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PLAYBOY PREVIEWS

“HIERONYMUS MERKIN,”
THE WACKIEST,
SEXIEST FILM YET

- AN INTERVIEW WITH
MARSHALL McLUHAN

U.S. SENATOR
JOSEPH D.TYDINGS
ON GUN CONTROL

THE PLANETS—
ARTHUR C. CLARKE
ON MAN'S NEXT
SPACE TARGET




At last,a tax break for
millionaires. &3

Until now, anybody with a millionaire’s taste
for Scotch has had to pay the price for it.

Now, Passport takes pity on you, the over-
prlwlq_,ud class.

With careless abandon, we blended the most
outrageously expensive whiskies that Scotland had
to offer. And came out with just what we
expected for our money.

A great light Scotch. But at the same time one
thar is blessed with a rich and robust Scottish
character.

If we bottled it in Scotland, we would have to
charge a premium price, as we do in other
countries throughout the world.

But we bottle Passport here in the U.S. A.
to save you money on taxes.

If no one else wants to look out for the rich,
we will.

PassportScotch

Imported by Calvert

86 PROOF-100% BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY-IMPORTED BY CALVERT DIS



Can you spot the Volkswagen?

Lost omong five of the world's great
sports cars is one of the world's great
Volkswagens.

The VW Karmann Ghic.

if you confuse it with a 170 mph sports
machine, we wouldn't be surprised.

The racy lines are the work of o famous
sports cor designer, the Ghia studios of
Turin, ltaly.

And the bodywork is the handiwork of
one of Europe’s oldest custom coochmok-
ers, Karmann of Osnabrick.

What mekes the Karmann Ghio a Volks-
wagen is everything that mokes it go. Inde-
pendent 4-wheel suspension that tokes
curves like o racer. Surprisingly smooth 4-
speed gearbox. And on cir-cooled engine
that averoges up to 28 mpg.

Volkswagen Karmann Ghia

Of course, you con't reach the speed of
o $15,000 Ferrari (top left), $16,000 Lom-
borghini (top center), o $9,000 Mercedes
Benz (top right}, o $14,000 Maserati (bot-
tom center), or o $14,000 Aston Martin
(bottom right) in @ Kermann Ghie (bottom
lefi}.

But it costs only $2,365* to give the im-
pression thot you con.

©VOLKAWAGEN OF AMERICA, INC. $SUGGESTED RETAIL PRICL, CAST COAST P. O, €. 152462 WEST COAST P, 0. 1.} LOCAL TAXES AND OTHER DEALCR DELIVERY CHARGLS, IF ANY, ADDITIONAL,
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PI-AYBI I-I- IN "THE \}'1N1'ER'5 TALE,” .‘.ilmgcslware wrote

of daflodils that “take the winds of March
with beauty.” Cover girl Penny James one-ups the Bard, we
think, by taking March's winds not only with beauty but
with our highflying Rabbit to cheer on the end of winter. A
different sort ol demise is proposed by The Death of Politics,
in which Karl Hess takes original and startling swipes at
conventional  political persuasions as well as the  entity
of government itsell—and
makes a convincing case for a
new libertarian philosophy. A
speechwriter for Barry Gold-
water during the 1964 cam-
patign, Hess is anrently an
associate fellow at the Institute
lor Policy Studies in Washing-
ton, D.C. “I'm now working
on a book,” he told us, “that
openly advocates the most
widespread possible resistance
to government. [ do not ex-
pect that anything the new Ad-'
ministration is likely to do will
obviate the need for such a
book.” One of the most press-
ing problems facing the new
Administration is the issuc of
violence. In Americans and
the Gun, U.S. Senator Joseph
D. Tydings offers both a rea-
soncd plea and a rational pro-
gram [or the control—not the
elimination—of  firearms. A
deeply  committed  legislator
and an avid sportsman-hunter,
Tydings has been singled out
by The New York Times as
“the Senaie’s foremost student
ol the caime problem.” The
pathology of violence he de-
cries is caustically caricatured
in Owerkdl, a macabre pic
torial  essay by  longtime
PLAYBOY artist-cartoonist Ga-
han Wilson. Another veteran
contributor 1o these pages is
author-scientist  Arthur C.
Clarke, whose past prognosti-
cations about space have
proved astonishingly accurate.
In Next—The Planets, pub-
lished here on the heels of
man’s first successful moon orbit, he discusses prospects and im-
plications of exploring man’s new frontier: the solar system.
Innerspace explorer Marshall McLuhan, the protean meta-
physician of mass communications, conveys his controversial
message about the electronic age through the medium of
our Playboy Interview, in a wideranging, nonlinear dialog
with interviewer Eric Norden. Three writers in the fictional form
— James Aldridge, James Leigh and Robert McNear—are making
their reavooy debuts this month. For The Unfinished Soldiers,
Australian novelist Aldridge drew heavily upon his experiences
as a war correspondent 10 weave this taut tale of two former
enemics who are hived by a movie company to re-enact World
War Two aerial combat over France. Another conlrontation—
this one sardonic—takes place in a San Francisco housing proj-
cct between an aging calypso singer and a young black-power
advocae in James Leigh's Yes It's Me and I'm Late Again.
Leigh wrote 10 us from Spain (where he now lives) that Yes
Ir's Me is the first of a series he hopes will become a book.
About Deatl’s Door, Robert McNear told us: I take my vaca-
tions on a remote iskind in the Great Lakes. I've always wanted

o

ALDRIDGE

MC NEAR KINDLER

to write a ghost story aveiding the usual cichés—like noises
[rom the attic—so 1 usad this island as a scuing for Death’s
Door.” Rounding out our fiction is Ron Goulart's A Man’s
Home 1s His Castle, a wild yarn about an ultimate computer
masquerading as a mansion called Lofthouse. Goulart says,
“Most of my stories are autobiographical, in the same way that
nightmares and hallucinations are autobiographical. This one
was inspired by a large California house where my family and
1 were living beyond our
means in  the summer ol
1968." He reports he’s work-
ing on two more science-
fiction novels (his most recent
sci-i work, The Sword Swal-
lower, was published last De-
cember by Doubleday) and on
a definitive history of pulp
magazines. The Twenties and
Thirties, which were the gold-
en age for those yellowish
Journals, were also the heyday
of Jan Kindler's unlorgettable
subject in Elysian Fields, an
aflectionate, anecdotal account
of the most 1enderhearted,
misanthropic  iconoclast  of
them all—W. C. Fields—{rom
his earliest days in Philadel-
phia to his Iast in Calilornia.
In addition to hating dogs and
children, Uncle Willie de-
spised the Golden Staie’s per-
petual  sunshine, which the
author of Culisville U, S. A.,
C. Robert Jennings, fecls has
nurtured the growth and pro-
lileration of myriad religious
sects. For this [ar-out assign-
ment, Jennings tracked down
the leaders of these mystic
modes of worship and reports
that they’re now pursuing him.
“I can’t shake these people,”
he tells us. “This month one
‘church’ promised to help me
‘seek and find the High, the
Invisible, hear the voices of
the Silence, and understand
the immutable, unchangeable
laws ol the Cosmos.” I'd like
that, but it costs 55 to register
and 54 for the next course.
And that’s not the only group after me. I think perhaps I made
a mistake by giving my real name.” Some otheas who might
have prelerred anonymity are chronicled in Richard Neuweiler's
Somebody Goofed, a humorous collection of quotes, by
well-known people and publications, that have turned out to
be 100 percent wrong. We're happy to report we're not iimong
them—in one instance, anyway: the fortunes ol a Playmate
for whom we predicted a promising caveer. Alter Connie Kreski
made her gatelold appearance in January 1968, she used some
ol her loot to finance a trip to England. At the London Playboy
Club. she met Anthony Newley, who promptly oflered her a
role in his ziny, erotic epic, Can Hieronymus Merkin Ever For-
get Merey Humppe and Find True Happiness>—which we pre-
view herein. Morve treats: Flicker Flicka, an eye-filling portfolio
ol one of our most popular Girls of Scandinavia, upcoming
screen star Marie Liljedahl: Rome with a View, a guide 10 the
Eternal City's contemporary pleasures: Shoe-Ins, ten springy
wavs 1o put your best foot forward, by Fashion Director Robert
L. Green; and Auction Action, a primer of hip bidsmanship. So
come in out ol the March winds and dig into March pLAvVBOY.

WILSON

LEIGH

3
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If you’re looking for a blast,or a
belt, or a bomb, this isn’t it.

A fine Scotch—like Ballantine’s—
is a civilized drink.

It doesn’t assault you.

It comes over to your side. A bit
of quiet comfort in the middle of
a screaming world.

No wonder the Scots invented it.

BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND. BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86 PROOF, IMPORTED By "21°* BRANDS, INC., N.v.C.



MOTOR TREND TELLS IT LIKEITIS...

PLYMOUTH ROAD RUNNER

Several months ago, the staff of Motor
Trend magazine met in solemn congrega-
tion to name the winner of the granddaddy
of all car prizes, the 1969 Car of the Year.
As always, the award would be given for
automotive excellence—to the one car
that is most distinguished from its con-
temporaries. What with the unprecedented
number of sizes, shapes, options, and

price tags currently served up by the
American automobile industry, this year's
task was particularly monumental.
. Nevertheless, the staff was unanimous
in its decision.

The winner just had to be the Plymouth
Road Runner.

In one short year since its introduction,
Road Runner has advanced a whole new




NAMED CAR OF THE YEAR

concept in automobiles: that of combining
a lightweight two-door body, free of frills,
fads and useless ornamentation, with a
free-revving engine, firm suspension and
heavy-duty brakes. In short, a maximum
of machinery, minimum of ostentation and
a modicum of price.

It also happens to be an absolute gas to
drive, which is another reason the Motor

Trend Folk named it Car of the Year. It
also has to do with the fact that Car and
Driver magazine rated it number 1 over its
five closest competitors.

Hey, maybe the car experts know some-
thing you ought to. Why not check out a
Road Runner at your Plymouth dealer's?
Look what Plymouth’s up to now.

“Beep-Beep!”

.\ ©Warner Bros.

oo
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Discover the adventure that's bottled up in every Heublein Cocktail.
Pincappley Mai-Tais. Breezy Daiquiris. Lush Apricot Sours. 17 unin-
hibited drinks in all. Each very strong on Mavor because the finest
liquor and bar mixings come right in the bottle. Nothing to squecze,
measure, mix or add. Just pour over ice.

Heublein

ADVENTUROUS COCKTAILS [siits

Mai-Tai, Margarita, Black Russian, Daiquiri, Gimlet, Stinger, Side Car, Old
Fashioned, Manhattan, Whiskey Sour, Vodka Sour, Tequila Sour, Apricot
Sour, Gin Martinis: Extra Dry or 1Eto-1, Vodka Martinis: Extra Dry or 1140-1.
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SOUL ON TRIAL

Coagratulations for publishing the in-
terview  with Blick Panther Lldridge
Cleaver in the December rravisoy. An
informed public opinion is the only true
basis for democracy. By presenting this
interview with a leader of a sismificant
movement in the black community and
in American lile, pLavBoy has served
this principle,

One must recognize—whether one
approves or disapproves—that Eldridge
Cleaver, the Black Panthers and the
trend they represent are there. They are
real and are not going 1o vamish simply
because we may disapprove ol them.
The only solution, ol course. is equality
for all. T am sure that if this is accom-
plished  within  the present  system,
Cleaver—who. judging [rom vour inter-
view, 15 an intelhgent and honest man—
would be the first to approve. Until that
millenmal day, however, we must recog-
nize that people are going to protest
against incequality and oppression—and
that Cleaver and others like him repre-
sent a significant part of the protest in
the black community. They play a role
in that community that has, under
present circumstances, great constructive
potential.

William H. Booth, Chairman
Commission on Human Rights
City of New York

New York, New York

Those who would measure Cleaver's
influence only by the size of the Black
Panther IParty overlook the millions of
disenlranchised Americans lor whom he
also speaks, even though they are young
and white. As the police-state atmosphere
ol this country polarizes its  citizens,
Cleaver will find more and more people,
black and white, responding to his leader-
ship.

Thomas J. Morrow
Lincoln, Nebraska

Reading your Cleaver interview sent
me scurrving to the library, to refresh
my recollection ol the following words
of Thomas Jellerson (in his Noites on
Locke and Shaftsbury, written in 1776):
“No wonder the oppressed should rebel,

and they will continue to rebel and raise
all manner of disturbance until their
civil rights are fully restored to them
and all manner of distinctions, exclu-
sions and incapacitations removed.”

R. D. Jones

Los Angeles, California

The Eldridge Cleaver interview is onc¢
of the most timely messages rLavsoy has
published. Eldridge lavs it out so clearly.
It is a revolution, nothing less. Eldridue
says what that majority of Americans
born since 1918 feels so deeply—that the
up-tight, pleasure-hating, menopausal sys
tem can no longer be taken seriously by
those who want to be free, to feel good,
to get high, to make it a love trip. In
effect, Eldridge sayvs: “We just won't play
vour game anymore, Mr. White; and your
laws and your game rules are as irrelevant
as vour gadgets and your repressive fears.”

Eldridege. in his words and in his
life stvle, is doing what the Beatles and
the Moodies (uneducated kids from the
ghettos of Liverpool and Manchester)
are doing in their own rhythms—spelling
out the new order. They tell us: (1)
that vou learn more in jail than vou do
in college; (2) that you learn more
about how the system really works in
the ghetto than you do in the suburbs;
(3) thar you learn more from getting
high with vour friends than you do from
books and television; (4) that sexual
confidence and tender, masculine love
for woman is the blood-tissue loundation
of :my valid political movement—it's al-
ways the impotent who start the Tepres-
sion; and (5) that the basic struggle is
not white-down-on-black but old-down-
on-young. Which is 1o say. pastdown-
on-future. God bless vou, Eldridge. Stay
alive, stay Irec. Keep in touch. We'll
mecet again.

Timothy Leary
Mountain Center, California

One fact emerges clearly from El
dridge Cleaver's conlusion of contradicto-
ry views. He has a great deal of mental
house ordening to do before he can merit
the “revolutiomny™ tag being pinned on
him. First, Cleaver has to get rid of the
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A rousing new fragrance
that stays with you.

After Shave, Cologne
and other essentials
for the lusty life.

Created for men by Revlon
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For the money you spend

on an imitation TR-6

you can buy aTR-6.

A sporty car with a flashy
name and a sports car with a
flashy record aren't the same.
Even though their prices maybe.

The new Triumph TR-6 is the
real thing. It's the newest in the
Triumph TR-series...about as
winning a series of sports cars
as has ever been built.

The TR-6 has a smooth high-
torque six cylinder engine with
four forward speeds—all syn-
chromeshed.

It has an independent rear

suspension system as standard
equipment to stick tight in turns
and smooth out the bumpiest
roads.

The TR-6 has disc brakes up
front, precision rack-and-pinion
steering, and red-band radial
ply tires on mag-type wheels. All
as standard equipment.

Why play make-believe? For
the same money as you pay for
a sporty car—maybe even less
—you can have the new TR-6.

And it's the real thing.

TRIUMPH

'69 TR-6

LOOK FOR YOUR NEAREST TRIUMPH OEALER IN THE YELLOW PAGES. AVAILABLE FOR OVERSEAS DELIVERY.
BRITISH LEYLAND MOTORS INC., 60D WILLOW TREE ROAD, LEONIA, N.J. D7605.

notion that America’s black minority can
be “liberated™ independentdy of the Tib-
eration of the entire working class from
capitalist dependency. Sccond, he must
make up his mind which it is o be:
reform or revolution? He can’t have
both, because one precludes the other.
And if he and his comrades persist in
the folly of making “demands™ lor racial
amelioration in order to rally a follow-
ine. thev're bound to lead their followers
into the blind alley of frustration and
disillusionment. Next, Cleaver needs to
define—for himsell and others—the pre-
cise nature ol the revolution o be
citected. It won't do to go on ranting
about it nebulous “establishment”™ and
the “white power structure.” The exist-
ing political and  economic apparitus
must be brought into sharp focus il it is
to be demolished and replaced by a new
social apparatus that will enable the
American people to gain control ol their
future. Let him. thercfore. speak plainly
and to the point. as the Socialist Labor
Party spokesmen do: America has a cap-
italist economy and a political state.
These outworn setups allow a tiny mi-
nority ol capitalist owners to impose its
will on the nation. The capitalist econo-
my and the political stae have to be
superseded by social ownership and an
industrial representative government.

Finally. Cleaver has 1o cast out the
senocidal Fantasy that social revolution
in America can be accomplished by
armed revolt and guenilla warbire, The
ouly power capable ol veconstructing
our present institutions for the better is
a revolutionary political and economic
organization of the vast worker majority.
Such an orgunization will lead [rom
strength into capitalist weakness, where-
as a resort to arms would lead from
weakness into capitalist strength—sinee
the capitalist class commands a crushing
military superiority.

Those e the things Eldridge Cleaver
should do to qualily as a revolutionary
spokesman ol his people and his class,
Unlortunately. notoriety is testing Cleav-
er's soul: and it is by no means certain
that the outcome will be acceptance of
this serious  responsibility. The  man
seems very likely 1o end up s one ol
the “black laces up hont”™ who have
made it in the capitalist context.

Henning Blomen
Brooklyn. New York

My, Blomen was the 1968 Presidential
candidate of the Socialist Labor Party.
He recerved 32,588 voles.

It is distressing that a growing seg-
ment ol our  population,  white  and
Negro alike, has been inoeasingly sym-
pathetic 1o the Black Panther move-
ment. I do not condemn any man lor
feeling a sympathy begotien by sorvow
and distaste over the American Negro's
plight. However, 1 fail to understand the
oblations offered at the altar of mindless
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~ Fresh from the
Kings Road Collection: &=
watermelon onice. B

The color is Sears very new, very hot, very
cool iced watermelon—either singularly solid
or accented with gray striping. Both buttoned-
down, both 50% Fortrel® polyester / 50%
combed cotton and both under $6. And if a
shirt of a different color isn’t enough for you,
match it up with a links-knit cardigan in the
very same shade; under $18.

Trousers? Whiter than white, of course.
Trim cut and Perma-Prest® and still under $9
in solid white, or white with black window-
pane check. Marching crew socks under $1.50.
Belt, shoes and apache scarf from ofe
The-Men's-Store. Charge them all N
on Sears Revolving Charge. ROAD
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dlll‘ene“,
the strong,
silent cotton.

When cotton

has colors

/ that comeon

strong, and

bounce that

goeson strong,

you know it must

be Durene®mercerized cotton.

Gant picked 100% Durene for

this new button-down long

placket knit. Maybe they're

trying to tell you something.

Gant shirt in horizontal
stripes, about $12.

At B. Altman & Co., N.Y.

& branches and other fine

stores throughout the country.

Durene is the trademark of the Durene
Association of America, 350 Fifth Avenue,
New York 10001, whose member compan-
les praduce Durene mercerized cottonyarn.

hatred by those who would purpoert 1o
be sane. How can we turn a rapist,
attempted murderer and bigot o an
anti-Christ hero? The simple revelation,
drawn out by vour interviewer, ol the
ten points constituting the Black Panther
creed should hawve bheen sufhcient to con-
vince even doubters of the malevolence
ol Cleaver and his canse. The continuned
espousal of bigotry and vielence should
be condemned by black as well as white.
What matters the skin of a provocateur?
Jervy Schober
Arlington, Virginia

After reading your imerview  with
Eldridee Cleaver, 1 have concluded there
are probably as many black fools as there
are white ones.

Fredene R. Ramsev
Atlima, Georgia

rrAaYeov's interview  with  Eldridge
Cleaver reveals why the Negroes will
never amount 1o anvthing, Cleaver and
the other Negroes are unable to think
for themsclves. Cleaver is only able 1o
repeat the arrational socialist ideas of
Karl Mars—who was not a Negro, At no
point in the interview does Cleaver ex-
press ane original idea. That 1s a Negro
for you. Negroes are inherently milerior
1o people. Cleaver's stements are val-
uwable m one vespect. They show that
since his race is engaged in o hght with
the police. every Negro in America niust
be disarmed. Antigun legislation should
only be enforced against the blacks and
their allics. Instead ol disarming  the
police—as Cleaver advocates—the police
should be given heavier and more pow-
erful weapons. such as hazookas and
machine guns, and be ordered 10 shoot
lawless blacks first and ask questions
Laer. It is obvious 1o all matwre and
thinking people that we will never have
law and order in America until all ol the
Negroes ave deporied back 1o Alrica and
completely removed from this nation that
was [ounded and built by the great white
race. The blacks unwillingly contribued
a hittde sweat, bur no intelligence. 1o
the building of this nation—so did the
jackasses.

We white men know whar the Negro
really wams. He wants our white wom-
en. But we would rather die than sur-
render our precious white women 1o 1he
black beasts. Cleaver clenly shows that
Negroes  prefer white women  hecause
black women are ugly and stupid. Not
even the Negro men want them. Basical-
ly., Cleaver and his race are sick and
tired of being Negroes and are depressed
and  sad because science s unable 10
change themm into white prople. They
are jealous ol the beantiful and imelli-
eent white race and ashamed of their
own black race. The white vace is the
superior race, and white supremacy is
God's law—ithe law ol nature that God
created. Throughout their history. cven

though they e been in contact with
white avilization for over 6000 vears, the
Negroes have always been wild savages
and alwavs will be. Even so, there is no
reason lor them to worry because, when
the Nuational States Rights Party comes
to power, we will solve the race problem
and have a white Christian America.
Dr. Edward R. Ficlds, Director
National States Rights Party
Savannah, Georgia

EYEWITNESS
It was a chilling vision portrayed i

Harey Mark Petrakis’ Darle Eye in vour
December issue. T owonder how oy
readers saw their own Lther's eve, as 1
did. go up in [lanes—not 10 be forgotten
—when they read this sensitive and care
fully wrought story.

Wallace Graves

Prolessor of English

San Fernando Valley State College

Northndge, Calilornia

PRICE IS RIGHT
Roger 'vice’s The Greal Gird Nut Con
lest (reaveoy, December) provided a rare
and much-necded insight into the nature
ol 1he lemale of the species. I think I've
lownd o fmalist sind sure-fire winner: My
girllricnd scored 3531 points,
Raphael Carasso
New York, New York

Umiil T read The Great Girl Nut
Contest. T ithought 1 had led a preny full
life. Bur I've never been invited 1o
spend the night with a Black Musline In
lact. I hiven’t even taken an Indian 1o
lunch. T have never personally iried sui-
cide, but I did reccive a call in the
middle of the night from a wealthy
cross-eved Faggor who went in for black-
leather pants. goll gloves and whips while
cating drv cereal out ol a red wlip. He
threatened to slash his wrists with 2
Jagged picce of wer Kleenex. 1 sugpested
he Dial-A-Prayver. and would you believe
that fag is alive and happy today? He
bought Boys’ Town.

Phyllis Diller
Los Angeles, Calilornia

MIND READERS
[ very much enjoyed Arihur Clarke's
well-grounded exovapo. “on ol what the
computer  promises for the Tuwure ol
nunkind (The Mind of the Machie.
rraveoy. December). Clarke has 1o vate
as scicnee’s foremost interpreter-prophet.
Harold Smith
New York, New York

I work for a loge data-processing
corporation and have been diveatly in-
volved with the lives and loves ol com-
puters lor the past cight vears. 1 found
Arthur Clarke's relerence to computer
gools most amusing, and could not agree
more with his description ol the attitude
ol the general public toward these faux



golden age of Schlitz

120 years ago, it took Joseph Schlitz months to brew and age the
first golden mellow drop of Schlitz. It still takes us months to
brew and age Schlitz. The long, careful, golden age of
Schlitz is what makes it America’s choicest premium beer.
Once you taste our golden age, you’ll know why we say:
“When you’re out of Schlitz,
you’re out of beer.”
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pas. However, my own work experience,
which includes compiling statistics and
data related to why compters do not
always function properly. leads me 10
disagree with Clarke's statement that the
problem usually derives from a faulty
human. My studies show that over 60
percent of the ervors generated by o
computer are caused by a mallunction
within the computer iiscll. The compi-
er. incidentally. gives me these statistics
—which either makes it very honest or
very stupid. Contriry to popular opin-
ion, no data-processing system is infalli-
ble. Computers get tired and run-down
in much the same manner as autos or
vacuum cleaners,
Alec W, Gray
New Rodhelle, New York
As long as com pulevs ave made by man,
not by other computers. their malfunc-
tions arve essenlinlly evidences of human

fallibility.

CURRENCY EXCHANGE

Having just read Alan Watts” insights
into the nature of economics (IWealth
Versus Money, pravwoy, December), |
must proclaim that it was as revolution-
ary as it was intelligible. Wans  has
a keen and totally realistic concept ol
our totally wnvealistic. apathetic. misin-
formed, hypocritical. scll-destructive so-
cietv—a socicty constructed on warped
values, and harboring ridiculous notions
abour what happiness. success and free
dom are all about. The more men we
have like Alan Watts. the closer we ap-
proach a truly constructive and cultured
existence.

Albert Jeflvies
San Antonio, ‘Texas

Waus has pierced the heart of the
soapsuds  syndrome, that  ever-popular
American beliel that pollutant detergents
actually clean things, when in reality
they are just onc ol the many poisons
we are pouring into ouwr carth, In the
name ol progress. Americ has embarked
on a pogrom. hastening mankind’s rush
to extinction. Manv vears from now. as
students study The Decline and Fall of
Western  Crivilization.  they  will - read
Watts and wonder: “Why didn’t they
listen—how could they have been so
blind?”

James Canapary
Boston. Massachusetts

Congratulations 1o Alin Waus [or his
contribution to the long and noble histo-
rv ol crank hierature in cconomics.

Harvey Botwin

Assistam Prolessor ol Lconomics
PPuzer College

Claremont, Calilornia

WORTHY COZ

I wremendowsly enjoyed Bill Cosby's
The Regulay Way (reavsov, December).
It brought back wonderful memories ol



-

The Weatherall isn’t just

for hanging around.

Wear it when you:

search for edible mushrooms.

sit in an expensive seat at the
hockey game.

sit under a tree and play some
Dylan songs.

quarterback a touch football
team.

take an heiress slumming.

tune up your carburetor
before the race at Lime Rock.

go see “The Graduate” for
the third time.

browse through a Honda
showroom.

run out of clean shirts.

wait in line for tickets to the
Richie Havens concert.

have another beer with the
boys.

have another beer with the
girls.

clean the windows in your
dorm.

grill a frankfurter in a state
park.

hunt for moose.

study the igneous intrusions
on a geology field trip.

buy a pipe.

umpire a girls’ softball game.

pick up a few bucks caddying.

wax your Honda.

aren’t getting heat from the
radiator.

paint protest signs.

visit a sick pal.

visit a healthy girl.

practice your graffiti.

play your fliigelhorn on the
lawn.

pick up your pizza, it’s getting
cold.

buy some new love beads.

have your wisdom tooth
extracted.

make your own underground
movie.

call your mother.

take a bus you never took
before.

enter a Chinese handball
tournament.

watch the baton twirlers
practice.

look for Alice’s Restaurant.

catch frogs for your bio lab.

fall asleep at a Warhol movie.

mow the lawn for your girl-
friend’s father.

hitchhike to San Francisco.

hitchhike to New York.

have a coed tug-of-war.

sell subscriptions to the East
Village Other.

sell subscriptions to the
National Review.

play hit the penny.

borrow the girl next door
(forget the sugar) .

send your photo to a model
agency.

ride a white stallion.

go to a victory rally for
anyone.

meet with your guidance
counselor.

meet with your guru.

meet with your interior
decorator.

meet with your shrink.

visit grandma.

take your first solo flight.

jog around the sorority house.

go star gazing with a friend.

start a stickball game.

build a better mousetrap.

shop for octagonal sunglasses.

get a loaf of bread, a jug of
wine and find yourself a thou.

visit an Indian reservation.

hunt nightcrawlers.

drive a cab.

build a treehouse.

give your car a psychedelic
paint job.

get in shape for the 1972
Olympics.

greet tourists at the airport.

take two and hit to right.

just hang around.

IS

THE WEATHERALL JACKET COMES AND GOES
IN 12 COLORS. DACRON & COTTON POPLIN.
TALON ZIFPER. ABOUT $13. HIGHER IN THE
WEST. AVAILABLE IN, BOYS' SIZES, TOO. FOR
RETAILERS, WRITEN.1.5,16 EAST 34TH STREET,
N.Y., N.Y. 10016. ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA.,



292. THE BEATLES, Hunter
Davies. Lives of the famous
singing group by a reporter
who knows them well; photos
by Ringo. (Pub. ed., $6.95)

335. SILENCE ON MONTE SOLE
Jack Olsen. True account

of Nazis’ three-day annihi-
lation of a small Italian
village. (Pub. edition, $6.95)

284. THE SEXUAL WILDERNESS
Vance Packard. Lively, best-
selling analysis of current
upheaval in sex and marriage.
(Publisher's edition, $6.95)

194. THE NEW YDRK TIMES
LARGE TYPE CODKBODK, Jean
Hewitt. Over 300 Times
recipes, printed one to a
page. (Pub. edition, $9.95)

318. TELL ME THAT YOU LDVE
ME, JUNIE MDON, Marjorie
Kellogg. Powerful novel of
three outcasts living together.
{Publisher’s edition, $4.95)

355. THE GODD LIFE, Doug-
lass Wallop. Acid comedy
of a successful business-
man who hires out as a
servant. (Pub. ed., §5.95)

e

251. THE VALACHI PAPERS
Peter Maas. Electrifying
crime document. Stories of
the Mafia as told by Joe
Valachi. (Pub. ed., $6.95)

210. COMPLETE STORIES AND
PDEMS OF EDGAR ALLAN POE
68 stories, 47 poems by the
master of suspense and fan-
tasy. (Pub. edition, $5.95)

251, IT HAPPENED IN BOSTON?
Russell H. Greenan. Novel

of an artist who finds a

way to summon God — face to
face. (Pub. edition. $5.95)

366. THE GEMERAL!, Pierre
Galante. Fascinating, infor-
mal hiography of Charles de
Gaulle, the man who is
France. {(Tub. edition, $5.95)

344. RICHER THAN ALL HIS
TRIBE, Nicholas Monsarrat
Action-lilled novel of an
emerging African nation
(Publisher’s edition, $6.95)

158. BETWEEN PARENT & CHILD
Dr. Haim G. Ginott. Psycho-
logist’s best-seller: how to
communicate with your
children, {Pub. edition, $4.95)

329. FORCE 1D FROM NAVA-
RONE, Alistair MacLean

New war-time novel from
author of The Guns of Nava-
rone. (Pub. edition, $4.95)

271. WHIPPLE'S CASTLE
Thomas Williams. Sweeping
novel of a colerful family

in New England of W. W_ 1L
(Publisher's edition, $6.95)

154. THE COMPLETE WORKS
OF WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
All 37 plays, 154 sonnets,
and two long poems.

2 volumes count as 1 choice.

226. THE BODY, Anthony
Smith. Lively account of
how the human body works;
unusual, little-known facts.
{Publisher’s edition, $9.95)

166. VANISHED, Fletcher
Knebel. Best-selling sus-
pense novel: three Washing-
ton officials suddenly dis-
appear. (Pub. edition, $5.95)

225. THE HURRICANE YEARS
Cameron Hawley. By author
of Executive Suile, new novel
about an executive’s heart
attack. (Pub. edition, $7.50)

323. ANTI-MEMDIRS, André
Malraux. One of this cen-
tury’s great intellectual
leaders writes of his work,
his life. (Pub. ed., $8.95)

262. AIRPORT, Arthur Hailey
Top best-selling novel by the
author of Hotel. Secrets of
modern airport woven into
tense drama. (Pub. ed., $5.95)

139. THE COLUMBIA-VIKING
DESK ENCYCLOPEDIA. 19¢8
edition includes 4,117 new
entries. 2 volumes count as

1 choice. (Pub. edition, §9.95)

358. SAVAGE SLEEP, Millen
Brand. Novel of a psychi-
atrist's battle against the
“"savage sleep’’ of psychosis.
(Publisher’s edition, $6.95)

152. THE RIGHT PEDPLE: A
Portrait of the American
Social Establishment, Stephen
Birmingham. Best-selling
analysis. (Pub. ed., $10.00)

117. THE ODUBLEDAY BOOK
OF INTERIOR DECDRATING
Albert Kornfeld. Colortful
guide to a more beautiful
home. {(Pub. edition, $11.95)

The Literary Guild’s
invitation to
readers of Playboy:

of these books
(regardless of their
retail cost)

ALL fors]

if you join the Guild now and agree
to accept only four selections or alternates
during the coming year

DESCRIBED BELOW ARE THE BOOKS
ILLUSTRATED ON CARD AT RIGHT
Include them, if you wish,
in your introductory choice. ..

153. THE STORY OF PAINTING, H. W.
Janson and Dora Jane Janson. Lavish,
complete history, with 139 reproduc-
tions. (Publisher’s edition, $15.00)

346. A WORLD OF PROFIT, Louis Au-
chincloss. New novel of wealthy,
declining family. (Pub. edition, $5.95)

297. THE RICH AND THE SUPER-RICH
Ferdinand Lundberg. Best-selling
economic exposé. (Pub. edition, $12.50)

26. THE ARMS OF KRUPP 1587-1968
William Manchester. The family who
armed Hitler. (Pub. edition. $12.50)

317. PRESERVE AND PROTECT, Allen
Drury. Best-selling novel of Amer-
ican politics. (Pub. edition, $6.95)

18. THE GREAT NOVELS OF ERNEST HEM-
INGWAY. The Sun Also Rises, For Whom
the Bell Tolls, A Farewell to Arms
{(Publishers® editions, $13.95)

NDTE: Guiid edilions are sometimes reduced in size,
but texts are full-length — not a word is cut!



o MaTTER WHERE you shop and compare the prices of new

books, you'll find the greatest values right at home —
through membership in the Literary Guild. Here's why:
P You start saving immediately. Only the Guild starts you
off with any four books (including brand-new best-sellers)
for only $1.00. And since multi-volume sets count as one
choice, you can actually receive five or more books for §1!
P You keep on saving. As a member, you save $2, $3 or even
more on the new best-sellers you want. In fact, the Guild
guarantees thal savings on books offered will average at
least 40% . Often you save 50% or more. And you need only
buy as few as four books in the coming year.
P You get advance news of books destined for the best-
seller lists. Every month, you receive the Literary Guild maga-
zine which brings you advance news of important new books.
And the ones you want are delivered to you al the same
time as the publishers’ editions go on sale in bookstores.
» A bonus-with-every-book plan. With every book you buy
— beginning with the very first — you may choose a valuable
bonus book for as little as $1.
p How does the Guild do it? First, the Guild obtains exclu-
sive book club rights to exciting new books. Then, fine edi-
tions are printed on the Guild's own high-speed presses in
large quantities and savings are passed directly to you.
» Send no money now. With so many outstanding new books
to choose from, there never was a better time to join the
Literary Guild. Just fill out and mail the postpaid card today.

LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA, Inc., Garden City, N. Y. 11530

345. THE MONEY GAME, "Adam
Smith’. Best-selling analysis
of why some win, others

lose, the Wall Street *“game.”"
(Publisher’s edition, $6.95)

228. MEMOIRS: Sixty Years

on the Firing Line, Arthur
Krock. Famed journalist re-
veals news stories never
before told. (Pub. ed., $10.00)

321, THE BEASTLY BEATI-
TUDES OF BALTHAZAR B

]J- P. Donleavy. New novel
from author of The Ginger
Man. (Pub. edition, $6.95)

124. THE FRENCH CHEF CODK-
BOOK, Julia Child. Complete
recipes from 119 of famous
cooking expert’s television
shows. (Pub. edition, $6.95)

2. HAMMOND CONTEMPORARY
WORLD ATLAS. 351 full-color
maps cover entire world.
Special section on U.S.
(Publisher’s edition, $9.95)

348. THE SEANCE, Isaac
Bashevis Singer. From the
author of The Manor, sto-
ries dealing with the super-
natural. (Pub. ed., $5.95)

N I

326. INSTANT REPLAY: The
Green Bay Diary of Jerry
Kramer. Edited by Dick

Schaap. Life of a football pro.

(Publisher’s edition, $5.95)

40. PROVIDENCE ISLAND
Calder Willingham. Power-
ful novel of love and sex;

3 people are stranded in a
shipwreck. (Pub. ed., $6.95)

161, THE ELECTRIC KOOL-
AID ACID TEST, Tom Wolfe
Best-selling re-creation of
how hippie cult started.
{Publisher’s edition, $5.95)

3. MOSBY'S MEMOIRS &
OTHER STORIES, Saul Bellow
Six short stories from two-
time National Book Award-
winner. (Pub. ed., $5.00)

27. THREE WAR NOVELS: The
Caine Mutiny, From Here to
Eternity, The Naked and The
Dead. 3 vols, count as 1
choice. (Pub. eds., $16.90)

600. A TREASURY OF GREAT
SCIENCE FICTION, edited by
Anthony Boucher. Selected
classics, 2 vols, count as

1 choice. (Pub. ed., $5.95)
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324. A SMALL TOWN IN GER-
MANY, John le Carré. Major
new novel: British agent has
72 hours to find a missing
diplomat. (Fub. ed., $6.95)

150. PORTNOY'S COMPLAINT
Philip Roth. From author of
When She Was Good, novel
of young man cbsessed with
sex. (Pub. edition, $5.95)

1.ARMY OF THE POTOMAC TRILDGY:
Mr. Lincoln's Army, Glory Road,
Stillness at Appomattox, Bruce
Catton, 3 vols. count as 1 choice.
{Publishers’ editions, $12.50)

319. THE LAST DAYS OF THE
LATE, GREAT STATE OF CALI-
FORNIA, Curt Genltry. Shat-
tering “‘report’” on huture
earthquake. (Pub. ed., $6.95)

390. TO FINO A MAN, S. J.
Wilson. Ironic comedy of er-
rors in novel of a young man
who helps an unwed, preg-
nant girl. (Pub, ed., $4.95)

403. NICHOLAS AND ALEXANDRA
An Intimate Account of the Last
of the Romanovs and the Fall

of the Russian Empire. Robert
K. Massie. (Pub. ed., $10.00)
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first love. T didn’t know Kids all over the
country used the same expressions.

r e José .\l:ll'li:l(i{ .
Credit-aollity

Bill Cosby's picce proves something
that I should have suspected. His style
as an entertainer is magnihicently adapt-
able 1o literary purposes. He is known
1o be a brilliant raconteur. Now it ap-
pears he s an cxu‘plima:ll writer.

Sheldon Leonard
1 l()[]"\\'i)ﬂt', Caltlornia

Leonard's many credits as a television
producer tnelude =1 Spy.” “The Dick
Van Dyke Show™ and *“The Andy Griffith
Show.” An intevorew with Cosby will ap-
pear in an upcoming issue of PLAYBOY.

That's what the Prince Gardner “Ejector™ Billfold is all about. Com-
plete with a neat little tab-flapped pocket for storing credit cords
and charge plates. Just a pull on the

ejector tab releases your credit-ability. Of .
course it alsa houses your currency, .
phatas, license, keys and more, in rich
Antiqgued Buffalo Calf and a number af
other luxurious leathers from $6.00.

CREATIVITY THEORY
Your symposium with 13 authors On
Cireatrinly (vravuoy, December) was an
articulate case study ol an imtriguing
phenomenon. The essenuial natwre of
creativity will probably remain unknown
—the question has puzzded  thinkers
since Pluwo—Dbut statements by men who
definitely have the spark arve always the
most interesting.
Peter Melville
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

o Creativity? Edmund Wilson explained

PBINCE GARDNER; much by entitling a collection ol essays

! The Shack of Recoenition. The Socratic

; Prince Gardner, St. Louis, Mo. A Division of SWANK, INC. question st “What is meant by oreativi-

1" We use words loosclv. We create
nothing. We only rediscover.

Lianguage is a collective kind ol a

The portable radio for people

creation but the aruculation ol thoughts
9 L lﬂ from a workd ol history. Graphic art is
WhOd llke tO have a tape reco el.. merelv another hinguage. The urge 1o-
wand creanvity is occasioned by the jov
Will your next portable radio tape up  anything. Anywhere. And you can implicit in the act isell. “An unhappy
to two hours of your favorite sounds? erase and record on the same tape childhood™ s no help. and no distine-
Or a business call report? over and over again. tion. We were all children. An SOven-
It will if it's Panasonic’s Royalalre. The Royalaire, Model RF-7270, long happy childhood is beiter. The

A superb Solid-State FM/AM portable comes complete with mike, ear- term “honehard selfishuess™ speaks more
radio plus cassette tape recorder that phone, two powerful antennas, 5 lor the speaker than the subject. Creatne
can travel wherever you do. Even in  Panasonic Hi-Top “D"-size batteries suceess depends again on what is mean
your car. With an optional bracket and a 6” oval Dynamic speaker. by success. To one it means sharing the
and adapter, the Royalaire not only / See it at any dealer we permit to carry jov ol the work. (Emilv Dickinson not-
hooks up to your dashboard but the Panasonic line. withstanding. 1 she didn’t want 1o share,
runs off your car's battery as well. / (CLICK) she'd have destroved her work and not
WiIith cassettes, your hands / This has been a recorded message. lelt o under the rug) Others are sim-
never touch tape. You can play ilarly impelled. Grandima Moses, [or ex-
pre-recorded music. Or tape b ample. Johm Lardner wold me that the
right from the radio. Or, with 3 List thing vou do is talk about love o
the mike, you canrecord | = B o - | vour work. Thinking for a minute, he
e added. “Theyre the same thing.” Maylhe

that says it all.
Walt Kelly
New York, New York
As comics fans Fnow well, Kelly s the
creator of Pogo. enstwhile Prestdential
candidate and swam pland philosopher.

. Gerry Giesler. the famed Los Angeles
PANAanIco ' Lawver, and I once decided that “imagi-
200 Park Avenue, New York 10017 I nation” s a successlul arial lawyer’s
For your nearest Panasonic dealer, call 800 243-0355. In Conn., B53-3600. We pay for the call,

greatest attribute. And imagination 1s



OFFICIAL A.M.A. RESULTS

TRACK | FIRST TRACK FIRST |
DAYTONA® RR | Rayborn INDIANAPOLIS* RR | Rayborn |
_RICHMOND® | FT [ Markel ~ PEORIA® TT | Markel
READING FT Markel SANTA FE ST Nix
LIVONIA FT B Rall SEDALIA" FT Nix
LOUISVILLE® FT | Markel SAN JOSE FT | Markel |
LOUDEN® RR | Rayborn "SALINAS FT | Lawwill
HEIDELBERG RR { Fulton " SACRAMENTO"* FT [
PORTLAND FT [N OKLAHOMA CITY* | FT | Nix
SANTA ROSA*® FT ASCOT PARK"® FT | Lawwill

"New record set for time trial. track record. and/or overall race average.
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ROBERTS “#7s 72 Hees” TAPE RECORDER

Model 1725-8L 11l —less than $360

Records and Plays Both Cartridges and Reels

He says: “'| can record B-track cartridges She says: *'l enjoy listening to my car
from reels, LP records, FM stereo or stereo with the cartridges my husband
mike. | also enjoy the ROBERTS as a makes, as well as playing them at home.
stereo tape recorder with all of its pro- It's a pleasure to choose our favorite
fessional features.” music and save money, too."”

The Prao Line

@ ROBERTS i

Los Angeles. Calf 90016

" - : [ ] L]
Now there’s a power zoom movie camera v t
that will really “take charge™ in every pos- lVl ar

sible situation. You can even

rechargethe batteries in thisamaz- th T k Ch g
ing new movie camera without e a' e ar e
even taking them out of the M C

camera. Vivitar is the world’s first OVIe amera
movie camera that operates on batteries or house-
hold current. No longer do vou have to
stop in the middle of a film because your
batteries have pone dead. Nor buy new,
fresh batteries every time you take
your movie cameri out of the
closet. And youcanreally “take
charge™ because you see more
in the giant viewlnder. The
Vivitar 84P with four to
one power zoom is under
S160. Other models
priced under $120.
Vivitar
movie cameras
Marketed in
U.S.A. by
Ponder8Best,
11201 W. Pico
Boulevard,

Los Angeles,
California 90064.

sibling to creativeness. I know exactly
from whence came any creative quali-
tics I might have: Not from split Y
chromosomes or an unhappy childhood.
As an only child. 1 had a too-happy
childhood with double-doting  parents,
I hid alone (or with my understanding
Irish setter) under the huge dining-room
table or in a special corner with mv
special find. the kingdom of books—
p.‘lrlicul;lrly a set ol The Bool: of Knowl-
edge. 1t didn’t tell, for example, the dis-
tance in standard miles to the moon or
the depth of a mine shalt. It showed—
with pictures—how manv boxcars. end
to end on a track. how many Statues ol
Liberty. atop one another. would be re-
quired to reach the distance. From high
school on up. I worked with similarly
personalized concrete examples, In his-
tory. I was personally there. at every
battle. In literawure, I lelt every sorrow as
my personal loss. When I came 1o the
bar. I brought such personalized “dem-
onstrating evidence™ to the rial court,
This system is now emuliated by virtually
every American trial lawver. But one can
see—in my volume of Modern Trials
(the modern trial fawver's primer). which
reduces abstract legal principles 1o con-
erere examples that a jury can understand
—a boy (with his dog) learning 1o per-
sonalize the wonderful world around him.

Melvin Belli

San Francisco, California

When dissatislaction with things as
they are clashes head on with @ violent
uwrge to improve them, an implosion oc-
curs within the man. Should imagination
and walent be lacking, nothing happens.
Il they are present. the implosion deto-
nates the mixture and the explosion
OCCUTS: Créalive sucCess.

Rirvmond Locwy
I"aris, France

PEACE
Pacifism in America (vi.avioy, Decem-
ber). by the late Norman Thomas. is a
convincing argument  that war and all
that goes with it should be stopped. It
scems that the vounger gencration, so
olten called rebellious, is trving 10 lind
peace—but with the exception ol a few
men like Thomas, who will be sorcly
missedd. the older generation is prevent-
ing them.
Charles J. Horvath
Glasshoro, New  Jersey

I would recommend Noi
Amervica as

If T could.
man  Thomas'
raquired reading in every history depart-
ment of every high school and college.
[t was an excellent picee, done in depth
by a most devoted and dedicated Ameri-
can. As one who is 1otally opposed to the
wan in Vietnam but who does not qualily
as a pacihist under Thomas™ desaription,
I never lailed 1o admire Thomas [or his

Pacifisin in



devotion to principle through a full and
rich lifetime. In his unwavering adher-
ence to his beliels, he set an example for
many people in public life.

Paul O Dwyer

New York, New York

O’Dwyer, a strong and ecarly support-

er of Senalor Eugene McCarthy’s Presi-
dential aspirations, was the surprise
Democratic nominee in last yeay’s New
York Senatovial vace. He was defeated
by Senator Jacob Jawits,

EROTIC ART
I wish to congratulate rravsoy for
making A Portjolio of Erotica (Decer
ber) available to the public. Too frequent-
lv. erotic subje Foan art been
suppressed. It has been my opinion for
1e years that this material is ol cogent
terest to the public and should be part
ol any art presentation when applicable.
James Harithas, Director
The Corcoran Gallery of At
Washingion, D. C.

I was very much interested in the
arks of Drs. Phyllis and Eberhard
sen that accompanied the erotic-
olio in your December issue. 1
agree completely with their defe ol
such art and their discussion ol its right
to a respecied place in ot history-—un-
like the Victorian critic John Ruskin.
who destroyed all the erotic drawings
that the great Turner entrusted 1o his
keeping. And 1 agree that releasing
crotic art to a wide audience can be
benehcial.

But T cannot agree with the sweeping
15 implied by this statement that the
nhausens made: “Our society badly

needs such a mindblowing  experience
[that is, seeing crotic art] if it is 1o
move out of the war-making sadomasoch-
ist bag and into a more life-afhrming er
IT they mean by this that releasing erotic
art 10 a wide audience is i any way
going 1o bring about a more peacelu!
world, then I think they are talking
nonsense. The acceptance by the world
of erotic art or of Iree sexual expression
will not solve any ol our basic social ills
c evil of wur-
ing. Erotic art—and the greater ac-
ceptance of  sexuality that its public
i and acceptance represents—is i
worthwhile contribution to our lives. But
it is by no mcans “mind-blowing”
amacea for all our social ills.
Isadore Rubin. Ph.D.
Editor, Sexology M
New York. New York
The Kronhausens did not say ervolic
art is a “panacea for all our social s
Dy. Rubin knows, of course. that a wide
segment of the socialsciences community
maintains that sexual suppression is a
primary causative factor in hostile. ag-
gressive and other antisocial behavtor
among individuals and entive societies.

Some people

~ don't agree that
we build the world’
best 52000 car...

You're not going to
elieve them,
are you?

- Bt

DATSUN/2

It costs just $1896°




One more thing

Toyota gives you

is 4-on-the-floor®
and bucket seats

Now they're standard in America’s lowest priced 2-door hardtop!

Grip the stick of a Toyota Corona. Power it through 4 synchromesh gears,
and then get a grip on yourself. Because 90 hp never felt so good!
0-t0-60 in 16 seconds! Tops 90 mph. And the Corona still delivers up to
25 miles and more per gallon! One more thing Toyota offers

(as optional equipment) is a fully automatic transmission.

And, you get two mirrors to admire your following in.

CORONA

o' ’

Get your hands on a Toyota...you'll nevar lat go!’

TOYOTA, Japan's No. 1 Automobile Manufacturer,
Parts and service coast to coast.

Toyota Motor Distributors, Inc., Main Office, 2055 Wast 190th St., Torrance, Calif. 90501/ Eastern Office, 231 Jot Ave,, N k. N.J.07108
Mid-Southern Toyota Ltd., 1640 North LaSalls St., Chicago, lil. 60614
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Frustrated fiction writer toiling at a

noncreative job in a large corpo-
ration  with stringent  expense-iccount
regulations  recemtly vented his fctive
spleen in the following memo to depart-
ment heads, and we'd like to pass the
horripilating  document on to vou as
income-tax time draws nigh:

“In view of the new attitude of the
Internal  Revenue Service, reimburse-
ments for entertainment expenses will
not be made from the firm unless the
following requirements are met:

“"When meals are involved.  please
submit menu with items ordered and
prices checked. IT menu is in a foreign
Linguage, vou must attach an English-
language copy signed by an interpreter
and certihied to by a notary public.
Under ‘miscellancous items.” a receipt
signed by the person receiving tip will be
required. For taxi expenses, furnish name
ol cab company. number and name of
cabdriver. Also. state the point of depar-
ture and the point of arrival and the
mileage between the two.

“"When home entertaimment is in-
volved. the total number of drinks, if
anv, and the total number of ounces ol
liquor, il any is used, must be shown,
separated by brands. Cost of  liquor
must be computed on a per-ounce basis,
and only the amount actually  used
should be carried on the expense
count. Where lood items are involved, a
fair estimate ol the leltovers must be
deducted [rom cost. When ‘laundry’ or
‘cleaning” are charged under ‘miscellane-
ous cntertainment items.” the amount
must be prormed 1o incude only the
portion ol dirt accumulated during the
cntertamment.

“Under ‘gilis” a signed receipt for
gilts must be obtained Irom cach recipi
ent. In the case of flowers sent 1o a pa-
tient in the hospital who dies belore the
receipt can be obtained, a simple nota-
rized statement rom the nuise in change,
giving the date, tme, type and number
of Howers received. will suthce. In the
case of mixed bouquets, the 1ype and
number ol cach flower must be shown.
Greenery need not be listed, as this is

ac-

usually Turnished free. If entertaining at
a mnight club where a photographer is
available, submit a photo of vour party,
preferably before the second round of
drinks, so that individuals will be
recogmnized.

“An original and two copies of all ex-
pense accounts lor reimbursement must
be submitted. The original must contain
all information. The first carbon copy
should show all amounts but no names.
The second copy should show all names
but no amounts. Your office copy, if vou
desive to keep one, should show neither
amounts nor names.”

-

Our coveted Press Agent of the Month
Award goes to the New York flack
who penned the [ollowing unlorget-
tible prose in a leuer 1o us pitching one
of his prized dients: “From college to
skid row to son of Kate—that comet is
Dustin Hoffman rocketing from instant
stardom  to sareen immortality. If vou
can’'t stand  heights, don’'t be  scared
awav, because the new god in the movie
heavens is just folks. Which is what
makes him every aditor’s perfect copv—
ultimate fame with urmost homevness!
A swinger unlike the hoy next
door! Or are we aking the words out
of vour mouth? You can catch Dustin
now, hlming United Avists’ Mudnight
Cowbay, the tender raw life slices of
james Leo Herlihy's book, on the streets
and in the penthouses of New York.
After that he poes on to be ‘son’ 1o
‘mom’  Katharvine  Hepburn in ook
Homewaid, Angel. But even il he never
makes another picture, Dustin’s aill-time
greatness is already enshrined in The
Graduate, unceasingly rising 1o surpass
the grosses of The Sound of Music and
Cone with the 1Wind as the all-time great-
est picture. And if you lrave done Dustin
once, twice or even three times, surcly
vou will want to do him again—the
most  unpretentiously  glivering  (that’s
what grabs you) now and Tuwure idol.
When would you like 1o pal up with
Dustin for a aackerjuck story?”

ney

[

An Essex. England. newspaper gave
the lollowing account of a New York
police raid: “Nude girls and middle-
aged businessmen dashed for doors and
windows as police raided a New York
house ollering “all-night entertainment,’
said a police spokesman today. There
were maked girls in the swimming pool
and naked girls running all over the
place. It was like a Roman orgy. Some
ol them were even eating grapes.” ™

Pot and Kettle Department: An A P.
dispatch from Fort Lauderdale reads:
“The city commission’s new ordinance
to ban obscenity in hooks, magazines
and records for those under 17 is so
specific in describing anatomical leatures
and acts that may not be portraved that
The Miami Hevald reported the defini-
tion unprintable.”

According to The New York Times,
an Ontario man had o give up on a
campaign he launched to help people
stop smoking. It seems that the pressures
and frustrations of the noble ¢ifort forced
him back on the weed.

We were about to bestow our Incen-
tive ol the Month Accolade on The
Nassau  Guardian for the evestopping
headline “TAX-FREE PLAN SET FOR VIR-
Gixns,” when further perusal revealed that
the plan in question was a scheme o de-
velop one ol the remote Virgin Islands
into a duwv-Iree resort.

The Knights of Columbus is offering
—presumably with a strarght face—free
reprints ol Pope Paul’s encvelical on birth
control. To order, just ask lor Pamphlet
TS-069.

Keen-eved Swedish customs men failed
to detect am alien recently spirited into
the country by persons unknown: a two-
and-a-hall-ton hippopotamus.

Lotushind: “The shortage ol scientists
and engineers in the Last is deamatized
by the tale ol one company that semt
a team of 15 men to Calilornia to lure

23
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away skilled personnel,” reports the New
York Daily News. “Net result of the
safari: 13 of the 15 delected, accepting
jobs in Calilornia.”

-

The record industry is setting its sights
on a new nurket—conning the rock
peneration into buving classical records,
According to the Richmond, Virginia,
Times-Dispaich, Columbia Records is
working up an ad campaign using such
copy as “Hector Berlioz took dope, and
his wips exploded into out-ofsight
sounds.” Promotional signs and buttons
will carry slogans such as GApRriELL
GROOVES, BRAHMS NOT BoMBS and CHARLES
IVES LIVES,

-

Comforting thought: According to fish
expert Dr. Shelton  Applegate, sharks
don’t really like to eat pcople. “Most
sharks take one bite out of a human, find
they don’t like it and spit it out,” he says.

Autention, House Un-American Activ-
ities Committee: American Indian Vine
Deloria, Jr., leading theologian among
the red-power advocates on the reser-
vations, has a slogan worth investigating:
“God Is Red.”

-

Unsettling sign of the times, as noted
in the London Times: “The guests at
the Scala theater last night [or a sale of
ballet costumes by Sotheby's were drip-
ping with pearls, swathed in chiflon,
furs and figured brocades. And that was
only some of the men.”

BOOKS

The first generation of Jewish enter-
tainers in America went on the stage;
the sccond went into literature. In Porr-
noy’s Complaint (Random Housc). Philip
Roth has belted out a book with the
exuberance and gusto of Lddie Cantor
singing  Whoopee. His  Jewish-mother
characterization, however, is not quite
the gentle sentimentalization that, say,
Al Jolson used to conjure up on bended
knee. Roth indicts the Jewish mother as
an  alllAmerican  castrater, slashing  a
trail of impotent husbands and sons, In
the form of a patient’s confessional, Al-
exander Portnoy, a 33-year-old true-blue
Jewish son and victim, tells his analyst
not only how it really was (a newspa-
person-thefloor New  Jersey  boyhood,
during which his only sense ol inde-
pendent sell came  through  masturba-
tion) but also how it still is: “Dr,
Spiclvogel. this is my lile, my only life,
and I'm living it in the middle of a
Jewish joke! T am the son in the Jewish
joke—only it ain’t no joke! Please,
who crippled uvs like this> Who made us
so morbid and hysierical and  weak?
Why are they screaming still, “Waich
out! Don't do it! Alex—no!" and why,
alone on my bed in New York, why

am T still hopelessly beating my meat?”
Portnoy desperately wants to bhe able
to let go. to say goodbye to Jewish Cal-
vinism, to be unabashedly bad: “Because
to be bad, Mother, that’s the real strug-
gle: to be bad—and enjoy it! That's what
makes men ol us bovs, Mother. ... LET'S
PUT TEHE ID BACK IN YID!" Portnoy
does manage 1o limp sexually through all
manner ol picturesque shiksa types: The
Pumpkin (“hard as a gourd on moral
principles™), The Pilgrim (“a supergoy:
114 pounds ol Republican refinement,
and the pertest pair ol nipples in all of
New England”) and The Monkey (a sex-
ual gymnast who makes it “scem as
though my life were tiking place in the
middle of a wet dream™). But when he
goes to the state ol Israel and tries 1o
make it fist with a voluptuous female
army heutenant and next with a *Jewish
Pumpkin,” Portnoy is no longer able to
achicve a state of erection at all. In his
return to the Jewish wrl of his first suc-
cesses, Philip Roth has succeeded in all
but capping—or athxing a yarmulke upon
—the Jewish-American fictional genre. In
short, he has produced a small master-
piece, a comic gem: playlully alive, yet
painfully relevant.
-

James Forman, long prominent in
SNCC as theoretician and activist, has
written his first book. It’s ncither a
program nor a polemic. Instead, Sammy
Younge, Jr.: The First Black College Student
to Die in the Black Liberati Mov t
(Grove) is a  remarkably controlled
documentary. On one level, it's about
the short, kinetic lile of a volatile, be-
guiling child ol the “sccure” Negro
middle class in Tuskegee, Alabama. A
Navy veteran and late-rising civil rights
activist, Younge was killed in 1966,
at the age of 21. by an elderly white
gas-station operator, ostensibly because
he wanted o use the white rest room.
Forman not only makes Younge a man
of ambiguitics and inconsistencies  as
well as courage but, in the process, dis-
tills the last decade of “the Movement.”
He shows us the split within the Negro
middle class between those who want to
remain “sale,” it decidedly limited in
power, and those of their children who
choose 1o be collectively black, tran-
scending class. Also evident is the con-
viction that nonviolence has become
obsolescent—Dboth  as idcology and as
an  absolute tactic. (The killer of
Younge was casually acquitted by an
all-white jury.) As Forman points out,
Sammy Younge's lile, seen in isolation,
may appear ol limited significance. But
Forman has connected that life 1o what
he terms the “accelerating generation, a
generation of black people determined
that they will survive.” The book is an
aflectionate but unsentimental porrrait
of a young man growing, a crisp socio-
logical exploration ol a community, a
plumbing of the currents ol the civil

rights and post—civil rights movement—
and an affirmation ol black survival.
-

America the Raped (Simon & Schus
ter). by Gene Marine, is yet another
account of the desecration of the na-
tion’s mitural resources under the guise
of progress. Marine covers all the famil
iar depredations: the pollution of air and
water by industrial waste; the hacking
down ol forest preserves [or lumber and
wood pulp: the killing off of wildlile by
pesticides; the ravages of strip mining:
the erosion of shore lines by indiscrimi-
nate dredging. We are, he says, in a
terrible ecological fix, and he contends
that numerous projects on Governmental
drawing boards will create so much ad-
ditional havoc that man’s very exisience
is threatened. This gloomy [orecast is
not new, and may, indeed, come true.
But it has never belore been so thor-
oughly—and frighteningly—marshaled in
one place, or with such bitter passion.
What weakens Marine's case is precisely
that passion. however: LEvery dam is
cither a giant boondoggle or another ex-
ample ol an “idiotic engineering men-
tality.” Attempts 1o desalinate water are
a “ridiculous . . . mineral-depriving . . .
approach to a problem we don't even
know whether we have.” The search [or
a new jetport in the New York area is
unnecessary because projected figures o
massive increases in air traflic are sus-
pect. Etc. While Marine's goal of an end
to our stupidity toward nature is laud-
able. his unwillingness to concede even
a smidgen of integrity to any of his engi-
neering villains dilutes the reader’s in-
dignation with doubt. There is still room
for a more objective, cooler approach to
the complex question of how modern
man with all his needs can live in his
environment. But there is no denying
the lorcefulness and zcal—and the good
writing—in this catalog of dungerous and
irreversible depredation.

-

Even when those in rebellion insist on
not having leaders, individuals cmerge
to become the message ol the media. At
Columbia last spring, for instance, the
press had a heyday with Mark Rudd,
Similarly, what most vividly emerged
from the seminars in street fighting by
French students last May and June was
the “image” of Daniel Cohn-Bendit, the
“cherubic Danton.” One elfect of this
transcendence ol charisma over concepn
is that the “stars” finally get listened to.
Rudd has become familiar on the lec
ture circuit and Cohn-Bendit is now
the author ol Obsolete Communism: The
Left-Wing Alternative (McGraw-Hill). Ad
mittedly intended as a “propaganda
pamphlet”™ (the author's proceeds  for
which may be "used for the next round
of Molotov cocktails™). the book is
nonetheless of value on scveral counts.
Jt makes clear a view of the world
shared by a rising number of the young




Protect yourself,
she’s on maneuvers!

Mennen Pushbutton Deodorant keeps a guy cool
in action—even with a gal like Miss Mennen!
Spray for spray, Mennen delivers more of the

protective ingredient than the leading aerosol
deodorant. When you need a more effective
deodorant, make it Mennen Pushbutton Deodorant,

MENNEN PUSHBUTTON DEODORANT
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Beat Stateside prices!

Since 1916 the Nemet organization has been meeting the needs
of Americans throughout the world. For U.S. servicemen now
overseas, working with Nemet means Total Service and Total
Security — your car is where you want it, when you want it,
serviced and ready to go.

Over 50,000 trouble-free deliveries to Americans throughout
the world! Just ask your buddy — the odds are that either he
or someone he knows has purchased a car through Nemet

Nemet Auto International, 153-03 Hillside Avenue
Jamaica, New York 11432 (near J.F.K. International Airport)
World's Largest Distributor of European Cars at Faclory Prices

T T T T

Nemet Auto International PB21 Nemet Auto International PB21
153-03 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, N.Y. 11432 153-03 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, N.Y, 11432
Please send me a FREE copy of your 60 Please send me a FREE copy of your 60
page Master catalog. | am interested in: page Master catalog. | am interested in:

B LI

Auto International and saved up to 309 over U.S. prices.

Your confidence is rewarded since Nemet protects your order
and your money — we've been doing it for over 52 years so
that you know we are no johnny-come-lately. But remember,
you are only eligible if you order while outside the U.S. Write
or mail a coupon today to Nemet Auto International for your
FREE 60 page Master Catalog, giving all the facts about buy-
ing a European car at factory prices.

Nemet Auto International -
153-03 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, N.Y. 11432
Please send me a FREE copy of your 60
page Master catalog. | am interested in:

Nemet Auto International

PB21 :
153-03 Hillside pve., Jamaica, N.Y. 11432

Please send me a FREE copy of your €0
page Master catalog. 1 am interested in:
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'69 Cougar

As an American serviceman serving overseas you are entitled to a full military discount
on the purchase of any of the 83 models of 1969 Ford-built cars. [ You can enjoy great savings
on the likes of the big Ford, Fairlane/ Torino, the Mercury Marquis or Montego.
For the sports car enthusiast there’s the snarling Cougar, the Mustang Mach | or the Cobra. [] And that's
not all. The luxury lineup includes Thunderbird and Continental Mark lil.
For the family man where practicality is the keyword, there’s a large choice of Ford-built station
wagons. [ The Authorized Exchange Representative at your Base Exchange will give you the complete
rundown on ali models and options. Once you decide which car and equipment you want,

he'll quote you a price with no hidden figures and one that includes your full military discount. He'll also make
all the necessary arrangements for the fastest delivery possible. .. either overseas, or if you are rotating home,
in the U.S.A. [J You can make your purchase of a '69 from Ford in complete

confidence because the deal you make is guaranteed in writing by the ’Dﬁ‘
Ford Motor Company. [J Talk to your Ford representative at the PX today. FO RD Q"d




For people
who are not ashamed
of having brains.

Here is the most superb home
library ever assembled—
Great Books

It may not be popular to admir ir,
but all people aren’t creared equal.
And the longer they live (and learn),
the less equal they ger.

You were probably born with a
bigger share of intelligence than most
of your fellow men . . . and raughr
how to use it. And you appreciate the
difference. You aren’t ashamed of
having brains. You enjoy using chem.

That’s why Great Books belong in
vour home. These are the writings of
Plato, Homer, Cervantes, Tolstoy,
Freud, Rabelais, Shakespeare, and
many more. They contain just abour
every important thought of Western
Man for the past 3,000 years' A set
of 54 beautifully bound volumes con-
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taining 443 masterpieces by 74 of
history’s greatest geniuses.

The $1,000,000 Syntopicon
Included with Great Books (and
avaulable only with Grear Books) 1s a
unique reference work called the Syn-
topicon. An amazing index thar
required 8 years and cost more than
$1,000,000 just to write.

Unlike a dicrionary thar indexes
words, or an encyclopaedia which in-
dexes facts, the Syntopicon indexes
ideas—every one of the thousands of
topics and subtopics within the Great
Bn(:ks.

In minutes, the Syntopicon enables
you to look up any idea in the Great
Books and find what each of the grear
thinkers thought abour ir.

Also available with Great Books
are the handsome 10-volume reading
plans. And you may also get a re-

Sfill out and mail
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markable 10-volume set called Gate-
way to the Grear Books.

Cerrainly, the Great Books belong
in the home of every thinking person.
May we suggest thar you send for
more facts today?

Send for this FREE Booklet

To learn more, just -

the attached card to
Great Books, 425
N. Michigan Aze.,
Depie. 3330,
Chicago, Illinoss
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throughout the West. In essence, nearly
all present society is seen as proloundly
undemocratic. As Colm-Bendit puts it:
“Communists, and also Trotskyists,
Maoists and the rest. no less than the
Capitalist State. all look upon the prole-
tariat as a mass that needs 1o be dirvected
from above.” The solution? Savs Danny:
There must. of course, he a revolution,
but one among whose ends would he
workers taking direaion of enterprises
in which they work and the abolition of
such distinctions as those between man-
ual and intellectual labor. This revolu-
tion. however, can be achieved only
without cadres of leadership and with-
out a party. because, otherwise, new
layers of bureaucracy would replace the
old. Cohn-Bendit’s book is more than an
exposition of these desiderata. Tn largest
part. it is a quite affecting analvsis of
the forces and events that led to the
French  student /worker  whirlwind ol
AMay—June 1968, The French Commumist
Party and French trade-union leadership
are dissected without anesthesia. Cohn-
Bendit is neither frivolous nor fraudu-
lent. He is committed to helping create
a radically humane socicty and believes
that “il a revolution is to succeed. no
form of organization whatever must be
allowed to dam its spontancous flow. Tt
must evolve its own [orms and struc-
tures.” The hasic weakness ol his precept
is that spontaneity without direction can
lead 1o highs that are only tansient—
such as those ol last spring in France.

Time Inc., the Intimate History of o Pub-
lishing Enterprise (Atheneum) lives up to
the adjective m ats title, not only for its
detaaled array ol facts but also for the
unique glimpse it oflas into the Time
Inc. mentality. The book—which covers
the vears 1925-1941, with a second vol-
ume due later—was begun 14 years ago
on the orders of Henry R, Luce. Author
Robere T. Elson, veteran Time Inc. edi-
torial hand, had the benelit of research
assembled from hundreds of interviews
and a key o the corporation archives.
Luce himsell ordered that the material
be used with total frankness. The result
is sometimes  schizophrenic.  Reiterated
is the [amiliar Horatio Alger story ol a
company’s birth and growth, from the
day Time was only a gleam in the eye of
Yale classmates Luce and Briton Had-
den to the Time-Life-Fortune eminence
at the outhreak of World War Two. (A
S50 investment in the company in 1922
is today worth $74461.) As the book
marches through events and over dimly
remembered people. it reveals the char-
acteristics that have made Time Inc
both so successful and so controversial.
There is. lor instance, the humorless
corporate egotism. nicely illustrated by
the fact that when "“Time, Inc”™ was
legally changed 1o "Time Inc.,” a com-
ma wis cut out of a rubber stamp and
placed in the archives. Excerpts from

interolhice memos (exccutives olten wrote
80-page memos 1o one another) frequent-
Iv show the magazines” characteristic com-
bination of naivet¢ and arrogance. There
is much discussion in the book of criti-
cisms of Time Inc.'s objectivity: vet the
author somehow manages to find that the
reportage was reallv objective, after all.
There is no hesitancy in telling about the
many lapses ol taste, accuracy and sen-
sitivity in dealing with people: vet. just
as the magazines themselves olien wiggled
out ol these situations with witty replies
to criticism. so this book often weats the
lapses as high spirits. The cast of char-
acters [rom these early vears is rather
shadowy: pcrh.'lps the second  volume,
dealing with men and events closer to
our time, will hive more immediacy and
impact. But by then, ol course, Time
Inc’s archives will be readv 10 disgorge
a third volume. As Wolcott Gibbs said in
the tag line ol his now-classic New Yorker
profile of Henry Luce: "Where it will all
end, knows God.”

MOVIES

The Sea Gull as cinema is a mixed bag
—Drilliant in parts but rather stagy and
lethargic on the whole. Produced and
directed by Sidney Lumer, the film was

made in Sweden from an  eloguent
translation by Moura Budberg, with

English, French and American actors im-
personating Chekhov's turn-of-the-century
Russians. The overlupping misery ol
Chekhov's characters is orchestrated, as
always, to accommodate virtuoso plavers,
and several prove more than equal to the
challenge. David Warner's suicidal poet,
Konstantin. and the sad. avuncular Sorin
ol Harry Andrews are perfect i their
Old Vic manner. Vanessa Redgrave, as
the unhappy Nina, a landowner's daugh-
ter and would-be acwress whose ruination
is symbolized by the slain sea bird, gives
the kind ol perlormance that sends crit-
ics rummaging through their store ol
adjectives 10 find synonyms for “incan-
descent™ Vanessa's eyes are pools ol
pain, where nigh-impossible dreams flare
up and flicker out as swiltly as comets.
James Mason matches her with his sensi-
tive portrait ol the author Trigorin,
olten wrongly played as a villainous se-
ducer., whereas. in fact. he is only a typical
writing chap—wecary, sell-absorbed and
susceptible 1o fattery. The one lalse—
but crucially false—note in this thor-
oughbred company is the Madam Arka-
dina of Simone Signoret. A superlative
actress on most occasions, Signoret plays
Konstanun’s vain actress mother in stum-
bling English; and her Frenchelried de-
tachment seems all wrong for the style
of the production, which is Moscow a
langlarse. Lumet avoids any other seri-
ous innovations in his approach 1o a
classic that has a somewhat corny. senti-
mentalized plot. compared with the later
plays of Chckhov. Lverything a camera

can do to establish mood is done beau
tilully—dappled  yellow  sunlight  and
evening mist summon up fond remem
brance of “this sweet country boredom”
that is quintessentially Chekhovian—and
the plav's soliloquies. its lengthy passages
of scll-revelation, its tangled webh ol
love-hate relationships are often dramarn-
cally rich, however slow they may seem
cinematicallv. But Lumet lalls down bad-
ly toward the end when he uses the
suicide ol Konstantin as just another ex-
cuse to fade out on the hideously rouged
Liace of Signoret, who looks. lor the big
moment, like a female impersonator.

Condy meets a film [ate even worse
than that meted out to Barbarella (sce
Playboy After Hours. rraveov, Decem-
ber  1968).  Christian  Marquand.  the
French actor turned divector, brings to
the movie the benefit of his performing
experience in loreign-made skin Mlicks,
but neither he nor scenarist Buck Henry
(co-author of The Graduate scenario)
adds any luster 1o the Terny Southern—
Mason Hollenberg spool ol sex in these
United States. Ewa Aulin. a delectable
nvmphet from Scandinavia, whispers the
title role. softly exclaiming over all the
gamy surprises that come her way. but has
to work hard to gencrate the kind of
dangerous innocence that’s bred in the
bones of. say. Tuesday Weld. As revised
by scripter Hemry and played by Ewa.
Candy's only clearly definable trait is
her bra size. She is simply a sex object,
moving {rom lund to hand (which is 1o
say, groin to groin) without any appar-
ent purpose except to demolish what-
ever cinematic taboos remain in working
order. But even amnal eroticism has its
limits as entertainment, and the scenes
added 1o Candy for laughs include a
humorless cpisode in which a  dressy
first-night audience gathers in a surgical
theater  (get  itz) while Dr. Krankeit
(James Coburn) performs a gory brain
operation on Candy's daddy (John As
tin), at the end of which the walls. the
floor, the patient and the hospital per-
sonnel are drenched in bright-red blood.
Fivst and [unniest of the heroine's assail-
ants is Richard Burton as a raving,
lecherous, mystic poet around whom the
high winds of destiny continuously blow.,
indoors and out. Marlon Brindo. John
Huston. Charles Azmavour. Ringo Starr
(and  Walter Matthau as a militarist
maniac cribbed by Hemy from Dr.
Strangelove) ave less fortunate in their
lines, most of which sound like satire
aimed ar an audience of slow-witted mo-
vons. Admittedly. it could have heen
worse, but this contrived  pastiche ol
horny cameos is little more than a bad
—and wasteless—ijoke.

Occasionally a4 modest  exploitation
movie with a puny budget and no par
ticular claim  to originaluy turns out
surprisingly well. Tuke Killers Three, an
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Youd take
adozen shots
to get this picture

WithYashica's
Electro 35,
one’s enough

Cover photographer Charles Varon
made only one exposure for this pic-
ture. Without flash. He used a Yashica
Electro 35. Ordinarily, he would have
“insured” himself with a dozen or more
shots. But he knows the radically dif-
ferent electronic shutter of the Electro
35 automatically selects the precise ex-
posure in a range of 1/500th through
30 full seconds.

He also knows the camera will
take hard knocks, since its unique
solid state computer is cased in epoxy.
Get the picture?

With Yashinon f/1.7 lens, under
$115 plus case.
Complete kit,
under $220.

YASHICA INC., 50-17 QUEENS BLVD.,
WO0O0SIDE, NEW YORK 11377 DPT. G

YASHICA

American-International quickie starring
Robert Walker, Diane Varsi and. of all
people, Dick Clark, TV's perennial host
to teenagers. Clark, who produced the
film, also scll-effacingly plays a quiet
misfit rather similar to the Michael J.
Pollird character in Bonnie and Clyde;
Killers, in fact, is a [rank imitation of
that Iigh-grossing hit, replete with bat-
tered old cars ripping along dirt roads
to the accompaniment ol a twanging
banjo. A singing narrator who sup-
plies continuity in the form of country-
and-western ballads  seems  superfiuous,
though, because the movie, directed by
Bruce Kessler, speaks for iwsell, often
quite cloquently. Walker, as a poor boy
who returns rom World War Two and
decides a life of crime ought to pay
better than what he makes running booze
for a moonshiner, is an appealing under-
dog-hero: and Diane, as his stubborn
little wife. may be even better—a [ar cry
from Faye Dunaway. but closely attuned
to a drab social landscape where girls
are horn 10 breed belore they get old
enough 1o begin dreaming. A slightly
primitive, secondhand script never en-
tirelv saps the strength of the piclure’s
visual authenticity—the sum total of
slanty porches, pecling paint, glimpses
of backwoods social lile and a host of
grand American-gothic prohiles recruited
around the Piedmont region in North
Carolina.

The late Bert Lahr wanders across an
empty stage with a seltzer boule, puts it
down, glances ruelully behind him and
walks off. A simple bit ol business—built
around i tool of the baggy-pants comedi-
an’s trade—it symbolizes the end ol an
era and also writes finis 1o The Night They
Raided Minsky's, a rich, bawdy. ddlight-
ful comedy about the decline and fall of
burlesque. According to the sketchy sce-
nario, based on a book by Rowland Bun-
ber, the deadly weapon that finally killed
off the comics was the G string. Minsky's
makes that murder a capitally funny
offense by dispensing with plot to con-
centrate on the sleazy texture and smoky:-
blue color of a period when unabashed
vulgarity was a cardinal virtue of Ameri-
can life. Oh, there’s a story ol sorts,
dealing with a team of burleycue clowns
(Jason Robards and Britain’s Norman
Wisdom) and their passion for a run-
away Amish miss (Britt Fkland) who
vearns to dance out Bible stovies on the
stage, despite the objections of her fire-
breathing Liwther (Harry Andrews). Even
the Minskys, pére and fils (Joseph Wise-
man and  Elliott  Gould), have their
doubts about that ambiton—but they're
quickly dispelled during Britt’s dimactic
rerpsichorean strip, which sets cops and
customers whistling all the way to what
old-timers used 1o call a sock finale.
Abetted by film editing that gives the
movie just the right choppy rhythmn,
divector William Friedkin achieves more

authentic backstage atmosphere in a
minute and a hall than vou will find in
the collected works of Gypsy Rose Lee.
The hooting, scratching, red-nosed cus-
tomers at the paying end of the runway
are as much a part of the spectacle as the
beely chorines who know just how far a
girl can go with a couple of sequins and
a tassel. The show's over-all design s
superbly tacky. and cinematographer An-
drew Laszlo has a droll trick of conjur-
ing up period color from old newsrecl
clips. A slice ol impure Americana,
served up with tender loving care.

“You have entered a metatheater,” de-
clares Anthonv Quinn, as a mad, multi-
millionaire recluse who uses his Greek
island retreat 1o stage psvchodramas in
dead emmest. “ItUs like being hallwav
through some [antastic book.” says Mi-
chael Caine. as Quinn’s guest or victim,
a mystified English schoolmaster who un-
expectedly finds himsell the star of the
show. Trouble is. The Mogus in movic
form seldom gets even halfway into the
complex phantasmagorical book by John
Fowles, whose adaptation ol his own best
seller wallows in amlnguities and retains
little of the novel's terror, perception or
narrative [orce. Perhaps this was the best
way to distill hundreds of pages of densc
first-person prose, steeped in the sensibil-
ity of a hedonistic, sexually vagrant hero
who learns to live and love again under
the spell of the magus, or magician. If
s0, the novel stubbornly resists transla-
tion. Since the old spellbinder of the
title calls himsell Conchis (“conscious™r).
the claborate fantasies he  arringes—
pcnplcd by brutes. Greek goddesses, satvrs
and Candice Bergen as the ghost of a
long-lost love—miglt reasonably be in-
terpreted as a svinbolic summary of the
psvchoanalyvtic process. Then again, they
might not. In the movie version, one
interpretation seems as good as another,
since director Guy Green guides his cast
from scene to scene like a permissive
host at a Happening. searching in viun
for a coherent style. Quinn's perform-
ance has llashes ol insight that sugzest he
may have read the book: and Anna Kari-
ma. very vixenish in her American film
debut as a discarded mistress, makes
promiscuity a poignant charaaer it
but Caine is sorrilv miscast. His celebrat-
ed Harry Palmer cool amounts to a case
of owtright sabotage against Fowles™ pro-
foundly troubled hero.

It might be wise to prohibit movie
makers over a certain age lrom poking
fun at hippies. hallucinogens and related
phenomena. Skidoo, Otto Preminge
comedy since The Moon Is Blue, more or
less proves the point. Jackie Gleason,
Carol Channing, Mickey Rooney, George
Ralt, Peter Lawlord. Frankie Avalon and
Groucho Marx are among the cast mem
bers who bravely wury to find something
droll in a story about the mutual

.
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CANADIAN WHISKY—A BLEND OF SELECTED WHISKIES. SIX YEARS DLD. 86.8 FROOF. SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CD.. NY.C.

A popular American expression meaning
the Smooth Canadian.

Seagram’s V.O.Canadian. Known by the company it keeps.
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revisited

Peek through the keyhole of the past
and share the lusty humor of MORE
PLAYBOY'S RIBALD CLASSICS. Enjoy the
escapades of knights and noblemen,
kings, czars and holy men as they pur-
sue and persuade the desirable damsels
of another age. An all-new collection
of rollicking adventures and misadventures, these amorous anec-
dotes are taken from the timeless tales of Dumas, Casanova, Balzac,
Boccaccio and 32 other masters of the droll and uninhibited, and
retold in the modern manner for the delight of urbane readers
everywhere, just as they are each month in PLAYBOY's lively and
popular monthly feature. llustrated with woodcuts by Robert Dance.
Treat yourself to 192 pages of good, old-fashioned fun made new
with MORE PLAYBOY'S RIBAID CLASSICS, BB12201, softcover, 95c.
Available at your bookdealer or send check or money order to
Playboy Press, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
lll. 60611.

antipathy between flower people and a
gung ol old-guard mobsters held over
from the Thirties. The thread ol plot is
just strong enough to hang the man who
wrote it {(Doran William Cannon): A
mobster named God (Groucho) orders a
retired hood (Gleason) to inhiltrate a pen-
itentiary and silence a squealer (Rooney).
Gleason adds LSD to the prison menu.
turning evervone on. Meanwhile, Glea
son’s daughier (Alexandra Havy is held
captive on God’s vacht until her hippic
beau (John Phillip Law) climbs aboard
only 1o be sexually assaulied by God's
svelte black mistress (Luna). The lower
folk ultimately sail 1o the rescue in a floil-
i ol speedboats Ted by Gleason's loval
missus (Channing). who, lor reasons never
nude clear. is wearing o Revolutionary
War costume and singing the nitle song.
Skidoo’s hbonus is a cinematic LSD tip (al-
most an obligatory scene nowadays) that
is both square and charming. There e
visions ol a nude fooball game and an
cerie baller perlormed by garbage cans 10
the accompaniment ol a song (written
and sung by Nilsson. who also plays a bit
role) praising the ineffable loveliness of
garbage. The opening moments ol the
film (2 briel but effective satire on the
visual chewing zum that’s telecast on
the boob tube) are superh. as are the clos:
ing aedits (sung. right down to the copy-
right line, by the ubiquitous Nilsson).
But the mtervening material leaves a
Fant suggestion of acid indigestion.
The current dramatic fashionability of
Lesbianism may help explain why The
Killing of Sister George Caught the eve ol
producer-director  Robert  Aldrich. best
known as the purveyor of such bizure
items as Whateoer Happened 1o Baby
Jane? Aldrich rarelv resorts to subtlety
where a histrionic wallop will do: but
his broad. garish style is no handicap in
bringing out the beastliness and  the
hitchery of Frank Marcus” Broadway and
London stage hit. On film, Sister George
gains new breadth and vahlidiy from the
customary “opening up” ol the play;
several quizzical male chavacters are in
troduced around town, along with doz
ens of reallife dvkes in one of their
lavorite London haunts, the Gareways
Bar. Portraved by Briiin's Beryl Reid,
in a repeat ol her stage triumph. George
is a beloved TV personality consumed by
her public image as a folksy old visiting
nurse—nun. Privately. George smokes ci-
gars and plays sadistic games with her
paramour (Susannah York, chewing up
cigar butts and scenery as though tomor-
row may never come). an aging child
bride whose future prospects look dim
until a lady executive (Coral Browne,
brittle as glass) wrrives from the BBC 1o
announce  Sister  George's  forthcoming
dvamatic  demise—a  head-on  collision
with a lorry. What George must ulti-
mately face is alienation ol affections.
loneliness and a distastelul assignment in
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Twice the tire—
twice the mileage.

Built with polyester and fiberglass.

It's like getting two tires in one. Twice what you'd get from a regular-
Built with a polyester cord body. ply wide tire.
Strong. Resilient. And it's a Firestone Super Sports |

Reinforced with two fiberglass belts.  Wide Oval. The design that changed |
They circle the tire. Keep the tread the shape of tires for good.
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SOUFFLE (I}rde ’mam“

wovMy v,
Mell 3 T of butter, Add 3 T of flour, blend-
ing thoroughly. Gradually stir in 3} cup of
hot milk. Add % cup of sugar and con-
tinue stirring until sauce is thickened and
smooth. Remove the pan from the fire. Beat
4 egg yolks until light and lemon-colored
and odd to the cream sauce. Allow it to
cool for o few minutes and then add Y cup
of Grand Marnier. Beat 5 egg whites until
stiff but not dry and fold them in gently.
Pour the mixture into a buttered soufflé
dish which has been sprinkled with sugar.
Bake in o 375 degree oven for about 30
minutes or until the soufflé is light, puffy
ond delicately browned. Serve ot once with
Grand Marnier sauce,

For a delightful sauce, steep crushed
strawberries in Grand Marnier. n

For delightful cocktoil and
gourmet recipes, write for
our free booklet, The com-
plete home entertainment
cook book, The Spirit
of Grand Cuisine by
Saul Krieg, published
by Macmillan, now at
your bookstore,

PROOUCT OF FRANCE / MADE WITH FINE COGNAC
BRANOY / 80 PROOF s CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD.
DEPT. P3, 730 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10019

a new kiddie show, mooing the part of
“a flawed, credible cow.” All of which
might be uniquely depressing,  except
that Beryl spews author Marcus' pearls
of invective with such relish that George
becomes a precious old twit—lewd :nd
vulgar, vulnerable and brave, and easily
the most astonishing monster to brighten
up a movie screen in yews. Belore the
film’s touching climax. embattled prudes
and even rabid heterosexuals are apt to
suffer shortness ol breath during an
crotic sequence (Coral with Susannah)
that is as oral. tactile and explicit as any
man-with-a-maid encounter ever unveiled
in a major movie.
.

Remember The Informer? The 1035
film based on Liam O'Fluherty's novel
about the Irish Rebellion won a basket-
ful of Oscars lor its screenplay and scor-
ing. for John Ford's masterful dircction
and for the acting of Vicor McLaglen,
brilliantly cast as a boozer hunted down
by rebels alter taking a bribe 1o betray
one of his comrades. Well, Jules Dassin,
that Never on Sunday man, got the idea
of remaking The Informer against the
background of racial unrest in Cleve-
land in 1968. His odd inspiration is
called up Tight, and the updated title
itsell. conveys a whiff of opportunism.
Tank Williams is the name given to a
blubbering Negro alcobolic (Julian May-
field, a dusky [facsimile of McLaglen,
or close enough) who is presumably so
upset about Martin Luther King's death
that he declines to go out rioting and
stealing guns with his Panther-sivle soul
brothers. Hard up for bread, he subse-
quently cops a S1000 reward for divulg-
ing one fugitive pal’s whercabouts o a
police tipster (the tipster is also black,
but a raging homosexual, which appears
to be Dassin’s final judgment of non-
militants). Though Up Tight was filmed
on location in Cleveland, the tracking
down of T:nk reveals next 1o nothing
about the city or irs inhabitants, and
generates minimal suspense, largely be-
cause  director Dassin dotes on  self-
conscious stylistic Hourishes, compounded
by a tendency never to get on with his
story when he can stop to milk it for
social significance.  Agitprop overstate-
ment s the rule. With such actors as
Raymond St. Jacques, Frank Silvera and
Ruby Dee (co-adapter, with Dassin and
Mavhield) at his disposal, and with the
slow-moving U.S. movie establishment
smugly behind him, Dassin has managed
to make a strikingly irrelevant drama
about black America.

RECORDINGS

Otis Redding's tenth LP, In Person at
the Whiskey A Go-Go (Atco; also avail-
able on sterco tape), is a well-recorded
facsimile of a searing soul session. but
we wonder il the side would have been
released il Otis were yet living. There is

only onc new song (I'm Depending on
You). the audience sounds scanty and
Otis” backup group has trouble with the
torrid pace he sets on Satisfaction. Otis
himsell is up to par, working like a man
possessed as he socks home several of his
lesser-known ballads (Pain in My Heart,
Just One More Day, Any Ole Way) and
injects new soul into James Brown's
ever-dynamic Papa’s Gol a Brand New
Bag.
-

Funky But! (Brunswick; also available
on stereo tape), by The Young-Holt
Unlimited, really has no buts about it
It's a fine batch of funk cooked up by
those graduates of Ramsey Lewis Tech,
bassist Eldee Young (who doubles de-
lightlully on amplified ccllo) and drum-
mer Red Holt, with the aid of pianist
Ken Chaney. They take a couple of
Paul McCartney-John Lennon  ditties,
add a soupgon of standards, spice it up
with a handful of originals and come up
with a tastefully delivered recipe for
SuCcess.

-

Frank Sinatra's latest LP, Cycles (Re-
prise: also available on  sterco tape),
proffers a mixed bag ol goodies as the
Chairman of the Board continues to get
more eclectic in his choice ol material.
The nuances ol Nashville pervade a
good deal ol the session—with FLiltle
Green Apples, By the Time I Get lo
Phoenix, Moody River and Gentle on
My Mind proving that city boy Sinatra
knows full well where the curremt ac
tion's at. Musical major-dome Don Costa
has supplied artful arrangements  and
The Man has done the rest.

-

Harvey Mandel's Cristo Redentor (Phil-
ips: also available on sterco tape) is a
topflight package of instrumental rock.
Mandel, a polished and melodic guitarist,
allows strings and voices 1o dominate the
title wine (introduced some seasons ago
by Donald Byrd). then whips off a hus
tling, olten lyrical set that neatly fuses
country and western with rhythm and
blues. While Mandel gets ine contribu-
tions from his sidemen—notably Charlie
Musselwhite on  harmonica and  Pete
Drake on steel guitar—a few good horn
solos would have helped immeasurably.

.

Mokeba! (Reprise; also available on
sterco tape) is wholly  Afvican in its
content and a mnvelous statement of
the fresh, strong winds ol [recdom and
independence blowing across the “Dark”
Continent.  Miss Makeba's voice is so
filled with passion and compassion that
the language barrier scems arrelevant.
She says it all with her soul.

.

The Harold Land Quintet's efforts on
The Peace-Maker (Cadet; also avalable on
stereo tape) are always interesting and
usually rewarding. Tenor man Land has
four good men and true for company as
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Look for the special “White Hat" sticker.

It's your ticket to 2 money-saving deal.
Get ™ __ 0.
O 'F&i%j fgha,f Ve
— b

Dodge .
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PINCHED FOR TIME?

—UNDERSTANDING COMES FASTER
WITH CLIFF'S NOTES!

OVER 175 TITLES

LINCOLMN, NEBRASKA 66501

$1 AT YOUR BOOKSELLERS

#2» to an island
deawav in the sun'

Escap

A Bahama Sound Beach ; e T OF

15T Y1205 . DS

Buy now for your retirement, vacation or an
investment — your hedge against inflation, a
safeguard for your future. First in the beautiful
Bahamas to offer homesites on budget terms.
Highly respected, long established proj
company has invested over $5,000,000 in this
ideal development. Money-back guarantees.
Powder-soft beaches, excellent fishing, sailing.
This tropical paradise offers stability where
residents enjoy ocean beach privileges and
other facilities for leisure living. Great Exuma
Tsland, 135 miles southeast of Nassau—Home-
sites 80' x 125’. Daily airline fights.

BAHAMA SOUND

Magnuson Corporation— agent/developer
SAVE $100—PRICE INCREASES APRIL 30

T s e = (AL TODAY
MAGNUSON CORPORATION 3
| 25 S.E. 2nd Ave., Dept. PB39 §|
Miami, Florida 33131
IPIeasesend me your FREE color brochure. gl
INatne___,,___ ?l
ICﬂY .............................. State I
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he applies his hard-edged but oddly sooth-
g sound to his own compositions (Im-
agine is the exception). The ensemble
work is uniformly crisp and Land's and
vibes man Bobby Hutcherson's solos
abound with surprises.

Nothing turns on opera buffs like the
advent of @ new coloratura soprano. and
in Beverly Sills they have a real sizzler.
For the past two or three seasons, this
radiant lady has been delighting New
York audiences with her astounding as-
saults on some of the most fiendishly tax-
ing roles in the repertory. Now, at last,
her first solo recording is at hand, devoted
t0 Bellini and Donizetti Heroines (Westmin-
ster). Though wwo [Tull sides of early-
[talian  rum-tum-tum can get pretty
wearing, there’s not a disappointing note
in the entire collection. Miss Sills tosses
oft the cavatina from Linda di Chamou-
mx with unerring marksmanship and
delicacy of attack, then launches the re-
nunciation aria from Roberto Devereux
in a stream of poised, pearly tones. I you
think the art of limpid, liquid trilling
went out with Galli-Curci, Miss Sills will
quickly convince you otherwise,

-

The Everly Brothers, who helped in-
augurate the rock-"n"roll era, show that
they're still with it on Roots (Warncr
Bros.: also available on sterco tape), a
barnful of ballads performed in pure
country style and punctuated with bits
ol a tape cut in the Everly houschold in
1952, The Everlys sound best when the
charts don’t overpower their wispy har-
monics—as on Mama Tried, T for Texas
and Ilinos.

