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By Act of Congress, Bourbon is now officially
America’s native Whiskey—and the man who
started it all was Dr.James Crow.When he
developed the first quality-control distilling
process back in 1835, he elevated American
whiskey-making to a science—and created the
greatest Bourbon of them all: smoother,
mellower Old Crow. Over the years,
Americans have made his Whiskey their
favorite. And why not? After all. ..

Nothing finer has happened
to Bourbon in seven generations.
Old Crow.

KENTUCKY STRMGHT BOURBON WHISKEY 66 PROOF. DISTILLED AKD BOTTLED BY THE HAMOUS (LD CROW DISTILLERY CO., FRAKKFORT, KY



If you think
youre getting a great
shave with a razor blade,
feel your face.

A razor blade can give you a good, close
shave on the easy parts of your face.
Like your cheeks. Because your
cheeks are almost flat, like a razor blade.
But what about the hard-to-shave
parts of your face?

Feel your neck

Feel how your beard grows down on
part of your neck? And up on another
part? (Some beards even grow
sideways.)

To give you a close, comfortable
shave on your neck, we designed the
Norelco Tripleheader with 18 self-
sharpening rotary blades that shave in
every direction.

©1970 North American Philips C

Feel your chin

The Tripleheader has 3 Microgroove™
shaving heads that float to follow the
curves of your chin.

The heads go in where your chin
goes in, and out where your chin goes
out. To give you a really close shave,
without irritating your skin.

(In independent tests, the Triple-
header shaved as close or closer than
a stainless steel blade in 2 out of 3
shaves.)

Feel your upper lip

The hard thing about shaving your
upper lip with a razor blade is shaving
close enough.

Again, the unique Norelco design
lets you maneuver around your nose
and mouth, to shave your beard in
every direction.

Feel your sideburns

The biggest problem with shaving side-
burns is to get them straight, and even
on both sides.

The Norelco Tripleheader has a
pop-up trimmer that lets you see
exactly what you're trimming. Soit's a
lot harder to make a mistake.

Now, run your hand over your
whole face.

If your beard feels uneven, maybe
you should be shaving with a Norelco
Tripleheader.

It comes in two models. The Cord
Model Tripleheader (with easy flip-top
cleaning). And the Rechargeable Triple-
header (the shaver that gives you up
to twice as many shaves per charge as
any other rechargeable). Either one will
give your face a whole new feel.
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you can't get any closer

1, 100 East 42nd Street, New York, NY. 10017 Norelco consumer products include: Men's and Women's Electric Shavers. Rembrandt Square Lotions.

Instant Hair Setters, M haunaa. tum& Heat Lamps, Haw Dryers, Massagers, Heanng Aids, Tape Recorders, Cassettes, Radws, Hi-Fidehty Components, Electronic Educational Kits.
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Of course not! Send three
men a quarter of a million miles
and you make certain that
everything that goes with them
Is first best.

All Gemini and Apollo
astronauts have worn
Omega watches on their
wrists. Ordinary,
everyday jewelry store
Omega Speedmaster
Chronographs. The kind
anyone can buy.

Let'sfaceit...Omega &
makes the best watches in
this world, or any other.

Omega watches for
men and women can be
seen at the finest jewelry
stores in this world.
Prices, $65 to $18,000.

~ ()
— OMEGA

FIRST WATCH WORN ON THE MOON

4-DIAL SPEEDMASTER CHRONOGRAPH, $185. For free walch brochure, write Omega Watch Co., Omega Bidg., 301 E. 57th St., New York 10022




HOLMES AMATHESON

BACKED BY 1THE si6y of the Rabbit. cover

PLAYBII'I' girl Claudia Jennings has been unani-
mously selected by owr editors as 197005 Plavmate of the Year.
To celehrate her veign, we ofter within a photographic port-
folio of Claudia, surrounded by part of her queen’s ransom of
rewards. Treasure of another kind hgures heavily in Nelson
Algren's Get Al the Money. an ironic race-track 1ale com-
mingling the lates ol a horse. its distall owner and s
win-hungry jockey. Perhaps best known for The Man with
the Golden Avm oand A Walk on the Wid Side. Megren
wrote, some 20 years ago, a prose poem called Chicago:
City on the Make, a new edition ol which has recemly been
published. But rreavsoy’s home town has been a city under
renewed  verbal and  physical anack ever sinee the 1968
Democratic National Convention. In The Chicago Conspira-
oy Civens, Washmgton Post syndicated  columnist Nicholas
von Hoffman makes a persuasive case for his comention that
both the establishment and the anti-establishment were on
trind—and that both sides ad the nation lost. Von Hollman
sat through vivtually all of the proceedings and. after over-
hearing the judge (outside the court) call one of the defense
Liwvers a “wild man.” was subpoenacd by the defense. Though
Von Holfman was barred from testilving, then-U. S, Atorney
Thomas Foran—who headed the prosecution—was so angered
by his newspaper accounmts thin he publidy clled upon other
jouniialists w run him out ol the business. \Weve happy 1o
report thae Von Hofliman as sull writing and has a collection
ol columns tided Left at the Post heing published this summer.
It was during the same Demoacic Convention that Julian
Bond. a thevawlore  linle-known  Georgia legislaor. chal-
lenged the scating of his state’s delegaion and not only
becime the Hoor leader of what was lelt of the Georgin Demo-
aatic Party but also wound up being nomimated for Viee-
President—even though, by constitutional Law, he was 100
youny o be eligible. Bond's politics and personality are in
sightlully examined by NBC News corvespondent Douglas
Kiker in Now, from the State That Brought You Lester
Maddox. . .. Disheartened by the deepeni
ca durni

RANS

12 unrest i Ameri-
g the lue Sixties. educator-essavist  John  Clellon
Holmes ok an extended wour of Europe in a search for
scll-venewal. While there, he wrote his [ourth contribution
1o PLAVBOY, See Naples and Live, an evocative tribute 1o a
vibrant city and its people that vealhirmed for him—as we
think it will lor others—the invincible vitality of the human
spirit. Naples is one ol ten accounts ol his wip that he's writ-
ing, tentatively titled Walking Adway from the War.

