can create everything from per-
sonalized letterheads to original greeting cards
with the help of eight type fonts and five dozen
predrawn designs.

Sorcerer (Infocom). This is part two of the
Enchanter trilogy. It's a true test of logic, with
the input capability of full-sentence commands
to a program that talks back to you from a 1000-
word-plus vocabulary.

Strip Poker (Artworx). A tough game of five-
card draw, with all the rules and some of the
excitement of the real thing. The graphically
computerized women, each with her own person-
ality and skill level, are pretty cagey about tak-
ing it all off. There are also computerized men, if
you’d rather.
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DESERT ISLAND DISCS

This one’s simple. We went 1o some famous folks and
asked them to lend us their ears. Their assignment: to play disc
jockey, with one catch—they’re on a desert island and they can
have only five records with them. Desert Island Dises, running for
many years on the BBC (it’s one of the most prestigious shows to
be invited on in Great Britain), was a major motif in Tom
Stoppard’s recent Tony Award—winning play The Real Thing.

Jaclyn Smith

Sailing, Christopher Cross

Swan Lake, Tchaikovsky

[’ll Never Fall in Love Again,
Dionne Warwick

I Say a Little Prayer, Dionne
Warwick

Here You Come Again, Dolly
Parton

Burt Reynolds

Songs for Young Lovers,
Frank Sinatra

Stardust, Willie Nelson

Nilsson Schmilsson, Harry
Nilsson

What's New, Linda Ronstadt

Live on the Sunset Strip,
Richard Pryor

Kathleen Turner

Tchaikovsky’s First Piano
Concerto in B Flat

Too Low for Zero, Elton John

Alison, Elvis Costello

The Friends of Mr. Cairo, Jon
and Vangelis

Limelight, Grover Washing
ton, Jr.

Jeremy Irons

Menemsha, Carly Simon

Behind the Garden, Behind the
Wall, Under the Tree, Andres
Vollenweider

First Born, Anna and Kate
McGarrigle

He's So Beautiful, Cleo Laine
and John Williams

If I Had My Time Agam,
Julie Covington

Mel Brooks
From Monday On, Paul

Whiteman and his orchestra
with Bix Beiderbecke and Bing

Crosby

At  Misbehavin®, Louis
Armstrong

This Year's Kisses, Billie Holi-
day

After You've Gone, Benny
Goodman

Whispering, Tommy Dorsey
Orchestra  featuring  Frank
Sinatra

John Candy

Great Balls of Fire, Jerry Lee
Lewis

“The Dance of the Sugar-
plum Fairy,” from The Nut-
cracker Suite, Tchaikovsky

Rice Krispies commercial

The Fuehrer's Face, Spike
Jones

I Got You (I Feel Good), James

Brown

I1GOT THE
MUSIC IN ME

From Pioneer Video, the
folks who gave wus the
LaserDisc, it’s the Body-
Sonic chair. Speakers sur-
round the headrest; a
self-contained stereo am-
plifier and control unit
are mounted in one arm-
rest. There’s even an op-
tional synthesized surround
sound system and ottoman.
The BodySonic connects to
any hi-fi system and delivers
sound vibrations all over
your body. The chair costs
$800; the ottoman, $130. No
slot for quarters, though.




With Canon’s new home video system,
your pictures look like network pictures.

Simulated pictures.
Pictures that look broadcast quality. 6X power zoom lens and a new %2 high-band Saticon®
That's what Canon's new pickup tube for superb picture resolution.
portable home video system At amere 7 lbs., Canon’s new VR-30A portable
gives you. Because Canon recorder has four heads for crystal clear special effects,
Accu-Vision™ incorporates the Dolby* stereo, high speed search capability and can tape
same advanced precision optics as up to eight hours.
the Canon equipment used by the networks. The new Canon VT-50A tuner/timer can record as
Soit’s not surprising you get sharp, high resolution many as eight programs two weeks in advance. Plus
pictures and vivid color. it has 139 cable-ready channels and a built-in battery
Canon's new VC-30A video camera is small, recharger. Together the VR-30A recorder and slim
streamlined and highly sophisticated. It has VT-50A tuner/timer form the new Canon DeckMate ™
Canon'’s computer-designed f/1 .4 8X power aunique docking system that allows convenient
zoom lens, 3" high-band Saticon® tube stacking to create a compact console VCR.
for outstanding resolution, an exclusive So see your Canon video dealer soon.
infrared automatic focus system And ask for the system that shoots pictures
developed by Canon, 10-lux minimum that look like the networks'.
illumination for shooting in very low The new home video system from Canon.

light and a built-in character/time-lapse 45 s by

controller for greater flexibility. [0~ _ .
DeckMate g‘» b T [ Ly M |

For even more mobility, there's Canon's

new, amazingly small VC-200A color video camera. VilS : A ; a ¥y ™
= ccu-Vision

For pictures that look broadcast quality.

It weighs only 3 Ibs. 5 ozs., yet incorporates an
outstanding list of features including a Canon £/1.2
Canon US.A., Inc, One Canon Plaza, Lake Success, New York, 11042, (516} 458-6700{ H(Mndustrial Drive, Elmhurst, Hlmos 60126, (312) 833-3070/6380 Peachtree Industrial Boulyvard. Norcross,

Georgia 3007 1, (404) 448-1430/123 Paularino Ave. East, Costa Mesa, California 32626, (714) 979-6000/2035 Royal Lane, Suste 290, Dallas, Texas 75228, (21) 620-2641/Bldg B-2, 1050 Ala Moana
Boulevard, Honolulu, Hawani 96814, (808) 521-0361. * "Dolby" is a trademark of Dolby Laboralories Licensing Corp. ® Saticon isa registered trademark of NHK (Japan Broadcasting Corp.).
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EXCU U U U USE USI (continued from page 171)

“A celebrity, no matter how big, is at the mercy of the

whams of the President.”

biggest complaint about celebrities, as
defined here, 1s that we do things that
many sophisticated people consider dumb.
Naturally, they would rather be watching
a TV interview with Jonas Salk; but,
instead, they get Mo Mo from Hawai
Alertsitting by his pool, talking about his co-
star, Jace Jarbman: “A wonderful human
being and really great to work with; it's
fun!” Of course we may not sound all that
bright. What do we do for a living? We
drive cars off cliffs and shoot people with
rubber guns! When the interview 1s with
someone who rose to fame for having large
bouncing breasts, don’t be surprised if the
responses turn to sludge when the ques-
tions get off the subject of large bouncing
breasts. In this case, there are only two
legitimate questions: “What's it like to
have large bouncing breasts?” and “What
are your large bouncing breasts going to
do next?”’ There is also the possibility that
many celebrities are actually smarter than
they act. You don’t know how close I came
to calling this article “Apologia pro Cele-
britate,” just to prove it. It would have
looked great in the magazine and been
pretty impressive. [ dropped it only when

I couldn’t think of any justification for
having the title in Latin while everything
else was in English.

.

One complaint people have about celeb-
rities is that some of them receive incredi-
ble press coverage and attention that are
incommensurate with their accomplish-
ments. This 1s true.

When I saw Joan Collins interviewed on
A Barbara Walters Special, she was sitting
in front of 50 or so Perma-Plaqued maga-
zine covers of herself, and I thought it was
rather tacky. But later, 1 recognized not
only her right but her brilliance in doing
so. Having your face on so many maga-
zines 1s actually quite an accomplishment.
Whether or not some snob thinks it's
meaningless 15 unimportant: If’s real. It
shows that a personality has exerted some
force on society, and for us folks from
humble beginnings who had very little
hope for success, it's damned granfying. 1
immediately started searching through my
clippings for magazine covers, which I stu-
pidly hadn’t Perma-Plaqued, and found
they were folded or faded and way beyond
the Perma-Plaque stage. To take them in

“Actually, an orgasm wasn’t the type of reflex
[ was expecting.”

now would be to risk having the Perma-
Plaquers laugh in my face. Now, while
Joan has hers beautifully displayed, I've
got mine stuffed in the bottom of a card-
board box; and if I'm ever in a position to
have to remind someone I may be trying to
impress that I was on 50 magazine covers,
I have to shuffle back to a lousy Bekins
box, while all Joan has to do is walk into
the den and—wham!—there they are, in
living color and fresh as the day they were
published. I'm singing a tune of regret
these days, and I'll bet a lot of these com-
plaining journalists have their own little
stories stuffed away somewhere, and I'll
bet a lot of them wish they had had them
laminated.

Another gripe is that all celebrities wear
fancv jewelry and gold chains. Of course
thev wear fancy jewelry and gold chains;
wouldn’t vou? Go ahead and tell me that if
you were going to be interviewed on Enter-
taimment Tonight, you wouldn’t put on
your best stuff, including whatever fancy
jewelry vou might have. The only reason a
lot of celebrities have fancy jewelry in the
first place 1s that it was given to them as
bribes by journalists wanting to get that
exclusive interview, and the poor celebrity
is obliged to wear it on TV to show Rupert
Murdoch that it was acwally received.
And what about all the times we see celeb-
rities in sloppy old shirts and jeans? Unfor-
tunately, it's usually on The Tonight Show
or at some black-tie affair, but they wear
them just the same. I have personally seen
many celebrities actually lounge around
their houses in faded clothes, just like
everybody else. What difference does 1t
make if their clothes are prefaded? The
only real difference between you and them
is a famous puss.

°

There is an unwritten rule that a star
must never publicly grieve over his fame
and fortune. Nothing is more irritating
than wartching a celeb lean back on a sofa
the average person would kill for, then
prance around his neo-Tudor mansion
under the palms, pause under the Simbari
painting and complain about how he can’t
go out anymore for fear of being mobbed.
“Well, go get in your pool spa, you jerk!
Go sit in the Rolls and smell the leath-
er! Get a litde party up with Sly or Burt or
Frank! I'll trade places with you any day!”

But at the risk of sounding like an
ingrate myself, 1 will mention a few of the
drawbacks that you may not have consid-
ered. It's true that many restaurants give
celebrities their best tables. But imagine
walking in one night and finding that your
special table is unavailable because
Ronald Reagan happened 1o come in, or
imagine being at a party where you are the
center of attention when suddenly Reagan
decides to pop over. A celebrity, no matter
how big, is at the mercy of the whims of
the President. You can be the biggest thing
in town and if the President walks in,
you're dead. If you think it's bad having
your show canceled, think what it’s like to



have it happen to your personality. Sud-
denly, the women are no longer interested
in Steve, and you can almost smell the
excuses being concocted so that they can
get themselves over to Ron.

Besides the constant danger of having
the President take your table, there is the
little matter of valet parking. Most restau-
rants in L.A. have it, and there is a posted
fee of $1.50. Well, if you forget and don’t
put the exact amount in your pocket ahead
of time, you've just lost 50 cents. You can’t
stand next to your Mercedes waiting for
change from two dollars. You've got to
casually toss in the extra 50 cents like you
don’t even care, and I don’t need to
remind you, that’s a 33 percent tip! The
result is that the noncelebrity can park ten
times to the celebrity’s seven, and I still
believe that while you are eating, the
valets put your car up on blocks and swap
your engine.

And speaking of eating, I don’t know of
one celebrity who minds giving auto-
graphs, especially at mealtime. After all,
it’s the public who put you where you are,
and the least you can do is give them the
courtesy of a legible signature. Many
times, however, celebrities are asked for
autographs by people who have no idea
who they are. Many autograph seekers
have just a vague idea that they’ve seen
you somewhere before, and only afier get-
ting the autograph and taking a quick
peek right in front of you do they know
you're David Hasselhofl and not Norman
Mailer. You also get the feeling that some
of these autograph chasers haven’t paid 1o
see you in 15 years; celebrities should have
the right to see recently validated movie-
ticket stubs.

I was walking down the street one day
and heard a woman whisper about me,
“Look, there’s Eddie Murphy!” 1 swore
that if she asked me for an autograph, I
was going to sign my own name and stand
my ground no matter how persuasively
she might argue that I wasn’t me. I waf-
fled, however, and signed Eddie’s name
just to avoid problems, and I'm sure the
next time she sees Eddie on TV, she’ll lean
over to her husband and whisper, “He’s
actually white.”

*

I am now going to tell you something
that you may find hard to believe but that
is common knowledge here in Hollywood.
Behind virtually every form of celebrity
behavior that seems graceless, or just
downright dumb, there is a horrifying
truth: Most celebrities are actually scholars
in philosophy who have been captured and
hypnotized by the Argentine Mafia. Proof
abounds, but if you want to see some for
yourself, look at a rerun of the Barbara
Walters Special in which Christie Brinkley
did her impression of Shirley Temple sing-
ing On the Good Ship Lollipop. Just before
she asks her to do it, Barbara places her
right arm on the edge of the sofa. Her hand
then curls over the edge, where Christie

can see Barbara’s ring, which contains a
mysterious stone. Barbara’s hand begins
to rock subtly, and then and only then
does Christie begin to sing.