THEATER

Before he became a superstar (see page
23). Dustin Hoffman was an oft-Broadway
character actor of enormous energy, fresh-
ness and potential. From his imaginative
l)l"lill tumblcd crackpot Coc kn(‘v\ h unc h—

r)'u’ Cm(hmh‘ ’uldul another llllll(.ll.'-l('}ll
to his sizable talent: He could play not
just grotesques and tragicomic heroes but
even someone a little like himsell. As Jim-
my Shine, his first starring role on Broad-
way, Hollman is sort of an ungraduate,
a dislocated, disenchanted, alienated, hi-
larious dropout. He is an abstract artist
in scarch of himself, and what he finds
is a total flop. Whatever he tries he
flunks, cspecially with paint and with
women. “1 just bombed with a nympho,”
he moans desperately. Whether doing a
clangy cakewalk with bent beer cans
strapped to his insteps, imitating Groucho
Marx, W. C. TFields or Jimmy Durante,
or miming a severe attack of diarrhea
(it attacks every time he talks to the girl
he loves), he is marvelously engaging,
great [un to have around a dralty theater.
And this theater is dralty. Murray Schis-
gal's play is so thin it couldn’t hll a

cloakroom. It’s in imminent danger of
blowing away: Dustin keeps trying to an-
chor it down. but there it goes, blowing
away again. And inside the title charac-
ter, things are drafty, roo. Behind the
pranks and pratfalls, who & Jimmy
Shine? Il Schisgal knows, he's nor telling.
Jimmy is original, all vight, but the origi-
nality 15 a gift from Hoffman. At the
Brooks Atkinson, 256 West 47th Street.
-

Big Time Buck White puis down: whites,
particularly  those in  the audience:
blacks, particulinly  those on  stage:
the whole blick-white dialog because
there really isn’t any; and by inference
even plavs such as Big Time Buck White.
Actually, this is not so much a play as
a "meeting”; and during the second haif,
a more-and-less extemporancous question-
and-answer period, the actors are asked
why they call it a play. The answer:
“Il' we called it a meeting. no one
would come.” In the meeting hall of
a  money-grabbing, do-nothing group
called  B.A.D.  (Beawtiful  Alleluiah
Days), which is supported by poverty
funds, are five Negroes: Honey Man,
an easy-gliding compromiser; Hunter, a
scll-conscious Alro-American (he wears
a dashiki but carries a leather jacket):
Weasel, an operator (“I'm not a nigger,
I'm a Dbusinesman™): Jive. a light-
skinned organizer; and Rubber Band,
the token racist ("I dig hate, man,” he
savs, tugging at his tight trousers). As
they tease and taunt one another in
constantly changing alliances, they are
fiendishly funny and devilishly accurate
in capturing street vernacular and the
variety ol black positions. Occasionally
the horseplay gets a bit tiresome, but
the actors are excellent, with a smart
comic sense. and they weather the repe-
tition. Then as their leader, Big Time
Buck White himsell arrives. majestically
striding down the aisle. wearing his
enormous natural hairdo like a corona ol
black power. the play turns on the audi-
ence. Big Time. as plaved by director
Dick Williams, is a powerlul stage crea-
tion; but the electiveness ol his per-
formance (along with the success of the
evening) depends on the eftectiveness ol
the audience. He handles the planted
questions deftly and savagely, but the
unplanted questions and answers are ol-
ten either stock or extraneous. What Big
Time needs is a response to respond to,
The play began in Watts as a collabora-
tion between white playwright Joseph
Dolan Tuotti and the Negro cast, and
ran there for two years. Watts (or Har-
lem) on the one hand. or a suburban
country club on the other, would bhe
much more of a spark 1o the group’s
[estering anger than ofl-Broadway. with
its middle-class white. liberal audience
that bends over backward 10 be black-
lashed. At the Village South Theater, 15
Van Dam Street.
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l have difficulty deciding whether the
girls I date desire 10 pet or go all the
way. I don’t want to seem like a rapist
to my date, but then again. I don’t want
her to lose interest because | lack ag-
gressiveness. Can you give me some
hints on how to know what my date's
wishes are>—G. M., Tulsa, Oklahoma.

The best way to find oul what hers
are 15 lo et her know what yours are,
But don't tell her. The old saying is,
“The Boy Scouls and the Girl Guides.”
Unless you ave willing to risk a little,
you won't win much; and since you
seem lo be losing anyway, it can only
increase your odds. In short, think less
and feel more.

Onr of my close friends is going to jail
as a dralt resister. Both he and I have
been wondering how large the company
is he will be joining. Also. what's the
length of the average sentence?—C. V.,
Springficld, Massachusers.

At the end of 1968, there were more
than 800 draft vesisters in prison. The
number of indictments doubled from
1966 (o 1967 and again in 1968. Most
draft resisters are senl to Fedeval mini-
mum-security prisons. where they serve
an average of 3.2 years, with one third
off for good behavior.

Ahout six years ago. I became a heroin
addict alter extended use ol marijuana.
I have been cured and returned to socie-
ty. but not long ago 1 received a letter
from an old college girllriend. telling
me she has tried pot. Obviously, I have
no right to tell her how o ran her life,
but T know that il she continues. she
will become a dope addict or a prosti-
tute. Can you suggest an clfeaive way for
me to warn her of this sell-destructive
path?—L. M., New York, New York.
Your going from marijuana to heroin
is something that happens to some
people, just as some people go from occa-
sional drinking 1o alcoholism; but in
neither case is there any inevitability
about the process. Most pot smokers
never touch hard drugs. There s no
harm in telling hev of your experience,
but if you want to be honest and accu-
rate, you'll have to point out that it's one
man's experience—and a statistically un-
wsual one. at that. Let her be the judge
of whether your descent from a relative-
Iy harmless and nonaddictive herb to a
dangerons and addictive drug has any
relevance to her. Of course, you wounld
be giving her good advice if yon can-
tioned her to stop broadeasting her ex-
perience with  grass, since even mere

possession of marijuana is illegal in every
part of this country, with unbelicvably
stiff prison sentences in most stales.

W|'I:ll do manufacturers use to give
heavily aromatic pipe tobaccos their
strong. almost  perfumy  smell>—R. L.,
Rapid City, South Dakota,

They use a concentrated casing solu-
tion, such as glycerine, licorice, molasses,
maple. apple,
peach or cven perfume. that's sprayed
on the tobacco prior to ils packaging.

sugaved  waler, rum,

Some additives will remain as a gooey
mass in the bottom of your pipe; others
are entirely combustible and go up in
smoke.,

Th;’ Playboy Adwisor has stated that
lovemaking  rvequires “learned  skills—
which a Liuge percentage of the male
population fails 1o master in a lifetime.”
I've studied books on sex. but I find
when 1 have intercourse. 1 worry obses-
sively about saunsflying the girl. This
hurts my performance and makes sex no
fun. Can vou give me some trade seoret
that will enable me 1o know whether
I'm good enough?—D. A, APO San
Francisco, Calilorni:.

There's no trade secret: Your problem
is thinking theve's one. The sex acl is
not some sovt of athletic conlest tmposing
high standards of performance. Groen
basic sex knowledge—ohich you would
appear to have—a man 1s a gc}od lover
when he is willing to please his pariner,

tries to get her to communicate hes
wants and needs to him and has a re-
laxed, happy, unself-conscious attitude
toward the sex act, seeing it as an experi-
ence to be enjoyed vather than as a feat
to be performed.

1.0 what does the age on a boule of
Scotch refer>—R. S, Jackson Heights,
New York.

It vefers to the number of years the
Scotch was stoved in oak casks prior to
bottling. Unlike wine. distillates
bottled—don't improve.

Onee

I am planning to swing through Europe
this summer with my girlfviend; and lor
reasons other than economics. we would
preler to shave a hotel room rather than
tuke separate accommodations. Can we
sign as man and wile, or is the desk clerk
likely 10 ask for proof>—E. M., New
Orleans. Louisiana,

Many countries in Fifl()p(‘ requive that
hotel guests velinquish  their passports

Revelalion hasn't
changed since
Uncle Ced

Fletv with the
LaJayelte
Escadrille.

Revelation’s not
made of sugar
and spice. boys.
Just tobacco:

5 great tobaccos.
Revelation’s for
the experienced
pipe smoker.

\ A qualily product of Philip Morris U § A, I/-
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PUT HER ON

These real hair put-
ons are a new kind
ol make-out. At the
very least, they're
exciting, unexpected.
They are definitely
for the new breed of
cat. Life is short—
why not live it to the
[ullest. Who knows.,
MAYBE THE GUYS

WITH THE BEARDS ARE

RIGHT, AFTER ALL?
L ——

Regimental

Commodore
moustaches and
goatces are so real
we defy anyone to
tell them from the
real thing—even close
up. They're real hair:
each strand hand-
woven into the finest of netting that
looks like real skin pores when on the
face. Colors are black /brown mixture
or light brown (light brown goes with
almost any hair color but jet black.)
Each kit comes with complete instruc-
tions and spirit gum adhesive in a
handsome red and black alligator
vinyl case. Inside face tray is for salc
daytime storage after a nighttime of
happiness.

| (5
:;( Executive

i
¥

\,

)

Individual moustache in Executive kit. Only $15
Individual goatee in Executive kit. Only $20
Sideburns, matched set in acetate pack

{not illustrated). Only $15 per pair.

Goatee and moustache, matched set in
Executive kit. Only $30

COMMODORE PRODUCTS, DEPT. PN8
358 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10001

Enclosed is § in check or morney order.
Piease send me.............moustache(s) at $15 each,
[0 Executive [0 Regimental [ Zapata
[ black/brown [0 tight brown

....goatee(s) at $20 each.
[J] black/brown [ light brown

.....sideburns, matched set(s) at $15 per set.
[0 black/brown [ light brown

we--MoUstache & goatee, matched set
at $30 per set.

[ biack/brown O light brown
NAME
ADDRESS
cITYy STATE ZIP.

Sorry, no C.0.D."s. Add 50¢ shipping charge.
Add local tax. 3 weeks delivery.

to the desk clerk for police registra-
tion, so it would be futile—as well as
illegal—to sign tn as man and wife. We
suggest that you vegister both your names
but request a single voom. At worst, the
clevk will vequive that you take sepavate
rooms. More Likely, he'll grant your re-
quest with equanimity.

H:n'c vou heard this one? During Rev-
olutionary davs (or immediately  there-
alter), a convention was held in the
Colonies for the purpose of deciding
what our national language would be.
English and German  were the most
popular choices and, when the matter
came to a vote, English won—Dbut only
by a single vote. Ironically, the deciding
vote was cist by a German, who is now
regarded in some German circles as a
Benedict Arnold.

When I first heard this story (from a
German student), I treated it as pure
hcuon, But I've heard it so often since
then that I'm beginning 10 wonder; vou
know, where there’s simoke, there’s usual-
Iy fire. What does rraveoy know about
this version ol American history*—LE. G.,
New York, New York.

We know that it’s ersatz. According to
Alhert B. Faust’s “The German Element
ar the United States,” theve was a very
large concentration of Germans in the
Commonwealth of Pennsyleania during
the 18th Century. Because of tlhis, min-
wles of Pennsylvania legislative meetings
were frequently printed in both English
aned German. An unrelated fact concerns
a debate in this legislature about a
treaty thought to be favorable to Eng-
lund. The deciding vote in this matier
was cast by the legislature’s presiding
officer, a German named Fredevick Au-
gustus Conrvad Mihlenberg, Put these
fucts together and you have the makings
of the myth; or, as President Kennedy
aptly observed, “Where there is smoke,
there is usually a smoke-making ma-
chine”

L;nst year I had a baby fathered by
a married man. T gave the baby up lor
adoption and stopped seeing the father.
I'm not ashamed of what I've done. but
I would not like to ger involved with
another man without telling him about
this. 1 certainly wouldn’t want a man 1
was in love with 1o find out about my
child from some third party. Do vou
think this will jeopardize my prospects
for getting marvied?—NMiss P. 5. Wash-
ington, D.C.

Only an up-tight character would
lold this agarnst you—-the kind of man
who, most likely, would insist that fus
bride be a virgin. Judging by your open-
ness and honesty, you wonldw’t be hap-
py with that type, anyway, and would
want to find one with a point of view
more like your own. Often, women seem

to bear the entive blame for an illegiti-
mate bivth; but, to our way of thinking.
any man of nlegrity is aware that for
every unwed mother, there is also a father.

I'u.- been dining in a restaurant for
many vears. know the maitre de ven
well and consequently get preferential
treatment. Is it proper lor me to intro-
duce him 1o my dining companions?
And should vou introduce house guests
to vour butler or maid:—]. K. Los
Angceles. Calilornia.

Ovdinarily. you needn’t introduce
your vestaurant companions 1o your
[riend the maitre de wnless they might
be returming to the vestaurant without
you atl some Jutive date. In the case of
domestic help, introductions arve proper
only if your guests are close friends and
will be returaing to your house again
and again; oneshot house guests need
not be itroduced.

M}' fiancé and I have been living
together for six months and plan 10 be
marricd in six more. I was a virgin
before T met him; I gave myself 1o him
happily and love him very much. How-
ever. lately he has seemed less and less
interested in me. He silemtly eats the
dinners 1 prepare for him each night
and then sits staring at the TV set umntil
it's time to go to bed. The zest and
variety have gone out ol his lovemaking.
too. I'm afraid our love will die if
something isn't done. Is mwrriage like
this, and are all men like this? Am L
therelore, expecating 1oo much in wanting
his attention and interest, in wanting
him simply to talk to me?—NMiss E. B,
Johnson City, Texas.

Wanting a lover or a husband to show
some inlerest in you is obviously not
expecting (oo much, nor 1s an air of
constant boredom and apathy charvacter
istic of most men or of any worthwhile
marriage. This opportunity to learn yowr
fiancé's shortcomings before the lnot s
ticed should be wsed to communicale:
ask him what’s wrong. It may turn ont
that something youw're doing, which he
couldn’t bring limself to tell you about,
15 the cause of s behavior. See if talk
ing things out helps you to a betier
mutual modus vivendi; otherwise, skip
the wedding and your fpresent living
arrangement and get yourself back nto
crrenlation.

I'\'c become [ascinated by bobsledding
and would like to 1ry out this interesting
sport. Are there any bobsled runs in the
U. 82 Can anyone participate, and are
there special salety measures to protect
novices like myself>—G. W.. Philadel-
phia, Pennsylvania,

You can get a good run for youwr
money at the Mount Van Hoevenberg



Bobsled Run near Lake Placid. New
York. At present. it’s the only one in the
U.S. and is open to the public. Fvery
precaution is taken lo minimize the pos-
stbility of an accident. Expertenced firo-
fessional crews operate the sleds ridden
by the public and the run is under
constant patvol. No sled takes of] until
controlleys give the starter a clear-track
signal. For additional information, wrile
to the New York State Conservation
Department. Albany, New York 12226,

A [riend of mine gave me the [ollow-
ing derivation for the word “fuzz” as
applied to policemen: The 19th Century
English Cockney soldiers used the word
“fuzzy-wuzay” for the Sudanese (because
of their bushy hair). It was Later applied
to anvone they disliked, which often in-
cluded the police. The word was short-
ened to “fuzzy.” then migrated 1o America
and was truncated further 1o fuzz. When
1 told this theorv to another Iriend. he
Lrughed and said it was all wrong. Ac-
cording to him. fuzz originated among
American jazz musicians in the 194105 and
wis . corruption ol “Feds"—Federal
narcotics agents. Who's right>—J. G,
Columbus, Ohio.

Sonry; nobody appears to know the
exacl devtwation of fuzz. However, it
does  considerably antedate the 19405
and probably has a British origin. The
maost likely source is the Cockney slang
for policeman, which is “fussy,” and
refers to the tone of moralistic self-
righteousness  that  occasionally  infests
officers of the peace.

Fm' some time. I've been going steady
with the same girl and have never ven-
tured beyond a goodnight kiss. We are
both 21 and I now realize I want more
ol a relationship, sexually. My problem
is that I respect this girl very much and
would not want to do anything to hurt
her, but I think my “sex drive”™ has
gotten into high gear. What can 1 dor—
R. G, Harrisburg, Pennsylvania.

Turn on the engine, look into the
rearview mivvor and let out the cluteh.
for the sake of your unwary compan
won's peace of nmund, however, be sure
that your brakes are also in good work-
ing order—in case they're necessary.

All yeasonable  questions—from  fash-
ton, food and drnk, hi-fr and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, laste and ctiquelle
—will be  personally  answerved if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Adwusor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Micli-
gan Avenue. Chic ago, Hlinows 60611, The
most provocaltve, perlinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.

The cornering power fast drivers need.

From Bridgestone. The biggest tiremaker in Japan. The
biggest reason for Japan’s rise to 2nd place in the world
rubber industry. Test after test proves that Bridgestone
Super-Speed Radial Tires are better in cornering
power and rolling resistance than the finest com-
parable makes. There’s no better reason than
this for cornering some Bridgestone radials

for yourself today.

BRIDGESTONE TIRE CO.LTD.

NO. 1, 1. CHOME, KYOBASHI, CHUO-KU, TOKYO, JAPAN




Come to the Playboy Club-Hotel at Lake Geneva—Wisconsin's newest wonderland.
Bring your skis or use ours. Champion Art Furrer will show you the slopes at Playboy's top ski
school. Try tobogganing. Ice-skating. Everything from old-fashioned sleigh rides to newfangled
snowmobiles. Evenings, relax by an open hearth in the company of glowing ski bunnies.

Or escape to the Jamaica Playboy—a special place in the sun. Stretch out on warm,
white sand. Cool off in a fresh-water pool. Scuba, ski, ska in a land where Jack Frost is never
invited.

Winter, whether you take it or leave it, can be your special season at a Playboy Club-
Hotel. For information write the Hotel Division at Playboy in Chicago. Or give us a call.

Take it, or leave it.
= e

W=7

e
-

PLAYBOY

CLUB-HOTELS
\. 4
Ocho Rios, Jamaica, W, i'.“
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

DRUG EDUCATION

Drug cducation today is about where
sex education was 50 to 70 years ago.
All that the average adolescent hears,
from ollicial sources, is horror mytholo-
gv. while he gets quite opposite views
(somctimes as inaccurate) from his peer
group. One undesivable result ol this sit-
uation is that the public continues o
support archaic laws and, as a resul,
innocent people sufler barbaric prison
semiences lor  possession ol relatively
harmless drugs such as marijuana. An-
other result is that many youngsters,
skeptical ol adult authority, experiment
upon themselves with really dangerous
chemicals, such as Methedrine or bella-
donmit.

Isn't it time that our high schools and
colleges, admitting to themselves that
they cannot prevent drug use among
their students, begin giving honest edu-
cation on the subjectz Such instrue
tion is badly needed if we are 1o avoid
a thoroughly freaked-out and brain-
bombed generation. The difference be-
tween use and abuse must be made
clear 1o every adolescent; the benehits of
cach drug should be honestly admitted,
wgether with whatever dangerous side
cifecrs i may have; where the laws are
loolish, this should be conceded Irankly:
and then studemis might listen seriously
when warned about the really pernicious
drugs that are on the scene.

Harold Glatzer, Jr.
New York, New York

THE LAW IS THE LAW. . . .

I disagree with Hugh Crane who at-
tacked the police and defended the pot
simokers (The Playboy Forum, August).

What Mr. Crane doesn’t realize s
that the luw 1s the laiv is the law! The
police, like the military, must obey
orders.

M. G. Beall
PO San Francisco, California

That line of reasoning didnw’t help
Adolf Eichmann much when he used it
as a defense in Jerusalem.

A MOTHER'S KISSES

Totalitarian societies are noted for the
way they turn members ol families
against one  another. Remember  those
World Wiar Two movies where the litle
Hitler Youth kid would report his par-
ents to the Gestapo because poppa said
that Hitler was a nutr A lady in our town

turned her 19-year-old son in (not on) 1o
the police alter finding a marijuana g
arettie in his room. He is now being
prosccuted for possession ol marijuana.

She is reported to have said the lollow-
ing: "It wasn't an casy thing 10 do. He
is my only child. I wanted 1o help
straighten him out. I wanted to protect
him so he'll have a decent future. And
i's for the bencht of other mothers
whose children could get into the same
kind of wouble.”

Told by reporters that her son resents
her action. the lady replied, “Who
wouldn’t? But maybe, deep down in his
heart, he’s happy.”

As they used 1o say in Genmany in the
good old days, "Strength through joy.”

(Name withheld by request)
Milwaukee, Wisconsin

BUGGED BY DRUGS
I am thoroughly disgusted with myv
generation. Evervbody T know at college
secems o be on one drug or another: pot.
LSD, STP or. worst of all, amphetanines.
When I ury to point out to my fellow stu
dents that drugs can only bring a false
and  unreal sense of happiness, they
Laugh and otfer pseudomystical profun-
dities. Some even wear an idiotic button
that reads kEALITY 1S A CRUTCHL
I would take a drug only to relieve
pain. Those who regularly blow their
minds will have virtually nothing to con-
tribute to society. They are the intellec
tual basket cases of the Cold War.
James Williams
Boston, Massachusetts

PRIVATE'S PROTEST

I have just finished reading the letter
from Joseph Hurris, who is serving a
three-year prison sentence for possession
ol marijuana (The Playboy Forum, De-
cember). By what right does society put
a man into jail and deprive him ol three
years ol his lile lor an act that hurt no
onc, not even linmsell? This nation was
founded on the principle that ey cry man
has the right 1o life, Jiberty and the pur-
suit ol happiness; no one has the right 1o
tell him in what forms or by what means
his happiness must be attained, unless it
is destructive o others.

At Fort Bragg, hardly a weck gocs by
that there are not numerous articles in
the local newspaper about Gls being
busted lor possession of marijuana. The
penalties are stifl, acquittals are almost
nonexistent; fellow soldiers turn against

Traditional clothes for
contemporary men

There's a quiet kind of fashion
excitement in suits and sport coats
by Canterfield. We sull think skillful
tailoning, flattering fit and quality
fabrics are more important than
passing fads. Apparently, there are a
lot of men who agree with us.

For name of nearest dealer, write
Canterfield, Div. of Curlee Clothing
Co., St. Louis, Mo. 63101
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one another, condemning. informing and
helping the authorities. Yet no one speaks
out, ])mlt‘sls or (Olll't‘l'lll'ls l]l.C O])lll".’ﬁ-
sive  laws that make possible these
tragic Farces. Perhaps my writing to a lew
Congressmen, a few Senators and a few
judges. and my trying to get others to do
the same. will bring about just a liule
pressure on those who can do something
about . 1 hope so.

Ple. Tom Johnson, Jr.

Fort Bragg, North Carolina

THE PERILS OF POT

Your June 1968 issue has just come in-
to my hands (we are rather out ol 1ouch
down here in this part of the Canal
Zone) and I wam to take issue with
prt of vour Plavboy Forum defense ol
marijuana. First, however, let me say
that 1 am as much against the present
marijuana statutes as vou are. No faw at
all would Dbe beuer than the system we
now have that is making “paper cimi-
nals” out of our sons and daughters. 1
think 1 can compare the marijuana situa-
tion with the davs ol alcohol prohibition.
when countless innocent individuals were
converted into felons by narrow-minded
legislation. I speak with some bitterness,
because my own son now has a criminal
record as a result of o marijuana arvest.

But I disagree with the Tast three words
ol vour statement, in which vou say that
pot smokers have a “drug preference thit
harms no one—not even themselves.” Cer-
tainly the marijuana smoker is less likely
1o be socially aggressive than the alcohol-
ic. but I seviously doubt that s habit is
harmless to himsell. Without embellish-
ing the Lacts or niking them sound worse
than they are. this is what lappened
when my son began smoking marijuana
on a daily basis: (1) He dropped academ-
ically from near the top of his class to
near the bottom, and actually failed two
subjects. (2) From a well-dressed kid (lor
a teenager) with hair of average length,
he turned into a bizore-looking hippic
with the uwsual Jesus Christ hairdo, san-
dals and the rest. (3) He began to look
generally  unwiashed and  unkempt. al-
though the unwashed look was an illu-
sion due to his untidiness; actually, he
continued 1o shower every day. (1) In-
stead of becoming more creative, he
became less so. playing his guitar less
frequently than in the past and spending
more time listening to other musicians
on the stereo.

Of course, il he were drinking whiskey
at the same rate that he smoked pot in
those months, the eflects would have
been even more unpleasant, 1 suppose.
Nonetheless, T think vou should correat
your answer to point out that, for ado-
lescents at least, marijuana can be a
disruptive and maladjusting experience.

(Name withheld by request)
Curundu, Canal Zone

Our statement was not intended 1o

enconrage mavijuana smoking but merely

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

LOVE AND THE LEGISLATORS

pENVER—Governor Jolhn Love of Colo-
rado has faith in the purve hearts of his
lmwomakers. Asked at a news conference if
he thought that it would be proper for
the state legislators to concern  them-
selves with controlling pornography. he
replied, "I don't think it would tend to
corrupt them too much.”

“CURIOUS™ CLEARED

New YORR—The United States Court
of Appeals has found “I Am Curious—
Yellow,” a movie in which sexual inter
course is filmed (“The Playboy Forum.”
August 1968), to be not obscene; U.S.
Customs and a lower court had orderved
the [ilm’s confiscation. [Al this writing,
the fitm was still unavaidable for public
viewing, because the Government had in-
dicated it may contest this deaston in a
higher rom'f.}- “It seems Lo be conceded.”
wrote Judge Paul R. Hays for the appeals-
courl majovity, “that the sexual content
of the flm is presented with grealer ex-
plicitness than has been seen in any other
frlm produced for general viewing. The
question for decision is whether, going
farther in this divection than any previ-
ous production, the film exceeds the lim-
its established by the cowrts.” Finding
that the sex scenes were part of an artistic
whole and that the picture has social
value, Judge Hays declared. It falls
within the ambit of intellectual eflort
that the First Amendment was designed
lo protect.”

THE FRIENDLY REVOLUTION

Two recent yeports pamnt a picture of
the Sexual Revolution as an intevacting
system in which positive attitudes and
increased activity reinforce each other,
with the yesult that sex assumes an ac-
cepted, taken-for-granted  place in the
relations of young people. Dr. Harold T.
Chlivistensen, a Puvdue University sociolo-
gy professor, told the American Medical
Association convention al Miami Beach
that “premarital coitus in this countyy is
increasing, especially among females and
mosl especially in relationships involving
love andov the promise of mariiage.”
Dy, Eleanove Braun Luckey, whose statis-
tics showing a sharp increase in premari-
tal niercourse among college students
were veported in the November ~Playlhoy
Forum,” lold an education confevence in
San  Francisco  that with  this
grealey activily goes greater pleasure; 73
pereent of the girls said they enjoyed
their first coital expericnce as opposed to
46 percent i the Kinsey study a genera-
tion ago. And. Dr. Luckey added, the
image of our colleges as hotbeds of fren-
zied  promuscuity is an adull fantasy;

afong

most students put a high emphasis on
“caring relationships” and “the ability to
relate . . . and lo communicate.” Just as
a well-nourished person is less preoceu-
pied with food. so Dr. Luckey found that
the intervicwed students ranked looe
and affection. emotional well-being and
“maintaiming self-respect”™ much higher
in their priovity of needs than sexual
salisfaction.

MARRIAGE ON THE ROCKS
WINSTON-SALEM,  NORTH  CAROLINA—
Marriage is a precarious institution these
days, according lo sociologist Dr. David
R. Mace. quoted in the Chicago Tribune.
because we have come (o expect more
from it than  previous socielies  did.
Speaking to Luthevan educalors at a re-
cent conference, the professor of famly
sociology at the Boweman Gray School of
Medicine said that the old arvanged mar-
Flige was less unhﬂp,\‘n’ than the modern
love-based marviage because nobody ex-
pected much from it in tevms of salisfac-
tion: Its function was merely to carry on
the family name. Even more troublesome
than the modern idea that marriage
should provide love and satisfaction. ac
cording to Dr. Mace. is the decline in
belief in organized religion which encour-
ages people to wall ont on a marriage
when they find it gioing move misery than
merviment. Other factors contributing to
the collapse of the family. the sociologist
added, are: (1) the growth of marriage
from a shori-term contvact, when life ex-
pectancy was 30 years, to a much longer-
span istitution now that life expectancy
w i years: (2) the movement from a male-
dominated 1o an egalitarian aviange
ment, which, while wmove  democratic,
leads to move wvisible conflicts: (3) the
tendency toward intevethnical, interveli-
gious and interracial  marriages, with
greater possibilities for discord. Working
out these problems, Dr. Mace concluded,
will keep us “in transition and uncer-
tainty for at least another generation.”

THE LENINIST LIBIDO
MoscoOw—DRussian ignorance of sex is
so deep it would horrify the Soviet Un-
ton’s Jounding father, V. I. Lenin, de-
claves an article in Literary Gazette, one
of Moscow's most prestigions newspapers,
The article warns that lack of sex educa-
tion is causing “mountains of problems”
for newlyweds and older couples. Russta
has but one active research organization
providing  sex anformation. and 1l s
being besieged by frustrated citizens who
have to gel on a long watting st before
they can obtain advice. The Soviet Un-
ion 1s still sufleving from the puritanism
of the Stalnst eva, the article avserts,
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awatch

Our supreme achievement

that doesn’t tick.

Actually, it’s not a watch.
It’s the Accutron® timepiece.

It doesn’t work like a
watch because it has no bal-
ance wheel, no mainspring,
no hairspring.

We left those parts out of
Accutron because they can
make a watchrun fastor slow.

We'vereplaced all that bal-
ance wheel business with a
tiny tuning fork that hums.

The tuning fork vibrates
360 times a second.

No watch that ticks deals

with a second that precisely.
The best a ticking watch can
do is divide a second into 5 or
10 parts.

The tuning fork’s uncanny

Calendar "G™: 1BK solid gold; shock resistant: water resistant; date
can be reset withoul changing time setting. $275. Others from $110

N
Q :
\

precision makes Accutron so
nearly perfect that we can
guarantee accuracy to within
60 seconds a month.”

And many owners say they
don’t lose that in a year.

If you look into an
Accutron timepiece, you
won’t see the same things
going on in there that go on
in your ticking watch. But
don’t be alarmed.

It’s all part of our anti-tick
movement.
ACCUTRON’byBULOVA

Hlt goes hm-m-m-m.

"Iurnc\nzz:-ng will be adjusted o this tolerance, of necessary, if
purchased from an authonzed Accutron jeweler and returned to
him wathin one year of date of purchase, ©Bulova Walch Co., In



Why miss

the International Auto Show?

We’ll send it to you...

by air.

o m———————= g . . =
] 555 FifthAve.. N.Y. 17 555 FifthAve., N.Y.17 =
1
Send my new, FREE = Send my new, FREE 1
: 198 Cre Cotatog 102 import cars. 1o6s cre carstor. |
[ ] of imported Cars. - 0 of Impaorted Cars. :
: lam particularly interested in: Sav‘ngs to 30 /°l lam particularlyinterested in: H
: [JPEUGEOT ] MG [] PORSCHE - - [CPEUGEOT {7\ MG [ PORSCHE :
[JJAGUAR  [JRENAULT [ FIAT Stat d E p [JJAGUAR [JRENAULT [JFIAT
¢ D Ol DI eside or In cturope. Digler TeRmer L 1
[JAUSTIN [ MERCEDES []LANCIA I [JAUSTIN ] MERCEDES [T]LANCIA
[FORD [ OPEL [15an8 ' Mroap [DOPEL [ Saa8
CITRIUMPH [JVOLVO [ vw O TRIUMPH [Jvove  [ww
NAME RANE
ADDRESS ADDRESS
1 APPROX. DELIVERY DATE, S —————" APPROX. DELIVERY DATE,
I PLACE (IF ANY) PLACE {IF ANY) P129
P120 Inspect them all
-
555 FifthAve., N.Y.17 in the free CTE catalog. 555 FifthAve.. N.Y. 17
Send my new, FREE An international auto show in full color. English Send my new, FREE
1968 CTE Catalog . h G 5 Italic Swedish, ] 1968 CTE Catalog
alimparled Co. cars. French, (u_:rman. talian, Swedish, Japanese. R ey
lam particularly interested in: E\’C‘f}’ one on dmplay. The very latest makes and fam particularlyinterested in:
] PEUGEOT I MG [J] PORSCHE models . . . at the special price you rate because [ PEUGEOT [ MG [ PORSCHE
DAGUAR  [JRENAULT []FIAT you're overseas. And. by ordering now, you're sure rfl';f-!éﬂﬂ E:f:é:uu E:‘L‘;L
CIROVER [ 1BMW CIALFR T Rk e ¥ [ ROVER
| DCsustin  MeRcEDES [ LAKCIA to get the exact car with the new U.S. safety re- DJAUSTIN T MERCEDES [] LANCIA
I CIFORD  []OPEL [ Ske8 quirements, with exact accessories, waiting for you CJFoRD [ OPEL [ S&48
! Omwmn Ovowvo DWW the day you step stateside—or in Europe. Insurance, DOTRIUMPH Tvolve DWW
: P delivery, parage—even financing; all details are o
' covered by CTE in New York, California, the
| ooress Mid-West, even Paris. CTE is big. International. ADDRESS
: P s There are CTE garages, a trans-oceanic shipping P YT s
'W0X. DELIVERY DA e ey = = .
I PLACE (IF ANY) ' P121 department, even CTE port facilities. One thing PLACE (IF ANY) P128
= more. Want to change your mind? Be our guest.
- Your payment will be returned from our special Pl S
: 555 FifthAve  N.Y.17 Bankers’ Trust account—with interest. You'll save A 'mly n::"m'E'E
Send my new, FREE | B :
1 1968 ‘C“;l—_ Ce‘:mlng at CTE. No matter what you do. 1968 CTE Catalog
= of imparted Cars. of Imported Cars.
lam particularly interested in: lamparticularly interested in:
[ PEUGEOT [ MG [ PORSCHE [ PEUGEQT ] MG [ PORSCHE
[JJAGUAR | T]RENAULT [ FIAT [JJAGUAR  [JRENAULT [ FIAT
[ ] ROVER MW [ ALFA [CJROVER  []BMW [ ALFA
[T BUSTIN . | MERCEDES [ ] LANCIA [J AUSTIN | MERCEDES [] LANCIA
CJFORD [ OPEL []SAAB [ FORD [ OPEL [ 5AkB
CJTRIUMPH [] VOLVO VW [JTRIUMPH [] VOLVO Oww
. - CAR-TOURS IN EUROPE
NAME INCORPORATED NAME
AODREES 555 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 10017 ADDRESS
LOS ANGELES: Century City, 1901 Ave. of the Stars TR
,E{’ﬁﬁ?’}”";%.;‘;ﬁ“" DATE, PARIS: 10 Rue Pergolese PLACE (IF ANY) } H
Pi122 P127 :
555 Fifth Ave . N.Y. 17 555 FifthAve.,N.Y. 17 555 FifthAve N Y. 17 555 FifthAve..N.Y.17
Send my new, FREE Send my new, FREE Send my new, FREE Send my new, FREE
1968 CTE Catalog 1968 CTE Catalog 1968 CTE Catalog 1968 CTE Catalog
[ ] of Imported Cars. of Imparted Cars. of Imported Cars. of Imported Cars.
] lamparticularlyinterestedin: 1am particularly interestedin: lam particularlyinterested in: Tamparticularlyinterested in:
[ PEUGEOT IMG [ PORSCHE [OPEUGEOT [ MG [ PORSCHE [ PEUGEOT MG [ PORSCHE [ PEUGEOT [ MG [] PORSCHE
[JJAGUAR  [IRENAULT [TJFIAT 3 CIJAGUAR [ RENAULT [JFIAT [JIAGUAR [ |RENAULT [ FIAT [ JAGUAR  [JRENAULT [ FiaT
[JROVER [ 8MW [CJALFA I [JROVER [J8MW ] ALFA [JROVER  []BMW L] ALFA [CJROVER [ BMW [ ALFA
[JAUSTIN [ MERCEDES [ LANCIA CJAUSTIN [ MERCEDES [ LANCIA CJAUSTIN [ MERCEDES [ ]LANCIA CJAUSTIN [ MERCEDES [] LAKCIA
[ FORD [ OPEL [ 5888 [ FORD []OPEL 15488 I FoRD [ OPEL []san8 [ FORD [ OPEL [ San8
1 TRIUMPH [ VOLVO Ovw I TRIUMPH [ VOLVO Oww [ TRIUMPH [ VOLVO oww CITRIUMPH [ VOLVO Ovw
NAME NEME NEME NAME
ADDRESS ADDRESS ADDRESS ADDRESS
: ‘BPPROX DEI.I\.'I_R\" DATE, I ;f:ggx.fwvm DATE, :ri’ggn.&}q?‘m! DATE, arigm.rnnwcnv DATE,
PLACE {IF ANY, (IF ANY {1 Pl E (IF ANY
g RS P23l : P124 : P125 oy P126 |

“Extra coupons are for buddies. Everybody’'s welcome.”

M



PLAYRBOY

KENWOOD will deal you a winning combination. With
the TK-140X 200 watt receiver you'll play for keeps.
Booming power or whispery softness are yours with
amazing 1.7 microvolt sensitivity. Top card selectivity
is at your finger tips with 3 FET's 4 gang tuning con-
denser, 4 IC's IF circuit super-sensitive front end. A
mere 1dB difference guarantees the TK-140X will bring

Beat KENWOOD’s

You Can’t

Four Aces

- With
The 200 Watt
TK-140X

you one FM station—not two at once. Another ace is
the KL-60 speaker system, a nifty 5-component, 4-way
winner. The PC-400U stereophonic turntable and it’s
one-of-a-kind belt idler drive system and the KENWOOD
tape deck give you another pair of unbeatable aces.
Play to win—use KENWOOD's four aces, they can't be
beaten. ;

the sound approach to quality

KENWOOD

TRIO ELECTRONICS,INC.

FREE CATALOGUE UPON REQUEST: 3M-Section, TRID ELECTRONICS, INC./6-5, 1-chome, Shibuya, Shibuya-ku, Tokyo, Japan
KENWOOD authonzed senace stanons GAKIYA RADI: Oyama Main Store, Ginowan-city. Dkiawa CHOW RADID SERVICE: 1BB2 Near Foremost Factory, New Road, Bangkok, Thadand THE FAMILY
ELECTROMICS: Calvo's Bldg Anana, Guam KENWOOD ELECTROMICS INC ; 65 41 Calarmus Avenue, Woodside, New York, N.Y., U.S A./3700 Soulh Broadway Place, Los Angeles, Cakl, 90007, US A
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be gentle

Brute force. = p
Scratchy beard. . &

Drove cave women wild. exti?
» - mo!

Smooth and gentle’s the name of the game nows crear
P

Play it with Rise Lather. Rise lets you shave right
down to the skinline — without irritation. m
How about it, Baby Face?

ARy w1
Like a freo phote of our gentle Rise girl? Write : RISE, Carter Products International, 767 5th Ave,, New York, N.Y. 10022 Rise® Regular, Heavy or Memhk’




conlrary te the teachings of Lenin, who
believed that “the life of the [ulure
should not consist of asceticism but of
wigor and joy based on a full love life.”

IN MANIFEST DANGER

WASIINGTON, D. c—Connecticul’s “las-
cwions carrtage” low, which was a subject
of puzzlement to lwo PLAYBOY veaders
(“The Playboy Forum,” October 1968
and  fanuary 1969), seemingly stunned
two  Supreme  Courl justices when it
was brought to theiy atlention in con-
nection with a case challenging another
strange Connecticut law. In question was
a 1905 statute empowering judges o -
prison ummarried women undey 2{—but
nol marned women, and nol men—if
they arve “in mantfest danger of falling
into habits of vice or leading a wvicious
life.” Avguing that this is discrviminatory
and that “female vices are no more dan-
gevous than male vices.” a public defend-
er of Novwalk, Connecticut, has taken
his defense of a girl imprisoned under
this daw i 1966 all the way lo the
highest court. Informed that the givl had
also been found guilty of “lascivious car-
riage,” fustice Abe Fovlas said that this
law, as well as the one being challenged,
was “a Clinese puzzle” to him, and Jus-
tice Hugo Black vemarked incrednlously,
“She’s in danger, and you conviel her of
being in danger. Do you call it a crvime
to be in danger . . 2" fustice Black also
wondered 1f walking a cevtain way could
be considered a evime under the “lasciivi-
ous carvinge” statule and obsevoed that
“the shy’s the imil” to the state’s poiwer
to mprison under the “manifest danger”
law.

WACS FIGHT LESBIAN CHARGE

BIRMINGHAM,  ALABAMA—Fiohl mem-
bers of the Women's Army  Corps,
charsed  with  homosexual  misconduct,

have filed snil to change the vegulations
undey which they are being tried for
dischayge. They challenge  the  Army's
right to take action that sotll iart therr
veputations and their caveers without the
safecuards that ensuve fair trials in crvil-
ian courls. One of the cight has alveady
been given a “gencrval discharge under
honaorable conditions” (which means, de-
spite ity soft language, thal the Avmy
decms the person in question “unsuita-
ble”). The others ave 1o be tvied by
military  adminmistrative  boards.  The
||-."f:.\".i'ﬂ)' they can't get a faiv heaving
befove such a board becanse wilnesses
against them have been dischareed  or
transferred; gossip and heavsay cvidence
has been dncluded in the case against
them; they have not been permitted to
subpoena  favorable witnesses and  fo
cross-examine hostile witnesses; and they
have not been anformed of the speeific
charvges against them.

LIBERAL ABORTION RESULTS

The libevalization of abortion laws in
Colorado, North  Carolina, Georgia,
Maryland and California has yel to make
a dent in the estimated 200000 to
1,500,000 illegal abortions sought annual-
Iy throughout the countyy. In the year
preceding April 25, 1967 when Colorado
adopted s acl expanding the prounds
for legal abortion, there were 51 such
operations performed in the state; dur-
mg the first 12 months after the acl,
theve were 407, Before California’s slat-
wte went into effect, 600 leval abortions
were pevformed annually; authorilies es-
timale that in 1968, 5000 pregnancics
were lermimalted under the new law.

DEATH FOR ROBBERY

WASHINGTON, b, C.—Is il conslitulional
to sentence a man o death for robbery?
The NAACP Legal Defense and Educa-
tonal Fund. which has alveady mounted
a powerful allack on the wse of the
death sentence in vape cases (see “The
Playboy Forum.  July, October, 1967,
March, 1968). has now enleved  the
case of Edward Boykin, [r., an Alabama
Negro sentenced to death after pleading
gutlty 1o froe vobbeyy charges. Avguing
that capital punishment in vobbery cases,
as in vape cases, seems (o fall almost
exclusively upon blacks, the Legal De
fense Fund points out that of 25 persons
sentenced o death for robbery in the
United States sinee 1930, 19 weve Negro,
In a brief to the Supreme Courl, the
Legal Defense Fund chavges that these
figures prove the existence of a prejudice
that makes the death penalty for robbery
both a cruel and an unusual punishment.

GUESS WHO'S COMING TO DINNER?

OAKLAND,  CALIFORNIA—Dentist foln
Derdrvants was just sitting down to din-
ner with his wife and three guests when
bullets  smashed  throush  the window,
one of them missing Devdivanis’ head by
about 12 inches. “Hit the deck!” the
tervified dentist screamed, not knowing
who was shooting into his house or why.
Bul just then the door smashed open
and two policemen chayged into  the
voom, shouting, “Freeze!” The dentist's
childven, scakened by the shooting qnd
door smashing, began to cry, but the
police ignored this and began to search
the premiises, after ovdeving the adulls 1o
lic on the floor. The nightmare ended
when one of the cops discovered they
weve in the wrong howse and led his
contpanion lo the next house on the
block. Dr. Derdivanis, shaken, called his
attorney to complain. while the police
avrested 12 people next door for posses-
sion of the drug, maripuana, which s
knowen to creale hallucinations, violence,
anxtety allucks and disorientation—in
some laiv-enforcement offictals who have
probably never used it.

to point eutl the injustice of American
pol laws and to expose the mythology
and misinformation that is frequently
used 1o justify these laws. The basic fact
is that it is both unfair and unhelpful to
punish all the wsers of marijuane for the
bizarre behavior of some misusers. Heawy
marijuana use on a daily basis can be
as bad as similay abuse of alcohol or
amphetamines—a pretly bad prescription
for anyone, adult or adolescent, and is
certainly risky during the educational
years.

We don’t know enongh about your
son to be able lo provide an explana-
tion for his behavior. but it is ceviainly
possible that s loss of interest in school
and in guitar playing weve not effects of
his heavy pot smoking, but that exces-
sive drug wse was ibself, like the rvetreat
from education and music, a symptom
of a more deep-seated problem. This is
not lo imply that your son is seriously
disturbed, since every adolescent has his
peviods of turmoil and withdrawal in
which he seeks to find himself; usually, he
does. In any case, if therve were a relation-
ship between the drug taking and your
son’s undesivable behavior—such as s
poor school work—it would be ativibui-
able to abuse, not simple use. of pot.

Dr. Joel Forl, expert on dvus-abuse
problems and  former consultant on
drugs to the Waorld Health Organiza-
tion, informs us thal “scientific suroeys of
high school and college drug use have
shown mavijuana smoking to be evenly
distributed across racial, economic and
mtellectual lines. Pol users range from
the highest honoy students at Ivy League
colleges to chronic failures in slum lhigh
schools. and there is no causal connec-
lion between marijuana smoking and
acadenie standing, high or low.” The
changes in your son's hair length and
clothing were learned behavior, picked up
cithey from associating with or reading
about hippics and flower children. Nor
i il certain that his music suffered per
manently; i's no secret that a high per-
centuge of the most talented musicians
of this generation ave marijuana smokers,
and most crealive avlists, or jusl ordinary
musicians. go through fallow periods.

DEATH AT AN EARLY AGE

In November 1967, my hushand and
I were arrested for possession of a mi-
aoscopic  amount  of  marijuana—20
milligrams. to be exact. This is not a1 mis
demeanor but a felony in New Mexico.
My hushand received a iwoto-ten-year
sentence and was immediately taken 1o
the state penitentiary at Sqama Fe. Be-
cause | was pregnant, I was not sen-
tenced and was allowed 1o remain out ol
jail on 55000 bond until the birth of the
child. I came 1o Chicago 1o live with my
mother-indaw. With her help. we raised
the money for another S5000 appeal
bond that enabled my husband to be
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lf you plan to buy the Triumph \/‘ \
= we hope you like crowds.

Just sitting there, the Triumph is pretty at-
tractive to people. Clean, slim lines that al-
ways look a little impatient to get moving.
Shim, functional beauty with no ugly ginger-
bread popping out all over the place. Just
sitting there, the Triumph is exciting. But the

Triumph wasn't built for sitting. Beneath all
that beauty is a tough 2-piece frame that's a
masterpiece of strength and lightness. With
scads of engineering wonders, like a front
brake with real air scoops and air outlets,
plus precisely-adjustable, twin-cam actua-
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tion. And an engine that responds like your
best friend. The Triumph is built to take any-
thing you put to it . . . and give & throaty roar
back for more. That's why the Triumph
bike to move up to. After you ride into the
Sunset, they'll all be asking who you we




released from prison during the appeal
to a higher court. Our son was born
June 17, 1968, and I immediately notified
our lawyer, as the court had instructed
me 1o do. I was i a panic, wondering
il the court would take the baby away
from us. send me 10 prison and leave
the baby with nobody to cure for him or
place him in some state institution. [
remained in this state for three months,
when I was finally notificd to return to
New Mexico Tor sentencing. My husband
andd T decided that we should go 1ogether
and take the infant with us. We traveled
for 32 hours by train.

The judge sentenced me not to the
regular New Mexico marijuana-possession
penidty ol two-to-ten years bat, instead,
1o a line of 5500 and five years' proba-
tion on the condition that I appeal my
case. 'Therelore, we had 10 pay for another
appeal bond ar a time when the previous
bouds, hospital fees and Lawyers™ fees had
drained away all our resources. One weck
Later, our baby died of causes the doctors
could not determine. T am sure the atmos-
phere of anxiety, panic. depression and
despair in which my husband and I lived
during the three months of his life was
more than this tiny organism could bear.

Both my husband and I are working to
pay our debis and our Lwwyer is still ap
pealing our cases, but the me:aning ol life
has gone. We live like robots now, too
numb even to feel despair any longer.

The aragic, terrible irony is that we
were not even true pot lovers when ar-
rested: we had only tried the drug a
few times because almost all the young
people our age whom we knew were
experimenting with it.

(Name withheld by request)
Chicago, Ilinois

MARIJUANA AND HEROIN

I was shocked 1o read in the Septem-
ber Playboy Forum that two Armv ofhi-
cers do not believe that marijuana users
should be punished for their aime. 1,
too. am an Army oficer and 1 most
certainly will not tolerate the use of
nuripEana among my men.

In the same column, vou stated that
there is no evidence that amvone ever
turned to heroin because ol murijuana.
This was flagrant deceit on your part.
Dr. John C. Ball. lormerly of the N:
tional Institute of Mental Health in
Lexington, Kentucky, veported in 1967
that ol 2213 heroin addias examined,
704 percent had used marvijuana before
their addiction. In those states where
nurijuana was most readily available, 80
pereent ol the addicrs had  Arst used
marijuana.

Capt. H. D. Spradley
APO San Frandisco, California

Your statistics are meaningless  for
many veasons. (1) The f[act that 70 or
SO pereent of a gvoup of users of one
commodily has previously used another
conmmodity does not, in itself, establish a

causal link. This would be obvious if we
quoted similay statistics for two other
Products, such as =80 percent of all ciga-
retle  smokers  previously  wsed  chew-
ing gum; therefore. chewing gum leads
to cigarettes.” (2} There is no pharmaco-
logical or psychological yeason why mavi-
juana should lead to hevoin, these being
drugs of diffevent families no more close-
Iy rvelated than aspirin and insulin. (3)
Other vesearch has shown that 95 percent
of all hevoin users previously used alco-
hol, so yowr kind of post hoc, ereo prop-
ter hoc logie could be applied to yield the
result that all aleohol dvinkers should be
thyown in jail Lo punish them for taking
the visk that they might later become
hevoin addicts. We might add that Dr,
Ball. under cvoss-examination during a
Boston marijuana trial, admitted that no
scientific case for a cause-and-effect vela-
tionshify between pot and hevoin could
be deduced from his fisures.

The only way to establish a scientific
case for causalily is lo examine an en-
tively diffevent set of statistics. The cor-
vect  procedure is lo ask  how many
mavijuana users ave theve, compaved with
hevoin addicts. Estimates vary between
6.000,000 and 12000000 for mavijuana
wsers in Amevica and between 100,000
and 200000 for hevoin addicts. Taking
the lowest figure for pot smokers and the
highest figure for heroin addicti—so as to
gree you the best possible averqze—the
vesult is that theve ave, at most, only 3.3
hervoin addicts in the country for cuery
100 pot smokers. Thus, mavipuana is not a
“steppingstone’ to hevoin [or96.7 percent
of its smokers; and it s sUll unproved
that the other 33 percent wenl on to
hevoin “because of” marijuana.

NO COMPASSION

I am appalled ind irvitated with the
writer ol the November Playboy Forum
later “Intervupted Voyage.” This young
Luly complains that psychiatrists do not
know how to treat bad LSD trips.

As a well-traveled member of the
school of hird knocks and as a former
stafl member of a large mental institu-
tion where I was in charge ol admissions,
I leel T can speak with some authority
regarding drug users. Il addiaed, these
people are sick. I not addicred. they can
be dassificd in the same category as hu-
man waste! The very Lnct than this girl
ridiculed approved medical  treqment
alter receiving it only serves to illustrate
her limited mental capacity.

It is obvious that this female would be
lucky 1o attain the social status of a com
mon prostitute. For one thing, a good
amount ol common sense is a require-
ment lor that occupation.

I cannot dredge up  the  smallest
amount of compassion or sorrow for this
completely worthless being—onty disgust!

Mike Cayton
New Bern, North Carolina
You illustrate the moralistic bigotry

and lack of scientific objectivity that the
young lady chavged were typical of
many wovkers in mental hospitals.

PSYCHIATRIC BARBARISM

I congratulate you on the September
Playboy  Forum item  titded  “Mattea
wan Follies.” 1 was the anorney privi-
leged 1o wry the case on hehall of Mr.
Whitree. who was confined in Mattea
wan Stire Hospital lor the Criminally
Insane under an indefinite sentence, |
wish merely 10 add one point that your
readers may not have understood from
your briel account of the case: Mr. Whi-
tree was a perfectly healthy, normal in-
dividual for the period of over 12 years
that he was permitted to languish at
AMatteawan. Furthermore, AMr. Whitree
testified Tully and at great length as 1o
the details of the brutal assaulis suffered
by him throughout the period of his
involuntary incarceration at the hospi
tal. Nowwithstanding the naming of spe
cific persons who still remained in the
employ of that institution, not onc ol
those guards or attendanis was called to
the witness stmd o refute the charges
made against them.

Unless the responsible members of
our community wake up now and do
something with regard to raising the
standards ol our state hospitals, there
will be a long line of innocent persons
who are victimized and whose lives are
ruined.  Everyone rests comfortably in
the Tallacious notion that mental afflic-
tion will never be their lot in  life.
Statistics. however, demonstrate that the
likelihood of such an unfortunate occur-
rence is high. The court record of this
case reveals the heavy hand of authori-
tarianism  clutching the throat of the
innocent. The best that can be said for
those of us who treasure our creature
comforts is that we are unwitting ac-
complices 1o barbarism,

Awron J. Broder
Attorney a Law
New York, New York

BEHAVIOR THERAPY

No doubt Gerald Davison and David
Barlow (The Playboy Forum, April 1967
and August 1968) are well meaning in
their desire to recondition sex deviants by
behavior therapy. But before becoming
too enthusiastic about their “new™ wreat-
ment, especiatly as it pertains to homo-
sexuality. we ought to have some definite
answers to the lollowing questions:

First, what is mecant by “behavior
therapy,” and do we want to mpose
such veatment on humin beings? Since
1961, prolessional  journals have been
reporting that two major types of aver
sion  therapy—chemical and clectrical—
have been used with some degree ol
success in Caurmg” homosexuality, (rans-
vestism,  gambling,  marital  infidelity,
swearing, cte. As an example of chemical
therapy, one journal reports the case of
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a 22yearold truck driver trcated for
transvestism. Every two hours for six
days and nights, he was given injections
of apomorphine—which brought on head-
ache, nausca and vomiting. While in
this condition. he was shown pictures of
himsell dressed in women's clothes. It
had been plinned to put him through
72 *“trials,” but the last four had to be
abandoned because he became irritable,
confused and hostile; developed rigors,
high temperature and high blood pres-
sure; suffered from impaired coordination
and was unable to maintain a normal
conversation. However, the doctors re-
port the patient was cured and six
months later had no desire to dress in
women’s clothing.

In the case of clectricshock therapy,
the patient is placed in a small, dark
room and is shown slides of attractive
males and [emales. The homosexual
male patient, if he does not push a
button that turns oft the slide of an
attractive mitle within  eight  seconds,
receives an electric shock “as painful as
the patient can bear.” As soon as he
pushes the off bution, the picture of an
attractive female is flashed on and no
shock is administered. The number of
sessions varies from 5 to 28 and “'boost-
er” sessions (8 or 10) may be given cach
vear in order to prevent relapse. One
patient, it is reported, gasped cvery time
a picture appeared, became extremely
disturbed, wept for half an hour after
cach session and finally, rushing out of
the room in tears, refused further thera-
py- [ cannot sce where this lorm of
treatment differs [rom the tortures ol the
Inquisition or the brainwashing of the
Communists.

I would also like to know: To whom
is behavior therapy to be applied? The
rescarchers may well respond: “Only to
those who want it.” But how do they
propose to deal with those public offi-
cials who offer the sexual nonconformist
the choice of being “cured” or of being
sent away to a prison?

The Society lor Individual Rights, the
largest and most active organization of
homosexuals in  this country, believes
that homosexuality is neither inferior
nor superior to heterosexuality and that
homosexuals should be accepted or re-
jected on the basis of their individual
merits and not on the basis of their
sexual orientition.

Larry R. Littejohn, President
Society for Individual Rights, Inc.
San Francisco, California

Questioned about the alleged cruelty
of chemical and electrical aversion-ther-
apy techniques, Barlow told rLAYBOY:

All phases of the procedure we
now employ are accomplished using
the imagination of the patient.
This, of course, requires not only
the cooperation but also the active
participation of the patient in imag-
ining different aspects of his unde-

sired behavior in conjunclion with
unpleasant scenes of his choice.
This procedure has evolved from
recent research and scems an im-
provement over previous chemical
and electrical techniques that, like
carly crude surgery, were sometimes
painful. Our procedures are mnot
“tortures of the Inquisttion” but,
rather, methods derived from the
experimental laboratories just like
other pharmacological and suigical
innovations and carvefully applied to
consenting human beings to velieve
some suffering.

Dr. Davison responded to the comment
about involuntary imposition of behav-
ior therapy:

If judges and legislators come to
regard behavior-therapy lechniques
as effective, there 1is, indeed, the
danger of persons accused of crimi-
nal sexual behavior being forced to
submit to them. This would be
most unfortunate, but concern can
be tempered by the fact that behau-
ioral techniques can readily be
thwarted by clients who do not wish
to be affected. We have no “Man-
churian Candidates.” Nonetheless,
the overriding problem is really the
growing psychiatrization of the law,
the trend toward “explaining” atyp-
ical behavior as due to “illness” and
removing the individual concerned
from duc processes of law. This
trend could make use of behavioral
procedures in the same way it cur-
rently includes the work of the psy-
chiatrist, and it certainly should be
resisted. Indeed, we should antici-
pate that ingenious clinical  re-
searchers will develop  procedures
that can be forced on unwilling
patients. While there will always be
the occasional unethical and unfecl-
ing clinician, our graduate and
postdoctoral  programs  pay special
attention to moral issues as well as
to scientific and clinical training.
Moveover, the American Psychologi-
cal Associalion has its own code of
ethics, which is under constant re-
view, so thai, like the other helping
professions, we keep mindful of is-
sues that transcend scientific findings.

GAY 1S GOOD

I find the August Playboy Forum
letter from David H. Barlow oltensive
and illustrative not only of the failures
of psychology and psychiatry in their
approach to homosexuality but also ol the
dangers in the form ol “human engineer-
ing” practiced by behavioral therapists,
I write as a homosexual, 1 am [ounder
and president of the Mattachine Society
ol Washington. D. C.. and chairman of
the Eastern Regional Homophile Confer-
ence, although I am writing this letter
as an individual.

There is no valid scientific evidence
to show that homosexuality is a sickness,
illness, ncurosis or pathology of any
kind. It is a preferred orientation or
propensity, not different in kind from
heterosexuality.  Homosexuality is  not
intrinsically inferior to heterosexuality;
it is not a sccond-best condition. The
problems of the homosexual stem from
discrimination by the heterosexual ma-
jority and are much more likely to be
employment problems than emotional
problems. There is no valid ethical rea-
son for a person to subject himsell to
conditioning therapy other than submis-
sion to socictal prejudice. Such submis
sion is immoral, ol course, because the
prejudice is immoral.

Has Mr. Barlow ever considered that
the fact that heterosexuals rarely (if
ever) wish to change to homosexuality,
while homosexuals occasionally wish to
become  heterosexual, may imply the
same conclusion that can be drawn [rom
the one-way wraflic in Negroes passing as
whites®> The conclusion is that society
has indoctrinated a minority group with
a [alse sense of inferiority. Negro leaders
in a wise effort to repair the human
damage done them have coined the slo-
gan “Black is beautiful.” Barlow and
his professional colleagues would be o
greater service to the harassed homo-
sexual minority if they ceased to rein-
force the negative value judgments of
society and, mstead, adopted a positive
approach in which therapy for a homo-
sexual would consist of instilling in him
a sense of confident self-acceptance so he
could say with pride, “Gay is good.”

Franklin E. Kameny, Ph.D.
Washington, D. C.

We share your distaste for emotionally
charged words such as “sickness” to
deseribe what is more aptly called a
“deviance” (the neutral tevm used by
Barlow to denote a departure from be-
havioval norms); nonetheless, avoiding
loaded epithets should not blind  us
to the fact that theve arve distinclions
between  helerosexuality and  homosex-
uality. Conirary fo your asseriion thal
the latter is a “preferved ovientalion.”
the available evidence indicales that the
exclusive homosexual is not following a
preference at all but, vather, a compulsion
based on phobic reactions to heterosex-
ual stimuli.

The tenacity of this compulsion can be
measured by the forces with which it is
in conflict: In almost any Ihanan society,
every influence, from pavental upbringing
to the broadest cultural perswasions. oper-
ales 10 enconrage a man [o perforn as a
biological male with females; for veasons
as yet not known with scienlific cevtain-
ty, the homosexual reacts negalively to this
conditioning and develops at odds with
the very ground from which he sprang.
This is nol a deliberately chosen non-
conformily, because exclusive homosex-
wality is involuniarily and unexpectedly



COLUMBIA
STEREO TAPE CLUB

now offers you

"ANY6

7"REEL-TO-REEL
STEREO TAPES

695

if you join the Club now, and agree to purchase
as few as five additional selections during the

DEAN MARTIN'S
GREATEST HITS!
VOL.1

THE HEAT OF THE Bﬂﬂﬁs't

_ HERBALPERTS
THE mmwﬂma&s g

6550. AN of the music from
wam'swnderfaullameﬂ Fall |

ms. Includes: Evetytm‘l ettt
H sion speci

Som:hndr Houston, Nuhnﬂfs
Baby Again, Bumming Around, etc. R s
e H"a "R v ¥
6479. Includes Imb Rlpert’s vo-
cal hit: This Guy's In Love With
You, Cabaret, etc.

[BIE BROTHER & THE l neSh

HOLDING COMPANY
featurieg AMIS JOPLIN | IJIMENSION

"
FREE — if you join now

REVOLUTIONARY SELF.
THREADING TAKE- l.IP REEL

B B3| B

Jusl dmp the end oI the tape over this
record

er, and walch it
Ihtud imﬁml.hl

ique Scotch® process
automatically threads up tape of

RAY CONNIFF
and tha Singers
TURN AROUND,

6876, Includes: Wall
And Chaln, Summer-
time, etc.

028, Plut: vm Just
Tha Bay
mulutnm- 1inall

6825. Includes:Swest
Blindne d
hul,lmnrl

6897, Alsa: Pecple;
The Good,The Bad And
The ugly; 11 In all

B558. Plus: Love I3
Blue; Windy: Up, Up
And Away; ete.

7150. Tune in, and
urn on . . . 35 med
13 Cll‘l‘lllﬂ' Sll"ll

6340, Also: Like A
Laver, The Look Of
Love, Roda, etc.

B9E4. Cry Me A River,
Paople, Second Hlmi
Rose, many more

§152. Comedian's
Galop, Anltra's
Dance, o

WILLIAMS
GOLDEN
HITS
«Bornfiee
» Someahere,
iy Leve
% MOR

55631, Plus: Maria,
Moon River, Yaster-
day, Bominique, etc.

IRON BUTTERFLY
m&ﬁnuﬂa-D?;Vida

€415. Folsom Prison
Blues, The Long Black
vell, The Wall jete.

(SCINDTRACK)

THE
GRAOUATE
Songa Perlarmod by
Simon &
Garfunkel

6313, “'Like the mav-
e, a hit album'’
~Billboard Magazine

Tos4. Bill tells It
like it was. Dogs And
Cats, The wile, etc.

A SPACE DOYSSEY
EUGERE DRMANDY
Phuladelghia Orchestra
LEONMD BERNSTEIN
Hew York ar monC

., [ExaErsinin)

6765. Includes 6 se-
lectionsfromStrauss,
Ligeti, Blomdahl, etc.

BERNSTEIN'S
GREATEST HITS
REW TOML

5236. Espafia, On The
Trail, Waltz Of The
Flowers, elc.

2639, “'The best my-
sical score of '65."
—Am. Record Guide

GREENSLEEVES
The Philadelphi
FUENE ORMANEY. Cond.

B202. Includes: To A
Wild Rose Londan-
darry Air, atc,

PARSLEY SACE
RUSLMARY
[RLLL
 Homewad
Bewra
The Danging
Cepweisation
10 WORE

ARETHA FRANKLIN
Aretha Now

3442. Rlso: A Poem
on the Underground
Wall, Cloudy, efc.

7051, Also: You Send

Me, A Change, | Take
What | Want, etc.

RAY CONNIFF'S
WORLO OF HITS

swmm
MY LOVE

23 Songs

ST

3335. Downtown, Red
Roses For Blue Lady,
Charade, etc.

1969 CBS Direct Marketing Services T-204/S69

BOB DYLAN'S

GREATEST HITS

JB58. Plus: Ralny
Day Women, Like &
Roiling Stone, etc.

4302. A real bargain
for ciassical music
lovers

636B. Includes: Old
Friends, Mrs. Robin-
son, At The Zoo, etc.

7036. Plus: Wish Me

Well, Rambling On,

Magdalene, etc.

E572. Also: | Heard
It Through The
Grapevine, etc.

5874. | Hear A Sym
ghony, Ask ﬁnj'

Baby Love, etc.

WES MONTGOMERY
DOWN HERE ON

6489. Plus: Up And At
It, Georgla On M,
Mind, 10 Tn all

Golden Greets by
THE VENTURES

Walk, Don'i Fun
TR Terstario ron

b J [LIBERTY]

N -

& 4

thickness, releases freely on rew

5584, Plus: Apache,
The I.nnll; Bull
Wipe-out, 12 in all

JOHNNY MATHIS

5. Also: Little
Green Apples, Feslin’
Eroovy, 10 In all

up ree:

accept.

(Please Print)

|
I
|
|
I
I
|
I
|
|
|
I
I
|
|
!
I
L

COLUMBIA STEREO TAPE CLUB
Terre Haute, Indiona 47808

Flease enroll me as a member of the Club.
I've indicated at the right the 6 tapes I wish
to recelve for only $6.95, les post
hamdll?%‘amclude the se

My main musical interest is (check one) :

[] CLASSICAL

I agree to purchase flve selectlons during the
coming yvear .
ship at any time thereafter. If 1 continue, I
am to recelve a steréo tape of my cholce
FREE for every two additional selections I

Nome ... ....

coming year, from the more than 300 to be offered

JUST LOOK AT THE FANTASTIC SELECTION of best-sellers the
Columbia Sterec Tape Club is now offering new members!
The greatest stars . . . the biggest hits . . . and all available
in the incomparable sterec fidelity of 4-track reel-to-reel
tape! To introduce you to the Columbia Stereo Tape Club,
you may select any 6 of the stereo tapes shown here, and
we'll send them to you for only $6.95! That's right . . .
6 STEREQ TAPES for only $6.95, and all you need do is agree
to purchase as few as five tapes during the coming year at
the regular Club price.

HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month you'll receive your
free copy of the Club's magazine which describes and dis-
plays tapes for many different listening interests and from
many different manufacturers. You may accept the regular
selection for the field of music in which you are primarily
interested, or take any of the scores of other tapes offered
you, or take no tape at all that month,

YOUR OWN CHARGE ACCOUNT! Upon enroliment, the Club
will open a charge account in your name, You'll pay for the
tapes you want only after you've received them and are
enjoying them. The tapes you want will be mailed and billed
to you at the regular Club price of $7.95 {(occasional Original
Cast recordings somewhat higher), plus a small mailing and
handling charge.

YOU GET FREE TAPES! Once you've completed your enroll-
ment agreement, you'll get a stereo tape of your choice
FREE for every two tapes you purchase!

SEND NO MONEY NOW! Just fill in and mail the coupon today!
I Note: All tapes offered by the Club must be played |
hack on 4-track reel-to-reel sterco equipment.

APO, FPO eddressees: write for special offer

COLUMBIA STEREO TAPE CLUB
Terre Haule, Indiana 47808

SEND NO MONEY — JUST MAIL COUPON

SEND ME THESE
6 TAPES

{#ill in numbers)

ge and
—-threading take-

] POPULAR

. and I may cancel member-

ss1-7/72 |

e e e e e e et e e et e e e e S St . e e, e e e e



PLAYBOY

48

arrived al. Thus. the sexually inverted
male finds himself rejecting his biologi-
cal role and the physical and emo-
tional satisfactions that it offers; he finds
himself in conflict with pavental expecla-
tions and in opposition lo socicly's per-
vasive encouragement of hetevosexualily.
In return for the price in lension he
must pay for his rejection of these values,
he gains no grealer good through his
relations with males than the hetevo-
sexual gains in velations with females.
Therefore, it is far from accurale (o
state  that  exclusive homosexuality s
without intrinsic disadvantages for the
mdividual, disadvantages that would exist
cven in a lolerant sociely.

It is just as maccurale to stale that
homosexuals share “minority group” sta-
tus with blacks (or with ethnic and
religious  minorities). Such  minority
aroups are bound logether by a wvasl
complex of relationships, values and so-
ctal structures, not least of all the preser-
vation of the group by veproduction.
Homosexuals, on the other hand, are an
ageregale of individuals who share only
a single attvibute. The problems of most
other minorities ave caused primarily by
persecution; homosexuality, when com-
pulsive and phobic, is in itself a problem
that exists in addition to the problems
caused by sociely’s atlitude. For this
reason, homosexuals should not be dis-
couraged from secking therapy when they
want it; the suggestion by homaophile
spokesmen like yowrself that individuals
who do undergo treatment are violating
aroup solidarity mevely adds another con-
flict to the many already besetting homo-
sexuals.

In spite of our disagrecment on these
issues, we share your belief that the situa-
ton of the homosexual in America today
wonld be vastly improved were it not for
an intolerant and hostile society that
silijects him to enormous sivesses. Ta do
mweay with that kind of social intolevance
has been a constant and fundamental
purpose of “The Playboy Forum.”

BUS-TERMINAL BLUES

One night, while on my way down-
town to pick up a newspaper, 1 stopped
at the bus terminal to relieve mysell. A
young man was standing at the next
urinal and glinced at me while 1 was
urinating. When 1 went to the wash-
stand, he followed me, Hashed a badge
and wld me I was under arrest for
“public mastarbation.” At the police
station, the charge was changed o “dis-
orderly conduct, sex pervert.” Alter mak-
ing bond, the hondsman told me that
only one lawyer in town handled such
cases and that the lawyer’s father was a
police official. 1 tried to obtain a dil-
ferent attorney but was advised by all
and sundry that nobody in this town but
that one lawyer could ever win such a
case. I contacted him and was told that

he would have “sex pervert”™ removed
from the charge and that 1 would get
off with a fine il I pleaded guilty to
simple “disorderly conduct.” T followed
his advice and the whole travesty cost
me SH00—the hine plus his fee.

Shortly therealter, a prominent col-
lege official was wrrested under similar
circumstances and deaded to fight the
case. As a vesult, he stood trial for
perversion rather than just disorderly
conduct. He brought in scores of charac-
ter witnesses and was :u.'quillcd, but the
college hred him anyway.

I've learned that many citizens in
this town have gone through the same
routine as I did. They had the same
original charge, the same reduction in
charge, the same attorney, the same
judge. the same fine and the same legal
[ee. Many. ol course, are homosexuals
who don’t fight back because they know
the police can always arrest them again
on a similar charge. Others are merely
intimidated by lear of public reaction.

The vice squad and that lawyer sure
have a sweet racket going for them.

(Name withheld by request)
Birmingham, Alabama

POLICE AND SEX LAWS
As a police officer, I would like to give
my views on the treatment of homo-
sexuals by law-enforcement  agencies.
Most policemen will agree that the prob-
lem of so-called sexual perversion is in-
adequately handled by society. Sexual
offenses are the result of psychological
disturbances, lor which the sex offender
needs rehabilitation, not incarceration.
Police officers are exasperated at having
to engage in vain elforts to enforce laws
that  aren’t  justihed by present-day
knowledge and conditions. The resolu-
tion ol sociewy’s sex problems has been
left to the policeman. who has neither
the time nor the training 1o cope in any
scientifically oriented way with the sex
olfender. Every community should make
a full, unbiased study of its laws govern-
ing sexual behavior. Those laws that
have been shown by new knowledge to
be obsolete should be stricken from the
books. Only then will mistreatment of
sexual minorities come to an end.
H. A. Brockman
Orlando, Florida

RAFFERTY’'S RANT

The cminent Dr. Max Rafferty re-
cently authored a Reader's Digest article
titled  “Crack  Down  on  the Smut
Kings!™ in which he implies that por-
nography is to blame for teenage sex
crimes, venerexl disease and premarital
pregnancy. In one paragraph, he de-
scribes a film in which all the actors and
actresses are nude and says he finds this
fact “preny depressing in itself.”

Dr. Rafferty ends with a plea that
citizens work, for the sake ol their chil-
dren and grandchildren, 10 suppress the

production and sale ol pornography.
Does he [eel that our offspring neced
saving rom the knowledge that sex is
enjoyable, or just from knowledge?
Granted, pornography is not very educa-
tional. Stll. it seems obvious 10 me that
the real reason teemagers commit  sex
crimes, contract venercal disease or get
pregnant is that oo many of them
are woelully ignorant about sex. Il Dr.
Raflerty were seriously concerned about
juvenile sex tragedies, it seems to me he
would be advocating thorough sex in-
struction for the young. To make cur-
rent problems an excuse for an awack
on lreedom ol expression s absurd,
vicious and irrelevant.

Reese DeVere

San Lorenro, California

SEVEN POISONED CHILDREN

In the firm belief that the deprivation
ol one man’s civil liberties is an affront
to us all, I am writing to The Playboy
Forum 1o bring public attention to the
largely unheeded plight of James Rich-
ardson, a Southern Negro. Richardson
lived in Arcadia, Florida, with his wile
and their seven small children. During
October 1967. both he and his wile were
working together as orange pickers on a
farm 16 miles [rom Arcadia. On October
25, 1967, after arranging with a neigh-
bor 1o care for and [eed the children in
their absence, the Richardsons boarded =
farm-lubor truck for a day's work in the
fields. At noon, they were summoned o
the Arcadia hospital. where they were
subsequently informed that all seven of
their dhildren were dead. The children
had been poisoned with an insccticide.

Shortly after the mass funeral that
took place a lew days later, the Arcadia
shevifl, Frank Cline, charged James Rich-
ardson with murdering his children. At
press conlerences, the sheriff asserted that
the motive was insurance money and that
Richardson had taken out a life insur-
ance policy on the life of each child the
day before he killed them. The sherifl
and the prosecuting attorney told the
press that Richardson had  previously
killed three other children in Jackson-
ville, Florida. A jury was chosen in the
lynch atmosphere that prevailed, and a
lew days therealier, Richardson was con-
victed of murder in the first degree and
sentenced 1o death in the elecric chaar,
He is presently confined to death row
the state prison at Railord, Florida.

The jury never was informed that
there was, in fact, no life insurance

policy on the lile of any of the children
and that Richardson, a former preacher
and choir singer, had never harmed,
much less killed. any other childven.

Richardson’s lawver was called a “hip-
pie,” “nigger lover™ and that epither
reserved for the most troublesome. a
“Yankee agitator.” The lawyer. John
Spencer Robinson. is white, born and
raised in Tennessee and a successlul
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practicing attorney in Daytona Beach,
Florida, where he was, until he accepred
the Richardson case, a member of the
“right” clubs and a community leader.
Now he has but one concern—to vindi-
cate and Iree lus client, a concern that
has been very costly for him.

For the past two months, T have trav-
cled dwoughout Florida, interviewing
such dispirate witnesses as the sherifl and,
recently, Richardson himsell on death
row, as well as approximately 150 wit-
nesses and experts in some 1 cities. My
own interest in the case is related o the
fact that I plan 1o write a book about it.
But I do not intend 10 allow my role
as reporter to prevent me rom doing all
I can 1o help this man. 1 am convineced
he is innocent and that his imnocence s
demonstrable bevond any doubn. | believe
that we have located, bevond doubr, the
person who actually poisoned the chil-
dren. Mr. Robinson will shortly submit
documents 1o the court in support ol a
motion [or a new wial. In the mean-
time, Richardson vemains on death row.

One ol the jurors, when asked why the
jury convicted Richardson in the absence
of any cvidence that he had killed his
children. replied. “Well. someone had 10
do it, and vou can’t believe anything a
nigger says anywav.” We are now able
to satisly even that simplistic approach
to criminal jurisprudence: We know who
killed the childven and why, Will the
Florida court listen? Perhaps that de-
pends on the response ol concerned
Americans who may. il they wish, divect
communications o Governor Claude R
Kirk at the Statchouse in Tallahassee.
There is still hope for Richardson il his
trial is reopened.

And is there still hope for America?
Yes, il there are more men hke attorney
John Spencer Robinson in this country.

AMark Lane
Daytona Beach. Florida

Mark Lane is a prominent critic of
the Warren Connmission’s conclustons on
the assassinaiton of Preswdent Kennedy
[“P:'ﬂ\'hn)' Intervview,” !"('t'll'mnj,' 1967)
and has written two books on the subject,
“Rush to Judgment” and “A Citizen’s
Dissent” He s a New York atiorney
who served one term in the New York
State Assembly.

“The Playboy Forum™ offers the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialoz between
readers and editors of this publication
on subjects and issues vaised in Hugh
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and 19-22, arve avatlable at 50¢ per book-
let. Address all corvespondence on both
“Philosophy” and “Forum™ to: The
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 N.
Michigan Ave.. Chicago, Hlimoms 60611,
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: MARSHALL MCLUHAN

a candid conversation with the high priest of popcult and metaphysician of media

In 1961, the name of Marshall Mc-
Luhan was wunknown lo everyone bui
his English students at the University of
Toronto—and a of academic
admirers who followed his abstruse arli-
cles in small-civeulation quarterlies. But
then came two vemarkable books—"The
Gutenberg Galaxy” (1962) and “Under-
standing Media” (1961 —and the graying
professor  from Canada’s western hin-
tevlands soon found himself character-
ized by the San Francisco Chronicle as
“the hottest academic property around.”
He has since won a world-wide follow-
ing for his brilliant—and frequently
baffling—theories about the impact of
the media on man; and his name has
entered the French language as muclu-
hanisme, a synonym for the world of pop
culture.

Though his books are wrillen in a
difficult style—al once emigmaltic. epi-
grammatic and overgrown with arcane
literary and histovic allusions—the revo-
Intionary ideas lurking in them have
made McLuhan a bestselling author.
Despite prolests from a legion of out-
raged scholastics and old-guard human-
ists who claim that McLuhan's ideas
range from demented to dangerous, his
free-for-all theorvizing has atiracted the
altention of lop executives at Geneval
Motors (who paid Iim a handsome fee
to inform them thal antomobiles were a
thing of the past), Bell Telephone (lo
whom he explained that they didn’t
really understand the function of the
telephone) and a leading pachage-design

colerie

“The young will continue turning on no
matler how many of them are turned off
into prisons. Such legal restvictions only
veflect the cultural revenge of a dying
enlture against ils successor.”

house (which was told that packages will
soon be obsolete). Anteing up S$5000,
another huge corpovation asked him to
predict—uvia  closed-circuit
whatl their own products will be used for
in the future; and Canada’s turned-on
Prime Minister Pierre Trudeau engages
him in monthly bull sessions designed to
improve lus lelevision image.
McLuhan’s observations—"probes,” he
prefers to call them—are riddled with
such flamboyantly undecipherable apho-
risms ay “The electvic light is puve infor-
mation” and “People don’t actually read
newspapers—they get into them cvery
morning like a hot bath” Of his own
work. MclLuhan has remarked: “I don’t
preiend to understand it. After all. my
stuff s very difficult.” Despite his convo-
luted syntax, flashy metaphors and word-
playful one-liners, howcver, McLuhan’s
basic thesis is relatively simple.
Mcluhan contends that all media—
in and of themselves and regardless of
the messages they communicate—exert
a compelling influence on man and
sociely. Prehistovic, or tribal, man ex-
istedd in a harmonious balance of the
senses, perceiving  the world  equally
through hearing, smell, touch, sight and
taste. Bul technological innovations are
extensions of human abilities and senses
that alter this sensory balance—an allerva-
tion that, in turn, inexovably reshapes
the society thal crealed the teclmology.
According to Mcluhan, theve have been
three basic  technological innovations:
the invention of the phonetic alphabet,

television—

which jolted tribal man out of his senso-
ry balance and gave dominance to the
eye; the introduction of mouvable type
in the 16th Century, which accelerated
this process; and the invention of the
telegraph in 1844, which hevalded an
clectronics revolution that will wltimate-
Iy retribalize man by restoring his senso-
ry balance. McLuhan has made it his
business to explain and extrapolaic the
repercussions of this electronic revolution.

For his efforts, critics have dubbed
fhim “the Dry. Spock of pop cultuie”
“the gurn of the hoob tube” a “Canadi-
an Nkrumah who has joined the assault
on reason,” a “metaphysical wizard pos-
sessed by a spatial sense of madness.”
and “the high priest of popthink who
conducts a Black Mass for dilettantes
before the allar of historical determin-
ism.” Amherst professor Benjamin De-
Mott observed: "He's swinging, switched
on, with 1t and NOW. And wrong.”

Bui as Tom Wolfe has aptly inquired,
“What if he is vight? Suppose he is what
he sounds like—the most im Em‘mm
thinker since Newton, Darwin, Freud,
Emstein and  Pavlov?” Social historian
Richard Kostelanetz contends that “the
most extraovdinary quality of Mcluhan’s
mind is that it discerns significance wheve
others sce only data, or nothing; he tells
us how to measure phenomena previousty
unmeasurable””

The unperinurbed subject of this con-
troversy was born in Edmonton, Alber-
ta, on July 21, I1911. The son of a
former actress and a real-estate salesman,

“The Eskimo is a servomechanism of his
kayak, the cowboy of his hovse, the busi-
nessman of his clock, the eyberneticist—
and soon the world—o| lhis computer. In
short. to the spoils belongs the wvictor.”

“The hostility of my critics is the cus-
tomary human reaction when confronted
with innovation—a  practice vefined by
the Chinese empevors, who used lo ex-
ccute messengers bringing bad news.”

53
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McLuhan entered the University of
Manitoba intending to become an engi-
neer, but matriculated 1 1934 with an
M. A in English literature. Next came
a stint as an oarsman and graduale
student at Cambridge, followed by Mc-
Luhan’s first teaching job—at the Uni-
versity of Wisconsin. It was a protal
expertence. I was  confronted  with
young Americans I was incapable of
understanding,” he has since remarked.
“I felt an wrgent nced lo study their
populay culture in ovder to get through.”
With the seeds sown, Mcl.uhan let them
germinate while earning a Ph. D., then
taught at Catholic universities. (He is a
devout Roman Catholic convert.)

His publishing caveer began with a
number of arvticles on standard academic
fare; but by the mid-Forties, his interest
m  popular culture surfaced, and true
McLuhan efforts such as “The Psycho-
pathology of Time and Lif¢” began fo
appear. They hit book length for the
first time in 1951 with the publication
of "The Mechanical Bride”—an analysis
of the social and psychological pressures
genevated by the press, radio, movies
and advertising—and McLuhan was on
his way. Though the book attracted lit-
tle public notice, it won him the chamn-
manship of a Ford Foundalion seminar
on culture and communications and a
S0000 grant, with part of which he
started “Explorations,” a small periodi-
cal outlet for the seminar’s findings. By
the late Fifties, his reputation had trick-
led down to Washington: In 1959, he
hecame director of the Media Project of
the Nuational Association of Educational
Broadcasters and the United States Office
of Education, and the report resulting
from this post became the fust draft of
“Understanding Media.” Since 1963, Mc-
Lulan has headed the Universily  of
Toronto's Center for Culture and Tech-
nology. which until recently consisted
entively of McLulan's office, but now
includes a six-room campus building.

Apart from his teaching, leciuring and
administrative duties, McLuhan has be-
come a sort of minor communication
industry unto himself. Each month he
wsues to subscribers a mixed-media ve-
port called “The McLuhan Dew-Line”;
and, punning on that title, he has also
originated a sevies of recordings called
“The Marshall  McLuhan  Dew-Line
Platiertudes.” McLuhan conlributed a
chavacteristically  mind-expanding  essay
about the media—"The Reversal of the
Overheated I'mage”—ito our December
1968 issue. Also a compulsive collnbova-
tor, Ins literary efforts in tandem with
colleagues have included a high school
textbook and an analysis of the function
of space in poetry and painting. “Coun-
lerblast,” his next book, is a manically
graphic tnp through the land of his
theories.

In order to provide our readers with a
maf of this labyrinthine terra incognita,

PLAYBOY assigned interviewer Fric Nor-
den to wisit Mcluhan at his spacious
new home in the wealthy Toronto sub-
urb of Wychwood Park, where he lives
with his wife, Corinne. and five of his
six childven. (His eldest son lives in
New York, where he 5 completing a
book on James Joyce, one of his father's
heroes.) Novden rveporis: “Tall, gray and
gangly, with a thin but mobile mouth
and an otherwise eminently forgettable
face, McLuhan was dressed in an il
fitting brown tweed suit, black shoes
and a clip-on necktiec. As we talked
on inlo the night before a corackling
fire, McLuhan expressed his veservations
about the interview—indeed, aboul the
printed word itself—as a means of com-
mumication, suggesting that the question-
and-answer  format  might impede  the
im-depth flow of his ideas. I assuved him
that he would have as much time—and
space—as  he wished 1o develop  his
thoughts.”

The vesult has considerably morve lu-
cidity and clarity than McLuhan's readers
are accustomed to—perhaps because the
Q. and A. format seyves to pin him down
by countevacting his habit of mercuri-
ally changing the subject in mid-stream
of consciousness. It 15 also, we think, a
protean and provocative distillation not
only of McLuhan's original theories
about human progress and social insti-
tutions but of his almost immobilizingly
intricate  style—descvibed by novelist
George P. Elliott as “deliberalely anti-
logical, cireular, vepetitious, unqualified,
gnomic, oubrageous” and. even less chari-
tably, by evitic Christopher Ricks as “a
viscous fog through which loom stum-
Dling metaphors” But other authorities
contend that McLuhan's siylistic medium
s part and parvcel of his message—thal
the tightly structurved “linear” modes of
traditional thought and discourse are ob-
solescent in the new ~postliterate” age of
the electric media. Norden began the
interview with an allusion to McLulhan’s
favorite electvic medium: television.

PLAYBOY: T'o borrow Henry Gibson's oli-
repeated one-line poem on Rowan and
Matin's Laugh-Tn—"Narshall McLuhan,
what are you doin’?”
Mc LUHAN: Sometimes | wonder. 'm mak-
ing explorations. 1 don’t know where
they're poing to take me. My work is
designed lor the pragmatic purpose of
wying to understand our 1echnological
environment and its psvchic and social
consequences. But my books constitute
the process vather than the completed
product of discovery: my purpose is 1o
employ facts as tentative probes, as means
of insight, ol pattern recognition, rather
than to use them in the waditional and
sterile sense ol classihed data, categories,
containers. I want to map new terrain
riather than dhart old landmarks.

But I've never presented such explora-

tions as revealed truth. As an investi-
gator, I have no fixed point of view, no
commitment to any theory—my own or
anvone else’s. As a matter ol fact, I'm
completely ready to junk any statement
I've ever made about any subject if
events don't bear me out, or il I discover
it isn’t contributing o an understanding
of the problem. The better part of my
work on media s actually somewhat like
a safe-oracker’s. T don’t know what's in-
side; maybe it's nothing. I just sit down
and start 10 work. T grope, 1 listen. 1
test, I accept and discard: 1 try out differ-
ent sequences—until the twmblers Tall
and the doors spring open.

PLAYBOY: Isn't such a methodology some-
what erratic and inconsistent—il not, as
your critics would maintain, eccentric?
McLUHAN: Any approach to environ.
mental problems must be sufficiently
Hexible and adaptable to encompass the
entire environmental matrix, which is in
constant flux. I consider mysell a gen-
eralist, not a specialist who has staked
out a tiny plot of study as his intellec-
tual turl and is oblivious 10 everything
else. Actually, my work is a depth oper
ation, the accepted practice in most
modern disciplines [rom psychiatry to
metallurgy and structural analysis. El-
fective study of the media deals not
only with the content of the media but
with the media themselves and the total
cultural environment within which the
media function. Only by standing aside
from any phenomenon and wking an
overview can you discover its operitive
principles and lines of force. There's
really nothing inherently startling or
radical about this study—except that for
some reason Tew have had the vision o
undertake it. For the past 3500 years of
the Western world, the cffects of media
—whether it's speech, writing, printing.
photography. radio or television—have
been systematically overlooked by social
observers. Even in roday’s revolutionary
clecironic  age.  scholars  evidence  few
signs ol modilying this waditional stance
of ostrichlike disregard.

PLAYBOY: Why?

Mc LUHAN: Because all media, from the
phonetic alphaber 1o the computer, are
extensions of man that cause deep and
lasting changes in him and wansform his
environment. Such an extension is an
mntensilication, an amplification ol an or-
gan, sense or function, and whenever it
takes plice, the cenral nervous system
appears  to  institute a sell-protective
numbing ol the affected area, insulat-
mg and anestheuzing 1t from conscious
awareness of what's happening o it. It’s
a process rather like thar which occurs
to the body under shock or siress condi
tions, or to the mind in line with the
Freudian coneept ol vepression. I call
this peculiar form of sell-hypnosis Narcis-
sus narcosis, a syndrome whereby man
remains as unaware ol the psychic and
social cffects of his new technology as a
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fish of the water it swims in. As a result,
precisely ac the point where a new media-
induced environment becomes all perva-
sive  and  wransmogrifies  our  sensory
balance, 1t also becomes invisible.

This problem is doubly acute today
because man must, as a simple survival
strategy, become aware ol what is hap-
pening to him, despite the attendant
pain ol such comprehension. The fact
that he has not done so m this age ol
clectronics is what has made this also the
age ol anxiety, which in turn has heen
translormed ino its Doppeleinger—the
therapeutically  reactive age ol anomie
and apathy. But despite our sell-protec-
tive escape mechanisms, the total-field
awareness engendered by electronic me-
dize 15 enabling us—indeed, compelling
us—to grope toward a consciousness ol
the unconscious, toward a  realization
that technology s an extension ol our
own hodies. We live in the hrst age
when change occurs sufhciently rapidly
to nuike such pattern recognition possi
bie for society at Luge. Until the present
cra, this awareness has always been re-
llected fust by the artist, who has had
the power—and courage—ol the scer to
read the linguage of the outer world and
relate it to the inner world.

PLAYBOY: Why should it be the artist
rather than the scientist who perceives
these  relationships and  loresces  these
trends?

Mc LUHAN: Because inherent in the art-
ist’s creative inspiration is the process of
subliminally sniffing out environmental
chitnge, IU's always been the artist who
perceives the alterations in man caused
by a new medium, who recognizes that
the future is the present, and uses his
work to prepare the ground for it. But
most people, from wruck drivers to the
literary  Brabhmins, are  still - blissfully
iznorant ol what the media do 1o them;
unaware that because ol their pervasive
cllects on man. it is the medium itself
that is the message, not the content, and
unaware that the medium is also the
massage—that, all puns aside, it Literally
works over and saturates and molds and
wanslorms every sense ratio. The con-
tent or message ol any particular medium
bas about as much importance as the
stenciling on the casing ol an atomic
bomb. But the ability to perceive media-
induced  extensions ol man, once the
province ol the artist. is now heing
expanded as the new environment ol
clectric information  makes  possible a
new degree of perception and  eritical
awareness by nonartists,

PLAYBOY: Is the public, then, at last hegin-
ning to perceive the “invisible”™ contours
ol these new technological environments?
Mc LUHAN: People e beginning to un-
derstand the nature ol their new tech-
nology. but not ya nearly enough of
them—and not nearly well enough, Most
people, as I indicated, still cling to
what I cull the rearview-miror view ol

their world. By this T mean to say that
because ol the invisibility of any envi-
ronment during the period ol its innova-
tion, man is only consciously aware ol
the envivonment that has  preceded it
in other words, an environment bhecomes
fully visible only when it has been super-
seded by a new environment: thus we
are always one step behind in our view
ol the world. Because we are benumbed
by any new technology—which in turn
creates o totally new  environment—we
rend o make the old environment more
visible: we do so by turning it into an ot
form and by attaching ourselhves 10 the
objects and atmosphere that characterized
i just as we've done with juzz, and s
we're now doing with the garbage ol the
mechatical environment via pop art.
The present is always invisible be-
cause it's environmental and  satarates
the whole held ol attention so over
whelmingly; thus everyone but the art-
ist, the man ol integral awareness, is
alive o an earlier day. In the midst of
the elecuronic age ol soltware, ol instant
inlormation movement, we still believe
we're living in the mechanical age of
hardware. At the height ol the mechani-
cal age, man turned back to earlier cen-
turies in search of “pastoral™ values. The
Renaissance and the Middle Ages were
completely oriented toward Rome: Rome
was oriented  toward  Greeee, and  the
Greeks were oriented toward the pre-
Homeric primitives. We reverse the old
educational dictum of learning by pro-
ceedling from the [amiliar 10 the unla-
miliar by going Irom the unfamiliar to
the [amiliar, which is nothing more or
less than the nombing mechanism  thae
tukes place whenever new media drasti-
clly extend our senses.
PLAYBOY: Il this “numbing” citect per-
forms a beneficial role by protecting man
from the psychic pain caused by the ex-
tensions ol his nervous system that you
attribute to the media, why are you
attempimyg to dispel it and alert man o
the changes in his environment?
Mc LUHAN: In the past. the effects of media
were experienced more gradually, allow
ing the individual and socicty 1o absorh
and cushion their impact o some degree.
Today, in the clearonic age ol instan-
tancous communication, I believe that
our survival, and at the very least our
comfort and happiness, is predicated on
understanding the mature ol our new
environment. because unlike previous en-
vironmental changes, the electric media
constitute a total and nearanstantancous
translormation of culture. values and
attitudes. This upheaval generates great
pain and identity loss, which can be
ameliorated  only through o conscions
awareness of its dynamics. I we under-
stand the revolutionary translformations
caused by new media, we can anticipate
and control them: but il we continue in
our sell-mduced sublimmal trance, we
will be their slaves.

Because of today's 1ervific speed-up ol
mformation moving, we have a chance 10
apprehend, predict and influence the en-
vironmental [orces shaping us—and thus
win back control of our own destinics.
The new extensions ol man and the ¢n-
vironment they generate are the cenmal
manifestations of the evolutiomwy proc-
ess, and ver we still cannot free ourselves
ol the delusion that it s how a mediom s
used that counts, rather than what 1t does
to us and with us. This is the zombie
stance ol the echnological idiot. It's 1o
escape this Narcissus trance tha I've tried
to trace and reveal the impace ol media
on man. from the beginning ol recorded
time to the present.

PLAYBOY: Will you trace that impact lor
us—in condensed [orm?

Mc LUHAN: It's dithcult 1o condense into
the format of an interview such as this,
but Pll try 1o give you a briel rundown
of the basic media  breakthroughs.
You've got 1o remember that my del-
mition of media s broad: 1t includes
any technology whatever than areates ex
tensions of the human body and senses.
from cothing to the compuier. And o
vital point T must stress again is tha
societies have always been shaped more
by the nature of the media with which
men communicate than by the content
of the communication. All 1echnology
has the property ol the Midas touch:
whenever a socicty develops an extension
of itsell, all other functions of that socie
ty tend to be transmuted to accommao
date that new form: once any new
technology penctrates a society, il satu-
rates every institution ol that socicty.
New technology is thus a revolutionizing
agent. We see this today with the clec
tric media and we saw it several thou-
sand vears ago with the invention ol the
phonetic alphabet. which was just as
Lar-reaching  an  innovation—and  had
just as profound consequences for man.
PLAYBOY: Whut were they?

Mc LUHAN: Before the invention ol the
phonetic alphabet. man lived in a world
where all the senses were  balanced
and  simultancous, a closed world ol
tribal depth and resonance, an oral cul:
ture structured by a dominant aaditory
sense ol life. The ear, as opposed o
the cool and neutral eye. is sensitive,
hyperaesthetic and all-inclusive, and con
tributes 1o the seamless web ol tribal
kinship and interdependence in which
all members of the group existed in
harmony. The primary medium ol com-
munication was speech, and thus no man
knew appreciably more or less than any
other—which meant that there was hinle
individualism and  specialization,  the
hallmarks of “avilized” Western man.
Tribal cultures even today simply can-
not comprchend the concept of the
individual or of the separate and inde-
pendent citizen, Oral cultures act and
react simultancously, whereas  the ca-
pacity to act without reacting, without
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involvement, is the special gilt of “de-
tached™  literate man.  Another  basic
characteristic distinguishing tribal man
from his literae successors 1s that he
lived in a world of acoustic space, which
gave him a radically diflerent concept
ol timespace relationships.

PLAYBOY: Whut do you mean by “acoustic
space”’?