In this month’s Playboy Intevview, the mtrepid mln:ain ol
the good ship Lollipop—Tiny Tim—tiptoes through the

AUCHINCLOSS

DENPSEY NG GIVERN

WESTIN

wilips conversationally for lormer Associate Fditor Harold
Ramis. who. bitten by the showbiz bug himsell. lelt us a
few months ago 1o devore his time 1o acing e Chicago’s
highly regarded  improvisational  theater,  Second City. In
a more scrious vein, Columbia University professor  Alan
Woestin—who has appeared as an expert witness belore the
Seiate Subcommitiee on Constitutional Righes and the House
Subtomminee on Invasion ol Privacy—explains in The Ca-
reer Killers what happens 1o a job applicant when he falls
into the hands of irresponsible personnel investigatons.

The Sacrifrice marks Louts Auchindoss’ second appearance
in our pages. His poignant story ol a judge’s bhout with
personal ragedy will be induded inoa collection ol short
stories he's planning thae will deal with differem Torms ol
idenity ovises. Two rather Larom tiles round our June's
fiction  olfenngs—Richard  Muatheson's Buation, Button and
Parvick McGivern's Number Faight. The former concerns a
couple tempted by the moral-philosophy piradox ol getting
rich by willing the death ol an unknown pervson. Number
Eight is a comical famasy about the adventures—mostly
sextitl—ol a sy Americm astronaut named  Bason.

Batson might have written the copy on the gilt centificate
that Hemy Miller seot 10 us along with his “Tropic of
Cancey” Revisited, which vead: ““This certilicate is good for
one pair ol spiace panties for the girl who thinks her ass is
out ol this world.”™ Miller, who broke the barniers of what
has loosely been called pornography. returned 1o Paris last
summer 1o watch the hbming ol the erotic dassic he wiote
there over 35 yers ago: Revisited is o nostalgic three-page
essiy—pictorial and wxiual—ol the experience. With due
apologics o Miller's hooks Sexus and Plexus. viavsoy car-
toortist John Dempsey conuibutes Sexus Perplexus. an antic
view of the scoring problems involved in the oldest sport of all.

Other wrems o welcome summer: The Genwans Are
Coming! The Germans Ave Coming!. Contributing  Editor
Ken Wo Purdy's expert appraisal ol the sophisticued  cars
that have spearheaded a Tewronic auto renaissance: Tuiloy-
Made Turndowns, a humorous collection of magazine rejec
ton slips revamped 1o suit their publications” personalities,
concocted by rravsoy stallers Craig Vetter and Geolfrev Nor-
man: and Lola. our exclusive photo uncoverage of singer-
dancer-aaress Lola Falana. Fashion Director Robert 1. Green
exhibits a dual sarovial personality in We Go to Great Panes,
a bold new outlook in suits for the adventurous urbanite, and
Wetward Ho!. a voundup ol scaworthy wemrables. On the
beach, at poolside—or anvwhere else. [or that muatter—we rec-
ommend Food and Drink Editor Thomus MNario™s Rum Antics,
a bawch of bracing summer drinks 10 help you keep your
ol So read on—and stay in the swim of things.
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A lot of people who
are now saying Schlitz
Malt Liquor served on the
rocks with a lemon twist is
a spectacular, refreshing,
neat, great,wonderful idea,
used to say it was a lousy;
stupid.bad, dumb idea.

8 g N % : R - YT VY vt a1 oy
SC i B Alsovery good straight.
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Smirnoff is where your imagination takes you.

Why be confined by silly rules of time and place? The Smirnoff life style is to take your fun where you
find it. A sad, deserted shipwreck? —no. I's a cause for celebration: for guitars and laughter; for
Screwdrivers, Marys and Salty Dogs. All it takes is the Smirnoff. And the imagination to discover and enjoy.



BREAK A SILLY RULE AND WIN
AYEAR’S VACATION!

Enter Smirnoff’s smart contest to
abolish silly rules.

HERE'S WHY WE'RE RUNNING THIS CON-
TEST: At Smirnoff we're in the entertainment
business. We believe people should have fun. At
their own pace. In their own way. Just as in our
own wiy we've been providing fun in the best
possible taste for years. But we think too many
silly rules have cropped up that stop people from
having fun.

By “silly” rules we don’t mean good rules.
Like traffic control laws. Or public health laws.
Or responsible behavior. And we don’t want to
get involved in major political issues that you
might consider silly.

We're talking about the silly conventions that
cramp your style. The who-knows-where-they-
came-from customs standing between you and a
more entertaining, rewarding life.

Like the rule that says you've got to squeeze
into your most uncomfortable clothes to attend
the dullest party of the year. Or the rule that says
white wine goes with fish and red with meat.

Hence our “Break a silly rule” contest. We
want to hear from you: Smirnoff and non-
N Smirnoff drinkers alike. Tell us what you think
| the silliest social rule is—and how you want to
} break it.

b Of course Smirnoff people have been breaking
. one completely silly rule for years: that you have
| 1o drink drinks you don’t really like. Because
4 crystal-clear Smirnoff blends quietly into any-

P thing that anyone finds delicious. It turns oranges

" into Screwdrivers. Transforms grapefruit juice

Celeras.
]

_ HERE'S HOW WE’RE RUNNING THIS CON-
TEST: (lo.win; unfortunately, you've got to play
it according to our rules. And we admit some of
~ these are pretty silly.)

- 1. There are no official entry blanks. Just grab
wthe handiest piece of paper and write us—in 25
words or less or more —what you think the sil-
liest rule of social behavior is. And how you'd
like to change it.

2. There’s only one prize. Just as there's only one
Smirnofl. But this prize is fit for a Czar. The
winner gets a year's vacation at full pay plus
expenses anywhere in the world up to a total of
$50,000. (For instance, if you're making $10,000
a year we'll match that and throw in another
$40.000 for expenses. If youre making more

igo“Salty Dogs. And about 2,300 delicious et- _

than $50,000, you and your family will have to
cut a few corners.)

3. After your year’s up? If your present boss
doesn't have the welcome mat out, we'll do our
very best to help you find a better boss,

4. If you insist, we'll give you the $50,000 in cash.
But we'd like this prize to be as unique as
Smirnoff itself. And it would do our Smirnoff
hearts good to think of you off rollicking for a
full year.

5. Neatness doesn’t count, just as long as you're
legible. But humor and imagination and creative
sparkle definitely count. The same kind of imagi-
nation Smirnoff people have been using for years
to conjure up taste-expanding new drinks,

6. You don’t need to buy Smirnoff to enter. But
it doesn’t hurt. Since it’s the driest, smoothest
liquor you can pour, it just might tickle your
imagination along with your taste buds.

7. When this exposé of social silliness is over, we
intend keeping all entries as our property and
maybe even publishing the ones we like best—
with full credit 10 you as author. You'll be able
to pick up a copy at your Smirnoff store.