So the next time you're put off by a cele-
brated person, think twice before you
throw stones. Would you be so great sit-
ting on the hot seat on The Tonight Show—
especially if Johnny were rocking his ring,
sending you into a trance originally
induced at the Argentine Mafia brain-
washing camp just outside Nevada? If you
were making ten grand a week, might you
not go out and get one little ol’ car with
your initials on it? Can’t you see yourself
with 200 pairs of shoes? Might you not like

to punch a photographer after he took that
one last shot of you with your finger up
your nose? Tonight, as you’re lying in bed
watching Johnny, I want you to imagine
yourself sitting across from him, with
the lights glaring and millions of people
watching, and try to answer this question:
“So what's next for [your name here]?”

If that doesn’t make you sympathize
with celebrities just a little, then what
about this: Imagine yourself waking up,
one, five or ten years from now, as many
celebrities do, and saying to yourself,
“Hey, where s everybody?”

When it’s time for a new stylus...

A good stereo can last a lifetime. Except
for the phono stylus. It wears out. And,
worn too far, it destroys priceless
records.

Replacing your stylus regularly is
good advice. But we have a better idea.
This time, add just a few dollars and en-
joy the benefits of a new AudioTechnica
Vector-Aligned™ phono cartridge.

For instance, our new Model AT160ML
can reduce distortion 40% or more,
improve tracking, and add substantially
to stylus and record life. And its re-

take a smart ste

markable stylus shape can actually
restore life to records you thought were
“wom out”

A new phono cartridge will add life
to every component in your stereo sys-
tem. Your Audio-Technica dealer will
help you make the
switch with little
effort and little
cost. Do it
today. For your
records and
your ears.

to

better sound!

audio-technica. - CommerceDr, Stow, OH 44224 935
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(continued from page 193)

wait a second, I said—we used to hear
that old Dear Abby line all the time in high
school.

Wardell said, “Yeah, but that was the
only time I ever heard a guy say it.”

Well, I did a lot more research after
that—1I swear to God I did—and I typed
it up into a giant manuscript that was even
bigger than Woodward's book on me. And
then you know what happened? The dog
ate it! I swear to God! But I can sum it up.
Bob Woodward lived a terminally normal
life until he teamed up with a flashy dude
named Carl Bernstein and broke the
Watergate story and won the Pulitzer
Prize. What a taste! Majestic high! Then
Woodward and Bernstein went back for
another shot, The Final Days, but the high
wasn’t quite as strong; and then Bernstein
split, and Woodward wrote a book about
the Supreme Court called The Brethren.
Sounds like a horror novel, but it was
sober and adult—it was a decent follow-
up, but it had precious little juice, man!
Zero juice—how dry Woodward must’ve
felt! Like sitting in an airport lounge at
daybreak and being slowly covered up by
flakes of laundry detergent! Yow! Anything
but that.

So he sniffed around for a source of new
juice and found it in my life and death. But
since he couldn’t make any sense of it—as
the would-be student-council treasurer

can’'t ever make sense of the local hell
raiser—he began to skin-pop raw informa-
tion. (Sometimes he wished to God he
could quit. When a student in a journalism
seminar shouted out a question about
factoids, Woodward said, *‘Stay away from
‘emn.- They've made my life a living heck.”)

I can hear readers asking, Why dwell on
Woodward’s tragedy? He’s just another
rich young phenom who burned out on his
drug of choice; why should we care about
him? Well, if by telling his story I can save
one promising reporter from sinking down
into the pit of scandalmongering, where
hundreds of biographers fight it out for the
rights to the next celebrity O.D., then my
work will have served its purpose.

Like so many others, Woodward
thought he could gain some wisdom by
ingesting more and more data—and he
wound up in a musty, littered study with a
thousand stacks of 3" x 5" cards and a
seedy dealer named Cathy Jones. As she
cradles his long head in her arms, [ finally
decide to make myself visible. Woodward
looks at me in anguish, gesturing around
the room. “I know I missed your essence,”
he says. “But I can’t figure out where 1
went wrong! Look at this research! Look
how hard I worked! This is cold, hard real-
ity, John—why doesn’t it explain any-
thing?"

I'll tell you what you never learned,
Bob.

Reahity 15 only a means to an end.

“No thanks, Miss—I think I've had enough holiday cheer.”

SICK OF CELEBRITIES
(continued from page 170)
case of Julio Iglesias. I could not pick Julio
Iglesias—by his face or by his voice—
from a boatload of soccer players, and yet
his name is lodged in my consciousness.
Because he paid to have it lodged there.

Two years ago, Iglesias—a megastar
Spanish crooner with a huge following in
South America—regretted deeply that
North America did not know him from a
bale of hay. So he paid Rogers and Cowan,
a PR megafirm, something like $2,000,000
to make him mega above the Rio Grande.
America’s Next Lover was what he wanted
to be.

I don’t love him. But I do know, and so
do major numbers of other gringos, that he
sang a duet with Willie Nelson on the
Country Music Association awards show
last year. (Andy Warhol’s prophecy that
eventually everyone will be famous for 15
minutes may never pan out, but it does
appear that everyone will in time sing a
duet with Willie Nelson.) I don’t know
whether or not Rogers and Cowan
arranged that performance, but I have
heard the record that resulted when Willie
and Julio went into the studio to do the
song they sang on TV that night.

And when 1 heard it, I cried, “No,
Wilhe! Sing a duet with Rosemary
Clooney! Sing a duet with Freddy Fender!
Sing a duet with any number of persons
who, while working as many tough rooms
as you have, became more good than cele-
brated! Do not sing a duet with this road-
show Engelbert Humperdinck!”

But the thing had been done. Julio
Iglesias was a giant in the industry. Celeb-
rity in its essence.

It is hardly a new development that
fame is more lucrative than workmanship.
But there used to be more of a connection
between the two. It also used to be that
when a President looked at the nation
from the television screen, part of his
expression said, “Well, hell, I'm doing the
best 1 can. But being President is hard,
goddamn it.” Presidents strove to be real.
Now we have a President with a knack for
simplified celebrity.

In its recent tenth-anniversary issue,
People magazine picked the top celebrity of
cach year from 1974 through 1983. The
first was Richard Nixon. The last was
Ronald Reagan. I would not choose either
man as America’s Next Lover, but Nixon
hit it big by dint of political workmanship
and hard-earned expertise in domestic and
foreign affairs. Reagan is a kind of logo,
who knows as much about how the nation
or the world functions as Betty Crocker
knows about baking.

And yet Reagan works, in the thespian
sense. He communicates serenity, because
he has no shame. He has a two-year-old
grandchild he’s never seen, and he once
called his own dog by the wrong name in
front of the dog and reporters. Yet he rep-
resents abiding wvalues to millions of



people. He shrugs and grins and doesn’t
put himself out. He must have paid his
dues, because there he 1s. T would call it
voodoo ascendancy, except that voedoo
gets down. Celebrities today just loom
large, like parade floats.

L ]

And yet I think more and more pcople
are asking, “*“Who do celebritics think they
arc, anyway?’ Celebrities today seem
monumentally richer and more familiar.
You'd think that a celebrity would feel
obliged to be amazing, or at least colorful,
but too many of them are content with
being sufficiently famous that they don’t
have to be interesting. So who needs them?

“What I want to know,” says my friend
Jim Seay, the poet, “is how come every
day it says in the paper that today is
Bill Bixby's birthday. Or Tom Jones's.
Or Loni Anderson’s. How come it never
says today is my mother’s birthday? Or
one of my uncles'? Or—1I've got sisters,
too. How come it never says it's one of
their birthdays? That’s what I'm inter-
ested in. I don't eare il it’s Tom Jones's
birthday.”

Secay comes from a county in Mississippi
where the paper will have a picture of
Mrs. Rainie Hazelrigs, who has grown a
particularly large vegetable, and another
one of Newland Fobes, who has killed
three great big snakes. Mrs. Hazelrigs and
Newland will be pointing to what they
have grown or killed. The reasons for the
pictures. Celebrities, to get their pictures
in the paper, don't have to have done any-
thing, They can just be standing there.

Today’s celebrity is someone who has
never allowed TV cameras into his home
before, but he is making an exception this
time, for PM Magazine. Here's some good
footage of him fixing himself a salad, just
like a normal individual. Today’s celebrity
is someone who is a very private person,
really, who is uncomfortable with all the
glamor and acclaim. Prefers simple pleas-
ures, like ironing. Any normal person who
said he or she liked ironing would scem
crazy. But celebrities get eredit for liking to
iron. I want vou to read this [rom a recent
story about Jackic Onassis in Peaple:

She  eschews Dbodyguards and
entourages and sometimes travels
alone on Doubleday business. *I walk
fast,” Jackie explained. On a trip o
Paris, she registered at the Hoel
irillon as ““Mrs. Lancaster.” She met
photographer Deborah Turbeville for
a tour of the dusty back rooms at

Versailles, which Turbeville later
photographed for the 1981 book
Unseen  Versailles. “One ume she

leaned out of the limo window to ask
directions,” says Turbeville. “She
didn’t cringe in the car, making a big
deal about i, like ‘No one should see
me, I'm Jacqueline Onassis.' "

Well, hell, most people would feel

unreasonably privileged to be able to af-
ford to register at the Hotel Crillon as any-
body. Most people eschew bodvguards
and entourages without even thinking
about it, and not because bodvguards and
entourages don’t walk fast enough for
them, either. Personally, if I had an entou-
rage, I'd say, “Listen, y'all, I'm going to
pick up the pace now,” and if they
couldn’t keep up, I'd find me an entourage
that could.

Now, I will say this: The way People
puts it, it sounds as though Jackie Omnassis
toured through the palace of Versailles in a
limousine. If she did, well, OK, that is
interesting. My hat is off to anybody who
would ride in an automobile of any kind
right up the steps into a palace. My friends
Slick Lawson, Susan Scott and Greg
Jaynes and [ never did that, but we did
close the castle of Versailles one night. We
lurked around, hoping we'd get locked
in, so we could sleep over in Marie
Auntoinette’s bed. That wouldn’t have been
as interesting as tooling down the back
halls in a big old long black car, but it
would have been worth telling about if
we'd managed to do it. But some French-
men made a sweep through the castle
before locking up, and they made us leave,

I don’t think Mrs. Onassis actually got
limoed from room to room at Versailles,
though (saying, ““Driver, that looks like an
interesting  torture chamber; pull over
there). I think what People means is that
Jackie Onassis stuck her head out of a limo
and asked how to get to Versailles. Actu-
ally, as I remember, the roads are pretty
well marked. In fact, the way the franc is
now, it's a surprisingly cheap cab rde
from Paris to Versailles. I know because
Slick, Susan, Greg and | missed the tour
bus that night and took a cab back. I think
it was just about $20, which split four ways
is not bad at all. But nobody saw fit to
write us up for getting a good deal like
that. I have menuoned it myself a number
of times, because 1 welcome the opportu-
nity to let people know that I've been 10
France. Because it gives me a fecling of
being snazzy. And people realize that T am
trving to get them to help me feel snazzy,
so they don’t look impressed. A celebrity,
though, can stick her head out of a limo in
France and people will rush 1o regard it as
just-an-ordinary-Joe behavior, which is to
say another star in her crown.

Incidentally, according to People, Jackie
Onmassis recently “scored a major publish-
ing coup by signing up Michael Jackson to
write his memoirs.”

Jackie K. Onassis signs Michael “Beat
It Jackson. All right! We're talking ele-
ments. That's like the Hydrogen Sisters’
getting on the horn to Dr. Oxygen and say-
ing, “Let's make water.” The only thing
is, do vou think there is an actual book
here? I mean even an actual nonbook?
And if there is, do you think Michael
Jackson 1s going to write 1? I believe he

could sing and dance his memoirs, and 1
would pay to see him do it; but I don't see
how it could take him very long. How old
is he, nine? Even if he were Joan Collins’
age, I have an inkling he would be, as a
memoirist, no Joan Collins.

Of course, I've heard of celebrities, in
the sports world, who never even read
their autobiographies. Just went over the
pictures carefully. I talked to somebody
the other day who had talked to a photog-
rapher who had taken pictures of Michael
Jackson. The photographer wondered
what Michael Jackson would be like,
between pictures. He reported that
between pictures, Michael Jackson just
stood there, with one glove on.

Which is fine with me. Michael Jackson
puts out when he’s oncamera and keeps
to himsell when he’s off. That’s the way
an icon ought to be. I don’t want him tell-
ing us what he’s really like. The next thing
you know, Jackie Onassis will be signing
up the Mona Lisa to write her memoirs. “I
remember one dav Da Vinch—I called
him Leo Da Vinch, we would kid like that,
he was just really very mellow—said to
mesiNELE, o

Can you believe there is a TV show
called Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous?
Actually, the lifestyle of the rich and
famous consists of appearing as themselves
on television. When they aren’t appearing
on Lifestvies of the Rich and Famous, they
are appearing on $23,000 Pyramad or
Celebrity Hot Potato. Can you believe
there’s a game show called Celebrity Hot
Potato? Lainie Kazan and Jan Murray
were scheduled recently. I have never
watched Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous,
but I know what the celebrities do on it.
They talk about how busy they are (busy
appearing on shows like Lifestyies of the
Rich and Famous), so busy they hardly
have time to just kick off their shoes and
throw a couple of mahogany table legs on
the fire, or maybe a couple of bodyguards,
and relax like everybody clse.