McLUHAN: I mean space that has no
center and no margin. unlike stricly
visual space. which is an extension and
intensilication of the eye. Acoustic space
15 organic and integral. perceived through
the simultineous erplay of all the
senses: whereas “rational” or  pictorial
space is uniform. sequential and  con-
tinuous and creates a closed world with
none of the rich resonance of the tribal
echoland. Our own Waestern time-space
concepts derive from the environment
created by the discovery of phonetic
writing, as does our entire concept of
Western  civilization. The man of the
tribal world led a complex. kaleidoscopic
lile precisely because the ear, unlike the
eve, canmot be focused and is synaesthenic
rather than analytical and linear. Speech
is an urterance. or more precisely, an
outering, of all our senses at once: the
auditory field is simultancous, the visual
successive. The modes of life ol nonliter-
ate people were implicit, simultancous
and  discontinuous, and also Far richer
than those of literate man. By their de-
pendence on the spoken word for infor-
muttion, people were drawn together into
a tribal mesh: and since the spoken word
is more cmotionally  laden  than  the
written—conveying by intonation such
rich emotions as anger, jov. sorrow, fear
—tribal man was more spontaneous and
passionately volatile. Audile-tactile tribal
nun partook  of the collective  un-
conscions, lived i a magical integral
world patterned by myth and ritual. its
vitlues divine and unchallenged, whereas
Litevate or visual man creates an en-
vironment that is strongly Iragmented,
individualistic. explicit. logical. special-
ized and detached.

PLAYBOY: Wus it phonctic literacy alone
that precipitated this profound shift of
values from tribal involvement 10 “avi-
Lized” detachment?

Mc LUHAN: Yes, it was. Anv culture is an
order of sensory prelerences, and in the
tribal world. the senses of touch. taste,
hearing imd smell were developed. for
very practical reasons, to a much higher
level than the strictly visual. Into this
world. the phonciic alphabet fell like a
bombshell. installing sight at the head
ol the hierarchy ol senses. Literacy pro-
pelled man from the tribe, gave him an
eve for an car and replaced his integral
in-depth communal interplay with visual
linear values and fragmemed conscious-
ness. As an intensibcation and ampli-
fication of the visual [unction, the
phonetic alphabet diminished the vole
ol the senses of hearing and touch and

taste and smell, permeating the discon-
tinuous ctlture of tribal man and trans-
Lating its organic harmony and complex
svnaesthesia into the uniform. connected
and visual mode that we still consider
the norm of “ratonal” existence, The
whole man became fragmented man; the
alphabet shattered the charmed cirde
and resomating magic of the ribal world.
exploding mun into an agglomeration ol
specialized and psvchically impoverished
“individuals,” or units, functioning in a
world ol linear time and Euclidean space.
PLAYBOY: But literate soqctics existed in
the ancient world long before the pho-
netic alphabet. Why weren't they deuib
alized?

McLUHAN: The phonetic  alphaber  did
not change or extend man so drastically
just because it enabled him 1o read; s
vou point out. tribal culture had already
coexisted with other written  languages
for thousands of vears. But the phonetic
alphaber was radically different from the
older and richer hicroglyphic or ideo-
grammic cultures. The writings ol Egvp-
tian, Babylonian, Mavan and Chinese
cultures were an extension of the senses
in that they gave pictorial expression
to reality. and they demunded many
signs to cover the wide range ol data in
their societies—unlike phonetic writing,
which uses semantically meaningless let-
ters 1o correspoid o semantically mean-
ingless sounds and is able. with only a
handlul of letiers, 1o encompass all mean
ings and all languages. This achievement
demanded the separation of both sights
and sounds from their semantic and dra-
matic meanings in order to render visible
the actual sound ol speech, thus placing a
barrier between men and objeas and
creating a dualism  berween  sight and
sound. It divorced the visual function
from the inerplay with the other senses
and thus led 10 the rejection [rom con-
saousness of vital areas of owr sensory
exparience and to the resultant atvophy
of the unconscious. The balance of the
sensorium—or Gestalt interplay of all the
senses—and the psvchic and social har-
mony it engendered was disrupted. and
the visual function was overdeveloped.
I'his was true ol no other writing system.
PLAYBOY: How can vou be so sure that
this all occurrad solely hecause of pho-
netic literacy—or, in fact, il it occurred
at all?

Mc LUHAN: You don't have to go back
3000 or 4000 years to sce this process at
work; in Aflvica todav, a single genera-
tion ol alphabetic literacy is enough 1o
wrench the individual Irom the tribal
web. When tribal man becomes phoneti-
cally literate, he may have an improved
abstract inwellectual grasp ol the world,
but most of the deeply emotional corpo-
rate family leeling s exased from his
relationship with his social milieu. This
division of sight and sound and meaning
ciuses  deep  psvchological  eftects,  and
he sullers a  corresponding  scparation

and impoverishment of his imaginative,
emotional and sensorv life. He begins
reasoning in a sequential linear fashion;
he begins categorizing and  classifving
data. As knowledge is extended in alpha-
betic Torm. it s localized and [ragmented
into specialties, creating division of func-
tion, ol social classes. of nations and of
knowledge—and in the process, the rich
interplay of all the senses that character-
ized the wibal society s sacrificed.
PLAYBOY: But ren't there correspond.
ing gains in insight, understanding and
cultural diversity to compensate detrib
alized man for the loss of his communal
vitlues?

Mc LUHAN: Your question reflects all the
mstitutionalized biases of literate man.
Literacv. contrarv 10 the popular view
of the “civilizing” process vou've just
echoed, creates people who are much
less complex and  diverse than  those
who develop in the intricate web of
oral-tribal societies. Tribal man, unlike
homogenized Western man. was not dil-
feventiated by his specialist talents or
his visible characteristics. but Dby his
unique cmotional blends. The imernal
world of the tribal man was a creative
mix of complex emotions and feclings
that literate men of the Western world
have allowed to wither or have sup-
pressed in the name of elhciency and
practicalitv.  The alphabet  served 10
neutritlize all these rich divergencies of
tribal cultures by translating their com-
plexities into simple visual forms: and
the visual sense, remember. is the only
one that allows us to detach: all other
senses involve us, but the detachment
bred by literacy disinvolves and detrib-
alizes man. He separates from the tribe
as a predominantly visual man  who
shares standardized attitudes, habits and
rights with other avilized men. But he
is also given a emendous advantage
over the nonliterate tribal man who. to-
day as in ancient times, is hamstrung
by cultural pluralism, uniqueness and
discontinuity—values  that - make  the
African as easy prev lor the Ewopean
colonialist as the barbarian was for the
Grecks and Romans. Only alphabetic
cultures have ever succeeded in master-
ing connected  linear sequences as  a
means of social and psvchic organiza-
tion: the separation of all kinds ol expe-
riences into uniform amnd  continuous
umits in order to generate accelerared
action and alteration of form—in other
words, applied knowledge—has heen the
searet ol Western man's ascendancy over
other men as well as over his environ-
ment.

PLAYBOY: Isn't the thrust of vour argu-
ment, then. that the introduction of the
phonetic alphabet was not progress, s
has  generally  been  assumed, but a
psvchic and social disaster?

McLUHAN: It was both. 1 try 1o avoid
vilue  judgments  in these arcas, but
there is much evidence 10 suggest that
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man may have paid too dear a price for
his new environment of specialist tech-
nology and wvalues. Schizophrenia and
alienation may be the inevitable conse-
quences of phonetic literacy. It's meta-
phorically significant, I suspect, that the
old Greek myth has Cadmus, who
brought the alphabet to man. sowing
dragon’s teeth that sprang up from the
earth as armed men. Whenever the
dragon's teeth of technological change
are sown, we reap a whirlwind ol vio-
lence. We saw this clearly in classical
times, although it was somewhat maoder-
ated because phonetic literacy did not
win an overnight victory over primitive
values and institutions; rather, it per-
meated ancient society in a gradual, if
inexorable. evolutionary process.
PLAYBOY: How long did the old tribal
culture endure?

Mc LUHAN: In isolated pockets, it held on
until the invention of printing in the
16th Century, which was a vastly impor-
tant qualitative extension ol phonetic
literacy. If the phonetic alphabet leli
like a bombshell on tribal man, the
printing press hit him like a 100-megaton
H-bomb. The printing press was the
ultimate extension of phouetic literacy:
Books could be reproduced in infinite
numbers; universal literacy was at last
fully possible, if gradually realized; and
books became portable  individual pos-
sessions. Type, the prototype of all ma-
chines, ensured the primacy ol the visual
bias and finally sealed the doom of tribal
man. The new medium ol linear, uni-
form, repeatable type reproduced  in-
formation in unlimited quantities and
at hitherto-impossible speeds, thus assur-
ing the eye a position ol total predomi-
nance in man's sensorium. As a drastic
extension of man, it shaped and trans-
formed his entire cnvironment, psychic
and social, and was directly responsible
for the rise of such disparate phenomena
as nationalism, the Reformation, the as-
sembly line and its offspriug, the Indus-
trial Revolution, the whole concept ol
causality, Cartesian and Newtonian con-
cepts of the universe, perspective in art,
narrative chronology in litevature and a
psychological mode ol introspection or
inner direction that greatly intensified
the tendencies toward individualism and
specialization engendered 2000 years be-
fore by phonetic literacy. The schism
between thought and action was institu-
tionalized, and [ragmented man, first
sundered by the alphabet. was at last
diced into bitesized tidbits. From that
point on, Western man was Gutenberg
mn.

pLaYBOY: Even accepting the principle
that technological innovations
ate [ar-reaching environmental changes,
many of your readers find it dificule to
understand how you can hold the de-
velopment ol printing responsible for
such apparently unrelited phenomena as
nationalism and industrialism.

gener-

Mc LUHAN: The key word is "apparently.”
Look a bit doser at both nationalism
and industrialism and you'll see that
both derived directly from the explosion
ol print technology in the 16th Century.
Nationalism didn’t exist in Europe until
the Renaissance, when typography en-
abled every literate man to see his mother
tongue analyrically as a uniform entity.
The printing press. by spreading mass-
produced books and printed matter across
Europe, wrned the vernacular regional
Linguages ol the day into uniform closed
systems of national languages—just an-
other variant of what we call mass media
and gave birth to the entire concept
of nationalism.

The individual newly homogenized by
print saw the nation concept as an in-
tense and beguiling image of group
destiny and status. With print, the homo-
geneity ol money, markets and  trans-
port also became possible for the first
time, thus creating cconomic as well as
political unity and triggering all the dy-
namic centralizing energics of contem-
porary nationalism. By creating a speed
ol information movement unthinkable
before printing, the Gutenberg revolu-
tion thus produced a new type of visual
centralized national entity that was grad-
ually merged with commercial expansion
until Europe was a network of states.

By fostering continuity and competi-
tion within homogeneous and contiguous
territory, nationalism not only forged
new nations but sealed the doom of the
old corporate, noncompetitive and dis-
continuous  medieval order ol  guilds
and Lmily-structured social organization;
print demanded both personal [ragmen-
tation and social uniformity, the natural
expression of which was the nation-state.
Literate nationalism’s tremendous speed-
lll) 0[ i]l[Ul'nl:lliUl'l movement accelerared
the specialist function that was nurtured
by phonetic  literacy and  nourished
by Gutenberg, and rendered obsolete
such generalist encyclopedic hgures as
Benvenuto Cellini, the goldsmith-cum-
condottiere -cum - painter - cum - sculptor -
cumi-writer: it was the Renaissance that
destroyed Renaissance Man.

PLAYBOY: Why do you feel that Guten-
berg also laid the groundwark for the
Indusivial Revolution?

McLUHAN: The two go hand in hand.
Printing, remember, was the first mecha-
nization of a complex handicraft; by
creating an analytic sequence ol swep-
by-step processes, it became the blue-
print of all mechanization to follow. The
most important quality ol print 1s its
repeatabilitv: it is a visual statement
that can be reproduced indefinitely, and
repeatability is the root of the mechani-
cal principle that has transformed the
world since Gutenberg. Typography, by
producing the fust uniformly repeatable
commodity, also created Hemry Ford,
the first assembly line and the fst mass
production. Movable type was archetype

and prototype for all subsequent indus-
trial development. Without phonetic lit-
eracy and the printing press, modern
industrialism would be mmpossible. Tt is
necessary 1o recognize literacy as typo-
graphic technology, shaping not only
production and marketing procedures
but all other areas of life, [rom educa-
tion to dty planning.
PLAYBOY: You secem to be contending
that practically every aspect ol modern
life is a direct consequence of Guien-
berg's invention of the printing press.
Me LUHAN: LEvery aspect ol Western me-
chanical culture was shaped by print
technology. but the modern age is the
age of the electric media, which [orge
environments and cultures antithetical 1o
the mechanical consumer society derived
from print. Print tore man out of his
traditional cultural matrix while show-
ing him how to pile individual upon in-
dividual into a massive agglomeration of
national and industrial power, and the
typographic trance of the West has en-
dured until today, when the electronic
media are at last demesmerizing us. The
Guienberg Galaxy is being eclipsed by
the constellation ol Marconi.
PLAYBOY: You've discussed that constel-
lation in general terms, but what pre-
cisely are the elecric media that you
contend have supplanted the old me-
chanical technology?
McLUHAN: The electric media are the
telegraph, radio. films, telephone, com-
puter and television, all of which have
not only extended a single sense or [unc-
tion as the old mechanical media did—
i.e., the wheel as an extension ol the
loot, clothing as an extension of the skin.
the phonetic alphabet as an extension ol
the eve—but have enhanced and exter-
nalized our entive central nervous sys-
tems, thus transforming all aspects of our
social and psychic existence. The use of
the electronic media constitutes @ break
boundary between  fragmented Guten-
berg man and integral man. just as
phonetic literacy was a break boundary
between oral-tribal man and visual man.
In lact, today we can look back at
3000 vewrs of differing degrees ol visual-
ization, atomization and mechanmization
and at last recognize the mechanical age
as an interlude between two great or-
ganic eras ol cultire. The age of print,
which held sway [rom approximately
1500 to 1900, had its obituary tapped
out by the telegraph, the first of the new
cleciric media, and further obsequies were
registered by the perception ol “curved
space” and non-Euclidean mathemartics
in the early vears ol the century, which
revived tribal man’s discomtinuous time-
space concepts—and which even Speng-
ler dimly perceived as the death knell of
Western literate values. The develop-
ment ol telephone, radio. film. television
and the computer have driven Turther
nails into the colin. Today, television is
the most significant of the electric media




because it permeates nearly every home
in the country. extending the central
nervous svstem of every viewer as it works
over and molds the entire sensorium with
the ultimite message. It is television that
is primarily responsible for ending the
visual supremacy thit characierized all
mechanical technology. although each of
the other clearic media have  played
contributing voles.

PLAYBOY: But sn't welevision
primarily visual medium?
McLUHAN: No. it's quite the opposite,
although the idea thar TV 1s o visual
extension 1s an understmdable mistake.
Unlike film or photograph. television is
primarilv an extension ol the sense of
touch rather than of sight, and 1 is the
tactile sense that demands the greatest
interplay of all the senses. The secret of
TV's tactle power is that the video
image is one ol low intensity or dehini-
ton and thus, unlike cither photograph
or hlm. oflers no detnled inlormation
shout speciic objeas but instead  in-
volves the active  participation ol the
viewer. The TV image is a mosaic mesh
not only ol horizontal lines bur ol mil-
lions of tiny dots. of which the viewer is
physiologically able o pick up only 50
or 6 from which he shapes the image:
thus he is constantly filling in vague and
blurry images, bringing himsell into in-
depth involvement with the screen and
acting out o constumt creative  dindog
with the iconoscope. The contomrs ol
the  resultamt cartoonlike  image  are
fleshed our within the imagination of the
viewer, which  necessitates great per-
sonal involvement and participation: the
viewer.  in fact, becomes  the  screen,
whereas in hlm he becomes the camera.
By requiring us to constantly hll in the
spaces ol the mosaic mesh, the icono-
scope s Ettooing its message direaly on
our skins. LEach viewer is thus an uncon-
scious  pointillist  painter  like  Seurat,
limning new shapes and images as the
ionoscope washes over his entire body.
Since the point of locus Tor a TV set is
the viewer, wlevision 1s Orientalizing us
by causing us all 1o begin to look within
oursclves. The essence of TV viewing is.,
in short. intense participation and low
delmition—what T eall a “cool” experi-
CHee. as u|||mwd 1o an essentially “hot”
or high delinition-low  participation,
medium like radio.

PLAYBOY: A good deal of the perplexity
surrounding vour theories is 1clated
this postulation ol hot and cool media.
Could you give us a briel delinition ol

itsell a

cach?

Mc LUHAN: Basicallv, o hot medinm ex-
cludes and a cool medium ncludes: hot
media are low in participation. or com-
pletion, by the andicnce and cool media
are high m participation. A hot medium
is one that extends o single sense with
high definition. High definition means a
complere filling in of data by the medi-
um withow intense audience participa:

tion. A photograph, for example. is high
definition or hot: whereas a cartoon is
low dehnition or ool, because the rough
outline drawing provides very litle vis-
ual data and requires the viewer to fill
in or complete the image himsclf. The
telephone. which gives the ear relatively
linle data. is thus cool, as is specch:
both demand considerable flling in by
the listener. On the other hand. radio s
a hot medium becanse i sharply and
intenselv - provides  great amounts ol
high-dcfinition wuditory information that
leaves little or nothing 10 be filled in by
the audience. A lecture. by the same
token, is hot. bhut a seminar is cool: a
book is hot. but a conversation or bull
sesston is cool.

In 2 cool medium. the audience s an
active constituent ol the viewing or listen-
ing experience. A girl wearing open-mesh
silk stockings or glasses is inherently cool
and sensual because the eve acts as a sur-
rogate hand in illing in the low-definition
mmage thus engendered. Which is why
bovs make passes at girls who wear glasses.
In anv case. the overwhelming majority
ol our technologies and entertiinments
since the introduction of print technology
hiave been hot Tragmemed and  exclu-
sive, but in the age of relevision we see
a retarn 1o cool values and the inclusive
m-depth imvolvement and  participation
thev engender. This is. ol course, just
one more reason why the medium is the
message. rither than the coment; nois
the participswory nature of the TV expe-
rience nsell that is important. rather
than the content of the particular TV
image that is bheing invisibly and indeli-
blv inscribed on our skins.

PLAYEOY: Lven il as vou contend, the
medium is the ultimate message. how
can vou entircly discount the impor-
tmce of contentz Didn’t the content ol
Hitler's radio speeches, Tor example, have
some clect on the Germans?

Mc LUHAN: By stressing that  the medi-
um is the message rather than the con-
tent. 'm not suggesting  that  content
plays no role—merely that it plays a
distinctly  subordinate  role. Even il
Hitler had  delivered  botany  leciures.
some other demagog would have used
the radio 10 rewvibalize the Germans and
rekindle the divk atwistie side ol the
tribal natore that aeated Eoaropean fas
cism in the Twenties and Thirties. By
placimg all the siress on content and
practically none on the medium, we lose
all chance ol percoiving and influencing
the impact ol new 1echnologies on man,
and thus we are always dumflounded by
——and unprepared lor—the revolutionary
environmental wanslormations  induced
by new media. Bulleted by environmen-
tal changes he cmnot comprehend, man
echoes the last plaintive ary of his tribal
ancestor. Tarzan, as he plummeted 1o
carth: "Who greased my vine:™ The
German Jew vicnimized by the Navis be
cause his old tribalism clashed with their

new tribalism could no more understand
why his world was turned upside down
than the Americn today can understand
the reconfiguration ol social and political
institutions caused by the electric media
in general and television in particular.
PLAYBOY: How is television reshaping our
political institutions?

Mc LUHAN: TV is revolutionizing cvery
political system in the Western world.
For one thing. it's areating o totally new
tvpe of mational leader, a man who s
much more of a tribal chichain than a
politician. Castro is a good example ol
the new tribal chieltain who rules his
country by i mass-participational TV dia-
log and feedback: he governs his country
on camera, by giving the Cuban people
the experience of being divectly and inti-
mately imvolved in the process of col
lective decision making. Castro’s adroit
blend ol political education, propaganda
and avuncular guidanee is the pattern
for wribal chicftains in other countries.
The new political showman has 1o liter-
ally as well as figuratively put on his
audience as he would a siir ol dothes
and become o corporate 1ribal image—
like Mussolini. Hitler and F.D.R. in
the davs of radio. and Jack Kennedy
in the television era. All these men were
tribal emperors on a scale thererolore un-
known m the world, because they all
mastered their media,

PLAYBOY: How did Kennedy use TV in
a manner different from his predecessors
—OF SUCCESSOrs?

McLUHAN: Kennedy was the st TV
President because he was the first prom-
inent American politician 1o ever under-
stand the dynamics and lines ol force of
the relevision  iconoscope. As T've o ex-
plained, TV is an inherently cool medi-
um, and Kennedy had  a compatible
coolness and indilference 10 power. bred
ol prrsonal wealth, which allowed him
to adapt fully 1o TV, Any political can-
didate who doesn’t have such cool. low-
definition  qualities,  which  allow  the
viewer to fill in the gaps with his own
personal identihication.  simply - clecro-
cutes himsell on television—as Richard
Nixon did in his disastrous debates with
Kennedy in the 1960 campaign. Nixon
was essentially hot: hie presented a high-
dehninon.  sharplv-dehined  inage  od
action o the TV sareen that contribured
to his reputation as o phony—the “Tricky
Dicky™ syndrome that has dogged  his
lootsteps lor vears. “Would you buy o
used cor lrom tlus manz” the political
ciroon asked—md the answer was no,
becuse he didn’t projeat the cool aura ol
disinterest and objeaivity that Kennedy
emanated so cllovtlesly imd engagingly,
PLAYBOY: Did Nixon take any lessons
from vou the Last time around?

Mc LUHAN: He cortainly ook lessons from
somebody, becaunse in the recent clec
tion 1t and
Humphrey who was hot. T had noticed
the change in Nixon as far back as 1963

was Nixon who was cool
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when I saw him on The Jack Paar Show.
No longer the slick, glih, aggressive Nix-
on ol 1960, he had been toned down,
polished. programed and packaged into
the new Nixon we saw in 1968: earnest,
modest. quietly sincere—in a word. cool.
I realized then that if Nixon maintained
this mask, he could be elected President,
and apparently the American clectorate
agreed last November.

PLAYBOY: How did Lyndon Johnson make
use of television?

Mec LUHAN: He botched it the same way
Nixon did in 1960. He was too intense,
too obsessed with making his audience
love and revere him as lather and teach-
er. and too classiable. Would people
feel any safer buying a used car from
L.B.J. than from the old Nixon? The
answer is, obviously, no. Johnson be-
came a sturcol}'pc—-crcn il [)ZII'O(’}"—(!I.
himself, and carned the same reputation
as i phony that plagued Nixon for so
long. The people wouldn't have cared if
John Kennedy lied to them on TV, but
they couldn’t stomach L. B. ]. even when
he told the truth. The avedibility gap
was really a communications gap. The
political candidate who understands TV
—whatever his party. goals or belicfs—
can gain power unknown in  history.
How he uses that power is, of course,
quite another question, But the basic
thing to remember about the electric
media is that they inexorably vansform
every sense ratio and thus recondition
and restructure all our values and insti-
tutions. The overhauling of our tradi-
tional political system is  onlv  one
manifestation of the retribalizing process
wrought by the clectric media, which is
turning the planet into a global village.
PLAYBOY: Would you describe this re-
tribalizing process in more detail?
MeLUHAN:  The clectronically  induced
technological extensions of our central
nervous system, which I spoke of car-
lier, are immersing us in a world-pool
ol information movement and are thus
enabling man to incorporate within him-
self the whole of munkind. The aloof
and dissociated role of the literate man
ol the Western world is succumbing to
the new, intense depth participation en-
gendered by the electronic media and
bringing us back in touch with oursclves
as well as with one another. But the
instant naturc of electricinformation
movement s decentralizing—rather than
enlnging—the family of man o a new
state of multitudinous tribal existences.
Particularly in countries where literate
values are deeply institutionalized. this
is a lighly traumatic process, since the
clash of the old segmented visual cul-
ture and the new integral electronic
culture creates a crisis of identity. a
vacuum ol the sclf, which generates
wemendous  violence—violence  that s
simply an identity quest, private or cor-
porate, social or commercial.

PLAYBOY: Do vou relate this identiry
crisis to the current social unrest and
violence in the United States?

Me LUHAN: Yes, and to the booming busi-
ness psychiatrists are doing. All our alien-
ation and atomization are refleced in
the arumbling of such time-honored so-
cial values as the right of privacy and
the sanctity of the individual: as they
yield to the intensities of the new tech-
nology’s electric circus, it seems 1o the
average citizen that the sky is [illing
in. As mun is tribally metimorphosed
by the clecric mex we all hecome
Chicken Liules, scurrying around franti-
cally in search of our [ormer identities,
and in the process unleash tremendous
violence. As the preliterate confronts the
literate in the postliterate arena, as new
intformation patterns inundate and up-
root the old, mental breakdowns of vary-
ing degrees—including  the  collective
nervous breakdowns of whole societies
unable 1o resolve their crises of identity
—will become very common.

It is not an casy period in which to
live. especially for the television-condi-
tioned young who, unlike their literate
clders, cannot take reluge in the zombie
trance of Narcissus narcosts that numbs
the state of psychic shock induced by
the impact of the new media. From
Tokvo to Paris to Columbia, youth mind-
lessly acts out its identity quest in the
theater ol the streets, searching not for
goals but Tor roles, striving for an identity
that cludes them.

PLAYBOY: Why do vou think they aren't
finding it within the educational system?
Mc LUHAN:  Because  education.  which
should be helping youth to understand
and adapt o their revolutionary new
environments, s instead  being  used
merely as an instrument of cultural ag-
gression,  imposing  upon  retribalized
youth the obsolescent visual values of
the dving literate age. Our entire educa-
tional system is reactionary, oriented 1o
past values and past technologics, iind
will likely continue so unul the old
generation relinguishes power. The gen-
eration gap is actually a chasm, separat-
ing not two age groups but two vastly
divergent cultures. I can understand the
ferment n our schools. because owr edu-
cational system is totally rearview mir-
ror. IUs a dying and outdated system
founded on literate values and frag-
mented and classified dara totally un-
suited to the needs of the first television
generation.

PLAYBOY: How do you think the educa-
tional system can be adapted 10 ac
commodate the nceds of this television
generation?

Mc LUHAN: Well, before we can start do-
ing things the right way, we've got to
recognize that we've been doing them
the wrong way—which most pedagogs
and administrators and even most par-
ents still refuse to accept. Today's child
is growing up absurd beciuse he s

suspended between two worlds and two
value systems, ncither of which inclines
him to maturity because he belongs
wholly to neither bur exists in a hybrid
limbo of constantly conflicting values,
The challenge of the new era is simply
the 1otal creative process ol growing up
—and mere teaching and repetition ol
facts are as irrelevant to this process as
a dowser 1o a nuclear power plant. To
expect a “turned on” child of the elec
tric age to respond to the old education
modes is rather like expecting an cagle to
swim. It's simply not within his environ
ment, and therefore incomprehensible.
The TV child finds it difhicult if not
impossible to adjust to the [ragmented.
visual goals of our education alter hav
ing had all his senses involved by the
electric media: he craves in-depth in
volvement, not linear detachment and
uniform sequential  patterns. But sud-
denly and without preparation. he is
snatched from the cool. inclusive womb
of television and exposed—within a vast
bureaucratic structure ol courses  and
aredits—to the hot medium ol print. His
natural instinct, conditioned by the elec-
tric media, is to bring all his senses to
bear on the book he's instructed o read,
and print resolutely rejects that ap.
proach, demanding an isolated visual
amutude 1o learning rather than the
Gestalt approach of the unihed sensor-
ium. The reading postures ol children in
clementary school are a pathetic testi-
monial to the effects of television: chil-
dren of the TV generation separate book
Irom eye by an average distance of four
and a hall inches. attempting  psvcho-
mimetically to bring to the printed page
the all-inclusive sensory experience of
TV. They are becoming Cyclops, desper-
ately sceking to wallow in the book as
they do in the TV screen.
PLAYBOY: Might it be possible for the
“TV child” to make the adjustment to
his educational environment by synthe
sizing  traditional  literate-visual  forms
with the insights of his own clectric
culture—or must the medium of print be
totally unassimilable for him?
Mc LUHAN: Such a synthesis is entirely
possible, and could create a creative
blend of the two cultures—il the educa-
tional  establishment  was aware  that
there 15 an eleciric culture. In  the
absence of such clementary awareness,
I'm afraid that the television child has
no furure in our schools. You must re
member that the TV child has been
relentlessly exposed to all the “adult™
news ol the modern world—war, racial
discrimination, rioting, crime, inflation,
sexual revolution. The war in Vietnam
has written its bloody message on his
skin; he has witnessed the assassinations
and funerals of the nation's leaders; he's
been orbited through the TV screen into
the astronaut’s dance in space, heen
inundated by information transmitted
via radio, telephone, films, recordings
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“WE NEVER CLOSE” LONDON PLAYBOY CLUB
NOW SWINGS 24 HOURS, SEVEN DAYS A WEEK!

Dining and Gaming Facilities Now
Serve Members Around the Clock

LONDON (Special)—Playboy
Club members and their guests
have responded enthusiastically
to the new operating policy of
the London Club—*"We never
close!” The general attitude
seems to be summed up in the
words of one member who said,
*This is just what London
needed—a place you can go to
at any hour any day and know
that you will find it swinging.”

Even if you're not the kind
of night owl who is apt to want
to entertain himself and friends
at 5 or 6 in the morning you
will still find that The Playboy
Club offers you more entertain-
ment under one roof than any-
where else in London.

Applications for  Charter
Membership in the London
Playboy Club are being ac-
cepted right now. Apply for
membership today and save
£8.8.0 during your first year and
£5.5.0 each year thereafter.

A complete range of Playboy-
styled entertainment makes it
possible for you to spend an en-
tire evening on the town with-
out ever leaving the Club.

You can dance to exciting
beat groups in the Living Room
Discothéque, where you can also
help yourself to a delicious hot
meal of beef a 1a Playboy, fried
chicken and the finest barbecued

Bunnies serve king-size drinks in
the Living Room where you may
enjoy a meal at the same price as
a drink. The discothégue features
live groups and the latest records.

spareribs
only 10s,

Enjoy epicurean cuisine im-
peccably served by velvet-clad
butlers and Bunnies in the VIP
Room and visit the Playroom
Cabaret showroom presenting
acts chosen from the largest
talent roster in the world, where
you can dine on Playboy's
hearty steak dinner at the same
price as a drink.

In the Penthouse Casino, oc-
cupying the entire top floor of
the Club, members and their
guests try their luck at black-
Jack, American dice, roulette
and punto banco.

On the ground floor of the
Club members relax in the Play-
mate Bar and enjoy a delicious
meal at breakfast, lunch or din-
ner from the Playmate Grill.
Here, too, the swinging atmos-
phere continues at the gaming
tables throughout all hours of
the day and night, seven days a
week. Of course, drink service
stops after regular licencing
hours but the informal atmos-
phere, the delicious food and
the fun and games that give The
Playboy Club the air of a spar-
kling private party continue
without stop.

Open the door to the Playboy
world of excitement. By mail-
ing the coupon today you save
£8.8.0 during the first year of
membership and £550 each
year thereafter. Full credit priv-
ileges are available to those who
qualify, enabling them to sign
for all purchases at the London
Club. For credit privileges just
tick the appropriate box. Act
now, while special Charter
Membership is still available.

APPLY NOW AND SAVE —
CHARTER ROSTER LIMITED

Reserve your place on Charter
Rolls (Initiation +3.3.0, An-
nual Subscription £5.5.0)
which assures a substantial
saving over Regular Member-
ship Fees (Initiation £ 6.6.0,
Annual Subscription +£10.10.0).

Applicants from the Conti-
nent may enclose Initiation Fee
in equivalent funds of their own
country in cheque, money order
or currency.

The Playboy Club reserves
the right to close the charter
roster without prior notice.

in Europe—all for

L -
The roulette wheel spins 24 hours a day, seven days a week at the London

Playboy Club. Games include roulette, blackjack, dice and punto banco.

Visiting London? Stay At Forty-Five
Park Lane, Atop The Playboy Club

LONDON (Special)—Luxurious
suites located above the London
Club, with their own entrance,
lobby and lift, are available to
Playboy visitors on a daily,
weekly or monthly basis. Hand-
somely furnished in contempo-
rary decor, each has its own TV,
bath and kitchenette-har.

Daily maid and linens, porter
and 24-hour switchboard services
arc included. Arrangements can
be made for car-hire, travel,
secrctarial service, sightseeing
tours, valet and laundry.

Rates for studio singles are

5 gns. daily, 30 gns. weekly and
120 gns. monthly. For reserva-
tions and information on studio
twins, deluxe suites and pent-
house apartments, address Re-
ception Manager, 45 Park Lane,
London, W.1, England, Telex
262187 or phone MAYfair 6001.

One Key AdmitsYouToAllClubs

Atlanta = Baltimore » Boston
Chicago + Cincinnati * Denver
Detroit « Jamaica * Kansas City
Lake Geneva, Wis. = London * Los
Angeles * Miami * Montreal = New
Orleans *« New York * Phoenix

St. Louis * San Francisco.

[ ™ = ™ CLIP AND MAIL THIS APPLICATION TODAY ™= == == 1

TO: Membership Secretary

1 THE PLAYBOY CLUB, 45 Park Lane, London W.1, England

l Here is my application for membership in The Playboy Club. | enclose '
£3.3.0 being the Initiation Fee for charter members. | understand

I that the Annual Subscription for charter members will be 5.5.0, pay- |

1 able upon notification of acceptance.

NAME

(BLOCK LETTERS, PLEASE)

1 ADDRESS

i PROFESSION OR OCCUPATION

Ismwnruue OF APPLICANT

L1 1 wish to have credit privileges enabling me to sign all my pur- l
chases at the London Club. No extra charge for this service. 9505
L. 8 N N _§ N § § § § 8 §B ¥ § § § §F B F 1
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If you’re about
to buy a watch,
why not make
sure it’s a

1 stop watch

2 time out stop watch
3 doctor’s watch

4 yachting timer

5 tachometer

6 aviator’s watch

7 time zone watch

8 skin diver's watch

9 regular watch

Why not make sure it's the
Chronomaster by Croton, $100.

Wnite for free fact book:
Dept. P-33, Croton Watch Co.,

Croton-On-Hudson, N.Y.

CROTON

CHRONOMASTER

GOES STEADY GOES STEADY
GOES STEADY GOES STEADY

and other people. His parents plopped
him down in front of a TV set at the age
of two to tranquilize him. and by the time
he enters Kindergarten. he's clocked as
much as 4000 howrs of television. As an
IBM executive told me. “ My children had
lived several lifetimes compared to their
grandparents when they began grade one.”
PLAYBOY: If vou had children voung
enough 10 belong to the TV generation,
how would vou educate them?

Mc LUHAN: Certainly not in our current
schools. which are imellectual penal in-
stitutions. In todays world. to para-
phrase Jefferson, the least education is
the best education. since very few voung
minds can survive the intellectual tor-
tures of our educational svstem. The
mosaic image of the TV screen gener-
ates a depth-involving nowness and si-
multaneity in the lives of children that
mikes them scorn the distant visualized
goals of traditional education as unreal,
irrelevant and pucerile. Another basic
problem is that in our schools there is
simply too much to learn by the wradi-
tional analytic methods: this is an age ol
information overload. The only way to
make the schools other than prisons
without bars is to start resh with new
techniques and values.

PLAYBOY: A number of experimental proj-
cets are bringing both TV and computers
directly into the classrooms. Do vou con-
sider this sort of electronic educitional
atd a step in the right direction?
McLUHAN: Ti's not really too important
if there is ever a4 TV set in each class
room acrvoss the country, since the
sensory and attitudinal revolution  has
already taken place at home belore the
child ever reaches school. altering his
sensory existence and  his mental proc-
esses in prolound wavs. Book learn-
g is no longer sufficient in  any
subject; the children all say now, “Let's
talle Spanish.” or “Let the Bard be
heard,” vellecting their rejection of the
old sterile svstem where education be-
gins and ends in a book. What we need
now is educational crash programing in
depth to first understand and then meet
the new challenges. Just puuing the
present classroom on TV, with its archa-
ic virlues and methods. won't change
anvthing: it would be just ke running
movies on television: the result would
be a hvbrid that is neither. We have 1o
ask what TV can do. in the instuction
ol English or physics or any other sub-
ject. that the dassroom cmmot do as
presently constitwted, The answer is that
TV can deeply involve youth in the
process of learning, illusiring graphi
cally the complex interplay of people
and events, the development of lorms.
the mulileveled intervrelationships  he-
tween and among such arbitrarily  seg-
re
mathematics, antlropology. history, lit-
crature and languages.

ated subjeats as biology, geography.

Il education is to become relevant 1o

the voung ol this electric age. we must
also supplant the stilling. impersonal
and dehumanizing multiversity with a
multiplicity ol autonomous colleges de-
voted to an in-depth approach to learn-
ing. This must be done immediately. for
few adulis really comprehend the in-
tensity ol voutl's alienation from the
fragmented  mechanical world  and  its
lossilized educational svstem, which is de-
signed in their minds solely to fit them
into classihed slots in burcaucratic socie-
tyv. To them. both draft card and degree
are passports to psychic. il not physical,
oblivion, and they accept neither. A
new generation is alienated from its own
5000-year heritage of literacy and visual
culture, and the celebration of literate
vilues in home and school only intensi-
fies that alienation. 1l we don’t adapt
our educational system to their needs
and values. we will sce only more drop-
outs and more chaos.

PLAYBOY: Do vou think the surmiving
hippie subculture is a reflection ol
vouth's rejection of the values of our
mechanical society?

Mc LWUHAN: Of course. These kids are fed
up with jobs and goals, and are deter-
mined 1o forge their own roles and
involvement in society. They want noth
ing to do with our [ragmented and spe
cialist consumer society. Living i the
ransitional  identity  vacuum  between
two great antithetical cultures, they are
desperately  trving  to  discover  them-
selves and fashion a mode ol existence
artuned to their new values: thus the
stress on developing an “aliernate life
stvle.”™ We can see the resulis of 1his
retribalization process whenever we look
at any of our vouth—not just at hippics.
Tuke the field of fashion. for example.
which now hnds hovs and girls dressing
alike and wearing their hair alike, rve-
ficcting the unisexuality deriving from
the shift from visual to tactile. The
vounger generation’s whole orientation
is toward a return to the native, as
vellected by thewr costumes. their music,
their long hair and dheir sociosexual bhe-
havior. Our teenage generation is al-
ready becoming part ol a jungle clan.
As vouth enters this clan world and all
their senses are  elearically - extended
and intensibed. there is a corresponding
amplification of their sexual sensibilitics.
Nudity  and  unabashed  sexuality are
growing in the clecric age beciuse as
TV tattoos its message directlv on ow
skins, 1t renders clothing  obsolescent
and a barrier, and the new  tactiliny
matkes it natural for Kids 10 constantly
touch one another—as yellected by the
button sold in the psychedelic shops:
11 voves, voxpre 11, The elecric me-
dia. by stimulating all the senses simul-
tancously, also give a new and richa
sensual dimension o evervday sexualiny
that makes Henry Miller's sivle ol
randv rutting old-fashioned and olpolete.
Once a socicty enters the allimolving



tribal mode, it is inevitable that our
attitudes  toward  sexuality change. We
see, lor example. the ease with which
voung people live guiltlessly with one
another, or, as amonyg the hippies, in
communal menages. This is completely
tribal.

PLAYBOY: But aren’t most trihal societies
sexually restrictive rather than permis-
sive?

Mc LUHAN: Actually, thevire both, Virgin-
ity is mot, with a lew cexceptions, the
tribal style in most primitive societies:
young people tend 1o have total sexual
access o oone another until marriaee
But after manriage. the wile becomes a
jealously guarded  possession and  adul-
Wry a parvamount sin. It’s l);ll.‘l([ﬂxi(:ll
that in the transition 10 a rvewribalized
society, there is inevitably a grear explo-
sion of sexual energy and freedom; but
when thar society is Tully realized, moral
values will be extremely right. In an
integrated tribal sociery, the young will
have free rein to experniment, bat mar-
riage and the Lomily will become in-
violite insttutions, and  inhdelity and
divorce will constitute serious violations
ol the social bond. not a private deviation
but a collective insult and loss of face 10
the entire tribe. Tribal societies, unlike
detribalized,  [ragmented  culiures with
their stress on individuvalist values, e
extremely austere morally, and do not
hesitme 10 destroy or hanish those who
offend the tribal values, This is vather
harsh, ol course, but at the same time,
sexuality e take on new and  richer
dimensions of depth involvement in a
tribalized sodicty.

Today, mamwhile, as the old values
collipse and we sce an exhilarating ve-
lease of pent-up sexual [rustrations, we
are all inundated by a tidal wave of
emphasis on sex. Far lvom liberating the
libido, however. such onslaughts scem
to have induced jaded attinudes and a
kind ol psychosexual Weltschmerz. No
sensitivity ol sensual vesponse can sur
vive such an assauli. which stimulates
the mechanicd view ol the body as
capable of experiencing specilic thrills,
but not total sexual-cmotional involve-
ment and transcendence. Tt contributes
1o the schism between sexual enjovinent
and reproduction that is so prevalent,
and also strengthens the case lor homo-
sexuality. Projeaing aomvent trends, the
love machine would appear a natural
development in the near [uture—not just
the corvent computerized darelinder, but
a machine whereby ultimate orgism s
achicved by divea mechanical stimulation
ol the pleasure civeuits ol the brain.
PLAYBOY: Do we datear a note ol disap-
proval in vour amalysis ol the growing
sexasl frecdom?

McLUHAN: No, | wneither approve nor
disapprove. 1 merely try to understand.
Sexual freedom is as natural 10 newly
tribalized youth as drugs.

pLtAYBOY: What's natural about drugs?
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Anew breed of "5
movie camera...fora
special kind of man.

You want to step up to better home
movies —and vou're willing to pay forit.

You want a camera with every
modern advantage —without having to
be an engineer to operate it.

So meet voar kind of camera —the
Honeywell tlmo Super 104. A precision
instrument that lets you shoot better
home movies —more effortlessly
than ever.

The 104 accepts all Super 8 film
cartridges. Sets its own film rating
automatically. Has an electric film drive
and a crisp 1/1.8 power zoom lens.

Gives you the accuracy of through-the-
lens viewing and automatic exposure.
Plus the advantages of a data center
viewfinder, built-in battery tester, and
an exclusive electrical system designed
to give lifetime meter battery service.

All you have to do is accept the
compliments

This is the Honevwell Flmo Super 104,
priced at $169.50, depending on
accessories (such as a convenient
pistol grip)

For more information about the
Honeywell Elmo Super 104, talk to your
Honeywell Photo dealer or send us
the coupon.

Honevwell Elmo Super 104,
priced ar 8169 50

The perfect companion for your 104!

The versaule Honeywell
Flio Dual-B projector shows
Super & movies flawlessly
converts in seconds 1o show
your taviorite Boum movies,
too. Just 5134950 with
standlard lens, depending on
accessories. Other models
available with Slow Motion,
Quiarty Bronune lamps and
Zoom Lens options.,

Honeywell takes the guesswork
out of fine photography

373

Honeywell Photographic
Mail Station 208, Denver. Colorado 80217

Rushmemoreinlormation about Honeywell
home movie equipiment
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McLUHAN: Thevre natural means of
smoothing cultural transitions, and also
a short cut into the ¢lectric vortex. The
upsurge in drug taking is intimatcly
related to the impact of the electric
media. Look at the metaphor for getting
high: turning on. One wrns on his con-
sciousness through drugs just as he
opens up all his senses o a total depth
involvement by turning on the TV dial.
Drug taking s stumulated by today's
pervasive environment ol instant infor-
mation. with its [eedback mechanism of
the inner trip. The inner trip is not the
sole prerogative of the LSD traveler; it's
the universal experience of TV watch-
ers. L.SD is a way ol miming the invisi-
ble electronic world: it releases a person
from acquired verbal and witl habits
and reactions, and gives the potential of
instant and total involvement. both all-
atonceness  and  all-at-oneness,  which
are the basic needs of people translated
by electric extensions of their central
nervous systems out of the old rational,
sequential value system. The atraction
to hallucinogenic drugs is a means of
achieving empathy with owr penetrating
clectric environment, an cnvironment
that in itsell is a drugless inner trip.
Drug taking is also a means ol ex-
pressing rejection of the obsolescent me-
chanical world and values. And drugs
often stimulate a fresh interest in artistic
expression. which is primarily of the
audile-tactile world. The hallucinogenic
drugs, as chemical simulations ol our
electric environment, thus revive senses
long atrophied by the overwhelmingly
visual orientation of the medianical cul-
ture. ISD and related hallucinogenic
drugs. [uwrthermore, breed a highly wibal
and communally oriented subculture, so
it's understumdable why the retribalized
voung take to drugs like a duck to water.
PLAYBOY: A Columbia cocd was recently
quoted in Newsweelk as equating you and
LSD. “LSD doesn’t mean anvthing until
vou consume it,"” she said. “Likewise Mc
Luhan” Do you see any similarities?
Mc LUHAN: I'm flattered to hear my work
described as hallucinogenic, but I sus-
pect that some of my academic critics
find me a bad wrip.
PLAYBOY: llave you ever taken LSD your-
sell?
Mc LUHAN: No, I never have. I'm an ob-
server in these matters, not a partici-
pant. I had an operation last year to
remove a tumor that was expanding my
brain in a less pleasant manner. and
during my prolonged convalescence I'm
not allowed any stimulant stronger than
colfee. Alas! A few months ago, how-
ever, T was almost “busted” on a drug
charge. On a plane returning from Van-
couver, where a university had awarded
me an honorary degree, T ran into a
colleague who asked me where I'd been.
“To Vancouver to pick up my LL.D.,”
I told him. I noticed a fellow passenger
looking at me with a strange expression,

and when T got off the plane at Toronto
Airport. two customs guards pulled me
into a little room and started going over
my luggage. “Do you know Timothy
Leary?" onc asked. I replied T did and
that scemed to wrap it up for him. “All
right.” he said. “Where's the stuff? Wwe
know vou 1old somebody you'd gone 1o
Vancouver o pick up some LL. D" Afr-
er a laborious dialog, 1 persuaded him
that an LL. D). has nothing 10 do with
consciousness cxpansion—just the oppo-
site, in fact—and T was released. Of
course, in light of the present education-
al crisis. I'm not sure there isn't some
thing to be said for making possession
ol an LL.D. a fclony.
PLAYBOY: Arc vou in [avor of legalizing
nutrijuana and hallucinogenic drugs?
Mc LUHAN: My personal point of view is
irrelevant. since all such legal restric-
tions are futile and will inevitably with-
er away. You could as easily ban drugs
in a retribalized society as outlaw clocks
in a mechanical culture. The yvoung will
continue turning on no matter how
many of them are turned off into pris-
ons, and such legal resirictions only re-
flect the cultural aggression and revenge
of a dving culture against its successor.
Speaking ol dving cultures, it’s no

accident that drugs first were  widely
used in America by the Indians and
then by the Negroes. both of whom

have the great cultural advantage in this
transitional age ol remaining close 1o
their wribal roots. The culual ageres-
sion of white America against Negroes
and Indians is not based on skin color
and belief in racial superiority, whatever
ideological clothing may be used 10 ra-
tionalize it. but on the white man's
inchoate awareness that the Negro and
Indian—as men with deep voots in the
resonating echo chamber of the discon-
tinuous. interrelated tribal world—are
actually psychically and socially superi-
or to the fragmented. alienated and dis-
soctated man ol Western civilization.
Such a recognition, which stabs at the
heart of the white man’s entire social
vialue system. inevitably generates vio-
lence and genocide. It has been the sad
fate of the Negro and the Indian to be
tribal men in a Mragmented culture—
men born ahead of rather than behind
their time.

PLAYBOY: How do you mean?

Mc LUHAN: | mean that at precisely the
time when the white younger generation
is retribalizing and generalizing. the Ne-
gro and the Indian are under tremen-
dous social and economic pressure 10 go
in the opposite direction: to detribalize
and specialize. 1o tear out their tribal
roots when the rest ol society is redis
covering theirs. Long held in a totally
subordinate sociocconomic position, they
are now impelled 10 acquire  literacy
as a prerequisite 1o employment in the
old medhanical service environment of
hardware, rather than adapt themselves

to the new wnibal environment ol soft-
ware, or electric information, as the
middleclass  white voung arc  doing.
Needless 10 sav, this generates  great
psvchic pain, which in wrn is tanslated
into bitterness and violence. This can be
seen in the microcosimic drug culture;
psychological studies show that the Ne-
gro and the Indian who are turned on
by marijuana, unlike the white. are fre-
quently engulfed with rage: they have a
low high. They are angry because they
understand under the influence of the
drug that the source ol their psychic
and social degradation lies in the me-
chanical technology that is now being
repudiated by the very white overcul-
ture that developed it—a  repudiation
that the majority of Negroes and Indr
ans cannot, literally, afford because of
their inferior ¢conomic position.,

This 1s both ironic and tragic, and
lessens the chances for an  across-the-
board racial détente and reconciliation.,
because rather than diminishing  and
eventually cdosing the sociopsychic dif
ferences between the races, it widens
them. The Negro and the Indian seem
to always get a bad deal; they suffered
first because they were tribal men in a
mechanical world, and now as they try
to detribalize and soructure  themselves
within the values of the mechanical cul-
ture, they find the gull between them
and a suddenly retribalizing  society
widening rather than narrowing. The
future, I fear. is not 1o bright for cither
—but particularly for the Negro.
PLAYBOY: What. specifically. do you think
will happen to him?

Me LUHAN: At best. he will have to make
a painful adjustment to two conflicting
cultures  and  technologies, the  visual-
mechanical and the elearic world: at
worst. he will be exterminated.
PLAYBOY: Lxterminated?

Mc LUHAN: | scriously lear the possibility.
though God knows I hope I'm proved
wrong. As I've tried 10 point out, the
one inexorable  consequence  of  any
identity quest generated by environmen-
tal upheaval is wremendous violence.
This violence has traditionally been di-
rected at the wribal man who challenged
vistatl-mechanical  culture, as with the
genocide against the Indian and the in-
stitutionalized  dehumanization ol  the
Negro. Today, the process is reversed
and the violence is being meted our,
during this transitional period. 10 those
who e pomassimilable into the new
tribe. Not because of his skin color
but because he is in a limbo bhetween
mechanical  and  electric culowes,  the
Negro is a threat. a rival wribe thm
cannot bhe digesied by the new order.
The Tate of such tribes is olten extermi-
nation.

PLAYBOY: What can we do to prevent
this from happening to America’s Negro
population?

McLUHAN: I think a valuable first step
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would be to alert the Negro, as well as
the rest of society, to the maure of the
new electric technology and the reasons
it is so inexorably wanslorming our so-
cial and psychic values. The Negro
should understand that the aspeas ol
himsell he has bheen corditioned o think
ol as inferior or “bhackward™ are actually
superior attributes in the new environ-
ment. Western man is obsessed by the
lorward-motion  folly ol step-by-step
“progress.” and alwavs views the discon-
tinuous svnaesthetic interrelationships of
the tribe as primitive. Il the Negro real-
izes the great advantages ol his heritage.
he will cease his lemming leap into the
senescent mechanical world.

There are encouraging signs that the
new  black-power movement—with  its
cmphasis on Negritude and a return 1o
the wibal pride of Afvican cultural and
social  roots—is  recognizing  this,  but
unfortunately a majority ol Negro Ameri-
cans are still determined 10 join the me-
chanical culture. But il they cn be
persuaded to follow the lead ol those
who wish to rekindle their sparks of
ribal awareness. they will be strategi-
cally placed o make an easy transition
to the new technology. using their own
enduring wibal values as environmenual
survival aids. They should take pride in
these wribal values, for they are rambow-
hued in comparison  with  the pallid
literate  culture ol their  raditional
masters.

But as I said. the Negro arouses hostility
in whites predsely becanse they sublim-
inally recognize that he is closest to that
tribal depth involvement and simultane-
ity and harmony that is the richest and
most highly developed expression of hu-
man consciousness, This is why the white
political and economic institutions mo-
bilize to exclude and oppress Negroes,
[rom scmiliterate unions to semiliterate
politicians, whose slim  visual culture
makes them hang on with unremitung
fanaticism to their antiquated hardware
and the specialized skills and  classifica-
tions and compartmentalized neighbor-
hoods and lile stvles deriving [rom it. The
lowest intellectual suatum of whites view
literacy and its hardware environment as
a novelty, still [resh and still status sym-
bols ol achievement, and thus will be the
lust to retribalize and the first to initiate
what could casily become a full-blown
vacial avil war, The United States as a
nation is doomed. in any case, to break
up into a series ol regional and racial
ministates, and such a civil war would
merely accelerate that process.

PLAYBOY: On what do vou base your pre-
diction that the United States will dis-
integrate?

Mc WUHAN: Actually, in this case as in
most of my work, I'm “predicting” what
has already happened and merely ex-
wapolating a current process to its logi-
cal conclusion. The Balkanization of the

United States as a continental political
structure has been going on lor some
vears now, and racial chaos is merely
one ol several catalysts for change. This
isn't a peculiocly Amervican phenome-
non: as I pointed out carlier. the electric
media always produce psychically inte-
grating and socially decentralizing cticcrs,
and this affecs not only paolitical insti-
tutions within the existing state hut the
national entities themselves.

All over the world. we can see how
the electric media are stimulating  the
rise ol ministates: In Great Britain,
Welsh and Scottish nationalism are 1e-
crudescing  powerlully:  in Spain.  the
Basques e demanding autonomv: i
Belgium, the Flemings insist on separa-
tion Irom the Walloons: in mv own
countrv, the Quebecois are in the hirst
stages of a war ol independence: and in
Alvica. we've witnessed the gennination
ol several ministates and the collapse
ol several ambitiously unrealistic schemes
lor regional conlederation. These mini-
states are  just the opposite of the
traditional  centralizing  nauonalisms ol
the past that lorged mass states that
homogenized  disparate ethnic and  lin-
guistic  groups  within - one  national
boundary. The new ministates arve de
centralized vibal agglomerates ol those
same  ethnic  and  linguistic  groups.
Though their creation may be accom-
panied by violence, they will not remain
hostile or competitive armed camps but
will eventually discover that their wribal
bonds transcend  their dilferences and
will therealter live in harmony and cul-
tural cross-fertilization with one another.

This pattern of  decentralized  mini-
states will be repeated in the United
States.  although 1T vealize that  most
Americans still hnd the thought of the
Union’s dissolution inconceivable. The
UL S, which was the hirst nation in his-
torv to begin its national existence as a
centralized and literate political entiy,
will now play the historical film back
ward. reeling into a multiplicity ol
decentralized Negro states, Indian staces.
regional  states,  linguistic and  ethnic
states, ete. Decentralism is todity the burn-
ing issue in the 50 stares, trom the school
arsis in New York City to the demands
ol the retribalized young that the op-
pressive mubiiversities be reduced 1o a
human scale and the mass state be de-
burcaucratized. The wibes and the bu
rezucracy are antithetical means of social
organization and can never coexist peace-
fully: one must destroy and supplant the
other, or neither will survive.

PLAYBOY: Accepting. lor the moment, vour
contention that the United States will be
“Balkanized” into an assortment ol cih-
nic and linguistic ministates, isn't it likely
that the results would be social chaos and
internecine warlae?

Mc LUHAN: Not necessarily. Violence can
be avoided i we comprehend  the
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process of decentralism and retribaliza-
tion, and accept its outcome while mov-
ing to control and modily the dynamics
of change. In anv case, the day of the
stupor state is over; as men not only in
the U.S. but throughout the world are
united into a single tribe, they will forge
a diversity of viable decentralized politi-
cal and social institutions.

PLAYBOY: Along what lines?

Me LUHAN: It will be a totally retribalized
world ol depth involvements. Through
radio, TV and the computer, we are
already entering a global theater in which
the entire world is a Happening. Our
whole cultural habitat, which we once
viewed as a mere container of people.
is being transformed by these media and
by space satellites into a living organism,
itsell contained within a new macrocosm
or connubium ol a supraterrestrial na-
ture. The day of the individualist, of
privacy, of Iragmented or “applied”
knowledge, ol “points of view” and spe-
cialist goals is being replaced by the
over-all awareness of a mosaic world in
which space and time are overcome by
television, jets and computers—a simul-
tancous, “all-atonce” world in which
everything resonates with everything else
as in a total elearical field, a world in
which cnergy is generated and perceived
not by the traditional connections that
create  linear, causative  thought  proc-
esses, but by the intervals, or gaps. which
Linus Pauling grasps as the languages of
cells, and which create svnaesthetic dis-
continuous integral consciousness.

The open society, the visual oflspring
ol phonetic literacy, is irrelevant to to-
day’s retribalized youth; and the closed
society, the product ol speech. drum
and ear technologies, is thus being re-
born. Alier centuries of dissociated sen-
sibiliies, modern  awareness is  once
more becoming integral and inclusive,
as the entive human family is sealed to a
single universal membrane. The com-
pressional. implosive nature of the new
clearic technology is retrogressing West-
ern man back from the open plncaus of
literate values and into the heart of
tribal darkness, into what Joseph Con-
rad termed “the Africa within.”
PLAYBOY: Many critics leel that vour
own “Alrica within” promises to be a
vigidlv conlormist hive world in which
the individual is totally  subordinate
to the group and personal Ireedom is
unknown.

McLUHAN: Individual talents and  per-
spectives don’t have o shrivel within
a retribalized society; they merely inter-
act within a group consciousness that
has the potential for releasing far more
creativity than the old atomized culiure,
Literate man is alienated, impoverished
man; rewibalized man can lead a lar
richer and more fulfilling life—not the
life of a mindless drone but of the
participant in  a  seamless web ol
interdependence and harmony. The im-

plosion of electric technology is trans-
mogrilving literate, fragmented man into
a complex and depth-structured human
being with a deep emotional awiareness
ol his complete interdependence with
all of humanity. The old “individual-
istic” print society was one where the
individual was “lree” only to be alienat-
ed and dissociated, a rootless outsider
berelt ol tribal dreams; our new electron-
ic environment compels commitment and
participation. and Fulfills man's psvchic
and social needs at profound levels.

The tribe, vou see, is not conflormist
just because it's inclusive; after all. there
is far more diversity and less conlormity
within a family group than there is
within an urban conglomerate housing
thousands of families. It’s in the village
where cccentricity lingers, in the big
city where uniformity and impersonality
are the milien. The elobal-village condi-
tions being forged by the clearic ech-
nology stimulate more discontinuity and
diversity and division than the old me-
chanical, standardized society; in [act,
the global village makes maximum dis-
agreement and  creative dialog  inevita-
ble. Uniformity and tranquillity are not
hallmarks of the global village: Lar more
likelv are conflict and discord as well as
love and harmony—the customary life
mode of any tribal people.

PLAYBOY: Despitec what  vou've said.
haven't literate cultures been the only
ones 1o value the concepts of individual
freedom. and haven’t wibal societies tra-
ditionally imposed rigid social taboos—
as you suggested carlier in regard 10 sex-
ual behavior—and  ruthlessly  punished
all who do not conform 1o wibal values?
Mc LUHAN: We conlront a basic paradox
whenever we  discuss personal  [reedom
in literate and tribal cultures. Literate
mechanical society separated  the  indi-
vidual from the group in space, engen-
dering privacy; in thought, engendering
point of view: and in work, engendering
specialism—thus forging all the values
associated  with  individualism. But  at
the same time, print technology has
homogenized man, creating mass milita-
rism, mass mind and mass uniformity:
print gave man private habus ol indi-
vidualism and a public role of absolute
conformity. That is why the young to-
day welcome their reribalization, how-
ever dimly they perceive it, as a release
from the uniformity. alienation and de-
hunumization of literate society. Print
centralizes socially and [ragments psvchi-
cally, whereas the clearic media bring
man together in a wibal village that is
a rich and creative mix, where there is
actually more room for creative diversity
than within the homogenized mass urban
society ol Western man,

PLAYBOY: Arc¢ you claiming, now, that
there will be no taboos in the world
tribal society you envision?

Mc LUHAN: No, I'm not saving that, and
I'm not claiming that freedom will be

absolute—merely that it will be less re-
stricted than your question implics. The
world tribe will be essentially conserva-
tive, it's true, like all iconic and inclu-
sive societies; a  mvthic  environment
lives bevond time and space and thus
generates little radical social change. All
techmology  becomes part of  a shared
ritwal that the ribe desperately strives
to keep stabilized and permanent: by its
very nature, an oral-tribal sociery—such
as Pharaonic Egvpt—is [ar more stable
and enduring than any [ragmented vis-
ual society. The oral and auditory tribal
society is patterned by acoustic space, 2
total and simultaneous ficld of relations
alien to the visual world, in which
points of view and goals make social
change an inevitable and constant by-
product. An electrically imploded wribal
sociecty  discards  the  linear  lorward
motion of “progress.” We can sec in our
own time how, as we begin 1o react in
depth to the challenges of the global
village. we all become reactionarices.
PLAYBOY: That can hawdly be said ol
the voung, whom vou claim are leading
the process of retribalization, and ac
cording to most estimates are also the
most radical generation in our history.,
Mc LUHAN: Ah, but vou're talking about
politics, about goals and issucs, which
arc really quite irrelevant. I'm saving
that the result, not the current process.
of remnbalization makes us reactionary
in our basic attitudes and values. Once
we are enmeshed in the magical reso-
nance of the wibal echo chamber. the
debunking of mvths and legends is re
placed by their religious study. Within
the consensual framework of tribal val-
ues, there will be unending diversitv—
but there will be few if any rebels who
challenge the tribe itsell.

The instant involvement that accom-
panies instant technologics triggers a con-
servative, stabilizing, gyroscopic [uncrion
in man. as reflected by the second grader
who, when requested by her teacher to
compose a poem alter the first Sputnik
was launchad into orbit. wrote: “The
stars are so big [/ The carth is so small /
Stay as vou are.” The linle girl who
wrote those lines is part of the new tribal
socicty: she lives in a world inburely
more complex, vast and eternal than anm
scientist has nstruments 1o measure or
imagmation to describe,

PLAYBOY: I personal freedom will still
exist—although restricted by certain con-
sensual tuboos—in this new tribal worled.
what about the political system  most
closely associated with individual free-
dom: democracy? Will it, 100, survive
the transition to your global village?

Mc LUHAN: No, it will not. The dav of
political democracy as we know it today
is finished. Let me stress again  that
individual freedom itsell will not be
submerged in the new tribal society, but
it will certainly assume different and
more complex dimensions. The  ballot
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Bbox, for example, is the product of liter-
ate Western culture—a hot box in a cool
world—and thus obsolescent, The tribal
will is consensually expressed through
the simultancous interplay of all mem-
bers ol a community that is deeply in-
terrelated and involved, and would thus
consider the casting ol a “private” ballot
in a shrouded polling hooth a ludicrous
anachronism. The TV networks” com-
puters, by “projecting” a victor in a
Presidential race while the polls are stll
open. have already rendered the wadi-
tional clectoral process obsolescent.

In our software world of instant elec-
tric communications movement, politics
is shilting f[rom the old patterns of polit-
ical rvepresentation by electoral delega-
tion to 4 new form ol spontancous and
instantancous communal invelvement in
all areas of decision making. In a tribal
allsitonce  culoure, the  idea of  the
“public” as a dilferentiated agglomerate
of fragmented individuals, all dissimilar
but all capable of acting in basically the
same way. like interchangeable mechan-
ical cogs in a production line, is sup-
planted by a mass society in which
personal  diversity is encouraged  while
at the same time evervbody reacts and
interacts simultancously to every stimu-
Ius. The clection as we know it today
will be meaningless in such a society.
PLAYBOY: How will the popular will be
registered in the new tribal society if
clections arve pass¢?

McLUHAN: The clecric media open up
totally new means ol registering popular
opinion. The old concept of the plebi-
scite, for example. may take on new
relevance: TV could conduct daily plebi-
scites by presenting lacts to 200,000,000
people and  providing a computerized
leedback of the popular will. But voting,
in the traditional sense, is through as we
leave the age of political parties, political
issues and political goals, and enter an
age where the collecive tribal image and
the iconic image ol the tribal duelvain is
the overriding political veality. But that's
only one ol countless new realities we'll
be conlvonted with in the tribal village.
We must understand that o totally new
society is coming mto being, one that re-
jeats all our old values, conditioned re-
sponses, attitudes  and  institutions.  If
vou have dithculty  envisioning  some-
thing as trivial as the immment end ol
clections, vow'll he totally unprepared 1o
cope with the prospect of the Torthcom-
ing demise ol spoken Linguage and its
replacement by a global consciousness.
PLAYBOY: You're rizht.

Mc LUHAN: Lot me help vou, Tribal man
is tightly sealed in an integral collective
awareness that transcends  conventional
boundaries of time and space. As such,
the mnew socicty will be one mythic
integration, a resonating world akin to
the old wribal echo chamber where mag-
ic will live again: a world of ESP. The
current interest of youth in aswrology,

clairvoyance and the occult is no coinci-
dence. Elearic technology, you sce, does
not require words any more than a digital
computer requires numbers.  Flectricity
makes possible—and not in the distant
future, cither—an amplification of hu-
man consciousness on a world scale, with-
out any verbalizition ar all,

PLAYBOY: Are you talking about global
telepathy?

Mc LUHAN: Preciscly. Already. computers
offer the potential of instantancous trans-
lation of any code or lunguage into any
other code or linguage. I a data feed-
back is possible through the computer,
why not it lead-forward of thought where-
by a world consciousness links ino a
world computer? Via the computer, we
could logically proceed from transliting
Linguages to bypassing them entirely in
[avor of an integral cosmic unconscious-
ness somewhat similar to the collective
unconscious envisioned by Bergson. The
computer thus holds out the promise of
a technologically engendered state of uni-
versal understanding and unity, a stare
of absorption in the logos that could knit
mankind into one [amily and ceate a
perpetuity ol collective  hinrmony  and
peace, This is the real use of the com-
puter, not to expedite maketing or
solve technical problems but to speed
the process ol discovery and orchestrate
terrestrinl—and  eventually galactic—en-
vironments and  encrgies. Psvehic com-
munal integration, made possible at last
by the clectronic media, could create the
universility ol consciousness forescen by
Dante  when he predicted  that  men
would continue as no more than broken
fragments until they were unified into
an inclusive consciousness. In g Chris-
tian sense, this is merely a new interpre-
tation of the mystical body ol Christ;
and Christ, after all, is the ultimate
extension of man.

PLAYBOY: Isn't this projection ol an clec-
tronically induced world  consciousness
more mystcal than technological?
Mc LUHAN: Yos—as mystical as the most
advanced  theories ol modern  nuclear
physics.  Mysticism s just tomorrow’s
science dreamed today.,

PLAYBOY: You suid a lew minutes ago
that all of comtemporary m:m’s tradition-
al values, attitudes and institutions are
going to be destroyed and veplaced in
and by the new eleatric age. That's a
pretty  sweeping  generalization.  Apart
from the complex psychosocial meta-
morphoses you've mentioncd, would you
explain in more deuil some ol the spe-
cific changes you foresee?

McLUHAN: The translormations are tak-
ing place everywhere around us. As the
old value systems crumble, so do all the
institutional clothing and garb-age they
fashioned. The cities, corporate exten-
sions of our physical organs, are wither-
ing and being translated along with all
other such extensions into information
systems, as television and the jet—by

X

compressing time and space—make all
the world one village and destroy the
old city-country dichotomy. New York,
Chicago. Los Angeles—all will disappear
like the dinosaur. The automobile, 100,
will soon be as obsolcre as the cities it is
currently strangling, replaced by new
antigravitational technology. The mar-
keting systems and the stock market as
we know them today will soon be dead
as the dodo. and automation will end
the traditional concept ol the job. re-
placing it with a role, and giving men
the breath of leisure. The clectric madia
will create a world of dropouts from the
old fragmented society, with its neatly
compartmetalized  analytic  Tunctions.
and cause people to drop in to the new
integrated global-village community.
All these convulsive changes, as T've
already noted, carry with them atrend
ant pain, violence and war—the normal
stigmata of the identity quest—bur the
new society is springing so quickly [rom
the ashes of the old that T believe it will
be possible to avoid the transitionad an-
archy many predict. Automation and cy
bernation can play an essential role in
smoothing the transition to the new
s0CICLY.
PLAYBOY: How?
McLUHAN: The computer can be used 1o
direct a network of global thermostats
to pattern life in ways that will optimize
human awareness. Already, it's echno-
logically feasible to cmploy the computer
to program socicties in beneflicial wiys.
PLAYBOY: How do vou program an en-
tire society—bencflicially or otherwise?
Mc LUHAN: There’s nothing at all difli-
cult about putting computers in the
position where they will be able to con-
duct carelully orchestrated  programing
ol the sensory life of whole populations,
I know it sounds rather science-hetional,
but if vou understood cvbernetics vou'd
realize we could do it today. The com-
puter could program the media to deter-
mine the given messages a people should
hear in terms of their over-all needs,
creating a total media experience ab-
sorbed and patterned by all the senses.
We could program five hours less of TV
in lialy to promote the reading of news:
papers during an clection. or lay on an
additional 25 hours of TV in Vencruela
to cool down the tribal temperature
raised by radio the preceding month. By
such orchestrated interplay of all media,
whole cultures could now be progrimed
in order to improve and stabilize their
cmotional climate, just as we are begin-
ning 1o learn how to maintain equilib-
rium among the worlds competing
CCONOMICS.
PLAYBOY: How docs such environmental
programing, however enlightenad in in-
went, differ from Pavlovian brainwashing?
Mc LUHAN: Your question reflects the usual
panic of people conlronted with unex
plored technologies. I'm not saying such
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BREWED AND BOTTLED

Sometimes, even the cocktail crowd
would rather have a Bud.

Times like now. Relaxing, not-so-formal times.
And whenever beer fits in better, the King of Beers fits in best.

Budweiser is the King of Beers.

(But you know that.)
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panic isn't justified, or that such envi-
ronmental programing couldn’t be brain-
washing, or far worse—merely that such
reactions  are useless and  distracting,
Though T think the programing of soci-
cties could actually be conducted quite
constructively  and  humanistically, 1
don’t want to be in the position of a
Hiroshima physicist extolling the poten-
tial of nudlear energy in the first days of
August 1945, But an understanding of
media’s elfects constitutes a civil delense
against media fallout.

The alarm of so many people, how-

ever, at the prospect ol corporate pro-
graming’s creation ol a complete service
environment on this planet is rather like
fearing that a municipal lighting system
will deprive the individual of the right
to adjust cach light to his own [avorite
level of intensity. Computer technology
can—and doubtless will—program entire
cnvironments to [ulfill the social needs
and sensory preferences of communities
and nations. The content of that pro-
graming, however, depends on the na-
ture of [uture societics—but that is in
our own hands.
PLAYBOY: Is it really in our hands—or,
by sceming to advocate the use of com-
puters to manipulate the Tuture ol entire
cultures, aren’t you actually encouraging
man to abdicite conwol over his destiny?
Mc LUHAN: First of all—and I'm sorry to
have to repeat this disclaimer—I'm not
advocating anything; I'm merely prob-
ing and predicting wends. Even if 1
opposed  them or thought them dis-
astrous, I couldn’t stop them, so why
waste my time Llamenting?® As Carlvle said
ol author Margaret Fuller alter she re-
marked, “T accept the Universe™: “She'd
beter.” T see no possibility of a world
wide Luddite rebellion that will smash
all machinery o bits. so we might as
well sit back and see what is happening
and what will happen o us in a eyber
nctic world. Resenting a new technology
will not halt its progress.

The point 10 remember here is that
whenever we use or perceive any tech-
nological extension ol ourselves., we nec-
essarily embrace . Whenever we watch
a TV screen or read a book, we are
absorbing these extensions of ourselves
into our individual system and experi-
encing an automatic “dosure” or displace-
ment of pereeption: we can’t escape this
perpetual embrace of our daily technol-
ogy unless we escape the technology itsell
and flee to a hermit's cave. By consistent-
ly embracing all these technologies, we
mevitably relate owrselves 1o them as
servomechanisms. Thus, in order to
make use of them at all. we must serve
them as we do gods. The Eskimo 15 a
servomechanism of his kayak. the cow-
bov of his horse, the businessman of his
cock, the cvberneticist—and soon  the
entire world—ol his computer. In other
words, to the spoils belongs the victor,

This continuous modification of man

by his own technology stimulates him to
find continuous means of modifving it;
man thus becomes the sex organs ol the
machine world just as the bee is of the
plant world, permiuing it to reproduce
and constantly evolve 1o higher forms.
The machine world reciprocates man's
devotion by rewarding him with goods
and services and bounty. Man's relation-
ship with his machinery is thus inherent-
ly symbiotic. This has always been the
case; it's only in the clectric age that
man has an opportunity to recognize
this marriage to his own technology.
Eleciric  techmology is a  qualitative
extension of this age-old man-machine re-
lationship; 20th Century man’s relation-
ship to the computer is not by nature
very different from prehistoric man’s re-
lationship to his boat or to his wheel—
with the mmportant difference that all
previous technologies or extensions of
man were partial and fragmentary,
whercas the elearic is total and inclu-
sive. Now man is beginning to wear his
brain outside his skull and his nerves
outside his skin; new technology breeds
new mim. A recent cartoon portrayed a
litille boy telling his nonplused mother:
“I'm going to be a computer when 1
grow up.” Humor is olten prophecy.
PLAYBOY: If mun can’t prevent this trans-
formation of himsell by technology—or
o technology—how can he control and
direct the process ol change?
Mc LUHAN: The hirst and most vital siep
of all. as I said at the outset, is simply
to understand media and its revolution-
ary effects on all psychic and  social
values and mstitutions. Understanding is
half the batle. The central purpose of
all my work is to convey this message,
that by understanding media as they
extend man, we gain a measure ol con-
trol over them. And this is a vital task,
because  the  mmmmediate  interface  be-
tween awdile-tactile and visual  pereep
tion is taking place everywhere around
us. No civilian can escape this environ-
mental  blitzkrieg, lor there is. quite
literally, no place to hide. But if we di-
agnose what is happening 1o us. we can
reduce the [erocity ol the winds of change
and bring the best elements of the old
visual culture, during this transitional
period. into peiceful coexistence with
the new rerribalized society.

Il we persist. however, in our conven-
tional rewview-mirror approach o these
cataclysmic developments, all of West-
ern culture will be destroyed and swept
into the dustbin of history. 1T literate
Western man were really interested in
preserving the most creative aspects of
his civilization, he woull not cower in
his vory tower bemoaning change but
would plunge himsell into the vortex ol
clectric technology and. by understand-
ing it, dictate his new environment—
turn ivory tower into control tower. But

I can understand his hostile attitude. be-
cause 1 once shared his visual bias.
PLAYBOY: What changed vour mind?

Mc LUHAN: Experience. For many years,
until T wrote my first book. The Me-
chanical Bride, 1 adopted an extremely
moralistic approach to all environmental
technology. 1 loathed machinery, T abomi-
nated aties, 1 cqu;ncd the Industrial
Revolution with original sin and mass
media with the Fall. In short, 1 reject-
ed almost cvery element of modern
life in favor of a Rousscauvian uto-
pianism. But gradually T perceived how
sterile and useless this atitude was, and
I began to realize that the greatest art-
ists of the 20th Century—Yeats, Pound.
Joyee, Eliot—had  discovered a owally
different approach, based on the identi-
ty ol the processes ol cognition and
creation. 1 realized that artistic aeation
is the playback of ordinary experience
from trash to weasures. 1 ceased being a
morilist and became a student.

As someone committed 1o literature
and the wraditions of literacy. I began 1o
study the new environment that imper-
iled literary values, and I soon realized
that they could not be dismissed by
moral outrage or pious indignation.
Study showed that a totally new ap-
proach was required, both to save what
deserved saving in our Western heritage
and to help man adopt a new survival
strategy. 1 adapted some of this new
approach in The Mechanical Bride by
attempting to immerse myself in the
advertising media in order 10 apprehend
its impact on man, but even there some
of my old literate “point of view™ bias
crept in. The book. in any case. ap-
peared just as television was making all
its major points irrelevant,

I soon realized that recognizing the
symptoms ol chinge was not enough; one
must understand the cause of change, lor
without comprehending causes, the social
and psyvchic eflects of new technology cin-
not be counteracted or modified. But [
recognized also that one individual can-
not accomplish these self-protective modi
hcations: they must be the collective effort
of society, because they aftect all ol soa-
ety: the individual is helpless against the
pervasiveness ol environmental change:
the new garbage—or mess-age—induced
by mew technologics, Only the social
organism, united and recognizing  the
challenge, cin move 10 mect i,

Unfortunately. no secicty in history
has ever known enough about the lorces
that shape and mranslorm it 10 take ac
tion to control and direct new technol-
ogies as they extend and vansform man.
But today. change proceeds so instanta-
ncously through the new media that 1
nay be possible 1o institute a global
education program that will enable us to
scize the reins ol our destiny—but 1o do
this we must hrst recognize the kind ol
therapy that's needed for the eltects of

(concluded on page 155)
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THE UNFINISHED SOLDIERS

high in the air over france the old battles
had come to life once more, and with them
that fatal fascination with the skills of death

.ﬁdw" By JAMES ALDRIDGE THE MosT peculiar thing
about this charade ol aiv war that Kerr was hghtuing for
the Daytona Film Company over the ripening vineyards
of France was his mothering [ear and concern for the
five other pilots and planes who followed him in a close
but very insecure and quite unrcliable formation. He
hardly knew the four Englishmen and one American




lIined up behind him in the flight of Hurricanes, yet he
was [ar more nervous on their account than he ever re-
membered being lor his lellow pilots in the original Bat-
tle of Britain, almost 30 vears belore. The danger then
was a cannon shell; the danger now was an accident.

Every day, the six Hurricane pilots had to get through
all the mock entanglements of a prearranged encounter

with six Messerschmitts and survive nervously and with
considderable reliel the dangers of collision, of wing tup
clipping wing tip, ol too much inverse stress tearmg off
an old wing. It was all theatrical and unbloody, but it
had been a

“Kev. You're in view.”

That was Jack Sherman, the American, calling him
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[rom the Wellington, where the seven
cameras were, and Kerr wanted to tell
Shermam that his name was Kerr or
Kevin, not “Kev”; but why bother; and
anyway. he did not want o diminish
that indestructible  Iriendliness of the
American.

“I can’t see you yer.” Kerr said into his
old unbuttoned microphone, which in
his youth had always tasted of somcone
else’s swear; but this one. with its oxyegen
mask, tasted—or, rather, smelled—ol
collee.

“We're way below vou.,” Sherman said.
“You look us il vou're about five hun-
dred feet too high.”

“I'm not too high. You're too low,
Kerr said dryly.

“OK. OK. Keep your shirt on,” Sher-
man said, and Kerr heard that protes-

sional, appeasing  Liugh  that  sounded
better when you could sce Sherman’s

good-natured [ace with it

Sherman was what the Daytona Film
Company called “flight directions manag-
er, second unit,” and it was Sherman
who worked out with Kerr and the
cameramen and the German. Helmut
Muchler (who was approaching some-
where from Cannes with his six Messer-
schmitts), all the operational behavior for
cach dav's flying. Sherman was a pilot
himsell. He had fought in the Korean
War and had somehow survived the rav-
ages ol MIG Alley with crediv and skill;
but what he had fought out there with
jets was not the same sort ol thing as this
straining, light-ingered and more but-
terlly war of piston engines and varia-
ble-pitch propellers. In [fact, if there was
a gap between the American on the one
hand and the Englishman and the Ger
man on the other. it wasn’t cominental
but mechanical. Sharman had no respect
for the Huwricanes and the Messer-
schmins, because he did not wreat them
seriouslv. That was beciuse Americans
always scemed to have scant respeat for
the engines between their legs, as il they
were built carelessly but completely into
them; whereas Europeans like Muchler
and  himsell were stll, fundamentally,
artisans ol the clock.

“You were right. old man,” he heard
Sherman’s kidding voice admit. “There's
Helmut wootling in on vour altitude, and
Helmut's never wrong.™

Who did that flatter? Kerr wondered.
Himsell, who could be wrong, or the
German, who  was  always right? He
wiped an imaginary smear ofl the Per-
spex hood of the cockpit and looked at
the sky where Helmut and the AMes-
serschmitts should be, and they were
there.

“My God . . . Kerr said involuntarily.

For a shivering, pereeptive. moment,
they were real, and his whole body re-
sponded with a sickening memory ol

vouthful elation and fear at the sight of
that wellordered  flight of  square-cut,
bulletheaded linde planes. But it passed
and, instead. he was relieved o be
matched on the other side by that rather
untouchable and impenetrable German,
who would not make a stupid mistake.
In this kind of flying, it was only a
mistake thar would kill.

“Helmut,” he said into the coffee mi-
erophone. “There’s a French Mirage loat-
ing around above twemy thousand. 1
mean above six thousand meters.”

"Yes," Muchler said sharply.

“Is that French bastard peeking in
againz” Sherman interrupted angrily. I
complained the other day 1o the French
commandant  about that nut.” Then
Sherman said: “Come in. helicoprer.”

The air now begin 1o get noisy with
radio talk as Sherman mustered camera
planes and combatants into the right
position at the right ume, so that there
were not all those untimely [alse starts
and the dangerous chaos ol their first
week. It was a miracle that someone had
not been killed. Tt was the helicopter
that worried Kkerr Like the old
Wellington. it was packed with complex
camera equipment; but whereas the Wel-
lington was always somewhere in the
stream of trafhe, the helicopter was more
like a dog sitting down in the middle of
a busy highway. He could see its red and
vellow blades chopping up swarhs ol the
faint white haze 1000 {eet below them.
The Wellington had almost nothing but
cameras along both sides of its geodetic
body: big gaps in its skin were filled
with lenses and cameramen wrapped up
like polar explorers.

“Kevin, I 't hear you,” Sherman
suddenly said.

“Because I'm not talking.” Kerr said
offhandedly.

“All right. Evervhody calm down,”
Sherman shouted. 1 know we're all het
up, as usual. but this is the last day of
formation Hving, and il we do it right,
we're through. First the old peel oll.
Helmut, Remember, right o lelt. And,
Kev. vou from left to right. Then, when
you come up and reform. you boih come
in with your flights under the Welling-
ton and over the chopper. [ace to lace.
Helmut, vou go over Kevin; and, Kevin,
vour lot go under the smitts.” And re-
member  vour  camera bunons.  OK?
Come in. 30

“All clear,” Kerr sad.

“Verstand . . " he heard [rom the
laconic German,

“And. for Christ’s sake, please. please
try to keep the camera  positions  in
mind. Just be that much of aciors—
otherw it's all money down the
drain.”

Kerr heard Helmut say something
German but did not understand.

now.

n

“OK. Take your positions and wait till

I count vou down 10 zero, And no antici-

pating. Good luck. you rickety old bas-
twds: and, lor Christ's sake. be conetul.”

They had been flying around in a
perfect circle while helicopter and Wel-
lingion took up their exact positions and
Jack Sherman  tilked cvervbody  into
place again. Now Kerr leveled out his
flight and swung inland high over the
foothills, and he wondered again, as he
had every day, how this molded, upward
landscape and these exotic ved hills and
lovely green vines could be made 10 look
on the saeen like an English spring
Landscape. But the experts were sure that
all their lenses that pointed down were
so locused that they would never show
the earth long enough or in that much
detail.

He began a long and slow turn and
watched the Messerschmits do their fust
act ol the dayv. Helmut took his flight
into that 30-degree sector between Wel-
lington above and helicoprer below; and.
knowing perfectly where the cameras of
one would not foul up and photograph
the cameras of the other. he chose his
moment and then pecled off in o perlect
semple of the muneuver that was a
maodel for the others 1o follow. Right to
lefr.

“One, two, three. . . " He could hear
Sherman  counting  aloud for the next
man to flip over and upend 1he whole
horizon.

Again: “One, wo. three. . | "

Sherman was counting 1o satisly his
nerves, because onlv two ol 1the Mes-
serschmitts  had  working  radios—Hel-
mut’s and his American Gl man’s. The
rest had simply collapsed 1o the point of
being irreparable. Kerr's own flight had
had three working radios when they tock
ofl this morning lrom St. Raphaél. but
one had gone, and it was stupidly his
il man’s—Sran MacGregor's. He had
thought of telling Purdell. number three,
with the good radio to go around 1o
replace MacGregor. but he would sooner
have a good pilot at the end of the line
than a medioae one, MacGrezor
was an artisan who kept all his move
ments clean and workmanlike.

“One, two, three . . . lour. five.

You bastard, vou're late. What's the mat-
ter with vou? Helmut.” Sherman shoued
angrilv. “You'll have to do it again. Your
tul man was mavbe hve seconds Lae.
Look at lam: he's way out ol sigh
You'll have 1o do it again, after the
Hurricanes.”

“You tell him." Kerr heard Helmut
say in s Americin-German-English.
“He is your man Bob Beker.”

Bob Beker was one of the three Ameri-
cans Sherman had brought with him into
this, hoping. no doulr, to have some

(continued on page 159)
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article By U.S. SENATOR JOSEPH TYDINGS

a deeply commatted legislator and longtime sportsman-

lunter offers a rational, viable method of controlling—not eliminating— this country’s vast civilian arsenal

“Take some more tea,” the March Hare said to Alice,
ery earnestly.
“I've had nothing yel” Alice veplied in an offended
tone, “so I can't take more.”
—Alice’s Adventures in Wondevland

There is a tendency to Teel that way about gun control.

Our fight began in March 1964, after President Kennedy
was Killed by a sniper in Dallas, using a rille bought by mail
from Chicago. The case was irrelutable. A man  clearly
deranged should not be able to buy a gun. and certainly not
by mail from another state. Indeed, there could be no
cllective state gun-control laws unless interstate shipments
were controlled.

So for four years, a small group of us in the Senate and an
even snuiller band of Congressmen attempted to persuade ow
respective judiciary committees that gun-control legislation—
in the most modest form imaginable—should be deared lor
loor action. We were not successlul. (We did manage o get
an interstate-mail-order handgun-sale provision into the Omni-
bus Sale Streets Act, but only alter we served notice that no
bill would emerge [rom the judiciary committee without it.)

Then, during a 60-day period last year, the debate was
shifted. Assassins killed a Nobel Prize winner and a United
States Senator who might have become President; and we
were no longer satishied 1o fight so hard lor the most modest
ol laws.

A slow sort of country!” said the Queen. “Now,
herve, you see, it takes all the running you can do. lo
keep in the same place. If you wanl lo get somewhere
else, you must run al least twice as fast as that.”

We tried 10 run wwice as last as belore—Dbut it just wasn't
[ast enough. The opponents ol ellective gun control ran as
last as we did.

That there is public support for real gun laws is clear.
Polls show that as much as 80 percent of the American
people support them. Two thirds 1o 73 percent. the Harris
and Gallup polis say, support registration and licensing ol all

fircarms and licensing of gun purchasers. And yet. the Senate
voted 55 to 31 against registration and licensing.

The attacks on our proposals had an Alice in Wonderland
quality perhaps unique in modern legislative history. The
Constitution. opponents sad, protects from Governmental in-
terference the “right of the people 1o keep and bear arms.” It
did not matter that every constitutional scholar. the UL S
Supreme Court. the Attorney General of the United States
and most Law=school professors one cares to consult agree that
there is no constitutional impediment to firearms-crime-con-
ol legislation. Indeed. thev agree, the Constitution relers 10
the public’s collective right to a citizen militia or a National
Guard. The Congress, il it chooses, has the constitutional
authority o outlaw entirely private ownership ol guns. al-
though I would oppose this.

Opponents said that registration and licensing proposals—
indeed, any gun-control proposal—are a plot to disarm the
Lawlul. Criminals, they said. will not register their guns—only
the law-abiding will. Of course, confirmed criminals might
not register their guns. But so what? I caught with an
unregistered gun, the erimimal or would-be c¢riminal will go
o jJail. And registration records are immensely usclul in
tracing stolen weapons and in tracing guns 1o criminals, even
il those guns are not registered in their names, As New Jersey
Attorney General Arthur J. Sills westified last summer belore
our Stmate subcommitee on juvenile delinquency:

Returning briclly to the ellicacy of fivearms registration,
there is no doubt that such a program would be ol
immeasurable value 1o the police in solving gun crimes.
It would also be valuable to the police in other respects.
For example. it would allow the police to trace a fircarm
to the original owner il stolen or lost. Furthermore. a
gun, once registered, would make the owner awme of lus
responsibility and would  discourage an  indisoriminate
resale,

When a crime is committed by the driver of a car—in a
hitand-run acadent or by flecing the scene ol a crime—the

police have a good chance of identilying the owner of that car

CONSTRUCTION BY ROGER HAME
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through his license plate. But when a
gun is found necar the scence ol a crime,
there is linle chance in most states of
identilying the owner, because the pos-
session of that gun is not kept track of
once it has been sold. Charles A. O'Brien,
chief deputy attorney general of Cali-
fornia, called his state’s records ol hand-
gun sales “one of the valuable aids to
law enforcement in the solution ol gun
crimes throughout the 58 counties of the
state.”

Disarm the law-abiding? We didn’t
want to disarm anyone except criminals.
We wanted only 10 deny the privilege 10
possess hrearms to unrehabilitated felons,
mental incompetents, addicts and alco-
holies, and to juveniles who did not have
parental consent,

But, said the opponents. prople com-
mit aimes: guns do not. Although we
proponents of gun control may be dense
in the cyes ol some, I don’t think that
any ol us believes that guns alone com-
mit crimes. But we do know that crimes
are committed by people using guns.
And, as 22 of the nation’s most noted
criminologists wrote to me in a jointly
signed letter, “The availability ol guns
contributes to the incidence of murder,
serious assault and other crimes ol vio-
lence. . . . Ellective gun-control legisla-
tion could reduce the availability of guns
and thereby the incidence of crimes ol
violence.”

A University of Chicago study of hom-
icides in that city showed that the death
rate s about five times greater in gun
acks than it is in attacks by knile, the
second most dangerous weapon. A very
substantial percentage ol Chicago’s hom-
icidles are the result ol attacks that may
not be motivated by a desire 10 kill.
Therefore. the derdliness of the weapon
becomes a key determinant of the homi-
cide rate. The Chicago study concluded,
“The absence ol fircarms would depress
the otherwise expectable homicide rate.

" So it may be rue that I)coplc,
and not guns, commit crimes; but the
FBI reports that people commit move
than 130,000 crimes with guns each vear:
and when they do. they are likely 1o cause
somebody’s death. Just as in the case of
automobiles (which don't cavse crimes,
cither), we must control the weapon to
reduce the problem. Just as we forbid a
blind man to drive a car, we must
forbid lunatics and dangerous criminals
10 possess guus.

Present laws would be adequate, said
the opponents. if they were enloreed.
We don’t need more laws: there are
already too many laws in this country
for the good of frecdom. Let's just en-
force the ones alrcady on the books and
then see il we really need Congress
intervention.

So we looked at the [aws on the books
and we discovered that, in truth, many

are not being enforced. But somchow
we couldn’t bring owselves 10 issue an
appeal o Texas 10 enforce its law for-
bidding the carrying of a gun in a sad-
dlchag except when traveling: and 10
Vermont 1o enforce its law forbidding
children from having guns in their
schoolhouse: and to Arkansas 10 enloree
its law Jorbidding possession ol a ma-
chine gun for oflensive or aggressive pur-
poses. Try as we might, we could not
believe  that vigorous  enlorcement ol
these  laws would  significntly  reduce
crime. So we continued the hghe

“Stop interfering with the rights of
honest Americans.” said the opponents,
“1I vou want to do something about gun
crimes, stop harassing honest hunters and
start really punishing criminals. Stiflen
sentences, throw them in jail—that's the
way 1o control crime.”

Certainly, a lot of people believe in
that—President Nixon. lor one. Unlor-
tunately for those who advocate this
simplistic approach. it cannot be shown,
in most cucgories of carime, that sull-
ened  sentences, mandatory  minimums
and the like have an appreciable effect
on caime rates. Heavier penalties lor
gun crimes already exist. Armed robbery
is a2 more scrious offense than simple
robbery;  aggravated  assault  is  more
heavily punished  than simple  assault;
murder 15 the most serious crime ol all.
But heavy penalties have not prevented
rises in criminal statistics. Quite the con-
trary. Since 1965, the gun-murder rate
has increased 47 percent: aggravated as-
sault by gun is up 76 percent: and
armed robbery by gun is up 58 percent.

Heavy sentences may  be  desirable
They may have some deterrent effect we
don't ver know about. And. in [act. I
cosponsored an amendment to the gun
bill that authorized penalties up to life
imprisonment for gun crimes. But my
amendment would not help solve gun
crimes and help prosecutors secre con-
victions, as registration would. And i
would not prevent criminal access to
guns, as licensing would.

The most hvsterical argument of the
gun lobby is that put forward by the
National Rille Association: “No dictator-
ship has ever been imposed on a nation
ol Irce men who have not previously
heen vequired to register their privately
owned frearms.”

This argument. ludicrous as it is. was
so widely spread during the legislative
fight on gun-control legistation that [
asked the Library of Congress to re-
scarch 1t for me. Here is what the -
brary reported:

We can make no positive correla-
tion between gun laws and dictator-
ships. as the following examples will
show: First, lour eountrics were ex-
amined that are democracies now,

but in recent history came under
Nuazi dictuorships (Germany, Italy,
France and Austria). One may rea-
sonably assume that il gun-registra-
tion laws consttuted o primary
factor in the rise ol dictatorships.
these countries would have since re-
vised their laws o prevent future
dictatorships.

This has not been the case. The
four countries 1oday have subsuan-
tially the same gun laws as those in
force prior to the advent of dicta-
torship. In lact, in Italy, where gun
laws  were relaxed by A ussolini,
they have recently been resirength-
ened approximately to their pre-
Mussolini level.

Secondly. two democracies were
examined that have not  suffered
dictatorships in their recent history
(England  and  Switzerland).  Swit-
zerland has had gun-registration laws
since 1874: England. since 1831,

Even if lists of firecarms owners would
be wseful 10 an enemy of the United
States, undoubtedly the single largest
and most vseful list would be the mem-
bership list of the N.R.A. irself. That
mailing list of more than 1.000.000 names
and addresses is conveniently maintained
on computer cards at N.R. AL headqguar-
ters in the heart ol Washington.

It all secems now like some strange.
unbelievable  [antasy. It s difficult
enough to believe that we lost, but it is
impossible 1o believe that we lost be-
cause ol such arguments as these, But. if
noi, whv did we losc? The hight besan
with so much promise; we had so much
hope.

I appeared the Sundav alter Senator
Kennedy's death on Meet the Press, 1o
talk abowr the gun problem. I said, in
response 1o a question:

Nothing is going 1o move the
state legislatures across the country
(_'.\(.'l‘l}l' i IMost Il'CIlll‘lIthll.\' Olllpiilll‘
ing of demands [rom the atzens ol
this country. It is only the people
who are going 1o do it. The Con-
gress is not going 1o change: we are
not going to get a bill through the
Senate unless the people themselves
get on the telephone and get hold
ol their Senators and say. "We de-
mand action.”