8. If contests are null and void in your state (and
this offer is void where prohibited) maybe you
should consider moving 1o another state.

9. This contest is only for U.S. citizens over 21.
But there’s no silly rule that says you can’t bor-
row an idea or two from the kids. Or a friend in
another country. After all, Smirnoff is the num-
ber one choice in vodka around the world.

10. There’s no limit to the number of different
silly rules you can enter. Just like there's no limit
to the number of delicious things you can make
with Smirnoff.

11. A silly rule forbids anyone from entering
who's employed by or supported by anyone who
works for Heublein. its subsidiarics, affiliates and
advertising agencies or the R. H. Donnelley Corp.

12. Entries will be judged by the R. H. Donnelley
Corp. Their decisions will be final.

13. Deadlines. To qualify, your entry (entries)
must be post-marked no later than July 13, 1970.
Any later than that, you're an unlucky loser. The
lucky win-a-year-off emtrant will be announced
the day after Labor Day, and will be

notified as soon as possible by mail. 2

Send'your Break-a-Silly-Rule entry (entries) to:
Smirnoff, Box 1000, Dept.BT, Mt. Vernon, N.Y. 10559 -

o 2
smlrn()ff leaves you breathless*
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CONFRONTATION

The articles by Jules Siegel and George
Fox. Revolution and Counteyrevolution
(rravsoy, Muarch), were generallv L,
accurate and thought-provoking—the best
analvsis of the student left mud the siu-
dent vight that T lave yer read inoamy
mational publication.

However. il Mr. Fox Tad investigated
the claim by black militants that “roving
bands of Hayakawas . anempred to
rape two Negro [emale students. " hewould
have discovered that it was groundiess.
The incident was supposed 1o have viken
place on the night of February 120 1964,
when the temperatwre in Madison had
plummeted to near zero. A rapist would
have had to be a very hardy lellow. in-
deed. to atack a girl omdoors in weather
like that.

So much lor erincism. When T heard
ol your plans to publish the article
AMr. Fox. I feved the kind ol hatchet
job on Young Americans for Freedom
it we have experienced i the past
from publications that share your cdi-
torial persuasion. I was. on the whole,
very pleasantdy surprised. 1 was particu-
Luly pleased with Fox's understanding
ol the difiiwulties we face with some older
conservatives. 1 was also pleased with the

Lrirness with which he disassociaed the
purged Navonal Youth Alliance leader-
ship Irom the Neo-Nazi tentacles ol the
Liberty Lobby.

H the gist ol the two articles is tha
cither the groups that My, Swegel de
scribed or Young Americans for Freedom
are likelv to be running the counry a
decade or so [rom now, | agree. 1 think
it will be us,

Mike Kelly, Vice-Chairman
Wisconsin YAF
Madison, Wisconsin

We were disappoinied  on reading
Countervevolution 10 notice the posture
that you adopted toward the National
Youth Alliance. The use of such terms as
Nazi is a common technique lor prodoc
g a desired emotional result. As soon
as such psychopolitical wigger words are
introduced o a discussion, any ration-
al eviluation ol issues is prevemed. We
were more than glad o cooperate with
you on this article and were dismaved 1o

lind so littdle in the way ol an objecaive
analvsis of our programs.

You seem 1o have drawn vour material
from the Anti-Delamarion League and
the Lite Drew Pearson. Their sowrces are
totally lacking in credibility. for John
Aeord and Dennis Mcdahon lhave con-
sistemt v sacriheed truth o peLy revenge,
On May 22, 1969, we confronted our
accusers on the Barry  Farber  Show,
WOR, New York. The deception ol the
Acord ) McMaihon  Pearson combine was
obvious to anvone who heard the iner-
change,

You describe Francis Parker Yockev's
hook Imperinm as a “racist tact.” The
news media have abounded with such
sunmietions of this 626-page philosophi-
ail work, and yer no one, incuding
rravsoy. has ever reviewed it

The implicaion in your arude is tha
we e a rwval ol or altermaive 1o,
Young Americans for Freedom. We have,
however, a culturally oriented historical
perspective  that  difterentiates us  from
all other groups on the \merican scene.
We rejea the libertarian premise that
a man and his actions e be Judged
apart from their impact on socicty: and
for this veason. we have established an
auwthoritariam - sructure that - completely
climimaes internal dissension.

Had you investigated. vou would have
found thar the  Liberty  Lobby  has
worked for years 1o further the passage
of pro-Amenicin legislation and 1o ac-
quaint the people ol this country with
the danger ol vampant liberalism. 1 have
known Willis Carto personally for some
time. and your description of him as a
“gray eminence ol the anti-Negro, anti-
Semitic right™ does linde more than dis
play vour ignorance of the man and the
organzition,

Louis T. Bvers
Navional Youth Alliance
Washingion, D. C.

In an cra when the reporting of the
establishment press is shallow and sim
plistic and that of the underground is a
steamy combination of bullshit and por-
nography. youwr articles on Revolution
and Countervevolution cime as a wel-
come veliel. Jules Siegel did a fine job of
crching the reasons for revolt, particular-
IV with his quotes from Bob Dvian. In a
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country that worshiped the handsome,
clean-cut, football-playing [raternity man.
where was the skinny kid with sloping
shoulders and pimples supposed to go?
Society had cast far more people than
just. black men in the role of “nigger.”
Sicgel is also right in implying that
many of the radicals and revolutionaries
are mirror images ol their conscrvative
parents. There's litde to choose between
the truncheons of the right and those of
the left. as your avticles, perhaps inad-
vertently, tend to prove. But for the fre-
quently unthinking and usually arrogant
vouth of America, who uncritically idol-
iz¢ their own spokesmen, the essays con-
tain an urgent moral: I you don't use
vour own head, somebody else will.
Roger Comfort
Chicago, Hlinois

During the first five vears of our exist-
ence, we at Southern Illinois University
at Edwardsville have been clled many
things, and it has not always been casy
to be good-humored about them. But
after encountering the opening words of
George Fox's Counterrevolution, mysti-
fication is the response o which T must
conless. Let me quote:

Built only five vears ago. [the
campus of Southern Illinois Univer-
sity at Edwardsville] consists of cight
or mine rust-colored. ultramodemn
buildings plopped down in the mid-
dle of 6000 featurcless acres, like
spaceships that have crash-landed on
a not-quitc-habitable planet.