°

I think celebrities ought to have second
thoughts about trying to make a virtue out
of being like everybody else. Celebrities
-an losc their sheen, just like everybody
clse. Recently, I heard about a guy who
got thrown into the drunk tank and tried
to get out by exclaiming loudly that he
played guitar with a big country-music
star, which was true.

Finally, he got somebody’s attention. A
jailer went back and looked at him
through the bars and said, “You really
play guitar with Doowayna Wheatstraw
[not her real name]?”

“Yep,” said the guy.

The jailer looked at him for a minute. “‘1
fucked her maid,” the jailer said, and then
he walked away.

tl
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“Sicily is a tragic land. There 1s no trust. There is no

order. Only violence and treachery.

23

his reasons and that those reasons are
good. But what can [ do? This afternoon
you go to Guiliano’s parents, convince
them their son must trust me and remind
those dear people that it was I who had
them released from prison.”” He paused for
a moment. “Then perhaps we can help
their son.”

In his years of exile and hiding, Michael
had developed an animal instinct for dan-
ger. He disliked Inspector Velardi; he
feared the murderous Andolini; Father
Benjamino gave him the creeps. But most
of all, Don Croce sent alarm signals clang-
ing through his brain.

All the men at the table hushed their
voices when they spoke to Don Croce,
even his own brother, Father Benjamino.
They leaned toward him with bowed
heads, waiting for his speech; they even
stopped chewing their food. The servants
circled around him as if he were a sun, the
bodyguards scattered around the garden
constantly keeping their eyes on him,
ready to spring forward at his command
and tear everyone 1o pieces.

Michael said carefully, “Don Croce, 1
am here to follow your every wish.”

The don nodded his huge head in bene-
diction, folded his well-shaped hands over
his stomach and said in his powerful tenor
voice, “We must be absolutely frank with
each other. Tell me, what are your plans
for Guiliano’s escape? Speak to me as a
son to his father.”

Michael glanced quickly at Inspector
Velardi. He would never speak frankly
before the head of the security police of
Sicily. Don Croce understood immedi-
ately. “Inspector Velardi is completely
guided by my advice,” he said. “You may
trust him as you do me.”

Michael raised his glass of wine to
drink. Over it he could see the guards
watching them, spectators at a play. He
could see Inspector Velardi grimace, not
liking even the diplomacy of the don’s
speech, the message being clear that Don
Croce ruled him and his office. He saw the
frown on the murderous huge-lipped face
of Andolini. Only Father Benjamino
refused to meet his gaze and bowed his
head. Michael drank the glass of cloudy
white wine and a servant immediately
refilled it. Suddenly the garden seemed a
dangerous place.

He knew in his bones that what Don
Croce had said could not be true. Why
should any of them at this table trust the
head of the security police of Sicily? Would
Guiliano? The history of Sicily was larded
with treachery, Michael thought sourly.

238 Don Croce was the top man of the Mafia.

He had the most powerful connections in
Rome and, indeed, served as its unofficial
deputy here in Sicily. Then what did Don
Croce fear? It could only be Guiliano.

But the don was watching. Michael
tried to speak with the utmost sincerity.
“My plans are simple: I am to wait in
Trapani until Salvatore Guiliano is deliv-
ered to me by you and your people. A fast
ship will take us to Africa. We will, of
course, have the necessary papers of iden-
tity. From Africa, we fly to America, where
it has been arranged for us to enter with-
out the usual formalities. 1 hope it will be
as easy as they have made it sound.” He
paused for a moment. “Unless you have
another counsel.”

The don sighed and drank from his
glass. Then he fixed his lizardlike eyes on
Michael. He started to speak slowly and
impressively. “Sicily is a tragic land,” he
said. *“There is no trust. There is no order.
Only violence and treachery in abun-
dance. You look wary, my young friend,
and you have every right. Perhaps I should
say, in all fairness, go home to America
without Guiliano.” The don paused for a
moment and sighed again. “But, of course,
vou are our only hope, and 1 must beg vou
to stay and help our cause. I will assist in
every way; | will never desert Guihano.”
Don Croce raised his wineglass. “May he
live a thousand years.”

They all drank and Michacl calculated.
Did the don want him to stay or desert
Guiliano? Andolini spoke. “Remember,
we have promised the parents of Guih-
ano that Michael will visit them in
Montelepre.”

“By all means,” Don Croce said gently.
“We must give his parents some hope.”

Father Benjamino said with a humble
insistence, ““And perhaps they will know
something about the testament.”

.

The road from Palermo to Montelepre
was no more than a one-hour drive, but in
that hour Michael and Andolini went from
the civilization of a city to the primitive
culture of the Sicilian countryside.
Andolini drove the tiny Fiat, and in the
afternoon sun his close-shaved checks and
chin blazed with countless grains of scarlet
hair roots. The Fiat panted as if short of
breath as it wound uphill through the
enormous range ol mountains.

At five points they were stopped by
roadblocks of the national police, platoons
of at least 12 men backed by an armored
car brstling with machine guns. An-
dolini’s papers got them through.

It was strange to Michael that the coun-
try could become so wild and primitive
such a short distance from the great city of

Palermo. They passed tiny villages of
stone houses that were precariously bal-
anced on steep slopes. These slopes were
carefully gardened by terraced narrow
ficlds that bristled with ncat rows of spiky
green plants. Small hills were studded
with countless huge white boulders hall
buried in moss and bamboo stalks; in the
distance they looked like wvast un-
sculptured cemeteries.

Suddenly Andolini asked, “Do you
really think you can help Turi Guiliano
escape?”

“I don’t know,” Michael said. “After
lunch with the inspector and Don Croce, I
don’t know what anything means. Do they
want me to help? My father said Don
Croce would do so. He never mentioned
the inspector.”

Andolini brushed back his thinning
hair. Unconsciously he pressed his foot
down on the gas pedal and the Fiat
scooted forward. “Guiliano and Don
Croce are enemies now,”” he said. ““But we
have made plans without Don Croce. Turi
and his parents count on you. They know
your father has never been false 1o a
friend.”

Michael said, “And whose side are you
on?”’

Andolini sighed. “I fight for Guiliano,”
he said. “We have been comrades for the
past five years, and before that he spared
my life. But I live in Sicily and so cannot
defy Don Croce to his face. I walk a tight-
rope between the two, but I will never
betray Guiliano.” Michael thought, What
the hell is the man saying? Why couldn’t
he get a straight answer from any of them?
Because this was Sicily, he thought. Sicil-
ians had a horror of truth.

He would have to find his own way,
Michael thought, or perhaps abandon the
mission and hurry home. He was on dan-
gerous ground here; there was obviously
some sort of vendetta between Guiliano
and Don Croce, and to be caught in the
vortex of a Sicilian vendetta was suicidal.
For the Sicilian believes that vengeance is
the only true justice and that it is always
merciless. On this Catholic island, with
statues of a weeping Jesus in every home,
Christian forgiveness was a contemptible
refuge of the coward.

Suddenly the car seemed to drop almost
vertically; the road was descending out of
the mountains into a valley. They passed
the ruins of a Norman castle, built to ter-
rorize the countryside 1200 years ago and
now crawling with harmless lizards and a
few stray goats. Down below, Michacl
could see the town of Montelepre.

It was buried deep in the closely sur-
rounding mountains, as if it were a bucket
hanging in the bottom of a well. It formed
a perfect circle—there were no outly-
ing houses—and the late-afternoon sun
bathed the stones of'its walls with dark-red
fire. Now the Fiat was coasting down a
narrow, twisting street and Andolini
braked it to a stop where a roadblock
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manned by a platoon of carabiniert barred
their way. One motioned with his rifle for
them to get out of the car.

Michael watched Andolini show his
documents to the police. He saw the spe-
cial red-bordered pass that he knew could
be issued only by the minister of justice in
Rome. Michael had one himself that he
had been instructed to show only as a last
resort. How had a man like Andolini got-
ten such a powerful document?

The Fiat stopped in front of a row of
attached houses, one of which was painted
a bright blue, with a gate in which the
grillwork formed the letter G. The gate
was opened by a small, wiry man of about
60 who wore an American suit, dark and
striped, a white shirt and a black ve. This
was Guiliano’s father. He gave Andolini a
quick but affectionate embrace. He patted
Michael on the shoulder almost gratefully
as he ushered them into the house.

Guiliano’s father had the face of a man
suffering the awaited death of a terminally
ill loved one. It was obvious that he was
controlling his emotions very strictly, but
his hand went up to his face as it to force
his features to keep their shape. His body
was rigid, moving stiffly, ver wavering
shightly.

They entered a large sitting room, luxu-
rious for a Sicilian home in this small
town. Dominating the room was a huge
enlargement of a photograph, framed in
oval cream-colored wood. Michael knew
immediately this must be Salvatore
Guihiano. Beneath, on a small, round
black table, was a votive light. The face
was extraordinarily handsome, like that of
a Grecian statue, the features a little
heavy, as though wrought in marble, the
lips full and sensuous, the eyes oval, with
half-closed hids set wide apart. It was a
face of a man without self-doubt, deter-
mined to impose himself upon the world.
But what no one had prepared Michacl
for was the extraordinary good-humored
sweetness of that handsome face.

Guihano's father led them into the
kitchen. Guiliano’s mother turned from
the cooking stove to greet them. Maria
Lombardo Guiliano's polite smile was like
a rictus on the bone-set exhaustion of her
face, her skin chapped and rough. Her
hair was long and full over her shoulders
but streaked with heavy ropes of grav.
What was startling was her eyes. They
were almost black with an impersonal
hatred of this world that was crushing her
and her son.

She ignored her husband and Stefan
Andolini; she spoke directly 1o Michael:
“Have you come to help my son or not?”
The two other men looked embarrassed at
the rudeness of her question, but Michael
smiled at her gravely.

“Yes, 1 am with vou.™

Some of the tension went out of her, and
she bowed her head into her hands as if
she had expected a blow. Andolini said
to her in a soothing voice, *“Father

Benjamino asked to come. 1 told him you
did not wish it.™

Maria Lombardo raised her head, and
Michael marveled at how her face showed
every emotion she felt. The scorn, the
hatred, the fear, the irony of her words
matching the flinty smile, the grimaces she
could not repress. “Oh, Father Benjamino
has a good heart, without a doubt,” she
said. “And with that good heart of his, he
is like the plague; he brings death to an
entire village. He is like the sisal plant:
Brush against him and you will bleed. And
he brings the secrets of the confessional to
his brother; he sells the souls in his keep-
ing to the Devil.”

Guiliano’s  father said  with quiet
reasonableness, as if he were trying to
quict a madman, “Don Croce is our
friend. He had us released from prison.”

Guihano's mother burst out furicusly,
“Ah, Don Croce, the Good Soul, how kind
he is always. But let me tell you Don Croce
is a serpent. He aims a gun forward and
slaughters his friend by his side. He and
our son were going to rule Sicily together,
and now Turi is hiding alone in the moun-
tains and the Good Soul is free as air in
Palermo with his whores. Don Croce has
only to whistle and Rome licks his feet.
And vet he committed more crimes than
our Turi. He is evil and our son is good.
Ah, if [ were a man, hke vou, 1 would kill
Don Croce. I would put the Good Soul to
rest.”’ She made a gesture of disgust. **You
men understand nothing.™

Guiliano’s father said impatiendy, 1
understand our guest must be on the road
in a few hours and that he must cat some-
thing before we can talk.”

Guiliano’s mother suddenly became
solicitous. “Poor man, vou've traveled all
day to sec us, you had w listen to Don
Croce’s hies and my ravings. Where do you

m

go?

“I must be in Trapam by morning.”
Michael said. “I stay with friends of my
father until your son comes to me.”

There was a stillness in the room. He
sensed they all knew his  history.
Guiliano’s mother came to him and gave
him a quick embrace.

“*Have a glass of wine,” she said. *“Then
you go for a walk through the town. Foad
will be waiting on the table within the
hour. And by that ume, Turn’s friends wall
have arrived and we can talk sensibly.”

As they walked down the Via Bella,
Michael saw that the town was ideally
built for ambush and guerrilla warfare.
The streets were so narrow that only one
motor vehicle could pass through, and
many were wide enough for only the small
carts and donkeys Sicilians still used for
transport of goods. A few men could hold
back any invading force and then escape to
the white-hmestone mountains that encir-
cled the town.