No one, least of all me. was prepared
for the response that followed. Letters
began pouring into my oflce at the rate
of 1200 a day. They filled every corner
ol my office and were stuffed into boxes,
which, for a ume. threatened 1o crowd
out my stafl. We began to store them in
the corridors outside our suite. until,
finally. the Senate’s sergeanc at arms
complained about the mess in our halls.
It was the greatest volume ol mail on

(continued on page 207)




A STAGE ACTRESS at 10 and a member of the
Swedish Royal Opera ballet at 12,
precocious Marie Liliedahl—one of The Girls
of Scandinavia unveiled in pLaYBOY last
June—appears, at 18, to be on her way
to international sex stardom. In Inga, a
Swedish-made film that has been attracting
record audiences in the U.S. since
November, Marie portrays a preoccupied
adolescent whose aunt—in need of capital
to finance her own bedroom capers—offers
her to an elderly suitor. Inga loses her
virginity but, in so doing, gains access to
the brave new world of the senses. Like
her film character, Marie is discovering
herself and the new world around her.

She recently left her parents’ villa outside
Stockholm to find an apartment in the
city—but while she's attracted to the
metropolis, she also finds it overwhelming
and frequently sails to an offshore island,
where she enjoys not only needed repose
but also the chance to study future roles
without distraction. Marie views her frankly
erotic performance in Inga—which involves
repeated exposure, a masturbation scene
and some Olympian lovemaking—with
characteristic Swedish matter-of-factness:
“There’s nothing offensive or difficult about
disrobing for the cameraq, if that's what

the script calls for. | don’t get emotionally
involved with the actor in a love scene







nor embarrassed by the presence
of the crew. We're all just doing
our jobs.” Marie’s film career

began three years ago, while she

was vacationing in Greece with
her family. A photographer

for Germany’s Neue Hlustrierte
approached her on the seashore
with an invitation to enter a

local beauty contest. Marie won
easily and soon found herself
studying Greek in order to act in
her first film, The Hot Month of
August. She then returned to
Sweder, where she became a
regular on television as an actress
and a model. She turned down
a number of roles because “the
anly thing the producers were
interested in was getting me
undressed.” Inga, she felt, was a
sensitive study of a young girl’s
coming of age. Some critics have
disagreed, but the film has given
Marie’s career new momentum. She
will soon appear in Do You
Always Want to Remain a Single
Girl? and—with Jacques Tati—The
Sexy Dozen. After she fulfills her
present commitments in Europe,
Marie hopes to migrate to

the States: “European men usudlly
feel they have to try to get you
into bed immediately. Americans
aren’t nearly as pushy—and that's
a welcome relief.”




CULI'SVILLS .0\

in california’s salubrious clime, religious sects appeal
makes mystic modes of worship bloom in lush profusion

article By C.ROBERT dJENNINGS rrom Sallisaw, Okla-
homa. to Bakersfield, California, they come, their grapes of hope mutat-
ing in violence to grapes of wrath. Jim Casy, itinerant preacher who
never takes up a collection, goes first into the wilderness in search of
God, then sacrifices himsell for Tom Joad, then leads a strike in which
he is brutally murdered by the fuze. Belore he dies, Jim says to his
killers: “You don't know what you're a-doin’.”

Political Pooh-Bahs called the late John Steinbeck a Communist for
The Grapes of Wrath: and powerlul religious groups branded it “ob-
scene” Tor its masterly creation of Jim Casy, whom few readers had
trouble decoding as Jesus Christ. Like Christ, Casy was a humanity-
loving. put-upon prophet. He trundled his followers from a bleak dust
bowl into 2 promised land—in this case, California—where, as Ma Joad
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had it. everything's “rich an’ green.”
There, the huge Joad family sought their
New Jerusalem, where they might glimpse
a better vision of the ideal, found a new
faith, maybe, and seek a utopian unity
with some undehned godhead.

Wittingly or not, Steinbeck was also
writing a parable for his own native soil;
for no place on earth, before or since
The Grapes of Wrath, has been home to
so many God seekers. to people who
play at God secking and 10 people who
cruelly prey on God seekers with instant
religions and long-term hnancing. From
the sensuously rolling hips of Aimee
Semple McPherson in the Twenties to
the psychedelically rolled hippies ol the
Sixties, California has played disinter-
ested host o a bewildering gang of
lotus lickers and Grail hunters both sin-
cere and sappy, healthy and rheumatic,
kidding and conned; and to a Iright-
eningly motley throng of unholy zealos,
ersatz psychics, faith healers, metaphysi-
cians, cabalists, occultists: to mail-order
mystics with exolic names, redeemers in
everything from gold-satin  robes 1o
saffron saris and dirty-white loincloths,
messiahs with missions either venal or
benevolent. well meant or menacing—
and sometimes both at once.

In San Francisco's Golden Gate Park,
a listless young man with glazed eyes,
Hindu beads and humble mien  sits
cross-legged, reading the hife of Rama-
krishna and meditating “upon God in
the relationship of a lover.” Parvoting a
spirited passage from the book. he re-
marks with a singular lack of spirit that
his is ““a reckless but religious love tran-
scending sex.” His button—for evervone
in the truth-secking, love-loving, hypoc
risy-hating, past-denying Sixties has a
label—shouts: MAY THE BABY JESUS OPEN
YOUR MIND AND SHUT YOUR MOUTH.

Nearby, in the Haght-Ashbury dis-
trict, where everyone is turned on or
freaked out or doing his thing with pas-
sively contrived mmnocence, a freckled
youth with a swamp of alfalfa curls and
a stack of erotic Kama Sutra posters,
says he is practicing “lelt-handed antra
dating from the Ninth Century A.p.—In-
dian, you know. You secek union with
God, and espeaally the Divine Mother,
through sexual imtercourse with  your
girl” A proper pause for the listener he
hopes to embarrass or shock, then:
“Even the Hindu deities copulated, you
know.” He wears his manilesto on each
side of a highly colored serape. One of
the buttons reads: TEACH A cor TO
rrAY; the other, TEAGH A COP 10 FUCK.
“It's the same thing, really.” he savs
sweetly, prolfering incense and adding
that Alen Ginsbherg, the sadhu of this
seminal city, tells the cops they “ought
to be equipped with the mystique of an
ancient mantra [chant] still used in In-
dia 1o disperse crowds.” instead ol rout-
ing the hippies with harsh words and

billy clubs. India is very “in” this vear.
It's not the weather. it’s the humility,
they say.

"You have 10 be out of your mind 10
pray,” adds a wheyfaced girl with long
ratha hair and psychedelic Mother Hub-
bard covered with beads and prisms.
She is out of hers on marijuana, which
she  hrst smoked while embracing a
bronze Buddha. “That’s what Tim
Leary says.” Dr. Leary, a sellstyled
prophet who wears a bone-carved Egyp-
tian mandala about his neck and white
holyman pajamas. claims to have
launched the first indigenous religion in
America; but Ramparts editor Warren
Hinckle sees him merely as “Aimee
Semple McPherson in drag.”

Over at the Zen Center, which looks
oddly hike a synagogue. bareloot men
and women in their mid-20s, [aded
jeans, rustcolored corduroys and mauve
velours, practice kinhin, or  walking
meditation, hands folded meekly across
stomach, eyes tilted downward or dosed.
“When you sit long hours in zazen [sit-
ting meditation], the blood tends to col
lect around the loins,” says one Zen
novice. It tends to make you seck, uh,
wrong outlers—hke those Buddhists in
Japan who were caught drinking and
sarewing all over the temple.”

Then he joins the others. chanting the
“Great Prajna Paramita Sutra: Avaloki-
tesvara Bodhisattva practice deep Prajna
Paramita when perceive five skandas all
empty. Relieve every suftering. Saripu-
tra, form not different {rom emptiness.
Emptiness not different from [orm.
Form is the emptiness. Emptiness is the
form. Sensation, thought, active sub-
stance, consciousness, also like this. . . ."
A litde sign on the altar admonishes
EVETYONe 10 RECITE SUTRAS WITH YOUR
eaks. A livle girl with a Mia Farrow
haircut says: “There is no me and no
you, no Abraham or Jesus or Mo-
hammed—just God alone.” The gongs
gong beatifically; the incense is a sweet
sandal flora.

In the raffish North Beach area, a
bottle-bald man with leopardskin vest
and demonic beard, who claims to be
the Devil's emissary running “a charm
school for witches,” stages a piquant rit-
ual to support his “Satamic Church™ on
the other side of town. He boasts that
Barbara McNair is a Satanist, to. His
black magic this night consists of the
seduction ol “the Grand Inquisitor” by
a seedy trio of topless witches in flmy
black. “The successful witches always
slept with the Inquisitors and do right
now.” explains Satan. The Inquisitor,
played by an ex-choirboy and “former
divinity counselor for Billy Graham,”
flaunts grinding pelvis and pubic hair in
the bottom half of a woman’s baby-blue
bikini—"to express the transvestite im-
age,” explains Satan. “We're all pos-
sessed of that animus; the duality of

man and woman is in all of us. The
Devil himself is a hermaphroditic deity.”

Back at his Satanic Church, a decrep-
it black house on California Swreet that
is also his home, 38vear-old Transyl-
vanian gypsy Anton Szndor La Vey
sleeps with & 500-pound lion, lectures
on witchcraft and demonology and al-
lows the faithful o attend weekly “Mag-
ic Carcle™ rituals at $2.50 a head. A sign
on the door greets visitors with the
warmth of a werewoll: unLEss vou
HAVE AN APPOINTMENT, DO NOT DISTURB.
With an appointment. or $2.50, the visi-
tor is greeted within by a live black au
and a dead ocelot leashed 1o black walls.
and invited 1o sit on an ottoman next
to a bare-fanged stuffed woll. Drinks are
served from a surgical Gurney.

“This is very serious busines with
me,” says La Vey [rom the musty depths
of a dental chair, flanked by bell, book
and candle stuck in a human skull,
a shrew, cat-o-nine-tails, cloven hoofs,
trapezoids, pentagrams, talismans, amu-
lets, a skeleton, secret doors, a demon-
ological library (The Satanic Mass,
Biography of Dracula, Prenuptial Rites
and Riluals) and the stone altar on
which nude girls, symbolizing “Earthly
Desire,” recline on leopardskin for Sa-
tanic weddings.

“There’s never been a true Devil's
Advocate, and never a Satanic Church
belore in the world,” says La Vey in a
solt, theatrically modulated voice. *1 be-
lieve in the dissolution of the church
concept of sin as we know it and, with
it, guilt. 1 can see nothing wrong with
indulging ourselves in the seven deadly
sins, which are really virtues. Evil
spelled backward is Livel Hell is a
place populated by people lorced to in-
dulge in all physical and menual grati-
fication, having as much sex as they
want, eating what they please, going
through bags ol money. In sex magic,
the greatest outpouring of magical force
occurs during the peak ol sex activity,
or the orgasmic state. With the proper
imagery, the proper time—especally
while the victim is sleeping. In the pas-
sive unconscious state, the working will
manifest itsell. With charitable love, the
greatest outpouring would be shedding
ol tears. In either case, catharsis is the
result. Not everyone can be a sorcerer,
because you have to control emotions so
you can channel them into a very strong
working force. If a person wanted to
copulate with a beautiful girl at my ritu-
al, I'd set up a series ol vibrations that
would put this karma into effect. . .

Ouside. the neighbors are complain-
ing that the lion roars at night and
keeps them awake. “The lion takes
dope,” says one. Inside, an ex—assistant
lion tamer lor Clyde Beatty, who also
doubled as calliope player in the circus,
conlesses to his pretty sorceress of a

(continued on page 151)
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PLAYBOY'S CAPSULE GUIDE TO A ROMAN HOLIDAY

WHERE TO STAY

CAVALIERI HILTON: commercial and impersanal, but it offers a superobundonce of amenities.
EXCELSIOR: a zestfully appointed Via Veneto landmark for action-oriented celebrities.
FLORA: a centrally located, efficient, up-to-dote oasis far U.S. business travelers.

FORUM: opposite the Imperial Farum; small {but pleasant] rooms in a restored palozzo.
GRAND HOTEL: Rame's most distinguished hatel. Spocious suites, urbone ambiance. Memarable.
HASSLER: raost for rayalty and high saciety. Scenically situated otop the Spanish Steps.
INGHILTERRA: Old World atmasphere lures artists and writers; near the Spanish Steps.
LEONARDO DA VINCI: newly opened and away from city bustle; luxurious yet reasonable.
PARCO DEI PRINCIPI: an outdoar pool, lots of plostic and swinging guests.

RITZ: 15 minutes from centracitla; richly furnished ond pleasingly spacious suites.

VICTORIA: get a room averlooking the Barghese Gardens. Quiet, camfortable, friendly.

WHERE TO DINE

CESARINA: beguiling Balognese cookery and marvelous service in an omiable otmosphere.
DAL BOLOGNESE: the terrace tables overloak the Piozza del Popolo; traditional menu.

DA MEQ PATACCA: costumed folk singers cavort in o medieval setfing; touristy—but fun.
GEORGE'S: where knowledgeable gourmets gather far international and exatic cuisine.
HOSTARIA DELL'ORSQ: old, elegant, exclusive, expensive; the Eternal City's very best.

ILE DE FRANCE: perhaps the best French food in ltaly; order the quiche lorraine.

IL GIOTTONE: candlelit, intimate atmasphere. Menu usually features veal, fagliatelle.

LA FATTORIA: for a sumptuous Roman smorgasbord in a rustic formhouse north of the city.
MASTROSTEFANO: warm-weather alfresco—and informol—dining; try the polla alla diavala.
RANIERI: 126 years cof epicurean excellence—and the food's never been better!

TAVERNA FLAVIA: film industry’s noantime headquarters; estimable comestibles.

WHERE TO PLAY

CAPRICCIO: the cocktail lounge features a shake-it-up combo—and matching dance crowd.
CLUB B4: an elegont disco frequented by affluent Romans; o late-night imperative.

COQ D'OR: ramantic doncing {and/or dining) in a 17th Century palace. She’ll love it.
HILTON ROOF: indoor dancing; the view of the city from terrace tobles is awesame.

iL PIPISTRELLO: o papular piana bar ond nightcapper. Warm and intimate otmosphere.

LA CABALA: atop the Hostaria Dell'Orso; unabashed opulence, twa orchestras.

LO SCARABOCCHIO: newest of Rome's chic discothéques. Located in the Trastevere section.
PIPER CLUB: two graups supply nonstop pap pandemonium for dancing; a happy mob scene.

WHERE—AND WHAT—TO BUY

A. ANTINORI: Flarentine-lecther accessories—belts, billfolds, attaché cases, etc.
BRIONI: especially for bespoke silk suits {at around $200 ond up), blozers, formalwear.
BULGARI: Rome's answer to Tiffany—a befittingly formal cathedral of diamonds.
GUCCI: the Continent's best-known designer of leatherwear—including coats—far men.
ANGELO LITRICO: Rome’'s master tailor suits up a high-foshion celebrity clientele.
CARLO MANETTI: for busts and statues; be sure to check aut the sculpted chess sets.
LA MENDOLA: his-and-her boutique items—wildly colored shirts and beach ponchos.
CARLO PALAZZ!: innavative fashion center featuring men’s matched shirts and slacks.
GINO PAOL!: don't poss up Pooli's meticulously made, style-setting men’s casual knits.
PUCCI: you'll make her euphoric with a creation from ltaly’s leading haute couturiére.

DON'T LEAVE UNTIL YOU
do all the standard—but still highly recammended—sight-seeing: the Forum, Vatican Museum,
Sistine Chapel, the Colosseum, the Appion Way and the Eiruscan Museum.

take in the Via Veneto girl-watching scene ot o sidewalk table ot the Café de Paris.

wangle an invitation to one of Rome’s posh private gambling clubs; high rollers only.

cotch the summer sound-and-light evocotions of ancient Rame staged evenings at the Forum.
take her for o romantic ride in o horse-drown hansom {carrozzella); they are metered.

sample Italy’s awn invention, ice cream; fine vantage points are Rosati's, Tre Scalini.

cap off a late Saturday date with an early-A.m. visit to the Sunday-morning Flea
Market, when sellers unpack their merchandise. Yau'll hove first pick aof intriguing wares.

reserve a full doy for the out-of-tawn Helio Cabala Club: two swimming pools, lots of
film hopefuls, epicurean edibles and dancing at night; delicious dolce vita.

spend at leost a day mataring outside the city. Destinations you'll dig: the village

of Costel Gandolfo, located on Lake Albano, where the Pope hos his summer polace; the
ruins of Hadrian's Villo (o great place for a picnic), built by the Emperor in 125 A0 ;
Villa d'Este, a four-century-old site fomed for ils fantastic fountains,

for an hour. Girls in Puca dresses and
girls in homemade cotton ones wave 1o
men in souped-up minicars. Only for an
hour is it like this; then they begin to
drift away—some to the big apartment
blocks on the edge of town and others to
a replay ol the same show on the Via
Veneto.

Rome is not a city; it's a series of
theatrical  experiences, vignettes  and
cpics, a profusion of sights and ina
dents that leaves the newcomer with the
feeling that he has arrived midway
through the perlormance of some colossal
and inwricate spectacular and that, lor

The photogenic foscination of Rome is amply
evidenced in our opening view of Tiberine
Island, a blocklong strip of land cleaving the

ancient Tiber. Top: After viewing the Impe-
rial Forum and much of Rome from atop the
Campidoglio, two odventurous visitors cavort
in a nearby courtyard. Above: Sergio and
Ada’s, near the Trevi Fountain, is a ristorante
frequented by offluent ortists ond writers;
the menu—on a blackboard borne by
Sergio—usually features such fare as boar
sausoge and arrosto d‘obbacchio (roast
lamb). Opposite page: Comfortably en-
sconced in a carrozzella, o couple rides past
the Piazza del Popolo, seen beyond the trees.
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all his concentration. he will never fully
understand what has gone before.

Seeing it for the first time, the visitor
hnds himsell incapable of absorbing
everything that passes before his eyes: It
has almost too much history, magnifi-
cence, life, movement. There are cities
that can make greater claims to antig-
uity, and there are many where the lights
burn later at night; yet none has Rome’s
special magic, its powerful blend of vi-
brancy and romance with splendor and
a strangely tragic sense ol neglect. But
don’t mourn the passing of this ancient
capital’'s lormer glory; for all the ruin
and rubble, Rome thrives and dazzles
with a zest that other, more modern
cities could never match.

Within a few days, it is possible to
taste cach of the many layers ol experi-
ence that Rome can offer; but even in
that short a stay, it's not necessary to
rush. Be selective, check opening hours
of all stores, restaurants, monuments and
night clubs, and start your sight-secing
early in the day. Equip yoursell with a
map (the Provincial Tourist Ofhce issues
one of the handiest), circle the sights
that appeal to your own taste and use
the phone book 10 locate calés, restau-
rants and shops.

Not to have a plan, a map and one
comprehensive guidebook for historical
background (Masson's Companion Guide
to Rome is one of the best and can be
picked up on arrival) would mean a
largely wasted journey. And don’t skip
the obvious sights. Some people think that
because the Colosseum is so familiar, they
needn’t bother to see it, which is akin to
a belief that an illustrated cookbook is
a substitute for food. All of the old city's
monuments, no matter how often they
may have been photographed, are a reve-
lation. Sight, smell, sound. light and
texture weave their own spell and, when
combined firsthand with the memorics
that Rome inevitably evokes, they leave
an impression that nothing will dislodge.

The city is seen at its best from late
March to the end of June and from
September to mid-November. These are
the months when the weather is kindest;
there are cool shadows in the narrow,
twisting alleys, the marble gleams white
and brilliant in the sun and wisps of
steam rise from the pavement of piazias
that have just been hosed. The carly-
morning air is fragrant with the smell of
fresh-ground coffee and the perfume of
secretaries as they hurry to their offices,
and the smell of damp plaster floats into
a wakening street from a dark and slumn-
bering courtyard. These will give way to
the scent and sound of the city’s wraffic as
the day passes; but now, in the new
morning, the time when knowledgeable
travelers start their shopping or sight-

seeing, the air is calm and dean and
the splash of fountains in a deserted
square is still one of the loudest sounds
1o be heard.

Our chart gives a sampling of Rome's
luxury hotels; but, when making reserva-
tions (especially in the summer in the
more modern part of the city), make
sure your room is well away [rom traffic.
The best solution is an air-conditioned
suite high above the street; but if none is
available, and if your hotel has a large
inner courtyard, as many do, settle for
something on the inside; there’ll be
plenty of light, even if the view doesn’t
amount to much.

The older section of the city—that part
Irom the Tiber in the west to the Villa
Borghese in the east and from Piazza del
Popolo in the north to the Colosseum
in the south—is quictest at night, al-
though there, luxury hotels are outnum-
bered by first-class establishments. The
latter include the Nazionale, the Forum
and the Valadier, all of which can be
recommended for visitors who are more
interested in rest than in revelry—as far
as their hotels are concerned. For those
who want to mix their pleasures, there
are dozens of luxury and first-class hotels
on or close to the demarcation line be
tween old and new Rome. The plushest
are located in Trinita dei Monti. atop
the Spanish Steps: or on or near the Via
Veneto, a street that has long been
associated with all that is smartest and
most sophisticated in the capital and to
which we'll return later. Although lux-
ury hotels are on the high-rise in Rome,
the city's two traditional leaders, the
Grand and the Hassler (both near the
Trinita dei Monti), still can’t be matched
for over-all excellence. The Grand is
Rome's grandest caravansary: its rooms
are handsomely appointed, its staff re-
markably cfficient, its cocktail lounges
and dining room rewardingly intimnate.
The Hassler is almost on a par with the
Grand: we find it, however, a shade too
tormal for our tastes, an alinost unavoid-
able state of affairs, since its guest list is
olten sprinkled with the titles of visiting
royaly.

Trying to recommend what to see
in Rome is like advocating abstinence
at an orgy: There's so much around
that you can’t help yoursell. This flood
ol history—and sheer sensory experiences
—olten overwhelms many visitors; but
it shouldn’t, becanse Rome is a [airly
compact city and, in many instances, the
greatest sights are located within  ecasy
walking distance ol one another. People
are surprised at the city’s size; it's smaller
than they expected and its population is
only about 2,500,000, a figure that's less
than double that of Imperial Rome at its
height.

Rome is probably the only city in the
world that can boast two independent

states within its boundaries: the Vatican
and the Sovereign Military Order of
Malta, which is the world’s tiniest state.
S M.O. M., as it is commonly acro-
nymed, has a diplomatic service, and
issues its own passports and license plates.

There are four rush hours in Rome
(the usual two, plus two more lor the
long lunch-siesta), so try to it your ve-
hicular peregrinations in between or,
whenever you can, walk. Taxis are cheap
and plentiful (though they tend to vanish
at midday). but it's unlikely that the driv-
er will speak English. Il you're pressed
for time and your Roman friends are un
available, get a car with a chauffeurguide
a4s S00N AS you arrive or acquaint your-
self with the city by taking a couple of
the more leisurely bus excursions—not
the stop-and-start numbers that promise
(as one company does) 40 sights belore
lunch. Better to miss half than to see
them all on the gallop.

A wypical first day should start iinmedi
ately after a light early breakfast of juice,
rolls and cappuccino—or espresso, il you
prefer your coffee black. At this time of
day, the flower sellers are arranging their
stalls and displays on the Spanish Steps.
a threetiered Baroque stairway that
climbs from the Piazza di Spagna to the
square at the top of the steps, Trinita
dei Monti. This is a convenient spot
from which to familiarize yoursell with
the city’s topography. From there, Rome
spreads before one like some glittering
mosaic: an eye-filling panorama of bronze
domes, lolty columns, basilicas and ofhce
blocks, tightly interwoven streets and, in
the haze across the Tiber, the massive
dome of St. Peter's.

To the viewer's right is the Prazza del
Popolo and its outdoor cafés. Behind
him is Villa Medici. where Galilco was
imprisoned during the Inquisition; and
beyond that, the gardens of Villa
Borghese, with a zoo and the art gallery
in the Casino Borghese. Old Rome—
the forums, Colosseum, Pantheon, stadia
and circuses, baths, palaces. arches and
temples—spreads out below and w0 the
left, sweeping out ol vision to the re
mains ol the historic aqueduct and an-
cient city walls.

At the height of the season, this small
square is crowded with sight-seers, many
of them girls raveling alone or in twos
or threes. It is a circumstance than leads
to the demonstration of what Stephen
Potter might have described as basic
Romesmanship. Unattached young men,
some carrying binoculars, occupy the
best positions and, while waiting for the
girls to approach, pretend to make an
intense study of the landscape. The bin-
oculars are soon transferred to feminine
hands and, within a couple of minutes,
their owner is pointing out the sights, a
task that gives [requent opportunity to

(continued on page 214)
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all of these stages, though it will be a
few years yet before everyone is in cate-
gory three. But where flights to the
planets are involved, we are still almost
where we were 30 years ago. True, there
is much less complete skepticism—to that
extent, history has not repeated itself—
but there remains, despite all the events
of the past decade, a widespread misun-
derstanding of the possible scale, impor-
tance and ultimate implications of travel
to the planets.

Let us start by looking at some funda-
mentals, which are not as well known as
they should be—even to space scientists.
Forgetting all about rockets and today’s
astronautical techniques, consider the
basic problem of lifting a man away
from the Earth, purely in terms of the
work done to move him against gravity.
For a man of average mass, the energy
requirement is about 1000 kilowatt-
hours, which customers with a favorable
tariff can purchase for ten dollars {rom
their electric company. What may be
called the basic cost of a oneway ticket
to space is thus the modest sum of ten
dollars.

For the smaller planets and all satel-
lites—Mercury, Venus, Mars, Pluto,
Moon, Titan, Ganymede, etc—the exit
fee is even less; you need only 50 cents’
worth of energy to escape from the
Moon. Giant planets such as Jupiter,
Saturn, Uranus and Neptune are natu-
rally much more expensive propositions.
If you are ever stranded on Jupiter,
you'll have to buy almost $300 worth of
energy to get home. Make sure you take
enough traveler's checks!

Of course, the planetary fields are
only part of the story; work also has to
be done traveling from orbit to orbit
and thus moving up or down the enor-
mous gravitational field of the Sun. But,
by great good luck, the Solar System
appears to have been designed for the
convenience of space travelers: All the
planets lie far out on the gentle slope of
the solar field, where it merges into the
endless plain of interstellar space. In
this respect, the conventional map of the
Solar System, showing the planets cluster-
ing round the Sun, is wholly misleading.

We can say, in fact, that the planets
are 99 percent free of the Sun's gravita-
tional field, so that the energy required
for orbital transfers is quite small; usu-
ally, it is considerably less than that
needed to escape from the planets them-
selves. In dollars and cents, the energy
cost of transferring a man from the
surface of the Earth to that of Mars is
less than $20. Even for the worst possi-
ble case (surface of Jupiter to surface of
Saturn), the pure energy cost is less
than $1000.

Hardheaded rocket engineers may well
consider that the above arguments, pur-
porting to prove that space travel should
be about a billion times cheaper than it
is, have no relevance to the practical case

—since, even today, the cost of the fuel is
trivial, compared with the cost of the
hardware. Most of the mountainous Sat-
urn 5 standing on the pad can be bought
for, quite literally, a few cents a pound;
kerosene and liquid oxygen come cheap.
The expensive items are the precision-
shaped pieces of high-grade metals and
all the little black boxes that are sold
by the carat.

Although this is true, it is also, to a
large extent, a consequence of our pres-
ent immature, no-margin-for-error tech-
nology. Just ask yourself how expensive
driving would be if 2 momentary engine
failure were liable to write off your car
—and yourself—and the fuel supply were
so nicely calculated that you couldn’t
complete a mission if the parking meter
you'd aimed at happened to be already
occupied. This is roughly the situation
for planetary travel today.

To imagine what it may one day
become, let us look at the record of the
past and see what lessons we can draw
from the early history of aeronautics.
Soon after the failure of Samuel Lang-
ley's “aerodrome” in 1903, the great as-
tronomer Simon Newcomb wrote a
famous essay, well worth rereading, that
proved that heavier-than-air flight was
impossible by means of known technol-
ogy. The ink was hardly dry on the
paper when a pair of bicycle mechanics
irreverently threw grave doubt on the
professor’s conclusions. When informed
of the embarrassing fact that the Wright
brothers had just flown, Newcomb game-
ly replied: "“Well, maybe a flying ma-
chine can be built. But it certainly
couldn’t carry a passenger as well as a
pilot.”

Now, T am not trying to poke fun at
one of the greatest of American scien-
tists. When you look at the Wright
biplane, hanging up there in the Smith-
sonian Institution, Newcomb's attitude
seems very reasonable, indeed; I wonder
how many of us would have been pre-
pared to dispute it in 1903.

Yet—and this is the really extraordi-
nary point—there is a smooth line of
development, without any major techno-
logical breakthroughs, from the Wright
“flier” to the last of the great piston-
engined aircraft, such as the DC-6. All
the many-orders-of-magnitude improve-
ment in performance came as a result of
engineering advances that, in retrospect,
seem completely straightforward and
sometimes even trivial. Let us list the
more important ones: variable-pitch air-
screws, slots and flaps, retractable under-
carriages, concrete runways, streamlining,
and supercharging.

Not very spectacular, are they? Yet
these things, together with steady im-
provements in materials and design, lift-
ed much of the commerce of mankind
into the air. For they had a synergistic
effect on performance; their cumulative
effect was much greater than could have

been predicted by considering them in-
dividually. They did not merely add:
they multiplied. All this took about 40
years. Then there was the second tech-
nological breakthrough—the advent of
the jet engine—and a new cycle of de-
velopment began.

Unless the record of the past is wholly
misleading, we are going to see much
the same sequence of events in space. As
far as can be judged at the moment, the
equivalent items on the table of aero-
space progress may be: refueling in orbit.
air-breathing boosters, reusable boosters,
refueling on (or from) the Moon and
lightweight materials (e.g., composites
and fibers).

Probably the exploitation of these rel-
atively conventional ideas will take
somewhat less than the 40 years needed
in the case of aircraft; their full impact
should be felt by the turn of the century.
Well before then, the next breakthrough
or quantum jump in space technology
should also have occurred, with the de-
velopment of new propulsion systems—
presumably fission-powered but, hopeful-
ly, using fusion as well. And with these,
the Solar System will become an exten-
sion of the Earth—if we wish it to be.

It is at this point, however, that all
analogy with the past breaks down: we
can no longer draw meaningful parallels
between aeronautics and astronautics. As
soon as aircraft were shown to be practi-
cal. there were obvious and immensely
important uses for them: military. com-
mercial and scientific. They could be
used to provide swifter connections be-
tween already highly developed com-
munities—a state of affairs that almost
certainly does not exist in the Solar
System and may not for centuries to
come.

It seems, therefore, that we may be
involved in a peculiarly vicious circle.
Planetary exploration will not be really
practical until we have developed a ma-
ture spaceship technology: but we won’t
have good spaceships until we have
worthwhile places to send them—places,
above all, with those adequate refueling
and servicing facilities now sadly lacking
elsewhere in the Solar System. How can
we escape from this dilemma? Fortu-
nately, there is one encouraging factor.

Almost all of the technology needed
for longrange space travel will inevita-
bly and automatically be developed
during the exploration of near space.
Even if we set our sights no higher than
1000 miles above the Earth, we would
find that by the time we had perfected
the high-thrust, high-performance surface-
to-surface transports, the low-acceleration
interorbital shuttles and the reliable,
closed-cycle space-station ecologies, we
would have proved out at least 90 percent
of the technology nceded for the explora-
tion of the Solar System—and the most
expensive 90 percent, at that.

Perhaps T  (continued on page 100)



ten new steps in the right direction
attire By ROBERT L. GREEN

I

Today's urban footwear comes on
timely, up-tempo and in tune

with the wider cut of the current
crop of suits and sports jockets.
To avoid being sartorially off key,
follow in the fashionable
footsteps of these disco-dancing
shoes. Fram left to right:
Patent-leather formal slip-on with
detachable silk rep bow, by R.
Meledandri, $60; wood-grained
perforated wing tip with double-

buckle straps, by Weyenberg,
$24; ond sveded-calf monk strap
with plain toe, by Nettleton, $37.




More smart tips on how to

keep stylishly on your toes. This
page, top to bottom: Corfam

formal slip-on with stainless-steel
bow, by Jahnsten and Murphy,
$42.50; smooth-calf monk strap

with brass buckle and high

tongue, by Nettletan, $45; two-tone
smoath-calf classic bal with blunt toe,
by Renegade, $29; and smooth
waxhide slip-on with buckle front and

contrasting edging, by H.1.S., $20.




Further footnotes for

the well-shod modern male. Top
to bottom: Patent-leather
formal slip-on with

front strap, by Nettleton,

$37; smooth-calf monk strap
with contrasting kiltie tongue,
by Oleg Cassini, $45;

and sveded classic bal with four
eyelets and blunt toe,

by Renegade, $29.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ALEXAS URBA
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NEXT—THE PLANETS

had better deal here with those strange
characters who think that space is the
exclusive province of automatic, robot
probes and that we should stay at home
and warch TV, as God intended us o,
This whole man-machine controversy
will seem, in another couple of decades,
to be a baffling mental aberration of the
early space age.

I won't waste much time arguing with
this viewpoint, as 1 hold these truths to
be sell-evident: (1) Unmanned spacecraft
should be used whenever they can do a
job more efficiently, cheaply and safely
than manned vehicles: (2) Until we have
automatons superior to human beings (by
which time, all bets will be off), all really
sophisticated  space operations will de-
mand human participation. I refer to
such activities as assembling and servicing
the giant applications satellites of the
next decade and running orbital observa-
tories, laboratories, hospitals and  [lac
tories—projects for which there will be
such obvious and overwhelming com-
mercial and scientific benehits that no
one will dispute them.

In particular, medium-sized telescopes
outside the atmosphere—a mere couple
of hundred miles above the Earth—will
have an overwhelming impact on Solar
Swstem studies. The recent launching of
OAO [I—the initials stand for "Orbit-
ing Astronomical Observatory”—was a
promising beginning. Until the advent of
radar and space probes. evervihing we
knew about the planets had been pain-
fully gathered. over a period of about a
century and a half. by astronomers with
inadequate instruments, hastily skeich-
ing details of a tiny. trembling disk
glimpsed during  moments  of good
sighung. Such moments—when the atmos-
phere s stable and the image undistort-
ed—may add up to only a [ew hours in
an entire lifetime of observing.

In these circumstances, it would  be
amazing il we had acquired any reliable
knowledge about planetary condinons:
it is safest 1o assume that we have not.
We are still in the same position as the
medieval cartographers, with their large
areas ol “Terra Incognita” and their
“Here Be Dragons,” except that we may
have gone too lar in the other direction
—"Here Be No Dragons.” QOur igno-
rance is so great that we have no right
to make cither assumption.

As proofl of this. let me remind you ol
some horrid shocks the astronomers have
received recently, when things ol which
they were quite sure turned out 1o bhe
simply not true. The most embarrassing
example is the rotation ol Mcercury: Un-
til a couple ol vears ago. evervone was
perfectly certain that it always kept the
same [ace 1oward the Sun, so that one
sicdde: was eternally dark, the other eter-
nally baked. But now. radar observi-
tnons indicate that it turns on its axis

(continued from page 96)

every 59 days: it has sunrise and sunset,
like any respectable world. Nature scems
to have played a dirty wrick on several
generations of. patient astronomers.

Einstein once said: “The good Lord is
subtle, but He is not malicious.” The
case ol Mercury casts some doubt on this
dictum. And what about Venus? You
can fnd, in the varnous reference books,
rotation periods for Venus ranging all
the way from 24 hours to the [ull value
of the year, 225 days. But, as far as 1
know. not onc astronomer ever suggest-
ed that Venus would present the ex-
traordinary case ol a planet with a day
longer than its vear. And, ol course, it
would be the one example we had no

qay of checking, unul the advent of
radar. Is this subtlety—or malice?

And look at the Moon. Five years ago.
everyone was certain that its surface was
either soft dust or hard lava. If the two
schools of thought had been on speaking
terms, they would at least have agreed
that there were no alternatives. But then
Luna 9 and Survevor 1| landed—and
what did they hnd? Good honest dirt.

These are by no means the only exam-
ples of recent shocks and  surprises.
There are the unexpeciedly high tem-
perature beneath the clouds of Venus.
the craters of Mars, the gigantic radio
emissions from Jupiter. the complex or-
ganic chemicals in certain meteors, the
clear signs of exiensive activity on the
surface of the Moon. And now Mars
secems to be turning inside out. The
ancient, dried-up sea beds may be as
much a myth as Dejah Thoris, Princess
of Helium: for it looks as if the dark
Mana are actuvally highlands, not low-
lands, as we had always thought.

The negative point I am making is
that we really know nothing about the
planets. The positive one is that a tre-
mendous amount of reconnaissance—the
essential prelude to manned exploration
—can be carried out from Earth orbit.
It is probably no exaggeration o say
that a good orbiting telescope could give
us a view of Mars at least as clear as did
Mariner 4. And it would be a view
infinitely more valuable—a continuous
coverage of the whole visible face. not a
signal snapshot of a small percentage of
the surface.

Nevertheless, there are many tasks that
can best be carried out by unmanned
spacecralt. Among  these is one that
though ol great sciemtific value, is of
cven  more  profound  psychological
importance. [ veler to the production of
low-altitude oblique photographs. It is
no disparagement ol the wonderful
Ranger, Luna and Surveyor coverage to
remindd vou that what suddenly made
the Moon a real place, and not merely
an astronomical body up there in the sky.
was the lamous photograph of the Crater
of Copernicus from Lunar Orbiter 2.

When the newspapers called it the pic
ture of the century, they were expressing
a umiversally felt truth. This was the
photograph that.first proved to our emo
tions what our minds alrcady knew but
had never really believed—that Earth is
not the only world. The first high-
definition. obligue photos of Mars, Mer-
cury and the sazellites of the giant planets
will have a similar impact. bringing our
mental images of these places into sharp
locus for the first time.

The old astronomical writers had a
phrase that has gone out of fashion but
that may well be revived: the plurality
of worlds. Yet. of course, every world is
itsell a plurality. To realize this. one has
only 10 ask: How long will it be before
we have learned evervthing that can be
known about the planet Earth? le will be
quite a lew centuries helore terrestrial
geology. oceanography and geophysics
are closed. surprise-free subjects.

Consider the muhliitude of environ-
ments that exists here on Earth, from
the summit of Everest to the depths of
the Marianas Trench—I{rom high noon
m Death Valley 1o midnight at the
South Pole. We may have equal varicty
on the other planets, with all that this
imiplies for the existence of life. It is
amazing how often this elementary fact
15 overlooked and how olten a single
observation or even a single extrapola-
tion from a preliminary  observation
based on a provisional theory has been
prompily applied to a whole world.

It is possible, of course, that the Earth
has a greater variety of more complex
cnvironments  than any other planet.
Like a jet-age tourist “doing Europe” in
a week. we may be able 10 wrap up
Mars or Venus with a relatively small
number of “landers.” But I doubt it if
only for the reason that the whole histo-
ry of astronomy teaches us 1o be cau
tious of any theory purporting 1o show
that there is something special about the
Earth. In their various ways, the other
planets may have orders of complexity
as great as ours. Even the Moon—which
seemed a promising candidate for geo-
physical simplicity less than a decade
ago—has already begun to unleash an
avalanche of surprises,

The late Professor . B. S. Haldane
once remarked—and this should be
called Haldane's Law—"The universe is
not only stranger than we imagine, it is
stranger than we can imagine.” We will
encounter the operation of this law
more and more [requently as we move
away from home. And as we prepare o
this move, it is high time that we face
up to one of the more shattering reali-
tics of the astronomical sitnation. For all
practical purposes, we are still as geo
centrically minded as if Copernicus had
never been born: 1o all of us. the Earth
is the center. if not of the Universe, at
lcast of the Solar Svstem.

(concluded on puage 168)




“When I told you I didn't believe in sex before marriage,
I don’t remember saying anylhing that would have given you the
impression that 1 believed in sex after marriage.”

101



opinion By KARL HESS

-l-l-ns IS NOT A TIME of 1
revolutionary  politics.

chaos notwithstanding, today's
politics is reactionary. Both
right and left ar¢ reactionary
and authoritarian. That is to
say: Both are political. They
seck only to revise auorent
methods  of  acquiring  and
wiclding political power. Radi-
cal and revolutionary move-
ments seek not to revise bue
1o revoke. The target of revoca-
tion should be obvious. The
targer is politics itsell.
Radicals and revolutionaries
have had their sights trained
on politics for some time.
As governments [ail around
the world, as more millions
become aware that govern-
ment never has and never
can humanely and effectively
manage men's affairs, govern-
ment's own inadequacy  will
emerge, al last, as the basis lor
a buly radical and revolution-
ary movement. In the mean-
time, the radical-revolutionary
position is a lonely onc. It is
leared or hated, by both vight
and lelr—although both right
and left must borrow from it
to survive. The radical-revolu-
tionary position is libertarian-
ism amd its socioeconomic
form is laissez-faire capitalism.
Libertarianism is the view

102 that each man is the absolute

yet. Unrest, riot, dissent and

w1 2P g
owner of his life, to use and
dispose of as he sees fit; that
all man’s social actions should
be voluntary: and that respect
for everv other man's similar
and equal ownership of life
and, by extension. the proper-
ty and fruits of that life, is
the ethical basis of a humane
and open society. In this
view, the only—repeat, only
—function of law or govern-
ment is to provide the sort ol
self.defense  against  violence
that an individual, il he were
powerful enough, would pro-
vide lor himsell.

If it were not for the fact
that libertarianism freely con-
cedes the right of men volun-
tarily to form communities or
governments on the same eth-
ical basis. libertarianism could
be called anarchy.

Laissez-faire capitalism, or
anarchocapitalism, is simply
the economic lorm of the
libertarian ethic. Laissez-faire
capitalism encompasses the
notion that men should ex-
change goods and services,
without regulation, solely on
the basis of value for value. It
recognizes charity and com-
munal enterprises as volun-
tary versions ol this  same
cthic. Such a system would be

of labor

o

¥ ieed for a division
. - in which men. volun-
tarily, aceept  value  tokens
such as cash and credit. Eco-
nomically, this system is an-
archy, and proudly so.

Libertarianism 15 rejected
by the modern lelt—which
preaches  individualism  but
practices collectivism. Capital-
ism is rejecicd by the modern
right—which preaches enter-
prise but practices protection-
ism. The libertarian faith in
the mind of man is rejected
by religionists who have faith
only in the sins of man. The
hibertarian insistence that men
be free 1o spin cables of steel
as well as dreams ol smoke is
rejected by hippies who adore
nature but spurn creation. The
libertarian insistence that each
man is a sovereign land of
liberty. with his primary alle-
giance to himsell, is rejected by
patriots who sing ol freedom
but also shout of bianners and
houndaries. There is no oper-
ating political movement in
the world today that is based
upon a libertarian philosophy.
I there were, it would be in
the anomalous position of us.
ing political power to abolish
political power.

Perhaps a regular political
movement,  overcoming  this

e e
st for the

anomaly, will actually develop.
Believe it or noi, there ware
strong possibilities of such a
development in the 1961 cam-
paign of Barry Goldwarter. Un-
derneath the scary headlings,
Goldwater hammered away at
such purely political structnes
as the draft, general taxation,
censorship. nationalism. legis-
Lited conlormity. political es-
tablishment ol social norms,
and war as an instrument of
international policy.

It is true that. in a common
political paradox. Goldwater
(n major general in the Air
Force Reserve) has spoken of
reduciug state power while ar
the same time advocating the
increase of state power 1o fight
the Cold War. He is
pacifist. He believes thar war
remains an acceptible state ac
tion. He does not see the Cold
War as involving L. S. imperi-
alism. He sees it as a
only of Soviet imperialism.
Time alier time, however, he
has said that cconomic pres
sure, diplomatic  ncgotiation
and the persuasions of propi-
ganda (or “cubtural warlire”)

not a

result




are absolutely prelerable to
violence. He has also said
that antagonistic ideologics
can “‘never be beaten by bul-
lets, but only by better ideas.”

A defense of Goldwater
cannot be carried too [ar,
however. His domestic liber-
tarian tendencies simply do
not carry over into his view
of foreign policy. Libertarian-
ism, unalloyed. is absolutely
isolationist, in that it is abso-
lutely opposed to the instin-
tions of national government
that are the only agencies on
carth now able 1o wage war
or intervene in loreign affairs.

In other campaign issues,
however, the libertarian color-

aton in the Goldwater com-

plexion was more distinct.
The fact that he roundly
rapped the fiscal irresponsibil-
ity of Social Security belore
an elderly audience, and the
fact that he criticized TVA
while speaking in Tennessec,
were not examples of political
naiveté. They simply showed
Goldwater's high disdain for
politics itsell, summed up in
his campaign statement that
people should be told “what
they need to hear and not
what they want to hear.”
There was also some sug-
gestion of libertarianism in
the campaign of Eugene Mc
Carthy, in his splendid at-
tacks on Presidential power.
However, these were canceled
out by his vague but never-
theless perceptible defense of

a polemicist who has been there and
back castigates both the left and the right, and

makes a persuasive

case for a new libertarian ethic

government power in general.
There was virtually no sugges-
tion of libertarianisin in the
statements of any other politi-
cians during last year's cam-
patign.

I was a speechwriter for
Barry Goldwater in the 1964
campaign. During the cam-
paign, I recall very clearly,
there was a moment, at a con-
ference to determine the cam-
paign’s “larm strategy,” when
a respected and very eonserva-
tive Senalor arosc to say:
“Barry, vou've got 1o make 1t
clear that you believe that the
American farmer has a righet
to a decent living.”

Senator Goldwater replied,
with the tact for which he is
renowned: “But he doesn't

have a right to it. Neither do
I. We just have a right to try
for it.”" And that was the end
of that.

Now. in contrast, take Tom
Hayden of the Students for a
Democratic Society.  Writing
in The Radical Papers, he
said that his “revolution”
sought “imsututions outside
the established order.” One of
those institutions, he ampli-
fied. would be “people’s own
antipoverty organizations fight-
ing for Federal money.”

Of the two men. which is
radical or revolutionary? Hay-
den says, in effect. that he
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simply wants to bulldoze his way into the
establishment. Goldwater says he wants,
in effect, to topple it, to forever end its
power to advantage or disadvantage any-
one.

This is not 1o defend the Goldwater
Presidential campaign as libertarian. It
is only to say that his campaign contained
a healthy element of this sort of radical-
ism. But otherwise, the Goldwater cam-
paign was very deeply in hock to regular
partisan interests, images, myths and
manners.

In foreign policy, particularly. there
arises a great impediment to the emer-
gence of a libertarian wing in cither of
the major political parties. Men who call
upon the end of state authority in every
other area insist upon its being main-
tained to build a war machine with which
1o hold the Communists at bay. 1t is only
lately that the imperatives of logic—and
the emergence of antistatist forces in east-
ern Europe—have begun to make it more
acceptable to ask whether the garrison
state needed to maintain the Cold War
might not be as bad as or worse than the
putative threat being guarded against.
Goldwater has not taken and may never
take such a revisionist line—but, among
Cold Warriors, his disposition to liber-
tarian principles makes him more suscep-
tible than most.

This is not merely a digression on
behall of a political hgure (almost an
antipolitical figure) whom I profoundly
respect. It is, rather, 1o emphasize the
inadequacy of traditional, popular guide-
lines in assessing the reactionary nature
ol contemporary politics and in divining
the true nature of radical and revolu-
tionary antipolitics. Political parties and
politicians today—all parties and all poli-
ticians—question only the forms through
which they will express their common
beliel in controlling the lives of others.
Power, particularly majoritarian or col-
lective power (i.e., the power of an elite
exercised in the name of the masses), is
the god of the modern liberal. Its only
recent innovative change is 1o suggest
that the elite be leavened by the com-
pulsory membership of authentic repre-
sentatives of the masses. The current
phrase is “participatory democracy.”

Just as power is the god of the modern
liberal, God remains the authority of the
modern conservative. Liberalism practices
regimentation by, simply, regimentation.
Conservatism practices regimentation by,
nol quite so simply. revelation. But regi-
mented or revealed, the name of the
game is still politics.

The great flaw in conservatism is a
deep fissure down which talk of freedom
fulls, to be dashed to death on the rocks
ol authoritarianism. Conservatives worry
that the state has 0o much power over
people. But it was conservatives who
pave the state that power. It was con-
servatives, very similar to today's con-

104 scrvatives, who ceded to the state the

power to produce not simply order in
the community but a certain kind of
order.

It was European conservatives who,
apparently fearful of the openness of
the Industrial Revolution (why, anyone
could ger rich!), struck the first blows
at capitalism by encouraging and accept-
ing laws that made the disruptions of
innovation and competition less frequent
and cased the way for the comforts and
collusions of cartelization.

Big business in America today and for
some years past has been openly at war
with competition and, thus, at war with
laissez-faire capitalism. Big business sup-
ports a form of state capitalism in which
government and big business act as part-
ners. Criticism of this statist bent of big
business comes more often from the left
than from the right these days, and this
is another factor making it difficult to
tell the players apart. John Kenneth
Galbraith, for instance, has most re-
cently taken big business to task for its
anticompetitive mentality. The right,
meantime, blissfully defends big business
as though it had not, in fact, become
just the sort of bureaucratic, authorirtari-
an force that rightists reflexively attack
when it is governmental.

The left’s attack on corporate capital-
ism 1s, when examined, an attack on
economic forms possible only in a collu-
sion between authoritarian government
and bureaucratized, nonentrepreneurial
business. It is unfortunate that many
New Leltists are so uncritical as to ac
cept this premise as indicating that all
forms of capitalism are bad, so that full
state ownership is the only alternative.
This thinking has its mirror image on
the right.

It was American conservatives, for in-
stance, who very early in the game gave
up the fight against state franchising
and regulation and, instead, embraced
state regulation for their own special
advantage. Conservatives today continue
to revere the state as an instrument of
chastisement even as they reject it as an
instrument of beneficence. The conserv-
ative who wants a Federally authorized
prayer in the classroom is the same
conservative who objeas to Federally
authorized textbooks in the same room.

Murray Rothbard, writing in Ram-
parts. has summed up this flawed con-
servatism in describing a “new, younger
generation of rightsts, of ‘conservatives’

. . who thought that the real problem
of the modern world was nothing so
ideological as the state ws. individual
liberty or governmemnt intervention us.
the free market; the real problem, they
declared, was the preservation of tradi-
tion, order, Christianity and good man-
ners against the modern sins of reason,
license, atheism and boorishness.”

The reactionary tendencies of both
liberals and conservatives today show
clearly in their willingness o cede, to

the state or the community, power far
beyond the protection of liberty against
violence. For differing  purposes, both
sCe lll(‘ state as an illstrumcnl not I)TO-
tecting man's freedom but either in-
structing or restricting how that freedom
15 to be used.

Once the power of the community
becomes in any sense normative, rather
than merely protective, it is dithcult 1o
sce where any lines may be drawn to
limit further transgressions against indi-
vidual frecdom. In fact, the lines have
not been drawn. They will never be
drawn by political parties that argue
merely the cost of programs or institu-
tions lounded on state power. Actually,
the lines can be drawn only by a radical
questioning of power itself, and by the
libertarian vision that sees man as capa-
ble of moving on without the encumber-
ing luggage of laws and politics that do
not merely preserve man's right to his
life but attempt, in addition, to tell him
how to live it.

For many conservatives, the bad
dream that haunts their lives and their
political position (which many sum up
as “law and order” these days) is one
of riot. To my knowledge, there is no
limit that conservatives would place upon
the power of the state 1o suppress riots.

Even in a laissez-faire society, of
course, the right to sell-defense would
have to be assumed, and a place for
self-defense on a community basis could
be ecasily imagined. But community sclf-
defense would always be exclusively de-
fensive. Conservatives betray an  easy
willingness to  believe that the state
should also initiate certain offenstwe ac-
tions, in order to preclude trouble later
on. “Getting tough™ is the phrase most
often used. It does not mean just getting
tough on rioters. It means getting tough
on entire ranges of attitudes: clipping
long hair. rousting people from parks
for carrying concealed guitars, stopping
and questioning anyone who doesn’t
look like a member of the Jaycees. draft-
ing all the ne'er-dowells to straighien
them up. ridding our theaters and book-
stores of “flth” and, always and above
all, putting “those¢” people in their place.
To the conservative, all 1o often, the
alternatives are social conformity or un-
thinkable chaos.

Even if these were the only alterna-
tives—which they obviously aren’t—
there are many reasons for preferring
chaos to conformity. Personally, I be-
lieve 1 would have a beuer chance of
surviving—and  certainly  my  values
would have a better chance of surviving
—with a Waus, Chicago, Detroit or
Washington in Hames than with an en-
tire nation snug in a garrison.

Riots in modern America must be
broken down into component parts.
They are not all simple looting and
violence against life and property. They

(continued on page 178)



it was only a matler of time before the bad blood between the
old calypso man and the hard-eyed black-power cat would bubble to the surface

YES IT’S ME AND I'M LATE AGAIN

8

fiction By JAMES LEIGH

HE WOULD BE COMING HOME all hours
of the night, kicking over somebody’s
garbage can and interrupting some
dog or cat’s breakfast, bending down
in the dark o pat the dog or cat on
the head and most likely sticking his
hand in the garbage instead. He
would be thinking about that for a
while. People in the project got to
know his ways; il you were awake,
vou could hear him thinking. Then

he would wipe his hand on the seat
of those beat-up old gray sharkskin
drapes with the red pin stripe and
start up the West Block stairs, sing-
ing, most likely, and doing some kind
of litle dance, or at least making
more noise with his feet than any
broken-down 60-year-old bum ought
to be able o get out of two Good-
will shoes and three flights of con-
crele.

The sign on the door of West 403
was hand-letered by Marvin Lee, a

ILLUSTRATION BY OAMNIEL MAFFIA

real prolessional job. He never did
pay Marvin for it
STAR CALYPSONIAN
RICHARD THE LION-HE/
SONGS FOR EVERY OC
FIX YOUR ENEMIES
DELIGHT YOUR FRIENDS
It would rattle when he'd knock,
bam ba-lam ba-lam, and he would be
singing cither Doo-doo Open de Win-
dow m his mush-mouth Geechee style
or Open the Door, Richard! in what
vou might  (continued on page 169) 105







HOMING
PIGEON

a highflying bird who migrates
regularly between our montreal
hutch and her maryland family

,il\ .. A, -

“rr's yust THE WAY I AM,” explains Kathy MacDonald—our noncon-
formist Miss March—when companions point out the contradictions in
her quicksilver personality. Her [avorite meal matches brook trout with a
hearty beaujolais; she’s a seashore aficionado who's loved her two years
in inland Montreal; and, while most of her sister Monueal Bunnies jet
out for weekends in Bermuda or New York, Kathy prefers to fly home lor
a quiet visit with her family in suburban Baltmore. Typically for Kathy,
she came by her cottontail on impulse: “After I left the University of
Maryland, where I had been studying nursing, I decided to become a
stewardess. But the day before my interview in Baltimore, Mom saw an
ad saying the Baltimore Playboy Club needed Bunnies. ‘Why don’t you
go and see what it’s like?’ she asked me—jokingly, I thought. Of course, )
never got to the airline interview at all. The Club personnel liked me—
and I loved the Club—right away.” Kathy put in a year and a half as a
Baltimore Bunny before hopping up to Monureal. “I thought I'd just
spend a winter up here, learning how o ski,” Miss March says, “but
Montreal’s charm is magnetic. I found an ancient, tiny apartment with
stained-glass windows and huge, real beams in the ceiling.” Enthusiastic as
she is about her new-found home away from home, Kathy still talks about
new horizons—she has her eye on Los Angeles and its Bunny hutch, in par-
ticular—but, then, Kathy wouldn’t be Kathy without a fresh place to explore.

Pop posters brighten the Montreal apartment of Playmate-Bunny Kathy Mac-
Donald. At right, she picks up French-language periodicals before board-
ing the city’s new subway system for an offbeat chare at the Montreal
Playboy Club—using slides to acclimate a newly recruited cottontail colleague.




Kathy makes a delightful—if sometimes
disorganized—-Bunny. ''Losing an eye-
lash, and then being told that | was due
in the Living Room ten minutes ago,’ she
admits, ‘'is just about par for the caurse.”




On one of her periodic flights down to the MacDonald household in suburban Maryland, Kathy is greeted at the door
by her mother and one of the family's three dogs. Around-the-house activities through the rest of the weekend always
include helping Mrs. MacDonald with her hobby—carpentry—and in the kitchen, where Miss March and sister Susie act
as chief taster and assistant chef, respectively. Of the three pets, Cinder—the poodle and the only male—gets most
of Kathy's attention. “I've always been more comfortable with boys than with girls,” Miss March says, with a wink.
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With sisters Jane (left) and Susie, Kathy pays o nostalgic
visit to her alma mater, the University of Maryland, where
initials in an old elm maoke her giggle. Home movies that
night produce laughter at girlhood skirt lengths; and Sun-
day evening, a happy Miss March heads back to Montreal.

PHOTOGRAFHY BY DAVID CHAN




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Crccping around to the bedroom window, the
private detectives saw their dient’s wile in bed
with another muan.

“Just as I suspected,” said the first. “Let's go
in alter him.”

“Great idea,” the other replied. “How soon
do vou think he'll be finished®”

Then there was the clumsy file clerk who
dropped her birth-control pills into the Xcrox
machine. It wouldn’t reproduce for a month,

.
o
~/

The headmistress of a girls’ boarding school
was abruptly awakened one night by one ol
her students, a rather mature-looking I6-vear
old.

“Miss Forbes, Miss Forbes,” she cried, “I've
just bheen raped!”

“Now, be calm, Melissa.” the headmistress
told her firmly. “The first thing you must do is
go to the refrigerator and eat half a lemon.”

“Half a lemon?” asked the surprised student.
“Will that keep me from getting pregnant?”

“No,” admitted the headmistress, “but it
will gee rid of that silly grin.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines antoeroti-
cism as doing your own thing.

When one of the prostitutes passed away, the
girls moped disconsolately around the house.
“Good old Gloria,” lamented one. “She could
handle twenty men a night, drink a fifth of
whiskey and still have the strength to roll five
drunk:

Hearing this, one ol the others burst into
tears. “Why is it,” she sobbed, “that a girl has
to die belore anyone says anvthing nice about
her#”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines cobra as the
kind worn by Siamese twins.

After several years of marriage, the youthful
stockbroker still couldn’t keep away from other
women: but he was fast running out of excuses
to satisly his jealous wife. One afternoon, he
accompunied his good-looking sccretary to her
apartment—and made love to her far into the
night.

“My God!" he exclaimed, grabbing his
watch from the night stand. “It’s three o'clock
in the morning.” Then, inspired, he dialed his
wile. When she answered the phone, he de
clared: “Don’t pay the ransom, dear. I've
just escaped.”

Ona picnic with his parents, Tommy got lost.
He wandered aimlessly through the forest and
then fell to his knees to pray. “Dear Lord,” he
implored, “please Ilelp me find my way out of
here.”

As he was praving, a bird flew overhead and
dropped an answer squarely in the palm of his
outstretched  hand. “Please, Lord.” the boy
begged, “don’t hand me that stuff. 'm really
lost.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines locomotive
as a crazy reason for doing it.

A two miniskirted coeds were strolling along
the wharl one night in San Francisco, they
noticed two sailors following them.

“Aren't those satlors out after hours:” one
observed.

“I sure hope so.” her friend replied.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines nympho-
mania as a discase in which the patient enjoys
being bedridden.

A waggish friend of ours explains that the
difference between being hard up and down
and out is about two minutes.

The reception had ended and the newlyweds
had just sneaked off 1o the honeymoon resort.
After supper and champagne, the groom retired
to the bedroom. but the bride pulled a chair up
to the window and sat gazing out at the stars.

“Aren’t you coming to bed?” called her im-
patient hushand.

“No." she announced. "My mother told me
this would be the most beautilul night of mv
life—and I don’t want to miss a4 minute of it.”
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An acquaintance of ours has discovered a sure-
fire way to avoid i hangover—keep drinking.

Wiien the voung carcer girl consulted a doctor
about her diminishing sexuality, she was given
a hormone shot and 1old o call in a weck.
“Doctor,” she wailed over the phone the next
week, “my voice has become terrvibly low.”

“That's not too unusual,” replied the doc
tor. “Have you had any other reactions®”

“Yes.” she moaned. “I've sprouted hair on
my chest.”

“My gooduness.” the doctor gasped. “How far
down does it goz"

“All the way 1o my testicles.”

Heard a _good one lately? Send it on a post-
card ta Parly Jokes Editor, riavsoy, Playboy
Buitlding, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
HI. 60611, 850 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.



“Well, Prunella, you might say I was having a
private little hoedown of my own.”



FLYSIAN
FIFLDS

no man who hated dogs, children, virgins,
teetotalers, churchgoers, henpeckers, brownnoses,
eggheads, bluestockings, twaddlers and nincompoops
the way w. c. did could have been all bad

personality By JAN KINDLER “cor e murater in my

blood,” he once explained with profound gravity. “My great-uncle Fortes-
cue used to be a Swiss bell ringer at Elks' smokers.” Whatever his inherited
leanings, W. C. Fields—born William Claude Dukenfield in 1879—
growled, blustered and hustled his way to a high place among the funniest
men who ever lived. Turned into an existential hero by the Beat Gen
eration a decade after his death in 1946, and subsequently dubbed an
archetypal black humorist by the hip generation of the Sixties, Fields has
become the idol of a cult that grows by leaps every time an audience is
treated to a viewing of his films.

Happily for his fans, he made a total of 42 pictures, 30 of which have
survived, The best of them—The Bank Dick, My Little Chickadee, Million
Dollar Legs and some of his other exercises in pure madness—are revived
regularly at theaters across the country, and they have made Fields far
more popular today than he was in his own lifetime.

The object of this adulation was not the kind of model citizen who
normally deserves commemoration. He was a monument to waspish icono
clasm and spent the largest part of any day exercising the thin-skinned
misanthropy for which he was well known. Apart from the zealous daily
attention he gave to five ol the seven deadly sins (envy, covetousness, pride,
anger and belting the sauce, as his version of gluttony) and keeping up
a nodding acquaintance with the two others (sloth and lust), Fields
filled in the cracks with malefactions upon which he had put his personal
stamp. He was, in rapid turn, cranky and faulthnding, devious, barely
predictable, suspicious, larcenous, profane and given to cutting strangers
out of his will.

Confronted with this catalog, rational souls uninfected by him may
wonder what the hell there was to like about him and might ponder how
such a man became a squint-eyed hero—not only to a galaxy of devoted
fans but even to a flock of folks who knew him well.

The answer is that Fields was funny, both on screen and oft. He
garnered laughs by playing off his character. No man is of a piece, and
Fields had lots more quirks and contradictions than the rest ol us. By
letting us see all his many facets, Fields proved resoundingly that most of
him was fraud. His boasting was halfhearted, his tyranny was verbal and
his chicanery, most of the time, defeated itsell. Even his herculean
parsimony was shot through with sudden splurges of generosity. The
frequent bursts of outrage bubbled in a teacup, and his outsized truculence
never quite reached its target.

Cultivating his roses—of which he was especially fond—he would cn-
courage them to grow by trumpeting: “Bloom, you silly bastards, bloom!”
Beset by juveniles seeking his autograph, he would vociferate: “Back 1o
reform school, mendicanis!” In both cases, he would take swashbuckling
cuts at the offenders with his cane—missing them by a wide margin.

Beyond this always comic gap between intention and performance,
Fields touched that chord in most of us that twangs whenever public policy
gets belied in the eye. His roses might inadvertently survive to struggle
through another day, but when Fields battled sacred cows, he flattened
them. His enemy was order: received opinions were his bane. Whatever was
established, self-assured and righteous got his goat. No matter what it was,
if it possessed the slightest grain of status and respectability, Fields hated
it. He carried this denunciatory attitude, as he did all his oddball
mannerisms, right into his roles.

The idlers, tipplers and con men Fields portrayed were all reflections of
himsell-—a man born into a cockeyed world that was rigged 10 give him
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the business. He confronted this world
and its threat with deep-dyed mistrust.
“Anvbody will steal,” he would bellow,
“il he's thirsty enough.” And this was
the line he took in his films.

Actually, Fields drew only the haziest
distinction between illusion and reality
and olten carried the stage into the
street. When «n the mood, he would
slip into a stage beard—sometimes sup-
plemented by an opera cape—and set
out to find a wedding, garden pary,
wake or other social gathering, where he
would present himsell as Oglethorpe P,
Bushmaster, or some such fabrication,
just returned from the antarctic for the
sole purpose of attending the function.
He would then circulate aftably, slosh up
large draughts of whatever fuel was
heing served, spear daimtily at the cold
shrimps and regale the legitimate guests
with stories of his search for a nearly
extinct species ol four-legged ostrich or
some other implausible zoological rarity.
On one such occasion, he crashed a party
in Melbourne, Australia, and, as he later
told it, had a long conversation with the
governor's wile.

“What was it about?” one ol his listen-
ers asked.

“We were discussing the mating habits
of the wallaby,” Fields answered delicately.

Only on one point did the comedian
make a distinction between his screen
image and his real sclf, but that point
was prominent. Fields was highly sensi-
uve about his nose, a potawlike promon-
tory that Hourished ever richer as the
years and floods of martinis added rills
and gullies 10 its imposing topography.
He knew the value of the beezer to lus
art and tended its expansive surface,
when it had taken a touch of the sun,
with a patent balm called Allen’s Foot
Ease. In his screenplays, Fields gave the
other actors gag lines and funny business
built around the object’s size, color and
general condition. But off camera, he got
touchy il anvone so much as mentioned
his beak.

His drinking buddies knew this and
were unmerciful. In the manner of alco-
holic wags. they dreamed up heartless
schoolboy  pleasantries about the man
they knew as Uncle Willie. John Decker,
the artist, once suggested that what he
called the Bulb would make an imposing
taillight on a hearse. On one hot day.
Gene Fowler, the author and scriptwriter,
having heard a loud shattering noise in
Fields' neighborhood, spread it about that
Uncle Willie's proboscis had exploded.
John Barrymore wondered solicitously
whether 1t might not grow so Ing as 1o
interfere with Fields' drinking by keep-
ing him [rom geuing to the glass.

The twget of these exerases in bel-
esprit reacted like a man hurt where he
lived. “You are poking {un at an unfor-
tunate with an affliction.” he would say,
and retire with a cockiail shaker to sulk

in the garden. Life, he felt, was tough
enough without betrayal by one’s Iriends.
And life was one thing he knew in its
most miserable forms.

Every foot of his films proclaims that
Fields had started as a bum, that he'd
had a tough scuflfle on the way 1o the top
and that he never got over the ellects.
Of course, his guile was somewhat less
than Oriental in its subtlety. We know
from his manner, like the villain in a
melodrama, that he's up to no good. He
is a kid standing near a store’s candy
counter, whistling loudly and staring
nonchalantdy in somme irrelevant  direc-
tion. His devices are both flimsy and
transparent.  People who knew Fields
agree that he was exactly like this in real
life.

“Uncle Claude can be very evasive,”
John Barrymore once told a reporter.
“That's how he advertises that he's up to
something. When Bill gets secretive, we
count the spoons.”

Like all of Fields® special cronies, Bar-
rymore spoke of him as “Uncle Willie”
or “Undle Claude,” though they were all
pretty nearly the same age. An exception
was the much younger Bing Crosby, who
called Fields “"Uncle Bill.” The come-
cdhan’s pontfical and majestic manner
made him an avuncular figure, and so
they honored him. Fields grandly accept-
ed the wibute and patronized them all as
“nephew.”

Uncle Claude had only eight or ten of
these bonded buddies, but there were
dozens of people who, without trusting
him for a moment, loved him dearly and
considered it a delightful honor to know
him. Cantankerous though he was, Uncle
Willie had enormous charm. Even his
aankiness, to those who knew that it was
superficial and fleeting, was engaging.
Life in his sunny glow could be damned
difficult until you learned the rules. But
it was also rewarding. His acquaintances
understood that they had to pay their
dues, and they did it by putting up with
his foibles.

Prominent among these was his parsi-
mony. Fields believed that money was
hard to get and dilicult to keep. that
everyone, from Uncle Sam down 1o the
laundryman, was out to grab more from
Undle Claude than they were legally—
or, at any rate, decently—entitled to. He
thought that unless he watched each
penny, he would wake up one day and
find himsell out on the pavements he
had slept on as a kid.

He never took anybody's word for
anything, but he was especially wary il
the given word was even remotely con
nected with his wallet. Fields squirreled
away his loot on a system that has been
celebrated as “the most outlandish sav-
ings program in all banking history.”
He devised 1 around 1905, in the days
when he was known not as a clown but
as the greatest juggler in the world. In
keeping up the title, he did a lot of one

night stands, from Walla Walla 10 Ran
poon, and. with his usual caution, always
nagged the management into paying him
oft in gold coins—which he kept stashed
in secret pockets in his clothes. Inevitably.
an enterprising highwayman waylaid him
one dark might, rapped him sharply on
the head and stripped him of his hoard.
From that encounter on, the itinerant
star opened accounts in every aty. own
or village in which he found hamsell in
funds. In London, Butte or Barcelona,
Singapore or Ocla, these deposits mul
tiplied like Tungus in a rain lorest. Not
infrequently, Fields would jump oft a
train and put adl his loose cash into the
nearest bank, while the engine took on
water. Thus, he could be comfortably sure
his savings were out of reach of thieves,
borrowers and the Federal Government.
To foil the last of these, Ficlds opened
cach account under a different name.
Some ol these pscudonyms have been re-
trieved from oblivion, and they reveal
the dreamer at his imaginative best: Fig
ley E. Whitesides, Sneed Hearn, Dr. Ouis
Guelpe. Felton J. Satchelstern and Pro-
lessor Curtis 1. Bascom are a representa
tive sampling.

One of the waits featured by Fields in
his screen roles was that ol a deviousness
so cunning it outsmarted utsell. Fields
probably suspected it was one of his own
failings. It certainly operated flawlessly
in the case of his Lwr-lung accounts. He
kept his bankbooks. but, as they reached
the proportions of a small-town library.
he started stonng and. evemually, mis
laying them. It isn't known how much
he lost this way., but estimates have
ranged up to S1.O00.000.

Fields numbered the U.S. Govern
ment—whom he fondly dubbed Uncle
Whiskers—as first among the swindlers
grabbing at his poke, and he ook pains
to make the gening difhcult. He had no
faith in lawyers, all of whom, he was
convinced, were sccret agents of the
Treasury Department ready 1o turn him
over for back taxes. Fields saw o his
own forms and his deductions were, w0
say the least, the unusual creation of his
original and farranging mind.  Bill
Grady. long his agent, said he once dis-
covered that Fields had claimed depre
aation on several vaudeville houses in
which he had appeared. Grady also no
ticed that his employer had put down
large sums that were ostensibly donaed
to obscure churches in hard-to-reach loca-
tions, such as the Solomon  Islands.
Grady was shocked not so much by the
lies as by their barefaced foolishness, Six
months after sending in this harleguin
return, Fields got a relund check lor
S1500. Grady picked up an ulcer; and
Fields, a booster to his sell-esteem.

The nucleus of Uncle Willie's obsession
with money doubtless burgeoned in his
infancy. I so, it had every chance to

(continued on page 157)




Jiction Bv ﬂl]“ Gouunl RACCOONS, or something

like raccoons, skivering on the skylight woke him and he
reached out for Melissa, but she wasn't there. Perry
Enkert veached again, rubbed his eves and swung out of
the low, wide bed. He went bareloot over the rug and
reached for the light switch. The lights went on belore
e got there. “Knock it off,” he said and grabbed the
wardrobe closet open. Melissa’s guitn and amplifier
weren't there. Perry yanked on a pair of chino pants
and an old wrdeneck and ran from the third-lloor
bedroom.

Going down the carved wooden stairs, he bumped
against the inset shelves and knocked off a shoe box
lull of glass balls. The balls hopped and rolled ahead
ol him. “Melissa,” he called. “I thought you weren't
angry.”

The fivsi-floor music-room door was open and Perry
glanced in. The wrntable of the hi-fi system was still
spinning, but Melissa was not in the room. The floor
was scattered with albums and tapes. The turntable
slapped a new record on and a Viennese waltz, rich with
violins, hlled the room. “No kidding around,” Perry
saiid 1o the phonograph, and it stopped playing. “Don’t
do anything more. I'm handling this.”

While he was finding a flashlight in the hall closet,
one of his late uncle’s black cloaks fell off its hook. He
let it lie and hurried outside. “Melissa,” he called again.
A gente wind was sweeping across the grounds of the
estate and leaves were spinning off the uees. Willow
leaves, probably, if they weren't oak.

Perry scarched his way around the threestory Vie
torian house, then headed for the sway-back greenhouse

at the rear ol the estate. There were high wees, oaks and
redwoods, probably, thick around the glass-and-metal
greenhouse. To his lelt, all the lights in the wees went
on. “Damn it,” said Perry, waving his illuminated hand.
“Pve got a flashlighe.” The lights flicked oll.

Then the greenhouse blossomed with light and he
saw Melissa Dankworth sitting inside on one of the old
white wbles. Her hands were resting on her knees and
her guitar and amplifier were packed and on the able
beside her. She had a wall thin glass balanced on her lel
knee. She was wearing Levis and a chambray shirt.

“Melissa,” Pearry saud, stepping into the greenhouse.
“1 thought you weren't mad.”

“Look ar this,” the girl said. She wias tall, with
smooth tan and long gentle blonde hair. Her breasts
had an upright, angry look under the blue chambray of
her shire. “This is supposed to be pousse-calé, but
everything sank to the bottom.”™ She held the glass ol
murky hqueurs up to him. *The problem is, the kitchen
isn’t laid out right, or the liquor cabinets. What did
your uncle do il he wanted o mix a drink:"

“Built a machine 1o do it, I guess,” said Perry. "1
only inherited. took over, this place a couple months
ago, Melissa. Why'd you get out of bed?”

The girl said, “You don't have any shoes on.”

“I dressed in hasie.”

“Your uncle,” “And this dumb house
ol his, with a name ol its own. Lolthouse, for Christ’s
sake. Why name a place Lolthouse?”

“You want 1t named Joel or Buddy?”
ofl us {lashlight.

“1 haven’t seen either

said  Melissa.

Perry turned

(continued on  page 217)
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modern living

AUCTION
ACTION

how to play the

going-going-gone game
to win just about

anything you may want

e Romans had a word for it: auction-
em; and since the time of Caesar, auc-
tions have been the lavorite Hea marker
of discerming urbanites who enjoy a hot
ly competitive sale where prospective
buyers can vie for merchandise
ing their own pri Autending an auc-

by nam-

tion is like scarching for buried gold;
while checking out the goods in advance
or reading the catalog of artifacts for
sale. one instinctively feels that wreasure
is bound to turn up. In 1933, a potential
bidder poking through the items up for
auction at the venerable Christie, Man-
son and Woods, Lid. (called Christie’s)
in London spotted a bronze horse in a
collection ol miscellaneous statues. He
bought the lot for $45. Art connoisseurs
today agree that the bargain-basement-
priced horse is by Leonardo da Vinci
The profit from this venture? Astronomi-
cal. But the chance that a wtyvpical auction
item, such as a desk, will have a secret
compartment that might be crammed
with S1000 bills is only part of the fun.
An auction has the flavor of show busi-

and to get into the act, all one has
to do is raise his hand.

The lure ol discovering an unsuspect-
ed signed ippendale hidden under
lavers of paint is reason ¢nough lor some
auctiongoers to bide their tume while
awaiting a big kill. In doing so, they miss
less rare—Dbut  still  signihcant—finds.
Daily at aty. suburban and country auc-
tions, a vast array of goods, from antigue
clocks to zebraskin rugs, changes hands
under the auctioneer’'s hammer. often at
prices that can’t be duplicated at a retail
store.

In the late 17005, Christie’s main auc-
tion room was a chic gathering place for
the socially elite. with Thomas Gains
borough. David Garrick and Sir Joshua
Reynolds often in atendance. Tod
aucttongoing s still a most entertaining
way to spend a day or an evening, even
if you don’t plan 10 do any serious
buying. Rural auciion houses  olien
stage climbakes, smorgasbords, barbecues
and spaghetti Teasts as an added ativac
tion to the items at hand. In Long Grove,
Hlinois. a country town about 25 miles
Irom Chicago. the aptly named Village
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Tavern hosts a weekly auction with a
lavish dinner served beforehand at two
dollars a person. Customers can bid on
the merchandise or, il nothing strikes
their fancy, browse among the antiques
on display and buy anything—includ-
ing the Victorian table they enjoyed
dinner on—directly from the bartender.

The best way to learn about a forth-
coming sale is to check the auction col-
umn in your Sunday newspaper. Listings
are usually placed several weeks in ad-
vance, so that prospective bidders will
have time to inspect the inventory. At
less sophisticated auctions, such as house
sales, goods are simply lumped in num-
bered lots or, occasionally, not even
numbered at all. Urban auction houses,
however, often make available a catalog
that bricfly describes each piece sched-
uled to go on the block. When the auc
tion starts, lots will be sold in their
numbered order at the rate of 70 o 90
an hour.

The wise auctionphile who takes his
bidding seriously will pay one or two vis-
its to the showroom in advance of the
sale day. This gives him a chance to lei-
surely look over the merchandise and, if
there is any question about the authentic-
ity of an arucle, bring in an expert for
his opinion. Furthermore, it also gives
him a chance to note if the goods to be
sold. such as furniture and paintings, are
mostly of the same period or style. If so,
an odd-lot piece—perhaps a modern
painting mixed in with 18th Century
English furniture—may go for surpris-
ingly little, because the majority of the
buyers will have come to bid on an-
tiques. Since many of the items sold at
auction are used or, in the case of art-
works and antiques, attributed to a par-
ticular individual or period, a smart
bidder will do some double checking to
verily the catalog desaription. The small
print at the front of the catalog invaria-
bly includes an escape clause such as the
following: “The auctioneer is not to be
held responsible for the correctness of
the description, genuineness or authentic-
ity of any lot, and no sale will be set
aside on account of any incorrectness,
error of cataloging or any imperfections
not noted. Every lot is sold ‘as is" and
without recourse.” Title passes to the
buyer when the hammer falls. Theoreti-
cally, this means that the new owner
must stand the loss il goods are damaged
belore final delivery is made. However,
a reliable firm will note any flaws that
exist in a piece at the time of sale and,
more than likely, will absolve the buyer
of his financdial responsibility if it’s obvi-
ous that the merchandise has been dam-
aged while in storage.

I your interest is in paintings or
sculpture, the elaborate catalogs of larg-
er galleries that specialize in the auc
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—or harmful—depending on whether
you know how to decipher the descrip-
tive terminology. If, for example, a cata-
log indicates that an oil painting was
done by “Sir Peter Paul Rubens,” it
means that the house is quite certain
that the picture is genuine. However, if
you see an artist’s name preceded by the
phrase “school of,” “follower of” or "in
the style of,” this is another way of say-
ing that the item is probably not by the
artist, although it looks something like
his work. But when the ambiguous term
“attributed o” is followed by an individ-
ual's name, this means that the auction
house believes the work is genuine, al-
though it can offer no defnite proof. (In
European auction houses, if there is
some doubt that Rubens created the
work, “P. P. Rubens” would be used,
and the even more succinct “Rubens”
when there is considerable doubt.)

Not all bids are placed openly at an
auction. Dealers and private collectors
sometimes arrange in advance to use an
inconspicuous signaling system that, pre-
sumably, only the auctioneer will know
for sure is a bid. It is hoped, by doing
this, that the competitive spirit of busi-
ness rivals or fellow connoisseurs won't
be aroused and thus a lot be sold for less
than it otherwise might. But this method
of bidding can also backfire. In 1965 at
Christie’s, Rembrandt’s portrait of his
son Titus went on the block. The open
bidding climbed steadily to 740,000 guin-
eas ($2,175,600). At this figure, onc of
the bidders, Norton Simon, the finance-
committee chairman of Hunt Foods and
a noted art connoisseur and philanthro-
pist, dropped out of the action and the
painting was awarded to another cus-
tomer. Simon immediately insisted that
he was still bidding, even though he had
stopped signaling. As further proof, he
read aloud from a secret note that had
been passed to the auctioneer in ad-
vance. The note stated in effect that Si-
mon was bidding as long as he remained
seated or bid openly; if he stood up and
sat down again, he was not bidding until
he raised his finger. Then he was bid-
ding until he stood up again, etc. Simon
proved his point and eventually got the
Rembrandt for 760,000 guineas; but his
plan to purchase the painting anony-
mously by bidding openly and then ap-
pearing to quit without really doing so
had failed.

Unless you've a definite reason for
doing your signaling secretly, the best
way to bid is by raising the auction cata-
log just long enough to catch the auction-
eer's eye. Casually waving to [riends
across the room while bids are being tak-
en is to be avoided, for obvious reasons.
Most tales of someone slapping at a fly
and ending up the surprised owner ol
a dozen feather boas are exaggerated.
but a Sll(lll(‘l’l ('t)llSl)i('llDll.‘i move can
cause confusion. J. Paul Getty, PLAYBOY'S

Contributing Editor, Business and Fi
nance, notes in his book The Joys of
Collecting that some years ago he reached
up to loosen his shirt collar while at-
tending an auction at Christie’s and
discovered that he had become the pur-
chaser of “Lot No. 18-A: A water color
of old London about 1845" for 100
guineas, which then amounted 10 $291.

How much the price jumps per bid
usually depends on the opening figurce.
At less than $20, bids usually move up a
dollar or two at a time. At a starting
figure between $20 and §$50, the auc
tioneer quite likely will request a $5
increase; $10 jumps between $50 and
$100, and so forth. Belore the bidding
really gets going, it's a good idea 10 de
cide just how high you want o go and
then stick to it. An auack of auction
fever can up the ante way out of pro-
portion.

Somie bids, however, don't even come
from the audience. Prior w a sale, the
owner of the merchandise scheduled 1o
go on the block may stipulate that cer-
tain items shouldn’t be sold for less than
a specific amount, known as a “reserve
price.” If the bidding falls short of this
figure, the auctioneer himself places a
bid (known in auction circles as “taking
one off the wall”) and buys the lot back
for the scller, charging him a small com-
mission. To sustain the illusion of a lively
contest, most auctioneers never let the
audience know that this has happened.
They simply pretend to have spotted a
bidder or nod a quick acknowledgment
to an assistant seated up front. The
reserve-price bid is treated just like any
other.

Buyers who can’t attend a sale often
place a “write-in” bid with the auction
cer and request that he do their bidding
up to this amount. These bids, also, are
handled just as if they came from the
audience. This way, a collector in Los
Angeles, for example, can participate in
an auction held in Boston without being
therc. (Coin and stamp auction houses
sell much of their merchandise o write-
in bidders; offers often come from as far
afield as Africa and Australia)) If the
Californian specifies that he'll go up 10
$150 on one lot and bidding from the
floor stops at S100 (and there are no
other write-in bids or a reserve price to
consider), he should theoretically get the
lot for $125—assuming the price is jump-
ing at $25 intervals. However, when
there is a significant dillerence between
the amount at which bidding from the
floor stops and what a writeiin bidder
has offered to pay, unscrupulous auction-
eers may take advantage of the bidder’s
absence and raise the price higher than
the next interval. Even though the write-
in bidder is top man at, say, S150, his
generous offer to pay up 1o $300 for i lot
could cost him money; the audioneer
might hammer the bid home at 3225

(continwed on page 118)
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rEAD from the oil-company travel guide:

“Blackrock is the northernmost commu-
nity on the peninsula. Here you get the
feeling of a true hshing center among
the anchored fishing boats and neis reeled
out to dry. Off Blackrock lies the Porte
des Morts, a strait six miles wide sepa-
rating mainland Wisconsin and Nicolet
Island. In 1679, abowt 300 Potawatomi
Indians drowned in a sudden storm while
crossing the water 1o engage the Winne-
bagos. The tragedy was witnessed by ex
plorers La Salle and De Tonu, who
named the strimt Porte des Morts, or
Death’s Door. Today it is said the surait
contains more shipwrecks per square mile
than any other area in the Great Lakes.”

I lolded the travel guide and put it in
the glove comparument. Sitting there in
my car, on the last leg of my journcy.
my immediate impression was that the
waters were a lure for the local chamber
ol commerce to attract visitors, a thrill
for these station-wagon travelers at secing
so sinister a place, a pool lor skindivers
in which 10 explore old wrecks, Porte des
Morts: Death’s Door. It seemed very
commonplace this late alternoon: a deso-
late little landing deep in the snow, a
weather-beaten smokchouse whose door

maybe It was just what it seermed—
an old jalopy tooling across the

ice in the misty night—but why

the dead-end reticence that blocked
his innocent inquiries about it?

DEATH’S DOOR

fiction By ROBERT McNEAR

moved open and shut with the wind, a
timber dock where a veteran ferrvboat
—the R. L. Ostenson, Nicolet Island.
Wisconsin—creaked patiently on its haw-
sers. Beyond that was the bleak strait—
sky the color of worn steel and bay the
same, hinged by the horizon line and
identical except for the dark channel of
water out through the ice. 1 like forgotten,
hall-populated  places,  almost-deseried
cubbvholes of the world. I suppose that’s
one of the reasons 1 stay on as a reporter
for a smalltown newspaper instead ol
poing to Chicago and becoming a well-
known journalist.

I'd been waiting in the car for about
five minutes when the hunchback deck
hand turned up. He came half skipping
from the dock, thumb up, to metion me
out of the car. 1 got out i the ankle
deep snow, saving, unnecessarily, “You'll
take her on?” He swung imo the driv
er's seat and slammed the door for an
ANSWET,

Great! 1 liked every bit of it. Only
in some outol-the-way place like this
would vou find a hunchback deck hand
who—I had got a good look at him—
had fine golden hair and an almost-
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perfect Botticelli face. He wook the car
carefully across the planking and onto
the deck while 1, bothered by the usual
curiosity, had 1o walk across the road
to the smokchouse and look inside. No
fire had burned there lor months, but
the ghost of smoke and fish possessed the
place completely. It was so dark that 1
could sce litde except the small drift of
snow that had come in through the
door. Now, one of my itches is about
doors—I can't stand to sce them open
when they should be shut, or idly swing-
ing, like this one: so I closed it tight, for
this winter, at least.

Then 1 took myself aboard the ferry-
boat, climbed the stairs and came to the
door of the passenger saloon. I'd felt
almost alone until now, but there were
about ten people sitting around in the
cabin, smoking, drnking colfee, waiting.
It looked like a roadside diner, with
plywood booths along the walls and a
couple of scarred tables in the center. It
looked stifling in there, so 1 wrned away
from the door and made my way along
the railing to the pilothouse door.

Inside the pilothouse, leaning on the
wheel and smoking a cigarette as he
gazed at the car deck below, was a
youngish, long-jawed man with pepper-
and-salt hair, who, in spite of the ordi-
nary windbreaker and dungarees he wore,
was obviously the captain. On his head
he had an old-fashioned officer’s cap with
a brass plate above the bill. It read: cap-
TAIN, I watched him douse the cigaretre,
straighten up and signal down to the
hunchback on the deck. A floodlight went
on down there. The hunchback and a
teenage boy moved around quickly o cast
off. The captain tugged twice at a cord
on the compressed-air horn, houncing
two blasts ofl the snow-shrouded face of
Blackrock. Then he pulled the engine
telegraph 1o reverse and I could feel the
deck plates vibrate as the [erry backed
away from the wharf. The skin of ice
crushed under the blacksteel hull as we
moved out to swing around slowly into
the channel. Bon voyage, R. L. Ostenson.

In those few minutes, the pale day-
light had gone completely; and now,
looking out across the strait, I saw an
early moon laying a yellow path almost
dircctly alongside the channel through
the ice of the Porte des Morts, At the end
of the double line, T could see the
low fishback of Nicoler Island. “Strange
place, the island,” Ed Kinney had said
back in Green Bay. “Isolated, ingrown,
maybe two hundred people, fifty fami-
lies. Swedes, Icelanders, Germans. They
don’t warm much to strangers. Lots of
superstition.” Kinney. has been a feature
editor for a long tme and he can’t help
talking like that Sull, he used to sum-
mer on the island and [ didn't doubt
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he'd added, “there’s nothing to be super-
stitious about. In winter, the island’s
about as exciting as the lobby of the
Northland Hotel at two o'clock of a
Sunday morning. You’'ll see 'em all come
out of hibemation for that basketball
game. Then they go back into it for the
rest of the winter.”

Blackrock had slowly receded into the
distance and the last lonely peninsula
pine had faded astern. I realized that
the sharp wind had got through my
overcoat and that 1 was beginning to
shiver. Just then, the wheelhouse door
opened and the nasal voice of the cap-
tain said, “So softhearted I can't stand to
see even a damn fool freeze to death.
C'mon in, friend.”

I stepped inside. “Thanks, Captain. It
was like the fresh and gentle breeze of
May. You are speaking to a man who
has covered the Packers Sunday in and
Sunday out for four winters.”

“Hey, a reporter!” he said, smiling,
We shook hands. “I'm Axel Ostenson.”

“Now, why d'you figure Vince had to
go and retire?” he asked. “"Those boys
ain’t been the same since.”

“Even the iron men wear out in
time,” I said. At this point, the radio
squawked and he went over to say some-
thing into a microphone about position
and time of arrival. 1 looked around.

All was neat and newly painted—up
front near the window, the wheel and
the engine telegraph, the captain’s high
stool. A padded bench ran the length of
the pilothouse. Framed on the walls
were some Great Lakes shipping chars,
a safety-inspection certificate and a plaque
informing me that the Sturgeon Bay
Shipbuilding Company had created this
noble vessel. Ostenson finished with the
radio.

“You remember Ed Kinney:” I asked.
“He's my editor on the News down in
Green Bay.”

“Sure do. Used to have a summer
place on the island. I taught his boy
Gene how to sail.”

“Ed thought I ought to cover the Door
County championship game this year.
First one on Nicolet Island since 1947,
Ed thought there might be a good {eature
story in it, along with the play-by-play. 1
thought maybe you could help me, and
so 1 thought I'd ask you a few ques
tions——"

“Nuremberg, Germany,” he said.

“What's that?”

“Missed it. I was in Nuremberg, Ger-
many, with the Tenth Division in 1947."

“But you must have heard a lot of
talk since about &

“I'm sorry, mister, but you know the
Grear Lakes maritime  regulations  say
that I'm not supposed to have anybody
who don’t belong in the pilothouse. I'm
gonna have 1o ask you to go along to

the saloon. You get yourself a Coke or a
cuppa coffee.” He didu't look at me, but
kept staring straight ahead as I went out.

Qucer how suddenly the Great Lakes
{nzlrilime regulations got enlorced.

1 moved along the rail o about md-
ship. The wind was like a cold blade on
my face, but I wanted 1o give mysell just
a few more minutes belore 1 had 1o go
into the stully, smoke-hilled cabin, where
I knew that, in spite ol mysclf, I'd drink
at least three or four cups ol bad collee
to pass the ume. So I'd cut the taste ol
that with something better. 1 groped in
the inside pocket of my overcoar and
found the oblong shape of my flask. The
bourbon built a comfortable small fire
in my throat and my innards,

I stared down at the black edge of
water alongside the hull and the thick
shell of ice. In the moonlight, the strait
was one vast skaung rink. Every now
and then, a chunky little berg came
scraping along the hull as we passed. |
wondered what might happen if the R, L.
Ostenson didn’t go back and forth from
Blackrock 1o the island twice a day. How
long would it take before the channel
froze over solid? But, I supposed. even at
that, the sland could hardly be cut oif.
With this kind of freeze, the iceboats—
those cralt with runners and sails or a
motor—could make it back and forth
without the slightest trouble.

Speak of the Devil, 1 thought. It was
just about then that I heard the motor.
I ok another sip and peered ahead
into the dark. Funny that somebody
would be running one ol those things
this time ol evening. There was more
spray now than there had been and it
stung my forehead and fogged myv glasses.
There scemed 10 be an area ol low-lying
mist on the ice ahead. T ook the glasses
off and gave them a good wipe with my
handkerchief. The motor noise got no
louder; it was stll a low chugga-chugea
chugga, like something I remember out
of my boyhood. I leaned over the rail
and strained my eyes toward the sound.
I saw one red eye in the gray cotton log.

Then, gradually, as we overtook it,
the thing ok shape just at the far
reach of glimmer [rom our deck lights,
No icchoat, by God, but a black, sign-
bedecked Model-A Ford, bumping along
at maybe ten or fifteen miles an hour,
Running boards, spare tire on the rear,
dim yellow headlights on the ice. It
looked just like the one my dad used 10
own back when, Only Dad would never
have let anybody violate the glossy black
finish with signs like. HOLD ME TIGHT,
BABY and BEAT FisH CREEK and THERE
AIN'T NO FLIES ON THE N.1s. Bent back-
ward in the wind was a radio aerial
from which flew a green pennant that
read in block letters, NICOLET ISLAND.

(continued on page 200)



humor By RICHARD NEUWEILER
a compendium of quotes by people and publications whose foresight was more fearless than flawless

THE UNGATHERING STORM

From “Great Contemporaries,” by Winston
Churchill, 1937 :

“It is not possible to form a just judgment of
a public figure who has attained the enormous
dimensions of Adolf Hitler until his life work as
a whole is before us. . . . History is replete with
examples of men who have risen to power by
employing stern, grim and even frightful
methods, but who, nevertheless, when their life
is revealed as a whole, have been regarded as
great figures whose lives have enriched the story
of mankind. So may it be with Hitler,

“. « . The story of that struggle [for the
German chancellorship] cannot be read without
admiration for the courage, the perseverance
and the vital force which enabled him to chal-
lenge, defy. conciliate or overcome all the au-
thorities or resistances which barred his path. . . .

“, . . Those who have met Herr Hitler face to
face in public business or on social terms have
found a highly competent, cool, well-informed
functionary with an agreeable manner, a disarm-
ing smile, and few have been unaffected by a
subtle personal magnetism. . . . We may yet live
to see Hitler a gentler figure in a happier age.”

DESTINY AND DANIEL WEBSTER

From a speech in the Senate, March 23, 1848:

“I have never heard of anything, and I cannot
conceive of anything, more ridiculous, more ab-
surd and more affrontive to all sober judgment
than the cry that we are [profiting] by the
acquisition of New Mexico and California. 1
hold that they are not worth a dollar!™

HISTORICAL GLIMPSE OF POSSIBLY
THE FIRST INMATE TO HELP RUN THE ASYLUM

From “Notes of Conversations with the Duke
of Wellington: 1831-1851"":

“The effect of the eye upon insane persons is
very singular and very certain. I have tried it
many times. I always look them full in the face,
and they cannot stand it.”

REVIEWING THE REVIEWERS

From a 1959 memo from William Randolph
Hearst, Jr., to all book, drama and movie re-
THEWENS:

“I don't believe our readers are interested in
reading the personal likes and dislikes of our
critics and 1 don’t intend to waste our valuable
space printing them.”

WHAT HATH GOD WROUGHT—THAT THEN
WENT AND GOT ITSELF ELECTED TO CONGRESS?