We have at present only six buildings,
though we could casily use the two or
three more vyour writer conjured up.
They are rust-colored; but one would be
hard put to convince the legislate or
the taxpayers of Illinois that they were
“plopped down.” We have only 2600
acres; s it possible that your writer
found the additional 3400 acres in the
same place he saw those crash-landed
spaceships?

I note that Mr. Fox also missed the
miniskirts on our young ladies. By and
large, he appears to have missed as
much of the excitement on our campus
as a reader might miss if he looked to
rravypoy f[or nothing more than geograph-
ical desaription and social comment.

John S. Rendleman, Chancellor
Southern Ilinois University
Edwardsville, Hlinois

In view ol his assignment to cover a
YAF convention, it isn’t surprising that
George TFox saw the Edwardsville cam-
pus of Southern Illinois University as
a statist version of Bob Jones U. Bue,
in his description of the activitics of the
short-cropped cretins of the local right,
Fox negleaed to mention, among other
things. than the president ol YAF is black.
And, despite the architecture—which is

Frank Llovd Wright out of C. B. De
Mille by Ayn Rand—Edwardsville [ar
more resembles New Lelt ideals hecome
concrete than it does a right-wing future.
For instance:

1. Edwardsville had a special school in
the East St. Louis ghetto, devoted 1o pre-
paring undereducated blacks and whites
for junior college work, when  blacks
were fighting lor less ambitious programs
in more prestigious schools.

2. The dean of students and any num-
ber of professors in the loci of decision
are black. Some. of course, are Toms,
but most are not.

3. We have a work-study program that
enables hundreds ol virtually destitute
students—among them, me—io survive,

4. Edwardsville chancellor john Ren-
dleman is alert to student-faculty inter-
ests. When one complains to Rendleman.
he responds: only the most bigoted hold
him suspect.

All vight. I know what you're thinking:
Another crew-cut apologist for the estab-
lishment. Righe? Wrong. I've got the
kind of long Irazzled hair that drives
the straights vight up the wall. I'm an
art major. And I'm with the movement.
1 mean. like. the Vietnam Center at Car-
bondale has got to go. But, il you're
interested  in defending human  values
and not just out to groove with hostility
freaks such as the Weathermen. Ed-
wardsville deserves some recognition oth-
er than identification with the Y AF.

David L. Thomas
Edwardsville, Illinois

SIGNS TOR THE TIMES

Thank you for publishing Bob Jen-
nings' Swinging on the Stars (PLAYBOY.
March). T don’t know many astrologers,
but those 1 know have been ol more
help than harm. I bhave a tendency to
believe the philosophy of Carroll Right-
er: “The stars impel, they do not com-
pel; what you make of your life is lavgely
up to you."”

Proper timing lor proper results is one
ol the sccrets astrology can reveal. For
instance, you wouldn’t go to the beach
to gee a suntan at midnight: your timing
would be 12 hours off, unless you hap-
pen to be in Sweden at midsummer. I
think Mr. Jennings did an excellent and
very entertaining job on the subject, even
though he termed me a “sell-styled as-
trological  hypochondriac.” Tt was my
ex-wife who said that, but that’s to be
expected—she’s a Scorpio.

Bob Cumnings
Beverly Hills, California

I wish to compliment C. Robert Jen-
nings on his thought-provoking article
Swinging on the Stavs. True to his aswo-
logical signature (a2 Virgo with  Leo
rising). Mr. Jennings presented a fac
tual history of astrology (Virgo) with a
good deal of showmanship (Lco). De-

spite some tongue-in-cheek overtones, he
fairly portrayed the current status of the
astrological  science  in America. The
American Federation ol Astrologers, ol
which T am first vice-president. is doing
its best to arack down on charlataing who
are riding the current boom.

David Williams

Bayside, New York

Some corrections on vour article abow
astrology: It Is not necessary to take a test
to become a member of the Americn
Federation of Asuologers. If a person
wittlits o take onc¢ of our examinations,
he may. on a voluntary basis. The article
also savs that NASA chose the astrologers
who were present at the launching of
Apollo 12 on its mission to the moon.
This is not accnate, as I chose the
astrologers and sent the list ol names
to NASA. They, in wirn. sent out the
mvitations.

Panl R. Grell, Execntive Sccretary
American Federation ol Astrologers
Washington, ). C.

C. Robert Jennings' article on astrolo-
ev wits very interesting, the coverage fivst
class. 1 completely agree with Ruth Oli-
ver's view ol the horoscope as a “diagram
ol possibilitics.”” What else can it mean
when thousands of people are born on
the same day? Only the word potential
cin be applied when one considers the
endless varieties of hackground, training,
genes, ¢1c. The miracle 1s that so many
astrologers are so accurate with so many
cliens.

I disagree with the analysis of Nixon
and Reagan. Our President has a subjec-
tive horoscope (most of the planets below
the horizon) and the chart has neither
breadith nor  depth.  only  expediency.
Reagan is woo conceited and sell-opinion-
ated 10 have good judgment

Pauline Messina
New York, New York

COTTONTAIL CONTEST
You didn't arrange wo send an Easter

Bunny to my house, but 1 would have
taken any one of the lovely young wom
en sclected as hinadists in your Bunny of
the Year beauty pageant. March's pic-
torial lincup of keyholder favorites was
the greatest. And. incidenudly, happy
tenth anniversary to the Clubs. Keep up
the good work.

Thomas Corcoran

Los Angeles, California

Over the vears, I've been a regular at
the Playboy Clubs. not only taking
clients o them but frequently attending
the New York hutch along with my
wile, for an evening out. The food and
drink have always been excellent. as has
the entertainment: but invariably, wha
made the evening was the unfailing
cheerfulness and attention ol our Bunny.
Your pictorial on the Bunny of the Year
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contest brought back many  pleasant
memories of evenings at the Club. With
so many lovely candidates, it must have
been nearly impossible to make up your
mind. My congratulations 1o the con-
testants and the winners.

Alarcus Rathban

New York, New York

THE DEVIL'S WISHES
One ol the oldest shiticks in literature
is the guy who is suddenly granted (or
cursed with) three wishes. The number
of stories with that as the gimmick must
yun into the hundreds. and 1 thoughe I
had read them all, But never had 1 read
one as dever and well constrnaed  as
The Same to You Doubled. by Robert
Sheckley (pravsov. March). Here's wish-
ing for more storics by him.
Dwight Corman
Sacramento, California

RAY OF GENIUS

The interview  with  Ray  Charles
(rravsoy, Marchy is a breath of Iresh
air amid the pollution emanating from
the Eldvidge Cleavers and the New Left-
ists. Never mund Ray Charles’s music,
though it has also brought pleasure to
many lives. induding mine. Give me his
afirmation ol life, his truly humanitari-
an approach. Here is one Negro who
knows what America is all about.