They descended into the central square.
Andolini pointed to the small church that
dominated it and said. “It was in that
church Turi hid when the national police

tried to capture him that very first time.
Since then, he has been a ghost.” The
three men watched the church door as if
Salvatore Guiliano might appear before
them.

The sun dropped behind the mountains
and they returned to the house just belore
curfew. Two strange men were waiting
inside for them, strangers only to Michael,
for they embraced Guiliano’s father and
shook Andolini’s hand.

One was a slim young man with
extremely pale skin and huge, dark, fever-
ish eves. He had a dandyish mustache and
an almost feminine prettiness, but he was
in no way cffeminate-looking. He had the
air of proud cruelty that comes to a man
with a will to command at any cost.

When he was introduced as Gaspare
Piscioua, Michael was astonished.
Pisciotta was Turi Guiliano’s second-in-
command, his cousin and his dearest
friend. Next to Guiliano, he was the most
wanted man in Sicily, with a price of
5,000,000 lire on his head. From the leg-
ends Michael had heard, the name
Gaspare Pisciotta conjured up a more dan-
gerous and evil-looking man. And vet here
he stood, so slender and with the feverish
flush of the consumptive on his face—here
in Montelepre, surrounded by 2000 of
Rome’s military police.

The other man, so small that he could
be taken for a dwarf, was elegant, or as ele-
gant as a very short man could be. He had
a craggy, handsome face with a generous
but sensitively curved mouth.

He recognized Michael’'s discomfort
and greeted him with an ironic but kindly
smile. He was introduced as Professor
Hector Adonis.

Maria Lombardo had dinner set out on
the table in the kitchen. They ate by a win-
dow near the balcony where they could see
the red-streaked sky, the darkness of night
snuffing out the surrounding mountains.
Michael ate slowly, aware they were all
watching him, judging him. The food was
very plain but good: spaghetti with the
black, inky sauce of squid; rabbit stew, hot
with red-pepper tomato sauce. Finally
Pisciotta spoke in the local Sicilian dialect.
*So, vou are the son of Vito Gorleone, who
is greater cven than our own Don Croce,
they tell me. And it is you who will save
our Turi.”

His voice had a cool, mocking tone, a
tone that invited you to take offense if you
dared. His smile seemed to question the
motive behind every action, as if to say,
“Yes, it’s true you are doing a good deed,
but for what purpose of your own?" Yet it
was not at all disrespectful: He knew
Michael's history; they were fellow mur-
derers.

Michael said, “1 follow my father's
orders. I am o wait in Trapani unul
Guiliano comes to me. Then T will take
him to America.”

Pisciotta said more seriously, “And once
Turi is n your hands, you guarantee his



safety? You can protect him against Rome,
their thousands of police and soldiers,
against Don Croce himself?”

Michael was aware of Guiliano’s mother
watching him intently, her face strained
with anxiety. He said carefully, “As much
as a man can guarantee anything against
fate. Yes, I'm confident.”

He saw the mother’s face relax, but
Pisciotta said harshly, “‘I am not. I want to
know your plan of escape.” He saw
Michael hesitate. “Speak freely. If the
people in this room cannot be trusted,
then there is no hope for Turi.”

The little man, Hector Adonis, spoke for
the first time. He had an extraordinarily
rich voice, the voice of a born orator, a
natural persuader of men. “My dear
Michael, you must understand that Don
Croce is Turi Guiliano’s enemy. Your
father’s information is behind the times.
Obviously we can’t deliver Turi to vou
without taking precautions.” He spoke the
elegant Italian of Rome, not the Sicilian
dialect.

Guiliano’s father broke in. ““I trust Don
Corleone’s promise to help my son. Of that
there can be no question.”

Adonis said, “I insist, we must know
your plans.”

“1 can tell you what I told Don Croce,”
Michael said. “But why should I tell any-
one my other plans? If I asked you where
Turi Guiliano was hiding now, would you
tell me?”

Michael saw Pisciotta smile with genu-
ine approval of his answer. But Adonis
said, “It’s not the same thing. You have no
reason for knowing where Turi hides; we
must know your plans to help.”

They were all waiting for him to answer.
Michael knew he must tell them some-
thing. Guiliano’s mother was staring at
him intently. He spoke directly to her.
“It’s very simple,” Michael said. “First, I
must warn you [ can wait no longer than
seven days. I have been away from home
too long and my father needs my help in
troubles of his own. Of course you under-
stand how anxious I am to return to my
family. But it is my father’s wish that I
help your son. My last instructions from
the courier were that I visit Don Croce
here, then proceed to Trapani. There I
stay at the villa of the local don. Waiting
there will be men from America whom I
can trust absolutely. Qualified men.” He
paused for a moment. The word qualified
had a special meaning in Sicily, usually
applied to high-ranking Mafia execution-
ers. He went on. “Once Turi comes to me,
he will be safe. The villa is a fortress. And
within a few hours, we will board a fast
ship to a city in Africa. There a special
plane waits to take us immediately to
America, and there he will be under my
father’s protection and you need fear for
him no more.”

Suddenly Guiliano’s mother burst into
tears. “‘My poor Turi trusts no one any
longer. He will not go to Trapani.”

“Then I can’t help him,” Michael said
coldly.

Guiliano’s mother seemed to fold up
with despair. It was Pisciotta, unexpect-
edly, who went to comfort her. He kissed
her and held her in his arms. “Maria
Lombardo, don’t worry,” he said. “Tun
still listens to me. 1 will tell him we all
believe in this man from America; isn’t
that true?”” He looked at the other men
inquiringly and they nodded. “I will take
Turi to Trapani myself.”

Everyone seemed content. Michael real-
ized that his cold reply was what had per-
suaded them to trust him. Sicilians all,
they were suspicious of a too warm and
human generosity. On his part, he was
impatient with their carefulness and the
disarray of his father’s plans. Don Croce
was now an enemy; Guiliano might not
come to him quickly—indeed, might not
come at all. After all, what was Turi
Guiliano to him? For that matter, he won-
dered, what was Guiliano to his father?

Michael said cautiously, “There is a tes-
tament written by Turi Guiliano. Where is
it now?”’

There was a long silence.

Finally Adonis spoke. “He started writ-
ing it on my advice and 1 helped him with

it. Every page is signed by Turi. All the
secret alliances with Don Croce, with the
government in Rome. Ifit were made pub-
lic, the government must surely fall. It is
Guiliano’s last card to play if things come
to the worst.”

“I hope, then, you have it in a safe
place,” Michael said.

Pisciotta said, *Yes, Don Croce would
like to get his hands on the testament.”

Guiliano’s mother said, “At the proper
time, we will arrange to have the testa-
ment delivered to you.”

Michael rose and said his goodbyes. He
was surprised when Guiliano’s mother
gave him a warm embrace.

“You remind me of my son,” she said.
T trust you.” She went to the mantel and
took down a wooden statue of the Virgin
Mary. It was black. The features were
Negroid. “Take this as a gift; it is the only
thing I own worthy to give you.” Michael
tried to refuse, but she pressed it on him.

Adonis said, “There are only a few of
those statues left in Sicily. Curious, but we
are very close to Africa.”

Guiliano’s mother said, “It doesn’t mat-
ter what she looks like; you can pray to
her.”

“Yes,” Pisciotta said. “She can do as

“Martha! Why didn’t you tell me that you just painted
the toilet seat for Christmas?”

241



PLAYBRBROY

242

much good as the other.” There was con-
tempt in his voice.

They said their goodbyes. Michael
watched Pisciotta take his leave of
Guiliano’s mother. He could see the real
affection between them. Pisciotta kissed
her on both cheeks and patted her reassur-
ingly. But she put her head on his shoulder
for a briel moment and said, “Aspanu,
Aspanu, I love you as I love my son. Don’t
let them kill Turi.”” She was weeping.

Pisciotta lost all his coldness, his body
seemed to crumple, his dark, bony face
softened. “You will all grow old in Amer-
ica,” he said.

Then he turned to Michael. 1 will
bring Turi to you within the week,” he
said.

L]

The Fiat skirted the town of Trapani
and took a road along the beach. Michael
Corleone and Stefan Andolini came to a
villa, larger than most, with three outlving
houses. There was a wall around the villa
with only a gap left on the beach side. The
gate to the villa was guarded by two men
and, just inside, Michael could see a wide
fat man dressed in clothes that looked
alien in this landscape: a sports jacket and
slacks with an open-knit polo shirt. As
they waited for the gate to open, Michacl
saw the grin on the man’s broad face and
was astonished to see that he was Peter
Clemenza.

Clemenza was the chief underling of
Michael Corleone’s father back in Amer-
ica. What was he doing here? Michael had
last seen him that fatal night when
Clemenza had bhanded him the gun to
assassinate the police captain and the
Turk, Solazzo. He had remembered the
look of pity and sadness on Clemenza’s
face at that mement two vears ago. Now
Clemenza was genuinely overjoyed to sce
Michael. He almost pulled him out of the
tiny Fiat and crushed him in a bear hug.

“Michael, it's great to see you. I've been
waiting for years to tell you how proud 1
am of you. What a great job you did. And
now all vour troubles are over. In a week
you'll be with the family; there’ll be a
great feast.” He stared into Michael’s face
fondly while holding him within his two
massive arms and, as he did so, made an
assessment. This was no longer just the
young war hero. During his time in Sicily,
the boy had grown into a man. That is to
sav, Michael's face was no longer open: it
had the proud, closed look of the born
Sicilian. Michael was ready o take his
rightful place in the family.

Michael was happy to sce Clemenza's
huge, bulky form, his broad, hecavy-
featured face. He asked for news of his
family. His father had recovered from the
assassination attermpt but his health was
not as good. Clemenza shook his head
mournfully. “It never does anvbody any
good when he gets holes punched m hus
body, no matter how good he recovers.
But it's not the first ime your father was
shot. He's like an ox. He'll be OK. Sonny

getting killed, that’s what did the damage
to him and yvour mother. It was brutal,
Mikey, they cut him to pieces with
machine guns. That wasn’t right; they
didn’t have 1o do that. That was spite
work. But we're making plans. Your father
will tell vou when we get you home.
Everybody is happy vou're coming back.”

Andohni nodded to Clemenza; they
obviously had met before. He shook hands
with Michael and said he had to leave;
there were things he had to do back in
Montelepre. “Remember this, whatever
yvou may hear,” he said, “that I always
remained faithful to Turi Guiliano and
that he trusted me to the end. If he is
betraved, it is not I who will have betrayed
him.” He stuttered with sincerity. “And 1
will not betray vou.”

Clemenza led Michael across the open
grounds to the mam wvilla. There were
armed men patrolling the walls and the
beach, where the estate was open 1o the
sea. A small dock stretched toward the far-
away coast of Africa, and tethered to the
dock was a large, sleek motorboat flying
the flag of Italy.

Inside the villa were two old crones
dressed in black, without one trace of color
or light on their persons, their skin dark
walnut with the sun, black shawls over
their heads. Clemenza asked them to take
a bowl of fruit to Michael’s bedroom.

The terrace of the bedroom looked over
the blue Mediterranean Sea, which
seemed to part in the middle when hit by a
shaft of morning sunhght. Fishing boats
with bright blue and red sails bobbed on
the honizon like balls skipping over the
water. There was a small table covered
with a heavy dark-brown cloth on the ter-
race, and the two men sat on the chairs
around it. There was a pot of espresso and
a jug ol red wine.

“You look tred,” Clemenza said. *“Get
some sleep and then Ull spell everything
out for vou in detail.”

“1 could use it,” Michael said. “But
first, tell me, 1s my mother all righe?”

“She’s fine.” Clemenza said. “She's
waiting for you to get home. We can’t dis-
appoint her; it would be too much for her
after Sonny. And vour father is just wait-
ing for vou to get home, Mike. He's got big
plans for you, We can’t let him down. So

don’t worry oo much about Guiliano; if

he shows up, we'll take him with us. If he
keeps screwing off, we leave him here.”

“Are those my lather’s orders?” Mi-
chael asked.

Clemenza said, A couricr comes by air
every day to Tunis and I go over by boat to
talk to him. Those were my orders yester-
day. At first, Don Groce was supposed to
help us, or so vour father told me before 1
left the States. But vou know what hap-
pened in Palermo alter you left yesterday?
Somebody tried 1o knock ofl Croce. He
came over the wall of the garden and
killed four of his bodyguards. But Croce
got away. So what the hell is going on?”

Michael said, “Jesus.” He remembered
the precautions Don Croce had taken
around the hotel. “I think that was the
handiwork of our friend Guiliano. I hope
vou and my father know what vou're
doing.”

Michael conunued, “That guy that
brought me here, Andolini; do vou know
him, Pete?”

Clemenza shrugged. “He's yvour father’s
cousin. He's one of Guiliano’s right-hand
men for the past five vears. But before that
he was close with Don Croce. Who knows?
He’s dangerous.”

He rose and patted Michael on the
shoulder. “Mikey, get some sleep.”