From “Public Men and Events,” by Nathan
Sargent, 1875:

“On the opening of the third session of the
27th Congress, Mr. Morse [Samuel F. B.
Morse]. of telegraphic celebrity . . . asked for
an appropriation of $30,000 . . . 1o make an
experiment, by erecting a line of telegraph . . .
from Washington to Baltimore. . . .

“The bill came up, and was considered. . . .
[Congressman] Cave Johnson . . . moved that
one half the appropriation be expended in
experiments in mesmerism, which was sustained
by 20 votes, Another member moved that [the
money be spent] in trying an experiment to
construct a railroad to the moon. [Similar] propo-
sitions were made . . . creating much merriment
and pleasant badinage among the members.

“Mr. Pettit, of Indiana. opposed it and [said

ILLUSTRATION BY JiM NEEBE
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that he] ‘looked upon all magnetic
telegraphs as miserable [and] fit for
nothing." ”

VICTOR HUGO'S MARVELOUS
FLYING MILLENNIUM . . .

From an 1864 letter to the French
balloonist Nadar:

“[The invention of the airplane would
mean] the immediate, absolute, instan-
taneous, universal and perpetual aboli-
tion of frontiers. Armies would vanish,
and with them the whole business of war,
exploitation and subjugation. It would
be an immense peaceful revolution. It
would mean the liberation of mankind.”

. . . 1s TEST-PILOTED BY H. G. WELLS, WHO
CAN'T SEEM TO GET IT OFF THE GROUND,

From “Anticipations,” by H. G. Wells,
1902:

“I do not think it at all probable that
aeronautics will ever come into play as a
serious modification of transport and
communication. . . . Man is not an alba-
tross.”

AND BY FRANCE'S MARSHAL
FOCH, IN A HEAVY FOG

Foch, in 1910, after watching an air
display:

“All very fine for sport, you know. But
the airplane’s no use to the army.”

THE CAPTAIN OF THE TITANIC
MEETS THE PRESS

From The New York Times, April 16,
1912;

“Captain Smith [E. J. Smith of the
Titanic] maintained that shipbuilding
was such a perfect art nowadays that
absolute disaster involving the passengers
on a great modern liner was quite un-
thinkable. . . .

* T will go a bit further,” he said. ‘T will
say that I cannot imagine any condition
which could cause [this] ship to founder.
I cannot conceive of any vital disaster
happening to this vessel. Modern ship-
building has gone beyond that.””

WORLD WAR ONE AND
ENGLAND'S MISSING GENERATION

From a 1915 memo from General
Sir Douglas Haig, Commander in Chief,
British Expeditionary Force, France, o
the British War Council:

“The machine gun is a much overrat-
ed weapon.”

THE RUSSIAN REVOLUTION—AS VIEWED
FROM 1600 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE

From President Woodrow Wilson’s
message to a special session of Congress,
April 2, 1917:

“Does not every American feel that
assurance has been added to our hope
for the future peace of the world by the
wonderful and heartening things that
have been happening within the last few
weeks in Russiaz”

IT's A WISE FATHER , . .
From The New York Times, 1926,
quoting Thomas Edison:

“'Americans require a restful quiet in
the moving-picture theater, and for them
talking . . . on the screen destroys the
illusion. Devices for projecting the film
actor’s speech can be perfected, but the
idea is not practical.” "

. . . UNLESS, OF COURSE, SATURN IS IN ITS
THIRD PHASE AND INTERSECTING ORION

From The New York Times, October
0. 1957

“[Secretary of Defense Charles E. Wil-
son] discounted the military significance
of the Soviet [Sputnik I] satellite. He
said it could not be used to drop bombs
‘while you are sleeping,” because the heat
generated by re-entry into the earth's
atmosphere would destroy any such
weapon.”

FORGET PEARL HARBOR

From Look magazine, November 18,
1941:

“The Japanese fleet will have to stay
in home waters, to guard the Empire
against naval raids. Our own fleet will
cruise somewhere west of Hawaii, with
scout planes far over the seas day and
night to prevent surprise raids on the
Pearl Harbor naval base.”

THE DAY THEY GAVE
GERMANY'S MOST TROUBLE-
SOME POLITICIAN ENOUGH ROPE
TO HANG HIMSELF—AND VERY
NEARLY EVERYBODY ELSE

From The New York Times, 1933:

BERLIN, JANUARY 29: “While any cabi-
net headed by Herr Hitler suggests a
highly precarious undertaking, the exper-
iment to make him chancellor . . . might
be tried out to curb Nazi truculence.”

BERLIN, JANUARY 30: “Some liberals
welcome the new cabinet. They reason
that Herr Hitler has been removed from
the street and saddled with the responsi-
bilities of office in a setting which will
severely circumscribe his liberty of ac-
tion.”

WARSAW, JANUARY 30: “Adolf Hitler's
access to power is rather welcomed here
as a sound development in German poli-
tics. Political circles here hold that undi-
luted German nationalism should take
full responsibility for the Reich’s deci-
sions and that Germany's true face
should be shown to the world. Europe
will soon know the German danger, it
is belicved, and the sooner the better it
will be for Poland.”

THE WORLD AND WALTER
LIPPMANN—I1043 DIVISION

From “U. S. Foreign Policy: Shield of
the Republic”:

“The conditions which . . . have made
the integrity and security of China a
vital interest of the United States will, as
China becomes a great power, make the
security of the United States a vital in-
terest of China. . . .

“It is as impossible for the Allied great
powers [United States, Russia, China,
etc.] to divide up the world and then

rule it as it is for them to combine in
order to dominate the world. The inex-
orable logic of their alliance demands
that they recognize the liberties of the
peoples outside the alliance.”

A COUPLE OF PROGRESS REPORTS

FROM HENRY LUCE's ASIA

From Time magazine, February 11,1957 :
“President Diem, slowly and almost
unnoticed . . . has brought to South
Vietnam a peace and stability few would
have dared predict when his country was
dismembered at Geneva three years ago.
Last week a traveler could journey from
one end of the country to the other, by
day or night, with never a worry about
Viet Minh bandits. . . . In Saigon, the
exquisite bordellos . . . were gone.”

From “The Tough Miracle Man of
Vietnam,” Life magazine, May 13, 1957:

“Ngo Dinh Diem is respected in Viet-
nam today for the miracles he has
wrought. Order has replaced chaos. Com-
munism is being defeated. . . . Diem's
[greatest] hurdle was the famous ‘Gene-
va clections,” the plebiscite which, ac-
cording to the 1954 Geneva Agreement,
should have been held last July 20. It
was supposed to let the people of North
and South Vietnam decide whether a
reunited country should be governed by
anti-Communist Diem or Communist Ho
Chi Minh. . . . [Diem] knew that it was
not a question of who could win the
projected plebiscite: It was a question of
who the people would expect to win,
and all too many of them would have
hedged by voting on the assumption that
the Viet Minh might win. Diem saved
his people from this agonizing prospect
simply by refusing to permit the plebi-
scite.”

THE RUIN AND RECONSTRUCTION OF
CHARLES DE GAULLE—AS TOLD BY
TWEEDLEDUM AND TWEEDLEDEE

From Newsweek magazine, May 26,
1958:

“De Gaulle’s ability to hold France
together is doubted, except possibly for a
short time on a wave of popular enthusi-
asm.”

From Time magazine, May 19, 1958:

“The time has not yet come when most
Frenchmen are prepared to throw
France’s democracy overboard and give a
free hand to De Gaulle.”

From Newsweek magazine, June 9,
1958 (eight days after De Gaulle had be-
come Premier of France):

“The U.S. and Britain are convinced
that, far from scrapping NATO, De
Gaulle would like to see it strengthened
into a solid front capable of exerting
decisive influence in Europe’s political
and economic affairs. . . . His awareness
of the need for American good will . . .
rule[s] out dangerous foreign-policy ad-
ventures.”

From Time magazine, June 16, 1958:

(concluded on page 186)




“Frank, I don't want o start another argument, but I don’t think
Lhis is going to pul the magic back in our marriage.”’







anthony newley, joan eollins and playmate connie kreski star m a wild
Slesh-and-fantasy-filled flick that more than lLives up to its satyrical title

5 1T TurNs ouT, the suggestively surnamed Hieronymus Merkin (a pubic wig) can't quite
forget the more-obviously monikered Miss Humppe, so he doesn’t exactly find true happiness.
either. But as the iilm eareens toward an answer to its marathon-title question, one finds that
Anthony Newley—co-author, producer, director and star—has created what will be the movies’
first Priapean musical comedy. Newley plays a likable 40-vear-old rake who moonlights as a
Hollywood singing idol and boasts a weakness for angelic nymphets—particularly Mercy,
played by Connie Kreski, our January 1968 Playmate. whom Newley literally bumped into
on an elevator at the London Playbov Club and Later signed [or the title role. As Hieronvmus,
he relives and reflects upon his exuberantly amorous past via hlm, tape and [antasy, and the
result is a zany erotobiography that looks like a Marx Brothers movie shot in a nudist camp.
“Like most normal men.” Newley says, explaining the genesis of the film, I have a cer-
tain fascination with erotica. I think truthful people are interested—artisticallv—in  how
people make love. The erotic films being made by voung directors nowadavs, however, are
blatantly sexual without being either sensuous or romantic. I wanted 10 make a really erotie
romantic movie, because I was brought up in a period when there was still romance.” For Hier-
onymus, romance me:ans an endless stream ol delectable female fans whose devotion can be
best expressed horizonallv. He divides his more endw ing passions between Polyester i'o(nl!;u‘lg.

his long-sulfering second wile—plaved by Newley's real-lile  (text concluded on page 137)

2807

e SN

B T T g AN il
A .

P -

As Hieronymus Merkin,
Anthony Newley is possessed
by a single-minded dedication
to making hay while the sun
shines—and while it doesn't,
as well. After discovering
dryadic Mercy Humppe
(Connie Kreski, opposite poge)
nding a surreal carrousel in
the forest, Hieronymus
promptly introduces his wood
nymph to the mysteries of
pastoral passion. Sometimes,
though, his libidinous leanings
trigger a kind of subconscious
schizophrenia that finds
Hieronymus flipping out of
his own identity and watching
The Mask—his windup,
keyed-up alter ego—

in amorous action with such
willing barnmates as Helga
Beck (above left), who later
opts for a solo replay with
The Mask under more

civilized circumstances.
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Demonstrating the wonders of
satanic cookery, Good Time
Eddie Filth [Milton Berle,
opposite page) gloats, “You
can never put in too much
yeast,” as an outsized dish
named Trampolena Wham-
bang (Yolando) pops out of
his smoking oven. Although
Good Time Eddie encourages
Hieronymus to love ‘em and
leave ‘em, his charge (in
company with The Mask)
attends an astrological ballet
(left) in fashionable undress
and blows his usual cool

by falling in love with
Polyester Poontang, to whom
he nobly proposes after
getting her with child.

A flashback to his adolescence
reveals Hieronymus as

a fledgling vaudevillian—and
lover—whose on- and
offstage act is adorned with
statuesque chorines.
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As the protagonist in a
symbolic Black Mass,
Hieronymus ceremonially

imtiates a young convert.

Hieronymus disports with a
frisky extra in a tableau
reminiscent of Peter O'Toole’s
clowning in Becket.

Good Time Eddie's campaign
to turn the adolescent
Hieronymus into the highest-
scoring lover of all time begins
with an introductian to Little
Assistance (Margaret Nolan).
Before they do their thing on
a handy brass bed, Eddie
advises: “"She has a very small
mind, but the rest of her is

very intelligent.”
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Young Merkin blissfully heeds
only the final phrase of the
warning sign in this
uninhibited interlude set

in an amusement-park
atmosphere that's meant to
suggest his euphoria.

Eschewing the nearby merry-
go-round, Hieronymus
energetically embarks on a
merry ride of his own—moving
Good Time Eddie to high
proise. "As a rapist and lecher
and all-round good fellow,” he
observes, “there’s nobody can
touch him—that he hasn't
already touched.”

But when he is loter
confronted with films of such
carnol carnival capers as the
one at left, the older,
disillusioned Hieronymus
exclaims: “I'm like the bubonic
plogue—the pubic plague!

| should be forced to wear a
bell around my neck and yell,
‘Unclean! Uncleon!""
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spouse, Joan Collins—and Mercy, an archetypal innocent
who symbolizes ideal love as well as the perfect roll in the
hay. But despite his humming hormones, Hieronymus is too
selfish to really fall in love. Feeling, at 40, that his life has
been futile and misspent, he is haunted by The Presence of
Death, a darkly senile creature—portrayed by George [essel
—who's given to telling shaggy vaudeville gags as pointless
parables. The chief cause of Hieronymus' troubles, though,
is Milton Berle, as Good Time Eddie Filth. Eddie material-
iz¢s in a cloud of lavender smoke when Hieronymus is a randy
teenager, and therealter urges him to make a carcer of lech-
ery. The wild retrospective of Merkin's youth—complete
with dream sequences, a stag-film-within-the-film and a trio
of critics who watch and comment on the movie-in-the-
making—bccomes a combination sermon /pep talk that gives
him the insight and courage to change his wicked ways. *I
am often asked,” Newley told us, “to sum up the movie's
theme in a few words, but there is no short phrase that will
describe it properly. I prefer, like that great one-man band,
Charles Chaplin. to say, "Let the film speak for itself.”" And,
as these pages prove, Hieronymus has plenty to say—and see.

Co-storring os the wayward hero's much-deceived mate proved
quite o kick for Newley's off-screen wife, Joan Collins {opposite). |
enjoyed being Tony's leading lady more than anything I've ever
ployed in my life,” she told us. "The part of Polyester—his fun- ond
pleasure-loving wife—is very like my own character. She's even a
Gemini.” Their octual morrioge, needless to soy, beors little re-
semblonce to the wild union in the film. As Hieronymus, actor
Newley—below, doubling as director—fondly remembers their wed-
ding: "We were married in front of a 14-inch television set. The
ceremony wos performed by @ suburban justice of the peace whose
fly wos open during the entire ceremony. You notice little things
like that ot o wedding.” An exotic doncer in her first film outing,
Yolanda [bottom left) also oftracts Merkin's attention—first os o
courtesan who motches him bounce for bounce in bed and then as
an animal-loving princess in the stag-film sequence. Also making
her movie debut, Playmote Connie Kreski re-creates with Newley
(bottom right] the typically atypical circumstances of her contract
signing: "l got a telegram in London asking me to fly to Malio—
where Hieronymus was being shot—and play Mercy. | signed the
contract of the continuity girl's desk on the edge of the Mediter-
raneon, where the company was filming o beach scene ot the time.”
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Playmate Cannie Kreski's first appearance in Hieranymus Merkin is described with unabashed enthusiasm in the script’s stage directions:

“Seated on a carrousel, and looking like same magical Alice come to life, is Mercy Humppe—a cloud of pink-and-white silks and baws.
She is Snaw White, Cinderella, Goldilacks. She is all the sweet heroines of all the glorious tales ever tald.” Hieronymus himself puts it
somewhat differently. “She was the personification of every nymphet | had ever chased acrass the green meadows of my imaginatian.”
That Connie amply embodies that lyrical image is evidenced by this exclusive uncoverage of her against the rugged Malta landscape.







“What sort of
peace dud you have in
mind, Mr. Smith?”



the butler did it Rribad Classic from Ned Ward’s “A Frolick to Horn Fair”

A BACHELOR GENTLEMAN of good estate, desiring through covetousness to increase his riches, applied himsell to a young lady of
great fortune. Although his estate was somewhat inferior to her portion, the comcliness of his person and his engaging accom-
plishments soon prevailed upon the lady to become his bride. Having nothing belore her eyes but the prospect of a happy life
and the comfortable embraces of a gentleman of sweet temper, affable behavior, incomparable wit and excellent proportion, she
gave him but very little trouble to bring his design to its proposed issue. So they were soon married and bedded, with all the
solemnities and formalities of a public nuptial.

Now, the gentleman—in his minority having received a kick from a horse that occasioned his castration—was rendered in-
capable ol gratifying the expectancies of his panting bride. Concluding it best to confess his infirmity and put her past the
thought of what is natural, in such a case, for the most modest woman to expect, he accordingly disclosed all, but with as
much art and rhetoric as possible. To lessen the impression of so great a disappointment. he told her thar, though he was
impotent, he would grant her the liberty of making good his deficiency to her, that she might choose any person to be her con-
fidant that she found agreeable. The young lady, fearing this might be some trick of her husband to sift whether any other
person had any share in her affections. made a jest of his disclosure and suspended her choice for the moment.

Convinced at last that she was brought in good carnest into this misfortune and being not a litde uneasy under this
intolerable disappointment, she began to be thoughtlully intent upon the freedom that was given her by her impotent
bridegroom. Observing his butler to be a handsome, jolly young fellow, looking as if he were well qualified for so pleising a
task, she resolved to pitch upon him 1o supply the deficiency of her unhappy husband and, accordingly, acquainted her hus-
band with the choice she had made. The gentleman seemed very well contented and, sending for his butler, informed him of

the whole affair, with all
its circumstances. He promised the butler £100 a year as long as he
would take care, through secrecy and prudence, to prevent any disreputation that
otherwise might, by his carclessness, fall upon the family. The butler, over-
joyed at this proposal, made so many fair promises and protestations that the master was well satisfied and thought him a proper
confidant Tor his purposc. Accordingly, he lodged him in 2 room near his own chamber. so that the lady, without danger ol
detection, might change her bedfellow as often as her inclination led her.

This good-natured liberty of the gentdeman’s was mutually enjoved between his wife and his servant for a considerable time
without either discovery or mistrust. At last, on a summer's day, having added an unusual warmth to her youthful desires by a
glass or two of rich wine at dinner, the lady went into the buttery, where the butler was alone, taking a lazy nap to indulge his
idleness, The lady, shutting the door, awakened her gallant and soon made him sensible, by intelligible signs, of what she
wianted. Rubbing his eves and speedily understanding her meaning, he laid her down with a finger and a thumb upon a
lolling convenience, in order to oblige her. In which interim the chaplain. being dry alter his dinner, came 1o the butiery door
and knocked for admittance into the cellar. The butler being oo engaged to answer. the parson judged by his silence that he
wis making much of some friend in private. Having a mind to be satishied, he peeped through the keyhole and beheld, with the
cve ol truth. the sad shame and dishonor his Lady and the butler, by the instigation of the Devil, had brought upon the fam-
ily. He immediately ran openmouthed to his patron and, with a sorrowful countenance, acquainted him with his lady's de-
bauchery. most rhetorically seuting forth the villainy and treachery of his servant in thus abusing him. The gentleman had no
way left to excuse the matier but to tell the truth and disclose his own infirmity. Enjoining the parson to secrecy, he explained
that it was done by his inducement and permission and that he allowed the butler £100 per annum to recompense his
diligence.

“Lord, sir,”

said the chaplain, “why would you not employ me? I'd have done it for fifty, with all my heart, and have
read prayers twice a day into the bargain.” —Retold by Gerald Weales u 141
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rysttafel—holland’s colonially concocted ““vice table’—transforms a meal into an indonesian extravaganza




_ﬁwa" By T"OMAS MAR'G THE SURPRISING THING about ripstiafel isn’t the prodigal number of dishes

mustered for a single party—in a restaurant, they’ll range from 20 to 50—Dbut the fact that, as we shall see, almost

all of them seem to have been specifically designed lor a bachelor’s book ol entertaining. Dutch colonialists in Indo-
nesia gave the feast their Dutch name rystiafel or rice table; a huge mound ol rice was the flufty white stage on
which the charcoal-broiled saiés, the pork balls, the duckling in coconut sauce, the shrimps with cucumbers and
peppers and the sweet, tart rehishes all performed their sivlized dance. To outsiders, 1t was a Far Eastern smorgas-

bord carried 1o your wble by a flowing column of 12 or 15 barelooted waiters, cach in  (continued on page 210)
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DYERRILL

B Gadom, (Widon

“I like to see a man who’s prepared, Remson!”



playboy’'s master of
the macabre
caricatures the pathology

of violence

“Well, I guess that pretty well takes care
of that riot, eh, Kirby?”

“. .. And you call yourself a soldier!”’

-
o




LIRRIRRY

—

' “Boy, that was some great fight!”

“Look, lady, you hired us to exterminate your
cockroaches—now stand the hell back and let us exterminate them!>

o
“Damn it, I've lost count!” -



“How many times have I told you
kids not to play in the living room?”

&
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AUCTION ACTION

instead ol S150, knowing that the inter-
ested party will still cover the price. To
prevent this, some absentee buvers com-
mission an antique or art dealer 1o do the
bidding for them. payving about a five
percent commission on the final price.
For an additional fee, the dealer will
also check the merchandise in advance
and let the bidder know if it's in poor
condlition or not in line with the catalog
description.

Since the auctioncer’s success depends
upon his ability 1o keep the bidding alive,
he will rely on his reserve-price- or write-
in-bid instructions whenever there are no
takers on the floor. When there's plenty
of activity but no show of hands, it's a
good indication that the auciioneer or
one ol his assistants is bidding on behall
ol the seller or an absentee buvyer,

At any auction, much depends on the
first bid. The auctioneer, ol course, will
try 1o begin ar the highest figure that
doesn’t discourage {urther offers. Some-
times he may request that the audience
suggest an opening amount. But if a
write-in bid has been tworned in and the
lot is subject o a reserve price (or if the
gallery believes the picce is exceptional
in quality), it's almost certain thar a siz-
able starting figure will be asked; should
there be no takers present, the auctioncer
will answer the opening bid himself. Ar
this point, many buvers preler to sit out
the first round and ler the bidding open
at the minimum Agure acceptable o the
auctioneer, on the theory that the lower
the opening price, the lower the cosing
one will be, By joining the bray 100 soon,
vou not only exciie the competitive spirit
of the opposition but, worse vet, you
viase voursell each time an opponent's
bid is topped. If you hold off making
vour move until the lust moment, there's
a chance thar others may have already
emptied their walles. But occasionally. a
bolder battle plan may prove more effec-
tve. Il the audience seems 1o consist
largely of sight-seers or timid types who
hold back when it comes 1o starting the
action. ry opening with a generous bid
and, il there are any takers. respond
with a strong comeback. Others may de-
cide that you're alier this lot regardless
ol the price—and let you take it

Payment proceedings for a purchased
atide diler brom  gallery 10 gallerv.
Most auction houses expect at least a 25
percent down pavment immediately (ol-
ten in either certilied check or cash).
with the remainder 1o come within 72
hours, usually at the same time the mer-
chandise is picked up. If the owner is
slow in paving or reneges on the bargain,
the house, il it chooses. can resell the
item without notice, keep the deposit and
charge the owner any additional loss in-
curred il the new selling price is lower
than that o which the original bidder

148 agreed. Or it can put the item in storage,

(continued from page 122)

with the new owner footing the bill.
Though circumstances sudh as these sel-
dom arise. the gallery is legallv covered
il they do. Whether or not it dhnoses 1o
take any action depends on the man-
agement.

At Lrger galleries. atendants usual-
ly circulate through the audience. accept-
ing down pavments or, il a customer
is well known and his aredit is estab-
Iished, simply jonting down his name.
Other times, i winning bidder may have
10 go up to a cashier's window and ar-
range for payment. Whatever way is
used, the proceedings are kept as dis-
creet as possible; auction houses like 10
maintain good relations with their cus-
tomers.

Whether or not you'll be able 1o ke
your merchandise  home  immediately
after the sale also depends on where
the auction is. At some city galleries,
evervithing—Ivom Gothic chests to Swiss
watches—is immediately returned 10 a
storeroom (even if the lot has been paid
for in [ull) and purchases can be daimed
only on whatever davs the auctioneer
designates for pickups. At a couniry auc
tion, a house sale or a business liguida-
tion, however, goods arc usually mailable
at the time of purchase or immediately
adter the last item has been sold. I you
plan 1o take the picce with you, of course,
payment in {ull is expecied.

In New York City, auction acrivity
centers around  Parke-Bernet  Galleries
(ay  Parke-Bernet. not  Parke-Bernay).
Sales are periodically held throughout the
week. but Saturday is usually when the
heavy action is. Parke-Bernet is afhliated
with Sotheby’s (pronounced Suth-er-bees),
a lamous London auction house that’s
been in business since 1744, Goods
acquired by Sothebv's are often sold at
Parke-Bernet.  Items most  consistently
auctioned off indude rare books and
manuseripts, rugs, porcelain, suits of
armor, weapons. antique furniture. art,
old photographs, salvaged treasure. jewel-
ry, elegant Knickknacks. tapestries, glass-
ware, awtographs, china and. occasionally,
it collection ol vintage vehicles. Lookers
as well as bidders are welcome at Parke-
Bernet—as, indeed, they are at all auction
houses—the theory. ol course, being that
today’s  sightseer mav be  wmorrow’s
buver. On occasion, when such merchan-
dise as impressionist paintings by lamous
artists is to be auctioned. admission is by
ticket, so that bona fide bidders won't be
crowded out by the curious. If yvou're the
lucky recipient of a ticket or two for one
ol these gala alliirs, don’t hesitaie 1o art-
tend. The audicnce is on display as
much as the merchandise, and the eve-
ning takes on a festive fust-night Havor,
with celebrities and socialites as well as
collectors and dealers in attendance,

Several vears ago, Peter Collins, ol
Parke-Bernet  and - Sotheby's,  presided

over an international stuction of Picasso's
nude Femme Couchée Lisant that cli-
maxed  the hourlong NBC  television
special Brave, Pleasso! Bidders in the
studio of WBAP-TV, an NBC athliate in
Fort Worth, and in the NBC studios in
Burbank had their offers relaved 10 the
auction floor in New York. Audiences in
London and Paris also participated by
satcllite TV, The painting finally went 10
the Museum of Fine Arts in Fort Worth
for S105H.000: procecds went to help re-
store ltalian art treasures dumaged by the
Hood in Florence. Tnr 1962, Parke Berner
also hosted the auction of the vear. at
which  Rembiandi's  Avistotle Contem-
Plating the Bust of Homer was sold in
four minutes for S2.300.000. Eighteen
hundred tickers were printed for the
sale; white ones admined well-heeled
collectors and dealers 1o the main gal
lery: pink and blue tickets opened the
doors 1o side galleries, where the pro-
ceedings could be watched on cosed-
crevit. TV and  bids relayed to an
attendant.

Even if vou don’t live in or near
New York City. catalogs of forthcoming
Parke-Berner auctions are available on a
subscription basis. Categories include an-
tiques and ethnographical art. books,
manuscripts and autographs. paindings,
drawings and sculpture. prins, lurniture
and  objets  d'art.  Write-in - bids  are
invited.

Oddball auctions. such as those held
periodicallv: by railroad-salvage compa-
nies. police departments and the Post
Office. are also fun as well as rewarding
to attend: good buvs in bicvcles, books
and records often trn up there. At these
sales. quality merdundise is sometimes
coupled with junk and offered as one lot
—winner take all. Catalogs are scldom
printed: buyers usually arrive early for
a quick once-over of the mevduindise. For
the adventuresome, “unopened” hoxes
and crates are sometimes proflered, with
the buyer taking potluck on the comtents,
This 1vpe of buving. ol wourse, is highly
speculative, and low bids are usually
placed stialy for fun. not profit. One
such lot not long ago went lor a whop-
ping 550, and the gentleman purchaser.
upon opening the case. found that he was
the not-too-proud owner of 1wo dozen
pairs ol lToam-rubber falsics.

Antique-car - auctions  are becoming
inareasingly  popular  both  here  and
abroad. The sums lor which such cher
ished cluiriots as De Dion Boutons, Due
senbergs,  Bugattis and  Talbot  Lagos
sell depend on several lacrors: scarcity
(2 much-sought-alter Rolls-Rovee Silver
Ghost 1910 double Pullman  limousine
was sold at Sotheby's for S26.000), how
much restoration must be—or has been
—done o the car and, of course, whether
or not the vehicle can be driven as is.

Last October, at Rippev's Veteran Ca
Muscum in Denver, a shiny awray of vin-
tage vehicles plus items of automobiliana
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went on the block in a one-day sale
supervised by Parke-Bernet. Prospective
purchasers were requested to register on
the day of the auction and then were
assigned a numbered paddle for case in
bidding. During the day. dassic-car bulfs
acquired a 1912 Ford runabout with a
replica body for 51900, a 1930 Duesen-
berg Model | Beverly sedan lor $23.500.
a 1930 Rolls-Royee Phantom I converti-
ble for S4200 and a 1933 lourseater Alfa
Romeo with a Boneschi body for S18.000.

H you're long on appreciation of fine-
looking old cars but short on mechanical
know-how. don’t hesitate to solicit the
opinion ol an expert concerning the con-
dition of the engine and the cost of any
body restoration needed. Onece a car is
vours. it can’t be returned beciuse of a
warped head. Another point 10 remem-
ber is that the auctioneer can’t be held
responsible il the cr s incorrealy de-
scvibed. At a farm auction vou may hap-
pen o run across. the auctioneer may or
may not be absolutely cevtain that the
old Buick stored in the lxon was manu-
factured in 1931, Ask 1o sec¢ the regisira-
tion papers and, if these aren’t readily
available, weigh this fact carefully belore
placng a bid. Cars, ol course, can’t be
laked as easily as antigues or paintings,
but unscrupulous auwo  dealers abroad
have been known to mount new custom-
made body copics on original chassis and
then auction the hybrids off as antique
machines in mint condition,

An auction of vintage wines and spir-
its invariably auracs bidding  bibbers
eager to round out their cellars and lig-
uor cabinets with rare potables. If a
tip to London is in the ofhng, be sure
and drop by Christie’s. Wine auctions

have been held there since 1766: theiy
carliest catalogs listed wines among the
china, i(.-wclry and  chamber pots does-
tined for the block. Occasionally, oenoph-
ilists are given the opportunity 1o taste
a glass or two in order to judge the ual-
ity of the vintage. More often, bottles are
sold in wnopened lots: the conments may
be perfea or they may be vinegar. Not
long ago, a random sampling of untasted
18th and 19th Century alcoholic oddities
from the cellirs of several English blue
bloods was ollered 10 connoisscurs.
Christie’s showroom, already crammed
with antiques and fine oil paintings, was
the perlea seuing lor such a sale. In-
cluded in the catalog were such bizure
bottlings as a magnum of Canary Island
wine. vinage 1741, from Tenerife (n
fetched S518) and 15 half bottles of milk
punch dated 1750 (they went for S25
apiece). Bidders also had the chance 10
take home some ol Chiteau Lahue's good
years (belore phylloxera ravaged Euvope's
vineyards), including the vintages of
1858, 1864, 1865, 1871 and 1874, lor
around S70 each.

Real-estate auctions aren’t for casual
onlookers:  bankrupt businesses.  small
homes and backwoods lots usually com-
prise the auctioneer’s agenda. Occasion-
ally. however. unusual pieces of property
appear—tracts such as an entire college
campus, which a  horseflesh  fancier
might wish 10 purchase and turn into a
private riding estate. In 1966, Upland
College. located just 45 miles east of Los
Angeles, went on the block—lock. stock
and land. The entire prize package,
which included 11 acres plus 12 buildings
and their contents, finally went 1o the
Salvation Army for a song—5525,000.

“I don’t see how Nigeria and Buafra
got into all this trouble without our help.”

If vou're looking for such items as
leaded Vicorian stained-glass windows,
try to take in a demolition auction. Man-
sions filled with wood pancling. Lancy
fretwork and mosaic tile are olten torm
down alter the elegant builtins have
been carclully removed and put up lor
sale. The buvers are lree to 1ote home
their finds and have them installed in
their digs by a carpenier.

Up 10 now, we've concentrated on
gwidelines for attending auctions. Here's
where to hind them. The lollowing ur-
ban auction galleries and companies spe-
cialize in such merchandise as antique
furniture, paintings, sculprure.  rugs.
objets d'art and  silver  pieces—all  of
varving quality, The list. of course. is by
no means comprehensive: it's just 1o get
vou started on the right road 10 sman
bidding.

sostox: Louis Joseph. Inc., 840 Com-
monwealth Ave.

cuicaco: Chicago Art Galleries, 59610
N. Broadway: Direct Auctioneers. 1920
N. Milwaukee Ave.: Hanzel Galleries
Inc.. 179 N. Michigan Ave.; Samuel L.
Winternitz and Co., 38 S. Deamborn St

parras: Samuel Hart Galleries, 1901
McKinney St

pENvVER: C. W. Rosvall Auction, 1238
S. Broadway St

LOs anceLEs: AL N Abell, 1911 W,
Adams St.: Ames Art Galleries, 8725
Wilshire Blvd.. Beverly Hills; Marvin H.
Newman. 426 S, Robertson St

NEW ORLEANs: Forsvihe-Sanchez  Auc-
tion Galleries, 1810 Magazine Si.

NEW  YVORK (MANHATTAN):  Cathedral
Auction Galleries. 825 Broadway: Alex
Chapin Associates. 299 Madison Ave;
Coleman Auction Galleries, Inc., 525 E.
72nd St: Fischer Aucion Gallery. 111
Fourth Ave.; Lubin Galleries, 342 Thind
Ave.: Munhatan Galleries, 201 E. 80th
St Pawrke-Bernet  Galleries. Inc. 980
Madison Ave.: Plaza Art Auction Gal-
levies. 406 E. 79%h St Savoy Art and
Auction Galleries. 18 E. 5th St.; Wine-
garden's Auction Rooms, luc., 12 E. 121h
St.

poiLApeELriia: Samuel T. Freeman &
Co. Auctioneers, 1808 Chestnut.

SAN Butterheld & Bunar-
ficld Auctioncers, 1244 Sunier St.; Nob
Hill Auation Gallery, 1630 Polk Si.; San
Francisco Auction Gallery, 2077 Union
St.

wasnington, b.oc.: G G. Sloan & Co.
Inc. 715 13h S.

Bidding at an auction is great sport.
once you're Luntliar with the rules of the
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game. Now that vou know the score. put
vour expertise 10 the test. If vou play
vour hand correaly. chances are you'll
come away a winner—and maybe even
have more Tun than you bargained for.
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(continued from page 88)

wife that his ears aren’t pointed enough
for a really good Devil. With a heavy
sigh, he takes off his red robes, lays
aside The Life of Rasputin and strokes
his Mephistophelcan beard. It isn’t easy
playing unholier than thou. One arm
resting on a piano, he smiles at some
yellowing sheet music: I Faw Down
an’ Go Boom and Just a Gigolo.

In the scruffly Mission area, south of
Market Swreet, an old Jew named Samu-
¢l Lewis sits under a portrait emitting
“blessings from Ruth St Denis.” the dis-
ciples ol mystical Iskimic Sufism spread
round about him. “I'm applying Suhi to
the solution of the hippie problem,” ex-
plains Sam, the scll-acknowledged Suli
sheik of San Francisco. “They know
there are states ol consciousness other
than the physical. I teach them medita-
tion and love.”

Just now, he is giving a lesson to ea-
ger youngsters in “the science of breath-
ing.” “The New Testament says God is
breath,” he confides. “Breath and life
arc one. but breath is more than oxvgen
and chemistry. It draws in the lile lorce.
It brings in lile for health. for courage,
lor learlessness, 1o overcome sleep. for
longevity—of which I am the perfect
demonstration. It needs a master—it can-
not be learned from books.” Sam tries to
show a prize fighter how 1o walk up
Nob Hill at full speed without losing
breath. “The soul is the divine breath,”
he says, wheezing as il he could use a
little more of it himsell. “And Sufism is
the reality, the universal outlook, in
which you can reach such an attainment
that you can have the peace of awaken-
ing. Sufis use love—they believe in God
as experience. Love means sell-surrender.
Selfsurrender, which is different from
sell-denial, is getting guidance from a
teacher, from God or from yoursell. The
Kingdom of God is within vou—that's
an actuality, not metaphysics.”

Sam Lewis turns to a voung lemale
acidhead and asks her il she would be
interested in “the joy without the acid.”
She nods wanly., “Look into my cyes,
then. Your eyes are shouiing unhappi-
ness. I want to teach you happiness.”
His ammmated face freczes into a Keaton-
esque mask and he fixes her with the
cerily hypnotic gaze of the big Buddha
in Gump’s. “l am trying to get vou
to nonthinking, to peacelulness. First,
we're aware ol the body. Second, were
aware ol our moral natures, ol good and
bad. Third, we're aware of our mind;
and fourth, of our heart, the center ol
sclfishmess; and finally, vou emer the
abode of peace, and peace is power be-
yond the physical world, and this s
communicable. The whole mind be-
comes your scrvant. The whole world
needs love and aflection—sce how a
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“Here come de sludge!”

child responds to it. I am an old egotist.
I have spontaneous prajna—wisdom in
Sanskrit. Only God cxists, and this is the
supreme human experience. The science
ol the heart and higher consciousness
mikes the heart the center of our being,
from which we enter into stages ol vap-
port with the evergrander portion of
the universe. Complete love for man-
kind is not a metaphor but a way of liv-
ing. Allab’ha, Allalvha.™

A scrufly young man with a gentle,
abstracted air and cataracts of flaxen
hair (courtesy Lady Clairol's “Born
Blonde™) is confused about Vedanta, a
highbrowish Neo-Hinduism ollering a
modern interpretation ol the classical
Vedas, and Sufism. “The difference be-
tween Sufi and Vedanta,” says Lewis
striightaway, “is the energy the Ve-
dantist uses to conquer his passions,
Sufists use to find God. If you have a
hundred units of vital energy and ten
are sex, iUs an mmportant part of vour
lile. Suppose you have a thousand units
and fifteen are sex—sex has gone up
rather than down, but it becomes so
small compared with the whole—that’s
Sulill When vou say don’t
penis, vou're paying attention to vour
penis. We don't waste time with that. In
Sufi, as in Zen, the devil is the ego, not
sex. The question is not whether you
keep up sex but il you keep up God,
Sex should be divinized, not Torbidden.”

In Santa Barbara and Los Angeles,
the good swamis in the lovely temples
of Vedanta say amen to that. Indeed,
their  view—which  America’s  highly

use  your

venerated swami, Prabhavananda, com-
pares with Emerson’s concept of “over-
soul"—is so enlightened they attract
more than their share of young people
with serious sexual hang-ups, trving to
master i not divinize their demons.
“"Vedanta doesn't preach sexual free-
dom,” says California’s most cloquent
Vedantist, Christopher Isherwood. “but
it is not concerncd with sins as sins.
Certam things you do are an obstacle 10
enlightenment.  Intense sexual auwach-
ment would be such an obstacle. Bt
whether it's with a girl, a2 boy or a goat
is very much beside the point. This ap-
plies to all the vices. The rules are indi-
vidual. not laid down like tablets of law
with “Thou shalt not’ written on them.
not an auwthorioian. dualistic thing of
God there and me fieve. God is in all of
us, and  evervwhere. In o the  classical
age of the Vedis—Hindu seripture—the
principle of blending worldly ¢njoyment
with spiritual endeavor was approved
by the great teachers. They recoznized
that, lor the ordinary man, sensual de
sire is too strong to be repressed. So
they recommended, instead, that the de
votee should remind himself that God is
present, at all times, within our lowest
and grossest actions as within our no-
blest. "The Lord is everywhere and al-
ways perfect,” says the Bhagavad-Gita
[f[rom the Hindu Bible, which Isherwood
and Swami Prabhavananda translated].
‘What does he care for man's sin or for
num's righteousness?” The worst act is at
least the beuer for being associated with
God. To believe otherwise is to sanction
the hypocrisy of ‘Sunday religion,
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which will go into God's presence only
in the fine dothes of respectability. nev-
er in the soiled ganments of the lustlul
everyday sell.” Small wonder, then, that
Vedanta gets more chic by the minute,

The polar epposite ol the Vedanta
Society is  the  World  Church.  “the
world’s Lugest nonsectarian church,” a
blue-topped  blimp hangar ol a build-
ing in exhausted cenral Los Angeles,
where O. L. and Velma Mary Lee Jag-
gers stand in unruflled state, like twin
popes, douked in gold-and-silver bejew-
cled satin robes and wearing long white
gloves. white stockings (no shoes) and
jewel-enarusted aowns belore the Gold-
cn Altar ol the Revelation. It is a blind-
ing pageant. “Twenty-fourcarat gold,”
says handsome O. L. 1o the assembled
multitudes. “and more than one miliion
jewels! All are genuine and all come
Irom Jorcign places; none are  even
made in this counury. So splendiferous
in beauty, individually set in the Christs
and angels™ The congregation—thou-
sands ol Negroes. Mexicans, Puerio Ri-
cms and  whites. old, ailing, indigent
and gulled—applauds vigorously. O. L.
smiles unciuously upon them.

“Unlike anything ever made  any-
where in the world—a manifestation of
the beauty of the Lord Jesus. Four years
in the making and only hall through.
See the silver river bencath the throne
ol God—the water is actually flowing
now. There are five hundred thousand
precious jewels in the riverbed alone,
the Euphrates River of Life that came
originally out ol the Garden of Lden.
... God is coming here today. All yow
physical. emotional and financial prob-
lems will be cured here today. Now for
Just . moment, we're going to take a
photograph.  Will the liberators come
forward. Watch the photographer and
he will 1ell you what o do. He's the
very  best  photographer 1T have ever
seen. Very still, don't move. . . . When
vou drink of His divine blood 1eday, vou
will leave God's house in perfea healih.
The twenwv-lour elders will now remove
vour golden crowns and plice them on
the table belore you. I aneint the golden
ahar seven times. 1 place the seven
lamps of firc upon vou now. Miss Velma
and I command the seven sacred spirits
to anoint vou with the sacred oil. . . .
Oh, ring out the bells, bring His sacred
presence down!”

The faithiul pull thousands of bells
out of bags and bodices and tnkle them
till hell won't have it, as O. L. sings into
his hand-held mike. 1o the organ strain
ol The Bells of St. Mary's:

“The bells of the World Church
Oh, hear, they are ringing
They bring down God's blessing
On you and on me. . . "

O. L. has a rich, deceptively casual
voice that is carclully contrived 1o

152 sound like Bing's. He and silver-haired

Miss Velma are. with unsculing aplomb,
leading their flock in “The Mighty Tran-
substantiation Communion Miracle.” the
clders forming a sort of bucket brigade
from the majestic couple 10 human-high
stacks of bread loaves and sreat eolden
vats of wine. Even the collection box is
scaled with a gold Tock. The congrega-
tion removes s shoes amd, for three
carshatiering, eve-popping. soulsplitting
hours, comes forward 10 be anointed
perfunciorily from huge plastic botles.
The ceremony runs the emotional gamut
from hysterical 1o epileptic. I is a sick-
cning spectacle in o country of the blind.

In the Empire Room ol the Beverly
Hilton. members of the world-wide Bahai
Laith, which has some 2.000.000 followers,
celebrate the Feast of Naw-Ruaz the
Bahai New Year. The Happy People
Chorus sings: “Sce the smiling faces,
people of all races - . . let love and unity
reign”s and well-hxed people of all races
smile. sip punch. square-dance and dis-
cuss the next “hreside.” in which mem-
bers meer in private homes—Bahai has
no ministrty—io discuss the world. the

flesh, the faith and its 19th Century
prophet,  Bahi'wllih  ("the Glory of
God™).

Preny girls in short, expensive dresses
and long ironed hair smoke cigars and
discuss “the oneness of mankind and the
essential harmony ol science and  reli-
gron.” A young hair stylist invites anoth-
er 10 his shop: “I'm just developing my
own stvle—Don Muray comes in,”

A publicrelations man takes offense
when he s asked who the local head of
Bahai is. “There is no head of Bahai,”
he answers indignantly. “There are no
paid Bahai teachers; everyone in Bahai
15 a teacher. You can’t go wrong when
talking about fruth, the oneness ol man-
Kind, the unity of the universe. Only
dahaullah fulhlls the promises of all the
prophets. And Bahai just grows and
grows; I can’t give out any figures, but
it’s Just fan-tas-tic!”

“Fantastic” is the word the hippies
apply to the bunal. like a copv of the
San Francisco Clnvonicle. Hippies don’
cotton to Bahai any more than they do
to beatnik bad  Jack  Kerouue, whose
own religious cult has menopaused bt
whose dharma bums are sull very much
in cvidence in Calilornia, aving out:
“Let there be blowing out and bliss for-
evermore.” But some, such as heat poet
Philip Lamantia, have snccesslully met-
morphosed into hippiedom. because they
feel that “Christ says go out and find the
bums, the blind and the caripples. He in-
vites evervone, incduding the outcast. So
there’s no contradiction at all between

Christ and a bebopper, a Beat and a
hippic.”
“Christ s with us fere, baby.” says a

sallow-checked girl with suingy hair in
Los Angeles’ Elvsian Park, scene of an
Easter-day lovein. The cops have ac-

cused her of taking part in the singular-
Iy uncrotic rites as an irvico to the
Chrisuan observance of the dav. “So is
Buddha. So is Krishna. You know
Krishinas”

They didn’t, but the robed, bearded.
barcloot wribe at the Foundation of
the World Fellowship—hidden from the
world by rock caves and canvon oaks in
the cowboy-movie country around Chats-
worth—claimed they did. o intimate
Iy. Ouly theirs was a different Krishna, a
too-mortal man named  Francis Heind-
swatzer Pencovie, who looked like Jesus,
ran around barcloot in flowing  gold
robes, called himsell Krishna Venta and.
right in the middle of the 20th Cenury,
declared  thar even though  he  had
served time for burglary, he was still the
living embodimem of Christ. 1 cannot
lie 10 please you.” he told his disciples.
“I must tell vou the truth in the sisht of
God. 1 am the Son of God.” Many wept.
Others shouted: “We knew !

Krishna Venta has sinee shed his mor-
tal skin. but his apostles “walk humbly
with his soul.,” concentrating daily and
chanting, “Love one, love all. love
Krishna,” pulling cars out of ditches on
the narrow roads swrounding them and
tuking care ol the neighbors’ children
when their mothers are ill. “Were a
humanitarian service group. You have 1o
be in the philosophy for quite a while 10
undersiand.”

Speaking is babushkacd and  areen-
robed Bishop Elesha, a shy mouse of a
wonun who was, in some previous in-
carnation, just plain Aletha Browning, a
dictitian in Denver. Colorado. “The
name carries a vibration,” she savs joy-
lessly. “And as we grow in understand-
ing. our vibration is raised and our
names are changed accordingly. Master
changed his nmame 1wice as he giew,
Our spiritual  leader now is Cardinal
Nekona—she's an English teacher from
Denver.” She is sitting in the fellow-
ship’s assembly hall and chapel. which
members hewed by hand  from  local
stones amd welephone poles. There is no
phone. “We had 1o take it out,” explains
the bishop. “because we never  lack
doors Lere and people came in and ook
advaniage and made calls on the long-
distance.”

“I do believe Krishna Venta was the
Son of God—we know i1 she says,
“There’s been many Sons of God, every
two thousind vears or so. We don't be-
lieve Jesus and Christ 1o be the same.
But two thousand vears ago. the people,
not knowing, said ‘Jesus the Clist’ and
connected  them. There  are  several
places in the Bible that try 1o point out
that the Christ wasn't the Jesus, some-
place in Matthew. VIl have 1o study on
that more. You're supposed to have a
balance of mind here, but I'm not sure T
do yet. . . .7 Her weak voice and unlet-
tered talk trail off forlornly. Birds and
fowl and scrawny dogs drilt in and our.




‘The bishop breaks into a liule song:
"God and I go in the ficld together. . . ."

“"We cn't kill a living thing. That's
why we have these birds and those
trees,” she says after a while. “If we eat
meat, we don’t order the animal to be
killed. If it's already killed, we can go in
and purchase it. Many of us are vege
tarians. though. But we don't even take
the egus rom chickens, don't kill anv of
God's animals.”

Only people. Convinced that Krishna
Venta  had  indulged in  considerable
unhunmanitarian  intimacies with  their
wives, two former culuists planted 40
sticks of dynamite inside the fellowship's
multicolored headquarters @ few  years
back. cornered the 47-yearold propher
and  blew him, themselves, five other
adults and two childven to kingdom
come. “His death,” says one observer,
with heavy trony. “was certificd upon
examination of some less-mortal dental
bridgework.” In the ruins, which are un-
likely to be compared with Pompeii in
any [uture age, thae stands today an
cnonmous sign: LOVE YE ONE ANOTHER.
SERVE YE ONE ANOTHER.

In the Temple of Tarot and Holy
Qabalah. next door to a chiropractor off
the Pasadena Freeway, a lady with a
pronounced limp. a torrent of hair
streaked  orange  and  red, corduroy
slacks and a sargasso of colored beads,
introduces  hersell as “The Reverend

Ann Davies, the Prolocutor General of
the Builders ol the Adytum.”

“We work toward helping to enlight-
en a person’s mind and heart,” she savs
in a harsh, nasal Bronx accent. “1 am a
Qabalistic temple,” she chams. 1 am
dedicated to the perperuation and dis-
pensation of the Holy Qabalah and sa-
cred wisdoms of the Tarot. I have an
amazing history. whose beginning is lost
in the mists of time. It is said the angels
brought my message to nun. . . "

More colloquially. Madam Davies says
California itself is just loaded with
magic vibrations that free both flesh
and spirit from “conventional” shackles.
“There's gotta be a psvchological condi-
tion here that lends msell more to re-
scarch and  greater  freedom,  without
having to hang onto the old fundamen-
tal Taws. It isn't so hot here it weakens
the. uh. drive, vknow, honey? Less im-
prisonment of the heart and mind and.
uh, phvsical being. There's a relaxed
moral point of view; vou know the un-
conventional attitudes of the movie in-
dustry, with their many wives; vou're
more immune to the shocks and fears,
more free to investigate. Calilornia has
a psychic atmosphere, & mental-emotional
atmosphere that is related to the subtle-
ties ol livingness. You gettin’ the idea?
You feel that God is muking love to you

we have temple romances all over the

lot. I can see vou're a very beautiful
human being—how old are va, honey:”

In the temple, for $5.25, a visitor
might have learned something  about
“Sex Perfection™ or, for a dollar less,
bought some¢ Tarot Keys, or even a
heavy tome called The Mystical Qaba-
Iah (S7.75); but he puts his money
—S6.25—on an all-wool “Esoteric Qaba-
listic Healing Service.” Belore getting
down to “the spiritual mpact of the
Vibratory Divine Nuames and  healing
Quabalistic Chant of the Western Mys.
teries,”  however, he learns that Dr.
Davies heals animals, too. "I noticed 2
growth in the mouth of my litle dog
Traddi,” she explains to the faithiul—:
sid-eyed,  unromantic-looking  bunch—
“und took her to our vet. who said it
wis probably malignant and that an im-
mediate inasion was indicated. It oc
curred to me that Tzaddi was as much
entitled to pravers as her human elders
and T included her. My concern deep-
ened my meditative concentration and |
did not go to sleep until I had achicved
a feeling of peace.”

Next day, Tzaddi’s tumor had, ol
course, vanished, and Dr. Davies “re-
joiced over this manifestation and prool
ol the existence and availability to all,
even our little creatures, of Divine heal-
ing power.” For her healing work, Dr.
Davies wears a “roval-purple flowing
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velvet cape over my white robe with the
hexagram.”

In the Esoteric Service, she stands
belore golden drapes berween two huge
phalloid poles that light up on top, and
beneath  enormous  illuminated  Tarot
cards. The congregation joins her in the
“Aquarian Doxology™: I affirm my one-
ness with all that is, life, eternal, sub-
lime and triumphant. I am that life, now
and forever. 1T am.”

The Temple Choir chants something
very much like “Yo-ho-heave-ho.” Mad-
am Davies abrades the ears again with:
“Divine womb of creation, pervade me
with thy love as I chant thy holy name.
Hold me. oh, Ah-do-naa-yii, enfold me
in thy light. . . . And now let us attune
oursclves to the vibratory [that word
again] formulas of Divine Creation. O
sicred messengers of God, O holy ones,
archangels of the sun and moon and
stars, O life of wind and sca, of flame
and form, bestow thy grace on me, thy
magical power to still the stormy sea, as
I walk in the will of God [heavy on
the organ pumps]. Ra-la-el, holy arch-
angel of the East, clothed in the glory
gl'the: dawil . ol CLG; BlG, €elc - .
“Amen.”

Amen  indeed. Yet, for talking in
meaningless figure cights. and doing it
more olten for more people for the most
amount of moncy, no cult can top that
highly organized freemasonry called the
Rosicrucians of San Jos¢. There, some
110 tight-tongued inmates. several Tull-
time guards and thousands of visiting
members ol the Ancient Mystical Order
Rosae Crucis move through electrically
operated doors and romp about phony
sphinxes and Neo-Egyptian temples and
blather, via a global avalanche ol de-
fensive sell-promotion and double talk,
about being “the Lgest and oldest fra-
ternity in the world devoted to man’s
personal development through the uti-
lizing of his natural powers of mind and
the simple and vyet lictleknown laws of
the universe and the mysieries of life”
All that and more, much, much more,
until the bones creak with tedium and
the blood s tepid.

In one of his more limpid oratorical
nosegays, Imperator H. Spencer Lewis, a
shrewd old owl of an advertising man—
with one eye on Egypt, the other on the
stock market—explains his humble task
as simply “the rebuilding of the human
race and advancement ol cavilization.”
“The conclusions of Mr. Lewis.” the
Encyclopaedia Britannica discreetly ob-
serves, “do not seem convincing to ob-
jective students.” Meanwhile, the visitor
is asked 1o KEEP OFF sTATUES and, even
in the unearthly quiet of the Plane-
tarium, the Akhaton Shrine or the
Egvptian  Museum, he is  bombarded
with such mind bogglers as: “ls human
life the highest form of intelligence in
the universe? Is there a primary energy
that underlies all existence? Cin some-

thing come fr nothing—or did the
cosmos alwavs exist? Is soul an acual
substance or a function of man’s organic
being® Does consciousness survive death=”

Il 1t can survive all this meretricious
twaddle, it can survive anvthing, ]n'ul);l-
bly even death. I it really wants 1o soak
up a few answers, it can fill out forms
stating a proper motive lor membership,
affirming the practice of good atizen
ship and obevance ol the laws of the
Lind ("I will honor the flag: 1 will never
be guilty of eason™), send a ten-dollar
regisiration fee 1o the Supreme Sccre
tary of the Supreme Council in the Su-
preme Temple, and remit lour dollars a
month in ducs therealter.

Once inside the secret brotherhood.
the much-touted *“csoteric wisdom hand-
ed down from andient times can be im-
parted 1o the initiated.” Though the
Rosicrucians ageressively deny they are
religious, their praciices are patently a
quasi-mystical - mishmash  of  Egvprian
Hermerism, Christian - Gnosticism,  Jew-
ish Cabalism. alchemy, all manner of
life-liminishing  occult  practices and
much storm and fury. Fear Ralph ML
Lewis, son of the Imperator, instructing
the “Brethren of the Rosy Cross’” who
have proved themselves worthy of ad-
mission into the ovder:

“Take a deep breath, hold it as long
as  comloruible, then  slowly  exhale.
Keep your feet separated and dlose your
eves. First, we shall begin with the sim-
ple process of purilying our conscious-
ness. We ask that vou deliberately call
to the fore ol vour mind pleasant memo-
rics in vour life which represented vour
most noble emotions and sentiments, re-
live for the moment the ecstasy and
mental purity ol certain past experiences
[musical arabesques on flutes and vio-
lins]. Next, vou will conceive yourselves
as being a point of light like the flame
of a cmdle: vou will think of all else
that swrounds vou as being like an
infinite sea ol darkness. and [ormless. In
this sca there is nothing. This sca s 1o
svimbolize the emptiness of your con-
sciousness, free from all ideas except
what is now being related 10 vou. You
will next conceive the flame. the light.
extending its aura. its area of illumina-
tion into an infinite golden radiance.
Gradually, vour personality as an entity
will disappear. The point of flame that
symbolized you will also disappear. Then
both vou and the f:ime have become one
with the golden radiance, that conscious-
ness ol the cosmic. Slowly, now, extend
that light, see nought but the hight and
sell [spooky cello music here]. Each exer-
cise will find vou rested, rejuvenated in
body and mind. If the cosmic attunement
is accomplished, great illumination as
inspiration and intuitive ideas will be
vour reward. Let us, in dosing, remem-
ber the words of the great Christian
: He said as man moves toward the
., the Divine moves toward him.”

The string accompaniment swells into
the banal strains ol Ah, Sweet Mystery
of Life. End of lesson. But il vou keep
paving vour dues. you will have the
thrill of participating in a grand old
tong that boasts that its postage alone
amounts to more than S250.0000 a vear,
representing 6,000,000 pieces of “litera-
ture” and 7.120.000 sheets ol stationery
that, liid end to end. would form a pith
of paper from New York City 1o Kansas
Cuy. or 1519 miles. As someone must
surcly have said before, there’s lar less
here than meets the eve.

Down at the First Charch of Mystic
Christianity in Los Angeles. a plump
Iady under dark glasses and tinted tresses
pounds a mosaic organ as the Rever-
end Edwin . Dingle. known to the in-
ner circle as Ding Le Mei is introduced
as “the true Super-Yogi of the Wesiern
world” and in a hypnotically Juxuriant
British accent spreads his magic on the
paving  customers: I am  rich,  rich!
[Very likely.] 1 am strong! [Doubtful]
I am young' [He is old] 1 am love
[Oh. well. give him that much.] And
now imnumerable streams of living light
are coursing down in the body. I feel
it God in human form. I am what
compels the fluids of existence.  Feel
the glorious stillness of universality of
life as we decare the living truth. Tt
15 done: it is done: it is done! Peace.
Pec-cece. Peceee-ceee-sa. Peceee eecee-veee-
si1. Peeeeesssss,” and he {ades out, whis-
tling.

For one dollar, Ding Le Mer will tell
you why “sex energy is the servant of
God™ and assure vou that he is a quali-
fied mystic. because, pre-L. AL he was an
“explorer ol the far corners of the earth,
delver into the deepest mysteries of Tor-
bidden Tibet, mystic India. inscrutable
China, and was brought back from the
brink of death in a Tibetan temple 10
learn this stange method. this long-
hidden Wisdom of Mentalphysics. which
is actadly known o very few, even
in the Far East, where the people as a
whole are not readv for it.,”

For only cight dollars more, vou can
cenvoll as an inwiate member in the In-
stitute of Mentalphysics and  cominue
“the weekly messages and all services™ at
home for six maonths lor an added do-
nation of four dollars per month. Then
you are allowed to respond to the sceret
chants: I am whole. I am strong. 1T am
powerful. I am voung. I am harmonious.
I am happy "—wheiher you are any ol
these things or not—"und on that
vibration shall we remain as the bene-
diction 1s rendered for us. T oshall with-
dritw  from vou” adds Ding Le Mei
at service's end, “but T will not forget
you. Bless vou, bless you, bless you.
My beloved. surrender 1o your eternal
subconscious subliminal mind—what a
power, what a power!” Explains a “pre-
ceptor” alterward: “We proclaim and
teach the eternal tuth ol hle—working



but I wouldn’t want to live there.”

“Il’s a nice place to visit,
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through natural law in the Holy Trinity
—body, mind and spirit of man. It's the
final message. IUs just thirty-five dollars.”

In a litde windmill beside a lake in
the Pacilic Palisades, under the “pure
eold-leafed” lotus 1owers of the aggres
sivelv svieretic and  sell-conscious  Self-
Realization  Fellowship, a  lugubrious
man with a bald head addresses a dis-
armingly meditative congregation: “May
the cocktails of devotion induce God
mtoxication. When thy devotees are at
praver, Irom their eves T gather rays of
God imoxicition. Blending the rays into
a cocktal of soul fervor, I give it to
my thirsty thoughts. They drink and
drink,  banishing  hurts  and  worrics.
To those secking solace, T offer this
magic cocktail, served  in ransparent
glasses ol my heart’s good will and sin-
cerity. May drinkers ol this elixir be-
come so divinely inchriated that pain is
forgotten forever. Shanti, OM, Amen.”
Hindu songs alternate with Tundamen-
talist hymns; and on the way out, you
can buy books and records right inside
the chapel.

Alterward. a minthipped Mod takes a
miniskirted ginl with sherry hair on a
minitour ol the 13-acre Lake Shrine,
which at first blush looks like Disney-
land-in-a-dhoti. They compare it with
Walden Pond, however. “Soul food,”
says the voung man, tossing bread to
the Australian black swans lrom  the
prow of a Mississippi riverboat. “God is
the only Gur.” The givl makes yin and
vang circles. Above them. a  life-size
statue of Jesus Christ appears to float on
a waterfall. his white-robed back to the
Pacific Ocean and five new  high-rises,
Beneath Christ broods Lord Buddha,
four feet high among the sumac wrees
and coral rocks; and in the Golden Lo-
tus Archway rests a silverinlad  brass
colfer in which a portion of Gandhi’s
ashes are purportedly  enshrined—"ob-
tained after the Mahauma's aemation
ceremonics.”

Seli-Realization  Fellowship  members
meet on the bucolic paths and greet one
another with a “namaskar,” the palm-to-
palm Indian salutation that says, “My
soul bows to vour soul.” In a meditation
hut, the minicouple necks belore a sign
in raised gold leuers, imploring them to
BE STILL AND KNOW THAT 1 AM Gob. An-
other sign, unraised, says: BERNIE LOVES
wita. The sentimental strains of Pucani
walt over the like, the black birds of
paradise, the Abyssinian bananas, gold-
e¢n bamboo, mud hens, white swans
from Holland. a rare bo wree and a wish-
ing well Tull of money “that is to remind
us to wish for the supreme gift: aware
ness ol our one Heavenly Father, the
Creator ol all Lile and beaury.”

So many people are secking life and
beauty—along with the Fellowship's own
original creations, mushroomburgers and
Himalayan snowballs—that 5. R.F. has

more than doubled its membership since
its Tounder, Yogi Master Paramahansa
(Highest  Swan)  Yogananda, died in
1952, Only, he didn't really die. He
“smilingly  emered  mahasamadhi—a
yogi's hnal conscious exit from the
body.” Three weeks later, the mortuary
director of Forest Lawn wrote S.R.L.
excitedly: *“The absence of anv visual
signs of decay in the dead body of ara-
mahansa Yogananda [observed through
the glass lid ol the casket] offers the
most extraordinary case in our experi-
ence. No  physical  disintegration  was
visible even 20 davs alter death. This
state of perlect proservation ol a body is
unparalleled in mortwny annals. Yo-
gananda’s body was apparemtly in a
phenomenal state of immutability. No
odor of decay emanated from his body
at any time. And when the bronze cover
was put into position. he looked as lresh
and as unravaged by decay as he had
on the night of his death.”

Close [rniends of the vevered, if peren-
nially sclf-promoting yogi knew him as
Mukunda Lal Ghosh, son of an Indian
banker, and sce him as a man somewhat
more mutible than does Forest Lawn.
“When I met him.” savs one ol the great
rehigious  writergurus in America, “he
told me. ‘I wanted 10 do the work of a
true swami. But [ was staving in Bos-
ton and T realized T had 1o do things in
the American way in order to make it." "

Down at the Astara Foundation, also
in Los Angeles. a sometime actress named
Earlyne Chaney talks dreamily ol “turn-
ing from film activities to spiritual mat-
ters [because] the call within, so lonely,
so cvasive, became a song  celestial.”
Earlyne writes and preaches and  heals
via “telephonic inspiration from a Great-
er Source.” For a five-dollar membership
fee, plus tuition of four dollars “per
unit,” You can venture into “Astarianry.”

In San Francisco. the enrollmenmt fec
at the weind Himalavan Yoga Acudemy
is a whopping ten dollars and 1he
monthly 1uition, $25.00; but then vou
get a crack at overcoming “sell-created
Limitations.” expanding your conscious-
ness into the knowledge that you are
“the Self-God which flows through all
form and vet is beyond the mind.” Near
Needles, California, meanwhile, mem-
bers of the Native American  Church
munch on the tarible-tasting psychedel-
ic cactus bud pevote, from which mes
caline is derived. as a regular part of
their communion services, in which they
seek “the beatific vision” Aldous Huxley
saw—and recommended.

Now the magic wheedd—or hexagram
or raperoid—comes [ull circle: 1o the
Neo-Romanesque  Angelus Temple  in
rundowntown Los Angeles, a  vast,
wealthy, pulsating monument o the
lady who landed there 50 yenrs ago
with ten dollars and a tambourine: Ai-
mee  Semple  McPherson. Within six
years, Sister Aimee had a  $1,500,000

temple, a $25,000 radio station, a 100-
voice choir, a )n_;loplmnc band, more
charisma than all the evangelists in
Christendom and a [anatic flock now
estimated at 250,000, Largest evangelical
spread on earth. There, in the H000-scat
auditorium, they don’t even whisper
that Aimee was thrice married, accused
ol shacking up with her radioman in
Carmel and fnally prosccured for “im-
morality,” nor that she died of an over-
dose of sleeping tablets in the arms of
son Rolf. Aimee didn’t die anv move than
Yogananda: “God called His handmaid-
en home to be with Him lorever,” 1s
how it was. And how it will be forever-
more. Even H. L. Mencken was moved
to utter, though cynics say sardonically:
“Unless I err grievously, our Heavenly
Father is with her!™”

Today, the Angelus Temple appears
to pay more attention to filling the
coffers  twough  faith  healing  than
through theology. A 101-vear-old elder
takes the hand of a nervous 37-vear-old
man  and commands: “Say, ‘I am in
need!”” The vounger man says, “I am
in need.” The old man says: “In the
name of Jesus, touch this body and
mitke him whole.,” Then the mixed bag
ol a congrcgation raises s arms to the
Lord and shatters the painted skv-dome
with He Touched Me—and not 1the one
Barbra Swreisand sings. cither. The Rev-
erend Milon W. Ellithorpe, a handsome
evangelist and head healer around  the
t(-mplc. admonishes everv man, woman
and child 1o “shake hands with @t Jeast
three people around you. say to them, ‘I
belicve, God.” Sav it. brethien, say it
Praise the Lord. hallelujah, amen.”

A fiddler clambers on stage and saws
away at How Great Thou Art and is
applauded  vigorously. There is much
frenetic wailing and hysterical outpour-
ings in undecapherable languages. The
Reverend Ellithorpe speaks of his visit
to the Tower of London “and all the
kings that were there, but there’s gonna
come a dav when there’s gonna come
another King—'oh, now I sce the aim-
son wave'—amen, hallelujah, prise the
Lord. You could bring in the finest tal-
ent in Hollywood, but if Christ wasn't in
their heart, they couldn’t sing it like you
lolks. . . . "The deansing stream 1 see, 1
sce. I plunge, and oh, it cdeanseth me'—
praise the Lord, oh, praise the Lord. . . .
I shall deliver you from the sinsick soul
today. .. . .7

Belore the main even, little old ladies
with hot-ironcd curls and blue-and-white
robes pass the collection  plates—twice,
“Glory to ya,” says Ellithorpe, “oh,
glory to ya.” Time [or “The Testi-
mony.” “My hushand has diabetes,” says
a  pretty  middle-aged  woman, rising,
“and he fell off the roof and broke his
foot. It’s harder o heal with diabetes, 1
came here and asked for prayer while he
was being operated on. His foot’s al!




healed now. But my mother-inlaw fell
sick and was in the Camarillo State
[mental] Hospital. We prayed for her.
I said, ‘She’s not gonna die’ and God
raised her right up—gave her 1wo more
days of life. Now I'm prayin® [or my
lather's cancer.”

“God bless ya,” sings Ellithorpe, smiling
the supcrerogatory smile ol a side-show
barker, his head a stormy wine-dark
sea. “All glory be to Him. O holy, holy,
holy, wonderiul, wonderful. He is not
just the Savior but the Great Physi-
cian in the Sky.” His brawny arms flail
the air and scem to embrace the multi-
tudes. Then he reaches into a pile of let-
ters and says healing prayers for people
“with cold clammy sweat and a sore in
my nose, too” and for people “with bad
husbands™ and for one “with both a
crooked ankle and cossed eyes.” He
reads Jetters from a woman asking pray-
er for “my trip to Palm Springs” and
from a man asking prayer “lor the ten-
ants, that they will pay me for my back
rent.” “Amen, amen. This is the moment,
God is healing us here today. Oh, glory
to va. Are va glad He's a great physi-
cian?” Yearning choruses of “Yea! Yea!”
And reminders that the old-time religion,
like ELlvis adoration, is perhaps little
more than repressed sex.

Alterward, one learns [rom a studious
temple watcher that Roll. who bosses
the place, avoids publicity the way his

mother sought it, “is vague and homey
and looks like the man who comes on
stage [rom the side and takes the third
seat [rom the center. But he has a Scots-
man’s knack for paring pennies and re-
plenishing  colfers, though he says that
soul winning is still the one big business
ol the church.”

Curiously, California itsell is not
shocked,  embarrassed  nor  galvanized
into tremors ol alarm or guilt or pity by
any ol these stomach-turning spectacles.
(Let it be noted. however, that the
grand marshals of the parade of mendi-
cants, aged and ailing in places like the
World Church and Angelus Temple, or
the magicians who run Temples of Tar-
ot and Mentalphysics, are light-years in
deed and spirit from such solid, time-
tested [aiths as Zen. Sufism, Bahat and
Vedanta—wherever they are practiced.)
California is, on the contrary, rather
proud ol its carcless ability to take it
all in stride, like topless shoeshine
p;lrlnrs, nutburgers. [rosted papayas or
smog. “We are broad-minded in a
broad-minded city with a broad-minded
citizenry,” savs a high L. A. police official,
in explaining why there is “no organized
or routine investigative force” assigned
to cults and sects—cullyving, crazy or con-
ning. “The only time we're the least bit
concerned is il somcone comes in alleg-
ing fraud; then we investigate the crime
itsell on the basis of a signed com-

plaint.” Then, with chilling truth, he
adds: “But most people who are taken
won't believe theyre being  delrauded
till the day they die.”

But why Calilornia—Dbesides the “psy-
chic atmosphere” claimed by the occult
ists and the Satanists” westerly prayers?
Because at bottom, sayvs one of the
state’s foremost cult warchers, “almost
everyone who comes to Calilornia sees
himsell as a redeemer. Most of us wise-
ly and firmly suppress the notion and
stick to real estate. Bur a substantial
number do not. They come here and
drink the water and soak up the sun-
shine and become convinced that the
kingdom ol heaven is, indeed, at hand.
And there is alwavs someone around
who, for a small contribution, will show
them exactly how to get there. It's easy
to snecr. But who would care 1o say for
certain that the realtors are right and
the prophets wrong? Perhaps this centu-
ry, so full of turmoil and longing, is
about to give birth to some new, univer-
sitl church. Il so. California, through the
sheer laws ol probability, is likely to be
the New Jerusalem, leading mankind
to a new era ol universal brotherhood
and peace. Perhaps T might even lead it
mysell. Contributions will be eagerly
accepted.”

The Playmates from Admiral.
Fun you can count on.

Two TV portables with mini-prices,
maxi-styling and new fun colors.

We call them the Playmates because they're fun to have
around. Admiral builds them to be the most dependable
portable TVs you can own. They have plenty of styling,
too, plus all-new decorator colors. Check the Playmate 9,
above right. For prices starting at $69.95%, you get a clear
9" (diag.) picture with room-to-room portability. High-
styled cabinetry, only 12 Ibs. light, in beige, red, walnut,
avocado and sungold. Or, the Playmate 12, below right.
It lashes on 12" (diag.) of sharp picture and bright sound
—from only $85*. Swinging new color choice of avocado,
gray, blue, white linen and walnut. Both Playmates fea-
ture Admiral Instant Play and built-in antenna. Admiral
quality assures you of trouble-free, dependable TV enjoy-
ment, backed by this strong warranty:

ment parts except no la

Admiral warrants receiver, to original owner, to be free from
delects for 90 days alter date of sale. Picture tube so war-
ranted for one year. Obligation limited to supplying replace-
bor charge made if receiver brought
to authorized Admiral Service Station within 90 days after
sale. For name and address of nearest Authorized Admiral v
Service Station, phone Western Union operator 25, -

Admira

The leader in portable TV
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the new media. In such an effort, indig-
nation against those who perceive the
nature ol those eflects is no substitute
lor awareness and insight.

PLAYBOY: Are you relerring to the criti-
cal attacks 1o which you've been sub-
jected for some of your theories and
predictions?

McLUHAN: T am. But I don't want 1o
sound uncharitable about my critics. In-
deed, T appreciate their atwention. After
all, a man's detractors work for him
tirelessly and for free. It's as good as
being banned in Boston. Burt as I've said,
I can understand their hostile attitude
toward environmental change, having
once shared it. Theirs is the custom-
ary human reaction when confronted
with innovation: to flounder about at-
tempting to adapt old responses to new
situations or 1o simply condemn or ig-
nore the harbingers ol change—a practice
rehined by the Chinese emperors, who
used to execute messengers bringing
bad news. The new technological envi-
ronments generate the most pain among
those least prepared to alter their old
value structures. The literati find the
new clectronic environment far  more
threatening than do those less commit
ted 10 literacy as o way of life. When an
individual or social group leels that its
whole identity is jeopardized by social
or psychic change, its natural veaction is
to lash out in defensive fury. But for all
their  lamentations, the revolution has
already taken place.

PLAYBOY: You've explained why vou ino'd
approving or disapproving of this revolu-
tion in your work, but you must have a
privie opinion. What is it?

McLUHAN: 1 don’t like to tell people
what I think is good or bad about the
social and psychic changes caused by
new media, but if you insist on pinning
me down about my own subjective reuc-
tions as 1 observe the reprimitivization
of our culture, 1 would have to say that
I view such upheavals with total per-
sonal dislike and dissatisfaction. I do sce
the prospect of a rich and aeative retrib-
alized society—Iree of the fragmentation
and alienation of the mechanical age—
cmerging from this traumatic period of
culture clash: but I have nothing but
distaste for the process of change. As a
man molded within the literate Western
tradition, I do not personally cheer the
dissolution ol that wradition through the
clecric involvement ol all the senses: 1
don’t enjoy the destruction of neighbor-
hoods by high-rises or revel in the pitin
ol identity quest. No one could be less
enthusiastic about these radical changes
than mysell. I am not, by temperament
or conviction, a revolutionary; I would
prefer a stable, changeless environment
ol modest services and human scale. TV

and all the electric media are unraveling
the entire fibric of our society, and as a
man who is forced by circumstances to
live within that society, I do not take de-
light in its disintegration.

You see, I am not a crusader; I imag-
ine I would he most happy living in a
secure preliterate environment; 1 would
never attempt to change my world, for
better or worse. Thus I derive no joy
from observing the traumatic eflects of
media on man, although 1T do oltain
sauslaction from grasping their modes
of operation. Such comprehension is in-
herently cool, since it is simultaneocusly
involvement and detachment. This pos-
ture is essential in studying media. One
must begin by becoming extraenviron-
mental, putting onescll heyond the bat-
tle in order to study and undastand
the configuration ol forces. It's vital to
adopt a posture ol arrogant superiority;
instead ol scurrying imto a corner and
wailing about what media are doing to
us, one should charge straight ahead
and Kick them in the clectrodes. They
respond  beaurilully o such  resolute
treatment and soon become servants
rather than masters. But without this
detached  involvement, 1 could never
objectively observe media; it would be
like an octopus grappling with the Em-
pire State Building. So 1 employ the
greatest boon ol literate culture: the
power of man to aa withour reaction—
the sort of sprcialization by dissociation
that has been the driving motive force
behind Western civilization.

The Western world is being revolu-
tionized by the electric media as rapidly
as the East is being Westernized, and
although 1he society that eventually
emerges may he superior 1o our own,
the process ol change is agonizing. 1
must move through this pain-wracked
transitional era as a  scientist would
move through a world ol disease; once
a surgeon becomes personally involved
and disturbed about the condition of his
patient, he loses the power 1o help that
patient. Clinical detachment is not some
kind of haughty pose I alicct—nor does
it rellect any lack ol compassion on my
part; it's simply a survival strategy. The
world we are living in is not one 1
would have created on my own drawing
board, but 1t's the one in which I must
live, and in which the students 1 teach
must live. I nothing clse, 1 owe it
to them to avoid the luxury of moral
indignation or the troglodytic secur-
ity of the ivory tower and to get down
into the junk ywrd of environmen-
tal change and steam-shovel my way
through to a compichension ol its con-
tents and its lines ol force—in order to
understand how and why it is mciamor-
phosing man.

PLAYBOY: Dcspite your personal distaste

lor the upheavals induced by the new
clectric technology, you seem to [eel that
tl we understand and influence its eftects
on us, a less alienated and [ragmented
sociely may emerge [rom it Is it thus
accurate to siay that you are essentially
optimistic about the [uture?

Mc LUHAN: There are grounds for both
optimism and pessimism. The extensions
ol man’s consciousness induced by the
cleciric media could conceivably  usher
in the millenmium. but it also holds the
potential for realizing the Anti-Christ—
Yeus” rough beast, its hour come round
at last, slouching toward DBethlehem
to be born. Cataclysmic environmental
changes such as these are, in and of
themselves, morally newtral; it is how
we perceive them and react to them
that will determine their ultimate psy-
chic and social consequences. Il we refuse
to see them at all, we will become their
servants. It's inevitable that the world-
pool ol clectronic inforniation movement
will toss us all about like corks on a
stormy seit, but if we keep our cool
during the descent into the maclstrom,
studying the process as it happens to us
and what we can do about it, we can
come through.

Personally. 1 have a great faith in the
resihency and ;td;lpt;nl)ility ol man, and
I tend 1o look to our tomorrows with
a surge ol excitement and hope. 1 feel
that were standing on the threshold of
a liberating and exhilarating world in
which the human twibe can become tru-
Iy one family and man’s consciousness
can be [read lvom the shackles of me-
chanical culture and enabled 10
the cosmos. I have a deep and abiding
beliel in man’s potential to grow and
learn, to plumb the depths of his own
being and to leawrn the secret songs that
orchestrate the universe. We live in a
transitional era of profound pain and
tragic identity quest, but the agony of
our age is the labor pain of rebirth.

I expeet to see the coming decades
transform the planet into an art form:
the new man, linked in a cosmic harmo-
ny that transcends time amd space, will
sensuously cavess and mold and pattern
cvery facet of the terrestrial artifact as il
it were a work of art, and man himsell
will become an organic art form. There
is a long rvoad athead. and the stars
are only wav stations. but we huve be-
gun the journey. To be born in this age
Is a precious gift, and 1 regret the pros-
pect of my own death only becanse 1
will Jeave so many pages ol man's desti
ny—il you will excuse the Gurenbergian
image—tantalizingly unread. But per-
haps, as I've wried to demonstrate in my
examination of the postlitcrate culture,
the story begins only when the book

closes.

Toam
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recognizable and controllable influence:
but though two were good pilots. the
third, like Purdell the New Zealander,
was rotten. But it wasn't Bob Beker.
Beker was one of the best aerobatic
pilots Kerr had ever seen.

“You son of a bitch, Bob,” Sherman
shouted and c¢rackled. “What happened
to you:”

“My mixture control jammed,” he
heard Beker reply. “I can't get it up high
cnough. but I'm undoing that silly.
bloody [riggin® pin that acts like a
governor.”

He Tlistened 1o Helmut telling Beker
what to do and to take no risks if the
control failed to pass the litde gate,
because they wanted no accidents.

“Yes, for Christ’'s sake,” Sherman
echoed. “No accidents.”
There were no accidents. Their 40

minutes, even 50 minutes of flving time
were absorbed by repetitions of their
planned maneuvers. mostly copies of ear-
lier sequences that had been bad. Final-
ly, Kerr and the German went through a
head-on. guns-blazing sequence: and Kerr
literally feli the hot wash of Helmut’s
exhausts as their planes met from oppo-
site directions and passed each other with
gun ports shivering realistically and tapes
burned to ribbons as their split-second
contest ended. Originally, they had heen
too unsure to make this close enough,
but now they both were confident
enough, not only of themselves but of
cach other. 10 make it so close that Jack
Sherman shouted enthusiastically: *Jesus
Christ! Do it again.”

They did it again, as if it were an
Anglo-German announcement of faith in
cach other. In fact, the real product of
this peculiar marriage of their trust
would come tomorrow, when Helmut
Muehler and Kerr would involve them-
selves, just the two ol them, in an un-
saripted  and unvehearsed  and  totally
unplanned  comtest  representing  some
ineredible finale in the unseen story.

It was Sherman's idea that it would be
done on the last day, as if he knew that
by then the two principals would be at
their peak of understanding and would
give him the unmatched flving of 1wo
old hands who knew exactly what the
other thought in the air, even though
they didn’t know cach other at all on the
srouid.

At firsst Kerr had demurred at the
scheme. because there were better acro-
batic fliers than himsell in his group,
and younger men. too. But two davs
belore, Jack Sherman, stirring a glass of
whiskey and water with a long and still
grimy finger that went around and
around the lump ol ice, had explained
his American psychology to them.

“I know all about those aerobatic boys
like Bob Beker. They do evervihing the
way a prostitute makes love. Thev're out
on their own. All that egoism and mech-
anism mixed. Il you get two like that
mixing it. what you really have is a
contest ol prima donnas, which is what
I don’t want. Anmvway, they'd kill each
other for sure, because they wouldn’t
have the kind of coordination that vou
two wily old bastards have got.”

Helmut had  bowed sardonically to
that remark, but Sherman had ignored
the response and concentrated on his
own requirements.

“What I want is the real and original
thing. The best! You've got about hity
minutes’ gas, but il you can keep it up
for twenty minutes, in tight. not way out
and away but always in tight, right in at
each other, that'll give us what we need,
which will probably be at most four

minutes of screen time, even though it'll
be one of the biggest things in the film.
I'm counting on getting it all from you
guys in those twenty bloody minutes of
the best fiving you've ever done, so that
nobody’s going 1o be sitting in their seats
when they warch ir.”

Kerr had simply nodded in his unsmil-
ing, unbothered sort of way, but the
German had said from the nagging logic
of his German soul: “And who's sup-
posed 1o go downz”

“You mean which one of you is going
to win?” Sherman laughed at the Ger-
man and said: T should have expected
that from you. Helmut, but you'll have
to sce the film to find out. You just
break it off when I tell you. We've
already got enough victors and victims
on film to finish it off in the editing.”

This reluctance to tell them how their
ftying fitted into the film story was a
deliberate policy of the Daytona Film
Company. Who the characters in the
story were, and what happened to them,

“So there's Bavbarella chained to a rock on
the thivd moon of Jupiter. Now,

in the next picture, giant worms from. . . .

i3]
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and how their own {lying roles fitted into
the drama they would only know when
they saw the epic, which was being made
in rivalry 1o a similar one being filmed
in Spain, not France. The film company
had even kept the “English” and “Ger-
man” units separwed. The “English”
were based on an old French navy airport
at St. Raphaél: 20 kilometers away, the
“Germans” were {lying from La Bocca,
the preuy liule airport near Cannes. It
was Sherman who brought to them each
evening the outline for the next day's
flying; and though someone else handed
them to Sherman, it was he who made
the sequences flyable and filmable, and
Sherman not only did it well, he worried
about the pilots and insisted on their
keeping to the prepared flying maneu-
vers, so that there would be no accidents,
Tomorrow would be different, but only
because the German and the Englishman
needed no instruction in safety, because
they were two men who knew how to
look alter themselves.

“OK, you guys,” Kerr heard Sherman's
voice. “"Believe it or not, we're through.
You can all go home now. But when
you walk away from your aircraft, don’t
take hall the bloody thing with you as
a souvenir, and leave your authentic
flving kits with the wardrobe man. OK?”

Several voices made pleasant but ob-
scene comment.

“And don’t forget our party tomorrow
night at the Ermitage du Riou in La
Napoule,” Sherman went on. “That's
when we'll wrap it up in gin. And no
nonsense flying between here and home.

We want the planes intact, and no acci-
dents. We've all survived the greatest
Battle of Britain ever, thanks to God
and Helmut and Kevin and mysell. . . "

There was a secondary relief in that
for the three principals, because it meant
an extra SHO0M  cach “no accident™
bonuses [or preserving these old and
viluable crocks. That made it $15.000
clear for the six weeks that had gone
over into eight weeks, And that for Kerr
meant a big change in his life; and if his
wife would let him have a dear and
unbothered six months, he might emerge
with something new that, at 50, his [u-
ture might depend on.

“I'll join your wingman, Helmut,”
Kerr sand into has mask.

“OK,” the German replied in that
military voice.

Kerr caught up with the Messerschmitts
and joined the flight at the end of
the queue. He was going back to La
Napoule with them because he would
spend  the night there; and tomortow,
early, he and Helmut would take off
together and commit themselves to the
finale above the sun, above the sunrise,
above the bluc mist that lifted off these
green vines and purple-red hills every
morning. Kerr wimmed the Huwricane
and took a notebook out of his Irvin
jacket (authentic) pocket and began to
write about work. What he had learned
about [lying in his middle age was the
creativity of it, as distinct from the spec-
ter of a dream, which was what most
writers made of flying. They had missed,
or, rather, confused the point. In fact, it

in

1 saw you on television, you brute—everybody else is
cracking heads and yow're grabbing them by the ass.”

was somewhere in this sphere of work-
manship that he and the German met
and comprehended each other. They had
made that particular contact without a
word being spoken or a signal being
exchanged. But Kerr was doubtful il the
German was thinking as he himsell was
thinking—that it all needed inspired ex-
planation.
- - L]

The German was not thinking ol their
mutual artisanship. Helmut was count-
ing his money and thinking unhappily
of a lost war and regreting both and
confirming that, with his $15.000. he
would finally go home. Alter 27 years. he
would walk across the [rontier in Berlin
and simply take a train for Weimar. And
therealter. . . .

“If they eat me, they eat me,” he
thought moroscly.

He had done nothing wrong, nothing
criminal. He had once been a soldier,
but hall the population of the Eastern
Zone had been soldiers, so there was
nothing frightening in that. Only his
father . . . his father. . . . Sometimes a
stupid heritage like that made it almost
a curse being German. It was always a
preoccupation,  the sort ol thing  the
American and men like Ker did not
have 1o think abour, Did Kerr have to
bother one way or the other about being
English? He doubted it. Tn fact, Kerr
had that almost  insufferable  English
manner of being so sure of himself that
he didn’t have to bother much about
anything, which was, of course, a lig,
because the past eight weeks had shown
that he was a carcful and professional
pilot to his bootlaces, and Helmur was
gratelul to him lor that. In [act, underly-
ing that casual yer irritable English
indifference was a sevious man.

“There’s the Frenchman,” Helmut
heard  the Englishman's voice in his
knobbly little earphones now.

Helmut looked up, but he hardly
nceded to. because the French navy Mi-
rage flew stormily along the line of
Messerschmitts, almost riding along on
their cockpit canopies; and as the jet
pulled up vertically, the hot rush ol its
turbulent  engine drove the Messer-
schmitt down 50 feet in its jer exhaust.
In 30 more seconds, the Frenchiman was
out of sight.

“I hope he didn't have eggs for break-
fast,” the Englishman said,

Helmut understood. “Exactly,” he re-
plied seriously.

That four-g or five-g force would push
the stomach down mto your abdomen
and then, when the gs were relaxed.
would bring the tasie ol your undigested
breaklast up into your mouth, where it
lingered until you were able 1o ger down
and taste something else. They ought to
ke a rule that such flying showd onlv
be allowed an hour after eating, like
swimming. Particularly for the young.
How many of those young Grecks, to




whom Helmut had taught the rudiments,
had arrived at the crack of dawn on a
heavy breakfast, and high over the heau-
ties of their classic laindscape and in the
air above the old Olympiads, had been
violemtly sick into their helmets. At
30,000 feet, thar could cost you your life;
in fact. it had killed two ol them in a
collision when one hoy had brought up
his stupidly greasy. Greek breakfast and
crashed into his neighbor as he did so.

The thought almost made Helmut ill.
He had ulcers now—the result of 32
years of this passionate marriage to air-
planes and ol 1rving to instill the Ger-
man mind into pilots who did not like
Germans, and certainly did not behave
like Germans.

“Helmut. Can you see that Frenchman
coming back on your left [rom about
nine o’clock?” the Englishman said.

Helmut had already seen the speck.
Almost immediately, it was burning up
the air over them, as if it had simply
changed places in time and space. The
Frenchman must have been near the max-
imum. on the very border line of the
sound barrier.

“Idiot,” the Englishman said dispas-
sionately, but he was obviously worried.

The German was looking at the rest of
his flight through his canopy mirror.
They were raggedly uneven, not liking
this situation at all. They certainly did
not want to be the target for a French-
man’s sporting life, and Helmut knew
that what worried the Englishman was
the sume thing that worried him.

“Kecp in,” he ordered the others, and
wiggled his wings insistently as the signal
to those without radio to tighten up
the line.

“But listen, Helmut, we're sitting
ducks,” the young American complained.

“It will be worse if we separate,” Hel-
mut insisted.

His unmilitary pilots were still calm
enough and unangry enough to obey;
but they were not soldiers and there
would be no shame or punishment in it
for them if they did break away. He was
amazed that they had stayed in line so
long, and he felt that it was partly due
to the Englishman sitting tightly on their
tails, almost herding them together be-
hind him.

“There is Le Trayas,” the English
voice said in his ear.

The Englishman was really telling him
that they were halfway.

Helmut relaxed again, although he
disliked being reminded that he was
hallway to anything. In two months'
time, he would be 50, which signified the
halfway stage in life, even though your
chances of living to 100 were remote. In
the past few years, however. as he had
approached 50, he had felt it to be a
natural warning: an announcement, if
you read it right, that life now was
almost desperately in your own hands,

“Darling . . . will you . . . please slip
into something more comfortable?”

because time was starting to go down,
instead of lorever continuing to go up.

That, as much as anything, was what
had decided him to go home. He was
nearly 50 and he had lived too long with
the world’s recollection—not of German
defear but of German skill and strength
and discipline and order and soldierli-
ness and passionate hardness. That had
been his livelihood outside Germany for
almost 27 years, and he was finally tived
of the deception. Now he not only want-
ed to go back to Germany and stay
there, he wanted to go back to where he
had come Irom, 1o Weimar, which was in
the Eastern Zone. And though he knew
it was an unnecessary extension of his
problem to imagine that he could simply
walk into the LEastern Zone and say he
had a right to be there, it was the very
fact that it was difficult that seemed to
make it necessary. He was not alraid of
that kind of sell-discipline. He had lived
with discipline all his life, all Germans
had. It was the foundation stone of Ger-
many's 1000-ve:r history: it was in the
depths of their myths, their music and
their religion: but in the Eastern Zone
they no doubt had some other sort of
image ol it: Russians, communism, Ul
bricht, and look what had happened to
Johin, the double spy. But he was deter-
mined to go home. On his 50th birthday,
he would simply drive to the Berlin
check point and announce to those peas-
ant policemen, who at least looked like
Germans with guns strapped to  their
shoulders, that he had been born and
brought up in Weimar and that he sim-
ply wanted 1o go back there,

“And what will you do there, Herr
Muchler?” some functionary was sure to
ask him cynically. or suspiciously, or
simply unbelieving.

“I don't know,” he would insist stub-
bornly. “But I will find something.”

“He's back. Helmut,” the Englishman
warned. “Off my right wing. . . .”

The Frenchman was coming in broad-
side on this time, nose down in a shal-
low high-speed dive. The problem was
whether to anticipate him going under
them, over them, behind them or in
[ront of them. Helmut wiggled his wings
quickly to warn the others to keep lor-
mation. He flew on, flapping like a bur-
terfly to keep them in, but he knew they
were all watching that blue-black jet that
looked like a fat little bumblebee.

“dchtung? Helmut said in involun-
tary German. “He's passing in front,
twelve o'clock.”

Almost by instinct. he knew that the
Frenchman would swing off in a skid-
ding turn as he reached them: and almost
as Helmur said it, the Mirage began
the high-speed turn that. for a frighten-
ing moment, looked as il it would wipe
the jet’s belly right along the line of
Messerschmitts. But that chipped under-
side flashed by Helmut's starboard wing
like an arrested frame in a moving pic-
ture. It was there and it was gone, and
Helmut's  Messerschmitt almost  tipped
over in the wash,

“Jesus Christ!" the American shouted
into the phone. “Il T ever get hold of
that bastard, I'll beat his brains out.”™

“We'll go down,” Helmue said into the
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Bakelite at his lips, and he lifted his tail
for a moment to tell the others, and then
adjusted the wim as he pulled back
the throule with his middle finger, and
the engine softencd and the nose dipped
and he changed the pitch and began the
descent. He was caleulating on geting
onto the sea way out. but in line lor the
approach to that tght little airficld at
Cannes. It was a northerly breeze, so the
approach would be in from the water,
The Frenchman would probably make
one more plavlul pass. but at his speed,
he would be afraid of that hard wall of
the sea.

“I suppose this is like the real thing
for you, old man.” the voung American
said in Helmut's car. He had acquired
the “old man” from Sherman, a slightly
mocking jest of the relaxed race 1o the
stiff and self-conscious German. “Reep
the old formation flving. =

The boy laughed, but he had made a
point. For a moment, Helmut had for-
gotten that they were play-acting, be-
cause the need for a litde discipline had
restored an old reality. He was still the
unfinished soldier. The War was not vet
out of him, because his 32 vears of calcu-
Lated Germanism had kept it alive. In
fact, it had been very useful when he was
teaching the vouth of Spain, Portugal,
Grecce. Isracl and Egvpe the real Ger-
man basis of combat: that vou must
alwavs think vouwrsell the victor, never
the viaim. In pilotage, that meant vou
must never let an opponent get away;
and il by some accident he got on top.
vou must never flee, never run, bur in-
vent a way of reversing the roles. In-
vent! Invent!

“There's that French Dastard again.”

The Mirage pilot made his last attack
from sea level. The Messerschmitts were
100 low, so the Frenchman could not
pass under them: but when he burned
up the air over their cockpits at 800
kilometers per hour. the hot air bounced
off the sea, and Helmut's cockpit was
suddenly covered in spray that blinded
him until he pulled the top back.

“Not bad,” he heard the American boy
laugh appreciatively—youth to vouth.

But it was all over now, and there had
been mo accident; and as the others
broke away to land. Helmut climbed and
watched the Englishman slip a licde to
lose altitude, so that he did not waste
time or energy, and in a few moments he
was on the ground before the others. A
serious man. He. oo, must he about 50,
and what had his life come 107 Certainly
not the problem ol being German with-
out Gernmuanisn.

““T'll be loving vou, always. . . .

The exuberant American was singing
as he ook the Messerschmitt up in a
slow vertical climb, walting 1t the air
in time to his singing unul it stood
upright, poised for a moment tail down.
Helmut was astonished. He had

0

noever

162 seen a Messerschmitt in that position,

and he did not see how it would recover
itsell at that aldrode.

*Always. . . .

The Messerschmitt fell heautifully for-
ward and slightly 10 one side in a perfect
and miraculous recovery. It was too
much [or Helmur.

“Wunderbar!?” he said aloud.