As a Jew, I thank Ray Charles for
looking at every American as an individ-
ual and judging him on his own merits.
The New Ledt could take a lesson. Bur,
then, they are not intevested i educa-
tion. They will, in time, ind appropriate
reproaches for this man who overcame
poverty and perseeution not by shouting
but by singing—something he does only
shightly less well than rticulating the
feclings ol the average American, black
or white.

Rabbi I B. koller
Congregation B'nai B'rith
Santa Barbara, California

I've always admired the genius of Ray
Charles as a musician. I now have a deep-
er knowledge of him as an individual,
and he isn't a remote personality any
Jonger. The interview is one of your very
best. It did. however, contain one mis-
take. A recording artist is awarded a
gold album for reaching the figure of
S1L,000,000 in sales (e the factory price,
which is one third listy for an album,
not lor 1,000,000 copics, as with a single
1¢ccord.

Art Capaldo

Waterbury, Connecicut

1 once had the pleasure of hearing Ray
Chanles in concert at the University of
Mississippi, where he received a well-
deserved standing ovation for his musical
talents. That night, he entertained me
immensely and when I read your inter-

view with him, he did it again. The man
is truly a “genius” Thank you very
much for an enlightening conversation
with one of the world’s top performers.
Cpl. Brooke Dickson. U.S. M. C.
Cherry Point, North Garolini

WHITEY UNMASKED
I have tolerated Buck Brown's banal

cartoons, grandmother fixation and total
lack of humor for some months now. But
his full-page. blatmtly racist “cartoon”
in the March issue (page 123) is like
learning that Joe McCarthy is reopening
his hearings. The black man i America
is having a dificult enough tme realizing
his own prestige and identity, without
some Whitey picturing him as & poverty-
stricken, ignorant subhuman incapable
of spelling the word that suburban whites
associate with him—"watermillion”—un-
able to master such intricacies ol gram-
mar as the use of the verh o be. and
putting up signs saying sHO 'NUFF BOSS
cuow. Lincoln ended slavery. but the
black people can never be Iree until the
white middle dass lorgets the idea of
vacial superiority and the major media
stop perpetrating the psychological sub-
jugation of the African people.

J. Alexander Tunlord, Chairman

Princeton University Yearbook

Princeton. New Jersey

Reader Tanford's heart may be in the

vight place, but not his facts: Buck
Brown is black; his cartoon  salirtzes
Yecism.

HOW YOU PLAY THE GAME
Ouce again, rLAVBOY has done an ex-

cellent job on the market—this time in

Playboy Plays the Stock Market in your

March issue. Michael Laurence is 1o be

congratulated on his thoroughness and

clavity on a very complicated subject.
Louis Hubshmin, Jr.
Hubshman Fund
New York. New York

Michael Laurence brings the stock
market o the common investor’s level.
Most small speculators are ashamed  to
ask for information from Irokers tor fear
they'll be  considered  gerrich-guickers
with little knowledge and less cash and,
consequently, not worth a broker’s tme.
The author removes this fear with his
clear explanation of terms and  distin-
guished advice. He should be applauded
by all 27.000,000 present-day investors, as
well as those not yet in their ranks.

Wes Welch
Gibson City, Illinois

The article in the March rrLaveoy on
how to play the stock market presents a
well-thought-out primer on the nature of
the marker and some of the problems
the investor laces and suggests certain
methods of coping with them, This is
immensely practical information, since

the average man who is successful in his
business or profession sooner or later
has to lace the difficule job of investing
his accumulated dollars. The pity of it is
that although he may hold degrees in
law, medicine or business administration,
he probably has had linde or no edu
cation in the ownership and trading of
the shares ol corporations, Laurence’s
article. like the several others in his
series, should help in encouraging readers
to learn more about the subject
This tvpe ol article seems o be in line
with the expanding image ol PLAVBOY as
a broadly informative magazine that in-
cudes conributions by authorities in it
wide variety of fields, thus extending the
scope ol the publication without losing
sight ol the lovely Playmates.
John Magee
Springficld. Massachusetts

The world of fnance has been plagued
by hundreds of essays and books writ-
ten by amateurs attempting 10 analyze
and report on the complex world ol
the stock market. As expected, PrLavsoy
reverses the rend with Michael Lau-
rence’s excellent article Playboy  Plays
the Stock Market. The author's treat-
ment ol this  dynamic institution s
superh.

1 have assigned this article as required
reading for the 42 students in the Finan-
cial Markets and Institutions course I am
currently teaching at the University of
Toledo. Most significant about Mr. Lau-
rence’s informative coverage of the basics
of he market. historical and
investmen advice is his skill in relating
these facs o the contemporary invest-
nent situiation.

Duane E. knapp

Collese ol Business Administration
University ol Toledo

Toledo, Ohio

Aaspects

It was with great interest and pleasure
that 1 read Playboy Plays the Stocl:
Market. As a novice investor, I found Mr.
Laurence’s approach most enlightening
—far more realistic than the approaches
psed by mumy ol woday’s circulation-
minded authors.

Roger . Dow
Ridgewood, New Jersey

I found Michael Laurence’s article
generally to be accurate and uselul for
the neophyie investor. However, I must
disagree with his comments on  stock
chars. I suppose it's diflerent strokes for
different folks. but I'm always amused
when two dhiartists make  diametrically
opposed  predictions from the same
chart. 1 was also (Iis;lmmimul when he
fxiled to mention the game aspeets of
the market. The idea ol the stock mar
ket without a certain element of chance
is [rustrating,

I conclude with some  paraphrases.
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about your success,
¥ let the Smooth Canadian
speak for you.

Seagram’s V.O. not only says you

can afford the smoothest, lighrest Canadian
whisky of all; it says you have the raste

to recognize the smoorthest, lichtest Canadian
whisky of all. And lots of raste is

just as impressive as lots of money. Don'’t

you think?
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Great moments merit a Bauer.
- - -
Evenifitisn’t the $580 C-Royal.
Cd | When some people think of Bauer, they
think only of our expensive cameras. Like
our C-Royal. At $580," it is expensive.
But, then, it's the only super 8 that shoots
lap dissolves. And it has 8-to-1 power
zoom. And pushbutton true slow motion.
And plenty more.
We also make eight other super 8s
(plus three brilliant projectors) with prices
that start as low as $50." And they &

have all the precision construction
of a C-Royal.