Michael had not slept for more than 30
hours, vet his mind jumped and would not
let his body rest.

There were plans and conspiracies spin-
ning out to their final conclusions that he,
Michael, could not be aware of and so
must be wary of. For Michael Corleone
did not want to die in Sicily. He was not
part of this particular myth.

.

When Michael awoke, he was surprised
to find Hector Adonis at the villa. He
walked with him down 1o the beach.

The July sun was very hot and the sea
so blue and so still that the sun reflected
off it as if it were metal. Michael and
Adonis sat on two chairs on the pier.

“1 have a hnal instruction for you,”
Adonis said quietly. *“It is the most impor-
tant thing that vou can do for Guiliano.”

“With all my heart,” Michael said.

“You must send Guiliano's testament to
America immediately, o vour father.”
Adonis said. “He will know how to use it.
He will make sure that Don Croce and the
government in Rome know it 1s safely in
America and then they will not dare harm
Guiliano. Theyv will let him emigrate
safelv.”

“Do you have it with vou?”" Michael
asked.

The little man smiled at him slyly and
then laughed. “You have 1t,”" he said.

Michael was astonished. ““You've been
misinformed,” he said. “No one has given
it to me.”

“Yes, they have,” Hector Adonis said.
He put a [riendly hand on Michael's arm
and Michael notced how small and dainty
his hngers were, like a child’s. “Maria
Lombardo, Guiliano’s mother, gave 1t to
vou. Only she and mysell know where it is:
not even Pisciotta knows.”

He saw Michael’s uncomprehending
look. “It’s in the black Madonna,” Adonis
said. “IUs wrue the Madonna has been in
the family for generations and 1s valuable.
Evervbody knows about it. But Guiliano
was given a replica. Itis hollow. The testa-
ment is written on very thin paper, and
cach sheet has Guihano's signature. |
helped him compose it over the past few
years. There are also some meriminaung
documents. Turi always knew what the
end might be and wanted 0 be prepared.
For a young man, he has a great sense ol
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strategy.”

Michael laughed. “And his mother is a
great actress.”

“All Sicilians are,” Adonis said. “We
trust no one and dissemble before every-
one. Guiliano’s father is certainly trust-
worthy, but he might be indiscreet.
Pisciotta has been Guiliano’s truest friend
since their childhood; Stefan Andolini has
saved Guiliano's life in batle with the
carabinieri; but men change with time or
under torture. So it’s best they do not
know.”

“But he trusted vou,” Michael said.

“l am blessed,” Hector Adonis said
simply. “But you see how clever Guiliano
can be? He trusts only me with the testa-
ment and he trusts only Pisciotta with his
life. Both of us must betray him if he is to
fail.”

°

Michael Corleone and Hector Adonis
walked back to the villa and sat under a
lemon tree with Clemenza. Michael was
eager to read the testament, but Adonis
said that he had to return to Montelepre.

Michael said, “Do you mind if we go on
and read the testament without you? How
do you open it?"’

Adonis said, ““Of course not. As for
opening it, there’s no trick. Itis carved out
of solid wood. The head was soldered on
after Turi put the papers inside. You sim-
ply chop off the head.”

Michael and Clemenza went up to
Michael’s bedroom. The statue was sull in
Michael’s jacket; he had completely for-
gotten it. When he took it out, both men
stared at the black Virgin Mary. The fea-
tures were definitely African, vet the
expression was exactly that of the white
Madonnas that decorated almost every
poor household in Sicily. Michael turned
it over in his hands. It was very heavy; you
could not guess that it was hollow.

Clemenza went to the door and shouted
an order down to one of the women serv-
ants to bring a kitchen cleaver.

Michael held the black Madonna on the
heavy wooden dresser top. He grasped the
disc carved into the bottom with one hand.
Clemenza carefully put the cleaver to the
neck of the Madonna, raised his arm and,
with a quick, powerful stroke of his burly
arm, chopped off the head and sent it fly-
ing across the rcom. A sheaf of papers
bound with a piece of soft gray leather
sprouted out of the hollow neck.

Michael ceremoniously poured two
glasses of wine from the jug on the night
table and handed one to Clemenza. They
drank and then started to read the testa-
ment.

It took them almost two hours to finish.

Michael marveled that Turi Guiliano,
so young, so idealistic, had lived through
these treacheries. Michael knew enough of
the world to imagine that Guiliano har-

bored his own cunning, his own scheme of

power in order to remain dedicated to his
mission. Michael was filled with an enor-
mous sense of idenufication and commit-

ment to the cause of Guiliano’s escape.

It was not so much Guiliano’s diary,
which recounted his history for the past
seven years, as the documents supporting
it that could surely topple the Christian
Democratic government in Rome. How
could these powerful men have been so
foolish? Michael wondered: a note signed
by the cardinal, a letter sent by the minis-
ter of justice to Don Croce.

There were also copies of operational
plans prepared by high officials of the
carabinieri to capture Guiliano—plans
that had been turned over to Guiliano in
exchange for services rendered.

“No wonder they don’t want to catch
Guiliano,” Michael said. “He can blow
them all up with these papers.™

Clemenza said, “I'm taking this stuff to
Tunis right away. By tomorrow night, it’ll
be in your father’s safe.”

He picked up the headless Madonna
and stuffed the papers back inside. He put
the statue into his pocket and said to
Michael, “Let’s get going. If I start now, I
can be back here tomorrow morning.”
The testament would be in America
within 24 hours and Guiliano would be
safe.

°

Michael was deep in sleep, then sud-
denly came awake. It was as if he had
wrenched his body out of a pit. The bed-
room was completely black; he had closed
the wooden shutters to bar the pale-lemon
light of the moon. There was no sound,
just an eerie stillness broken now by the
racing of his heart. He could feel the pres-
ence of someone else in the room.

He turncd over in the bed and it seemed
to him there was a lighter pool of black-
ness on the floor near his bed. He reached
over and turned on the bedside lamp. The
pool became the severed head of the black
Madonna. He thought it had fallen off the
table and the sound had brought him
awake. He relaxed and smiled with reliel.
At that moment, he heard a small rusting
sound at the door. He turned toward it,
and in the shadows the dim orange light of
the lamp did not quite reach, he could see
the dark, bony face of Aspanu Pisciotta.

He was sitting on the floor with his back
against the door. The mustached mouth
was spread in a triumphant grin, as if to
say, “So much for your guards; so much
for the security of your sanctuary.”

Michael looked at his wrist watch on the
night table. It was three o'clock. “You
keep strange hours; what were you waiting
for?” He got out of bed and dressed
quickly, then opened the shutters. The
moonlight entered the room like a ghost,
appearing and disappearing. “Why didn’t
vou wake me up?”’ Michael said.

Pisciotta rolled to his feet like a snake
raising its head on its body to strike. *I
like to watch people sleep. Sometimes in
their dreams they shout out their secrets.”

“I never tell secrets,” Michael said.
“*Not even in my dreams.” He stepped out

onto the terrace and offered Pisciotta a cig-
arette. They smoked together. Michael
could hear Pisciotta’s chest rattle with
suppressed coughs; and, indeed, his face
looked ghastly in the moonlight, the bones
skeletal, the skin so pale it was almost
beautiful.

They were silent. Then Pisciotta said,
“Did you ever get the testament?”

“Yes,” Michael said.

Pisciotta sighed. “Turi trusts me more
than anyone on earth, he trusts me with
his life, I am the only person who can find
him now. But he did not trust me with the
testament. Do you have it?”’

Michael hesitated for a moment.
Pisciotta laughed. “You are like Turi,” he
said.

“The testament is in America,”’ Michael
said. “It is safe with my father.”” He did
not want Pisciotta to know it was on its
way to Tunis simply because he did not
want anyone to know.

Michael almost dreaded to ask the next
question. There could only be one reason
for Pisciotta to be visiting him so secretly.
Only one reason he had risked evading the
guards surrounding the villa. It could only
be that Guiliano was finally ready to
appear. “When is Guiliano coming?” he
said.

“Tomorrow night,” Pisciotta said. “But
not here.”

“Why not?’ Michael asked. “This is
safe ground.”

Pisciotta laughed. “But I got in here,
didn’t [?”

Michael was irritated by this truth. He
wondered if Pisciotta had been passed in
by the guards under the order of
Clemenza. “It’s for Guiliano to decide,”
he said.

“No,” Pisciotta said. **I must decide for
him. You promised his family he will be
safe. But Don Croce knows you are here;
so does Inspector Velardi. Their spies are
everywhere. What do you plan for
Guiliano? A wedding? A birthday party? A
funeral? What kind of foolishness do you
tell us? Do you think we are all donkeys
here in Sicily?” He said this in a cold, dan-
gerous tone.

“I'm not going to tell you my plan of
escape,”’ Michael said. “You can trust me
or not, as you choose. Tell me where you
will deliver Guiliano and I will be there.
Don’t tell me and tomorrow night 1 will be
safe in America, while you and Guiliano
are still running for your lives.”

Pisciotta laughed and said, ‘Spoken like
a true Sicilian; you haven’t wasted the
years in this country.”

They went back into the bedroom and
Michael closed the shutters. Pisciotta
picked the severed head of the black
Madonna up off the floor and handed it to
Michael. “I threw this on the foor to wake
you,”” he said. “The testament was inside,
isn’t that true?”

“Yes,” Michael said.

Pisciotta’s face sagged. “Maria Lom-
bardo lied to me. 1 asked her if she
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had it. She said no. Then she gave 1t to you
in front of my very eyes.” He laughed bit-
terly. ““I have been like a son to her.” He
paused for 2 moment and then said, **And
she has been like a mother to me.”

Pisciotta asked for another cigarette.
There was still some wine left in the jug on
the night table. Michael poured a glass for
cach of them and Pisciotta drank it grate-
fully. “Thank you,” he said. “Now we
must get down to our business. [ will turn
Guiliano over to you outside the town of
Castelvetrano. Ride in an open car so that
I can recognize you, and go directly on the
road from Trapani. I will intercept you at
a point of my own choosing. I there is
danger, wear a cap and we will not
appear. The time will be as soon as dawn
breaks. Do you think you can manage
that?”

“Yes,” Michael said. “Evervthing is
arranged.”

He added impulsively, “*Come with us
to America.”

Pisciotta shook his head. “'I have lived
in Sicily all of my life and 1 have loved my
life. And so 1 must die in Sicily if I must.
But thank you.”

Michael was strangely moved by these
words. Even with his scant knowledge of
Pisciotta, he sensed that this was a man
who could never be transplanted from the
carth and mountains of Sicily. He was too
fierce, too bloodthirsty; his coloring, his
voice were of Sicily. He could never trust a
strange land.

°

Michael and Clemenza had an early
supper together. If they were to make the
dawn meeting hour, the operition to col-
lect Guiliano would have to start at dusk.
They went over the plan again and added
one detail: Michacl was not to be armed.
Il something went wrong and the cara-
binieri or the security police arrested them,
no charges could be brought against
Michael, and he could leave Sicily no mat-
ter what happened.

They had a jug of lemon and wine in the
garden, and then it was time to go.

They boarded the motor launch, which
was already full of armed men. The boat
would make its way around the southwest-
ern point of Sicily and lay out over the
horizon until the dawn started to break,
when it would zoom into the port of
Mazara. Cars and men would be waiting
for them. From there, it would not be more
than a half-hour drive to Castelvetrano,
despite the swing they would have to take
north o meet the Trapani road that led to
where Pisciotta would intercept them.

When they docked, there were three
cars waiting. Clemenza led Michael o the
lead vehicle, an open and ancient touring
car that held only the driver. Clemenza got
into the front seat and Michael got into the
back. Clemenza said to Michael, “'If we
get stopped by a carabinieri patrol, you

246 duck down to the floor. We can't fuck

around here on the road; we just gotta
blow them away and make our run.”

The three wide-bodied touring cars
were moving in the pale, pale early sun-
light through a countryside almost
unchanged since the birth of Christ.
Ancient aqueducts and pipes spouted
water over the fields. The sound of count-
less insects rose above the roar of the car
motors. It was already warm and humid,
and the air was filled with the smell of
flowers beginning to rot in the heat of the
Sicilian summer. They were passing
through the Selinunte, the ruins of the
ancient Greek city, and Michael could see
from time to time the ruined columns of
ancient marble temples scattered over
western Sicily by the Greek colonists 2000
vears before. Those columns loomed eerily
in a vellow light, their fragments of rool
dripping blackly like rain against the blue
sky. The rich black earth foamed up
against a wall of granite cliffs; ancient
ruins were toppled into mounds of huge
marble. There was not a house, not an ani-
mal, not a man to be seen. It was a land-
scape created by the slash of a giant
sword.