He was flled with admiration for the
wonderful German plane that could get
itself out ol that situation; and as he
dropped his flaps and undercarriage. he
nursedd his own plane in gemly and
appreciatively. Tomorrow he would end
all his fiying with this old and wonder-
ful little plane, and he would take his
S15.000 and end all that lyving German
Wanderlust—that false German word lor
the dream ol mythical golden hills and
deep Gothice valleys. He would discipline
it, all ol him; otherwise it would be oo
late and he would be oo old to know
anything else but failure,

T

In the evening, the German and the
Englishman sat outside under the vines
at one of La Mere Terrat’s tables, eating
with the care—or was it the disinterest?
—of two lean, introverted, middle-aged
and rather laconic and withdrawn men
for whom food was a necessity, even a
pleasant one, but not a religion. Maybe,
Kerr decided as he noted their similar
restraint with food, maybe that was sim-
ply their mutual Anglo-Saxonism, as dis-
tinct from the French, who gave pagan
devotion to the wable. Nonetheless, the
meal had been relaxed, even without the
help ol liquor. They would be flying
tomorrow, and they had learned that
much about alwhol to the brain since
the War, and he wondered how many
pilots had been killed in combat—not
for inferior fiving but because they had
had one or two hard drinks the night
before. Personally, he could do without
it anyway.

“Would you share a small cognac?”
the German sad to him.

“I vou like,” Kerr said, surprised.

“I dont often drink anymore,” the
German explained. I have ulcers. But
we ought to drink to the end of all this
performance. Fix und fertig, as we say
m German.”

“Why not?” Kerr said.

Kerr was glad enough to close it by
clinking glasses with the German in si-
lent reliel that the worst was over. and
that after tomorrow they could take their
money and go. They did not talk about
it, and Kerr doubted if either ol them
would sav a word to ecach other about
fiving. What they had talked about dur-
ing the meal was the world’s cities they
knew and the unfailing similarity, in the
long run, ol all terrain and weather and
people. not simply of nations but of
continents. The only essential difference,
they decided, was that of wealth and
poverty. It was also amazing to discover,
as thev talked. how often their paths had

crossed; hut whereas Helmut had  re-
mained something of a military  flier
(though not entirely). Kerr himsell had
been a plane deliverer, a llyving surveyor,
a flving miner, a fiving chauffeur, a flying
measurer and a dozen other things that a
pilot could get an aircraft inro, though
alwavs for someone ¢lse. The one thing
he guessed from Helmut was that the
German had never been an airline pilot,
and mneither had Ker. That was one
thing he had always avoided.

“What will vou do now?” he asked the
German.

“1 am going home to Weimar,” Hel-
mut said in his rather ominous way.

“Your family?”

*No. I have an American wife in Tex-
as, but I gave her all my money and left
evervthing there. Finished. . . .7

“Bad  luck,” the EInglishman said,
fiddling with a bowl of wer cherries.

“Weimar,” Helmut added, “is in the
Eastern Zone. 1 have not been there since
1942,

“I sce,” Kerr replied. He only half
saw. but he did not question further, If
the German wanted to tell him more, he
would.

“Tomormrow will also be the end of all
my flving. 1 think,” Helmur added.

“I suppose it has to come sometime,”
Kerr said slowly. “Are vou sorry:”

*Of course,” the German said abrupt-
lIy. “But 1 have finished with ir.”

That was all, and though it looked for
a moment as if the German would say
more, he asked instead what Kerr would
do.

Kery had lived oo long in his own
skin, in the private and uniouched
quarters he had locked himsell up in for
the past five or six vears, to worry about
a question like that. He had a thousand
Iving answers ready that would politely
satisly but say nothing. Bur he fele like
telling this German the wruth, as if that
peculiar adjustment they had found in
the air was, in fact, a genuine and rare
sort ol undastanding that cominued
with their feet on 1he ground.

“Income tax will take about hall my
fifteen thousand dollars,” he smd, “but
with what I have lefr, and a bit more
I've put aside, 1 want to sce if 1 can
write something.”

“About airplanes?”

“About flying.”

The Germumn did not force a laugh or
make a joke about profitable adventure
stories  for bovs, although Keorr  had
braced himself for it. Helmur simply
nodded and blinked his hard blue eyes,
as il he, 100, were waiting for more.

“1 don’t mean romantically.” Kerr
added with difhiculty. “I'm not Saint
Exupcry or Anne Morrow Lindbergh.
Actually, flving now is work. And il
there’s any point or pleasure in it, that's

where 11 begins. . . .
The German simply nodded again and



signed the bill that would be added to
whatever millionaive arrangement  Jack
Sherman  (who stayed at the fivestar
Ermitage du Riou. a little larther on)
had with La Meére Terrat to feed his
“German”™ wing ol fliers out of season.
The other “German™ pilots were eating
on the other side ol the terrace, and
Kerr rvealized that Helmut Muehler was
no more part of them than he himsell
was part ol the hve “English” pilots he
had shared the Bella Vista Hotel with in
5t Raphaél. These bovs probably mis-
took the German's standofhshness for a
remnant of his militarism. just as the
“English™ wing 100k his own indifference
to them as a sort of professional con-
tempt. But it was neither militarism nor
contempt; it was, il they only knew it,
simply age.

“Let us walk to the sea.” the German
said, as if the sea were miles awav. It was
just across the road.

Under the pale night shadows of the
old Chiteau de la Napoule, they leaned
on the stone wall and looked across the
little sandy bay at the glow of Cannes,
which was not in 1ts full, blistering sum-
mer light because it was not the season
yer. It was spring, and in the daytime
the beaches were empty and the hotels
only half full. Sherman had chosen his
moment down there very well. In fact, it
was only now that Kerr was able to
appreciate their American “flight direc-

tions manager.” who had obviously pro-
tected his fhiers from all kinds of ignorant
interference lrom the wild world of film
makers. Even Sherman’s American  psy-
chology was right. It was Sherman who
had said to the two of them: “To-
morrow is your big day, so I'm going to
leave vou two children to have dinner
together and get to know each other a
bit. You deserve i.” He was right, and
obviously their eight weeks of flying
tricks had gone very smoothly, because
under that flushed American skin was a
man who knew other men and respected
them, despite the fagude ol soap and
smoothness and often  execrable good
nature.

Helmut had liv a cigar after offering
one to Kerr, who said he had given up
smoking. “Are vou married?” Helmug
asked him.

“Yes."

“Englishwoman?”

Yot

“You have a Haus and children?”

“Yes, two daughters.”

“It’s very difficult not to make mistakes
about marriage.” Helmut commented
sadly. taking the cigar out of his mouth
and then putting it back again, as il he
had said everything on that subject. But
he said between his teeth: “And did you
have good luck or bad luck?”

“A bit ol both,” Kerr answered casu-
ally.

Perhaps that was the wuth of any
marriage, he decided, and the real dif-
lerences only began when the fortune
ran out. That was about to happen to
him, if it had not alrcady been happen-
ing. because what he wanted of his wife
now was something she was probably
incapable of giving him. They had had
their roubles. Who hadn’t? And eco-
nomically they had been through some
very bad moments. But he had managed
to give Katy a cottage-cum-house near
Princes Rishborough, a garage, a field big
enough to keep a call in (which she
did). central heating. and all the manu-
factured  refinements of English semi-
country. nearcity life, with the children
(whom he hardly knew) in a good local
school: a life that, with a Mini, served
a whole swath of similar Englishwomen
who wanted to live that near-London
life, which brought them nothing except
eating up the countryside in a hot litle
motorcar less than 30 miles from Lon-
don. That was what Katy wanted, and
that was what he had gladly paid for
with ten years of flving dirty, dusty and
often dangerous surveys over Libyan
deserts and Red Sea coast lines, and
down the thousand wind-swept valleys of
oil-bearing, rain-making New Guinea.
He was a pilot. and Katy was pleased
with that, too. It fitted everything she
did, and it also arranged his long
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absences and her satisfied restraint and
her completeness without him.

But now it was he who wanted a
moment to himsell, and he did not want
it in some perfect litde English halfway
house. He needed to be naked and alone
somewhere, so that he could assemble all
those hard-wrung words he had accumu-
lated in the past five years. He was a
lonely man, anvway, and he knew it and
even wanted to be that. It was the price
of habit: too many vears ol isolation in
gray little compartments over vast arcas
ol nothingness. But he had learned late
in middle age that he was not at all the
kind of man he had been pretending to
he. He had discovered one day, without
any apparent reason. that he was living
This life behind a thick character disguise
of casual disinterest, as il his profession
were all he was and the rest vacant and
empty. But apparently he was also an-
other man as well. and the dillerence
began to appear only as youth began to
disappear. It was this that had been
getting a crablike grip on him now,
at 49.

But he knew that Kary would take it
as a personal blow if he gave up that
wearable lagade ol his profession, which
was, in fact, the foundation of her own
normal life. What he wanted to do now
would be something so abnormal to her
that she would probably sav incredulous-
Iv: “I can’t believe it. It just doesn’t fit
vou, darling.” It was therelore going to
be a matter of. . . .

“What 1 think. . . .” He had forgot-
ten the German, who was saving to him
now: “What I think about the English is
that vou have good order and no mess.”

“Not so true these days,” Kerr said,
dragging himself back to this [oreigner.

“But vou are better than the Geor-
mans,” Helmut said slowly. “Every Ger-
man is thinking all the time, all his life,
of what we were and of what we should
he.”

“I don’t think we're much different,”
Kerr insisted.

“But vou do not believe in myths.”
Helmut waved his cigar angrily across
the French sky.

“Maybe not,” Kerr said. “But, like
Germany, we're also losing something we
always had.”

Helmut sighed. “Maybe it's a good
thing,” he said. “Maybe evervbody should
lose everything. Then we could all start
again without any lies.”

“You think so?” Kerr said.

They watched a DC-8 making its long
approach to Nice airport, its wing and
tail and belly lights blinking alternately,
like a man winking one eye and then
the other. The point was, of course, to
distinguish man from the stars. Kerr
mentally wrote that down as he watched
the plane, knowing everything that the
pilot was doing in the cockpit, knowing

164 that, as with all night landings, there was

going to be a moment before he touched
down when he scemed 10 lose contact
with evervthing: with light and dark and
carth and air. That litde black grip of
the wheels digging imo the cement
would be a reliel. because the most satis-
fving thing about llving was sull the
reality of the ground when vou came
back to 1t.

He guessed that the German, staring
at the sky Iull of Oriental stars, was also
thinking about the DC-8, and it amused
Kerr as well as surprised him to think
that they were two serious men who had
not only finished with the {rivolous but,
in their clumsy way, were probably begin-
ning a genuine friendship based on what
they didn’t have to say to each other,
rather than on the things they did say.
The only thing lacking was warmih,
which, almost the moment Kerr thought
ol it, the German supplied.

“T think, mv friend,” he said rather
sadly, “that we should be carelul tomor-
row. It would be a mistake if we killed
ciach other now.”

That was suddenly a tired man alk-
ing, and Kerr knew that they had both
bLeen hiding their real exhaustion Irom
cach other, although it was not physical
exhaustion. They both seemed simply to
be bringing something of themselves to
an cnd, as il tomorrow would be a
rcluctant finale to their vouth before
they wied to rearrange themselves in
some other way.

- - -

It was a classic, rosy-pink dawn when
they took off lor Fréjus from the dew-
laden airport and climbed in the early-
morning air that was so light and still
that they hardly seemed to be in it. Kerr
was [lying a few fect from Helmut's right
wing, a little back, a little inside. so that
the two men were physically quite close,
and the onus was on Kerr to antidi-
pate the German, which he did almost
without thinking. Once Helmur twrned
around and a briel, rare smile warned
Kerr that he was going to begin 1o turn
inland from the sea. but Kerr had al-
ready anticipated the moment. They did
not bother with their radios, nerther
man had his mask strapped on yet.

But reluctance was alrcady making
this dithcult for Kerr. He had 1o think
himsell back into the rhythm and intent
of their eight-week charade, and it was
far more difficult now than it had been
yesterday with five other men lined up
behind him. Tlhic play, in fact, had gone
out of it, and so had the work, and today
was going 1o be an cllort.

“Hello. vou guys,” Sherman’s voice
said. “You're four seconds late, Helmut,”
he joked. “What a fabulous bloody
morning.”

“Did you tell that Frenchman to keep
awav?” Kerr asked him.

“I screamed down the telephone at
that French commandant last night and

told him to leave us a bit of the sky
lrec of all that juvenile arseplay.”

“You will have to warn us,” Helmut
told Sherman. “With just two of us. we
may not see him in time.”

“I'll keep my eyes open,’
saicd. “Don’t worry.”

They were still dimbing sicadily, and
Kerr came back to the business of flving,
almost burving his head in the cockpit 1o
build up his interest and commitment.
The metallic signs of wear inside the
cockpit were comfortably familiar—its
thin laver of green paint was scratched
and chipped and patches of alloy showed
through. It was, he insisted (as il he had
not fully developed the theory proper-
Iv). a place of work. The simple and
well-organized instrument panel kept the
record in clocks and dials and gauges of
what he was doing up there. “Doing”
was not quite the right word: in fact, he
had not found the right word vet. What
he had tried to keep in his flying, which
was why he had kept 10 the variations of
comparatively small planes and the in-
ventiveness ol work-horse flving, was the
creativity of it. And though he knew that
now, it had taken him many years 1w
realize why he had chosen that kind of
flving. Anv flight, in lact, had a consider-
able degree of art in it, because it not
only had a beginning. a middle and an
end like a good conventional piece of
theater, but the best decorations ol it (a
good landing) were almost  brushlike,
and the identity vou gave to it was
alwavs vour own. He had known what
sort of workman Helmut was alter hall
an hour ol flving with him—the German
understood detail, even though he had
refined his flving down 1o the strictest
considerations of what he wanted to do.
The edges of his maneuvers were clearly
defined. his lack of waste was something
that might have scemed mechanical or
100 il'l.llD“lﬂIiC o a }'OIl"gt'r man: l)lll
applyving his own artisan theory to pilot-
age, Kerr knew he was watching a pro-
found and organized reflection of what
must be two ol the soundest traits in the
German character—a dear sense of finish
and a hatred of disorder.

The litde Messerschmitt itsell, with
its square, workmanliike silhouctte and
clippd wings and the wonderful way its
wheels came up Iike a musician’s hands
when it took off—it was really a product
of something far better than the brutal
svstem that had used it. Just as his own
Hurricane was a more subtle compromise
between the practical and the imagina-
tive—the whole concept lighter in ap-
pearance and form than the German
plane, with something almost subtly un-
military about it, as il it were really
built to fly rather than to be used as a
weIpon.

“I can now sce you guys,” Sherman's
voice said, “You look as if you're stuck

.

Sherman
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“I'm a glulens maximus man.”

together,  like  copulating  butrerflies.
Can’t vou get anv doscr?”

That was a compliment.

"I now see vou.” Helmut replied.

“So do L." Kerr said. a necessary con-
firmation.

Another Tew moments and they would
be over their banlefield, or. vather, in it
because they were no longer pinned 1o
carth by the legs but were maore like
fighting fish, uninhibited by any dimen-
siot. kerr ook out his notebook and
made his Tast notes belore they bhegan
their work. He had to write evervihing
down up there. bhecause it all cme so
cenly 10 him. When he was on the
ground, he lost it all. which was why he
needed to take his money and isolate
himsell 1o see il he could simulate the
fivor and remember the discoveries.

“Don’t lorget.” Sherman was saving,
“You can eo Up an exna five thousand
feet” (thev had asked for that) “but
don’t go lower than the helicopter, and
pust keep it going until T o1ell vou 1o
hreak off. And don't use up all thae Take
ammunition on each other in the first
five minutes, and don’t zet back into the
habit ol using vour crmera button like a
gun button. Ten 1o twenty seconds for
the camera is what we need. Can vou
both sec the helicopter?”

“Yes.7 they both said, almost together.

“OK. Then break off. and don't worry
about the Frenchman.”

Rerr saw Helmue Tile his face, smile
and wave and he waved back as he lilted
the Huwrrvicane out of the inside slot ol
the Messerschmitt’s wing and did a slow.
wide turn that took him in the opposite
direction to Helmut. He gave himsell 15
scconds, and then he turned again and

saw Helmue also turning back, a speck.
and they began with the opening bow
to many ol their previous performances
—the guns-blazing confrontation.

He saw the Messerschmitt's little bee
nose sund held his course so that, in
clicar. they were dead on the same line
and at the same height; and at the last
unmeasured second. he dipped his nose a
little as Helmut lifred the Messerschmite,
and their judgment was so fine that he
knew il he had put his lund out he
could have touched the belly of the
Messerschmitt as it roared over. They
both had barely deflecied their course,
and they heard the appreciative Sherman
sav, " Jesus, -

The inventor and
were thereafter ar war.

Rerr climbed instantly. as he knew
Helmut would, but he knew that the
Hunvicane could just outclimb the Mes-
serschmitt. and he did not simply aim for
altitude bur hoped 10 catch Helmut on
the top of his cdimb. He “bent” the Hur-
ricane over and flew almost on his back,
upward. until he saw that upside-down
view ol the Messerschmite; and though
there was a moment when he had Hel-
mut in his sights, there would have been
no chance for a deflection shor before
the Aesserschmitt  [ell lrom the
chimb and tumbled out ol sight.

He knew that the Messerschmitt was
bewtter and more conwollable in a dive
and could turn ughter and, heciuse it
was heavier. could pick up more speed
going down. That was what Helmut
would use instead ol altitude. so Kerr
flipped over on his back and followed
blindly without knowing where Hehmn
was, lollowing by instinc, ]mpillg to

the hbrush  artst

-‘]\\'il)’

catch sight of the German before he
came up again or swung around behind
him. He went down almost vertically,
but because he did not want to lose too
much altitude, he pulled out with about
six gs on the aircralt, and he blacked out
as this reversal of gravity pulled the blood
from his brain. When that compressed
and dizzy, gray moment passed, he lelt
the Huwrricane protesting at the stress,
and his controls were like bits of old
string: but he suddenly saw Helmut, al-
ready out ol his second climb and turn-
ing over on him from that high Dblue

bowl where the litle  Messerschmite
looked more like a thrown stone than a
plane.

“Ger our of this one, Kevin” he heard
Sherman Taugh in his c:rphones,

He realized that he had been hearing
a steady stream of Shermuan talking to
the helicopter in his carphones. but he
had nor really heard a word. Being ad-
dressed himself was a sudden shock and
a good one, because he knew he was
being a litle slow.

He just had time to force the Hurri-
cane into a climbing roll. and though it
was dangerous with those limp controls,
he felt the Hurricane go over. As he was
on his back. he pulled the nose over and
down, and he knew that he had avoided
Helmue and was, in Tact, well in behind
him,

“Merde!”

Sherman was making continuous nois-
es of pleaswre and astonishment in their
ars, but both men knew that it was not
perfear flving, because thev were  still
nying to overcome their lack of real
interest.

Bui for ten minutes. they performed
the best of the classic maneuvers of aeri-
al combat, geuing better and bener: and
because thev were confining it 1o the
limited perimeter of the cameras. there
was o kind of compression 1o it that
made it seem even more spectacular
Every climb was more vertical. every dive
more deadly-looking. every turn tighter,
cvery swinging roll or hall voll and Laree
and small looping reversal was the work
ol men who could do exactly what they
wanted 1o do with an airplane. Only
varely did they manage 10 five any of
their fake, burning cannon shots into the
other: although that was. alter all. the
point. because success in combat depend-
cd not onlv on the tenacity and inven-
tiveness and experience of the pilot bt
also on his ability 10 shoot well at a
Fast-moving targer. One of the first things
that had Irightened Kerr in real combat
was the vealization that he had not heen
trained to shoot properly, whereas the
Germans were excellent shots, And what
made the gun button fascinating  now
was that since the War, Kewr had become
a fairly good wing shor with a 12 hore,
and he had ofien longed to see whether
it had made him any bewer in the air—




something he might ind out now in this
intimate and concentrated flying with 2
dedicated  perfectionist  like  Helmut.
They compressed and wwisted and tied
up their air streams in uglter and vight-
cr knots of brilliant flving, and  they
heard Sherman announcing in their ears:
“I'm going to make sure you guys get
an extra thousand bucks cach, just for
this crazy bloody performance.”

But a [ew minutes later. they did not
scem to hear him when he old them to
bring it to an end.

“Break ofl” he was telling  them.
"We've got enough now. and [ don't
want one ol vou 1o start cracking up
lllll’('l' Pl“‘sﬁlli‘('-..

They 100k no notice. Helmut, at that
moment, was spiraling upward in a re
petitive voll, almost vertical. He was
avoiding  what was really an outside
loop, which Kerr had just come out of
with a brief moment for his sighis to cut
the German in two, if his shooting had
been good.

“Listen, you guys,” Sherman was ap-
pealing, “will you please break it up so
that we can all g0 home?”

There scemed to be a touch of panic
in Sherman’s vaeice. as il he realized that
the CGerman and the Englishman had
abandoned contact with him and were
engaged now in something that had
nothing 1o do with him. Sherman ried
again, but gave up and watched the
Messerschmite fall like a leaf onto what
looked like a perfectly simple but Tast-
curving turn by the Hurricane. When it
looked as if the German had the drop on
him, Kerr spun the Hurricane around
and around in a series of harvel rolls that
came to an cnd when he went hallway
over a roll and simply switched the
plane back on the side he had come over
on, and the effece was startling.

It was then that Sherman saw  the
Frenchman—a  delicate  dink-blue  drop
gractually transforming itsell into a stifl-
winged phoenix diving on two old but
gracelul ducks.

“That bloody Frenchman’s back,” he
shouted at his pilois. “Look out. . . *

He knew that neither the Englishman
nor the German heard him. There was
no pause in their entanglement. The
Hurricine was curling over at the top ol
the loop. so that for a momem the 1wo
planes were flying belly 10 belly belore
they pulled away from each other in 2
wide skidding trn and, as if in an
agreed linale, they did what they had
started out with, They were coming back
at cach other in the gunsblazing formu-
L, head on.

“The Frenchman . . |
screamed at them,

The French Mirage plummeted down
between the two planes as if it were
trying to skin their noses; and yet even
as the Mirage cut between them, Sher-
man knew tha neither the German nor

Sherman

the Englishman had seen it or heard his
warning. In any case, it didn’t matter;
because in that lase thin laver of air that
they had alwavs defined berween them,
with Helmut going over and Kerr going
under. there was no space left; and in
their devilish preoccupation with each
other, the Hwrricane and the Messer-
schmite simply smashed into each other
nos¢ to nose, wing to wing. cockpit to
cockpit, guns to guns. cves to eyes, so to
speak. and in effea cheek 1o cheek, so
that both planes blew up in a hot bubble
of lame and then smoke before they fell
into picces of black and burning and tiny
[ragments in which there was no human
portion discernible, no limb or blood
vessel el intact.

Sherman, the Korean War pilot, his
hands over his earphones as il to blot
out a noise he didn't hear, died the same
death with both his pilots, and in that
poetry that he had kept secretly locked
away [rom the moncy and the theater
and the inwvestment and the vulgarity of
his hard life. he knew what had killed

them, and it wasn’t the Frenchman.

They had been killed, he knew, by
their long-dead past. They had been be-
trayed by the years that were gone, by
that awlul fascination in the skills of
death that had verurned and brought
them back to the callousness and passion
and conviction of their lost youth. They
were once again the metal ol war, the
substance ol it and the tool of it and the
cattle of it. and finally the vietims of it,
and they had killed each other in the
folly of their Faustlike rejuvenation as
soldiers.

Sherman sat down on the cold, geo-
detic floor of the Wellington, not want-
ing cver again 1o look w1 that innocent
blue battletield: and as he took off the old-
fashioned goggles that had kept his eyes
locked away from the permanent winds
that make birds of these arid lumps of
metal, he said sadly to the Wellington
pilot: “All right, Pete. Take us home.
There's nothing left for us up here.”

“You know, if you weren't black and if I
weren't libeval, I might resent your tone.”
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NEXT—THE PLANETS

Well, T have news for you. There is
really only one planet that matters; and
that planet is not Earth but  Jupiter.
My esteemed  colleague  Isaac  Asimov
summed it up very well when he re-
marked: “The Solar System consists of
Jupiter plus debris” Even spectacular
Saturn doesn’t count: it has less than a
third of Jupiter’s enormous muss—ind
Earth is a hundred times smaller than
Saturn! Our planer is an unconsidered
trifle. Ieft over after the main building
operations were completed. This is guite
a blow to our pride. but there mav be
much worse to come, and it is wise to
get ready for it Jupiter may also be the
biological, as well as the physical, center
of gravity of the Solar System.

This, of course, represents a completie
reversal of views within a couple of
decades. Not long ago, it was customiry
to laugh at the naive ideas of the early
astronomers—Sir John Herschel, for ex-
ample—who took it for granted that all
the planeis were teeming with life. This
attitude is certainly overoptimistic; but
it no longer scems as simple-minded as
the opinion, to be found in the popular
writings of the 1930s, that ours might be
the only solar system :nd, hence, the
only abode of life in the entire Galaxy.

The pendulum has, indeed, swung—
perhaps for the last time: lor in another
lew decades, we should know the wruth,
The discovery that Jupiter is quite warm
and has precisely the type of atmosphere
in which lile is believed to have arisen
on Earth may be the prelude to the most
sigmificant biological findings of this cen-
tury. Carl Sagan and Jack Leonard put
it well in their book Planets: " Recent
work on the origin of life and the en-
vironment of Jupiter suggests that it may
be more favorable to life than any other
planet, not excepting the earth.”

The extraordinary color changes in
the  Jovian aimosphere-—in particular,
the behavior of that Eavth-sized, drifting
apparition, the Great Red Spot—-hint at
the production ol organic materials in
cnormous  quantities. Where  this hap-
pens, lile may follow inevitably, given a
sufhcient Lapse ol time. To quote Isiac
Asimov again: “H there arc scas on
Jupiter . think ol the hshing.” So
that may cxplain the mysterious disap-
ll(.';ll'ill'l(]‘s and rl'ilp[)(.';ll':lll(fc.‘i of the
Great Red Spot. It is, as Polonius agreed
in aslightly different conmext, “very like
a whale™”

Contrary to popular thinking, gravity
on Jupiter would not pose insurmounta-
ble difficulties. The  Jovian gravity is
only two and a hall times Earth's—a
condition to which even terrestrial ani-
mals (vats in centriluges) have managed
to adapt. The Jovian equivalent of fish,
of course. couldn’t care less abount gravi-
ty, because it has virtually no clfect in a
marine environment.

(continued from page 100)

Dr. James Edson, late of NASA, once
remarked, “Jupiter is a problem [or my
grandchildren.” T suspect that he may
have been wildly optimistic. The zoolo-
gy of a world outweighing 300 Earths
could be the fulltime occupation of
nankind of the next 1000 years.

It also appears that Venus, with its
extremely dense, furnace-hot atmosphere,
may be an almost cqually severe  yet
equally promising challenge. There now
seems little doubt that the planet’s aver-
age temperature is around 700 degrees
Fahrenheir: but this does not. as many
have prematurely assumed, rule out all
possibility ol life—even lile of the kind
that exists on Earth,

There may be linle mixing of the
atmosphere and, hence, little exchange
ol heat between the poles and the equa-
tor on a planct that revolves as slowly as
Venus. At high latitudes or great ali-
tudes—mund  Venusian mountains  have
now been detecied by radar—it may be
cool enough for liguid water to exist.
(Even on Earth, remember, the temper
ature difference berween the hottest and
the coldest points is almost 300 degrees.)
What makes this more than idle specula-
tion is the exciting discoverv. by the
Russian space probe Venera IV, of oxy-
gen in the plinet’'s atmosphere. This
extremely reactive gas combines with so
many materials that it cannot occur in
the free state—unless it is continuously
renewed by vegetation. Free oxvgen is
an almost inlallible indicator ol lite: 111
may be allowed the modest cough of the
minor prophet, T developed  precisely
this argument some years ago in a story
ol Venusian exploration, Before Eden.

On the other hand, it is also possible
that we shall discover no trace ol extra
terrestrial life. past or present, on any of
the plancts. This would be a greac dis-
appoimtment; but even such a negative
hnding would give us a much sounder
understanding  of the conditions in
which  living creatures are  likely 1o
evolve; and this, in turn. would darify
our views on the distribution of life in
the Universe as a whole. However, it
secems much more probable that long
before we can centify the Solar System
as sterile, the communications engincers
will have settled this ancient question—
in the afhrmative.

For that is what the exploraion of
space is really all about: and this is why
many people ave afraid ol it. 1though
they may give other reasons. cven to
themselves. It may be just as well that
there are no contemporary higher civili-
zations in our immediate vicinity; the
culiural shock of divect contact might be
too great lor us to survive. But by the
time we have cut our teeth on the Solar
System, should bhe ready lor such
encounters, The challenge, in the Toyn-

we

beean sense of the word, should then
bring forth the appropriate responsc.

Do not for a moment doubt that we
shall one day head out for the stars—if,
ol course, the stars do not reach us first.
I think T have read most of the argu-
ments proving that interstellar travel is
impossible. They are latter-day echoes of
Prolessor Newcomb's paper on heavier-
than-air flight. The logic and the mathe-
matics are  impeccable; the  premises,
wholly invalid. The more sophisticated
are roughly equivalent to proving that
dirigibles cinnor break the sound barrier.

In the opening years of this century,
the pioncers ol astronautics were dem-
onstrating that fhight 10 the Moon and
nearer planets was possible. though with
great difthculty and expense, by means of
chemical propellants. But even then, they
were aware ol the promise ol nuclear
energy and hoped that it would be the
ultimate solution. They were vight.

Today, it cin  likewise be shown
that various conceivable, though current-
ly quite impracticable, applications ol
nuclear and medical technigues  could
bring at least the closer sts within the
range ol exploviion. And 1 would warn
any skeptics who may point out the
marginal  nature ol these  techniques
that. at this very moment, there are
appearing  simultancously on the  twin
horizons of the infinitely Lirge and the
inhnitely small. unmistakable signs of a
breakthrough into a new order ol crea-
tion. To guote some remarks made re-
cently in my adopted country, Cevlon,
by a Nobel Laureate in physics, Professor
C. I. Powell: “It seems to me that the
cvidence Irom astronomy  and  particle
physics that T have described makes it
possible that we e on the threshold of
great and [arreaching discoveries. I have
spoken ol processes tlun, mass for nuss,
would be at least a thousand times more
productive of energy than nuclear en-
ergy. . . . It seems that there are prodi-
gious sources ol energy in the imerior
regions of some galaxies. and possibly in
the “quasars.” [ar greater than those pro-
duced by the carbon cycle occurring in
the stars . . . and we may one day learn
how 10 employ them.” And, il Proflessor
Powell's surmise is correct. others may
already have learned. on worlds older
than ours. S0 it would be loolish, in-
deed. to assert that the stirs must be
forever bevond our reach.

More than hall a century ago. the
great Ruossian pioneer ‘Tsiolkovsky wrote
these moving and  prophetic  words:
“The Earth is the cradle of the mind—
but you cannot hive in the cradle forever.”
Now, as we enter the second decade ol
the age ol space, we can look still Turther
into the luture.

The Earth is. indeed. our aadle.
which we are about 1o leave. And the
Solar Systemn will be our kindergarien.




YES IT'S ME

call his natural, or Los Angeles, style. He
had these two styles: and il Mary Ann
had done an extralong day's work, say
down in San Mateo, and didn’t wake
right up. he might switch back and forth
between them for a while:

So tall an’ mighty, so cute an’ smaht

It’s Richahd, Richahd de Lion-Halt

De gyurls calm’t help it, dey break
dey haht

For Richahd, Richahd de Lion-Hahi.

Or some other old calypso jive, like Gin
and Coconut Water or Back to Back,
Belly to Belly. But he would usually end
up with Open the Door, Richard!, maybe
rapping out the first bippity-bop on the
door like a signal, 1o let Mary Ann know
it was really him, so she could yell, "Is
that you?” and he could answer, “Yes
it's me and I'm late again!” Then she
would let him in.

One of the stories he would tell any-
body he could get 10 hold stll was how
he was the original Richard from Open
the Door, Richard!, which mavbe hall the
people in the project were too young 1o
know was a big hit rom right alter the
War. Jack McVea made it, just a sort of
lictle vl that caught on, and it had
those words in 1, “Yes it's me and I'm
late again,” and some other things. He
knew them all.

And, of course, even il you weren't
even born or thought ol in 1947, old
Richard would be glad to teach vou the
whole routine. Like, one little part went,
just two guys jiving back and forth:

You hear what the lady said, Jack?
Naw, what she say, Rabon?
Say “Oh, my, if he was only mine!”

When they saw how good it made him
feel, and cost mothing, most people,
when he went up 1o them and said. “You
hear what the lady said. Jack?” they
would give him the right answer right
back, so he could have the punch line.
Then he would clap his hands and dou-
ble over and give them a lLitle skin,
old-timy, mavbe just onc finger. and go
on his way. Not 100 strong in the head,
old Richard: and hesides, he had been
cooking whatever brains he might have
had for vears, with anything he could lay
his hands on 1o smoke. shoot or swallow.
What some people said about him was:
He could never concentrate on any one
thing long enough 1o get a real habit,
Lucky for him. too. because he never
had any money at all: money didn’t
worry him. What other people said was:
Foerything was his habit. He sure didn’t
specialize.

When he would get through telling
you about the good old days in L. A.
with Jack McVea and Slim Gaillard and
Tiny Brown, and about when Diz and

(continued from page 105)

Bird came through and played at Billy
Berg's on Vine Street, and about how he
wis the one, the only, the original Rich-
ard, he would always end up squinting
in your [ace and singing, “Believe it or
not—Bob Riplev!™

Strange things do happen. And you
might think: The original Richard must
be somewhere. It was just that this par-
ticular old beat-up Richard was some-
hody you naturally wouldn’t believe. Not
if you didn't want to take a chance on
being a bigger fool than he was: and
around the project. Richard had the fool
championship preuy much to himself.

Then, later on, he went down to Trin-
idad. So he said. And that much prob-
ably was true. because he must have
learned to talk that Geechee way some-
place, calling you “mahn™ or “gvurl” and
singing all those songs in that broken-
up calypso ume, like a dog running
on a broken leg. That would be the most
likely place. Trinidad, even it nobody
believed any of the jive about how Rich-
ard the Lion-Heart beat up all the com-
petition in the big calypso wars down
there and had everybody in Port of Spain
chasing after him. Or, like Mrs. Johnson

said, il they were chasing after him, they
had some other reason, and she could
think ol a few.

He stayed down there a long time.
Too long, because by the time he got
back, the calypso rage had been here and
gone. It was stone-cold dead in de mar-
ket, you might say. Harry Belafonte had
moved on to greener pastures and the
last thing anybody wanted 1o hear, let
alone pay for, was a nodding, jittering,
eve-watering old wreck in a hat like a
dead palm tree and a red blazer with all
the danger worn out of it and all kinds
ol stuff strung round his neck—plastic
flowers and shrunk-up heads, sea shells
and rabbits’-feet, chicken bones and lit-
te leather bags and dried-up brown rat-
tly things. You could hear him coming a
block awav, without him telling you he
was mighty Richard the Lion-Heart, Ca-
Iypso King ol the West In-dees: and you
better bow down or he would make a
calypso on you that would have the
whole town Liughing for a solid vear.

Or you could smell him. because he
brought back a lifetime supply of lemon-
grass oil that he would massage into
that skimpy conk of his, like a worn-
out floor mar; and on a warm day,
even under that hat, he would radiate

“Let’s show the Pope where we stand!
Lel's get out there and get pregnant!”
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almost as far as you could hear him.
“Lion-Haht is de spicy mahn,” he would
say and crinkle up one eye. “An’ it drive
away de mahlice from de mind.” So
when Jackic Shaw, that poor little junkie,
he's dead now. called him a human
garbage can, he wasn't talking about
how he smelled but about his everything
habit, meaning he would put anything
into himsell to feel good. Richard made
a calypso on Jackie and it went like this:

De ugliest mahn I eval saw
Is de ugly mahn call’ Jahckie Shaw.

But Jackie being alreadv so wasted
down, it didn’t scem to do him much
harm. And if that was a sample, every-
body in the project could see that any
six-year-old child could jive old Richard
down to the bricks in two minutes, and
most ol them did. They had already
crossed out the first two letiers ol MEART
on his sign and printed a big ¥ instead,
the very hirst day. But 1o give old Rich-
ard his due, he knew better than to fire
on the kids. They would have just eaten
him alive.

OI course, it was no good telling him
the calypso wave was two. maybe three
years past. And il you mentioned Harry
Belalonte, he would carry on for five
minutes solid, calling him every different
kind of a fake and a bum, including
ugly, and finishing up on Mirtam Make-
ba, who stole all her stuff from calypso
in general and from him in particular:
“Mahn, 1 make up all dem so-called
Ahfricahn song in Trinidahd years ago.”

And he set right off making the
rounds, every bar and beer joint, any
kind of place at all that looked to him
like it might want to hire mighty Rich-
ard the Lion-Heart and make o [last
million or two.

He gave up on Fillmore Strect in a
hurry, but not quite as fast as Fillmore
Street gave up on him. None of those
bars over there ever had gone for calyp-
s0, not even at the peak. which wasn’t so
much itsell. The most they could ever
afford was maybe an organ player and a
drummer on Saturday night, and they
better lay it down a whole lot harder
than any mush-mouth clowns in tropical
hats could ever do. The people that run
those places, one look at old Richard
must have told them how right they
were; and besides, old bums hustling
drinks arc their meat. A dead loss that
wouldn’t lie down like Richard, inside a
week he was Tucky to find a barbershop
they’d let him hang around.

So he eased back a lhiule closer to
home and laid out a route along Broad-
way, where most all the action clubs and
clip joints in town are strung out along
four or five blocks. The one part ol town
where a so-called colorful character mighe
get by, there being so many tourists and
other suckers around. And by spreading
himsell out pretty thin between Browd-

170 way and the Tenderloin, he had himself

a pretty fair year of looking for his big
break, never quite hard enough 1o get
thrown out of more than one or two
places a night on the average, and some
nights none at all.

Even if you don't count the janitors
and dishwashers and so forth. there are
plenty of people in the project coming
and going between midnight and sun-
rise, so everybody got used 1o old Rich-
ard's late habits right away. They got
used to his everything habit. too, and
pretty soon there was nobody in the
whole project he could hit on for a taste
ol anything, not even wine, because it
was known that he was all get and no
give.

If you asked him, straight-faced, what
kind of gig hc went off on every night,
he would clap his hands and bust in two,
lavghing, and say, “Mahn, it dawn't pay
much, but it's, I mean, regulah!” So
you might say he was a man ol regular
habits. and Mrs., Johnson did say that he
must be Mary Ann’s habit, or clse there
was no explaining why she put up with
him. Mary Ann generally kept her mouth
shut on the subject. Anybody who tried
swapping miscries with her was asking to
get buried at least two to one: but the
most she would say was, “Well, he don't
gamble and he don’t chase women.” The
first part must have been true, because
even if old Richard had no money, it is
a known [act that a gambler will always
find something to lose. And because Mary
Ann scemed like a decent woman and
much wo hard-working, nobody asked
what woman would look at him twice,
if he could catch her on those rickety old
legs of his.

Some nights, of course, he didn't make
it home at all, but wound up in the
drunk tank at the Hall of Justice, cour-
tesy S. F. P.D. People figured that either
he had a troublesome sireak hidden away
someplace that it took the police to
bring it out or that maybe they just
couldn’t understand him talking Gee-
chee. But alter a while, they gave up
whipping his head. Somebody had beat
them to it, anyway; it was as soft as a
mushmelon. So they tried 5 days on him,
and then 15 days, and finally 30 days, the
hest they could do. Then they must have
just decided not to let him get fat any-
more on that county-jail oatmeal soup,
and his habits got more regular than
ever: He would come home every night,
unless he got lucky and ran into some
strangers who got him too high to move.
After all, there’s three quarters of a
million people in San Francisco, and they
can’t all be good judges of character.

When that happened, he would always
stay out all the next day and night, so he
could come rattling home about three
An. and go bam ba-lam ba-lam on the
door amd holler, “Yes it's me and I'm
late again!™

Because it was just about that time,

alter the S.F.P.D. figured he wasn’t
worth any more of the taxpayers’ money,
that he began singing Open the Door,
Richard!, and mixing up his two styles.
Lots of people in the project remember
how that started, too.

There was a little place on Grant
Avenue up off Broadway specializing in
folk singers. Didn’t even serve beer. just
coffee, tea. apple juice and so on. which
must lave been why it ook old Richard
so long to get around to it. Every night
they would have about a dozen of these
folk singers there. maybe ¢ach one would
Just sing two or three songs, and lor a lot
of them, no doubt that was all they knew.
Someway Richard got a onc-night tryout
at this place, and he even had a picce of
paper. a list of all the big folk-singing
attractions for the next two weeks, with
his name on it: “MIGHTY RICHARD THE
LION-HEART, TRINIDAD CALYPSO CHAM-
PION.”

Friday was the night, and all week
long he was broadcasting all over the
project. You would have thought he was
Nat “King” Cole opening at the Fair-
mont Hotel, the way he carrvied on. He
said they would be renaming the place
Richard the Lion-Heart alter Friday
night, and he even talked Marvin Lee
into taking a picture ol him with his
camera to give to the newspapers. but he
never did pay Marvin for the print, and
the picture never did run, not even in
the Shopping News.

But he talked so long. and so loud,
that on Friday night quite a few people
from the project actually did go to this
place, and paid a dollar a head to get in
the door. and another guarter lor a liule
tiny cup of coffce so bitter you couldn’t
drink it, and sit on little biaby-size chairs
that you would be better off standing up.
and waited [or the Calypso Champion of
Trinidad.

He never showed up. And he didn't
come home, cither. And none of those
suckers could get much sympathy the
next day, because anybody in his right
mind should have known that old Rich-
ard would never have ruined his perfect-
fool record by doing any one thing right,
or maybe even doing it wrong, on time,
in [ront of thit many witnesses. But
about it quarter to four Sunday morn-
ing, he came home, bipping and bopping
and knocking over garbage cans; and
when he rattle-de-banged all the way up
to West 403, he hollered out: “Yes it's
me and I'm late again!”

After that, when anybody tried to
sound him too hard about Trinidad, he
would give them LA, and how he was
the original Richard. “Mahn, 1 bet you
don't even know Slim Gaillard's real
name.” he would say to some teenager
who didn’t even know who Slim Gaillard
was. “Bu-leece!” old Richard would vell.
“Bulee Slim Gatllard! 1 know all them
cats!”

And il anybody tried 1o pin him down
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about L. A., he would just switch back
and come on heavy about the girls in
Port of Spain and the time he beat Lord
Melody and Mighty Sparrow in the finals
ol some big calypso war: “Mahn, T just
ce-rahdicate "em. 1 valmquish 'em! All
de way to Sahn Fernahndo, all de way to
Ah-reemah, everybawdy talkin® boat Rich-
ahd de Lion-Haht!” So, in a way, he was
unbeatable.

But he wasn't exactly what you would
call a hero. Just somebody with his hab-
its, which you got used to and put up
with, and be glad vou weren’t Mary Ann,
who went to work every day cleaning
people’s houses, and gave old Richard
a few nickels walk-iwround money every
night, so he could go off on his rounds.
And when Mrs. Johnson hnally got feel-
ing so sorry for her she told her to haul
old Richard down to the post oflice and
at least take the test, Mary Ann said it
wouldn’t be worth missing a day's work,
Richard wasn't 1oo strong on reading.

To tell the whole truth. there wasn’t
much going in the hero line around the
project those days, except lor Willie
Bolden, who won the All-City high jump,
and then Willie Bolden had to drop out
of school and go to work, his mother
being sickly.

If mouth made heroes, old Richard
would have been a hero. probuably. al-
though there was some stiff competition
aronnd. Sav, from John 5. Tree. His
middle name was Standing. John Stand-
ing Tree, and he liked people 1o call
him Chicf, claiming that he was a pure-
blooded Indian (rom Oklahoma and an
oil millionaire to boot, if and when the
Government ever got around to settling
his claim. Or from Mrs. Rose Fernandez,
a real West Indiin, who looked down on
old Richard and most evervbody else,
because her daughter was a world-famous
opera star under a different name that
she was sworn never to tell, who would
be coming someday in a Cadillac limou-
sing, or a Rolls-Royce, to carry M.
Fernandez off to a mansion on Pacilic
Heights or Nob Hill, or all the way 10
the French Riviera, il she felt like it. Or
from Professor Simpson, who actually
did have a master of arts in English
history from the University of Calilornia
but worked all day in a car wash to buy
the wine he drank all night and talked
to limsell all mixed up about kings and
queens and empires and colonies, because
even il he did know more than the rest
ol the project put together, he couldn’t
sleep. They were all mowth heroes, al-
most up there with the politicians.

But people in the project are mostly
busy going 1o work, paying the rent and
the Chinaman and the PG & E—100
busy with all that to worry about being a
hero. And a mouth hero needs a preuy
special line of jive to hold their aten-
tion. They've scen so many.

So when L. J. White came back from

Vietnam and moved in with his cousin.
Prince Tate the cabdriver, people could
tell right away that whatever kind of
hero he might have been, it wasn't the
mouth Kind. because he didn't say a
word to anybody at first.

Either he looked hard at you, or else
he looked clear through you. He didn't
siy Hi or Good morning or even nod 1o
anybody, like he had his mind on some-
thing else. And il people just naturally
wondered about his little limp, or what
it was like over in Viemam, they were
out of luck. Somebody found out Irom
Prince that L. J. had a leg wound, and
word got round that his body was full of
holes from grenade fragments, but no-
body saw them.

Of course, the kids couldn’t help look-
ing at him like some kind of hero. just
for where he'd been and come out alive.
And naturally one of the big kids. it was
Randy Jeflerson, who thinks he's so bad,
had to sound him. One evening he said
to L. J.. “Say, there, General, where you
hidin® all your medals. baby?”

L. J. gave Randy onc stone-lreezing
look, and laughed, and walked on by
but Randy didn’t say anything after him,
and then all his buddies got right on his
back. and he had to pound Wellman
Rankin a couple of times in the head to
shut them up.

He had his mind on something, L. J.,
and he wasn't talking. But pretty soon
he began 1o move, and really move, and
then he did begin to talk a litde bit
First thing, he was a Muslim, carrying
home all kinds of stuff to read, saying his
name was L. J. X, and still nobody knew
what the L. J. siood for. Somebody saw
him in one ol those undertaker suits
thev wear, selling Muhammad  Speaks
down on Market Street.

Now by this time, there weren’t any
more what you might call  praclicing
Muslims in the project. James Brown
was for a while, but he quit. and Mrs.
Shaw tried 10 get Jackie to join becruse
Muslims don’t shoot dope. but he never
did. So L. J. had it all to himsell. Bur he
didn’t do a whole lot of preaching: no, il
somebody asked him, he would say he
thought it was a good thing and they
ought to drop over to the temple. Or he
might give them a lehover AMauhammad
Speaks and not charge them. But mainly
he would just say, “See for yoursell.” No
heavy evangelizing.

Then next thing, alter a month, or six
weeks at the most. he wasn’t a Muslim
anymore. Didn’t make a big scene out of
i, Jqust quit: and il you asked him why,
he would say Elijah Muhammad  was
nothing but an old-time Baptist preacher
turned inside out, and there was too
much mumbo junibo. Still. he didn’t put
the Muslims clear down. He would even
say he thought they were going the right
way, but he wasn't in that bag anymore,
“It's just personal,” he would say.

He was in the Malcolm X Brether-
hood next, and it scemed he was gone
a lot more of the time. although you
couldn’t be sure, because he never raised
any racket coming and going. But it was
during that period, you might call ir.
thar he first tangled with old Richard
the Lion-Heart.

Richard didn’t have any more sense
than to start it. Seemed like he thought
his travels o Trinidad and L. J's 10
Victnam gave them something in com-
mon. Like, they were both men of the
world, so 10 speak. But he didn’t halfway
get going about the gitls in Port of
Spain before L. J. cut him off.

“Just look at you, man,” L. J. said.
“You are the worst goddamn disgrace to
the black race I've seen since 1 got back.
IFunky. broke-down, lazy, good-Tor-noth-
in" old junkie wino. ook at vourscll!
You everythin® they say about niggers
come true and walkin® the streets like
you had a sign on your back. Let vour
poor old lady work hersell to death so
you can go out moochin’ drinks and shit
enough 1o get yoursell stoned. Don't you
hive one tiny little saap ol black pride?
Not in your whole body? Hell no, you
don’t! Man, you don’t even have enongh
sense 1o jump off the bridge and do the
whole race a favor!”

He had old Richard's number all
right. cven il he did rap it out preuy
hard. right in the middie of the court by
the concrete water fountain with no wa-
ter in ir, and hall the project listening
in.

But old Richard has got a pretty thick
skin, which on his Face looks like a lot of
sewed-together little picces of old card-
board. so you cm’t tell the scars [vom the
wrinkles. And he just took a breath and
started in on the good old days in L. A,
with Jack McVea and Slim. and L. J.
shook his head and spit in the fountain
and walked away and left him standing.

Next day, or the dayv after, Richard
was walking out, over to the Chinaman
to see could he get a pint of sherry and
Mary Ann would pay for it later, and
L. J. was in the same place by the foun-
tain, talking to Randy Jefferson and
Wellman Rankin and Raymond Walker
and a couple of other big kids. L. |.
pointed straight at old Richard, like he
was about to say “That’s the man” in
the line-up. “Take a good look at that,
you guys,” he said. “You want to see a
perfeat example, there he goes. That's
some proud black man, old Richard. You
guys work rcal hard you can wind up like
thae.”

Richard couldn’t help but hear, and
what did he do? Clapped his hands,
doubled up. laughing, and pointed right
back at L. ]. Then he called out a litle
calypso across the court:

Listen lum talkin’, de ugly mahn
Soldier hero from Vietnahm
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Why dey send him home is plain to
see
He gaawt too much plenty ug-lee. . . .

That was already about twice as much
calypso as he ever made before on any-
body but himsell. He just threw back his
head and let out a screech, Hivee-ln!,
and went shuflling on over to the China-
man's. Yes, cither L. ]. had inspired
him or the thoughr of that pint in his
blazer pocket had, beciuse five minutes
later, when he got back. he turned around
hallway up the West Block stairs and
siang oul some move:

De general hate to let im go

Come bahck to Sahn Frahn-cis-co
Aw’ what de veason, caln’t you guess
He gawel secvel weapon. ugliness. . . .

L. ]. looked up at him. and this time
he nodded slow. Maybe he was just ac-
cepting the Fact that it was way too laie
to make old Richard change his habits.
Or mavbe he wasn't. Either wav, they
kept on secing each other around. pass-
ing in the court or on the stairs. bhecse
Prince’s place was West 402, right next
door 10 Richard’s.

By that time, L. J. wasn't in the Mal-
colm X Brotherhood anymore, either. He
wias into something clse: nobody knew
exactly what it was. He didn't pnt down
the Malcolm X Brotherhood. not even a
little bit. but it was known that he was
into something else. You might call it
top-secret,  except  that mest everybody

had some idea what it was about. And
some people knew more than others.
Randy  Jeflerson’s mother was worried
half to death. as il Randy hadn’t been in

enough trouble already, and not a year
away from going into the Army on top
of it

L. J. was coming and going more thin
ever now, because this hush-hush thing
was tied up with people in Fillmore,
and Bayview and Hunter's Point, and
most likely Oakland and Richmond, 1o0.
Him being the exact opposite of a
mouth hero, all the talking he did was
private and one at a time. so people
woere sure it wasn't just some small-time
operation. And the less he said, the surer
they got.

One thing came out, what vou might
call a clue. A couple of people overheard
L. J. giving Wellman Rankin a whole
lot of hell in close for getting high one
alternoon and showing some hook 10
the Chinaman. He said: “That's the
wrong kind ol Chinaman: vou ought to
know better than to pull anv kid stuff
hike that. You do one more thing like
that and vou're dead. brother.” Or words
to that effect.

Now, the Chinaman may he nobody's
friend. but he's all right. When Nlrs.
Homilton  saud Chinamen  were  some
kind of Oriental Jew. Mrs. Johnson said
that was pure nonsense. She lived in
Harlem 25 vears. she said, and no China-
man was any worse than a Jew. not one
damn bit. and hetter, in fact. Anvway,
he's there. the Chinaman. People have
got to eat and drink. he opens up earlier
than Safeway and stavs open later. he's
known to carry most people up 1o a
week. and longer il he knows vou only
get paid once or twice @ month: and il
he does charge a penny or two more for
evervihing, people mostly say. Welll it's a

small business, the little man's got to do
that 10 stav alive. Then. besides. his Kids
play in the project after they get home
from the Chinese school they go to alter
regular school; and little Wayne Jeflerson
even claimed he played momma and pop-
pa with the Chinaman’s oldest girl and
she let him. So he's all right, and what
got people thinking was: Il he was the
wrong kind ol Chinaman, who did L. .
think was the right Kind?

People in the project watch TV and
read the papers. like everybody celse, so
they know all about the Communists and
the free world amd 1he rise ol black
power, things like that. Therclore. vou
didn’t have to be a mental genius to
connect up this thing L. J. was into with
the Chinese Communists. Like, two and
two is four.

And that started o linle argument
going between Mys. Hamilion and Mus,
Walker. who were usually preuy tight, on
account of Buddy Hamilton and Charles
Walker being in Vietnam. not hoth to-
gether but at the same time.

Alrs. Hamilton said it was treason and
a stab in 1the bhack 1o be getting together
with the same ones were trving to kill
our bovs md come over heve and turn
evervbody into slaves. Said thev ought to
Lo shot, although she didn’t call L. J. by
name.

And Mws. Walker said NMos. Hamilton
ought 1o be in the insane asvlum il she
would rather sce the black mun over
there Killing the vellow man lor the
white mun. instead of fghting for his
own right here. She said Mrs. Flamilton
hael been brainwashed: and as for her. she
would & thousand times rather sce litle
Rivmond running with L. | and relus-
ing 1o tell her what he was doing than
just wait around another year and get
shipped over there afier Charles. who had
written him the very same thing in a
letter.

Myrs. Hamilron said she just hoped the
I'Bls were kecping their eve on some of
these secret agents belore they got the
whale project messed up.

Myrs. Walker said she supposed  Mrs.
Hamilton might be about to call up the
IFBIs herself.

Then Mys. Humilton broke down and
ovicd. being a nervous woman  herself
and Buddy her only duld. Said. Aw, why
didn’t they just drop the damn bomb
and get it over with: she couldn’t stand
the waiting,

All that just heciuse somebody heard
L. J. say a couple of words 10 Wellman
Rankin. Make no mistake: Fven il L. ]
didn’t let his hatr grow Alro and call
himsell some wild Alrvican name. and
cven il you never saw him on TV de-
manding and denouncing and giving the
honkies hell. he had most everybody's
respect, and that’s power. He was cool:
he had his mind made up. He knew how
to hght and come our alive. So those
days around the project. when anybaody



said “Black power,” the first person vou
thought of was L. J. White, who had
never been heard to say those words out
loud. He was black enough. and he had
the power.

Then he was gone. for 1wo whole
weeks. Prince swore he  didn’t know
where 10, Chicago. people heard. When
he got back, not even carrving a satchel,
he looked just the same. But one thing
had changed. It ook a couple ol days for
word 10 get vound the project, but when
it didd, it said: Communists are out ol it
now. It is sirictly a black-people’s move-
ment, no strings attached.

And that was Tunny in a way, because
up tll then. nobody had been actually
talking about a movement, even if every-
body knew that’s what it had to be. But
as soon as word got round, even the
little kids were talking about how L. J.
went 1o Chicago and got all the Com-
munists told: “Lay ofl my movement,
man.” Until somebody  shushed  them:
and even alter that, they were plaving
L. J. v, the Communists all over the
place. The littlest ones had o be the
Communists, of course. just like Indians.

Mrs. Walker wold Mrs. Hamilton she
hoped the word eased her mind about
calling the FBIs, and Mys. Hamilton said
it was probably just a wrick. because it
was a known fact that Orvientals were
sneaky: what about Pearl Harbor? Be-
sides. she was sick and tired of law-
abiding people getting blamed for what
a few troublemakers did. She was so sick
and tired she could cry, and she did.

But she was a minority: Most people
were behind Lo ] whatever he was up
to, and they respected his tight mouth
because it meant business. O course,
somehody like old Richard the Lion-
Heart was so nowhere, so [ar out ol it,
that he didn’t count one way or the
other. Once he asked L. J.. “You hear
what the Lady said, Jack?” and L. J. just
spit. Then he tried one more bit of
calypso:

In de jungle fightin’ he gawt it made
Wit' a monkey bawdy an’ a coconut
head. . .

But that didn't produce much of a
Laugh, and after thae it scemed old Rich-
ard Just gave up on L. J. Which was
turning the tables in a way, because
L. J. and cverybody else in the project
had given up on him a long time ago.
Except Tor Mary Ann, maybe, and maybe
her, 100.

They would probably just have gone
ahead ignoring cach other forever il it
hadn’t been for what happened  one
night Last May, because if any (wo people
were ever on two dilferent tracks i
was L. J. White and Richard the Lion-
Heart.

There were three or [our nice warm
days in a row, the beginning of summer,
and then the douds came in with a liule

rain about sundown. and then the breeze
blew them away. That week in Oakland.
the police shot a boy and killed him.
People don’t take that lving down the
way they used 1o In the project. talk
was that now mavbhe the movement was
going to move—L. [.’s movement. which
didn’t even have a name. Word had
been: Coming for sure, but not quite
yel. But everybody had been hearving that,
it scemed like forever, and there was a
new leeling: hall scared and hall veady
and hall tired ol waiting. Something like
Mrs. Hamilton saying. Why didn't they
just drop the homb and get it over with.
only not so nervous, and nobody crving.

Round midnight. the stns came owt
all over the skv: and a while after tha
somebody with good eves saw L. |. glide
down the West Block stairs. take a few
steps toward the street and stop. He
must have learned to spot traps in the
jungle. They were across the street in
two cus. L. ], doubled back into the
Center Block entryway and took a look.
They were out there, oo, Coming back
toward the West stairs again, he must
have showed up on their radar SOMEwiy.
because two  spotlights  came shooting
into the court 1ogether; and one caught
him. not sneaking. not running. just
walking easy past Mis. Birdsong's door,
He was gone before the bullhorn said:
“All vight, White. Stand wheve vou are.”

He got up the three flights to West 4
in a hurry. and rapped on the first door

he hit. right at the head of the stairs,
apping [ast and soft but so vou couldn't
miss it: and by the time they had the
court lit up like the Fourth of July and
were coming in after him. about eight of
them. some uniforms, some plainclothes,
L. J. was out ol sight and ihe door
locked. Marv Ann took him right on in.

Three of them came up 1o take him,
onc in a Dick Tracy hat and a trench
cont and two in uniforms. Right 10
Prince’s place they went, and started out
knacking soft and polite. like they didn't
want 1o disturb anvbody who hadn’t
noticed the court Tull of spotlights and
police. And Prince being out in his Yel-
low Cab. they didn't get anv kind of
amnswer. "OK. White. come on out now.”
the Dick Tracy one said, like he was
coaxing a child. “We just want 10 talk
to you.” Which you would hadly have
called a fair match, 1. J. not being
much of a talker. and there being about
a dozen ol them by now, upstaivs and
down,

“Hear me. White?” said Dick Tracy.
And il L. J. didu’t hear him, he was the
only one in the project who didn’t. More
lights had gone off than on, and it was
dead quict. You could hear the police-car
radios going out in the street: and over
in East Block, Lucille Williams' baby
started crving.

Blam! they Kicked the door in. and
waited. They had lots of company. Noth-
ing happened. of course. And it didn't

“You, sir! You look like a man with

a newrolic need to give. . .,

e
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take them any time at all to go through
Prince’s, places in the project being what
they are, “Up here somewhere,” said Dick
Tracy, and he called down into the court,
“Tommy?” and another plainclothes
cune up the West stairs.

They had a liule whisper together,
and couldn’t agree. Dick Tracy said they
should get the bullhorn and call all the
people in West Block down into the
court. The one he called Tommy didn’t
like that. “Too many to handle,” he said.
“Get a couple hundred people down
there, bound 10 cause an incident.”

So they decided some of them would
start down on West 1 and Dick Tracy
would start up on West 4, and they
would go through the whole block one
place at a time until they found L. J.
But just when they were about to bt'gin,
Claude Du Hamel up on the cast end of
Center % velled down 1o the court: “All
you motherfuckers gonna die!” Those
S. F. P. D. guns came out like lor a shoot
down in a Western, but Claude had his
lights out; and by the time they began
sweeping Center 3 with a spotlight, he
was out of sight.

Then up in East 4, somebody hollered,
“Get oul of heve, you sonofabilches!” It
must have been Lucille Williams, who
you might say had paid olt enough po-
lice in her line of work to know what
she was talking about. And by the time
the spotlight looked for her and didn't
find her. Claude opened up again. Then
up on the west end of Center 4, Mrs.
Johnson called out that if they wanted a
war, they were going 10 get a war. For
about a minute there. both  spotlights
were going every which way., with more
people yelling down from dark windows
and nobody getting caught. so the voices
scemed 1o be coming out of nowhere.
Except Mrs. Johnson didn’t duck back,
and a spotlight lit her up like a movie
star, leaning out her window in her old
green robe, shading her eyes with one
hand and pointing with the other like
God Almighty on judgment day.

“Comin’ in here the middle of the
night with your guns and scarchlights!
People ain’t gonna take no more of i!”

And this Tommy, a thick-built litle
man with white hair butched off short,
called up to her: “You better cool it,
lady. you don’t want to get arrested.”

“You want to arrest me, you hetter
come up here and try it,” said Mrs.
Johnson. “But you got a lot ol stairs to
climb first.” Yes, she was hot.

Mrs. Birdsong heard Tommy say,
“They're just talking: let’s get going.
Keep those lights down here.” And with
people all over the project calling them
cevery kind of name, and telling them
they were going to die. he started knock-
ing at West 101, Younyg's place.

Up on West 4, Dick Tracy pounded
on old Mrs. Neal's. who is too deal 1o
wake up for judgment day or the homb.
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answer, he told one of the uniforms to
write down 401; they would keep a list
of the ones that didn’t open up. They
had already been to West 402, that was
Prince’s, and the next door was Mary
Ann's. Dick Tracy slammed his fist on it
like he wanted to make as much noise as
the bullhorn he didn’t get to use.

Down at West 101, Young didn’t an-
swer, nor did Mis. Jeflerson in 102,
Young must have been in there, and litde
Wayne Jelferson should have been in bed,
but Alba Jelferson was down on Market
Swect washing floors at the Flood Build-
ing. Mrs. Hamilton didn't answer the
door ol 103, either, which might have sur-
prised a few people. It looked like they
might come up with a list as long as all
the numbers in West Block.

Except that after Dick Tracy kicked
the door of 403 so hard old Richard’s
sign fell off, Mary Ann opened it.

“Do you know, uh . . .” Dick Tracy
said, and then he looked at a little piece
of paper he took out of his trench coat.
“Lord Jeremiah White?” He called it
out good and loud, and half the people
in West Block found owr what L. .
stood for. Lord Jeremiah White, one of
those names they just need 1o see on
a job application 1o tell you, “Sorry, noth-
ing.” They don’t need any photograph.

“We're looking for a TLord Jeremiah
White,” Dick Tracy said, belore Mary
Ann could say whether she knew him or
not. And he shined his flashlight on a
picture of L. J. so she could see. “We
know he’s around here; have you scen
him?”

“I don’t know nobaody looks like that,”
said Mary Ann. “I been sleepin’.”

“He lives right next door,” Dick Tracy
said, like calling her a liar.

“I don’t care where he lives, he ain’t
none ol mine.” And Mary Ann is stand-
ing there in her nightgown like some
little old dried-up girl that a suff breeze
would knock her flat. But n the door,
with her [eet in the hall.

“Mind il we wtake a look around?”
Dick Tracy said. BDut Mary Ann was
alveady bending over. saying, “Man. vou
knocked down my sign,” so maybe she
didn’t hear him.

“We'll just have a look around,” Dick
Tracy said.

“Had that thing mnailed on there
goad.” Mary Ann said. “You come up
here middle of the night and wake me
up, kick my sign down. . . . One of the
uniforms made like to pick up the sign,
but Dick Tracy stopped him.

“You gonna let us take a look?” he
said. “Save yoursell a lot of trouble.”

“Man. lemme tell you somethin’,
Trouble is one thing I don’t never have
to save, ‘cause I got enough 1o Last me tll
I die. I cleaned a three-story house today,
and I am too tired to stand here arguin’
with you.” And she stepped back and shut
the door in his frce: didn't slam it just
closed it and snapped the lock.

Next door in West 404, Mrs. Cleve-
land and linde Jacqueline were holding
their breath, and so were a few other
people. Dick Tracy was making up his
mind. The uniform that wanted to pick
up the sign, he said he thought il White
were in there, she would never have come
to the door. “Write down four-oh-three,”
Dick Tracy said, and rapped on Mrs.
Cleveland’'s door. She didn't answer.

Ncither did anybody clse on West 4,
nor down on West 1, either; and when
they got through, instead of going on to
West 2 and 3, Tommy and Dick Tracy
got together down in the court and had
the same argument all over again. Tom-
my had a hunch he was either on West
1 somewhere or all the way up on his
own floor. Dick Tracy still wanted to call
out the whole West Block with the bull-
horn, line everybody up in the court.
Tommy yelled at one of the uniforms to
stay the hell out of the lights, some people
had guns up in those windows. He was
right about that. Lucille Williams® baby
was still screcaming bloody murder, and
people were calling down [rom all over
East and Center. Even Mrs. Rose Fer
nandez opened her window and yelled,
“Dirty dahgs! Gaw bahck wheah you
cawm [rom!”

“OK, try the horn then,” said Tommy.
and Dick Tracy must have been mighty
pleased, because now he got to use it.

“All right, all you people in West
Block, this 1s the jwﬁr'('. Come on down
here nice and ovderly please. Theve's a
dangerons man in there and we don’t
want somebody getting hurt.”

The whole project shut up. Not a
sound from East Block, not cven the
habv. Not a sound from Center Block,
And West Block was really quict. The
police radios were 1oaring and crackling
out in the street, and a uniform tokd
some people out there watching to move
along.

“White. Come on out now and save
everybody trouble.”

“Save your ass, honkie motherfucker.”
yelled Claude Du Hamel. “You all gon-
na die!”

“White. You got to come down some-
time, lomorrow or the next day. Might
as well come on down now.” Dick Tracy
had what von might call a more [riendly
style on the bullhorn than face to face.

“All vight, Mike.” said Tommy. “Hold
it a sec.” But hefore he decided what to
do next. maybe call the station for some
more orders, a uniform came running in
from one of the cars and told him some-
thing imte his car: and it was like a
speeded-up movie how [ast they cleared
out of the court. and piled into the cars,
four of them now. and wok ofl. All any-
body heard was “Hunter's Point,” but it
must have been something big.

“Motherfuckers tryin® to pull some-
thin,” said Claude Du Hamel, “Every-
body stay cool.” But he didn't have to
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say it. Nobody was flying out any doors
in a lurry. After maybe 15 minutes,
people started peeking out, and maybe
talking it over with their next-door
neighbor, but that was all. Nobody
knocked on Mary Ann’s door, and no-
body came out.

It might have been some kind of trick,
but when old Richard came rattling on
home about an hour later, nobody tried
to stop him. And he was flying: must
have had a good night. He missed the
garbage cans, but he didn’t make it up-
stairs any faster or quieter than usual.

I say I'm gonna staht a general
slaughtah

H I dow’t get me gin an’ coconut
walah

For as every doctor calm tell

Dalt’s de med-t-ctne keep me fit an’
well. . . .

And when he got 1o the top, he yelled
out, “"Heah! Heah! Somebawdy been
messin’ up me sign!™ and bam-bam-bam
on the door, which must have been ready
to fall ofl its hinges by that time.

My Ann forgot to sav “Is that vou?”
so old Richard didn’t get 1o say “Yes it’s
me and I'm Lite again,” and when the
door opened and he saw L. J. standing
there with a pistol in his hand, he jumped
back a foor or two. and almost fell down
the stairs. “Hah!™ he yelled, like mavbe
he was glad 1o have a reason to Gury on
some more. He stomped his foot and
slammed his hist into his hand. "Now de
Lion-Haht in a rage,” he said. “Cahtch
a mouse in de Lhon cige. . .

“Man, just shut your goddamn mouth,”
L. J. said. “And get inside here.”

And Mary Ann said, “Richard . .. but
he wasn’t hearing.

Hurry everybawdy, come oal an’ see

De strangest goin’s-on in historee

Like he Cink he Gary Coopah aw
Cary Grahnt

He bawtherin® me wife like a stingin’
alint. .....

The shape he was in, he couldn’t have
made up that much on the spot. He
must have had it stuck away in his head
somewhere, like he'd been saving it for
the right occasion.

Daht’s how de Romeos like to do

When you turn your bahck for min-
ule aw [wo

An' dey always plottin® some kind
subuversion

Like it was a great military ahction

So all you husbahnd betlah face de
truth

Keep your wife away from dese sly
mongoose. . . .

L. ]J. came out in one step and hit old
Richard one shot backhand across the
face with his pistol hand and down he
went.

“You goddamn good-for-nothin’ broke-
down old nigger,” L. |. said. “You noth-
m" You don’t know nothin® about
nothin The war's on, man, and look
at you! Man! You're no kind of man!
Black trash on the street, all you are;
they been wipin® their feer on you a
hundred vears——"

And that was when Mary Ann came
alongside and hit L. . She doesn't weigh
a hundred pounds aflter a square meal,
but she must have got them all behind
it. You could hear it all the way over on
East Block.

“Man,” she said in a little dry voice,
but it had a wire running through it
stretched tight. “Man. You got it all
figured out. ain’t you? Who's a man and
who ain’t. You know it all, don’t you?”

“I missed it,” L. J. said. T been shut
up in there two hours and all that old
fool could do was——"

“You got no call to be hittin® him like
that,” Mary Ann said, “What he ever do
to you, and him old enough 1o be vour
grandfather. But yvou a man. Yeah, vou
a bad man. You know it all, don't vour
Well, lemme tell vou somethin’. You the
one don’t know nothin’. He may not
look like much now. He may not be no

hero. But he taken more in his life than

you ever gonna know about. Dope
couldn’t kill him. Police couldn't kill
him. And he still gettin® around havin®
his fun. Man. You think a man is a
damn pistol, don’t you? Just like all
them police T didn’t sce you startin’ no
war with tonight when you was in there
hidin® behind the sofa. You just like
them.”

“Lady, T missed it tonight,” L. J. said.
His voice was tight and hard, hke he
might want to shout or cry. but he wasn’t
going to do cither. “Don’t you under-
stand that yet? T missed it.”

“Aw, man. you got plenty of time”
Mary Ann said. “Now go on and get out
of here and fight vour damn war.”

L. J. went down to Rankin's and
made a phone call. and Mary Ann got
old Richard on his feet. The right side
ol his lace was busted wide open, but it
wasn’t bleeding much, like maybe it had
been hit so many times, it just wouldn’t
bother anymore. When she led him in-
side, he started te mumble, all mixed
up. in both his styles. “De Lion-Haht
gawt he pride,” he said, and in his Los
Angeles style he said he was going to get
a gun and put L. |. out of business.

But an hour belore sunrise, Prince’s
Yellow Cab siopped in front of the proj-
cct. and L. ], got in and went off, and
never came back., which saved Richard
the trouble of buying that gun. The very
next night he was back on his route with
a whole box of Band-Aids stuck on his
face. All hell was breaking loose out in
Hunter's Point, but it made no difference
to him. The whole cty looked like it
might go up, but at least he had that
much Post Oflice Department in him:
Nothing could stay him from his appoint-
cd rounds.

And he’s still around, just the same as
ever. He still comes home every morning
and hollers, “Yes it's me and I'm late
again!™ In other words, he is still no-
where. And as for L. ., he's somewhere.
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I]EATH nl: P“”"ﬁs (continued from page 104)

arc alo dirccted against the prevailing
violence ol the state—the sort ol on-
going civic violence that permits regular
police supervision of everyday life in
some neighborhoods, the rules and regu-
lations that inhibit absolutely free wad-
ing, the public schools that serve the
visions ol bureaucracy rather than the
varieties of individual people. There is
violence also by those who simply want
10 shoot their way into political power
otherwise denied them. Conservatives
scem to think that greater state police
power is the answer. Liberals seem o
think that more preferential state wel-
fare power is the answer. Power, power,
power.

Except for ordinary looters—lor whom
the answer must be to stop them as vou
would any other thiel—the real answer
to rioting must lie elsewhere. It must
lie in the abandonment, not the exten-
sion. of state power—state power thit
oppresses people, state power that tempts
people. To cite one strong  example:
The white stores in many black neigh-
borhoods, which are said to ciuse such
dissatislaction and envy, have a special,
unrealized  advantage thanks 10 state
power. In a very poor neighborhood
there may be mumy with the natural
ability to open a retail store. but it is
much less likely that these people would
also have the ability to meet all the state
and  city regulations, governing every-
thing [rom deanliness 1o bookkeeping,
which very often comprise the marginal
difference berween going into business
or staying out. In a real laissezfaire
society, the  local  entreprencur, with
whom the neighbors might  prefer 10
deal. could go openly into business—
selling  muwijuana,  whiskey.  numbers
slips, books, food or medical advice from
the trunk of his car. He could forget
about ledgers, forms and reports and
simply get on with the husiness of busi-
ness, rather than the business ol bu-
reancracy. Allowing gheno dwellers to
compete on their own terms, rather than
on someone clse's. shoukd prove a more
satislving and practical solution to ghet-
to problems than cither rampuages or
restrictions.

The libertarian  thrusts away  [rom
power and authority that marked the
Goldwater  campaign  were  castigated
from the lelt as being “nostalgic yearn-
ings for a simpler world” (Perhaps akin
1o the simplistic yearnings of the hippies
whom the lelt so easily tolerates cven
while it excoriates Goldwater) Goldwa-
ter's libertarianism was castigated  [rom
the right—he received virtually no sup-
port from big business—as representing
policies that could lead to unregulated
competition. international Iree tade and,
even worse, a weakening of the very spe
cial partnership that big business now
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The most incredible convolution in
the thinking that auacked Goldwater
as reactionary, which he isn't, rather
than radical, which he is. came in regard
to nuclear weapons. In that wrea he was
specifically damned for daring to pro-
pose that the control of these weapons
be shared, and even lully placed, in the
multinational command of the North
Atlantic  Treaty  Organization.  rather
than leflt 1o the personal, one-man dis-
cretion ol the President of the United
States.

Again, who s reactionary and who is
radical> The men who want an atomic
king enthroned in Washington, or the
man who daves ask that that divine right
ol destruction become less divine and
more divided? Until recemtly, it was a
popular cockail pastime 10 speculate
on the difference between the war in
Vietnam  under  “Save-the-world-from-
Goldwater” Johnson. or as it might have
been under wild Barry, who. by his
every campaign utterance. would  have
been bound to share the Vietnam deci-
sion (and the fighting) with NATO,
ather  than  simply and  unilaterally
going it alone.

To return 1o the poinmt: The most
vital question today abowt politics—not
i politics—is the same sort of question
that is plaguing  Christianity.  Super-
ficially. the Christian  question  scems
simply what kind ol religion should be
chosen. But basically, the question s
whether any irvational or mystical Torces
are supportable. as a way to order socie-
ty. in a world increasingly able and
ready to be rational. The political ver-
sion ol the question may be stated this
wav: Will men continue 10 submit to
rule by politics. which has always meant
the power of some men over other men,
or are we ready to go it alone socially,
in communities of voluntarism, in a
world more economic and cultural than
political. just as so many now are pre-
pared to go it alone metaphysically in a
world more of reason than religion?

The radical and revolutionary answer
that a libertrian. laissez-Laire  position
makes to that question is not quite
anarchy.  The  libertarian.  laissez-faire
movement is. actually. il emburrassingly
lor some, a civil rights movement. Bin
it is antipolitical. in that it builds
diversified power to be protected against
government, cven to dispense with gov-
crnment o a major degree. rather than
seeking power 1o protect government or
to perform any special social purpose.

It is o avil-liberties movement in thin
it seeks civil liberties. Tor cvervone, as
defined in the 1h Century by one of
professors ol political and
social saence. William Graham Sumner.
Sumner said: “Civil liberty is the status
ol the man who is guaranteed by Taw
and civil institutions the exclusive em-
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ployment ol all his own powers for his
own wellare.”

Modern liberals. of course, would call
this selfishness, and they would be cor-
rect, with intense  emphasis on  sell.
Many modern conservatives would say
that they agree with Sumner, but they
would not be correct. Men who call
themselves conservatives, but who oper-
ate in the larger industries. spend con-
siderable time, and not a small amount
ol money. fighting government subsidies
to labor unions (in the form ol prefer-
ential tax and legal considermions) or 1o
people (in the form of wellare pro-
grams). They do not fight direct subsi-
dies to industries—such as transportation,
[arming or universities. They do not, in
short, believe that men are entitled 1o
the excusive emplovment ol their own
powers lor their own wellare, because
they accept the practice of 1axing a good
part ol that power 1o use for the welfare
ol other people.

As noted. for all the theoretical
screaming that sometimes may be heard
from the industrial right. it is sale 1o say
that the major powers ol government to
regulate industry were derived not only
from the support of husinessmen but
actuallv at the insistence of businessmen.
Uncconomical mail rites are cherished
by businessmen who can profit from
them and who. significantly, scem unin-
terested in the obvious possibility  of
transforming the postal service from a
bureau into a business. As a business. of
course, it would charge what it costs to
mail things, not what is simply conven-
ient lor wers to pay.

The big businessmen who operate the
major  broadcast networks  arc  not
known lor suggesting, as a laissez-laire
concept would insist. that competition
for channels and audiences be  wide
open  and  unregulated.  As 4 conse
quence, ol course. the networks get all the
government control that they deserve,
accepting it in good cheer because, even
il censored, they are also protected [rom
competition, It is notable. also, that one
of the most fierce denunciations of pay
TV (which, under capitalism. should he
a conceptual commonplace) came  not
from the Daily Woirker bur from the
Readey's Digest, that supposed  bastion
of conservatism. Actually. T think 1he
Digest is such a bastion. It seems to
believe that the state is an institition
divinely ordained 10 make men moral—
m a “Judaco-Christian™ sense, of course.
It abhors. as does no publication short
ol William Buckley's National Review,
the insolence ol those untidy persons
who today so regulinly challenge  the
authority of the state.

In short, there is no evidence whit
cver that modern conservatives subscribe
to the “vour life is your own™ philoso-
phy upon which libertarianism is found-
el An interesting  illustration  than
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l Hef is turning TV on
with PLAYBOY AFTER DARK

Join the late-night set as Hugh Hefner hosts a swinging TV party, PLAYBOY AFTER DARK, in the dazzling
surroundings of his plush penthouse pad. You'll be sittin’ pretty with some of the prettiest girls around—
many from the pages of PLAYBOY. And if the sights don't grab you, the wild new sounds will. With
hot groups like Steppenwolf, the Collectors, the Iron Butterfly and the Buddy Miles Express. You'll be
part of the party along with some of the greatest performers around: composer-singer Jim Webb, Joan
Baez, Woody Allen, Vic Damone, Buddy Rich, O. C. Smith, Rowan and Martin, Joe Williams, Hendra
and Ullett, Norm Crosby. Drop inl You deserve nothing less than the great entertaining hour of
PLAYBOY AFTER DARK. In full color each week on: WGN-TV, Chicago; KTLA, Los Angeles; WOR-TV,
New York; KRLD-TV, Dallas; WSBK-TV, Boston; WPHL-TV, Philadelphia; WXIX-TV, Cincinnati; WHNB-TV,
W. Hartford; KEMO-TV, San Francisco; WPGH-TV, Pittsburgh; WYTV, Youngstown; WTVO, Rockford.
Check local listings for time and channel in other areas. « a playboy production «




“It has been proposed and seconded that we adjourn this
meeting and go rape a whale.”
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the soundest deal in stereo

Mobile

Roli argund town like a

mobile Romeo wilh Panasonic s
mulb-purpose super slereo.

It plays any beat you chocse
—Paop, Jazz. Bach. and Rock.

A Loaded Deck

Any yacht or speedboat can lake
Panasonic’'s multi-purpose stereo.

Fit speakers inte the hull and zip along
with your own waler music Take it

oul aterwards to prevenl corrosion.

8
&

A Loaded Deck

Any yacht or speedboal can lake
FPanasonic's mulli-purpose slerea

Fit speakers into the hull and zip alang
wilh your own walter music. Take il

oul afllerwards 1o prevenl corrosion,

On-the-go

Panasonic’s CX-8885U goes

with you when you leave your car.
Just pull it out of the bracket

and lake it along.

Romance
The quickesl way lo a woman s
hearl s with super stereo sound.

Panasomc has a mulli-purpose answer
madel CX-BBBSU.

Winning Card
Fanascmc s CX-8885SU 1s the resul
of the mosl careful research and
testing. Full warranly s provided
throughout the U.S.A

Burglarproofl

You'll beat any burglar by

locking your Panasomc multi-purpase
sterec into ils special car bracket

sz

s AppRto Fix |
| e EETwe
T [
— — 8

Tune in!

Yes radio loo! On either FM or AM
bands. Panasanic has specwal radio
cartnidges that it into your
multi-purpose slerec

PANASONIC

M
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Take her picture and capture her heart!
You can do it with a PETRI RACER!

The PETRI RACER is a smartly designed, featherweight and fast-shooting camera
that's tough, handy, easy-to-use, yet takes superb color pictures. And this very
small camera uses ordinary 35mm full size film!

In dark indoors or bright outdoors the RACER's fast F2.8 45mm lens and CdS
exposure meter coupled to the shutter and diaphragm guarantee sharp and clear
pictures at all times. It is also equipped with a large 30° angle shutter button,
light and fast-winding lever, 1-1/500 sec. and B shutter speeds, and a self-timer.
Try the PETRI RACER. You'll then know why it's a camera for better photography.

Available at your nearest U.S. Army, Air Force, Navy or Marine Corps Exchanges.

PETRI Racer

PETRI CAMERA CO., INC. 25.12, Umeda 7-chome, Adachi-ku, Tokyo, Japan / PETRI CAMERA MN.V. Piet Heinstraat 106A, The Hague, Holland / PETRI INTERNATIONAL (USA) CORP. 432
Park Ave. South, New York, N.Y. 10016, U.5.A. / (West Coast Service Station) 7407'% Melrose Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 50046, U.S.A. / PETRI CAMERA CORP. OF OKINAWA 25, 1.chome,
Maltsushita-cho, Naha, 0 / Singapore: RUBY PHOTO CO., LTD. 103, North Bridge Road, Singapore / Hong Kong: ROXY ELECTRIC CO., LTD. 1625-1629, Prince’s Building, Hong Kong




TEAC products illustrated here include the A-4010S and A-1500W stereo tape deck,
both with triple-motored drive mechanism, solenoid-controlled push-button operation
and automatic reverse system, the AS-200 integrated stereo amplifier

and LS-300 speaker system.

2 TI a2
Give your TEAC dealer 15 or 20 minutes of your time.
He'll give you an eye-opening, ear-opening demonstration

of the equipment you see here. And some you don't see here.

While you watch the equipment perform, you might wish to consider
the fact that TEAC is the only company in Japan involved
in the design and manufacture of the full range of magnetic tape
equipment: data recorders, magnetic tape units for computers,
video tape recorders, broadcast studio recorders, the whole
fascinating works. Remember, also, that TEAC holds
more than 200 magnetic tape patents in Japan alone.
This kind of experience makes for some pretty convincing
hi-fidelity products for the home. Your home, perhaps?
= Mail the coupon for more information.

TEAC.

4 " Please send a coupon to either one of: L 5 & 71 8 7 B J B

y ) ) otk B Dear TEAC: FE3 |
' TEAC Corporation, Shinjuku Bldg., Tell me more about your products
" 2.94.7 Tsunohazu, Shinjuku-ku, Tokyo and more about yourself. Then, I
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The permanent
portable.
It almost defies

gravity.

Pen FT, smallest 35mm single lens
reflex camera ever made. So light

it goes up, up and away when

you go up, up and away and you
hardly know it's there.

Eqguipped with an advanced
through-the-lens metering system,

it comes in about half the size and
weight of an ordinary 35mm SLR.
The same is true of all the accessories
that go with it. And that’s a load off
your back. Fifteen interchangeable lenses,
bellows, filters, flash, whatever you need
to complete your photographic system.
Everything about Pen FT is economical,
including the film. You get twice as many
pictures from any 35mm roll. And enlarge-
ments are easy— up to 36” X 48”— without
loss of clarity. Try it on for size at your
local post exchange.
You'll never forget it.

The company that's serious about small cameras.

Olympus

In the Far East: OLYMPUS OPTICAL CO., LTD.
Room 263, Old Marunouchi Bldg., Chiyoda-ku, Tokyo, Japan
In Europe: OLYMPUS OPTICAL CO. (Europa), GmbH.
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30 days ago | couldnt whip
my own shadow

— By Pfc.Wally Halucha as told to Dan Abramson

No matter how often
I used to shave, I al-
ways looked like I
needed a shave. But
somehow I got used to
it. I figured my whisk- _
ers were tougher than . ;
everyone else’s. Me and my shadow.

Then this sergeant started riding me about
the way I looked. He kept calling me The
Shadow. You know how chicken those guys
can get.

Sojust to get him off my back I tried shaving
closer. I"d scrape up, down, back and forth.
Man, it was murder. My skin would get red-
der and redder. Especially my neck. Can you
picture me, big tough Halucha, with a red
neck?

I tell you, I'd about had it when one day
the sergeant asked, “What do you shave
with, Ace, a tin can?” I showed him the
blades I used and he flipped. But I’d better
not tell you what he said.

Next day, though, the sergeant brought

0 THE GILLETTE COMPANY, BOSTON, MASS.

me one of his blades. “Ace,” he said, “‘you’ve
got to stop killing yourself. I want you to
wash your face real good, get your beard
nice and soft. Then lather up and try shav-
ing with this blade.” He said his blade had
a miracle plastic coating. Imagine that, mir-
acle plastic.

Well, when a sergeant comes on strong
like that, you do what he says. Right? So
what do you know? For the first time in my
life I got a really clean shave without half
trying.

As it turned out, he’d given me a Gillette
Super Stainless Steel blade. I used it the rest
of that week, then I started buying my own.

I don’t care if you have to shave once a
day, twice a day, whatever,
that blade is smooth.

Maybe I’ve gotten
spoiled; but 1711 _
never shave with ¢
any other kind.

That’s all there
is to it.

2l
-’

Either way,
you can’t lose.
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Scott's reputation for quality in stereo
equipment has never been a secret, but
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personnel is strictly confidential. To find
out just how much you can save under our
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the regular price, Scott stereo is an out-
standing value; at your special price, it's
nothing short of sensational!

Technically advanced design . . . first with

FET's and Integrated Circuits

Extended 3-year Warranty . . . the overseas
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U.S. designed and manufactured . . . parts
and service available nationwide and
throughout the world
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conservatism not only disagrees with liber-
tarianism but is downright hostile 10 it
is that the most widely known libertari-
an author ol the day. AMiss Ayn Rand,
ranks only a bit below. or slightly 1o the
side of. Leonid Brezhnev as an object of
diatribe in National Review. Specl-
ically, it seems. she is reviled on the
right because she is an atheist. daring to
take exception 1o the National Review
notion that man’s basically evil nature
(stemming [vom original sin} means he
must be held in check by a strong and
authoritarian social order.

Barry Goldwater, during his 1964
campaign, repeatedly said that “the gov-
ernment strong enough to give vou what
vou want is strong enough 1o take it all
away.” Conservatives, as a group. have
forgotien, or prefer to ignore, that this
applics also 10 government’s sirength 1o
impose social order. IT government can en-
force social norms. or even Christian be-
havior. it can also take away or twist them.

To repear: Conservatives vearn for a
state, or “leadership.” with the power to
restore order and 1o put things—and

people—back in their  places. They
yearn for political power. Liberals
vearn for a state that will bomb the

rich and balm the poor. They too vearn
for political power. Libertarians yearn
for a state that cannot. bevond any
possibility of amendment, confer any
advantage on anvone: a state that can-
not compel anything, but simply pre-
vents the use of violence. in place of
other exchanges. in relations between
individuals or groups.

Such a state would have as its sole
purpose (probably supported exclusively
by use taxes or fees) the maintenance
of a system 1o adjudicate  disputes
(courts), to protect citizens agitinst vio-
lence (police). 10 maintain some form
of currency for ease of commerce, and,
as long as it might be needed because of
the existence ol national borders and
differences, to maintain a delense Torce.
Meanwhile. libertarians should also work
to end the whole concept ol the nation-
state itsell. The major point here is that
libertarians would start with no outstand-
ing predispositions about public func-
tions, being disposed alwayvs to think that
there is in the personal and private
world of individuals someone who can
or will come along with a solution
that gets the job done withow conler-
ring upon anvone power that has not
been  earned  through  voluntary  ex-
change.

In fact. it is in the matters most
appropriate to collective intevesi—such
as courts and protection against violence

-that government today ofien delaults.
This follows the burcaucratic tendency
to perform least-needed services—where
the risk of accountability is minimal—
and 10 avoid performing essential but
highly accountable services. Cowrts are
clogged bevond  beliel.  Police, rather

than simply protecting citizens against
violence, are deeply involved in oversee-
ing private morals. In black neighbor-
hoods particularly, the police serve as
unloved and unwanted arbiters of every-
day life.

Il. in the past few paragraphs, the
reader can detect any hint of a position
that would be compatible with either
the Communist Party ol the Soviet Union
or the National Association of Manufac
turers, he 1s strongly advised 10 look
again. No such common ground exists.
Nor can any common ground be adduced
in terms ol “new politics” versus “old
politics.” New or old. the positions that
parade today under these titles are still
politics and. like roses. they smell alike.
Radical and revolutionary politicians—
antipoliticians. if vou will—should be
able to sniff them out easily.

Specific mauers  that  illustrate  the
difterences would include the draflt, mari-
juana, monopoly. censorship, isolation-
ism-internationalism, race relations and
urban affairs. 1o name a few.

As part of his aborted campaign for
the Presidency. Nelson Rockeleller ook
a position on the dralt. In it he specif-
ically took exception to Richard Nixon's
draft stand, calling it the “old poli-
tics” as comrasted with his own “new
politics.” The Rockefeller position  in-
volved a certain streamlining of  the
draft. but nothing that would change it
from what it patemtly is—forced. invol-
untary servitude. Rockeleller criticized
Nixon for having asserted that. someday.
the draft could be replaced by a volun-
tary system. an okl Republican promise.

The new politician  contended  that
the Nixon system wouldn’t work because
it never had worked. The fact that this
nation has never offered 1o pav its sol-
diers ar a rate realistic enough to attract
them was not covered in Rockefeller's
statement. Nor did the new politician
address himsell to the fact that, given a
nation that not enough citizens can be
attracted  to  defend  voluntarily, you
probably also have a nation that, by
definition, isn’t really worth defending.

The old politician. on the other hand,
did not present quite as crisp a position
on the draft as the new politician tried
to pin him with. Nixon, although theo-
retically in favor of a voluntary military,
was—along with the presumably even
more conserviative Ronald  Reagan—op-
posed 10 trving voluntarism until after
the Vietnam war. Throughout the con-
servative stance one sees a repetition of
this position. Freedom is fine—but it
must be deferred as long as a hot war or
the Cold War has to be fought.

All should be struck by the implica-
tions of that baleful notion. It implies
that free men simply cannot be  in-
genious  enough 10 defend  themselves
against violence without themselves he-
coming violent—not toward the enemy
alone, but to their own persons and

liberty as well. If our freedom is so
fragile that it must be continuously pro-
tected by giving it up. then we are in
deep trouble, And, in faci. by following
a somewhat similar course. we got our-
selves in very deep wouble in Southeast
Asia. The Johnson war there was esca-
lated precisely on the beliel that southern
Vietnamese [rcedom may best be ob-
tained by dictating what form of govern-
ment the south should have—dav Dby
dav. even—and by defending it against
the North Victnamese by devastating
the southern countryside.

In foreign relations, as in domestic
pronouncements. new and old  polin-
cians preach the same dusiy doctrines of
compulsion and contradiction. The radi-
cal preachment of libertarianism, the
antipolitical preachment. would be that
as long as the inanity of war between
nation-states remains a possibility. free
nation-states will at least protect them-
selves from wars by hiring voluntecrs,
not by murdering voluntarism.

One of the most medievally fascinat-
ing minds of the 20th Century. that of
Lewis Hershey. sole owner and proprie-
tor of the Selective Service System, has
put this unpretty picture into perfect
perspective with his memorable state-
ment. delivered at a National Press Club
luncheon. that he “hate[s] to think of
the day that [his] grandchildren would
be defended by volunteers.” There. in as
ugly an example as is on public record,
is precisely where politics and  power,
authority and the arthritis of tradition-
alism. e bound to bring vou. Director
Hershey is prevented from being a great
comic figure by the rather obvious fact
that. being involved with the deaths of
so many unwilling men, and the impris-
onment ol so manv others, he becomes a
tragic hgure or, at least, a figure in a
tragedy. There is no new or old politics
about the draft. A draft is political,
plain and simple. A volunteer military is
essentially commercial. And it is  he-
tween politics and commerce that the
entrant into radical or revolutionary
politics must continually choose.

Martjuana is an example of such a
choice. In a laisscz-faire socicty. there
could exist no public institution with
the power to forcefully protect people
from themselves. From other people
(criminals), yes. From one's own sell,
no. Marijuana is a plant. a crop. People
who smoke it do not do so under the
compulsion cither ol physiological ad-
diction or of institutionalized power.
They do so voluntarily. They find a
person who has voluntecred to grow it.
They agree on a price. One sells: the
other buys. One acquires new capital:
the other acquires a cuphoric experience
that, he decides, was worth allocating
some ol his own resources to obtain.

Nowhere in that equation is there a
single point at which the neighbors, or
any multitude of neighbors, posing as
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priesthood or public, have the slightest
rational reason to intervene. The acuon
has not, in any way, deprived anvone
else of “the exclusive employvment of all
his own powers for his own wellare.”

The current laws against marijuana,
in contravention even of all available
medical evidence regarding its nature,
arc a prime example of the use of politi-
cal power. The very power that makes it
possible for the state to ban marijuana,
and to arrest Lenny Bruce, is the same
power that makes it possible for the
statc to exact taxes [rom one man to pay
into the pockets of another. The pur-
poses may seem different. bhut upon ex-
amination they are not. Mivijuana must
be banned to prevent people rom suc-
cumbing to the madness of its fumes
and doing some mischief upon the com-
munity. Poverty, too. must be banned for
a similar reason. Poor people, unless
made unpoor, will angrily rise and do
mischiel upon the communitv. As in all
politics, purposes and power blend and
reinlorce each other.

“Hard"” narcotics must be subjected 1o
the same tests as marijuana in terms of
politics versus antipalitics. These narcot-
ics, too, are merely salable materials
except that, if used bevond prudence,
they can be quite disabling to the per-
son using them. (I inject that note
simply because, in my understanding,
there remains at all levels of addiction
the chance of hreaking or controlling the
habit. This sugzests that a person can
exercise a choice in the matter; that he
am. indeed. be prudent or not)

The person who uses drugs impru-
dently. just as the person who impru-
demtly wses the politically sanctioned
and frandhised drugs of alcolol or tobac
co, ends up in an unenvizble position,
perhaps dead. That, rationally, is his
own business as long as he does not, hy
his actions, deprive you of the right to
make your own decision not to use
drugs, to assist addias or, il vou wish. to
ignore them. But it is said. by right and
left today. that the real problem is social
and public—that the high price of the
drugs leads the addict 1o rob» and kill
(vightist position), and that making
drugs a public matter, for clinical dis-
pensation, would eliminate the causes of
his crime (leliist position).