Take our C2M. It looks, feels
and operates like a C-Royal.

It has the Schneider Variogon
lens (5-to-1 power zoom),
automatic CdS meter-
ing, reflex viewing
through a huge bright
viewfinder. And it's less
than $285."

So don't settle for
less than the best. Espe-
cially since you don’t have
to spend $580 to get it.

For more information,
write Dept. PB.
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o 1 » _ ...comes alive with every sip. Gran
The Spirit of @m‘m mﬂm‘ﬂ Marnier is made from fine Cognac
Brandy and the peel of bitter oranges . .. a delightful drink in a snifter...or
cocktails, and excels in gourmet recipes. Try the Grand Marnier Sour for a new
exciting drink, or Grand Marnier coffee, an elegant dessert drink. For cocktail

and gourmet recipes, write for our free booklet,
IMPORTED FROM FRANCE / MADE FROM FINE COGNAC BRANDY/BO PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD.,
DEPT. PL-6, 745 S5TH AVE,, M.Y.C. 10022

plagiarized [rom various sources. (1) If
vou don’t know who vou are. the marker
can be an awfully expensive place to
find out. (2) There are no set rules in
this game. Nothing implies anything.
(3) It doesn't mawer what the elements
of the game are. As long as there's a way
to keep score. namy of us will be plaving
Robert Riley O'Connor 11
Athens, Georgia

TEMPO OF THE TIMES
Alvin Tofller, in his two excellent arti-

cles on the increasing rate ol chunge
in our socicty (Funwre Shock, riayroy,
February: Coping with Future Shock,
pLaYBoy, March). has brilliantly pointed
out what will snon be a growing problem.
But he has not considered deeply enough
the use of mass ritual in our society. Such
events as basehall and the moon shot can
he compared with the Fimous Ronun
games used by the emperors 1o keep the
masses [rom hecoming bored and, even
worse. restless. Can it he that we. 100, are
on the verge ol mass boredom? Several
prople have complained that the money
we spent going to the moon could have
been better spent helping our poor. But
would such a poverty program have the
aowd appeal that the moon walk had?
I doubt it. amd T imagine the powers thit
be doubted it also. Thus, we went o the
moon nd Harlem and Wans are il
with us.

Gary T, Anderson

Untversity of Calitornia

Irvine, Calilornia

Of the many writers dearying the cur-
rent scene, Alvin Tolller is one of the
very lew  with perception  cnough  to
reatize that the rate of change in this
muddled world of ours nuy be more sig-
nificant than the nature of the changes
themselves, He—and you—are to he con-
eratulated for two wuly pencirating ar
ticles. However, there are communitics
other than just Mystic and Williamsburg
where history is [rozen. The French
Quarter in New Orleans is an outstand-
ing example. as is almost all ol San
Francisco.

Willimm Eddlzman
Lincoln. Nebraska

Thanks to Alvin Tolller lor his well
intentioned and stimulming articles. Al
though I feel he has correaly pereeived
the nature ol one of the greatest prol-
lems that have ever faced mankind. |
teel uneasy about his solutions.

He thinks that the answer ites in learn-
ing how to control the accelerated rate
of change; actually, would it not be
better to find ways of simply preventing
it rom controlling us? Tolller's preserip-
tions would scem to do nothing 1o allevi
ate the problem at its roots.

The only truly stable force in the life
ol man is the life of man itsell. As



THE INCREDIBLE AFTER-SHAVE THAT
CONQUERED THE WORLD.

You want to believe the history books?

Or us.

The books say Rome conquered the world with pitched
battles and clashing swords.

We say they did it with Bacchus.

Bacchus, a remarkable after-shave that had the power
to render men irresistible to women.

Taking a tip from the legend of the Trojan horse, the
Romans left huge bottles of Bacchus outside their enemies’
gates. At dawn the town’s defenders would drag the bottles

Afte

THE CONQUEROR.

inside their battlements and douse themselves with its con-
tents. Within minutes, their womenfolk would pick up the
scent. And soon, the city would be left undefended as the
men found themselves with something better to do with their
time than fight. At that moment, the Romans would march in
and take over. And that, we insist, is how the Romans con-
quered the world.

If you don't believe us and if you doubt the authenticity of
ancient frescoes reproduced above, splash a little Bacchus
on yourself. Then go out and conquer your own empire.

PFIZER N, V5T,
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Help Pater
keep his
gin up!

Give Gordon's!

C BAnmG 10 1l FORMULA OF
LAAY OORDOM £ CO. LTV
LOMBON, ENGLAND

"HEART OF A GOOD COCKTAIL &3

Nothing but the best for
the best of all possible
dads, right? So give him
the distinctive dryness,
the delicate flavour of
Gordon's Gin. Every
bottle is still based on
Papa Gordon's original
1769 formula. So your
papa pours a drier drink
today! After all, the
very least you can do
forold dad is give him
the most popular gin

in England, America,
the world!

BSR McDONALD

BSR McDonald automatic
turntables embody
classic beauty with

superb performance
features to play

records with
sound-studio

fidelity.

Truly a

triumph

{ of British
precision craftsmanship.

The perfect component for

your stereo system. Write

for free detailed brochure.
BSR (U.S.A) LTD., Blauvelt, N.Y. 10913

human beings, we all have essentially the
same needs and fears, the smame motivat-
ing forces. The answer lics not in at-
tempting to foster or stifle change but in
trving to understand man’s relationship
to his environment and understanding,
lest we get carried away by our technol
ogy. that one man’s problems are cvery-
body's problems.

Glenn AL Jenks

New York, New Yok

The articles on future shock are an
excellent analysis of woday’s accelerated
tempo of change. However. it isn't
celerating quite as vapidly as My Tolller
indicates. though. with the  increased
efficiency of the communications indus-
wries. we are being lorced to integrate
more information than in former years.
I also protest Mr. Toffier's inclusion of
“communitics where history s parvtially
frozen.” Escapist enclaves would spell
disruption of the superindustrial sOCICLy
he envisions. since they would tend 1o
keep the persons involved isolated from
socicty (or the rest of the nation) and
would mtensifly the funre shock upon
ve-entry into the fast-paced world.