Then they swung mnorth to hit the
Trapani-Castelvetrano  road. And now
Michael and Clemenza were more alert; it
was along this road that Pisciotta would
intercept them and take them to Guiliano.
Michael felt an intense excitement. The
three touring cars went more slowly now.
Clemenza had a machine pistol lying on
the seat on his left side so he could bring it
up quickly over the car door. His hands
were positioned on it. The sun had
climbed into its rightful dominance, and
its rays were a hot gold. The cars kept
slowly on; they were almost upon the town
of Castelvetrano.

Clemenza ordered the driver to go even
more slowly. He and Michael watched for
any sign of Pisciotta. They were now on
the outskirts of Castelvetrano, ascending a
hilly road and stopping so that they could
look down the main street of the town
Iving below them.

From their high vantage point, Michael
could see the road from Palermo clogged
with  vehicles—military  vehicles. The
streets were swarming with carabinieri in
their black unilorms with white piping.
There was the wail of manv sirens that did
not seem to scatter the crowds of people in
the main street. Overhead, two small
planes were crcling.

Michael felt a sick fecling at the pit of
his stomach. He said o Clemenza, “How
many men do vou have waiting for us in
town?”’

“Not enough,” Clemenza said sourly.
His face had an almost frightened look.
“Mike, we have to get out of here. We have
to get back to the boat.™

“Wait,” Michael said, now seeing cart
and donkey twiling slowly up the hill
toward them. The driver was an old man

with a straw hat pulled down tight around
his head. The cart was painted with leg-
ends on the wheels, the shalt and the sides.
[t halted alongside of them. The driver’s
face was wrinkled and showed no expres-
sion, and his arms, incongruously mus-
cled, were bare to his shoulders, for he
wore only a black vest over his wide can-
vas trousers. He came abreast of their car
and said, “Don Clemenza, is that you?”’

There was relief in Clemenza’s voice.
**Zu Peppino, what the hell is going on
there? Why didn’t my men come out and
warn me?”’

Zu Peppine's stony, wrinkled face did
not change expression. “You can go back
to America,” he said. “They haye massa-
cred Turi Guiliano.”

.

Michacl found himself strangely dizzy.
Suddenly, at that moment, the light
seemed to fall out of the sky. He thought of
the old mother and father, of Aspanu
Pisciotta and Stefan Andolini. Of Hector
Adonis. For Turi Guiliano had been the
starlight of their lives, and it was not possi-
ble that his light no longer existed.

“Are you sure it's him?” Clemenza
asked harshly.

The old man shrugged. **Hc’s still lving
in the courtyard where they killed him.
There are alrecady newspapermen from
Palermo here with their cameras taking
pictures of everybody, even my donkey. So
believe what you like.”

Michael was feeling ill, but he managed
to say, “We'll have to go in and look. |
have to make sure.”

Clemenza said harshly, *Alive or dead,
we can’t help him anymore. I'm taking
you home, Mike.”

“No,” Michael said softly. “We have to
go in. Mavbe Pisciotta is waiting for us, or
Andolini, to tell us what to do. Maybe it’s
not him; I can’t believe it’s him. He
couldn’t die, not when he was this close to
getting away. Not when his testament 1s
safe in America.”

Clemenza sighed and ordered his men
to park their cars and to follow him. Then
he and Michael walked down the rest of
the street, which was crowded with peo-
ple. They were gathered around the
entrance to a side street that was filled
with army cars and blocked by a cordon of
carabinieri.

Clemenza took Michael by the arm and
led him out of the crowd to one of the
small houses on the side streets. This
house, too, had a small courtyard and was
only about 20 houses from where the
crowd had gathered. Clemenza lelt
Michael there with four men, and then he
and two others went back into the town.
They were gone for an hour, and when
Clemenza came back, he was obviously
badly shaken.

“It looks bad, Mike,” he said. “They’re
bringing Guiliano’s mother from Mon-
telepre to identify the body. Coloncl
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Luca is here, the commander of the army
to repress banditry. And journalists from
all over the world are flying in. even from
the States. This town is going to be a mad-
house. We gotta get outa here.”

“Tomorrow,” Michael said. “We'll run
tomorrow. Now let’s go out and see what
we can do.”

Against Clemenza’s protest, they went
out into the street. The whole town seemed
to be covered with carabinieri. There must
be at least a thousand of them, Michael
thought. And there were literally hun-
dreds of photographers. The street was
clogged with vans and automobiles, and
there was no way of getting near the court-
yard. The town streets were so dense with
people that they could hardly move.

They ate dinner in an open-air café that
had a blaring radio giving news reports of
Guiliano’s death. The story was that the
police had surrounded a house in which
they believed Guiliano to be hiding. When
he came out, he was ordered to surrender.
He had immediately opened fire. Caprain

Perenze, Colonel Luca’s chief of stall, was
giving interviews on the radio to a panel of
journalists. He told how Guiliano had
started to run and he, Captain Perenze,
had followed him and cornered him in the
courtyard. Guiliano had turned like a lion
at bay, Captain Perenze said, and he had
returned fire and killed him. Evervbody in
the restaurant was listening to the radio.
Nobody was eating. Clemenza turned to
Michael and said, “The whole thing is
fishy. We leave tonight.”

But at that moment, the street in front of
the café filled with security police. An offi-
cial car pulled up to the curb, and out of it
stepped Inspector Velardi. He came up to
their table and placed his hand on
Michael’s  shoulder. **You
arrest,” he said. He fastened his icy blue
eves on Clemenza. “And for good luck,
we'll take vou with him. A word of advice.
I have a hundred men around this café.
Don’t make a fuss or vou'll join Guiliano
in hell.”

A police van had pulled up to the curb.
Michael

are under

and Clemenza were swarmed

“Real momma who’s cooked her last Christmas dinner
wants out of kitchen but stll has hot stove and
good legs. Wants to meet young gentleman to share
Sfar-out Christmas with all the trimmings.”

over by security police, searched and then
pushed roughly into the van. Some news-
paper photographers in the calé jumped
up with their cameras and were immedi-
ately clubbed back by the security police.
Inspector Velardi watched all this with a
grim, satisfied smile,
]

Michael Corleone and Peter Clemenza
were transported to the Palermo jail right
after their arrest. From there they were
taken to Inspector Velardi's office to he

interrogated.
Velardi had six carabinieri, fullv armed,
with him. He greeted Michael and

Clemenza with a cold courtesy and spoke
to Clemenza first. **You are an American
citizen,” he said. “You have a passport
that says you have come here to pay vour
brother a visit. Don Domenic Clemenza of
Trapani. A very respectable man, they tell
me. A man of respect.” He said the tradi-
tional phrase with obvious sarcasm. “We
find vou with this Michael Corleone, and
vou are armed with lethal weapons in the
town where Turi Guiliano has met his
death just a few hours earlier. Would you
care to make a statement?”

Clemenza said. “I was out hunting; we
were looking for rabbits and foxes. Then
we saw all the commotion in Castelvetrano
when we stopped at a calé for our morning
coflce. So we went to sce what had hap-
pened.”

“In America, do you shoot rabbits with
a machine pistol?” Inspector Velardi
asked. He turned to Michael Corleone.
“We have met before, you and [; we know
what you are here for. And vour {at [riend
knows, too. But things have changed since
we had that charming lunch with Don
Croce seven days ago. Guiliano is dead.
You are an accomplice in a eriminal con-
spiracy to effect his escape. I am no longer
required to treat scum like vou as il you
were human. Confessions are being pre-
pared, which I recommend you sign.”

At that moment, a carabiniére came into
the room and whispered into Inspector
Velardi's ear. Velardi said curtly, “Let him
enter.”

It was Don Croce, no better dressed
than Michael remembered him from that
famous lunch. His mahogany face was just
as impassive. He waddled over to Michael
and embraced him. He shook hands with
Clemenza. Then he turned and, sill
standing, stared Inspecior Velardi full in
the face without saving a word. A brute
force emanated from that hulk of a man.
Power radiated from his face and cves.
“These two men are my [riends,” he
said. “What possible reason do vou have
to treat them with disrespect?” There was
no anger in that voice, no emotion. It
seemed merely to be a question demand-
ing an answer with facts. It was also a
voice that stated that there was no fact
that could jusufy their arrest.

Inspector Velardi shrugged. “They will
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appear before the magistrate and he will
settle the matter.”

Don Croce sat down in one of the arm-
chairs next to Inspector Velardi’s desk. He
mopped his brow. He said in a quiet voice
that again seemed to hold no threat, “*Out
of respect for our friendship, call Minister
Trezza and ask his opinion on this matter.
You will be rendering me a service.”

Inspector Velardi shook his head. The
blue eves were no longer cold but blazing
with hatred. ““We were never friends,” he
said. “I acted under orders that are no
longer binding now that Guiliano 1s dead.
These two men will go before the magis-
trate. If it were within my power, you
would appear with them.”

At that moment, the phone on Inspector
Velardi’s desk rang. He ignored it, waiting
for Don Croce’s answer. Don Croce said,
“Answer your telephone; that will be Min-
ister Trezza.”

The inspector slowly picked up the
phone, his eyes watching Don Croce. He
said, ‘“‘Pronto,” listened for about five
minutes, then said, “Yes, vour Excel-
lency,” and hung up the phone. He
slumped down in his chair and then said
to Michael and Clemenza, *“You are {ree to

”

Don Croce rose ta his feet and shep-
herded Michael and Clemenza out of the
room with a shooing motion, as if they
were chickens entrapped in a vard. Then
he turned to Inspector Velardi. “I have
treated you with every courtesy this past
year, though you are a foreigner in my Sic-
ily. And yet here in front of friends and in
front of your fellow oflicers you have
shown disrespect to my person, But I'm
not the man to hold a grudge. I hope in the
near future we can have dinner together
and renew our friendship with a clearer
understanding.” Five days later, in broad
daylight, Inspector Frederico Velardi was

shot to death on the main boulevard of

Palermo.
.

Two days later, Michael was home.
There was a family feast; his brother
Fredo flew in from Vegas; there was
Connie and her husband, Carlo, and their
baby; Clemenza and his wife; Tom Hagen
and his wife. They hugged and toasted
Michael and commented on how well he
looked. It was a family homecoming party,
as if he had been away to college or on a
long vacation. He was seated on his
father's right hand. Finally he was safe.

The next morning, he slept late, his first
trulv restlul sleep in three years. His
mother had breakfast waiting and kissed
him when he sat down at the table, an
unusual sign of affection from her. She had
done 1t only once belore, when he had
returned from the war. He remembered
that she had kissed him the first time she
served him breakfast then.

When he had finished eating, he went to

the library and found his father waiting for
him.

Don Corleone ceremoniously poured
out two glasses of anisette and handed one
to Michael. *To our partnership,” the don
said.

Michael raised his glass. “Thank you,”
he said. “‘I have a lot to learn.”

“Yes,” Don Corleone said. “‘But we have
plenty of time and I'm here to teach you.”

“I will learn,” Michael said. “But don’t
you think we should clear up the Guiliano
business first?”

The don sat down heavily and wiped his
mouth of the liqueur. “Yes,” he said. “A
sad business. [ was hoping he would
escape. His father and mother were my
good friends.”

Michael said, “l never really under-
stood what the hell was happening; I
never could get the sides right. You told
me to trust Don Croce, but Guiliano hated
him. [ thought the testament’s being held
by you would keep them from Kkilling
Guiliano, but they killed him anyway.
Why did they do it? We have the testa-
ment, which proves the government was
hand in glove with Guiliano. The Italian
government will fall when the papers print
what we give them. It doesn’t make any
sense at all.”

The don smiled slightly and said, “The
testament will remain hidden. We won’t
give it to them.”

It took a full minute for Michael to
grasp what his father had said and what it
meant. Then, for the first time in his life,
he was truly angry with his father. His face
white, he said, “Does that mean we were
working with Don Croce all the time?
Does that mean 1 was betraying Guiliano
instead of helping him? That I was lying to
his parents? That you betrayed your
friends and led their son to his death? That
you used me like a fool, a Judas goar? Pop,
my God, Guiliano was a good man, a true
hero to the poor people of Sicily. We must
release the testament.”

His father let him speak, then rose from
his chair and put his hands on Michael’s
shoulders. ‘“Listen to me,” he said.
“Everything was prepared for Guiliano’s
escape. I made no bargain with Don Croce
to betray Guiliano. The plane was waiting;
Clemenza and his men were instructed to
help vou in every way. Don Croce did
want Guiliano to escape; it was the easiest
way. But Guiliano swore a vendetta
against him and lingered, hoping to fulfill
it. He could have come to you within a few
days, but he stayed away to make a final
try. That is what undid him.”

Michael walked away from his father
and sat in one of the leather armchairs.
“There’s a reason yvou’re not making the
testament public,” he said. “You made a
deal.”

“Yes,” Don Corleone said. “1 had to be
absolutely sure you came home safely. So |
made a deal with Don Croce. He protected

you, and in return I promised that I would
persuade Guiliano not to publish the testa-
ment when he escaped to America.”