These both are  essentially  political
positions and clearly inept in a society
where the line between mind-expanders
such as coffee or LSD is highly technical.
By choosing the economic and cultural
approach rather than a political one,
the antipolitical libertarian would sav,
sell away. Competition will keep the
price down. Cultural acceptance of the
root cthic, that a man’s life and its
appurtenances are inviolate, would justi-
fy defense against anv violence that
might accompany addiction in others,
And what is there left for the “public”

182 to do? Absolutely nothing—except, indi-

vidually. to decide whether to risk drugs
or to avoid them. Parents, of course,
holding the purse strings of their chil-
dren, can exercise a certain amount of
control, but only individually, never
collectivelv.

Incidentally. it is easy to imagine that,
if drugs were left to cconomics and
culture instead of politics. medical re-
scarchers would shortly discover a way
to provide the saluble and wanted
cffects of drugs without the incapacita-
tion of addiction. In this as in similar
matters—such as the unregulated compe-
tition from which it is felt people need
protection—technology rather than poli-
tics might offer [ar Dhetter answers.

Monopoly is a case in point. To sup-
pose that anyone neceds government pro-
tection from the creation of monopolies
is to accept two suppositions: that mo-
nopoly is the natural direction of unreg-
ulated enterprise. and that technology
is static. Neither. of course, is true. The
great concentrations of cconomic power,
which are called monopolics today. did
not grow despite  government's  anti-
monopolistic zeal. They grew, lLargely,
because of government policies, such as
those making it morc profitable for
small businesses to scll out 10 hig com-
panies rather than fight the tix code
alone. Additionallv. Federal fiscal and
credit policies and Federal subsidies and
contracts have all provided substantially
more assistance to big and established
companies than to smaller. potentially
competitive oncs. The auto industry re-
ceives the biggest subsidy of all through
the highway program on which it pros-
pers, but for which it surely does not
pav a fair share. Airlines are subsidized
and so protected that newcomers can't
even try to compete. Television net-
works are fantastically advantaged by
FCC licensing, which prevents upstarts
from entering a fcld where bis old-
timers have been established. Even in
agriculture, it is large and established
farmers who get the big subsidies—not
small ones who might want 10 compete.
Government laws specificallv exempting
unions from antitrust activities have also
furthered a monopoly mentalitv. And. of
course, the “public utility”™ and “public
transportation” concepts have specifically
careated government-licensed  monopolics
in the fields of power, communications
and transit. This is not to sav that eco-
nomic bigness is had. Tv isn't. il it results
from cconomic clhdency. But it is bad
if it results from collusion with polit-
cal. rather than with cconomic. power.
There is no monopolv situation in the
world today, of which T can think. that
might not be seriously challenged by
competition, were it not for some form
of protective government license, tariff,
subsidy or regulation. Also. there isn't
the tiniest shred of evidence to suggest
that the trend of unregulated business
and industry is toward monopoly. In

fact. the wend seems in the opposite
direction. toward diversification and de-
centralization.

The technological aspect is equally
important. Monopoly cannot develop as
long as technology is dynamic, which it
most abundantly is today. No corpora-
tion is so large that it can command
every available brain—except, of cowrse,
@ corporate state. As long as one brain
remains unavailable, there is the chance
ol innovation and competition. There
<m be no real monopoly, just momen
tary advantage. Nor does technological
breakthrough always depend upon vast
resources or. even where it does. would
it have 1o depend upon a single source
of financing—unless, again. onlv  the
state has the money. Short of total state
control, and presuming creative brains
in the community, and presuming the
existence of capital with which o build
even maodest  research  facilities, few
would iLuly sav that technological in-
novation could be prevented simply be-
cause of some single source cnjoving a
temporary “monopoly” of a given prod-
uct or service. The exceptions. to repeat,
are always governments. Governments
can be—and usually are—monopolistic.
For istance, it is not uneconomical to
operate a private post-office deparument
today. It is only illegal. The Feds enjoy
a legal monopolv—to the extent that
they ave currently prosecuting at least
one entrepreneur who operated a mail
service better and cheaper than they do.

Palitics is not needed to prevent mo-
nopoly. Unregulated, unrestricied laissez-
faire capitalism is all that is nceded.
1t would also provide jcbs, raise living
standards, improve products, and so
forih. If commercial activity were unreg-
ulated and  absolutelyv  unsubsidized. it
could depend upon only one factor for
success—pleasing customers.

Censorship is ancther notable exam
ple in which politics, and politicians.
interpose between customer and satislac-
tion. The gauge Dbecomes not whether
the customer is happy. but whether the
politician (cither singly or as a surro-
gate for “the public”™) is happy. This
applies equally to “public” protection
from unpopular political ideas as well as
protection from pornography. Conserva-
tives are at least consisient in this mat
ter. They [cel that the state (which they
sometimes call “the community™) can
and must protect people from unsavory
thoughts. It goes without saying who
defines unsavory: the political—or com-
munity—Ieaders, of course.

Perhaps the most ironic of all mani-
festations of this conservative urge to
cleanthink concerns  the  late  Lenny
Bruce. He talked dirty. He was, there-
fore. a particularly Livorite target of
conservatives. He was also an explicit
and, I think, inasive defender of capi-
talism. In commenting that communism




is a drag (“like one big phone compa-
ny"). Bruce specifically opted for capi-
talism (it gives you a choice, baby, and
that’s what it's about™). There is no
traditional  conservative who is fit 1o
even walk on the same level with Lenny
Bruce in his fierce devotion to individ-
ualism. Lenny Bruce frequently used
what is for many conservatives the dirti-
est word of all: He said capitalism. When
was the last time that the N.A.M. did
as much?

Lenny Bruce wasn’t the only man to
alienate  conservatives by opening  his
mouth. In 1964, Barry Goldwater alien-
ated Southern conservatives in droves
when. in answer to a regionally hot
question  about  whether  Communists
should be permitted to speak on state-
university campuses. Goldwater said. flatly
and simply: “Of course they should.”

Even anti-Communist libertarians have
no choice but to deny the state the right
to suppress Communists. Similarly, liber-
tarians who are acsthetically repelled by
what they deem pornography have no
other course than not to buy it, leaving
its absolutely unregulated sale to produc
er, purchaser and no one else. Once
again, a parent could intrude—Dbur only
by stopping an individual, dependent
purchaser, never by stopping the purvey-
or. whose right to sell pornography for
profit. and for absolutely no other so-
cially redeeming virtue whatever. would

be inviolate. An irate parent who at-
tempted to hustle a smut peddler off the
street, as a matter ol [act, should be
sued, not saluted.

The liberal attitude toward censorship
is not so clear. At this point, it needn't
be. Liberals practice it, rather than
preach it. The FCC’s egregious power to
insist that broadcasting serve a social
purpose is both a liberal tenet and an
act of censorship. In the FCC cnons,
social purposes are defined so that a
station can get good points lor permit-
ting a preacher free time but no points
—or even bad points—for extending the
same gilt of free air to an atheist.

It is partly in the realm of air. also,
that differences regarding  nationalism
between the old left/right politicians
and the libertarian antipolitician show
up. Il today’s conservative has his
fervent jingoism for old nations, the
liberal has just as fanatic a devotion 1o
the jingoism of new nations. The will-
ingness ol modern Tiberals to suggest
armed ntervention against South Africa,
while ignoring, even in terms of major
journalistic coverage. slaughters in Ni-
geria and the Sudan. is a demonstration
of interest only in politics—and in par-
tcular persons—rather than in human
life per se.

Of course, conservatives have a similar
double standard in regard to anti-Com-
munist slaughter and anti-Communist

dictatorship. Although it is not as whim-
sically selective as the liberal decision to
be revolted or cheered by each partic
ular blood bath, the conservative double
standard can have equally tragic results.
The distinct undercurrents of anti-Semi-
tism that so obviously muddle many
conservative movements probably can be
traced to the horrid assumption that
Adolf Hitler's anticommunism excused
his other, but comparatively minor,
faults. Somchow, anticommunism seems
to permit anti-Semitism.

I have met in my time many anti-
Communists who view communism as
simply a creature of Jewish plotting for
world dominion. The John Birch Society's
separate chapter for Jewish members is
a seriocomic reflection, I think. of such
good old WASP anti-Semitism. The
widely veported admiration of Hitler by
the head man of the right-wing Liberty
Lobby is a reflection, presumably, of the
“you need a strong man to fhight atheistic
communism” school of thought. There
are. ol course. notable Jewish anti-Com-
munists. And there are many anti-Com-
munists who condemn anti-Semitism.
But the operating question for most of
the fulltime ant-Communists that [
have met is simply: Are vou anti-Com-
munist? Being also anti-Semitic is not
automatically a disqualification on the
right, though it usually is on the lcft.

Conservatives and liberals alike hold
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in common the mystical notion that
nations really mean something, probably
something  permanent. Both aseribe 1o
lines drawn on maps—or in the dirt or
in the air—the magical creation of com-
munities ol men that require sover
eignty and sanction. The conserviative
feels this with exahiation when he be-
holds the Stars and Stripes. The liberal
feels this with academic certitude when
he concludes that Soviet boundaries
must be “guarantead” 1o prevent Soviet
nervousness. Today, in the ultimate con-
fusion, there are people who feel that
the lines drawn by the Soviet Union, in
blood, are better than the lines drawn,
also in blood. by American foreign poli-
cy. Politicians just think this way.

The radical and revolutionary view of
the future of nationhood is, logically,
that it has no future. only a past—ofen
an exciting one, and usually a historical-
ly uscful one at some stage. But lines
drawn on paper. on the ground or in
the stratosphere are clearly insuflicient
to the future of mankind.

Again, it is technology that makes it
feasible to contemplate a day in which
the politics of nationhood will be as
dead as the politics of power-wiclding
partisanship.  First. there is enough in
formation and wealth available to en-
sure the feeding of all people, without
the slaughtering of some to get at the
possessions of others. Second, there is no
longer any way to protect anything or
anybody behind a national boundary
illl}‘\\'&l}'_

Not even the Soviet Union, with what
conservatives continue to fear as an “ab-
solute” control over its people, has been
able to stop. by drawing lines or exccout-
ing thousands, the infusion ol subversive
ideas. manners, music, poems,  dances,
products, desires. If the world's pre-emi-
nent police state  (either us or them,
depending upon your political point of
view) has been unable to protect itself
fully behind its boundaries, what [faith
can or should we, the people, retain in
boundaries?

It is to be expected that both liberals
and conservatives respond to the notion
of the end of nationhood with very
similar shouts ol owrage or jerks of
reaction. The conservative says il shall
not be. There will always be a U.S.
Customs Inspector and long may he
wave. The liberal says that far from
ending nationhood, he wants to expand
it. make it world-wide, to create a prolil-
cration of mini- and micronations in
the name of ethnic and cultural preser-
vation, and then to crect a great super-
burcaucracy to supervise all the petty
bureaucracices.

Like Linus, neither liberal nor con-
servative can bear the thought of giving
up the blinket—of giving up povern-
ment and going it alone as residents of a
planct, rather than of a country. Advo-

184 cates of isolationism (although some, ad-

mittedly, defend it only as a tactic) seem
to fall into a paradox here. Isoltionism
not only depends upon nationhood, it
rigidiies it. There is a subcategory of
isolationism, however, that might avoid
this by specilying that it favors only
mulitiry isolationism, or the use of {orce
only for self-defense. Even this, however,
requires political delinitions ol national
seli-delense in these days of missiles,
bases, bombers and  subversion.

As long as there are governments pow-
erful  enough 1o maintain  national
boundaries and national political pos-
tures, then there will be the absolute
risk, if not the certainty, of war between
them. Even the possibility ol war seems
far too cataclysmic to comtemplate in a
world so ripe with technology and pros-
perous  potential. ripe even with the
seeds of extraterrestrial exploration. Vio-
lence and the institutions that alone can
support it should be rendered obsolete.

Governments wage war. The power of
life that they may caim in running
hospitals or feeding the poor is just the
mirror image ol the power of death that
they also claim—in filling those hospi-
tals with wounded and in devastating
lands on which food could be grown.
“But man is aggressive,” right and left
chant from the depths of their pessi-
mism. And. to be sure. he is. But if he
were lelt alone, if he were not regulmed
into states or services, wouldn't that ag-

gression be directed toward conquering
his environment, and not other men?
At another warlike level, it is the

choice ol aggresion, against politically
perpetuated  environment  more  than
against men, that marks the racial strile
in America today. Conservatives, in one
ol their favorite lapses of logic—States’
rights—nourished modern American rac
ism by supporting laws. particularly in
Southern states, that gave the state the
power to force businessmen to build
segregated facilities. (Many businessmen,
to be sure, wanted 1o be “lorced,” thus
giving their racism the scal of state
approval) The States” rights lapse is
simply that conservatives who would
deny to the Federal Government certain
controls over people, eagerly cede ex-
actly the same controls to smaller ad-
ministrative units. They say that the
smaller units are more effective. This
means  that  conservatives support  the
coercion of individuals at the most
clifective level. It certainly doesn’t mean
that they oppose coercion. In [ailing to
resist state segregation and  miscegena-
tion laws, in fiiling to resist laws main-
taining racially incquitable spending of
tax money. simply because these laws
were passed by states, conservatives have
failed to fight the very bureaucracy that
they supposedly hate—at the very level
where they might have stopped it first.
Racism has been supported in this
country not despite el, but thanks to,
governmental power and  polities. Re-

verse racism, thinking that government
is competent o force people to inte-
grate, just as it once forced them to
segregate, is just as political and just as
disastrous. It has not worked. Its prod-
uct has been hatred rather than brother-
hood. Brotherhood could never be a
political product. It is purely personal.
In racial matters, as in all other matters
concerning individuals, the lack of gov-
crnment would be nothing but bene
ficial. What. actually, can government
do for black people in America that
black people could not do better for
themselves, if they were permitted the
freedom 1o do so? 1 can think of nothing.

Jobs? Politically and governmentally
franchised unions do more to keep black
men Irom good jobs than do all the Bull
Connors of the South. Homes, schools
and protection? I recall very vividly a
comment on this subject by Roy Innis,
the national director ol the Congress ol
Racial Equality. He spoke of Mayor
John Lindsay's typically liberal zeal in
giving money to black people, smother-
ing them with it—or silencing them.
Innis then said that the one thing May-
or Lindsay would not give the blacks
was what they really wamted: political
power. He meant that the black commu-
nity in Harlem, for instance. rather than
being gifted with tax moncy by the
bushel, would prefer to be gilted with
Harlem itself. It is a community. Why
shouldn’t it govern itsell, or at least live
by iself, without having o be a barony
ol New York City ward politics? However,
[ take exception to the notion of merely
building in Harlem a political structure
similar to but only separate from New
York City's. And I may be doing Mr.
Innis, who is an exceptional man, an
injustice by even suggesting that that is
what he had in mind.

But bevond this one instance, there is
implicit in the very exciting undercur-
rents ol black power in 1his country an
equally exciting possibility that it will
develop into a rebellion against politics
itself. It might insist upon a far less
structured  community, containing  far
more voluntary institutions within it.
There is no question in my mind that,
in the long run, this movement and
similar ones will discover that  laissez
faive is the way to create genuine com-
munities ol voluntarism. Laissez faive is
the only form of social/economic organi-
zation that could tolerate and even bless
a hkibbulz operating in the middle ol
Harlem, a hippic sclling hashish down
the street and, a few blocks Lrther on,
a hirm of engineers out to do in Detroit
with a low-cost nudlear vehicle.

The kibbutz would represent, in effect,
a voluntary socialism—what other form
could free men tolerate? The hash scller
would represent  institutionalized—but
voluntary—daydreaming, and the en-
gineers  would  represent  unregulated
creativity. All would represent laissez-




faire capitalism in action and none
would need a political officeholder or a
single burcaucrat to help, hinder, civi-
lize or stimulate. And, in the process
simply of varicgated existence, the resi-
dents of this voluntary community, as
long as others voluntarily entered into
commerce with them. would solve the
“urban™ problem in the only way it ever
cm be solved; e, via the vanishment of
politics that created the problem in the
first place.

Il ctics cannot exist on the basis of
the skills, energy and creativity of the
people who live. work or invest in them,
then they should not be sustained by
people who do mnof live in them. In
short. every community should be one of
voluntarism, to the extent that it lives
for and through its own people and
does not force others 1o pay its bills,
Communitics should not be cxempted
from the civil liberty prescribed for
people—the exclusive employment of all
their own powers for their own welfare.
This means that no one should serve
you involuntarily and that you should
not involuntarily serve anyone else. This
means, for communitics, existing without
involuntary aid from other communitics
or to other communities,

Student dissenters today secem to feel
that somehow they have crashed through
to new truths and new politics in their
demands that universities and communi-
ties be made responsive to their students
or inhabitants. But most of them are
only playing with old politics. When the
dissenters recognize this, and when their
assault becomes one against political
power and authority rather than a fight
to gain such power, then this movement
may relcase the bright potential latent
in the intelligence of so many of its
participants. Incidentally, 1o the extent
that student activists the world over are
actually fighting the existence of poliu-
cal power, rather than trying to grab
some of it lor themselves, they should
not be criticized for failing to offer alter-
native programs: ie.. for not spelling
out just what sort of political system
will follow their revolution. What ought
to follow their revolution is just what
they've implicitly proposed: no political
system at all.

The style of SDS so far seems most
promising in this respect. It is itself loose-
ly knit and internally anti-authoritarian
as well as externally revolutionary. Lib-
erty also looks for students who rather
than  caterwauling  the  establishment
will abandon it, establish their own
schools, make them effective and wage a
concerned and concerted revolt against
the political regulations and power that,
today, give a [ranchise to schools—public
and private—that badly need competi-
tion from new schools with new ideas.

Looking back, this same sort of think-
ing was true during the period of the
sit-ins in the South. Since the cnemy

also was state laws requiring separate
facilities, why wasn’t it also a proper
tactic to dely such laws by building a
desegregated eating place and holding it
against hell and high water? This 1s a
cause to which any libertarian could
respond.

Similarly with the school situation,
Find someone who will rebel against
public-education Laws wnd vou will have
a worthy rebel indeed. Find somcone
who just rants in [avor of getting more
liberals, or more conservatives, onto the
school board, and you will have found a
politically oriented, pass¢ man—a plas-
tic rebel. Or, in the blackest neighbor-
hood, find the plumber who will thumb
his nose at city hall's restrictive licenses
and certificates and you will have found
a Ircedom hghter ol far greater conse
quence than the window breaker.

- - -

Power and authority, as substitutes for
performance and rational thought, are
the specters that haunt the world oday.
They are the ghosts of awed and super-
stitious yesterdays. And politics is their
familiar. Politics, throughout time, has
been  an  institutionalized  denial  of
man’s ability 1o survive through the ex-
clusive employment of all his own pow-
ers for his own wellare. And politics,
throughout time, has existed solely
through the resources that it has been
able to plunder from the creative and
productive people whom it has, in the

name of many causes and moralities,
denied the exclusive employment of all
their own powers for their own welfare,

Ultimately, this must mean that poli
tics denies the rational nature of man.
Ultimately, it means that politics is just
another form ol residual magic in our
culture—a belief that somehow things
come from nothing; that things may be
given to some without first taking them
from others; that all the tools of man's
survival are his by accident or divine
right and not by pure and simple inven
tiveness and work.

Politics has always been the institu
tionalized and established way in which
some men have exercised the power to
live oft the output of other men. But
cven in a world made docile to these
demands, men do not need to live by
devouring other men.

Politics does devour men. A laissez-
faire world would liberate men. And it
is in that sort of liberation that the most
profound revolution of all may be just
beginning 1o stir. It will not happen
overnight, just as the lamps ol rational-
ism were not quickly lighted and have
not vet burned brightly. But it will
happen—because it must happen. Man
can survive In an inclement universe
only through the use of his mind. His
thumbs, his nails, his muscles and his
mysticism will not be enough to keep
him alive without it.

“Making love is all very well, but
does it stimulate the old economy?”
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sommy GOOFED (continued from page 128)

“In his first seven days in power,
Charles de Gaulle . . . displaved precise-
ly the two qualities his critics insisted
that he Tacked—a talent for conciliation
and a mastery ol political maneuver wor-
thy ol a Talleyrand.”

THE VIEW FROM CITY HALL, SEVEN-
MONTHS-BEFORE-WATTS DIVISION

From “Los Angeles Police Department
1964 Annual Report”:

“[In 1964] the detractors of law en-
forcement stepped up their pervading . . .
attempt atmosphere  of
apprechension, predicting that the streets
of this city would also become an arena
in which the civil rights movement would
be sertled.

“. . . The lorecast was ian erroncous
onc. These false prophets lailed 10 con-
sider that many conditions that contrib-
uted to chaos in other cities did not exist

1o create an

in Los Angeles. The Negro population
in this city. the great majority of which
are law abiding and respectiul ol author-
ity, refused to give support 1o those who
would foster a state of anarchy.”

ANOTHER EXAMPLE OF ORSON WELLES'
INABILITY TO REACH THE \ASSES

From “The Thirties: A Time io Re-
member,” edited by Don  Congdon,
Simon & Schuster, 1962:

“. . . Howwrd Koch [the program’s
scriptwriter] telephoned. He was in deep
distress. After three days of slaving on
H. G. Wells' scientific fantasy [The War
of the Worlds], he was ready 1o give up.
Under no ciraimstances, he decared,
could it be made interesting or in
any way credible to modern American
ears.

“[After a rchearsal] Orson . . . was
told . . . that it was not on¢ of our better
shows. . .. It just didn't come off. . . .”

R

“Bad news, Miss Perry, my
wife refuses Lo give me a divorce.”

ALL THE NEWS THAT'S FIT TO PRINT
AND A LITTLE ADVICE ON THE SIDE

From The New York Times, Dec. 10,
1903:

One week before the Wright brothers’
flighe at Kitty Hawk, North Carolina,
the Times had this to say about a rival
experimenter: “We hope that Professor
Langley will not put his substantial great
ness as a scientist in hurther peril by
continuing to waste his time, and the
moncey involved, in further airship experi-
ments. Life is short, and he is capable of
services to humanity incomparably great-
er than can be expected to result from
trving o fly. . . . For students and in-
vestigators of the Langley type there are
more useful employments.”

FORD HAS A BETTER IDEA,
EDISON 1S NOT IMPRESSED

From “My Life and Work,” by Henry
Ford, Doubleday, 1922;

“The Edison Company offered me the
general superintendency of the company,
but only on condition that 1 would give
up my gas engine and devote mysell to
something really useful.”

THE LONE FAGLE LAYS AN EGG
ON GODDARD'S ROCKET EXPERIMENTS

From a letter Charles Lindbergh sent
to Harry Guggenheim in 1934:

“I would much prefer to have Goddard
mterested i real saentific development
than to have him primarily interested
in more spectacular achievements which
are ol less real value”

« « < AND WE HAVEN'T EVEN MENTIONED
THE SERPENTS

Irom a commillee report to Queen
Isabella and King Ferdinand on Colum-
bus® plans to satl west to find a shorter
route to the Indies:

The commitice, headed by Fray Her-
nando de Talavera, reported in 1490
that the comemplated voyage was impos-
sible because:

“(1) A vovage 1o Asia would require
three years. (2) The Western Ocean is
infinite and perhaps unnavigable. (3) If
he reached the Antipodes [the Land on
the other side of the carth from Ewrope],
he could not get back. (4) There are no
Antipodes because the greater part of the
earth is covered with water, and because
Saint Augustine says so. . . . (5) Of the
five zones, only three are habitable. (6)
So many centuries alter the Creation, it is
unlikely that anyone could find hitherto-
unknown lands ol any value.”

THE NAVY IS READY

From a Library of Congress Report on
Erroncous Predictions:

“In 1939 U.S. Rear Admiral Clark
Woodward declared, “As [ar as sinking a
ship with a homb is concerned, you just

can't do 1"



ELYSIAN FIEFLDS

(continued from page 118)
flower exotically in his early vouth. By
the age of 12, he was living on the streets
ol Philadelphia, following a setto with
his Lather. Poppa Dukenfield had smacked
his son with the working cdge of a
shovel, 1o teach the boy not 1o leave
shovels where Pop could oack his shin-
bone on them. Recovering from the blow,
young Whitey. as Ficlds was then called.
wavlrid his Father in the barn. bounced
a packing Gie ofl the paternal head and
walked away forever.

The vear was 1891, and it was fortu-
nate that the bov had already learned o
rea. because he never again siepped
inside a school. Those were not times
when welfare workers. cops and truant
officers ook careful stock of runaways.
Young Ficlds survived without their help,
suffering only token interference from
the law. Mostly. he lived by stealing.

The boy who was to grow into the sell-
proclaimed greatest juggler in the world
already  boasted  lightning  fingers. He
sometimes poached [rom cash registers.
but his special targets were the vegetable
stalls, the [ruit stands and the free-lunch
counters that were picturesgque [eatures
of the period. His technique Tater became
Familiar in his movies—and cost  his
friends both anguish and money on the
goll cowrse. He would look absiractedly
in one direction, while his flving mitts
worked in smother. He later claimed the
only wouble he encountered was with
cottage  cheese.  which  he  sometimes
grabbed in error.

“Messed up my pockets,” he recalled.
and added. “Never cared much for cot-
tage cheese.” Then. as an afterthougha:
“Or cream cheese, either.”

Ficlds never caved very much [or any-
thing closely associated, as cream cheese
is, with Philadelphia. He liked 1o remi-
nisce about it and he went back lor one
visit. But he held the view that his home
town wis suitable only as an alternative
1o some more mmmediare ealinmry.

For instance. in My Little Chickadee,
a posse on the verge ol hanging him asks
it he has anv last request. “Why, ves,
indeed,” Fields savs lrom inside the noose,
“I've always wunted 1o visit Philadel-
phia.” In the 19305, & popular magazine
asked a number ol celebrities w0 com-
pose the cpitaphs they'd like 10 see en-
graved  on  their  ombsiones. Fields®
Ffamous contribution read: I think I'd
rather he in Philly.”

Given these sentiments, it's not aston-
ishing 1hat Ficlds worked like a bindit
to ger out ol town. Jugeling had ciught
his fancy and he praciiced every day,
sometimes for 14 hours i o siretch, He
did this Tor Tour vears, living as a vaga
bond for the first three and wking jobs
from time w time during the towth. He
sold papers, but i a manner heralding

“What in hell gives you the idea that hard-nosed
English theatergoers will spend good money
to see a play about two ltalian teenagers?!”

the Fields 10 come. He'd bawl out such
arresting bits of news as this: “Hermsillo
Brunch named superintendent of P S.
Thirty-Four! Details on page  twenty-
six!™  People were  naturally - curious,
and he did very well. For a time, he
racked balls in a pool parlor. became the
house hustler and picked up the gaudy
mannerisms that he Luer put to use in
various comic routines.

Althouzh nothing about these callings
escaped lus hothouse mind, he could not
sce a luture in them. So he practiced
tossing objects with the madness of a
virtuoso. He himsell recognized the par-
allel, 1 don’t believe.” he sand, “that
Mouwzart, Liszt or Paderewski ever worked
any harder than I did.” When he neared
14. he decided the time for his debut
had come.

As it happened, the bov juggler’s en-
trance into show business hardly present-
ed a radical change of experience: He
had to lie o get the job and steal 10 col-
lect his pay. Scheduled 1o appear in a
church  benehr, he found himsell up
against a deacon who refused o et
lum walk o the house ol God with
his cigar boxes—difheult gear the vouth
had tearnad to jugele. having no money
or more conventional equipment. The
deacon regarded them, however, as an-
cillary tools of Satan. Thinking fast—
one of his survival specialtics—Fields
explained that the boxes were especially
made Tor him and had never contained
cigars. On that specious understanding,
he was allowed 1o do his turn. After the

perlormance, he found the deacon elusive
ind. when finally cornered. vague about
the promised two bits. Assessing the situ-
ation, Fields recalled a pious aphorism he
had heard somewhere o the elteat tha
the Lord helps those who help them-
selves and. Iollowing the advice o the
letter. he walked ot with 31 umbrellas
that had carelessly been checked in the
vestry. He sold his haul 10 a junk dealer,
realizing 51.20. and no doubt drew a
maoril lesson from the experience.

Tlwoughout his hife. Fields wreated all
his cmplovers as il they were deacons.
He relused 1o trust them an inch and. by
judicious sleight ol hand  linked with
well-turned lalsehoods. Libored ceaseless-
ly 10 ger more out of them than they had
maant to pay.

It took him a while. however, to learn
all the ins and outs of sharp practice.
His first regular job, in an Adhintic City
tent show, required him to juggle eight
or ten times a day and to drown on the
side.

Drowning was a [eamure called for by
the boss when he felt the business need.
ad advertising. Young Fields would make
his way some distance into the ocean,
thrash about aud call for help uniil a
lellow emplovee rescued him. A crowd
always gathered for this performance—
which was. afier all. free—and the bark
er would turn the tip (the carnival phrase
for talking the suckers into the tent).

Fields collected a salary for his twin
comributions, but only alter the boss
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chopped out a 35 percent commission or,
as he called it, "agent’s fee.” The boy
concluded from this that agents weren’t
much more trustworthy than deacons. As
an adult, he invarably wied o wrim
their take below the standard theatrical
ten percent.

In the next few vears, Ficlds per-
formed in every ragtag corner of show-
biz. He put on his act, which was still
plain jugeling, in dime muscums and
cheap circuses, and once had second bill-
g to some trained fleas.

Working his way up past these asso-
ciates, the young juggler graduated in-
to road shows—popular 19th Century
mixed bags of melodrama. songs and
sketches. As o rise in theatrical promi-
nence—or in the social scale—it marked
an improvement only by comparison
with the fleas. The mountebanks fea-
tured in these patchwork offerings were a
long way from stardom. One impressive
ingénue Fields used to tell about was
always late coming on stage. “She was
very absent-minded,” he would expliin.
“Kept misplacing her upper pliue.”

Fields himsell once had to wear a anly
wig and take her part as a lovesick maid-
en. Such substinutions were expected of
evervone connected with a road show,
regardless of his specialty, and Ficlds
made a lot of them, sometimes roaring
through three parts at once, playing the
evil banker. the father and the hero,
switching hats and voices, slipping in
and out of beards and, in the process,
getting lots of laughs and liking them.
From this time, he started heading into
comedy. He began by dropping the ob-
jects he was juggling, getting  them
mixed up, almost but not quitc losing all
control and saving everything, to great
appliause. Then he siarted introducing
jokes—most of them stolen. When the
audiences, which at that time weren't too
fussy, took to collapsing in the aisles,
Fields was hooked, and so were they. He
acquired a reputation and, along with it,
bigzer fees.

The waditional summer lavoff hoth-
ered him, though, for his acquisitive in-
stincts worked full time; and in order o
appease them during the dog months, he
ook engagements overseas.

In the course ol the lollowing decade,
Ficlds managed to visit most ol the coun-
tries of the world. relying on his panto-
mime and silent juggling where English
wasn’'t understood and developing his ver-
bal stvle where it was. He appeared in a
tramp’s outhit and Europeans. long famil-
iar with every form of charlatanry, took
him up with joy. Ficlds rapidly climbed
to the status of a headliner, with salaries
to match.

There were occasional minor sethacks.
He landed in Madrid at the close of the
Spanish-American. War, and loctl  re-
sentment forced him to appear as an
Englishman. Delighted, Fields chose to
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S. B., under which name he also, natural-
Iy, opened a bank account. In this in-
stance, it was mandatory: Inflation had
forced him to accept his pay in a bushel-
sized canasta of small coins. Fields wigged
and shoved it to his room, where he
guarded it nervously until the morning,
when he could make his deposit.

Pushing on, in due course, to South
Africa, he arrived in Johannesburg just
in time to catch the Boer War, with a
curfew clamped down and the theaters
closed. Waiting for things to ool off,
Fields drank with a couple of American
cowhands who were, respeatively, trving
to sell a string of ponies 10 the combat-
ants and looking 1o et into the brawl
“on cither side, it don’t matter.” The
first of these saddle tramps was Will
Rogers, who later shared billing with
Ficlds in the Follies: and the other was
Tom Mix, whom Ficlds forever after-
ward defended as “no damn lace-panis
hero but the real thing. That boy was
tough.”

Sandwiched conveniently between these
large conflicts was 2 small one of his own
that Fields managed to start. “On or
about the eighth day of April 1900, as
attorneys later agreed to word it, Fields
married Harriet Hughes, a dancer who,
it appears, had litle sense of humor.
Among the former Miss Hughes' almost
immediate complaints about her spouse
was one regarding Fields™ habit of eat-
ing his meals with a boule balanced on
his head. It scems a harmless manner-
ism for a juggler, but somchow it irked
her. The couple stayed 1ogether only
long enough to have a son, named for
his father. Since Mrs. Fields was a Catho-
lic, they never divorced—a arcumstance
that, almost a half century later, brought
gricf to several people who had really
cared lor the comic and had nursed him
through a decade of ill-health.

Climbing the ladder of [ame, Fields
also picked up social standing. In all
likelihood, he was the first man since the
more tattered conies of the wild Prince
Hal—Shakespearean version—to enter an
English royal palace by the [ront gate
wearing patched pants, a greasy vest, over-
sized shoes, no collar or tie and a bat-
tered secondhand hat. It was the tramp
costume he sported in his act, and he
wore it at the special request of the king
of England, then Edward VII The foot-
man who accepted Ficlds' card had heen
forewarned  and ook it with British
aplomb. Not so two mastifls who were
snifling about: Reacting like every other
dog who cver got the comic in his line
ol vision, they took after him with bired
teeth. Fortunately, his Majesty was near-
by and the dogs were caught and chained
up by royal command before they had
worked any noticeable damage 1o Fields
or to his attire. For the rest of his visit,
the comedian had a fine time, telling

stories, juggling the king's cigars and
mixing it up with the peerage of Merry
England. He did notice that a couple of
lords and a bishop shifted their pocket
watches at his approach, but he ook it
as a tribute to his getup. The rest of
the company Liughed and caried on like
any other aowd when Fields was in
good form, and the king was profuse
in his praise. Therealter, Fields referred
to him as Ed and made 1t known that, as
far as he was concerned, the king was a
real prince.

Encouraged by receptions of this kind,
Ficlds cluborated the comedy side of his
program. He worked ourt a billiard rou-
tine featuring a cue that looked as if it
had lost its starch in the laundry or had
been shaped o lollow a mup ol the Ohio
river. Sighting along this tortured pole,
Tields would let his [ace sugzest an ex-
pert pool plaver's estimate that the cue
was not exactly straight. Then he would
line up his shot for a minute or so and
interrupt himsell 1o shift the chalk to a
new position, just one inch to its left.

The success ol these and similar luna-
cies led Fields to try something like them
with a goll act. It got him out of the
tramp costume and into an outrageous
pwrody of links [ashions, including
threc-toned shoes and a tam-o’shanter
only a trifle smaller and less gaudy than
a hooked rug. His equipment included,
besides a full set of clubs, a garden hoe,
a shotgun, a buggy whip, a polo mallet
and a set of surveying instruments. The
use to which he put these unofficially
recognized aids 1o the game had audi-
cnces screaming with laughter. Just for a
start, he gave the customers 1o under-
stand that the whip was for use on the
caddic, in case Fields missed his shot.

The word that there existed a first-
dass rowdy not on his payroll eventually
reached Flo Ziegleld, the honored impre-
sario of the Follies, Broadway’s most suc-
cesslul theatrical atraction. Ziegfeld had
no sense of humor and hated comedians,
whom he thought of as an intrusion on
his specialty, which was presenting audi-
cnces with beautiful girls encumbered by
as few clothes as possible. As a showman,
however, he undersiood that audiences
had a feeble-minded fondness lor clowns
and that, in any case, there had w0 be
something on  stage while the girls
changed their headdresses.

In keeping with this reluctant policy,
Zicgleld hired all the leading zanies of
the day, including Bert Williams, Ed
Wynn, Fanny Brice, Eddie Canior and
Will Rogers, who had given up selling
mustangs to forcigners for the more lu-
crative life of a wickrope artist and
monologist. Ficlds joined this aew of
comics in 1915 and, after quickly estab-
lishing his eminence with both the critics
and the public, played in every edition
of the Follies through 1921.

Once acknowledged as a star, Fields
began collecting pay checks amounting




“Now, there’s an exhibitionist’s exhibitionist!”
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to several thousand dollars a week, and
he risked taking on some of the wrap-
pings. as well as the air—which he had
always assumed—ol & man who has ar-
rived. He moved into a mansion on
Long Island. complete with a swimming
pool he didn’t use and @ vennis court he
did. and he commuted 10 and Trom these
butlered premises in a seven-seit custom-
built Cadillac. accompanied by his valet.

The valet didn't exactly it in with all
this splendor. He was a midget Fields
had hired on purpose 10 get mad at. The
comedian enjoved losing his temper, and
the midget, whose name was William
Blanche, gave him a lot of opportunities,
being both willing and slow-witted, a
sure-fire combination for driving Fields
mio a lury. Il the master sent him out
o get a tarkey leg, the midget would
spend hours looking for a turkey egp.
One evening, he came in Irom such an
arind with snow piled on his hat and
shoulders.

“Been snowing, has it?" asked his em
ployer.

I don’t know,” Blanche answered. *1
didn’c notice.”

Ficlds fired him on 1he spot. as he did
about awice weekly, this time on the
grounds that Blanche was “dangerously
unobservant.” He velented, as usual, but
he had made a discovery. "It's selfish of
me o hog vour incomperence,” he told
the midger. "I want 10 share you with
the public.” He put Blanche in his goll
act as the caddie.

When the Follies went on the road. it
was Fields' custom to travel with three
runks. one ol them packed with what he
called “strong waters.” As Prohibition
loomed closer. he gradually realized tha
two trunks ol clothes and props were
superfluous, and he wrned one of those
o a second cellar. This two-to-one ra-
tio between his wet and dry goods struck
him as satisfactory and he aveled with
the rig for vears.

Fields nurtured what was 10 become
the recognized monarch ol show-business
thirsts. Only the Late Fars Waller and the
present tideholder. Joe E. Lewis. were
in real contention for the crown, In his
carly days, Fields had dabbled in exotic
sauces but, in tme, had preuy well set-
tled o what he then called a martini: a
long pull from a gin boutle, followed by
i short one Irom a Hask ol vermouth. As
he rose in the world. he began mixing
the ingrediems belove wing, like every-
one ¢lse. and he would breaklast on a
double, keeping up this pace throughout
the day. He auributed  health-giving
properties to the cocktail. "I Falstalf
had stuck 1o martinis,” he would mutter,
“he'd be with us today.”

The comic also had the opporiunity,
in his years with Ziegield, 1o play around
with some of the most beautiful women
ol his time. and so he did—in i semi-
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life. Fields showed a preference for the
domestic illiance i which the liule lady
works happily in the kitchen and does
not encourage her mate o fritter away
his moncy on the night-club circuit. Sur-
prisingly, he managed to convince not a
few of the litde tangerines. as he spoke
of them, that this was, for them, a salu-
tary arrangement. Bessie Poole, one of
the more wresting of Zicgleld's soddess-
es. lived with him for several vears on
this basis. and her son is widely acknowl-
edged to be Fields'.

His success in domesticating his lady-
lviends is a convincing tribute 10 the
comedian’s persuasive powers. He  was
especially fond of @ girl who, when
grieved or put our, tended 10 lock her-
sell in the bathroom and sing selections
Irom grand opera—an art lorm Fields
particularly despised—auntil the master ol
the house capitulated. On one such occa-
sion, Fields avempted 1o retalinte by
burning  newspapers and  blowing  1he
smoke under the door: but his inamorata
held out and her tormentor had 1o give
up. “Woman's got guts.” he conceded.

Ficlds wis often willing to give oredit
when it was due o woman. His attitude
toward them was courtly. in the highest
Victorian manner—t least unul he got
to know them well. He onee introduced
Grady o a dawe who happened 1o be
pulhng, with nonchalance, o Loge black
cigar. The agent Later made some pointed
remanks about the young woman's smok-
ing habits.

“The givl has class.”” Ficlds reproved
him, with some asperity. “That heater
cost a1 dollar.”

But Fields was as wary ol sex as he
was about evervthing else. His sexual
caution dated from the time he atended
a im on venereal disease under the im-
pression that he was going to be shown
some maked women. Fields woke o his
mistake along about reel three, and it
Jured him, “The professor accompanied
the picture with themes [rom Tchaikov-
sky.” he recalled in later vears. “From
then on, 1 could never hear Swan Lake
without wanting 1o take a Wassermann.”

The comedian's association with the
Follies came to an end in 1921, when he
wis Jured by one ol Ziegleld's competi-
tors. George White. into  joining his
Seandals. Uncle Claude, however. was
already looking Tor new arveas in which
to practice his now well-polished arts;
and alter o year with White. he moved
into musical comedy. The success ol
Poppy. in 1924, established Fields as an
actor. And i jelled the character towanrd
which he had been struggling. As Fustace
McGargle, a petty con man and wravel-
ing grilter, he managed to ereate one of
the classic roles of the American theater.
He never again driflted very Tar from the
part,

Poppy was more than a hit; it was
perhaps the fust musical comedy bought

for the screen. The faa that there was
yet no sound wrack did not deter Para-
mount Irom making the venture; and
the studio assigned the direaion o the
father of the American movie himself:
D, W, Grifhth. For some obscure reason,
Poppy was renamed Sally of the Sawedust
and, under that title, it proved a satisfy-
ing boff. one that Ficlds easily walked
away with.

On the strength of that wiumph,
Fields was invited to contribute further
to the art of the motion piciure. in the
form ol tworeel comedies. Fields ap-
proachad this new venture as he had
evervihing else in life: with an air of
cautious contempt. He arrived for his
first day’s work wearing a clip-iin mus-
tache and a look that nicely blended
disdain and defiance. The neophyte film
player adopted the attitude that no one
already involved in 1the movie business
knew beans about ir. Admirttedly, there
was some substance to his  prejudice.
The producer ol his first shorts. for
instance. was a writer who had  been
hired, he thought. 1o cdit Cosmopolitan
magazine, amd who then discovered that,
in Jact, William Rindolph Hearst had
taken him on to run his newly acquired
film studio. The situation was fairly tvp-
ical ol those prevalent in the industry
during thar experimental period. Fields
discovered the truism immedintely and
didn’t give it much rest. The presence of
Uncle Willic on the set was a good bet 10
shake loose whatever small wits a direc-
tor might have salvaged from o lormer
Tife. If asked 1o do some juggling, Ficlds
would squawk that he was an actor and
that if any juggling were requived, there
would have 1o be a stiff upward revision
m the salary clause of his contract. The
moment that the management had con-
ceded 1he point and had changed the
prepared saript accordingly, Undle Willice
would complain that he was not being
allowed 1o do his specialiy—juggling.
Whenever the eve of ambority wandered
from him for an instant. Fields would
alter the scenario to inchude 2 pool-hall
scene or a tennis match, cither ol which
would give him a dianae 10 keep o doscn
balls in the air at once.

In spite of Fields' intvansigency. the
studio rapidly pushed him into features.
Possibly. the bosses hoped 1the move
might sober their prima donuna. If so,
they were to be disappointed. With more
room 10 work. Fields besan o revise
the stories o incdude his Ziegleld acs
in toto. The first ilm in which he made
known this aristic quirk was a vather
wistlul tale—typically Hollywood though
shot on Long Island—bout a princess
visiting a small American town. Gregory
La Cava was the director and, on the
third day of producion, he arrived at
the studio to find the crew shooting what
looked like a series of small baulefield
explosions. “What the hell's going on
herez” he shouted, and Fields'  head




appeared in the vicinity ol the explosions.
“Getting a good start.” he brayed. “We're
shooting my goll act.” And he went back
to knocking up divots, La Cava drew a
long breath, told the crew to take five
and carelully explained to his star that
there was neither room nor reason in
the story Tor a goll act. Fields narrowed
his eyes. "Why not?” he asked. When
reminded that the picture was about a
princess. he solved the difficulty with dis-
patch. “She can play the caddie,” he
decided.

Apparenuly nonplused by Fields” per-
sistently bizarre approach to moviemak-
ing, the studio decided not to renew his
contract. Unemploved but undaunted,
Fields retired to a favorite haunt—the
goll course—while his agent tried to find
him work. It came in the form of an offer
from Earl Carroll, an ex-Ziegleld hooler
who had moved on to compete with his
lormer boss. Carroll was prepared to ante
up the then-staggering sum of 56500 if
Ficlds would star in his Fanities—but
the unflappable Fields held out until
Carroll had agreed to remove his own
name from the marquee, substituting
that of his star.

The two went on to a successful collab-
orition, but Fields was nursing a con-
viction that contradicted the opinion of
the two men who had invented the cine-
ma. The Lumiére brothers didn’t think
their brain child had a future. Uncle
Willie not only suspected it was around
to stay but he believed he might go places
with it. The feeling jelled around the
close of the Twenties, when the medium
took the important step of learning to
speak. Listening to the gravelly sound
tracks of the period, Fields decided that
they ideally suited his own raucous style.
Accordingly, he cashed in a portion of his
East Coast accounts, packed a car with
props and potables and said farewell
forever to New York and the theater.
He was carrying $350,000 in $1000 bills.

In spite ol the normal expenses of
crossing the coumtry, Uncle Willie still
felt reasonably flush as he approached
the hills of Hollywood. He stopped at a
gas station on the outskirts, changed into
what he felt was suitable attire for a
man about to take over the capital of
movieland and had himself directed to
the best hotel in town. Finding it o be
appropriately elegant, he marched to
the desk and asked for the bridal suite.
He was wearing a cutaway, striped trou-
sers and a high silk hat, and carried a
gold-headed cane, but he didn't sirike
the clerk as a newlywed. For one thing,
he lacked what is widely considered to
be the essential ingredient. The clerk
tactfully pointed out the lack and asked
Fields when the bride might be expected.

“I'm planning to pick one up in
town,” Fields said, grandly. In spite of
this display of good will, he didn't get

the suite and, shortlv after. rented a
house on Toluca Lake. where he imme-
diately became engaged in a feud with a
swan,

Fields was never on easy social terms
with the animal kingdom. Dogs plagued
him; perhaps they recognized the former
tramp inside the fancy shirts and resented
the cffrontery. During his circus period,
Fields had been briefly engaged as water-
boy to a troop of elephants. The beasts
harassed him out of the job, tripping him,
bumping him and blowing water in his
face. When they finally perfected a trick
they had been working on without the
trainer’s help and trapped the bucket han-
dler between their flanks, Fields quit.
He got back at them by forgetting to
leave the lid on a box of mice he’d been
collecting, he said. lor juggling purposes.

One of the swans at Toluca Liake—
possibly resentful of the competition
offered by the comedian’s splendor—
attacked Fields the moment it laid eves
on him. Uncle Willie promptly bought
a canoe and spent a good part ol the
next 18 months chasing alter his aquatic
neighbor, armed with a popular golf club
of the period called a mashie niblick.
After one particularly exhausting pursuit
around the lake, Fields dozed off in the
canoe. Seizing the advantage, his antago-
nist sneaked up Irom behind and gave
the sleeping nimrod a hearty nip. Fields
later grumbled: *“The miscreant [owl
broke all the rules ol civilized warfare.”

In spite of practice and persistence,
Fields never did crown the swan; but it
wits fortunate for him that the bird
occupied so much of his time, because
he was having difficulties getting started
in the industry. The word had preceded
Fields that he was not exactly the kind
of do-as-you're-told hireling favored by
the sultans of the film center. Growing
concerned about his [uture, the comic
went to the extreme of oftering 1o work
for a golfing buddy, Mack Sennctt, as a
gagwriter—without pay. Sennett. it ap-
peared, had been thinking along the
same track, with a view to adding the
Presence to a stable that already included
such luminaries as Charlie Chaplin (who
once plaved seventh fiddle to headliner
Fields in the Parisian Folies-Bergére, and
whom Fields once described as “a god-
damn ballet dancer”), Fatty Arbuckle,
Gloria Swanson and, of course, the Key-
stone Cops. Sennett gave Fields an ap-
pointment and, when the comic arrived,
sugpested that he might also do a little
acting.

Fields, who had entered Sennett's
office looking, for once in his life, hum-
ble and helpful, did a take. clutched his
hat and murmured vaguely: “Act, eh?
... Well, in that case, we'd better talk
salary.”

The results of the talk put him to
work at $5000 a weck and guarantced
him, by contract, a number of perqui-
sites and [ringe benefits that did leave
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“But Gladys, the judge promised that the children
could spend their vacation with me.”
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Senneit in charge ol his own studio—
but just barely.

The association was artistically suc
cessful but otherwise stormy. Fields never
took kindly to anyone clse’s ideas of
what was funny: and the fact that Sen-
nett had earned millions by making
millions laugh cut no ice with the ex—
juggler and  Ziegfeld star. Fortunaicly,
Sennett was patient, good-natured and
potentially as guileful as Fields him-
self, though in a solter way. Sennett got
around their differences with a simple
ruse. He would mention a gag he had
in mind and then listen carelully while
Ficlds told him, in meticulous and
graphic detail, how lousy the idea was
and what he could do with it. Sennett
would nod judicial agreement and drop
the subject. In a week or ten days, he
would casually approach his terrible-
tempercd comic and say, “Bill, I've been
thinking we might be able to do that
gag vou mentioned, after all, the one
about the barber and the bearded lady.”

“Glad you've come to your senses,”
Ficlds would answer, with regal conde-
scension. “Great gag. Used 1o do it in
the Follies.”

Although the point got settled in this
manner cach time it came up, the wo
laughmasters would squabble for hours
about comic theory. Sennett plaved the
philosopher, arguing that comedy had to
be put together like a fine Swiss watch,
and Fields would infuriate lim by an-
swering, “"Hogwash!™ or “What do you
know about comedy. vou jobbernowl?”
Or he would simply emit a loud Bronx
cheer.

Whichever one was right, they man-
aged o urn out seven works together,
mcluding some of Fields' finest efforts.
One of these—The Fatal Glass of Beer
—certainly seems 1o hack his view that
comedy, unlike jugpling. doesn’t need
hairline construction 10 come off. It
consists almost entirely of Fields re-
peatedly opening a door. getting belied
in the face with bucketfuls of paper
snow and  bellowing. © T aint a f
night out for man nor beast!” In the in-
tervals between the onslaughts, Fields
winders around his cabin—presumably
located somewhere in the North country
—humming and mumbling wordlessly 1o
himsell. Qualified critics consider this
bit of idiocy to be among the finest
two-reel comedies ever put together—
with or withour precision movement. To
this day, viewers of it tend o collapse in
helpless laughter.

Life for comics on the Senneu lot was,
on the whole, more strenuous than this
example suggests. Aside from shoving
pies into one another’s faces, they were
expected to leap from high buildings,
fall oft moving trams, wrestle with bears
and  drive fire engines into  concrete

walls. In the course ol one such exercise.
a truck backed into Fields and broke his
neck.

Shifted into a hospital. the comedian
did not prove to be an ideal patient.
His cronies smuggled in the necessary
liquids, and belore the week was our, the
injured man had driven his wheelchair
down a flight ol swirs, fracturing his
coccyx. Typically, he felt he had been
had.

“I went in broken at one end and
they treated me by breaking the other,”
he complained, loudly. When it came
time to dismiss Inm, the stafl watched
him leave with exhausted but joviul
satisfaction. Fields was equally relieved.
“Beds are dangerous,” he  expliained.
“More people die in bed than anvwhere
else.” And after mulling over the remark
to drain it of all s profunditics, ke
added: “Or are born there, for that
matter.”

Though he now earned a pay check
of 5260000 a vear, Uncle Cluude wasn't
getting caveless. His grip on his wallet
remained as hearty as ever. Solvency
on even so substantial a scale did not
induce in him any foolhirdy distribu-
tions of largess. Fields was still working
for Sennett when Paramount tempted
him with a better offer—which. however,
he kept to himself. Of course, Sennett
heard about the lure and. with their firm
contract in hand. let his star sweat
awhile, lor the pleasure of witching him
dream up new and wilder complaings
about the siudio: It had become, it
seemed. inadequate, ill.equipped, staffed
with incompetent plebeians, and was lo-
cted in the wrong part of Hollvwood.,

Alter o few weeks of these bootless
attempts to get himsell fired, Fields was
nuking  lide  miscrable  lor  cvervone
around hmm, and the genial Sennete,
having had his Linghs, cheertully ler him
oft the hook. Ficlds. much relieved, shot
over to his new place of work and
joined the cst ol If I Had a Alillion, a
picture starring practically everyone in
Hollywood, from Charles Laughton 1o
George Rl It was o smash, and Fields'
portion—a scquence that he wrote him-
sell and that involved about 30 auwomo-
bile wrecks—was widely considered the
high point of a somewhat untidy seript.

Fields” next full-length effort was In-
ternational House, a hlm in which he
shared billing with Rudy Vallee. the pre-
Bing Crosby champion ol crooners, and
with Peggy Hopkins Joyce, something of
a champion hersell. though in less public
pastures. On the strength of this picture,
the comedian got a long-term contract
put together during lengihy bargaining
sessions  through  which  Fields  mostly
whistled, looked out the window and
relused to budge. As was standard in his
case, it gave him just about cvervihing
he asked for. though, in one mijor con-

cession on the comic’s part, Paramount’s
owners got to keep their titles.

Fields was st for the next eight years,
during which time he made around a
dozen films for Parimount, mcluding
Six of a Kind, It's a Gift, Million Dollar
Legs, a remake of Poppy (under its own
name), AMississippt (with Bing Crosby),
The Man on the Fiying Trapeze and The
Big Broadcast of 1938,

Dur this period, Paramount also
lent him to MGM, so that he could play
Micawber in David Copperfield. Fields
had a special respect for Dickens, whose
works he lhad  read  several  times
through, and he was persuaded to speak
the lines as composed by an artisan he
conceived to be in his own dlass. For any
creative light of lesser stture, however,
he reserved his normal atitade of scorn-
ful hauteur. Producers rapidly discov-
ered thar the Fields portion ol any work
in progress—il it was 1o progress at
all—was best left 10 1he comedian’s in-
spiration.  Studio  policy is  normally
against amprovisation by the plavers. In
Uncle Willic's case, though, a different
line prevailed, one that presaged  the
neo-Stanislivsky - method  of Liter  per-
formers.

Uncle Claude’s memory was phenome-
nal when he had reason 1o recollect, in
its fine detauls. an injury done 1o him 40
years before. When it came to remem-
bering words and business devised for
him by hacks. however, his capacity for
total recall deserted him. Confronted by
the Ficldsian memory bliunk. a director
would give way to despair.

“Ye zodst BiL” the afllicied  man
would wail, “we've got 1o get this scene
in the can belore noon!™

Fields would nod with evident sympa-
thy. “Well, let’s go ahead,” he'd say. “T'll
think of something.”

And he generally did think ol some-
thing. Not all of it. of course, could be
cassed with the masterpicees of world
literature, but he almost always concocted
improvisations considerably sharper than
what the dialogists had dreamed up.

Some ol 1he Fields trowvailles are not
readily comprehensible out ol context,
but his manner covies them. During the
remake of Poppy, for instance, he be-
cime cnamorad ol the phrase “Pardon
my redundancy,” and he manmaged 1o
tack 1, with absolute irvclevance and a
tip of his hat, 10 the end of every third
speech  throughout the picture.  Audi-
ences had no notion why the line kept
popping up. but they loved it

Fields delighted in archaic words and
recherch¢ phrases, and he wove them
richly into his personality, both in and
out ol character: modicum, remonstrie,
domicile, jobbernowl, lurbelow, reiter-
ate, posy, shift expander, smidgen, hall a
mo’, strong waters, a modest repast. He
constructed his conversation around ex-
pressions such as these and he fined them
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with  comfortable assurance into his
»reen ((Illllll{.‘lllill"it’s.

Unctuous vowels and the more sibi-
Lint, rolling and buttery consonants es-
pecially charmed him. No matter what
Lancilul tale he claborated, it invariably
took place in some such spot as Homo-
sassit or Punxsutawney, or Woonsocket,
or Cucamonga. He assigned his adven-
tures to such localities in part, perhaps,
10 matke the story difhcult to check on.
He once told Gene Fowler of some out-
landish hazard that had befallen him,
he said. in “Denver; Denver. Colorado.”

“Really? What part of Denver, Bill?”
Fowler asked politely. TFields  immedi-
ately realized that Fowler had been born
and raised in Denver.

“T just rvemembered,” he said. It
wasn't Denver. It was in Onalaska; Ona-
Laska, Washington.”

According 1o Fowler, Fields had never
been there, either.

Bur, if nawril cauvon led him 1o
pick unfrequented purlieus as the loca-
tions of his more dubiocus exploits, he
went out of his way to choose those with
the oleaginous sonority that gave him
pleasure. He collected oddball names as
others collect postage stamps: and many
ol his showpieces had belonged to people
he had koown inm his past. A man
named Muckle had been a dour ac-
quaintance ol Fields' childhood, and he
put a Mr. Muckle into 1t's a Gift. Ches-
ter Snmavely, an example he frequently
called upon, had been an undertaker he
once met. When his repository  failed
him, he called on invention. Among the
more outlandishly dubbed characters in
his films are OQOuliotta Hemoglobin,
Egbert Sousé¢ and A, Pismo Clam. He
sometimes signed his mail with the nom
de plume Ampico ]. Steinway or. more
modestly, Father Favania Fields. And the
hilms he composed in their entirety are
aredited 10 such gaudy surrogates as Otis
Criblecoblis (a bartender who therealier
went about climing he was Fields' col-
Liborator), Mahatma Kane  Jeeves (de-
vised by Tields 10 [oil the bariender)
and Charles Bogle (lor no reason save
that he liked its hine ol incompetence).

The rich profanity of his daily speech
was among the lew personal characier-
istics that Fields couldn’t wansler un-
altered 1o the screen. He dodged the
censors, however, by crving expletives
out ol such otherwise innocuous expres-
sions as “Godlrey Daniel!,” “Suffering
Sciatica!”™ and “Mother ol Pear]l!” One
he saved for moments ol great stress, such
as when a lviend had fallen out a win-
dow. was “Drac!”

Ficlds also delighted in creating pet
names for his leading ladies, most of
whom played termagant parts to which
the endearments were monumentally
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were My dove,” "My glowworm”™ and
“My litde Tuzzywishwash.” He showered
the hrst two terms on the likes of Ali-
son Skipworth, Cora Witherspoon and
Margaret Dumont. The last he coined
lor Mae West, with whom he wrote and
made My Little Chickadee. The stifiness
that arises between two strong personali-
ties was probably not cased 1o any real
extent by the offscreen version of the
blindishment bestowed by Fields on his
costar. He called her “My litde brood
muare.

On the set, the people in charge of
production wok the brunt of Ficlds'
churlish clamor. With the casts, he was a
good deal more reasonable—feeling, no
doubt, that he had the advantage over
any player he came up against. But he
brooked no trespassers on center stage;
and with Mae West, he felt called upon
to roll out his big guns. The Ficlds
concept ol chivalry prevented him from
doing it himself, but he bribed the prop
men o harass his leading lady by asking
her vepeatedly, “Show us vour tits, Mae.”

Miss West's reaction to these shenani-
gans was succinct. "Bill's cute,” she said.
“Too damn cute.”

When Fields [elt his pre-eminence
challenged. he didn’t fool around, but
statchad  the most  direct means  of
squelching the comperition. On stage, he
once discovered Ed Wynn catching flies
(re, distracung the auwdience's  atien-
tion) during his  billiard  act  and
promptly  coldcocked the Perfect Fool
with the butt end of his cue—to the
hilarity of the audience, which ook it as
part ol the shtick.

The age or status ol the competition
didn’t give Ficlds a moment's pause. He
considered babies, those notorious scene
stealers, particularly underhanded, and he
took strong measures to keep them off
balance. In the course of several pictures
in which he was teamed with an inlant
described by Fields as “a baby: savs his
name’s LeRoy,” the older st laced the
youngsier's orange juice with a liberal
slug ol gin. As the swill, induding a
trained nurse, wtied o e the goggle-
eved youngster going for the next scene,
Fields sat in the background, alternately
shouting “Walk him around! Walk him
around!” and advising  bystanders that
“The kid’'s no trouper.”

Baby LeRov was, in fact, an earnest
trouper who crawled about happily on
his assigned  job: bur the  child’s be-
nign placidity inluriated Fields, who did
evervthing he could o shake his rival's
composure. Thus, when the script ol
The Old Fashioned Way called for him
to catch LeRov unawares and give him a
light boot on the bottom. Fields took
the opportunity 10 place-kick the tot 17
feet across a room, LeRoy was reported
1o have bheen more puzzled than hurt,

and the scene. besides seiting a minor
punting record, proved to be ine cinema.

Fields” jealousy of LeRoy was both
unreciprocated and misplaced. Though
the chikd had charm, no one really
shared 1he screen when Fields was on it
The comedian must have come to real-
ize this. because, when LeRoy's option
came due. Fields deliberately wrote him
mto another film, o make certain that
the studio would keep the child on its
payroll.

His paradoxical handling of LcRov
reflects Fields' atdude toward all chil-
dren. In general, he wreated them with
odium, not 1o say loathing. When asked
by a reporter how he liked children,
Fields answered with a line that
since become classic: “Parboiled.” And,
as Coreyv Ford relaes 11, Fields one day
waxed nostalgic about his own child-
hood, reminiscing in particular about his
job as the circus elephants’ waterboy.
“All day long, 1 would trudee back and
forth, staggering under the weight of the
burdensome  receptacles. tll my  arms
were numb. Then and there, T made a
vow that, if T ever succeeded in life, 1
would donate a sum ol money to help
some other litle tot like mysell, who had
to lug water all day. Well, fate proved
kind to me; I was blessed with more
than my share ol life’s riches, and one
day I thought of the money I'd vowed
to give that poor little tot lugging
water.” His eves navrowing, Fields add-
ed: “And then I had a second thought:
Fuck him.”

Despite this candid admission, it was
found alter his death that Uncle Claude
had left the largest part ol his fortune
to found an orphans’ home. with the
proviso that it teach no religion of any
kind. (Although bequests with similar
conditions have been honored in Ameri-
ca—as in the case ol Girard College in
Philadelphia, which  Fields may have
bad in mind—the children never got
their orphanage. with or without chapel
service.  Fields' and  lawyer  son
sprang from the past to contest the will.
The result was that nothing that Fields
requested in his testament was ever done.
His wish to be ecremated was siruck down.
His bequests 1o those who had tended
him. loved him and put up with his un-
predictable nature during the last decade
of his lite were all blocked. The Faithiul
ones were even bairred Irom the funeral,
a ceremony Fields had particularly re-
quested he omitted.)

has

wile

As with children, Fields was of two
minds about Hollywood, amd he treated
the  place  with  restrained  tolerance.
Writer-producer Nunnally Johnson once
asked him—in regard to his drinking
—il he ever pot the d.us. Fields respond-
ed earnestly: I don’t know. It's hard
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1o 1ell where Hollywood ends and the
s begin.” He liked the California chi-
mate. but he lele that the industry would
be improved il its leading dodpolls were
replaced with othcially certified lunatics.
A man he'd spouted, whose head was
only a shade Loger than a small sobiball,
mpressed him grealy. “With o noggin
that size.” he observed, awe-struck, “that
fellow ought 10 own this town.” He hired
the man o appear in his movies.

Fields' treatment ol Hollywood's retard-
ed moguls reflecied his scorn. He resolute-
ly Tought agrecing with any order coming
to him from on high. His fese majesty,
or total disregard for the exalted, had a
grandeur of its own. At that period. the
biggest man in the business was Louis B.
Maver, the head ol MGAM. Fields came
under his acgis while working in Dawid
Copperfield. Hallway through the shoot-
ing, Uncle Willie decided, as he olten
did at similar moments in other pictures.
that he was working lor slave wages.
Following his established plan lor bring-
ing power blocs 1o heel, he stoppead
going to work and left strict orders with
his entourage that he was not 1o be
disturbed.

For three studdio  emissaries
knocked vainly ar his door. until, hnally.
the big boss himsell ook things in hand
and called at the comic’s bastion. The
Maver mien overwhelmed Fields™ secre-
tary and she went upstairs. where the
holdout was entertaining some cronies at
cards.

“Mr. Fields.” she said, with a tremor
in her voice, I know what you told me,
but My, Maver himsell is downstairs and
would like 1o speak with you.”

Fields didn’t bother 1o turn [rom the
game. Instead, he waved a Linguid hand.

“Give him an evasive answer.” he said
over his shoulder. “Tell him to go Tuck
himsell.”

Symbols ol authority that turn lesser
men into quaking masses held Fields in
no such thrall. He ok the view that
anyone in uniflorm was his employee and
damn well better get aracking. Gene Fow-
ler vecalled retwming from John Barry-
more’s [uneral in an open touring car
belonging 1o Fields. The comedian had
cannily stocked his convevance with lig-
uid comforters, which he shook up and
dispensed with no regind whatever o
state vegulations against drinking in au-
tomobiles, open or otherwise. The Taw
crught up with them in the form ol two
cops, who drew alongside. climbed out of
their armiser and  demanded 10 know
what the hell was happening.

“Ah, the constabulary.” Fields replied,
hoisting his glass. “I'm sorvy, gentlemen,
but we've got onlv enough lor owr-
selves.”” Then he poked the chanffeur.
“Drive on,” he said. The chauflfeur did
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196 and the cops, stunned by this jaw-drop-

ping display ol offhandedness. watched
them go.

In sharp contrast 1o his delt handling
of public ofhcials. Fields had nothing but
trouble with his personal stafl. Bending
to the inexorable laws of prosperity, Un-
cle Williec had put together a sizable
household of servants. but they brought
him no sense ol security. Rather. the
contrary.  The help, he became  con-
vinced. was a giant cabal to defraud him,
and  he  implemented  countermeasures
against any possible hanky-panky. He
had an intercommunications svstem in-
stalled i the house. ostensibly 1o call for
more ice but. in reality. designed 10
cavesdrop on the conspiracy.

When his listening  device [ailed o
produce any evidence more conclusive
than a slight rise in the price of peas.
Uncle Claude grew even more suspicious.
The enemy, he concluded, was clamming
up on purpose, to conceal its plans, and
he struck back with vigor. He told the
cook, privately, that  the butler  was
spreading  scandal  about  her mother.
Then he wold the butler that the cook
had accused him ol stealing. He vevealed
to the chaufleur that the cook and the
butler had been conspiring to have him
lived. Tt is possible that Fields had stunn-
bled onto Machiavelli's advice that 10
rule effectively, one must divide the op-
paosition. In any case, he considered that,
as one ol his hiographers, Robert Lewis
Taylor, has put it. “His house was in
perfect running order . .. when his serv-
ants had quit speaking o one another.”

Fields seldom bothered 1o suborn the

maids, since  they  never long
cnough to join the plot against him. Bin
the average butler hardly las much

longer. One of these managed a slightly
longer run than the rest. unal Fields got
the idea that the major-domo harbored a
scheme to poison the master. From then
on. Uncle Claude insisted that his man
taste each dish as he served it in the
manner ol slaves kept for that purpose
by Romuan emperors. The butler vesent-
ed dis and and a series of
sqquabbles ensued. at the close of which
Fields was observed chasing the poisoner
Ivom his property at the point of a large
and ancient horse pistol, which he kept
around the house, as he said, “to foil
intruders.” The man apparently escaped
unpunctured, bue Fields later boasted that
he had “winged him as he crossed the
wall.”

Another of Fields temporary butlers
rned owr 10 be a weight lilier and
acrobat whose Tace and build caused him
to be known in the Fields houschold as
the Gorilla. The Gorilla gave further
substance to the nickname by putting up
a trapeze in the master’s garage. where
he could practice on it in his of-hours,
The Gonilla made a lousy butler—apart
[rom not looking like the conventional

said  so.

occupant ol such a position—but Uncle
Willie, with an cye on the muscles, was
not overeager to fire him. With practiced
duplicity, however, the reluctant employ
er found a way out and. one dav. when
the Gorilla hit the top of a swing on his
trapeze, the ropes broke and he [ell to
the concrete Hoor, severely put out. He
couldn’t prove anything. but, in the in-
terest ol his general healih, he quit.

All of Fields' Kaleidoscopic retinue
were subject 10 domestic routines not
widely practiced elsewhere. Uncle Willie
developed  the habit, for instance, of
summoning the help. when neceded. by
blowing on a battered Halloween horn
he carried for the purpose. When things
were going well, his idea ol a compli-
ment (o the stafl was to el them he
was sure that their parents were all
nuuried. When dissatished, he 100k 1t all
hack. with elaborations.

Tha the Fields ménage stumbled along
at all was due 1o the a, charm and
clliciency ol two women, Magda Michael
and Carlotta Monti, both of whom joined
his disheveled life v the mid-Thirties
and who, between them, managed 10
bring some kind of order into the normal
Fieldsian chaos.

Miss Michael, auractive, elegant and
impervious 1o disaster, served officially as
Fields' seaetary. In lact, she acted as the
general overseer of all his affairs and was
one ol the few people he ever trusted.

Miss Monti had no title ar all. She was
an uncommonly preuy girl, with a daz
zling smile that expressed her alfectionate
good naturce. Fields had spotted her on
i Paramount set, where she worked as
a bit plaver, He had already had several
ladyIriends in Hollywood, one ol them
an American girl he unaccountably kept
dressed in Oriental cothes and relerred
to as the Chinese People. But in Carlotta
Monti. he had discovered a woman who
he knew instincively would require all
his guile to woo. Accordingly. he set aloot
a devious campaign to win her. He was
soon startled, though pleased. o discover
that Carlota was already taken with his
rafhsh ways. He lound her perlealy ready
to enjoy them and. within reason. 10
citer to them. Shortly alier moving in.
she revealed a remarkable capacity lor
keeping things in order and she becime
the unpaid housckeeper of the Ficlds
demesne.

The establishment of which Miss Mon-
ti took charge was located on De Mille
Drive. Fields remed this house and ns
spacious grounds Tor 5250 a month-—10
the anguish ol the owner, who discov-
cred, in rapid succession, that he could
have got S1000 [rom others and that
with Unde Claude, rencgotiation
not to be contemplated. Fields snickered
lor ten vears over his ba

Wils

in dwelling,

but he had 1o do without repairs. Since



it was not the comic’s policy to put
money into someone else’s property. in
time he lived surrounded by peeling
wallpaper  and  a mist of powdered
plaster. Picces Trom the ceiling generally
had to be cleared away belore lining up
a shot on his billiard table.

Although the house didn’t belong to
him. it very soon acquired other tones of
the Fields patina. Double locks appeared
on nearly every door and Uncle Willie
carried the 30 or 40 keys on his person,
jingling them constantly to remind him-
sell that all was well.

Among his many paranoid notions,
Ficlds cultivated the fear that the seven
fat vears would inevitably be followed by
seven lean ones, and he intended to
forestall famine with an  ever-normal
granary ol his own devising. In most ol
the rooms, canned goods lay stacked in
wholesale lots. As L as anvone knows,
he never breached this cargo ol beets.
corn, sardines and soups—he only added
to it. To the owner. though, this stock-
pile represented a shaky kind ol security.

And no security could ever be more
than shaky to Fields. For him, the rauy
past alwavs hovered at the door, ready 10
pounce. Wherever he was, he carried a
roll of Dbills amounung 1o between
S10.000 and S15.000. Gene Fowler once
noticed the wad bulging out of the pocker
of Uncle Willie's bathrobe and ventured
to ask him what he used it for.

“Nothing.” Ficlds answered. “It's get-
away moncy.”

The comic kept a careful catalog of
the several hundred bottles ol assorted
liquors he stored in a room with three
locks, and he would take inventory at
Ieast once, and sometimes twice, a day.

The house on De Mille Drive boasted
several bars, one ol them mounted on an
express wagon for allfresco use, and ice-
boxes were strategically seattered through
out the premises. In the room he called
the parlor, Fields kept a barber chair. He
associated it with the one indulgence ol
his youth: hot wowels and the manipuka-
tions of a Figaro. In later years, when
afflicted  with insomnia, he found he
could slumber in it while reclining in
his recollections of its luxury.

On the sccond loor, Fields maintained
a gvmnasium. Here he could be found,
of a morning, viding a mechanical bicy
cle on which he had installed a horn
that he would beep from time to time.
“Breaks the monotony,” he explained to
those with an inquiring turn of mind.
This sort of reasoning probably also
prompted him to sing sea chanteys as he
exercised on his rowing machine. inter-
rupting himsell from time to time to
shout pscudo-scalaring  com-
mands 1o an imaginary crew.

He further enlivened these room-bound
trips with stops to take on supplics

obscene

in the form of cocktails and highballs,
10 the resigned chagrin ol his trainer,
Bob Howard. The Luer would watch
hopelessly while the landlocked sea dog,
sculling away like 60. chased the tom
colling he had placed—like a stationary
mechanical rabbit—just in [ront of the
anchored boat. Having caught up with
the drink. alter ten minutes ol lrantic
cllort. Fields would knock it back and
Lellow, expansively: “These workouts
are doing me a world of good, Bob.
They should increase my liguor con
sumption (wo or three hundred per-
cent.”

Actually, though not exactly trim.
Ficlds never really got out of shape. He
pl:l}‘f:(l a hard, tricky and precise tennis
came. Being  disinclined 1o chase balls
that were out ol veach. he relied on the
Big Game-—making shots with an aggres-
sive, herce delivery—long before it had
become the dominant style on the profes-
sional courts. His serves were not only
explosive, they usually bit chalk, directed
with a juggler's eye for exact distances.

Goll, however. was Fields' pet sport,
offering, as it did. the chance 1o swindle
several opponents at once. He shot. legit-
imately. in the 80s, a score he frequently
lowercd to championship level by the
judicious use of Turtive cheating. Finding

himsell in a bad lie, he would point at
the sky and shout, “Wild geese!” while
his cluby deltly hooked the ball into a
morce plavible position. By careful aten-
tion to these details, Fields ook down a
good deal of loot in what amounted 10 a
subsidiary career on the links. From La
Cava alone, he won two Lincoln sedans;
and Uncle Willie's doctor, whom he paid
a retainer of S100 a day, usually found at
the end ol the month that he'd lost a
good deal more than that to his patient.

Though atached o goll as an avo-
cational  contribution  to  his  ncome,
Uncle Clande's most beloved  outdoor

pastime was. by all odds. picnics. The
mention of those bucolic excursions, at
which children are indispensable, con-
jures up a picture ol moo-cow serenity to
which the irascible lush seems somehow
foreign. Nonetheless, Fields loved them.
as long as he was the instigator and rule
mitker. Of course. a Fields picnic wasn’t
an exact reproduction of the traditional
family jaunt. It began. when the mood
was on him, with the mixing ol a bucket-
sizedd Thermos ol martinis. As he con-
cocted it, he would shout orders to the
women of the house: “Lgps! Hard-boiled
eges! And fried chicken! And bake some
kind of cake. Two kinds!”

This gathering of the more usual

“Trial marriages are too binding. What
I had in mind was a trial (rial marriage.”
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picnic staples would, of course, take sev-
eral hours of the morning, during which
time Fields would muke repeated assaults
on the Thermos, replenishing as needed.

By the time the vovage got cracking,
around noon, Uncle Cliude himself
would be well under way. His ever-
present fear of running short ol lood-
stuffs  would assert itself at the first
shopping center on the road. A hall hour
would be spent by the Pickwick ol Pic
nics exploring the shelves for jms of
Pité, tins ol caviar, huge bags ol pretzels
and potato chips, potted shrimps. canned
beans and whatever else siruck him as
indispensable to the success of the under-
taking. Dire necessity, however. rarely
struck the party, since the Teader almost
never straved any measurable  distance
lrom civilization. He was. in [act. as
likely as not to shepherd the revelers
mio some motel or other. “Looks like
it's coming on to rain,” he'd sav, and
then sock in for a refreshing nap.

Under these civcumstances, it isn't as
tonishing that a Fields picnic often Last-

ed into the following day; and on one
especially attenuated occasion. the panty,
starting from L. A, ended up in San
Francisco. where it spemt a [rolicsome
and instructive five-day weekend belore
staggering back to home base. Ficlds was
gratified. “Nice picnic.” he decided. “We
ought to have them more olwen.” Uncle
Willie's Largess, on these outings, was
typical ol part-time  misers, who, on
occasion, blow off steam with princely
abandon.

As might be expected with the contra
ry comic, he was especially attached 10
that bane of all picnickers—rain. The
sound of a shower pelting a rool is
calming to many people. To the congeni-
tally fretful Fields. it had the soothing
clfcar of a Blth of gin; and it distressed
him that Calilornia summers, whatever
else they might have had 1o offer, were
deficient in this respect. Carlotia Monti
ook note ol his dissatisfaction  and
devised a wtranquilizer that she adminis-
tered whenever Uncle Claude grew res-
tive. Strollers past the Fields cstate

“You, there, no, no, him—the guy with the
pink housecoat and the nel stockings, yeah. you—do
you want to press charges against this Peeping Tom?”

would then be riveted in their wracks by
the unexpecied—though  possibly  edify-
ing—sight of the owner sitting under an
umbrella that was being drenched from
a distance by a preuy brunciie in a
sunsuit, wiclding a hose.

In the Late 1930s, Fields and Carlotu,
with the umbrella and the hose, moved
for a while 10 a sanatorium. Uncle Wil-
lic's addiction to pineapple juice, which
he sometimes mixed in minute propor-
tions with his gin—ithis concoction hav-
ing replaced the martinis—had caught up
with him. On hearing of the move and
the reason lor it, Fowler promptly called
the invalid.

“How re you [eeling, Claude?” he
asked—deliberately using, as all Fields®
friends did in moments ol poignancy.
the short form that the comic found
insulting.

“Not so good, nephew,” Fields replied.
“Seems they Jound some urine in omy
alcohol.”

The doctors eventually managed 1o
sort out the antithetical mgredients, and
for the next vear, Unde Willie wried o
make do with light wines and beer. His
doctors cven had the gall ‘o prescribe
milk—which Ficlds promptly cited as the
cause ol his illness, calling it “a whitish
fluid they Torce down helpless babies.”
The regimen didn't agree with him.
“Stafl’s bad for the nerves.” he conclud-
ed alier 365 davs of unrelieved gloom.
and he gradually worked his way hack 10
his previous load of two-quaris-plus a
day.

His rewnn 1o films was equally trium
phant. In 1938, he had gone on radio for
Chase and Sanborn coflee. at S6500 a
week. and in two  vears had  shifted
to Lucky Swrike, at $7500 (confounding
the latter sponsor by persistently reler-
ring to his imaginary son Chester while
on the air—only weeks Luter did the com-
pany realize that the tad's full name
might be a sly plug for a rival cigareue
firm). He quit both engagements ol his
own volition. Although his voice—Dhby
turns petuwlant, pompous, didactic. whee-
dling and falsely hearty—accurately ve-
llecred his chavacter, Fields felr thar his
listeners were being robbed ol the over-
all effect; and he let it be known in a
Tull-page ad in the Hollywood Reporter
that he was ready to give the whole pack-
age to them.

Universal Pictures heard and  heeded
the siren call. Fields made four comedices
Tor this permissive organization. at the
rate of one a year. With the exception of
the opus he co-mthored with Mae West,
these works were attributed 1o authors
with names such as those on Ficlds' bank
accounts. That they were the product ol
the master’s marvelously warped mind
15 not in doubt: His signature is all over
the place. In his case, though, the word
“authorship™ must be used in a spectal,
Ficldsian sense. He charged the studio——
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and was paid—for scenarios at the rate
ol some $25,000 per picture. But, as in
the case of Da Vinci, some of his best
matterial was scribbled in the margins of
a laundry list. His notes generally came
out sketchier than those of the Renais-
sance master, They sparkled with such
random sugpestions as “Deal widow runs
snake Farm. Don’t forget the delicates-
sen.” Fortunately for filmgoers, the studio
accepted  these  jottings  as  legitimate
scripts, putting the surcharge down o
the incidentals of dealing with genius
and, in the process, making their author
the  highest-paid  writer, per word, in
history.

The films that Fields wove out of such
scraps were, in chronological order, You
Can’t Cheat an Honest Man, My Little
Chickadee, The Bank Dick and Never
Give a Sucker an Even Break. With the
Sennett two-reelers, and 1175 a Gift, made
for Paramount, they are, without ques-
tion, his most personal creations. In
them, the wrbulent artist  asserts  his
claim to inclusion in any pantheon of
American nonconlormists and takes an
honorable place  beside Tom  Paine,
Thoreau, Amelia Bloomer, Robert In-
gersoll, Mark Twain and H. L. Mencken.
He achieved this status by ignoring every
rule Hollywood imposed on itself and
forcedd down the collective throats of
those who paid the tab.

The principle that gripped film mak-
ers before the 19508 was, roughly, this:
No institution that Americans ofhcially
held to be sacred might be ransgressed,
much less derided. Any screen personage
who did so—and gangster and war pic-
tures sometimes macdde this inevitable
was slated 10 get his punishment, in
spades. The one exception to the deaee
wis Bugs Bunny.

Ficlds acted as if he. oo, were licensed
to get away with mavhem. and he bland-
Iy violated the Production Code at every
turn, whacking away indiscriminately at
romantic love, motherhood, manrriaze,
children, the Noble Redskin, dogs and
the enure catalog of boy-scout virtues.
His principal arsenal was wrath, and he
wis an expert in all ns weapons, lrom
semisomnolem  peevishness 1o choleric
malignancy. So armed, he lit into all
the texthook tenets advocated by pulpi
moralists and the U. 8. Chamber ol Com-
Mmerce.

Along with this bantering of socicty’s
tradivonal Toundations, Ficlds celebrates
cevervihing that's Irowzy and unkempr:
truantism, simony, [raud, intemperance,
advantage play and every form ol disrep-
utitble behavior known to police blotters,
including  comtributions 10 the  delin-
quency ol minors. And he peis away
with it all.

Outstanding among his forays against
morality is the plot of The Bank Dick,
in which  Fields and  his  wheylaced
son-in-law-to-be embezzle money from a
bank, invest it in a beefsteak mine (logic

“This is a new generation of sloths!”

was not the least of the comic’s sworn
enemies) and come out winners. Retri-
bution is not on the agenda. The moral,
apparently, is: It’s OK 1o steal, if vou're
lucky. A second lesson is also discernible;
namely, that business success, that all-
American reward, s achieved not by
application and foresight but  through
dalliance and incompetence. In similar
philosophical essays.  Fields  dismantles
the other gears of the American dream,
and he does it with a deliberation that
distinguishes him [rom his cocvals.
Slapstick is the art of milking chaos
for laughs, and all clowns are fundamen-
tally anarchists. Nearly every comic bangs
away at good behavior and  accepted
standards,  Fields rivals  are  destruc
tive, but they break things up without
plan and usually in conscquence ol des-
ate attemps to be correct and 10 get
things done right. Langdon. Keaton,
Laurel and Hardy, are pathetically eager
to conlorm. to be accepred. Respectabili-
ty is Chaplin’s everlasting goal. All of
their mistakes are well inentioned  or
forced upon them, and they bumble
their way into imbroghos and disasters,
Even when, as did the Marx Brothers,
they play amoral boors, the upheavals
they cause have no permanent conse
quences. Groucho and his siblings are
only snipping at the branches. Fields

went alter the roots. His attitude s
unique, because he means i, Other
anusocial  comics are not  dissatisfied.

Despite his name, lor instance, Groudho's
usual view of things is one ol mindless
cheerfulness. Fields is cheerlul only when
he has put one over on society.

Fields, on the screen, intends to be
a acok and means 10 be a monkey
wrench: he assures us it's the only wav 10
get things done. But he isn't prosclytiz-
ing: As he sees i, this outriageous pre-

scription for success already prevails, and
he's only giving us examples. Going
along with corruption is Fields” version
of conformity: it is in insisting on it as a
working principle that he becomes an
image breaker.

“His was an art of exposure.” Zero
Mostel has noted. “He says, ‘Don’t be
organized: sweal 1o ger ahead; drink all
you can; bear vour lamily.""” Save lor
mterrupting sctbacks, thae is, indeed, the
message. True. he is occasionally helplul,
but it is because he's either killing time
or working an angle. Either way, his
impulse turns a simple nuisance into a
local catastrophe. And when, as he some
times does. he achieves respectability—al
ways by pure chance—it is mvariably on
his own terms: Thencelorth, he can get
sauced wearing a high silk hatr—and on
the cufk.

The last ilm in which Fields evidenced
his Tull. masterfully outrageous form was
a 14 potpourti called  Follow  the
Boys, in which he did a six-minute ver-
sion of his billiards vouwtine—and col-
lected 525,000 for his ellorts, Though he
made two more movies—Song of the
Open Road and Sensations of 1945—il
health marred his performances in both.
It was not long before Fields was once
more attacked by his rebellious kidneys.
Severely ill. he went back o the rest
home. where he languished. intractable
as ever but much cheered by the presence
of Carlotta Monti and a constant flow
of old friends—all of them smuggling
bottled contraband past a staft that had
given up trying to be vigilant.

On Christmas morning, 1946, Fields
died. It was drizzling—a condition Uncle
Willie could only have approved. They
say the last thing that he did was wink.
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DEATH’S DOOR

I Teancd as far over the rail as 1 could
and, as the old car came abreast of me
then gradually began to drop astern. |
tried to make out the Taces of the Kids
mside. It was oo dark for much more
than silhouettes. However, T did ruise
my arm and wave 1o them. And 1 swear
that 1T saw somebody waving back from
the rear seat. Then the vellow Leadlight
beams grew dimmer. the chugga-chugga
dropped back out of earshot and we'd
lost them.

Funny. T thought. I'd hate to have any
kids of mine owt on the ice on a lreezing
night like this onc. But T supposed that
people up here had different idess. They
probably diove over 1o Blickrock—when
the ice was thick enough—as casually as
we'd go down 1o the drugstore in Green
Bay.

Anyway. it was an interesting little
incident, probably not the usual thing
to the average Wisconsin - newspaper
reader. T thought I'd pin it down a liule
maore ad use it someplace in the fea-
ture. “Up around Nicolet Island. some
strange things are taken as a mauer of
course,” my lead might go. “As I was
crossing over on the lerrvboat lust night,
Isaw. .. ." 1 made my way along the
railing until F'd come back 1o the pilot-
house door. Ostenson was still at the
wheel, as if Te hadn't moved since I'd
left. T went on in. He glanced at me.

“Captain, T guess vou saw those kids
out on the ice in the old car back there
just 2 bit. Heading over to the island, Is
that a fairly common thing up here?
Couldn’t the kids get into trouble?”

He didn't reply. He swung his whole
Pead around toward me, his face perfectly
immobile and his gray hsh-scale eves star-
mg. Then he looked bhack at his course
and was silent for nearly a minute.

At last he said quiely, “Tt happens,™
Then, in a louder voice, he commanded,
“Come here!”™ 1 walked over. “Open
vour mouth and breathe out,” he said.
He waitedd a0 moment. Then he said,
“Liquor drinking on this ship is against
the Low. 1 could file a complaint against
vou o get vou hined. You hear thaz”

“Come oft it. Cap,” I said. “It’s just a
drop 10 keep the old blood flowing.”

“Mavbe,” he said in @ cold voice. " But
I could testify that you barged into my
[Plothouse once and 1 had o order vou
out. Then vou spent some time drinking
Vquor somewhere. Then vou came hack
into the pilothouse against my orders.
Mister, this may be just a dinky litle
Great Lakes ferryboat, but the caprain is
still the law on it Now, vou go back
and sit down in the passenger cabin and
shut up.”

I made my disconsolate way back 1o
the cabin. What in the world had gone

200 wrong with that moron in the pilor-

(continued from page 126)

house? He'd seemed  perfectly  Iriendly
until. . I couldn’t hgure out whin
cme after the "untl” T sar down at
one of the tables in the middle of the
cabin. A burly man with a blond mus-
tache and wearing a thick mackinaw
looked up from across the 1able, He
poimted at a hall-full bottle of Seagrams
and @ paper cop. “Drink?” he asked.

I looked around. Just about every
tuble had a pint or a lth on jt. Obvi
Ollﬁl}’, not l(.'nll)l_'l'iln(f.' Shlp _]ll‘i[ when
I was going to ask mackinaw-mustiche
about the caprain, I decided bener. If
Kinney's two parugraphs were any guide
to the island. this chap was probably the
captain’s older brother, or at least a first
cousin. Probably just Ostenson’s quirk:
he must have suddenly decided that he
didn’t like my lace.

I was on deck again 10 observe our
landing. The dwrk form ol the island
wis very close now and I could see lights
farther up the channel. They seemed 1o
outline the dock. We passed a channel
buoy frozen in the ice at a drunken tilt
and wearing a snowy beard. The wind
swept in from the lake, even havsher
and stronger than before, then calmed a
little as we came in. The engine went
half speed, then silent, and came an
loud again in reverse. 1 saw the wooden
pilings of the dock. illuminated by a
hanging string of yellow bulbs. T heard a
shoe scrape on the stairway behind me
and T turned.

It was the hunchback, just starting
down to the deck. “I seen “em, t00,” he
saidd in a low voice.

“The kids in the car?” T said. “Yeah,
what about ir?”

“It's the old team,” he whispered. “It's
the old team still tryvin' o make it.” He
was suddenly scuttling down the stairs
to his duty with the ropes,

Clannish, mbred—but Ed Kinney had
forgouwen to 1ell me that I might run
into some slightly loony ones, 100.
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Comlortable, warm, old-Tashioned and
presumably by the side of the Like. Lake-
side Cottages struck me as 2@ good omen,
I was the only guest, yet o neat path had
been shoveled from the lodee down to
my small cabin (number nine) and a boy
named Roger Nelson cuoried my bags,
He turned the lights on and showed me
where the radio was.

“Are you visiting up here?” he asked.
“I wouldu’t want 1o be nosv, but we
almost never gee an overnight guest in
the winter.”

“No. I'm a reporter. T caime up a day
carly, bur I'm really here to cover the
big same tomorrow night.”

“That's great,” he said, smiling. “You
trom Lafe?”

“No. from  Green  Bay,
alraid.” He handed me my key.

just I'm

“I'm onc of the assistant baskeiball
managers,” he said. “Means 1 carry stoff
around a lot—though you'd never guess
it from the importantsounding title.”

“T won't tell a single soul in Green Bay
what vou really do,” 1 said. He started to
leave, “Well, good luck against  Fish
Creek.” 1 said.

He smiled and shook his head. “It's
Ephraim.” he said. “The game's against
Ephraim. Fish Creck wasn't even in the
running this vear.”

O course. How could 1 be so foroer-
fulz Good luck against Ephraim.” 1 siid.
He smiled again and closed the door be-
hind him.

Sure, it was Ephraim Bav. We'd even
had a ferure siory on Kevin O'Hara,
their  six-foot-six. high-scoring  cener.
Why had 1 said Fish Creek? I lay on
the bed with a couple of fingers of
whiskev in the bathroom tumbler, hlow-
ing fancy smoke rings. Then it came
back to me. Simple.

The kwds cossing the ice in the old
i had BEAT risn cREER painted on its
side. The slogan was probably a lefiover
from the baseball or loothall season.

After a while, I stitred myvself and got
the notebook from my jacket pocker.
First I'd get somcthing to cat. then I'd
get in g hittdle work on the background
for the feature story. 1 found the page
with mv notes on the bricfing Ed Kin-
ney had given me. On the second page,
with o sur beside it, was the name
“Edward AMier."”

“Ed coach Ir abt ten yrs. Now retired.
One of best smallschool coaches  in
state. Runner-up  three, four vears in
row, then champion team around 1947,
Small town wild abt baskeiball. Maybe
60 Kids in the high school, 59 of em
b. b, plavers. Tall Swedes. Local disaster
sometime in 40s or 50s. School fire?
Anvway, several children died. including
team members. Quick check in our files
draws blavk, but ask Ed, who will know
all abt i.” There were several other
entries, but I decided o try Maier first.

There were all of four pages in the
phone book. Fdward Maier's number
wirs a quaint 32-B. Then I had to i a
arank on the phone 1o ring the opera-
tor. I was bhack in the 1920s. “Please give
me 32-B.7 T said.

“There’s somebody  staying at Lake-
side.” I heand the operator say to some
body with her. “He's calling Ed Maier.”
Then I Leard her say, “How should 1
know why he wants 1o talk w Ed#"

"Operator, honey,” 1 said in my cozi
est voice. "My name is Charley Pope.
I'm a sports reporter on The Green Bay
News. 1 get a hundred and thiny dollas
a week. I'm Jorty vears old, six-loot-one.
185 pounds, mamvied and the father ol
two. I'm here 1o cover the game tomor-
row night. And now. operator, honey,
please ving Ed Maier for me.”

“Well, its nice meeting you, M.
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Pope!™ she said. “We don’t get manv
visttors in the wintertime.” I heard a
whispered aside to her Iriend, “Newspa
per man. and he sounds real nice. No. 1
don’t know why he’s calling Ed Maier.”

When she finally did get the cull
through. there was an answer almost im
mediately at the other end. It sounded
like a hiccup.

“Is this Mr. Ed Maier? I'm up here to
cover . . ." and I went on through my
introduction. There wus silence for al-
most a minute.

I knew that LEd Maier was still con-
scious, though. because T could hear a
deep and regular breathing over the
line. “Listen, Mr. Maier,” I finally said.
“il it’s more convenient, I can come
over to see vou tomorrow. But I'd rather
make a short call this evening, il iUs
OK.”

More deep breathing. Then he spoke
one word in a hoarse voice. “Hurry!”
And then he had hung up.

Thumbtacked to the wall of my cot-
tage was a postcardsized map ol the
island. T swudied it until T thought I'd
worked out my route {from Lakeside to
Town Line Road. where Maier lived. Tt
was now almost seven. I'd wlk with the
old boy for about an hour and try to get
back to get some dinner around eight. |
went oul (o my car.

The map was probably OK, but the
snow and the scarcity of signs tricked
me, because the next one | saw read
GUNNAUGSSON  roap, which was a  dint
road that didn’t appear on the nuip
at all. I wandercd from that onto anoth-
er road that turned omt to be Detroit
Harbor Road. This did appear on the
map, runmng the length ol the island
south to north. My only wtrouble was
that I didn’t know which way was north.
Alter a couple of miles of rough going
through the snow. a red neon savior
gleamed out of the dark. God bless
Gus” Bar. Eats. Beer. Mixed Drinks.

And there they both were, just as ad-
vertised. The one, massive old-Tashioned
dark wood: and the other. behind it—
massive old-lashioned barkeep. A jukebox
was sobbing at the top ol its voice when
I went in.

“Ed Maicr?” said the bartender, shak-
ing his head slowly, as if this were just
too much. He mopped the bar for a
while. “Ed Maicr,” he finally said reluc
tantly, “you mean coach Ed Maicr?”

“Yes. I mean coach Ed Maier on
Town Line Road. Can you tell me how
to ger there:”

“Guess [ could,” he said. He started 1o
polish some glass beer steins, “What do
vou want with him?”