James K, Vo Adams
Carbondale, Hlinois

WHAT A DOLL IS BARBI
The photo story on Barbi Benton
(Barlt Doll. rrLAavBoy, March) was really
areat. Your magazine has always featnred
beautiful givls. but Miss Benton is one
ol the most gorgeous 1o honor your pages.
That first picture, ol just her wonderiul
[ace, is the best one of the entire group.
Py, Michael P Middagh, U. S M. C
San Diego, California

May I extend my congratulations on
vour truly Dbeautiful  pictorial, Buarbi
Doll. The warmth, excitement and exhil-
aration expressed in those photograplis
scemed to radiate from the page. My
compliments to Miss Benton and to pho-
tographer Casilli for a great pictorial.

William C. Dove
Summit, New Jersey

HASHISMO
For one who thought that hash cune

in only onc flavor and textoure, Hash
Freak-Our (PLAVBOY, March) was some-
thing ol a shock (as well as a stomach
pleaser). Curried lamb hash, browned
beel hash with chestnuts, patty of lobster
hash, hash with wine! Beautiful! Every
recipe looked delecuable. including the
one for fried asparagus. My thanks to
chel Mario. as well as 1o Tom Simpson,
who did the fantastic sculprure in the
illustration.

Jeit Beall

Detroit, Michigan



Combination S
beach bag/inflatable pillo

This handy two-way wonder
measures 9 x 15 inches. -

e TR . .
Even in Marlboro Country, there has to be a little time to
just plain take it easy, That's why we're making this special ofier.

A Marlhoro beach towel and a handy beach bag that inflates
into a pillow. Just two-aud-a-half bucks does it. Then you can
stretch out on a Marlboro spread, anywhere in Marlboro Country.

L
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This giant Cannon beach
towel is a big 34 x 62 inches.
More than enough room for two
and a radio.

The Marlboro Beach Outfit, Only 250

Fust send us $2.50 and two end panels from
a poack or box of Marlboro.

| We'll send you the Marlboro beach towel and

I combination beoch bag/pillow.

Offer expires September 30, 1970.

| MAIL TO: Mariboro Beach Offer, P.O. Box 7777,
I Westbury, New York 11590,

] Name

~
&

l Address_

| Gity o State Zip Code

R ~  [Mecessary}
Offer avuilable only to persons over 21 yeors of age.
l Please allow & weeks far delivery. Send cl}ed( or money order only.



For facing the world and making it yours. You're oool :
Confident. In your choice of wide-flared or straight-leg stylmg
that reflects the way you feel about yourself. You've got it made.
By Lee. In soft and supple cotton suede denim, with smart contrast
stitching on rich shades of Cornhusk, Blue, or Suede. Get a leg up
with Leens® by Lee. And enjoy everything that's coming Lee
to you. Available at better stores everywhere. $8.

Oneupin style. 4 ', '.

H. D. Lee Co., Inc., Fashion Division, P.O. Box 440, Shawnee Mission, Kansas 66201. Also available in Canada.
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AFTER HOURS

T hin-skinned TV executives who were
wounded by Vice-President Agnew's
verbal shors have found. to their conster-
nation, that even heavier bhroadsides are
in store. Enter Groove Tube. the creation
of Kenny Shapiro, a lormer child actor
in what is now nostalgically known as
the golden age of television, Today.
gprown chunky and vengeful. Shapiro de-
lights in biting the hand that fed him.
The most stinging assiault on television
since Newton Minow got his licks ainoat
the “vast wasteland.” Groove Tube uses
the medium itsell 10 transmit the mes-
sage: Theater audiences are confronted
not by the waditional wrappings of =«
stage revue but by three video monitors,
as lonely as the arosses on Calvary. The
question of whether any TV show could
possiblv be worth a 53.50 admission is
quickly answered in the athrmative.

Taking on TV's newscasters, Shapiro
fades in on a typical announcer who's
wrapping up his show with a dassically
pointless, wnamusing anccdote “lrom the
lichter side of today’s news” But that’s
gentle compared with the treament he
accords sportscasters in i mock plav-by-
play of “the inter national sex Olympics
ol 1972 delivered by a team ol intense,
gravel-throated commentators while the
monitor shows an unabashed stag filin,
“The West German team ol Kurt Stein
amd Christina Busch starts with the clas-
sic fronmtal embrace. Stem. an exponent of
land technique, brings his left hand into
action with a downward sweep. a grace-
ful curl, a pl'ul)r——(all_ a  bemuiful
probe!™ And the puerility of  “kiddic
shows™ 15 a Lat targer lor Groove Tube's
koko the Clown. who sends “the g
people’™ out ol the room 0 he can read
to his voung charges [vom Fanny Hill
and the Marquis de Sade,

Shapiro. who stooged  for pitchmin
Sl Stone on
Milton Berle’s Texaco Star Theater in
the carly Filties. savs he isn't out 1o
lampoon television. "There isn't any-
thing to lampoon.” he caims. “The
things I hold up 1o ridicule are ridicu-
lous 10 begin with, But how many people
have novced 1t umil now? 1 luvent
watched TV in years, but no one thinks

Texaco commercials lor

our version of what's on the tube is out
ol date. Doesn’'t that prove something?
I was in college when I dreamed up
our Kramp TV Kitchen commercial—a
seven-minute  how-to  demonstration on
the prepavation of a concrete-hard mess
topped with a tiny American flag and
dubbed the Fourth of July Heritage
Loal. Yet it's pertinent and funny today.
simply because Kraflt is still romning the
same commercials i ran years ago. Or the
bits that we do on the Amateur Hour.
or automobile commercials. or public
health messages that never quite sav what
discase they're talking about—these sub-
jects are all Trozen in time. They will be
the same—just as worthless—in ten years
as they are today and were vesterday.”

Shapiro and  college  roommate  Lane
Savasohn began making their video tapes
for Tun rather than prolic: but when the
cost of their equipment—recorders, cam-
cras. lights—crept over 550000 they vent
ed a small off-Broadway house, deaned it
up. put together a and  stted
charging enough 1o cover expenses. “We
thought ol it as TV for heads.” Shapiro
recalls. “But The New York Tiomes “dis
covered” us and we started geuwing people
from the suburbs. We raised our price.
but they kept toming. What knocks us
om is that these e the people we
assumed  were satishied with TV as u
is: why else would they watdh it nigln
alter night, vear aler year?”

Though besieged by promoters, Sha-
piro himsell has olx-m-(l i second theater,
in Chicago, which plavs duplicates of the
tapes made in New York: another outlet
is planned for San Francisco and ver an-
other lor Denver, as well as a college
tour: the show openad recently ac the
Los Angeles Playboy Club. From only
one quarter has there been a noticeable
lack of recognition for Groove Tube: the
television networks. “Alwer the Tiomes
u}ml};n'{'d us with the best of David
Frost. the Smothers brothers and Rowan
and Martin.” reports Shapivo, 1 got a
wire from the producer ol Laugh-In,
saving he wanted o ger in ouch with
me. But T never heard from him again,
I guess he thought it over and saw the
danger.” Which mary illustrate the essen-

show

tial ditference between Groove Tube
and booh tube.