With a sickening shock, Michael
recalled the night he had told Pisciotta
that the testament was safe in America. In
that moment, he had sealed Guiliano’s
fate. Michael sighed. “We owe it to his
mother and father,” he said. **We betray
his father and mother if we do not publish
the testament.”

“No,” Don Corleone said. “I've learned
something over the years here in America.
You have to be reasonable, negotiate.
What good would publishing the testa-
ment do? Probably the Italian government
would fall, but maybe it would not. Would
publishing the testament help Guiliano’s
mother and father or his friends? The gov-
ernment would go after them, put them in
jail, persecute them in many ways. Far
worse, Don Croce might put them in his
bad books. Let them have peace in their
old age. I'll make a deal with the govern-
ment and Don Croce to protect them. And
so my holding the testament will be use-
ful.”

Michael said sardonically, “And useful
to us if we should need it some day in Sic-
ily.”

“I can’t help that,” his father said with
a twitch of a smile.

Michael said quietly after a long silence,
“I don’t know; it seems dishonorable.
Guiliano was a true hero; he is already a
legend. We should help his memory, not
let that memory go down in defeat.”

For the first time, the don showed
annoyance, He poured himself another
glass of aniserte and drank it down. He
pointed a finger at his son. *“You wanted to
learn,” he said. “Now listen to me. A
man’s first duty is to keep himself alive.
Then comes what everyone calls honor.
The dishonor, as you call it, I willingly
take upon myself; I did it to save your life
as you once took on dishonor to save mine.
You would never have left Sicily alive with-
out Don Croce’s protection. So be it. Do
you want to be a hero like Guiliano, a leg-
end? And dead? I love him as the son of
my dear friends, but I do not envy him his
fame. You are alive and he is dead. Always
remember that and live your life not to be
a hero but to remain alive. With time,
heroes seem a little foolish.™

Michael sighed. “Guiliano had no
choice,” he said.

“We are more fortunate,” the don said.

°

It was the first lesson Michael received
from his father and the onc he learned
best. It was to color his future life, per-
suade him to make terrible decisions he
could never have dreamed of making
before. It changed his perception of honor
and his awe of heroism. It helped him sur-
vive but it made him unhappy. For despite
the fact that his father did not cnvy
Guiliano, Michael did.
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SUZANNE SOMERS

(condinued from page I20)

““I suggested this should be an everyone-nude shoot-

ing. No one thought it was a good idea but me.’

23

also faced with a crisis that threatened to
destroy her career.

In retrospect, the fates were kinder to
Suzanne than they were to the show. She
found immediate success with a brand-
new career as a night-club headliner, and
her Las Vegas revue is so successful that
she often plays there 20 weeks a year. At
the Las Vegas Hilton, where she now per-
forms, she has broken all the house records
except the one that is held—most likely in
perpetuity—by the late Elvis Presley.

And, as you can see, something clse has
changed. Our most famous Playmate can-
didate is back in the fold at 36.

“This time, it seemed like a good idea,”
explains Suzanne. “I never thought the
other pictures were very flattering. In fact,
I was a little on the chubby side then. But
I'm locking good now. I've been on the
road with my night-club act, and that gers
vou into shape without vour even knowing
it. [ felt that if I were ever going to pose,
this would be the time."”

Suzanne’s manager/husband, Alan
Hamel, a onetime Canadian talk-show
host and commercial pitchman who quit
his job to guide his wife’s career, admirs
that when he learned that PLAYBOY was run-
ning Suzanne’s Playmate test shots, he was
“furious”—but not for long.

“After one week, I realized, Hey, this
ain’t all bad. From that moment on, 1
worked as hard as I could to turn 1t into a
positive experience. In judo, you take the
thrust of your opponent and use it against

him. We did that with the publicity, which
was enormous. | think it gave Suzanne a
texture that she hadn’t had before the pic-
torial ran.”

Suzanne has even incorporated her
pLavBoy debut into her act. ““I had a song
written about it,”’ she says. “It’s about the
struggle of getting into show business, and
one line is ‘T was exposed to art but, being
green, got exposed in PLAYBOY magazine.” "’

Alan’s strategy of accentuating the posi-
tive paid ofl. “The reality is that if you
were to walk down the street right now
and ask the first hundred people vou met
who they remember from pLavsoy, I'll bet
an awful lot of them would remember
Suzanne,” he says.

Now even more people will have a
chance to remember her. The new picto-
rial, shot in Hawaii and at the couple’s
Palm Springs hideaway, is something that
Suzanne is doing just for the fun of it.

“Alan persuaded me to do it,” she
admits. ““By the time we finished talking, I
thought, This could be fun, because I
know I look terrific.”

“We didn’t sit down and search our
souls on this one,” explains Alan. “We
really look at this as a great romp. Also,
we like to do things that are a little unex-
pected. Just when everyone thinks that
Suzanne is going to make a left wrn, it’s
nice to have her make a right.”

The type of photograph involved also
appealed to Suzanne. “I've not often been

“When you said it would be a stag party,
I thought. . ..”

s

photographed in a natural setting,” she
maintains. “‘“Most of my pictures over the
past ten years have been very commercial
and have had me in heavy make-up. I've
not had pictures taken for which you really
clean vour face off—you know, just a little
mascara, but that's it. And that intrigued
me.”

She was also intrigued by the fact that
she would be posing nude for the first time
in 14 years. “l found something really
interesting while we were taking these
pictures—that 1 feel sexier with my
clothes on. There's some safety net to
wearing  clothes—there’s  something
between you and me, and that’s vour gar-
ments and my garments.

“At first, I felt so vulnerable that I sug-
gested to the photographer that maybe
this should be an everyone-nude shooting,
so that I wouldn’t be the only one without
any clothes on. No one thought it was a
good idea but me.”

That vulnerability was short-lived.
“Nudity becomes very natural after vou've
spent four or five days with people and
vou're the only one nude. I realize when I
look at some of the pictures today that it
didn’t even cross my mind that I was nude
while they were being taken.”

For Suzanne and Alan, the photo ses-
sion was only the beginning of the fun. At
this point, the couple is so used to contro-
versy that a second round with the media
about pLAYBOY is almost a sporting event.

“We know that the press is going to
come knocking at our door and ask, “Why
did vou do this when you bitched and
screamed so loudly five vears ago? " Alan
smiles. *“It’s going to be a great deal of fun
dealing with the media.”

Besides the media, Suzanne also has to
deal with her family, including two step-
children, Leslie, 23, and Stephen, 20, from
Alan’s first marriage, and her own son,
Bruce, 18, from a previous marriage. Years
ago, after her Playmate test session,
Suzanne was informed by pLaYBOY that she
had been selected as a Playmate. The
magazine sent her a ricket from San Fran-
cisco to Los Angeles.

“One consideration that kept gnawing
at me on the plane trip down was how I
would feel about my son’s seeing this in
ten years,” she says.

Alan, who had just begun dating
Suzanne, drove her to the Playboy Build-
ing on the Sunset Strip. ““I got out of the
car, walked to the door, grabbed hold of
the handle, stood there, turned around,
got back into the car, and then | went to a
phone booth and called to say, ‘I won't be
coming in, now or forever.””’

Forever proved to be shorter than
Suzanne might have anticipated. And her
worries about Bruce proved groundless.
“As it turns out,” she explains, “*he saw
the pictures anyway when PLAYBOY ran the
test shots. You know what he said? He
said, ‘“Mom, I think you look great.”

This ume, his response should be even
more enthusiastic.
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“Women no longer interested him. But now something
happened that definitely piqued his interest.”

“I can tell you that game one brings to
our Dating Game stage one of television’s
brightest young actors,” the announcer
continued, bursting with the secret to
which he alone was privy. But he was not
yet ready to divulge it. Instead, leering, he
introduced a “swinging threesome” of
starlets ““designed to gladden any young
bachelor’s heart.” Once more the stage
turned, this time to bring into view the
mystery bachelor’s three potential dates—
“‘an actress who loves to cook,” a dancer
(who also loved to cook) and a Playboy
Bunnv.

Hughes watched the display impas-
sively. Women no longer interested him.
But now something happened that defi-
nitely piqued his interest. From offstage
came the “young bachelor,” arriving to the
rising laughter of the studio audience,
finally let in on the secret.
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A small black child walked across the
stage. Hughes stared at him in dismay.

The game-show host prattled on, enjoy-
ing the joke, never knowing the incredible
impact that his secret would have on one
viewer who had some secrets of his own—
who was, in fact, at that very moment, in
the spring of 1969, secretly deciding the
fate of the TV announcer’s entire network.

°

A network of his own—the idea had
become an obsession. During his years in
Nevada, Hughes watched television com-
pulsively, around the clock, day in and day
out, tuning in everything from Sunrise
Semester (which he detested) to the Late
Show (which he loved). He watched until
the stations shut down, and even then of-
ten left his set on, falling asleep to the pic-
tureless hum, waking up to test patterns.

Television was not only his sole source of

—

r
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Hughes’s viewing habits had far-reaching consequences. His memos often referred to samething he
954 hod just seen an TV, fallowed by plans to manipulate public palicy ar ta moke business deals.

entertainment but his chief source of infor-
mation. Hughes literally monitored the
world through TV. It was as if he had a
closed-circuit system spying on the feared
outside, and virtually all he knew of the
alien planet beyond his bedroom was the
flickering images on the video glass.

The TV, always on and always at top
volume, was his constant companion. He
frequently wrote memos manipulating
national policy or making multimillion-
dollar deals while sitcoms or B movies
boomed in the background, sometimes
making momentous decisions solely on the
basis of a chance encounter with a news
broadcast, a commercial, even a game
show.

Memo after memo would begin, “I just
saw something on TV,” to be followed by
an order, a complaint or a plan of action.

Once, Hughes proposed selling a major
segment of his empire, the Hughes Aircraft
Company, to a firm he knew only from a
TV commercial: “I saw a broadcast today
with some advertising for a company
called AVCO, and it seemed to me that
they are in just about every business under
the sun except making toilet bowls. So,
maybe AVCO would be a good prospect.”

And often his viewing habits would have
consequences far beyond his own domain.
Seeing the world through television
brought it down to a manageable size, and
Hughes was intent on controlling the little
people who paraded across his screen.

*“I hear nothing but politics on TV,” he
wrote to Maheu with childlike petulance.

“You are in charge of all political activi-
ties for my companies and me. . . .

“¥et I have had no single word from you
as to which of the many political aspirants
is someone we want in office and which is
not.

*“It seems to me that we should have had
by now a hand picked candidate in every
one of these races—someone who would
be loyal to us.

“You promised I could pick the next
governor.”

Yet for all his efforts to control the world
through television, Hughes himself was
ultimately held in thrall by it. He was as
trapped in its beam as in his penthouse
prison, the true dimensions of his cell not
the confines of the hotel room but the
19-inch diagonal of the TV screen.

Television was a narcotic. Hughes
needed it to blunt the pain of both his par-
anoid visions and his actual condition.
Certainly, his most deadening addiction,
alter money and power, was not the
codeine he injected into his arms, legs and
groin but the TV he shot into his brain in
quantities sufficient to overdose and over-
whelm even a well-balanced mind.

And, indeed, Hughes clung to his TV
set like an addict to his spike. Although he
usually had several sets in reserve, the
need to send one out for repair was almost
more than he could bear. Never fully satis-
fied, however, he was constantly changing
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sets, always wanting a sharper picture,
better color, higher audio and, especially,
more remote control.

With more money than anyone else in
the country, perhaps in all history,
Hughes wanted no personal possessions,
no luxuries, nothing but a really good
color TV. And still the perfect set eluded
him. At times, there was a veritable
showroom of discarded RCAs, Zeniths
and Sylvanias—fallen idols gathering dust
in and around his room. And still he
would send his aides in search of the ideal
television.

“Lets get a brand-new very latest type
portable,” Hughes instructed the Mor-
MOns.

“When we have a really perfect result
lets get rid of all the miscellaneous sets we
have here and across the hall. Leaving
only 2 of the very latest. Lets see if we can
get a set with remote contrast or bright-
ness. I am forever wanting this. Also |
understand they have an auto fine tuning
adjustment now. They claimed the remote
had more functions than any other.

“Lets really try to get the best.

“Before we close the deal,” he added, in
this as in all his business affairs retaining
final authority, 1 want to know the price
and the discount.”

Before long, Hughes would have what
he wanted. But, as it turned out, the price
was $3,650,000. And there was no dis-
count.

Still, he should have been happy.
KLAS-TV, the local CBS affiliate, was his
new “‘number one machine.” Hughes had
been dickering to buy the station almost
from the moment he arrived in Las Vegas,
and now it was his.

Treating KLAS as if it were his private
TV set, Hughes not only demanded final
say on all programing decisions, person-
ally selecting the late-night movies, but
actually spent hours poring over lists
detailing each episode of each series run-
ning on the station. And just as the perfect
television set had eluded him, the billion-
aire soon came to recognize that owning a
TV station was not the answer, either.