“I want (o oller him a job in the
movies,” T said. “Now, where do I find
him?”

“Well,” said Gus reflectively, “when
vyou go out the door. point yoursell
right. Go about twenty-five yards. Then
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go left on Town Line right down to the
very end. That's where Coach lives.”

As I was going out the door, he said,
"Il you're a reporter on the Green Bay
paper and you get a hundred and thirty
dollars a week. how come you tell people
vou ¢ get them in the movies?”

“How come you sell poisoned beer?” I
asked and lelt.

But the directions were right, anyway.
I found Maier's ramshackle liule cottage
i a winter-bare birch grove. There was
a pile ol hrewood outside the front door,
i lintle drift of smoke from the chimney
and a dim light inside the window. The
door was opencd cven belore 1 could get
out of the an.

Ed Maier was one of those people
who look about 30 lrom a distance ol 20
yards. Blond hair combed straight back,
very Tair skin. athletic build and no pot.
At hall the distance, he had added 10
years, maybe 15, He wore high boots,
heavy pants and a plaid windbreaker.
You began 1o see the creases in his [ace,
the jowls, the roundshouldercd middle
age an his stance.

When you got right up there 10 shake
hands, you saw, by the lamplight in the
doorway, the undertaker’s next. Or ar
least that was the way he siruck me at
the moment. The blue eyes were glazed.
The [ace was a Rand McNally of vari-
cose veins, The flesh looked like puff
paste. Ed Mauicr seemed to be the victim
of onc of those diseases that age a man
oo rapidly.

He invited me in and oflered me
colfee. He had two cups ready and one
ol those old conical coffeepots steaming
on one of the hot Hagstones of the
hearth. On the littered table there was a
plate with some thick slices of bread and
cheese. 1T made mysell a sandwich and
sitt across fTrom him in a rocker near the
fre. T meant to ask him why he'd said
“Hurry!™ that way, but I didn’t quite
know how 10 put it

He began, “Well, you can quote me
as saying we've had a preat season. No,
sit, 1 won't be coy about tin. The boys
have marvelous spivit and we've been
geting near onto seventy percent of the
rchounds. Thank Red Hockstader Tor
that Six-four and a natwal for all-state.
Best center 've ever coached.”

“But, Coach.” T said gently. 1 never
heard ol Red Hockstader. The Nicolet
Island center 15 a kid named Kris Holm-
sund.”

“Think T don’t know that®” said the
old man. I thought you said you want-
ed 1o talk about the championship ream.
That was 1'M7.7 T would have sworn
that the brew in his coffee cup cime
more from Kentucky than from Brazil.
He ook a long swig.

“They really had her fixed up,” he
said. ""The old Amervicm Legion Hall,
Flags, bunting. more smorgasbord than

202 vou ever scen in your life. Couple bar-

rels of beer. Band all in new uniforms.
Vee lor victory. Big sign read. weLcoume
To ovr ciamrs. Broke myv heart.” He
drifted oftf imo silence. “They were all
my bovs, vou know. Just like sons.”

I wasn't getting anywhere, We were
drilting pretty aimlessly in the old man’s
memory, though we seemed to be skirting
the edge of that disaster—school fire or
whatever it was—Kinney had 1old me 1o
check on. I made a guess and tried again.

“So they never showed up at the Amer-
ican Legion Hall for the victory celebra-
ton? Is that the way it was, Coach?
Remind me just how it happenead, will
vous" I poured mysell some more coftee
and made another cheese sandwich. The
fire burned hot in the fireplace, but so
nany of the windowpanes were broken
and patched with cardboard that 1 kep
lecling an intermittent draft.

“My wife Julia was alive then. The
whole thing broke her up terrible. And
Sally run off 1o Milwaukee and married
a bum. Drunken bum. I heard. Not that
I've even thought of her for twenty
years,”

Now we were really lost in the fog.
Might as well give it up for tonight. 1
thought—but 1 decided 1o try onc:
more. “Coach, tell me how it all came
about. What happened first that led up
100 o

He nodded. “Well, you know,” he
said patiently. as if repeating an oft-10ld
tale. “You know we won by four points
in the overtme. And when we got hack
to Blackrock. the ferrvboat was late. No
sign of her. And all the hoys crazy mad
to get back 1o the celebration. And me
hall ont of my he o mysell, 1 guess. . . .

“Well. anyhow, T said wait, by God.
Red said no. He was going 10 drive it
alone. T said he was a damn fool. He
said it wasn't snowing. I said it was
going to any minute and, though the ice
was thick enough, siill, there were prob-
ably weak spots in it here and there. So
I took him out back of the smokechouse,
where the others couldn't hear, and 1
talked Red ouwt of it. Thought so. Then
I went down the road 1o a house 10 use
the telephone. When 1 came back, the
whole damn team had left. Tt was begin-
ning to snow then. A

I suddenly undersiood the old tragedy
of Nicolet Istand. The champions were
all dead. the wiumphant team  wiped
out. But, ol course. it was a lot more
than that. Everybody on the island was
rclated to one or more ol the seven or
cight boys on the 1cam. But something
wis bothering me and T had to explode.

“Why in God's name, then, do the
people of this place still let their kids
ool around on the ice in old cars?
You'd think they’d learn something
from what happened. Why, just 1onight,
coming over, I saw another bunch in a
car, chugging along across the strait.”

As the old coich stared at me, the

mercilul potion from his coffee cup be-
gan 1o take hold. The lids seemed to fall
over his eves like the lids of dolls’ eyes,
pulled down by gravity. His head slowly
sunk to his forearm and he was silent.

“"Coach?” 1 smid experimentally. He
didn’t move. T debated whether to haul
him off 1o his bed, but then I guessed
that he probably spent a good many
winter nights in the old easy chair in
front of the dving fire—and the ancient
> was a perfect literal description
——in his cups.

- - -

I got into bed curly and opened my
book. I'd brought along Alan Moore-
head’s The White Nile, which I'd been
saving 1o read and which now scemed to
me a good, Taraway kind of thing 1o
dissipate all the nonsense I'd encoun-
tered that afternoon. Beciuse now, in a
quict moment, it seemed to me that the
whole business was nonsensical. And, by
the time 1 got sleepy enough to turn out
the light, I'd succeeded. 1 was deep in
Tanganyika with Livingsione.

vas shaving the next morning when
ard a knock at the cabin  door.
“Come in,” I yelled, ind Roger Nelson
pushed open the door. Hearty good
mornings on cither side. 1 was feeling
refreshed and hungry. “How are the
pancikes up there it the lodge?” T asked.

“Grear” he said. “But you've got an
invitation to breakfast—out. Mr. Osien-
H0n scual me (Il’)\\'ll 10 ilSk }'l)ll‘“

“Him?" 1 said 1o the mirror. “On the
ferry on the way over, he ook an in-
tense dislike 10 my looks. Just about
threw me in jrons. What does he want
nowz?"”’

“Oh, Axel” Roger said. “He was
probably just in a bad mood beciuse he
was dying for a drink. Gets that way late
in the alternoon. No. this is Nels Osten-
son. He's the mayor here. Businessmin.
Rents out cottages and  deals in real
estate. He's o very nice guy. you'll sec. 1
think he probably wants to make friends
with the press. And you couldn't get
better pancakes than they make a the
Ostensons.”

“Seduced! T said, *Be out ina minute.”

Roger showed me the way. The sun
was so brilliant that it almost hurt: and
under the bright sky, Nicolet Island
looked as I'd hoped it would—the litle
street, snow-covered  helds. sedate stone
fences and plain white farmhouses off in
the distance. The snow squeaked under
our hoots.

“Did you ever meet Paul Hornung?
What's Willie Davis like in person? Boy,
and that Bare Starr! Did you interview
him after that game with the Cowboys?
How many counts does he take in the
pocket when he sees his primary receiver
is covered®” Roger kept asking me ques-
tions faster than I could answer them.
We'd covered a fair amount of the Packer
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oflensive game by the time we got 10
a frame oflice building with a sign read-
INg, N. OSTENSON, BUILDERS, REAL ESTATE,
rLuMBING & HeaTise, Down the side of
this, there was a cleared cement walk,
between hedges. that led to a pleasant
white dapbouard house.

Nels Ostenson was a big, gray-haired
man with a Kriss Kringle [ace and a
ringing laugh. [ liked him immediately.
“By damn.” he said. one hand on my
shoulder, “my favorite author in person.
I cven read vour wragedies—such as
‘Colts Nose Owt Packars Twenmyv-four 10
Twenty.” But we won't talk about that.
I'm sure evervbody you mect talks Pack-
ers il vou're sick ol it

He showed me into a pleasant room,
where the sun shone through the front
windows and bookcises lined the walls.
A wble with a white wblecloth was set
up and, almost as soon as we sat down, a
teenage girl brought in some  orange
Juice ("Daughter Karen, Mr. Pope™).

And the pancakes were good—Dhig and
light and golden. Afier o decent pause
1o make a serious start on them, he said,
“I'm going 10 apologize all over the
place. Charlev. T think vou had a bad
innoduction to our little 1own out here.
and I'm sorry. Wish I'd known you were
coming. First of all. Axel wias snouy 1o
vou on the ferrvboat, I understand.
Well, you've got 10 know Axel to know
why. He's a good bov., but he's kind of
on cdge these days—Lamily trouble. Wife
had an operation List summer and she's
acver really recovered. One kid just about
in college and lots of money worries. So [
think vou ouglt 1o lorgive him lor hlow-
ing his stack. He didn’t know who vou
were, | oguess he got into one ol his
moods.” Nels said all of this with a sort
ol grandlatherly grin and some  wide
wiaves ol his fork. He had a snowy-white
napkin tucked in his shirt collar, under
his chin.

“I'd already lorgotien. 1 shouldn't
have gonce poking around the pilot-
housc. anvway.™

“Good! Good! Now that's settled.”
he said. “Too bad vou hid ro run onto
two ol our worst picces of hard luck just
when vou arrived. I'm sorry abour Ed
Maier. [ should sy straight off that poor
Ed is in errible shape. You know. one
of the things about a little community
like owrs is that we probably muke a big
mistake by being oo charitable. Now.
someplace else, Ed would have been put
in a home long ago. But lolks around
here just can’t stand the idea of shuning
a man up il he's harmless—even il it
would be for his own good. E:d's hecn
more or less off his rocker ever since his
wife dicd.

“Trouble is. everybody who knew Ed
in the old days loves him. Why, he was
practically the local hero for nearly en

204 years. Nobody kinder than Ed; nobody

better at handling the kids. And in a
basketball-erazy place like this, somebody
who puts out winning teams vear alter
vear just about owns the town. Sure,
nowiadays, he holes up in that shack of
his, has the d.ts, is [ull ol cazy persecu-
tion delusions—but still it scems like
nobodv has the heart to commit him,
Probably my responsibility. but T'm just
as weak-kneed as all the rest.”

“I gathered something like that” 1
said. “He gave me a disconnected story
about his daughter running awav. . . .7

“And abour the ream=" Nels asked.
He paused for a minute, looking direct-
Iy at me.

“Somecthing about the old champion-
ship team he coached, ves.”

Nels sighed. “It's his worst bhugaboo.
He had a real aack-up back abour Forty-
seven. just alier we won the champion-
ship. Pardon me if vou've heard all 1his
—Dbut vou luwe to understand something
about that Ireak accident 1o understand
what happened 1o him, You'll hea some
crazy suporstitions stories, but the truth
is thiat we had one ol these 1errible, [ool-
ish accidents that winter and a lot of
stupid rumors got starred.

“What really happened is this. The
team was coming back one night lrom
the championship game at Fish Creck.
Bad weather and Ed knew it was going
to be worse. They got 10 Blackrock and
the ferry was late coming over lor them.
We had a kid on the team at that
tme, Red Hockstader—great plaver but
o big, headstrong Gernman kid. At Black-
rock. he talked the rest of the team into
driving over the ice in his old car. You
know, cross the strait and surprise every-
body by sailing into the welcome panty
on their own wheels.

“Now, Ed did his dimnedest 10 talk
them out of it—and he thought he had.
But he didn’t figure on Red's heing so
stubborn. So, when Ed went up the road
for a few minues. the kids set ont.
Ovdinarily. it might be quite possible 1o
drive vight across the strait. il vou dic it
in davlight and waiched out sharp for
rotten spots in the ice. Ti's different at
night. Well, the sad story is thar they
must have hit a rotien spot and the whole
te;m went right down to the bottom of
the strait. Not a trace.” He stared out of
the window for a minute or two. “Any-
thing clse people sav is pure baloney.”

T hesitated. Finally, T said. “I believe
vou. Buc there is one thing that bothers
me.”

He put down his fork and untucked
his napkin. “What's tha?”

“Well. since I've been here. I've heard
some of these rumors, and one of them
is preny weird, People say that once in
a while. somchody sees an old Ford out
on the ice, trving to make it across 1o
Nicolet Island. Wrapped in mist. chug-
gine along. All that. The old 1eam
trving to get howe.”

Nels threw his napkin on the floor
and stood up. “Those damn kids!” he
said. “Those damn jokers. T'll have the
Liw on them onc of these days, even if 1
have to get Madison to send the state
police up!™ His face was red and he
kicked at a doorstop as he walked up
and down.

“Charley. I don’t know what’s got into
this generation. You know about sick
jokes and black humor and all. 1 suppose
most of that's harmless, bur it does turn
my stomach, Anyway, it's awlul ghoulish
when a practical joke is played on people
who've really had members ol their Lamily
killed or drowned, don’t you think? So,
there's this bunch ol smart-ass Kids in
Blackrock who thought it was lunnv to
buy an old car someplace, paint it up
with signs like the ones on Hockstader's
old jalopy and give the ferry passengars
a scare on dark nmights by chugging out
onto the ice and letting themselves be
seen.>

“Do vou know who they are?” 1
asked. “Can’t you carch them:”

“1 will someday.” he saic. “Just wait.
I had the whole of Blackrock searched
List time, but they must have had the
thing hidden pretty carelully. Not a soul
in the vicinity lets on that he knows a
thing. But we'll cndh them!

“Cruelest thing is that old Ed really
belicves that car is out there. He swears
that he hears it chugging along the
shore by his house. Used 1o be he
thought that only when he was drunk.
Now he believes it all the time.”

Betore T left. Nels had calmed down a
little and we talked about other sub-
jects. Inevitably, we got onto the Pack-
ers, and 1 had to give him my personal
impressions o Vince  Lowbardi.

Silence. Free throw. The Nicoler Is-
land guard leaned forward. feet placed
in the middle of the crce.  body
strnight. Up on the 1oes, leaning more,
then the calculated throw. a gracelul e
and the ball dropped through the basker.
leaving in its wake a dancing ner. a
howling gvim. Before the releree could
place the ball back in action. the time-
keeper sounded the buzzer. End ol the
third quarter, Score: Nicoler Iskind 51,
Ephraim 51.

Ed Kinncy thought the iskind’s popu-
Lation to be approximately 200, and iy
cducned  aowd  estimate placed  the
local rooters at nearly that number. Most
had wvived earlv, well belore gametime,
and had invadad the grayv-wooden bleach-
ers. leaving cramped space for the hall-
hundred Ephraim Lans who had crossed
over on the midafternoon lerry.

Caprain Axel Ostenson was there. So
was Nels. 1 scanned the fuces. Raoucr,
carrving a bucker. gave me a big wave.
Only Ed Maier wis missing.

I'd spent the day poking around the



island. picking up bits of local lore and
tramping over some  snow-covered  but
attractive landscape. My ideas for a fea-
ture story with just a touch of the super-
natural as a come-on had to be junked
(0L LEGEND OF A LOST TEAM STHL
HAUNTS NICOLET I1SLAND). Everybody had
heard the tale. ol course, and everybody
had then said. “Poor Ed Maier.,” alco-
holism was a terrible thing, and one of
these days poor old Ed would probably
have to be put away in an institution.

Only one thing stuck in the back of
my mind and bothered me. When I'd
scen Ed. he'd been garrulous and proba-
bly drunk. He'd rambled on about lots
of things he scemed to want to get off
his mind. But he'd never mentioned the
“shost-car™ story.

The timekeeper's buzzer announced
the fourth quarter. Both sides scored
repeatedly, though the game remained
close. Then, with (wo minutes remain-
ing, the Ephraim center. six-foot-five
and full of aggression. committed his
fifth personal foul and was returned to
the bench. giving the Nicolet Island five
hoth home-court advantage and control
ol the boards. The game ended in a
thunderons  glory.  Nicolet  Island 71,
Ephraim Bay 68. Door County champi-
ons again.

At that exact moment. the whole pop-
ulation of the ul went shun-bang out
ol their Scandinavian heads with
preat, howrse. endless yell of victory.
Now | know what the berserk Vikings
must have sounded like. The siren on
top of the voluntcer firehouse began to
blast the air. I made it down to the
locker room holding mv ears,

They were still velling up there as |

one

tried to interview a totally incoherent,

coach Ostherg and a bunch ol souaking

wet lunatic kids, Never mind. T've been

in this business a long ume and I've got
a whole notebook Tull of the dicheés. Tt
was a team cffort. 1 never could have
done it without the whole team in there
fichting all the way. A great bunch of
boys.” c¢te. 1 keep wishing  somebady
would sav something different one day.
The American Legion Hall had just
about all the red. white and blue you
could possibly put in without going
blind. From the rafters was hung a huge
sign-—obviously put into place thar alver
NOON-—-NICOLET 1SLAND BASKETBALL TEAM,
poor countTy cnamres, The island's Ger-
man band. in splendid  belrogged  blue
uniforms, boomed out victory marches.
The badies ol the American Legion Aux-
ilianry doled out mugs of—not the watery
punch you might expect but a hot. spicy
and potent—glaga. The smorgashord was
delicious. Every kid in town was dancing.
Scenes of grewr hilavity and jov in
which T don’t share and large amounts
ol gligg, which 1 cherish but which
affects me like a lullaby, sooner or later

drive me homeward. I came out into the
bitter cold of the parking lot to the
strains—for the tenth time—of Hail to
the Victors Valiant. swiped from across
the lake. and hoped my car would start
without anv fuss.

It took a little effort, but at last the
engine trned over. Suddenly, T heard
a noise, a sort ol choking cough, from
the back seat. 1 wrned around. Huddled
there, passed out, apparently, was old Ed
Alaier. He'd come 1o hear the sound of
victory, it seemed, but he just couldn’t
force himsell to go inside. Lucky I'd
come out early, or he'd probably have
frozen 10 death.

So I drove him to lus house. 1 hauled
him out and dragged him into the house
—he was stiff in more ways than one,
but he was still breathing and seemed
in no danger. I put him to bed on the
studio couch in his front room and
coaxed his fire into a blaze. Under the
old Army blanker. he breathed hoarsely.
I guessed he was sale enough, but he'd
have quite a headache in about 24
hours when he woke up.

I switched off the lamp and weat to
the door. Just as | got it halfway open, |
heard Ed Maier's voice loud and clear
in the davkness. “Now hear the fruth,
by God.”

“Ed?” T said. "“Are you all righi? It's
Charley Pope.” I cased the door shut.

He scemed not to have heard me. He
started 1o speak again in that dear, delib-
erate, unshurred voice, not like a drunk
bur like @ man dictating a statement.

“Winess before God. Last night, be-
fore we went 1o Fish Creek. I made Sally
tell me the story. Knocked up: at first, 1

\

thought, well. hell, it does happen and
this isn’t the first shotgun march on the
tsland. And then something funny about
her and the way she was acting and
crying and relusing to name the boy:
and I guess T did slap her around a little.
first time in her life since she was a
small kid and had a spanking. But Julia
hysterical down there and I guess I'm
strung tight because ol the big gume.
and so 1 did hit her. And so she did tell.
did tell. did tell. Horrible dirty thing:
how could they do it? In Holmgren's
barn, Sally there buck in the hav and
the whole team. the whole goddamn
team. my bovs, and I thought ol them
all as my boys. every one of them there
with Sally, and she didn’t care.

“And awful hard [or me not to ler on 1
knew. At Blackrock. by the smokehouse,
Red didn’t specially want to try the
trip: they'd been joking about it and
some samd whatr a big sensation it'd be:
but Red. no. he wasn’t foolish. Was only
after T gave him a big drink from my
hip flask and called the whole bunch
cowards, Cowards. cowards. "You guyvs can
beat Fish Creek, but vou're scared to get
out on the ice: I drove it mysell a dozen
times, once in a snowstorm. Cowards.”

“No. they weren't. When T got hack,
they'd gone. . . "

I waited lor a long time. “Ed?" T asked.
“You awake?”” He was beginning to snore.
He was out cold. as drunk as 'd ever seen
a man, but the strange thing was that [
believed every word of his story.

I woke the next morning to a seni-
blizzard. It wasn't a really serious. driv
ing Wisconsin storm: it was more like a

“Two consenting pariners or not,
get them oul of there!!!”
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boy blizzard having a snowball fight. Tt
howled as il laughing and threw snow
on the rown. Momentarily, it would
clear and there would be a faint haze of
sunshine overhead: then it would rush
in as if to smother us with a heavy blast
of new snow. At those times. it made a
kind of snow twilight. Tt was like that
when I drove up to the landing—so
dark that the lights of the R. L. Osten-
son were shining,

Axel met me as I came on board. He
had been waiting especially for my arriv-
al, and he shook my hand. “Please leel
welcome to ride cither in the pilothouse
or in the saloon. Mr. Pope,” he said.
“But please don’t stav out on the deck
i this gusty weather. The deck is slip-
pery and vou could have a bad fall.”

“I won't bother vou, Axel.” I said. “I
appreciate your invitation, but I think
I'll just hole up in the cabin and read
my hook this trip.” We smiled and he
slapped me on the shoulder, then turned
to go along the deck.

The hunchback drove my car aboard
~—that made only the third one. There
scemed to be no more than half a dozen

passengers this time. I scttled down in
an empty booth in the cabin and tried
to translate my mind to the shores of
Lake Victoria and the upper reaches of
the White Nile,

Successlully, too. When T next looked
up. I realized that the engines were
throbbing and that we had been under
way for some minutes. I put down the
book and walked over to look out the
window.

The snow and wind were still plaving
theiv fitlul games—nothing but white-
ness all around us for one minute, then
a sudden clear space, when vou could
sce the dark channel and mavbe even
100 yards or so out across the expanse of
ice. I stood there, lost in a kind of
meditation, for some time.

Chugga-chuggi-chugea. I couldnt be-
lieve i1, T opened the door and went out
onto the deck. Not near. not far, stub-
bornly paralleling our course somewhere
out there on the ice.

I was suddenly furious. Nels was abso-
lutely right. It was the most senseless,
ghoulish. idiotic Kind of practical joke in
the world. Those high school kids [rom

“I'm just doing my thing.”

Blackrock ought 1o be caught, have their
car confiscated, get thrown in jaill—even
get a good whipping. Not only were
they harassing the Nicolet Islanders in
this stupid way but they were risking
their own lives every time—look what
had happened once belore.

I went down 1o the car deck, Tull of
this kind of resentment, hoping to get a
glimpse of the old jalopy. Apparendy,
nobody e¢lse had heard the sound, be-
cause I was all alone in the wind. T
leaned over the rail and peered forward
into the white confusion. The chugga-
chugga seemed just a few vards away.

Then, suddenly, the brecze dvopped;
there was a clearing in the storm and 1
saw it. I saw every detail. The old car
was painted black, but the body had a
Jot of rust on it. One running board
sageed. The leftrear fender had been
crumpled. A light wrail of snow streamed
ofl the Taver of white on top of the rool.
The batered old license plate was, sure
enough, wiscoxsix, 1947, But it wasn't
any ol this that made me jump off the
ferryboat.

1 still don’t know quite how I did it. T
remember taking hold of a rope and
swinging over the side. It was probably
Iucky for me that no more than a vard
or so of black channel showed between
the hoat's side and the ice shell, and I
swung iacross casily.

A puff of snowy wind came up again
and the car was only a dim form ahead
of me. T ran. I scemed 1o hear some kind
of shout from behind me, from the boat,
but lmlhill'_: wils g‘uill;.',‘ L0 stop me now.

Ten yards, filteen yards; T thought T'd
never catch up. It was hard running,
because the ice gave good looting one
sccond and none at all the next.

When the snow suddenly cleared, 1
saw that the old TFord had stopped.
They were waiting for me, heads in
stocking caps poked out of the windows,
laces of the bovs grinning with mischief.
The driver’s red hair poked out from
beneath his cap. They loved my startled
reaction.

Ed Maier's body lay at the end of a
ten-foot rope that had been tied to the
rear axle. The rope was under his arm-
pits, not around his neck, but T knew
that he was dead, anyway. His Fice was
partdy covered with ice dust, pardy
bloody scrapes, but I knew him. 1 do
not think that there was the least bit of
astonishment in his expression.

[ didn't hear the [erryboat’s engine
stop. The first thing I knew was that the
hunchback was scrambling across the ice,
velling at me. It was he who had seen
mc jump overboard.

When he came up to me, he found
me standing all alone, staring into the
snowlall that was now conting  down
thick and steady over the wide, desolate
ice expanse of the Porte des Morts.



THE G"" (continued [rom page 82)

any Senate issue since the McCarthy
censure fight.

Other Senators had a similar response.
Western Senators who. for years. had
been receiving a steady trickle ol mail
that was 12 10 1 against any form of gun
control suddenly began 10 receive mail in
aratio ol 25 1o 1 for it. A few. looking at
their mail and at their consciences, an-
nounced that they could no longer op-
pose all gun conwrols. Senator Wirren
Magnuson of Washington, for example,
who had previously opposed gun-control
Iegislation. 1old his constituents, “For
me. this has become a matter of deep
conscience.”

And the majority leader. Senator
AMlike Manshicld, told the Senate. “1
know. as much as anvone else in this
chamber. what voting on this bill means.
But I believe that those of us who come
from the rural West have an obligation
to the rest of the country; that all of us,
regardless of where we come from, have
an obligiation 1o cut down on crime.”

I felt that the time had arrived to
work for the most effective law-enflorce
ment ool-—not mere restriction on the
interstate-mail-order sale ol long guns
but registration and licensing. And 1
introduced my National Gun Crime Pre
vention Bill to establish mandatory regis-
tration ol all fircarms and heensing ol
gun owners. It would have been done by
the states. But il they did not act, the
Federal Government would do it

The response continued.  Citizens
wrote, called and wired their support.
Celebrities asked to help. Senators, led
by the majority leader, decided to co-
sponsor my bill. At the vigorous urging
ol Attorney General Ramsey Clark. Pres-
ident Johnson submitted a similar bill.
Two advertising agencies  volunteered
their tme and talent to the effort.
Young men and women, many ol whom
had been student leaders in Robert Ken-
nedy’s campaign, mobilized to help. And
the Emergency Gun Control Committee
wis lormed. with Colonel John Glenn as
its chairman.

As the bills worked their way through
the Congressional  process.  spectacular
new arimes demonstrated  more  clearly
the need for fircarms control. In a Mary-
land suburb of Washington, a man. en-
raged by an argument with his wile,
fired 15 shots from his second-foor apart-
ment. In New York's Central Park, a man
barged into a4 women's lavatory. killed
a young girl he had never met. then
climbed 1o the rool 10 hight it out, wound-
ing two policemen and killing an old
man who happened to be nearby. The
robber of a sandwich shop in Baltimore
nmiade lour people lie face down in a row
on the floor. None of them had resisted
him. He shot cach one in turn and went

back 1o shoot cach one again.

One might reasonably have expected
that with 80 percemt of the public be-
hind us, with so great an outpouring of
support, with volunteers helping in every
conceivable way and with a new atrocity
in cach morning’s paper, we would have
achieved our objective—passage of a
strong and eflective firearms-control law.
But we did not. We failed 10 get more
than the absolute minimum-—restrictions
on the interstate sale of long guns.

It is dificult to explain our [ailure. In
the House, we were defeated overwhelm-
ingly, 68 to 172, In the Senate, we were
unable to enact the most minimal licens-
ing provision—a compromise that would
have required that three vears alter the
passage of the bill, a license would be
necessary to purchase a handgun or to
carry one away [rom home or business,

One reason we failed is that the gun
lobby. led by the extremist bureancracy
of the National Rille Association,
able to generate a grass-roots political
vendetta that far outlasted the sponta-
neous expression ol public concern. It
nunaged its effore in a professional, effec-
tive campaign ol misrepresentation and
callous disregard of the public interest.

The N.RUAUs leadership. whidh has
an economic stake in this Aght, is only
the most visible part of a lobby that in-
cludes some gun manufacturers, Luge
surplus-gun  importers and  some  wild-

was

lile orgunizations. But, as the leader
ol the gun lobby. the N. R. AL must bear
the major responsibility for the deleat of
sanc gun legislation.

The National Rifle Association is a
very special organization. Classified by
the Internal Revenue Service in 1938 as
an organization “exclusively for the pro-
motion ol social wellure,” the N.R. AL
has been permitted a luxury given to
few organizations or individuals—a blank
check o lobby as much as it chooscs,
without registering as a lobly and with-
out paving taxes levied on other lobbies.

The N.R.A. has never resistered. on
the grounds that its [unctions are
primarily educational and that s legis-
lative activity is not a “substantial™ por-
tion ol its total activity. But, of its seven
stated  purposes. three are: (1) to in-
form the general public on the various
aspects ol Federal. state and local fre-
arms  legislation:  (2) to  increase  the
prestige and public acceptance of the
N.RUA. in its various programs: and
(3) 1w identily the N.R. A. as the au-
thority on guns and the shooting sports.

Whenever furcarms legislation is intro-
duced in a state legislature or a major
city council, the N. R. A. sends a bulle-
tin to whatever portion of its 1.000.000
members is necessary for eflective action
against the proposal. It gives the N. R, AL
opinion ol the legislation. lists relevant
legislators and city officials and  asks
members 1o write to them.

In addition, its ofhicial

organ, The

“Theve, but for the grace of God . . . go 1.”
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Amervican Rifleman, cirries a monthly
legislative report. The N. R.A. also semt
9000 newsletters each month in 1967
and distributed 297877 legislative fold-
ers, By its own count, it devoted 76
columms of The Amevican Rifleman to
Tegislative news, sent one special bulle-
tin on proposed legislation 1o all NU R AL
members and clubs and sent 18 legisla-
tive bulletins (o all N. R. A, members in
areas where crucial fircarms legislation
was being considered.

“In addition,” as the N. R. A’s annual
report put it, “special legislative bulle-
tins, memorandums and direct contact
by mail, telephone, telegram or personal
conversation are utilized. . . .7

There is no way to calculate the true
amount the N. R. AL spends on lobbying.
It sent 1000000 letters and hundreds of
telegrams in June 1968 alone. That
mailing, with its telegrams, cost in the
ncighborhood of S60.000. There is no
way to tell how mumy of the special
releases, stories.  promotional  material
and articles it “plants” are devoted to
defeating firearms control. It is impossi-
ble to estimate how much of the time of
s six full-time field representatives is
spent on legislation.

Sufhice it o say that the N.R.A's
cexpenditures in 1967 were $5.700,000; it
has 1,000,000 members; and it can turn
on the heat like no other private organi-
zation in the nation,

Staff members of North Advertising, a
small Chicago agency. voluntarily pre-
pared six dramatic ads urging gun con-
trol for use in newspapers, magazines
and on television. Each of them ended,
“Write your Senator . . . while vou still
have a Senator.” The advertising indus-
try’s magazine, Advertising Age, volun-
teered to distribute the ads free, which ic
did to more than 700 newspapers, na-
tional magazines and television stations.
Then The Amervican  Rifleman pub-
lished an artide on the ads and listed
seven clients ol the agency, clearly invit-
ing retaliation. Letiers began to flow to
the clients, warning that either they stop
using North or the writer would stop
using their products.

An N.R.A. spokesman explained:

We consider those ads misleading
at best, and vicious at worst, One of
them even says that guns are just
for  killing—which, of course, is
ridiculous.

By listing North’s clients, we
believe we provided a service 1o
N.R.A. members, identilying the
companies that would retain an out-
fit like North.

Frankly. I'd have been surprised
and disappointed if people hadn't
written  those advertisers. That's
their right, you know.

All this would be at worst improper, if
it were not for the fact that the N. R, A.

gp8 consistently and intentionally misrepre-

sents fircarms legislation. According to
the authoritative and objective Congres-
stonal Quarterly, lor example, the major
N. R. A. letter commenting on the mail-
order-sales provision, “by any accounting,
was replete with distortions of the fact.”

Moreover, the N.R. A, conducts cam-
paigns of intimidation, while insisting
that minimal controls are a siep toward
confiscation of fircarms. Here, lor exam-
ple, is what Hurold Glassen, president
ol this “social wellare” organization, told
an N.R.A. meeting in Boston on April
cighth of Last year:

The intense interest of its mem-
bers in everything that N.R. A,
does, and what is said about the
association, dearly shows that its
L000,000 members are a unified
force 1o be veckonad with in every
corner ol America.

I should think our political ene-
mies would keep this in mind when
they're dreaming up some of those
things they say about us. We're all
voters, and I'm sure they're going to
hear from us at the polls in Novem-
ber.

The N. R. A. hights the most reasonable
legislation as unconstitutional. And it
appeals 10 the basest, most  irrational
prejudices of its members.

For example, an editorial in The
American Rifleman Last vear titled “Who
Guards America’s Homes?” asked what
would happen if a race riot bhroke out in
your community while every American
combat unit and the entire National
Guard “were overseas in a major war.”
Ignoring the obvious fact that thousands
of men would be i triining in the
U. 5., the N.R A, asked. “Who then
guards the doors of American homes
from senseless savagery and pillaging?”
What of “the fate of citizens who may
be trapped and beleaguered by howling
mobs that brush aside police™?

The radical right's philosophy, fears
and militnt racism penvade the gun
lobby. Those who believe that foreign
influences are already taking over in
America naturally believe that they must
have guns 1o protect themselves. Those
who hate or fear blacks, and who worry
about reports of armed Negro groups,
natwrally believe they must keep guns
for protection.

This thinly veiled racism, common in
the extremist publications of the gun
lobby and recurrent in Congressional
mail opposing gun laws. is, no doubt, in
part responsible for the domestic arms
race in our citics.

Freud wrote about the masculine con-
notations of guns. And the fear of cas-
tration also underlies the attitudes of
some  gun-control opponents. A man
writing 1o a Salt Lake City newspaper
said, “The gun is a part of our histori-
cal tradition, associated in actuality and

lantasy with the masculine American
image. To touch on this role is to aflect
a vigor that is uniquely and appropri-
ately American.”

This  masculinity  argument  also
emerges from time to time in the hitera-
ture of the gun lobby. Franklin Orth,
excecutive vice-president of the N.RUA,,
in his testimony before a Senate subcom-
mittee last year, quoted an English gun
enthusiast:

And vet there is a very special re-
Iationship between a man and his
gun—an atavistic relation with its
roots deep in prehistory, when the
primitive man’s personal weapon,
so olten his only effeaive defense
and food provider, was nearly as
precious to him as one ol his own
limbs.

And the Virginia legislature recited:

Whereas, from the landing at
Jamestown to the expansion of this
nation to the Pacific Coast, a peace-
ful society developed in the area that
was wrested [rom the wilderness by
sturdy riflemen armed with their per-
sonal weapons and skilled in their
use,

We were defeated in part by the right
wing and their racist and supermanly
recruits. But together. as loud. ignorant
and fearlul as they are, they were not
enough to account lor the overwhelming
delems we suffered. T think that our [ail-
ure is attributable to three additional
[actors.

The first of these was the success of
the gun lobby in conlusing the issucs.
The entire point of my bill was 1o
enable the police to keep a registry of
serial numbers and other identification
of guns in private possession to help
solve crimes and to deny access 10
fircarms to very special categories of
dangerous people. No citizen over the
age of 18 without a eriminal record. un-
afllicted by alcoholism, narcotics addic-
tion or mental illness, could have been
denied a permit to purchase a gun. He
would have been required only to obtain
an automatically issued license to own
one and o register it at no cost 10 him-
sell. A license could not be denied to a
law-abiding citizen.

It seemed a reasonable demand. There
are in this nation more guns than Lami-
lies, more guns than automobiles, per-
haps more guns than people. Most of
them are capable of killing. We want
the police to be able to trace their
ownership when they are stolen or used
in crime.

The gun lobby turned this provision
into an imminent threat to the ficedom
of every American citizen; and many
honest,  sincere Americans  were  con-
fuscd. They wrote to ask, “Docs your
bill really permit the police to confiscate




my rifiez” “Does your bill really require
me (o pay an anmnual fee to keep my gun
coliection?” T answered the letters as
ume would allow. but 1 couldn’t answer
them all in time. And thousands of
people didn’t write. They just believed
what the gun extremists told them.

The sccond reason Tor the success of
the gun lobby, 1 believe, was its power-
ful voice in the political structures of its
communities and states. As Senators and
Congressmen returned to their constitu-
encies. they were told by prominent
figures in their state political machines.
“You cammot vote for gun contiol.”
When enough people known to Con-
gressmen and Senators as party leaders,
supporters and contributors sav that, a
politician begins to wonder. T know that
this happened and I know that some of
my colleagues [elt they could not rake
the sk,

Finally, the gun lobby. like anv other
extremist, single-issu¢ organization, was
able to make its voice heard louder and
longer than any other group. Supporters
ol reasonable gun comirol tend 10 he
multi-issuc people. willing to judge their
representatives on a variety ol issues,
But the gun extremists. it is widely
believed. muake their judgment on the
gun issue alonc. And single-issue people
Irighicn more than any
other threar.

ofliceholders

We dud lose the fight—this time. But
the debate and the education have be-
gun. We insisted that the Senate, at
least, come to a record vote on registri-
tion and licensing; and we did betier
than we had done Last spring. We know
that some of the opponents will retire;
others, hopelully, will listen to the facts.
We can only hope that none will be the
victim ol an assassin’s bullet. But [ fear
that this may happen. The question s,
how many assassinations. how many
murders will we tolerate belore the gun
extremists are ignored and the public
will obeyed?

I don’t know. | do know that every
American is 35 times more likely 10 be
murdered by gun than is a Briton, a
Dane. a2 German or a Swede. [ know
that since 1900, 800,000 Americans have
been killed by guns—more than hive
been Killed in battle in all our wars, from
the Revolution to Vietnam. And I know
that every day. 21 Americans will be
murdered by gun, 150 will be assaulied
by gun and 200 will be robbed by gun.
How many Presidents. Senators. Nohel
Prize winners and honest citizens must
die before we act?

Sincere sportsmen, in whose ranks |1
count myscll. must realize that evenru-
ally, when enough gun atrocities are
committed. the public will demand legis-

Ition so strong that our pleasures really
will De endangered. No  organization,
not even one as powerful as the N. R, AL,
¢ intimidate for long in a [ree society.
A gun policy that is insance for society is
also insane for hunters. And the N. R. A,
serves ats members ill when, instead ol
seizing the opportunity to help write gun-
crime regulition. it opposes all effective
gun-tontrol proposals.

Sincere Americans believe  that
they must resist all eflorts 1o enact any
gun-crime controls should consider theiy

who

responsibility Tor the 7600 victims ol
gun murder in this coumry last year,

They should reflect that in the first
two yeuwrs alter New Jersey enacred regis-
tation and licensing, gun permits were
denied than 1600 convicred
criminals. who otherwise would have ac-
quired guns. But the number of hunting
licenses granted increased substantially.

I am prepared to register my fircarms
and 10 own them,
g that v will be immeasurably

10 more

secure o license 1o
knowit
less difheult thim vegistering a car o
securing a driver’s license. Can any of us
reluse such
and deny law-enforcement officers a ool
to save thousands ol lives each vear?

10 hear an - inconvenience

How selfish and stupid are wep

Hi! Did you know America’s getting a lot

of new playgrounds? They're called Bavarian
Alpine Inns. Clean. Sleek. REALLY WITH IT!

Just like a Bavarian lodge—designed for
great times for happy people. Where fun
girls meet the fun guys for tall, frosty

glasses of Budweiser, Busch-Bavarian and
Michelob beers. Not to mention Alpine-size

sandwiches (priced right!). All served in an

atmosphere as cozy as a winter night spent
around a crackling fire. = Join us for lunch,
an afternoon snack, or best of all. some late

evening fun. We are at the crisp

P.S. Interested in having
your own Inn? Write
Bavarian Alpine Inns,

4 Executive Park Drive, N.E.,
Atlanta, Georgia 30328.

blue-and-white Bavarian Inns. There's

probably one in your neighborhood. Or soon
will be. If not, you might consider moving.
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The Adult Peanut.

Asdryasa good martlm

DRY TOASTED

PEANUTS

WITH MKETS

(keeper of the keys’

Ring the keys to your kingdom with
the Playboy Key Chain
in fine rhodium and

2 black enamel. Use
P ywinely order no.
. JW1050
Please add 504 : 50.
for handling. 83.
Please send
check or money order
to: Playboy Products, The
Playboy Bldg.. 919 N. Michigan
Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611. Playboy
Club credit keyhold harge. /
A ub credit key ers may charg

FREE!

WORLD'S LARGEST
ELECTRONIC KIT
CATALOG!

HEATHKIT 1969

The latest edition . . . with more kits and more
color. Includes over 300 kits for unique creative
fun at 50% savings. You can build your own
color TV, stereo system., electronic organ, home
protection system. portable and shortwave
radios, ham and CB equipment, marine elec-
tronics and many more. No special skills or
knowledge needed. Millions of others have
done it already — you can too! Mail the coupon
today and see how easy it is.

R—

Heath Company, Dept. 5:.3 CL-337 |
Benton Harbor, Michigan 49022

Flease send FREE 1969 Heathkit Catalog.

Name. i

Address___

City. State Tip____

HOT DUTCH TREAT
(continued from page 143)

his spotless white-linen uniform  and
blick Moslem cap. bearing two platters
apicce on each expedition Irom the kit-
chen.

As a dining extravaganza, the old Dutch
treat was unmatched anywhere in the
world. But the embarras de richesses
took time to deliver. The sheer number
ol intervals for each separate decision,
as one specialty after the other was ¢x-
plained and espoused by the headwaiter,
meant that when the vegetables in tur-
meric eventually found their place near
the dhicken and mushrooms and when
the last sambal oclek was sprinkled on the
fruit fritters. the original bed of rice
had become forlornly cold. A rijsttafel
i modern dress, however, fits as beauti-
tully on a bulfer table as it does on a
single or double Lazy Susan. Instead of
dozens of short scencs ltollowing one
another, the dining curtain now opens
on the entire speciacle at one time.
Hosts who rejoice in the proposition that
in pumbers there's a feast—that is. num-
ser of dishes—know it's just as easy to
lay out a rijstlafel for a hall dozcn
couples as it is for one or two.

In unraveling the plan of a ripsttafel.
the main point to grasp is that many ol
the dishes, however enigmatic they may
secem, arc simple garnishes, rather than
entrees. Indonesians have a congenital
passion lor relishes, and a considerable
number ol these, such as the mango
chutneys, are simply a matter of empty-
ing the contents ol a jar or a bottle onto
a buffet dish. Instcad of bread, shrimp-
flavored chips are offered. The thin, hard
witfers. made from shrimps and tapioca
flour. take a minwe or less in hot lat,
when they suddenly billow out 1o four or
six tmes their onigimal size. Toasted co-
conut, fri(.‘tl |):Illi||li|$ ;lll(l OlllL'I' t‘il?i}'
adornments all add 1o the riot of riches.

Table knives are taboo. As in other
Oriental  countries, foods are  served
in bitesized morsels, although doughiy
Dutchmen found the fork and round
bowled soupspoon more to their liking
than chopsticks for mancuvering the re-
gal ripsttafel. Once your plate receives its
substructure of rice, there are two direc-
tions in which o go. Al meas, lowl,
sealood, relishes and  sauces may  be
tossed together into a piquant potpourri
for heawrty dining. The second style is
to add distinct mounds of each dish
the rice and then later move them into
as many combinations as fancy and appe-
tite dictate. The latter technique demon-
strates  the  Indonesian chef's  [abulous
sense ol balance. Chunks of mild lamb
are spiced with comin and lresh ginger
and then doused with a aceamy coconut
siuce; tender pieces of duckling cozy up
to crisp water chestnuts; ice-cold cucum-
her slices in a tart yogurt dressing follow

steaming-hot beel with onions and garlic.

Every creative host anxious to dream
up his own dishes for a rice table should
realize that Indonesian cookery is a deli-
cious hybrid of native, Chinese and In-
dian cuisines tossed into the same pot.
Spices such as cumin, coriander, cloves
and cinnamon—which give Indian cur-
ries their characteristic zing—are used to
pamper Indonesian dishes. Chinese soy
sauce is made somewhat sweeter in In-
donesia, but the added sugar makes it a
perfect  seasoning  lor  Indian  curries.
Vegetables in some dishes are stir-Iried so
quickly they barely lose their raw aroma.
Frequently, the chel's job is not how [ast
he can get his saucepan onto the fire but
how [ast he can remove it.

In the Indonesian nut hicrarchy, coco-
nut is king. Its meat or the juice ex-
pressed from the meat finds its way into
so many dishes that the Indonesian, like
the Frenchman working with his fonds
de cuisine, would be paralyzed without
it. Coconut milk—when it appens in a
recipe—isn’t the liquor that llows when
a raw coconut is punctured. Travelers in
the Canibbean or the South Pacific are
able 1o taste the cool juice ol a voung
coconut when its top is lopped off with
a machete. But the mature coconuts
shipped 1o the States cury a somewhat
tasteless liquor. It's important that it be
present when vou buy a coconut. Shake
the coconut, and if it's good, you'll hear
the lake of juice splashing about. Coco-
nut milk is the liquid that comes from
grating the coconut meat, soaking it n
boiling water and then squeezing the
meat dry. With the use of a blender, the
grating can be accomplished  without
working vour fingers to the bone. For
those who aren’t armed with Orien-
tal patience, shredded moist coconut
meat in a o may be used instead.
Canned coconut is somewlat sweet, but
this added sugar can be balanced by
salted nuts, tart side dishes and other
mainstays ol the rice table. Next 1o the
coconut, freshly roasted peanuts find
their way most ofien into rijstiafel dishes,

As 1o the Tocal point ol the rice table,
American long-grain rice is alwavs much
casier to handle than the Orient’s short
nice. Skilled  hands  lollow  these
guidelines: Use a pan with a heavy bot
tom and a tight lid lor cooking rice; there
should be twice as much water as rice;
rice should never be stirved when it's on
the hire: a teaspoon of salad oil added 1o
cach two cups ol water will give the rice
a pleasant sheen and prevent stickiness.
For most buflets, rice is normally piled
m a mountainous heap in a serving
bowl. At a rijstiafel, hosts enjoy turning
the rice into and out of a mold. The hest
device for molding rice is a Teflon cake
pin, cither a tube pan or a Turk’s-head
pan. Belore turming the cooked rice
mto the mold, rinse the mold with hot
water, leaving it wet. Pack the rice in
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lrmly, pressing down with hand or spoon.
Invert onto a bowl, casserole or platter.

The notion that all Indonesian foods
are seasoned until they become a pep-
pery nightnare is simply untrue. Suma-
trans love the sting of hot peppers; many
other Indonesians will have no pan of
them. Bottled sambals (crushed hot pep-
pers made into thick sances) are always
added by the diner. not the cook. to sunt
his individual taste, using tny [ractions
ol a reaspoon in each case.

At one time. belore sitting down 1o
the rice 1able. Dutch courage was usually
induced by two or three ice-cold swraight
Genever  gins or  martinis.  Americans
nowadays are more likely 1o sttt a nice
party with ITruity rum drinks. such as
devby daiquiris, mai tais or navy grogs.
The Indonesians have a special phrase
for the sense of time, djam karet, mean-
ing the elastic hour. The best possible
way to stretch time—and 1o make sure
thitt it won't snap back—is 1o keep up a
gentle flow ol ice-cold beer throughout
the [east. Food portions are elastic. too,
and depend on the number of items on
the vice table. While every host may add
or subtract courses. he should offer m
least two ol the main dishes that lollow.

RIJSTTAFEL SIDE DISHES

Mango Claudney. Ofler one or iwo
brands with distinct firm picces ol fruit.
not too peppery; serve ice cold.

Spanish Peanuis, Peanuts in the skin.
not in the shell: buy them reshly roasted
in nut shop or rewarm peanuts from can
or jar,

Sambal Oclel:. Hottest of the sambal
crew. imported rom HolLd.

Santhal Manis. Dink version ol sambal
oclel,  containing  onjons.  sugar  and
spices.

Toasted Coconut. Turn contents of
4-0z. can shredded coconut into shallow
bake in 300 oven 20 o 30 minutcs,
‘ing lrequently to prevent charring;
coconut should be light bhrown.

Relishes. Particularlv uselul on the
rice table are the [ollowing Occidental
vinegar-thavored  relishes:  Dillv - Beans.
Chevrvdills. Senfgurken. spiced honeydew
or watermclon rind. chowchow. pickled
black walnuts, sweet India relish and
sweet corn relish,

Shrimp-flavored Clups. Called various-
ly krupuk. krvoepock and kerupuk. they
are about the size of Luge potao chips.
scem weightless and are delicately Ha-
vored with shrimps: most of them are
multicolored: the dricd chips are quickly
deep-fried: should be served warm, il
possible.

French Fried Onions. Indonesians have
a bias lor sliced onions sautéed deep
brown untl they become almost (lakes:
Wastern wastes preler the milder French
Iricd omons: warm contents ol can in
maoderate oven 10 1o 15 minutes.

Tomato Mint Sauce. Mix 1200 jar
tomato preserves with 17 cup bottled

“We demand a higger voice
in the vioming of the Avimy, sir.”

mint sauce: serve ice cold.

Cucrumbers in Yogurt. In mixing bowl.
combine 2 cups thinly sliced. pecled cu-
cumbers. 1 cup vogurt, 1 tablespoon
minced fresh chives, 14 teaspoon  salt.
14 teaspoon curry powder, 1 tablespoon
sugar and 1/ teaspoon lemon juice; chill.

Seroendeng. A toasted  coconut-pea-
nut mixture imported from Holland in
314-0z. javs: fresh version requires a little
labor but is worth it: Take T cup toasted
coconut and blend 1] cup at a time in
blender at high speed: sauté 14 cup
fincly minced onion and 14 teaspoon
finely minced garlic in 1 tablespoon oil
until onion is decp brown: combine
(oconut. onion mixture. 14 teaspoon salt,
145 teaspoon  lemon juice. 1 teaspoon
cumin, 4 teaspoon ground coviander,
14 teaspoon ground cinnamon and 14
cup Spanish peanuts: toss well; serve at
room temperature.

Fried Bananas. Cat fom, barely ripe
bananas in hall lengthwise: discard peel:
cut crosswise into 2- or $-in. picces; sauté
in oil and butter until just ender: avord
cooking to the mushy stage: sprinkle gen-
crously on both sides with sugar. lightly
with cinnamon: serve warm or cold.

DUCKLING WITH BROCCOLI, COCONUT SAUCE
5Ib. duckling
Salt. pepper
1 bunch broceoli

I cup coconut milk (recipe below)

2 tablespoons instantized flour

1y cup light crcam

Sor. can water chestnuts. drained and

sliced

Ground cinnamon

Thaw duckling. il frozen. Sprinkle
with salt and pepper. Roast, breast side
up. in shallow pan. in oven preheated
450 . for about 2 hows or until very
tender and well browned. When duck-
ling is cool enough 1o handle, cut into
small chunks. (No knife is wsed at the
ripsttafely Pliwce chunks. skin side up.
in shallow wide casserole. Mear should
be in single Liver. Cut Ivoccoli stalks
about 1 in. lrom llower. Divide flowerets
into small sections. Boil until just ten
der. (Broceoli stalks may be put aside and
used for another purpose) Place broc
coli llowerets among picees ol duck. Pour
coconut milk. flour and cream into blend-
er and blend at high speed abour 14
minue. Pour into saucepan. Season with
salt and pepper, add sliced water chest-
nuts. Heat to boiling point and siiminer
3 muinutes, Pour over duck. Cover casse-
role with lid or aluminum foil. Place in
oven preheated at 375 lor abour 20
minutes or until all ingredients are heat-
cd through. Sprinkle with cinnamon.

COCONUT AMILK

Place a Lirge coconut in a 5007 oven
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Tor 15 to 20 minutes or until shell eracks.
Run cold water over shell and tap with
hammer (o open coconut. Pry meat loose
[rom shell. Don’t bother scraping dark
skin adhering 1o coconut meat. Cut meat
into 14-in. squares. Place about a hand-
ful at a time into blender and blend ac
high speed until meat is chopped. Pour 2
cups  boiling water over coconut. Let
stand 30 minutes. Strain through wriple
thickness ol cheesecloth, squeezing to ex-
press all juice. Yield: about 2 cups.

Il canned coconut is used, pour 114
cups cold water over contents of 4-07.
can shredded coconut. Bring 10 a boil;
reduce fliime and simmer 5 minutes, Let
stand  covered lor 30 minutes.
through  cheesecloth  or  wire st
Yield: about 1 cup.

Strain

LAMB SATE

15 small leg ol Lamb, about § Ibs.
14 cup salad oil
teaspoon ground cortander
teaspoon ground cumin
whole cloves
in. stick cinnamon
teaspoon hinely minced [resh ginger
teaspoon chopped garlic

15 teaspoon salt

14 dried red pepper, crushed

Have buicher bone Limb. Cut into
cubes approximately 1in. thick. Pour oil
and remaining ingredients into blender.
Blend at high speed about 2 minutes or
until whole spices are coarsely ground.
Pour over lamb in mixing bowl, Mri-
nate overnight. Fasten meat on skewers.
Broil under preheated broiler flame or
over charcoal until brown. Serve with
satd sauce below.

— o |
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SATE SAUCE

3 ablespoons fincly minced onion

1 1easpoon finely minced gavlic

2 wablespoons salud oil

2 teaspoons lemon juice

I cup coconut milk

14 cup peanut butter

Salt, pepper

Saut¢ onion and garlic in il until
onion is lightly browned. Add remaining
ingredients except salt and pepper. Sim-
mer until sauce is smooth and hot, stir-
ring constantly. Scason 1o taste.

CHICKEN AND MUSHROOM SATE

6 chicken breasts. boned and skinned
(3 double breasts)

15 Ib. button mushrooms

2 tablespoons salad oil

I cup coconut milk

3 tablespoons minced onion

14 teaspoon minced garlic

4 cup peanut butter

L teaspoon salt

Ly leaspoon cGiyenne pepper

Cut tender under part of chicken
breasts in hall crosswise. Cut  breasts
crosswise into L-in. strips and set aside.

212 Cut oll stems of mushrooms. (Stems may

be used for another purpose) Sauté
mushrooms in oil lor about 3 minutes.
Set aside. Pour remaining ingredicnts
into a blender. Blend at high speed 1
minute. Place chicken pieces and mush-
rooms in bowl and pour coconut mixture
over them. Marinate overnight or at
least 3 1o 4 hours. Fasten alternate pieces
of chicken and mushrooms on skewers.
Broil under preheated broiler flame or
over charcoal untl  chicken is  light
brown. Heat marinade 10 hoiling point,
stirring well, Pour over chicken satds or
pass separately at rable.

PORK-BALL SATE

1 Ib. ground lean pork, ])rcft‘l‘;lbly
loin
2 slices stale white bread, crusts re-
moved
Milk
2 tablespoons very finely minced onion
I 1caspoon very hnely minced garlic
1y teaspoon Ireshly ground black pep-
per
15 teaspoon ground ginger
I teaspoon salt
1 egg, well beaten
2 teaspoons finely minced parsley
L4 cup soy siauce
2 rublespoons brown sugar
I tablespoon dark molasses
Soak bread in milk. Squeeze gently, to
remove excess milk. Chop very fine. In
mixing bowl, combine pork. bread, on-
ion, garlic, pepper. ginger, salt, cgg and
parsley. Mix very well. Shape into balls 1
in. in diameter. Dip hands in cold water
to shape meat easily. Chill pork balls in
relvigerator. Fasten on skewers. Mix soy
sauce, sugar and  melasses  until sugar
dissolves. Brush on pork balls. Plice
skewers in shallow broiling pan and
broil under preheated broiler until well
browned on all sides,

BEEF WITH GINGER AND RADISHES

214 Ibs. porterhouse or sirloin steak

I Large Spanish onion

%4 cup radish slices

Salad oil

2 1easpoons very finely minced garlic

2 teaspoons very fincly minced [resh

ginger

1 tablespoon soy sauce

I tablespoon dark-hrown sugar

I tablespoon ginger-flivored brandy

14 tablespoons cornstarch

I packet instant bouillon powder

I cup water

1 tiblespoon lemon juice

Salt, pepper

Remove all bone., lat and tendon from
steak. Cut into julienne strips no more
than 14 in. thick and about 114 ins,
long. Cut onion in hall through stem
end. Cur crosswise into thinnest possible
slices. Can radish slices into thinnest pos-
sible julicnne strips. Heat 2 10 3 table-
spoons oil in a large skillet. Sauté meat
until it loses red color. Add onion, garlic
and Iresh ginger. Stir constantly, sauté-

ing about 3 minutes. Onion should be
semicrisp. Pour soy sauce, sugar, brandy,
cornstarch, bouillon powder and water
into blender. Blend until smooth. Pour
inta skillet with meat, bring to a boil and
simmer @ [ew minutes. Stir in lemon
juice and radishes. Add sale and pepper
10 taste.

SHRIMPS WITH CUCUMBER AND PEPPER

114 Ibs. medium-sized shrimps

I Large cucumber

1 Luge sweer red pepper

1 cup coconut milk

14, teaspoon turmeric

1 teaspoon soy sauce

2 tablespoons cornstarch

1 tablespoon very dry sherry

2 tablespoons salad oil

3 tablespoons minced onion

I tablespoon very finely minced garlic

Salt, pepper

Peel shrimps: cut 1through center. leav-
ing tail end imact. Remove vein running
through back. Peel cacumber; cut in half
lengthwise, With a spoon, remove seeds,
Cut cucumber halves crosswise into 14-
in.-thick slices. Cut pepper i hall, re
moving stem end and seeds, and cut into
Vo-in. squares. Pour coconut milk, tur-
meTic, soy sauce, cornstarch and sherry
into blender. Blend at high speed
minute. Heat o1l Lvge electric skil-
let preheated at 4007, Add shrimps, cu-
cumber, pepper, onion and garlic. Stir-fry
just until shrimps turn opaque. Add coco.
nut-milk mixture and bring to a boil.
Reduce flame and simmer 3 minutes. Add
salt and pepper 1o tasie.

PAPAYA FRITTERS

15 cups all-purpose flour

/0
'; teaspoons haking powder
i teaspoon salt
5 teaspoon ground coriander

24 cup water

2 epps

Salad oil

I cup cooked drained papaya (from

can or jar), cut into very small dice

Conlectioners’ sugar

Silt together flour, haking powder, salt
and coriander. Pour water, eggs and 2
tablespoons salad oil into blender. Blend
at high speed 1 minute, Add papaya and
cgg mixtuwre to flour. Fold until liquid
and dry ingredients are just blended.
Heat 14 in. oil in elearic skillet pre
heated at 3707, Drop batter, a level ta-
blespoon at a time, into oil. Brown on
both sides. Drain fritters on absorbent
paper. Just belore serving, silt confec-
uoners’ su on top fritters. (May be
served with rijsttafel or as dessert.)

Having mastered the basic requisites
ol the rvice table, the aspiring chel can
rescarch his way through a tempting
spectrum ol Indonesian exotica. With
vipsttafel, an adventurous spivit is a prime

ingredient.




“Now lo test your reflexes.”
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adjust the focus and size up the challenge.

“Of conrse,” he'll sav, “vou'd get a
much beter idea of what the real Rome
looked like il vou saw the model in the
AMuseum ol Roman Civilizaton.™

“What's it like?”

“Fantastic—a complete reconstruction
of the old city, right down to the last
vool ule.”

It takes a good 20 minutes 1o drive to
the museum. which is in EURL the sub-
urb built by Mussolini tor the Universal
Exposition ol Rome in 1912, There are
other muscums and art exlnbitions in
E.URL and no end of pleasant outdoor
terraces at which o linger with your
new-found companion.

Within casy walking distance of the
Piazza i Spagna are daviime Rome’s
equally notable get-acquainted grounds:
the Lion Bookshop on Via del Babuino:
American Express (located at the L end

of the piazza asell): the antique shops
and galleries along Via Muarguita and
Via dei Coronari: and the diry's smartest
shop-and-=smack  streets—Condotti. Bor-
gognona, Frattina and Corso. It was at
the Tamed Calle Greco on Condotti that
the original swinger, Casanovi, swung
for the fst time: or so they sav. It must
have had bigger tables and wider couches
in those davs.

Less than o ten-minute walk from the
] ol the Spanish Steps is 1he feshpor
circuit ol Via Vencto and vicinity, the
locale where you'll find the most expen-
sive shops (don’t ger swept off vour fect
by their wares—you’ll olten get better
prices on the same or comparable goods
clsewhere). On Vencto. the action starts
carlv in the day but doesn’t ger into [ull
swing unuil night. The present center of
it all is the Calé de Paris, opposite the
Excelsior hotel. although Doney’s. on the

Excelsior side, still avraas a faithiul
retinue ol American residents.
Rome’s  unrecognized  separate  city-

state, Via Veneto is policad by the waiters
ol the sidewalk calés. Iy may seam strange
thar one of these shirp-cved custodians
should sk that gust gentlemin over
there, with the gold cigar holder and the
vicuia windbreaker. 1o pay for his collee
in advance. but hindly remarkable; lor in
this short strip of high-priced real estate,
there is a tendency among its habitucs to
look lamous but to be broke. To the
princely men and the gorgeously dressed
girls who accompany them, Rome begins
and ends in the immediate vidnity ol
the Cal¢ de Paris: but 1o those who
know beter, it is where the genuine
Rome begins.

Vencto is no longer quite the gossipy,
lip-smacking, paparazzistudded paradise
ol some vears ago, when Anthony Steel
was decking photographers in delense of
Anita Lkberg and La Dolee ita was part
ol the local philosophy. But the cast and
the scenery have changed very linle:
exceptionally  good-looking  girls, some
times squired, sometimes not; a pair of
shades for every Lace: and a fairly mixed
crowd lrom Rome's gigantic movie in-
dustry—everyone, lrom  elearician 1o
director, with an attendant andience of
gawkers and nudgers. The snect’s two
most prized prestige symbols are a leather-
bound script cover (available hrom Gued
on Condotti, where you can abso pick up
those chain-link  loalersy and  business
cards with a Los Angeles address and the
word “film” somewhere in the title. Nei-
ther will impress the waiters, but hoth
have been known to work wonders in
other quarters. 1 voure staying ncarby,
vou cin aise the geography and whet
your curiosity by taking a moming cotlee
there belore embarking on the dav's ex-
pedition. Go back Tater, when s dark.

You'll need 10 devote most of the momn-
mg 1o see the city’s most visited site—the
109-acre Vatican complex, an absolute
cssential lor any initial Roman holiday.
The Vatican Museum, a weasme house
ol religious art through the centuries,
doses at two ra, and you won't want
to miss it. The Vatican's other priceless
assets: the Viatican Library, which con-
Liins, among an assortment of raritics,
Galileo's first microscope and a map of
America published in 1493; (he Sistine
Chapel, Michelangelo's incredible master-
work; and Si. Peter’s Basilica, the Lirgest
church in the world Gand don’t miss the
view from the vool—[Lantastic).

If vou believe, incadentally, that the
Church has always been chary ol depia
ing sexuality, take a look at the designs
on the marble bases of Bernini's canopy
over the Papal Altwr. The work is said
to have heen commissioned by Pope Un-
ban VIIT 1o celebrate a birth in the
Family. His coat of arms, three bees, is



arranged below the head ol a girl. in a
design that lorms breasts and pubis. Each
panel depicts her advancing  pregnancy.
amd the Last one shows the face of o smil-
mg inkant. Under these, the complex
hevaldic  design depicrs the male  and
female organs. The guides never mention
it and neither do the guidebooks.

If you've been suceessful in vour quest
lor companionship. after touring the
Vatican take a rented o out along
Appia Antica—Dbetter known as the Ap
pin Way—where you'll have a chance
to explore the dark caitacombs (those at St.
Schastian have  English-speaking  monks
lor guides) and the tombs and temples
built alongside this ancient highway. On
the way, visit the massive ruins of the
Baths of Caracalla, which once catered
to 1600 ladies and gentlemen at a0 time
and sull retain some ol the original
mosaic decoration. The steel welliswork
and stage you'll see inside the main walls
arce lor the spectacular allvesco operas
that are staged there during the summer.
For a few lire, one ol the attendants will
take vou on a tour ol the intricate under-
ground passages. For a lew more. you
cm return another time to see and hear
an opera in these extraordinary  sur-
roundings.

There’s no need to lollow the Appian
Way 10 its end n the Alban Hills, but
go Lar enough so that you pass over the
onc or two short strewches ol the oviginal
pavement, some ol which still bears the
mark ol chariot-wheel ruis. Il vou have
forgotten to take lunch (a rosticeeria is
best tor this: these Ialian-sivle delicares-
sens pack delicious picnics ol cold meats,
bread and dheeses), watch lor the striped
umbrella you'll sec about hallway along
the old road. It looks like a lranklurier
stand Irom a distance, but vou'll find far
Lairer Tare: roasted stufted pig. The meat
is sold by the slice, there is Ireshly baked
bread to enjoy it on, and there are great
beakers of wine with which 1o sluice it

down.

Farther along the road, your compan-
ion will probably wonder whan all those
voung ladies are doing sitting on the
rocks  along  the  shoulder. Tell  her
they've pursuing Rome’s oldest proles
sion on one ol Rome's oldest voads; their
customers are drivers who aren’t averse to
cirauttous detours from the main high-
ways. Once you're past this autoerotic
region, pick out a likely spot beside the
road, spread a doth and break out the
picoic provender. After a leisurcly meal,
vou can return direaly o the hewrt of
Rome—via the Cristoloro Colombo ex-
presswav—and 1o Trajan’s Park. behind
the Colosseum, where vou'll ger a look at
the remnants ol Nero's Libulous
pilace, the Golden House. The grounds
used 1o stretch from a point cast ol there
1o the Palatine Hill on the lar side of the
Colosseum:; a 1200oot statue of Noro

lew

stood at the entrance 1o a pillared arcade
that was a mile long. Rome was horrified
at the exiravagance. but Nero's opinion
was cloquently expressed by his observa-
tion on sceing his new home for the first
tume: “Now I can at last begin 10 Iive
like & human being.”

Having explored the Golden House,
you can proceed 1o the Colosseum and
artach voursell o one ol the regular
tours that are led by the very attractive
and multilingual female guides. although
a visit at night with company and a good
guidebook might be an even more satis-
lying experience. Built on this site in the
First Century ., the Colosseum seated
upward ol 50,000 spectators who came 10
witness the gory specradles ol gladiatorial
combat staged tor their amusement by the
(‘mpt‘l'ul'_

By the time you leave the Colosseum,
Rome will be well mto its siesta; most
shops, ofhees, wavel agencies and  all
banks are closed trom one 1o lour par. 11
you're not inclined 1o do as the Romans.
this will be a good tme to visit a lew ol
the city's museums, all of which, except
lor the Vatican  Muscum, stay  open
throughout the alternoon. Bars and res
taurants also ramain unshuttered; head
lor the Grand Hotel's downstairs cock-
tail lounge; it's an action spot and often
packed with celebrities during the alter-
noon. Or il you don't mind touristy
crowds, siesta time might be well spent ar
the Tre Scalini, a trattora that serves up
what may be the best ice cream in the
world: you won't believe how good it
can be umtil you've tried some there,

By now, your enaigy sufhciently ve-
stored, you'll be ready 1o visit three more
Roman imperatives: the Pantheon, the
only complete ancient Roman building
still standing: the Campidoglio, lor s
impressive overview of the Imperial Fo-
rum: and the Forum itsell. One of the
most memorable sights in the cty, the
Forum was not only the site of Rome's
senate but the center ol the civilized
world for more than 1300 years. It was
Mark Antonv  culogized
Caesar's body. where the vestal virgins
were housed and where all roads 10 Rome
finally converged. A historical sound-and-
light spectacle. presemed every night each
week at the Forum during summer, com
pellingly evokes those vanished divs ol
empire. But make certain you don't visit
the Forum until the sun has almost ser:
in summer. the valley that surreunds it s
broiling hot. and it’s unwise to time you
visit at the height ol the alternoon heat

Following your long dav ol sight-seeing,
you'll want to head back to your hotel to
lveshen up amd dress for an evening on
the town.

The night’s events should start with a
reconnoiter ol the Calé de Paris, perhaps
an aperiivo or two—a  bitter Campari
with sodit i lemon. or a Negroni—and
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a slice of sizzling-hot quiche Lorraine,
one of the many superb dishes served
there. Appetite aroused, you can now
begin contemplating where o dine. At
George's, an expensive, outstanding res-
taurant on the Via Marche, try the pasta
sprinkled with truflles, the rigatoni, osso
buco or any of the seasonal game dishes
that George's is justly famed for. The
Borgia Room, on the ground floor of the
Hostaria dell’Orso, is Rome's most opu-
lent restaurant: the utensils and plates
are gold. and the classic Italian cuisine
measures up to the accouterments. Other
restaurants where vou can’t go wrong:
Ranieri for traditional Ttalian dishes, the
more informal Mastrostelano trattoria,
Sergio and Ada’s for regional Roman
fare and the Ile de France for Rome’s
hinest French food.

Following dinner, the smaller bars and
discos in the side streets off Veneto are
getting ready for the night rush—which
i1s initiated by the girls of Rome. Those
microskirted lasses standing opposite the

""‘-h-,- & s ._4-!7'-‘ ;..__ .
=

Amcrican embassy are not lining up for
an aundience with the ambassador; they're
waiting for dlients. The dharge is upward
ol $25 a session, usually at their place.
The same can be said ol the young ladies
who choose. perhaps with a measure of
irony, 1o patrol the Via della Purifica-
zione, a lew blocks away.

If you're in no mood for professional
attentions, drop into the nearby Capric-
cio, where you'll find 2 lively crowd, great
pasta Lue at night and swinging sounds.
Or try the Club 81, a smart, mirrored
discothéque that attracts some ol the
loveliest unescorted company in town.
Avoid the Vecchia Roma (the one on
Vencto, not the restaurant of the same
name) and the Mini Club; the first is a
basement operation (champagne at $20
a bottle and the world’s thirstiest hostess-
es) and the other is a waste of time. Too
dark, oo small, very dull.

Check out the Piccadilly on Piazza
Barberini (it’s an English pub with an
Italian in the kitchen and a bird at the

“You're fortunate to grow up in these exciling times—the
hreakup of the atom, the breakihrough of

space exploration, the breakdown of morvals. . . .

EE

bar) and save an hour or so later on for
the Piper Club, a psychedelic diseo oper-
ated by the same management. on Via
Tagliamento. Don't be put off by the
unfortunie sign  that reads, you cax
DANCE WITH A Goop wisky. The music is
Iive and loud (British and U. S. groups)
and the company young and boisterous.
Same sort of atmosphere at the Tian
Club, across the Tiber near the Vatncan,
but not so many flashing strobes.

Nighr lile on a big scale—name per-
formers, spectacular floorshows and  the
like—is not one of Rome’s strongest
points, and about the closest vou'll get
to a supper-club atmosphere is the roof-
top La Cabala at the Hostaria dell’Orso,
where there are two orchestras tor danc
ing, and the Casina delle Rose in Villa
Borghese, where there’s dancing under
the stars. You'll also find a few semi-
burlesque and bellv-dancing joints, but
nothing to get excited about. At the
other end of the cultural plane, however,
there are concerts, open-air in summer,
and superh perlormunces at the Teatro
dell’Opera from December to May.

Try to spend at least one night explor
ing Trastevere (its inhabitants czum 1o be
the only authentic Romans left), a maze
ol narrow streets. piazzas and old, shut-
tered houses on the other side of the
Tiber. In July, the Trasteverines hold
their own lestival—Nowantri—an exuber-
ant blend of fireworks, mandolin plaving,
dancing in the squares and water sports
on the river. On Sunday mornings, look
for bargains in Trastevere's Porta Portese
Flea Market. Some of the cditv's more
colorful (and, frankly, hokey) restaurants
are over there, but the waiters and singors
who leap all over the plice scem 1o enjoy
themselves and act as though the custom-
ers are old friends returned [rom a long
and arduous journey.

It might be a good notion to save
Trastevere’s antic pleasures for vour Last
night in Rome; even though much of the
section'’s gaiety is manulactured, Traste-
vere is, finally, more Romanesque than
the city's skyscrapers can ever aspire to
be. An old adage maintains that il you
stay in Rome for ten days, vou'll never
leave; and an early-17th Century visitor
wrote that a aveler to Rome needs “the
back ol am ass, the belly of a hog and a
conscience as broad as the king's high
way,” an carthy summation that is still
valid. There are 25 centuries of history
there and the remains still poke through
the city's surface. But realistic Romans—
and there are few who aren't—are un-
impressed by this legacy of venerable
monuments. Their dedication, they say,
is 10 life, love and laughier: and anvone
who has Lillen under the spell of this
great and lusty metropolis can westify 1o
the eficacy ol their zeal.




A MAN'S HOME IS HIS CASTLE

(continued [rom page 117)

ol them since 1971 said Melissa. She
sipped from the glass. “Boy. this tastes
dreadlul.”

“You're Just looking lor an iwnrgument.”

“No. I'm not. I never argue anyplace
but with you. anyway. This is an odd
house, Perry. You know. I don’t have 1o
list the odd stuff that’s happened 1o me
here. Who wouldn't arguez”

Perry looked away Irom
greenhouse was  [ull of
petunias, “Well” he said.

“When o Joel had his group and 1
toured with them and we went to all the
junior colleges and plaved and 1old kids
about  what a great beat  Gregorian
chints had, then 1 never got into any
arguments. Nor when T was with Bud-
dy's elearified polka band.”

Perry paused to listen 1o something
outside. “What's that whinnying?”

“What do you think?”

“That's a horse.” said Perry. “That’s
what it is. That's a horse whinnying in
back of the greenhouse.”

Melissa said, “I'm  going  horseback
riding.”

“At three in the morning?”

“See, now vou want to argne.”

“No. not me. You're free 1o do what
vou want. You're uniguely awonomous.
which is why I love you. Where'd you
get the horse?”

“That lellow who runs the fire depart-
ment here in town in his spare time
lent me the ho He just brought it
over and left it a lew minutes ago.”

“I thought vou didn’t ke him.”

“I can change my mind about what [
like. Maybe someday I'll even like your
Lolthouse,” said Melissa. “Anyway. I'm
not having any aftair with this fireman.
He just wanted to lend me a horse.™

Perry said. “I understand. Out here in
the country. it's not like San Francisco
and people are much Ivicndlier. Nobody
would lend you a horse in San Francisco.™”

“I'm going riding now.” said the girl.
She emptied her glass and jumped from
the white table. “When I get mounted,
you can help me by handing up my amp
and my guitar.”

“Taking them with you?”

“I mav be gone a day or so,” said
Melissi. It has nothing to do with you.
Perry. I'm just basically restless.” She
turned and walked the length of the
greenhouse and out.

After Melissa had ridden off. erry
wandered back 10 Lofthouse. The Iront
door opened belore he got his hand on
the kunob, but he didn’t say anything.
Up in the bedroom. he stretched out on
his back, his clothes on. On the glass
above him, the raccoons were still skit-
weving and peeking in. Or maybe they
were chipmunks,

. s e

Two days later, when the mailman's

her. The
bins of wild

T
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“I suppose this will cancel our research grant!”

copter landed on the front acre ol the
estate. Perry was in the  second-lloor
shower stall, talking 1o Lolthouse. The
mailman blew the wick horn he had
mounted on his ship and the sound of
spinning  propellers  stopped.  “Maybe
there's a letter rom Melissa,” Perry said.
“I'll get back to you.” He buttoned his
blazer and stepped out onto the blue-
mosaic floor of the bathroom.

“I'm not trying to intrude,” said Loft-
house, “but vou're doing the whole busi
ness wrong. It's no wonder Melissa keeps
running off.”

Perry  hunched  one  shoulder  and
wrned again toward the shower stall.
“She was running away from me belore
I even inherited this place and moved
in. What I'm trying 1o do now doesn’t
involve her habit patterns.” He  slid
back the rippled vinyl door of the stall.

“You don’t have to call me “this
place,” ™ suid the small speaker grid set in
between  the hot  and  cold  1oggles.
“We've known eich other almost two
months and I've sure done enough 1o
help you. That’s my trouble, always do-
ing things for people and getting lelt out.
Never invited 1o parties, nobody scnds
me keepsakes on important holidays.”

“People don't invite houses over 1o
parties.”

“I'm a mansion. EFight bedrooms. Ga-
rage space lor a dozen cars. Near to
transportation.”

“Don’t ury to sell me.” said Penry, “1
already own you. Now I have to go
catch the mailman.”

“T'll be right here whenever you have
the time,” said Lolthouse.

“This is your idea,” said Perry.
“There arve  speaker grids in  twenty
other rooms. but you insist on talking
here in the john this week.”

“It adds to the sensc of conspiracy,”
said the house. 1 can see you don't like
i. Old Lofthouse can’t pick the right
place for anything. Always there when
vou necd him, but never gets a thank
vou or a how-de-do.”

The mail horn played its patriotic
medley again and Parry ran across the
long bathroom. 1 suppose 1 should
thank you lor turning Melissa to stone
last week.”

“You don't even understand magic.
anyway,” said Lolthouse. "Or cybernet-
ics. That’s one ol your problems.”

“How-de-do.”" Perry said and  dived
into the hallway.

On the vast thick Lawn, Floyd Dell,
the postman. was standing  with one
cowboy-hooted  foot  against the riglt
front tive ol his copter. Behind him, the
sycamores  and  buches and  probably
pines, though Perry wasn’t quite sure ol
the pictures in the paperback tree guide
he'd bought, bobbed gently in the warm
summer  wind.

“Your Luie uncle sure knew a lot ol
wackics.” said Dell. tapping a handful of
airmail letters against his low-hanging
stomach. “Lot of webloots i schrabs. 1
always thought he was a brilliant man,
not because ol his Ph.D. or his degrees
in science but because he had hunches
that got him in trouble with the setup.”
Dell fluttered the mail. “He's been dead
amdd gone near six months and they still
write him from the remote spots ol the
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world. Every gool scientist and comput-
er lover and machine freakie. I bet vou
didn’t run into people like this when
you still worked over in San Francisco,
before you inherited your umcle’s joint
here and could aflord to quit.”

“Oh,” said Perry, “we had compuiers
at Synthetic Groceries.”

“Message here from your girllriend,
too,” Dell mentioned and handed him
the mail.

The postcard from Meclissa was on top
of the pile. On its face was a color
photo of the city-hall plaza in Oakland,
California. The message, in Melissa's
lelt-leaning printing, read, “Been sitting
in with Flix. Guitar on the Iritz hut
borrowed an electric banjo. Love vou, of
course. Back home Tuesday. Melissa. Or
Wednesday at the Laest.”

“Miss Dankworth is off pursuing her
musical career again, 1 see,” sad the
postman. “A lovely girl. You ought o
marry her and seutle down, How old are
you, anywav? Thirty?”

“Only twenty-cight,” Perry wld him.
Oakland was only two howrs away lrom
the town ol Windheld, where the estate
was. “Maybe 1 could drive over and look
for her.”

“Leave her be,” said Dell. “Too much
running around going on these  days,
anyway. Here it is 1973 and nobody
remembers the lessons ol our smcestors.
Take your damn time, I say. Look at
me; I'm no speed demon. All these gecks
hive around here in Windheld on their
estates.  They're alwavs on the rush.
Come summertime and everybody goes
olf to Europe. Me, I take cight or nine
hours every day just to deliver the mail.
Would our ancestors have built a house
like this one of your uncle's?” Dell
waved at the threestory Victorian. “All
[ull of gadgetry and gimmickry. Not
that he wasn't a brilliant man, though
some said he went beyond the borders ol
science into the realm of sorcery. Always
offered me a cold beer on o hot day.”

Perry kept looking at the enormous
white mansion. “Funny, hub,” he mur-
mured,

“You mean because the house has
moved over 1o the right some hundred
[eez” asked Dell, caching the thought.

“Yes,” said Perry. “It's on top ol the
rock marden now. I didn’t know Lolt-
house did that. No mention of it in the
instructions my uncle lelt behind.”

“Nobody, not even vour Late. brilliant
uncle, knows evervthing this house can
do,” the postman told him. He poked
two hngers at the covered-wagon decora-
tion on his e, “Sometimes it moves
back up into the woods behind there.”

“How can it do that?”

“I think vour undle put it on wheels,”
said Dell. He swung himself back up
into the mail copter. “Give my regards
to Miss Dankworth. I heard that Flax
guy play once back in ‘71 at the San

Francisco Culture Fair. Flax and his
Mechanized  Mojos.  Sounded  like a
bunch of gools and webloots, but they
kept the beat”

“Happy landings.” Peny said and re-
turned to Lolthouse as the copter took
flight,

- - -

Lofihouse decided to talk to Pary in
the third-floor library the next morning.
“Here it is Wednesday and she isn't
back.” said the computerized house.

Perry poked an orange pip out of his
juice and  kept  watching  the  back
grounds ol the estate from the library
balcony.  Butterlliecs and  silver  gnats
danced over the thick foliage. Or maybe
they were Iruit flies. Perry had 1o check
again in his insect paperback. "1 don’t

scc why a computer needs so many
sipr:llu:r outlets.” he sard.
“Your uncle, Dir. L. ]J. Mawger,

thought ol me as much more than just a
computer,” said Lofthouse from the grid
near the balcony coflee urn. “All that
gadgewry in the basement is simply a
part ol me. 1 am the whole house and |
cm do anything.”

“You lelt sceds in the orange juice.”

“That’s really trivial, replied Loft-
house. His thin voice had a tendency 1o
swoop down at the end ol sentences.
“Think of my major achievements. 1 am
a perfea house, vich with servomecha-
nisms. Best of all, thanks 10 Dr. Mawger's
pioneering brilliance, I am one ol the
lew computer systems capable ol doing
magic." Lofthouse gave a  swooping
chuckle. “Imagine vour uncle being able
to work out the basic elements ol sorcery
and magic by tking advantage ol the
compurer. You sce, alchemists and war-
locks in the past didu't have enough
time to explore. When you're messing
with black magic, oo much trial and
crror ¢an be deadly 1o the individual
sorcerer. You send  for Belphegor and
get Beelzebub by mistake and vou've got
a nasty situation on your hands. When
you're doing business with demons, you
should be cautious.”

“I know, vou told me that six wecks
ago, when vou introduced yowrsell 1o
me,” said Perrv. “Seems like a lot of
trouble Tor, so Lar, small results.”

Lolthouse said, “You aren’t petting as
much fun out of this as Dr. Mawger did.
That’s one ol your problems.”

“Yes, but you implicd T could use
some of this magic to win Melissa,” said
Perry. “All those centrilugal pumps and
giant blenders down in the basement.
All the thousands of punch-card philier
recipes you sorted through. You couldn't
even come up with a workable love
potion to use on Melissa. Doesn’t seem
like very efhicient sorcery to me.”

“She never drank it. Don’t blame me
if she threw the wineglass at your head.”

“Yes, but that's not the point,” said
Perry. “You're supposed to be a triumph
ol science and sorcery and you can't



even keep the girl T love from running
off to join an clearonic musicians’
group; and God knows how her guitar
got broken.”

“Well, il you'd left her a statue, she
wouldn't have run oll.” said Lolthouse’s
balcony grid. “That was a fine spell. Did
I cver show vou that streteh ol wape? |
illuminated it. like the monks and war-
locks used 1o do. That's a quality touch,
a Lofthowse touch. Your run-ol-the-mill
computer doesn’t have the imagination
for that”

“What good does Meclissa do me
turned into a statue on the lawn with a
bow and arrow and some deer chasing
her?” asked Perry. “You didn’t even use
firstvate mable.”

“A girl such as Melissa enhances any
medium,”  said  the house.  “Marble,
bronze, iron have their cold, harsh value
enhanced and expanded by such as Me-
lissa. There's a levered sensuality that
flickers about her and she radiates a
sharp, warm  fascination. Long-legged
girls arc wonderful. Proud, lean and
high breasted, glowing with languid fire.
The very sound ol a name like Melissa
SuEgests——""

“Drop that,” said Perry. “Where'd you
dredge up all that kind of talk?”

“Programed in,” said Lofthouse. “Any-
way. she’ll be home in an hour and you
can try again to get her 1o stay.”

Perry got up out ol his wicker sun
chair. “"How do vou know tha”

“Well, I can monitor the [uture some-
times,” admitted the house. “Though in
this hot weather, the crystal halls don’t
always work. I mever have liked the
summer heat in Windfield. Come sum-
mer. everybody ought to take off lor
Europe.”

“Crystal balls?™

“There’s a bank ol them
with my system.”

“Then you can tell me if I'm eventu-
ally going to succeed.”

"With whaez”

“Melissa, obviously.”

Lofthouse said, “No. I cn't get a
clear picture ol that yer.”

Perry  bent  toward  the  waist-high
speaker grid. “Look. il she’s coming
back, we'll try one more spt'll tonight.
And this stuff has got to start working.
because I'm having o more and more
difhicult time explaining to Melissa, with-
out actually mentioning magic, what's
been happening. It's hard, for instance,
to explain to someone why they trned
1o marble.”

“Get her to sit in the black armchair
in the first-lloor music room alter din-
ner,” said the house.

linked in

“Why?”
“In the light fxture over it, Dr.
Mawger installed over one thousand

magic wands, collected from all times
and climes.”

“A thousand magic wands in that little
light fixture?”

“We miniaturized them.” explained
the computerized house. “I'll start the
incantation tapes going down there in
the music room now, to prepare the
atmosphere. There, by the way, is onc
=l advantage of elecironic magic. Im-
agine in the old days having to incam
all that dull Latin. and backward. Now
I just loop it and run it in reverse.”

“What kind of spell are you planning
to us¢ on her?”

“I'll retricve something out ol the
spell  banks  that'll make her more
affectionate and more loyal. There she is
downstairs.”

Irom below came the sound ol a 12
string guitar being dropped onto a hard-
wood hallway floor.

L] - -

Somewhere on the dark night lawn,
Perry bumped into the trunk ol a hem-
lock or. more probably, a giant sequoia.
The darkness stretched up all around
him. Far and away to the lelt glowed
the small high windows of the topmost
tower ol a treesurrounded vellow gin-
gerbread  mansion. Perry  lowered  his
gaze and felt around the base of the ee
with a tentative foot. He got himscll
onto one ol the whitestone paths ol his
late uncle’s estate. The pebbles glowed
pale blue, grating and slithering under-
foot. “Melissa, are you out here?” Perry

called. The collision with the tee had
apparently closed his lelt nostril. “Don't
let the nasal voice lool you. It's me.
Perry. Come on back inside, Melissa.”

Something skittered in the tangle ol
hedges at his lefr. Perry moved toward in
and  the rosebushes. Branches rustled
and rose petals showered down on his
head. “Are you up in one of these damn
trees, Melissaz”

All grew quiet and silence rolled
round him. Perry strained to see up into
the interlacing of branches and vines
above him. He sighed, continued on,
tripped over a sundial. "Sit down on a
benech and relax. She'll be OK,” said
Lolthouse.

“Have you got a speaker out here,
too. you nitwit:"’

Lolthouse said, “Implanted right un-
der the mscription. TINE 1S THE SUREST
CURE."”

“Can't you bring oftf one spellz” asked
Perry, tilting toward the small grid in
the speckled marble.

“Sometimes the spglls get mixed. My
retricval system is cceentric. Having to
put all those cabalistic signs on tape has
a side effect, T think. Which is only my
opinion and I wouldn't debate with
brilliant men such as your late uncle.”

“You said this spell would make

“Houw's this for a switch? Boy meets girl; boy loses
girl; boy lives happily ever after.”
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Melissa aflectionate and loyval.”

“Well, cats are allectionate and loyal.”

“Couldn’t you have warned me about
the ¢t business:™

“I didn't imtend i, said Lofthouse
[rom the sundial. “Whart's a tape bank
know about affection? One kind is the
same as the next to some ol my dumb
components.”

“What kind of cat is she, anyway?”

“Look it up in vour cit book.”

“Never mind. T have 1o find her,” said
Perry. “Then 1 hope you cin come up
with a way 1o work that cat spell off her.”

“American short-hair cat,” sawd  Lolt-
house. “Anyway, it should wear off by
tsell i a few minutes. T checked back
and that particular cat spell is a short-
term one. Witches used 1o cast them just
as samples.”

“I still want o locate
strode across the dearing.

“To my way ol thinking, which 1
believe is true,” said Lofthouse, “you're
using the wrong kind of magic on the
problem.”

Perry took  a
stopped. 0D, soz”

“My leclings now are” said the voice
ol the computer, “that you ought to
approach Melissa with the more outgo-
ing kind ol sorcery. You know, showers
ol pold coins, piles of vich Turs manilest-
ed out of the air. sudden appearances ol
precious gems, beds ol roses, flights on
moonbeams. Stull like that”

“Can you work that any better
what we're doing now?”

"

her.” Perry

further step, then

than

“My specialty.” said  Lofthouse, his
voice swooping. “Your lie uncle olien

approached girls, partcularly long, lan-
]_.llll' |:l|0lll[(_"1 that way. For himscll.”
" odecided Penvy. “That’s too su-
pvrfu ml What I believe in is an inward
chimge.”

“You really,” said Melissa behind him,
“ought to get a repairman 1o look at this
house, Perry. Turning me 1o stone and
now into a cahico cat. That's lor certain
a mallunction, if vou had a warranty.”

“Not cialico, American short  hair,”
Perry said to the willowy blonde. ““Where
are vour clothesz”

“Back in the music room. remembere”
siid Melissa. In the moonlight, her very
tan skin shone a warm. dusky rose. She
scratched her lowest vib, nudging her
lelt breast with the inside ol her elbow.
“Was that the computer you were talk-
ing tod”

“More or less.” Perry hunched out of
his jacker. “Here”

“It’s not cold. Why don’t you ask that
damn thing to repair itselfz Everv time
I'm here for more than a lew hours, we
have some kind of odd accident.”

“Patience,” said Porvy. “Every house
takes getting used to.”

Melissa put her palns on her buttocks
and backed against a plum wree. Litle

220 yellow plums fell on them. “I do appre-

ciate your coming out to look for me.
Though, in [act, T felt pleasant as a cat
Free and autonomous.”

“I thought you might stray out onto
the roadway and ger Hatened by a
Mercedes or a caterer’s truck,” said Per-
ry. “Sure vou don’t want the coar?”

Melissa hitched it off his outstretched
hand. spun and spread it on the thick
grass. “Can you turn off the speaker out
herez”

“1 guess.” Perry moved [rom the naked
Melissa to Lolthouse's grid. “Twn tlas
off out here. Don't hisien. don’t look.”

“1 know my place,” said Lolihouse in
a metallic whisper.

“It's oft” Perry told the girl.

“Gadgets take away your sense ol pri-
vacy sometimes,” said Melissa, lowering
hersell onto the coat. *'1 was telling that
to Flax just Monday evening and he got
up and unplugged his Fender bass.”

“No music anecdotes,” said Perry, as
he dropped beside her.

- - -

Melissa fingered on the coltee urn and
said, “I've got lindle prickly marks all
over my backside.”

Perry had just entered the downstairs
kitchen with the morning mail. “Maybe
it's nervous tension.”

“No, [rom the grass last night.”
she said. “Litle minute prickly marks.
What kind ol grass 1s thate”

“I'll have o look it up.”

“Youre mot very sentimental
morning.”

“I have,” Penvy said, showing her an
envelope, “to go into San Frandisco this
alternoon and mect with some ol my
uncle’s other heirs. They like 10 have
these meetings about the assorted picces
ol the estate every few weeks”

“1 thought this here, Lolthouse, was
the estate.”

“No. I 1old you about the money and
stocks amd interests in businesses he
lelt.” Perry snilled. “That coflee urn’s
burning. Is there enough water in 2"

5l Lolthouse added water
automatically.”

“Not always,” said Perry.

“There are a lot of other things 1
hivve to attend to,” smid the house [vom
a speaker grid over the wall stove

“Is that him?” asked Melissa. She
scratched  her shoulder and  her left
breast Iell our of her werry kimono. “He
has an interesting voice. I don’t guess
I've heard him speak belore.”

“I'N talk to you later,” Perry said to
Lolthouse.

“You can chat in front of me,” said
Melissa. She retied her pale-yellow robe.

Perry told her, “This meeting with
the relatives will probably mean Tl
hive 1o stay in San Frandsco overnight.
My aunt Arden, you vecall 1 told you
about her with the purple-tinted hair,
she vsually insists on a Lute supper alter

this

sumed

.

the business meeting and my staying
over there. \oull stay here?”

“Oh, sure,” said the tanned girl. “I'm
not in a roaming mood at the moment.
You and Lofthouse talk. I'll go take my
shower.”

When Meclissa was gone, Lolthouse
said, “The more 1 reflect on it, the surer
I am youre using the wrong approach.
A girl like that, so intense and aware ol
the tactile nature of the world. You ought
to switch 10 the gold-and-lwrs approach.
Want to try?”

“Right at the moment, all T want is a
cup ol coffee,” said Perry.

- - -

Friday, at a litde after thice in the
alternoon, Perry rerurned from the over-
night mecting and drove up the white-
pebble driveway, across a thickly planted
acre. It wasn't until he had wrouble find-
ing the garage that he realized the house
was not there. Only new grass, short and
bright green, stretching over the quarter
ol an acae Lolthouse had occupied. He
got out of his Mercedes sedan and closed
its door. He walked carelully around the
outline of the house as he remembered
it. “Melissa,” he called, not loud.

The popping sound of the mail cop-
ter grew overhead and Perry turned o
sce Floyd Dcll dvopping toward the
front lawn. Perry walked down to meet
the postman. I don't suppose you've
scen my house around the neighborhood
anyplacez” he asked the emerging Dell.

“Saw your girl, Miss Dankworth, at
the post office vesterday evening pretty
near dosing time,” said Dell, rubbing an
cmvelope across his stomach.

“1 stayed ovcmight m San Frandsco,”
said Perry. “Is that leter from her?”

“Special delivery,” the postman said
and gave him the lewer. “What's she
say?”

Perry didn't bother 1o keep it private.
He read, ” "Just a note to let you know 1
got to talking to Lolthouse and 1 find
him [ascinating. Showers of gold. piles
of furs. buckets of rare and precious
gems. Not to mention traveling any-
where i the world” He didn't tell me
about that. "By the time you read this,
't be in laly someplace on an acre
Lofthouse bought. We're llying over
some way I don’t quite understand. 1
don’t know exactly how Lolthouse does
what he does. You probably understand
better. Some kind of magic, he says.””
Perry folded the lewer and inserted it
back in s envelope. He nodded his
head once. “My givllriend ran ofl with
my house and they're living together in
Taly.”

“This time ol year, everybody around
here goes to Europe,” said the postman.
He wrotted back to his copter and flew

away.
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“How was I to know? It was dark and he said ‘Me Tarzan.””
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