Locked in a struggle to control televi-
sion itself—and, thus, to control his
warld—Hughes would have to reach sill
higher. He would need to buy an entire
network.

“Do you realize I am going to be faced
with making a $200,000,000 decision
today?”” he wrote.

It was 6:30 Sunday morning, June 30,
1968. Hughes squinted uneasily at the
long string of zeros he had just scrawled on
his yellow legal pad. He had not slept
through the entire weekend, bedeviled by
second thoughts and obscssed with last-
minute details. The magnitude of the
impending deal daunted even him.

Hughes was about to buy ABC.

No one had ever owned more than a
small fraction of a major television net-
work, but the man sprawled amid a mass

256 of memos on his unmade bed was deter-

mined to take a controlling interest. And
to take it by surprise. He had been plotting
the move for more than a vear. ABC, foun-
dering in third place, far behind both CBS
and NBC in the ratings and desperately
short of cash, seemed the perfect targer.

This time, it was not late-night movies
that interested Hughes but raw political
power.

“l want to know confidentially and

A NOTE ON AUTHENTICITY

On June 3, 1974, unknown burglars
staged a break-in at 7000 Romaine
Street in Hollywood—the supposedly
impregnable headquarters of Howard
Hughes. Belore dawn, they had
escaped with nearly 10,000 of the secret
papers of the world’s most secretive
man. The stolen Hughes papers will be
published this month in Citizen Hughes,
a book by Michael Drosnin, and are
presented here in pLavov for the first
time.

The authenticity of these documents
was established by proof of their on-
gins, confirmed by six vears of research
and also by a series of handwriting,
typewriting and other tests performed
by two of the nation’s leading cxperts—
Ordway Hilton, the man hired by the
Hughes organization to prove Clifford
Irving a [raud, and John J. Harris, the
man hired by the Hughes estate to
prove Melvin Dummar’s “Mormon
will” a forgery. Harris, who examined
all of the Hughes memos published
here, declared, “I am of the firm opin-
ion that all the documents I examined
were written by Howard Hughes.”

most accurately just how significant a
position in the formulation of U.S. public
opinion would be aflorded us by the acqui-
sition of ABC,” he wrote to Maheu. *“Any-
way, my attitude is very simple. My
objective is the ABC News Service and
what can be done with it.”

The ABC Evening News with Howard
Hughes—hehind the scenes, of course.
Even as he sought Maheu's reassurance,
the billionaire had no real doubt that one-
man control of a national television net-
work could give him tremendous clout.

“Although ABC may be the weakest of
the 3, if a really strong position could be
achieved. permitting a predictable candi-
date attitude, this network might very
likely turn out to be the balance of power.”

The balance of power. With growing
excitement, Hughes watched the price of
ABC stock, saw it plummet, waited unul 1t
reached a record low. Then he pounced.

On Monday, July I, 1968, just before
the opening bell of the New York Stock
Exchange sounded, Hughes announced
his take-over bid, catching both ABC and
Wall Street by surprise. Within two weeks,
1,600,000 shares—more than a third of all
the stock—had been tendered. A naked
madman, eager to mold mass opinion and

manipulate national politics, had just been
offered the most powerful position in
broadcast history.

There was only one catch—Hughes
would have to appear in person before the
FCC to claim his prize. It was the one
thing he would not, could not do. On July
16, without explanation, Hughes rejected
the stock. And his bid to take over ABC
seemed to disappear as suddenly and mys-
teriously as it had been announced.

But his dream of owning a national net-
work did not die.

“I have finally decided to go on ABG,”
Hughes exulted in late March of 1969,
hardly able to contain himself. It was tech-
nological ecstasy. With a passion he could
feel for nothing human, he now coveted
the network he had so recently rejected.

Bob, what appeals to me about
ABC is its tremendous mechanical
machine, There is an ABC outlet in
almost every city in the US that has a
CBS or NBC station,

This tremendous giant of mechani-
cal and technical perfection is just
lving there going to waste. Being used
daily for the transmission of the big-
gest pile of pure undiluted horse-shit
that was ever assembled on one role
of tape.

Bob, ABC can only go one way,
and that is up. I promise you that a
7 year old child could do a better job
of running it than is being done to-
day. That is what intrigues me-—this
huge slumbering giant of technical
perfection that needs only to be
waked up to come to life.

Lost for a moment in his dream of
arousing this genie, Hughes did not lose
sight of the mission he had in mind for the
“slumbering giant,” an exercise of enor-
mous political influence.

“Dont forget that every White house or
congressional press conference will, by
custom, require the issuance of an invita-
tion to the ABC news correspondant in
co equal position . . .”” he concluded. “And
also a co equal position in reporting every
election from now on—not after you build
a network up, but right now.”

The White House. Congress. Every
election. A network of his own, Right now.
With renewed and growing excitement, he
again began to plot his take-over of ABC.

This time, he would not try to seize con-
trol. With the right approach, Hughes was
certain he could now arrange a friendly
business deal. And if ABC, still in dire
financial straits, would go along quietly, so
might the FCC. There was a new Admin-
istration. Richard Nixon wanted an “ele-
vating” Hughes network, and now he
could have one. Besides, some of the FCC
commissioners were afraid that without an
immediate infusion of capital, ABC, which
had already been forced to cut back its
programing, might actually go under.

Unfortunately, Hughes, two, was in
something of a bind for cash, but he



wanted ABC, and he wanted it badly. If
need be, he decided, he would sell the
Hughes Tool Company—the golden goose
he had inherited, the foundation of his
entire fortune—in order to control televi-
sion once and for all.

Then, just a week after announcing his
final decision w0 “ge on ABC,” Hughes
suddenly changed his mind once again.

It was Saturday night. His penthouse
retreat was filled with the sound of rau-
cous laughter. Not that Hughes was
happy. In fact, he was deeply upset.

The unwelcome laughter boomed from
his TV set, tuned to the network he had
decided to buy. But what Hughes now saw
on ABC was clearly no cause for mirth. He
watched in grim silence and growing dis-
may. By the time the show was over, he
knew he had made a terrible mistake. He
reached for his legal pad.

“I just got through watching ABC’s
Dating Game and Newlywed Game,”
wrote Hughes, “and my only reaction is
let’s forget all about ABC.

“Bob, I think all this attention directed
toward violence in TV dramatic shows 1s
certainly misplaced. These two game
shows represent the largest single collec-
tion of poor taste I have ever seen.”

But it was more than poor taste that
riled the recluse into his sudden about-
face. It was the horrendous violation he
had witnessed on TV.

The first show—"Dating game”
consisted of a small negro child select-
ing, sight unseen, one of three girls
(adult girls) to make a sexually
embellished trip to Rome with his
father.

Two of the girls were negro and one
was a very beautiful and attractive
white girl. The child chose the white
girl, who then was introduced to the
negro father of the child and informed
that she (the white girl) was to make
an all expense paid vacation trip to
Rome on TWA.

Bob, the entire handling of the show
was, in every way carried out in a man-
ner best calculated to titilate and
arouse the sexual response of the audi-
ence. The whole show was of such a
marginal character, sex-wise, that, if it
had been presented as a motion picture
to the governing body of the movie
industry, its acceptance would have
been very uncertain at best.

But, lct me explain that 1 make the
above comment based upon the sub-
ject matter and the treatment of the
show, without any consideration
whatsoever of the racial 1ssue.

Then, on top of the very marginal
show of miserable taste, which I have
attempted to describe above, they
have to compound the abuse of any
conceivable moral standard by
arranging a sexual rendezvous be-
tween a beautiful white girl and a
negro man in Rome, which may even

be in violation of the law.

And all of this is done solely for one
purpose: to shock and arouse the sex-
ual response of the audience so as to
obtain a higher rating from the TV
polls for the benefit of the sponsors.

Please consider this entire affair
most carefully, Bob, to see if it gives
you any ideas.

The $200,000,000 ABC deal was dead.
After months of frenzied eflort, after all
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the sleepless nights, after plotting to seize
the balance of power, after planning to
auction ofl the most profitable part of his
empire, Howard Hughes had finally aban-
doned his grand quest for a national televi-
sion network because of a game show.

It was the collision of pure kitsch with
pure power, a twilight-zone encounter
between low camp and high finance.

Everything had come full circle.
Hughes's struggle to control television, his
dream of controlling the world through
television, all coming to nought because,
in the end, he was himsell controlled by
television.

It was as if he had fnally actually
entered the TV set he watched so compul-
sively, passing through its screen like Alice
through the looking glass, the real “mys-
tery bachelor” stepping from his isolation
booth to join The Dating Game. And only
to discover that his chosen dream date—
ABC—was soiled merchandise.

There was, moreover, one last twist, a
fateful irony that Hughes never discov-
ered. Had he but known, an entire net-
work might well have fallen into his hands.

The “beautiful white girl” whose race-
mixing Roman rendezvous had so out-
raged Hughes was, in reality, a
light-skinned black.

°

Alone in his bedroom, surrounded by
his memos, seeing the world only through
television, Hughes had a separate reality-
but also had the power to impose that
reality on the world beyond.

Whether the object of his attention was
of national importance (the buving of a
television network) or entirely wrivial (the
changing of a street name in Las Vegas),
he was equally intent that his will be done.

And the same meticulous attention to
detail that he applied to taking over ABC
or the White House, he also applied to the
maddest of his midnight schemes.

*“I once told you 1 was interested in
acquiring one of the bookmaking estab-
hshments in town,” he wrote to Maheu
one evening, musing about his plan for a
global Las Vegas with Hughes himself at
the center, bookie 1o the world.

Well, I dont see any point of buying
just one of these books. . .

It is my hope that the damndest
book operation anyone ever con-
ceived of can be developed.

Bob, I want to see a development
under which a wealthy man can
phone [rom London to a certain
phone number in Las Vegas and iden-
tify himsell and place a bet on just
about anything—a horse race at Hol-
lywood Park, a track meet in Florida,
a football game in New York. an elec-
tion, at the state or national level, the
passage or failure of some bill up for
consideration by congress, just about
anything.

Also, I want to see a development
which will permit a man to phone
from London and, after placing a bet
on some event, such as mentioned
above, to say “put $10,000 on the line
at the Sands. .. .”

In fact, when the man on the phone
requests the bet, the clerk could hit
one of those recording timers. . . . So,
the exact instant of the bet would be
recorded, and the clerk could sav over
the phone to the customer: “your
bet is made, at 12:36:04.”" Then, a
few seconds later, the clerk could
say:  “Your play occurred at
12:36:12—you won with a natural, elev-
en. Do you want to bet again? . . .’

There are many refinements of this
deal that could be worked out as you
go along.

Do vou know why I think this kind
of play would catch on? Because men,
simply, by nature, like to show off. |
can just see some minor league V.L.P.
out to dinner with some very attrac-
tive young protagonist of the opposite
sex, and he picks up the phone,
brought to his table at twenty one,
and he makes a five or ten thousand
dollar bet over the phone. Then he
turns to his girl and says: “Well, I just
won ten thousand in Vegas—Ilet's
spend it.”

Look how that would impress the
female! She would reason that he
must be a pretty wealthy and a pretty
trustworthy man to be able to per-
suade the Las Vegas gambling frater-
nity to extend credit and take his bet
orally, by phone, all the way across
the country. . ..

Now, Bob, I urge you not disclose
anything—not even the slightest
hint—of this play by phone concept.

Rereading his memo, squinting at his

anything, to work on, work over, work to
death. He seemed to believe that he
worked best at the outer limits of his
endurance, often pushing himself for days
at a time without sleep, as if his mind, by
feeding on his emaciated body, consuming
it, gained some special power.

I work around the clock, holidays
mean very little to me, since I work
just about all the time.

I have absolutely nothing but my
work. When things dont go well, it
can be very empty indeed. . . .

I do not indulge in sports, night
clubs, or other recreational activities,
and, since, in fact, I do not do much
of anything else at all, except my
work, just what do you suggest I do,
crawl ofl in a corner some place and
die?

That was, of course, pretty much what
he had done. And quite often, Hughes was
not really working at all. He was simply
caught in a catatonic daze, playing with
his long hair, pulling it up over the top of
his head, then letting it fall, or stacking
and restacking his memos. When he was
working, it was ofien furious but wasted
motion, spinning his wheels, digging him-
sell deeper into a rut on some entirely triv-
ial or imaginary matter. But he was always
torturing himself, and at that he worked
very hard.

Sometimes, he would reach into his
stacks of memos and torture himsell with
memories. Here was one. A close encoun-
ter with grave danger only narrowly
escaped. God, it was horrifving even to
recall it! Still, he picked up the memo and
went back in time. It was the day Lyndon
Johnson abdicated, and while Hughes had
mentioned in passing something about
picking a new President, he was instead
fixated on a real crisis much closer to
home.

All his enemies were conspiring against
him.

“Please dont declare war upon me so
early in the day,” Hughes had written that
morning in a plea to Maheu.