Calling Dr. Havakawa: At the Univer-
sity ol Oxford’s Wadam College. a group
ol militant student activists recently pre-
sented a list of nonnegodable demands o
the administation and threatened divect
action il their demands were not met
They received this response from the
warden ol the college: "We note your
threat to take whar vou call “divect ac
tion' unless vour demands are immedi-
atelv met. We feel that it is only sporting
to let vou know thar our governing
body includes three experts in chemical
warlare, two ex-commandos skilled with
dinmmite and torturing prisoners, fow
qualihied mivksmen in both small arms
and rvifles, two exantillerymen, one hold-
cr of the Vicloria four karate
experts and a chaplain. The governing
baody has authorized me 1o tell vou
thar we look lorward with confudence o
what you call a ‘conlrontation.” and 1
mav say even with antiapanon.”

Cross.

.

From Hanlord, Calilornia, comes word
that voung  woinen charged
with indecent exposure following a raid
on a Kings Coumy topless night club.
The evidence was gathered by hve coun-
through the

wo were

iy nvestigators who  sat
show—ithree tunes.

Our Creative Copy Writer ol the Month
Award goes 1o the anonymous word
meister it Nash Publishing Corporation
who let ic all hang out on the dust
jacket of Samuel Havison's novel AMad-
pigal: X zest for living, an insatiable
thirst for knowledge, a araving for heau-
ty on her own terms—all these made
Cynthia Pritchett different Trom her
fricnds and neighbors in London's water-
front the

Her world widens to the brigh
lights ol Piccadilly. to the fashionable
hotels of Paris and Cairo, only to see the
key to her happingess in an out-ol-the-way
plantation in the heart of Afvi She
encounters a romantic
industrialist, a tough American airplane

slunt—even  at age of 12

sarcastic boss, a

19
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pilot. She is aroused by a crippled dock
worker, compromised by a Lesbian
nurse, assaulted by the neighborhood
rogues, yet—almost by a miracle—holds
onto her virginity and her dreams, until
the vight man comes into her lile.”

-

A letrer from Scenator Mike Mansfield
to the mayor of Billings, Montana, ar-
vived by regular mail. despite the [act
that the Senator had sent it special de-
livery—thus proving the point ol the
message inside: “the need for better
postal Lacilities.™

-

The P.T.A. is generally a pretty dull
subject, but a  Michigan  clementary
school sent out notices for a box social
and dance to be held in the “multipur-
pose room,” wrging the folks to “Support
Your P.T. A, Buy a Box. Decorite Your
Box, Ladies.” It concluded, “You Eat
with the Man Who Buys Your Box.”
Thit scems fair.

-

The underground- and [ree-press style
ol advertising has apparently infiluared
the establishment, judging [rom this in-
sere in the Tmme Inc. newsletter FUY. 1
“wanteD: Incredibly horny Blue Poimt
Sitamese male desires any female feline
companionship he can find. Any time.
Your place only. as his own lLadyfriend
is occupied with four new Kittens.”

-

We [felt our arteries hardening alter
receiving a publicity release about a Brit-
ish skinhead rock group called Slade.
Skinheads, by the way, are between 12
and 21 and get their name [rom wearing
closely cropped hair. The thing that sent
us looking for our rocking chair was a
statement that the skinheads “find noth-
g wrong with Beatle music, except that
for many it is the music of their parems’
gencration.”

.

Denmark’s United Steamship Company
has announced that hencelorth it will call
its stewardesses  qust  that—stewardesses.
Formerly. the ladies were called “cabin
virgins.” The company offered no expla-
nation for the title change—nor for the
original tile.

Our man in New York says he saw the
following line typed repeuedly on i
sheet of paper in a typewriter in the
cditovial ofhces of Scientific Amevican:
“Now is the tme lor all deoxyribonu-
cleicacid molecules 1o come 1o the aid
ol their chiromosomes.”

Never antagonize the working man:
A story in the Calgary, Canada, Albertan
mentioned that the government would
attempt o persuade labor unions o
restrain themselves  from  asking  for
wage increases in 1970, After passing
through the hands of the union type-

setter, the next sentence ;tppr;lrml as lol-
lows: “Psychology is the game and both
the commission and the fedpowerful seg-
mentsfuckyoucharley  eral  government
realize that powerlul segments of the
cconomy refuse to play.”

-

Duwring a San Antonio court hearing
concerning obscenity at a local hookstore.
the judge halted the proceedings o quict-
ly inform the distvict atorney: “II you
wouldn’t refer to genitals as genules, 1
would appreciate i.”

-

A Salina, Kansas. supermarket  has
posted this sign for customers who com-
plain about the rising cost of groceries:
I YOU THINK BEEF 1S 111G1, CIGAREVTES
ARE §6.39 A POUND.

.

That's Showbiz: The tax return of a
California porny-hlm producer has come
up lor audit by the IRS because ol
deductions lor 680 dildos.

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

That an audicnce still exists for mel-
low, vintage jazz is being proved by The
World's Greatest Jozz Bond in the Grill
room ol New York's Roosevelt Hotel
Although many would contest the hy-
perbole of their self-designation, there is
no question that the high-spirvited combo
led by trumpeter Yank Lawson and bass-
ist Bob Haggart is crisply, authoritatively
entertaining as it regenerates such stand-
ards as Exactly Like You, Al the Jazz
Band Ball, Red Sails in the Sunset and
Just One of Those Things. Though cach
player has a mankedly individual style
and sound—DBud Freeman, Bob Wilber,
Billy Butterficld, Lou McGarity, Kai
Winding, Ralph Sutton and Gus John-
son, Jr., complete the group—they com-
plement one another with  such  zest
and mutual appreciation that the band
does have a strong collective identity. Its
existence is the result ol the proselvtizing
enthusiasm of wealthy patron Dick Gib-
son, who has now cexpanded his annual
ailstr weekend jazz parties in Colorado
into a full-time commitment to bringing
back mainstream jazz. Gibson guarantees
The World's Greatest Jazz Band four to
five months” work a year at the Roose-
velt Grill and sets up replacement units
of other autumnal  jazzmen  when
T.W.G. J.B. takes to the road for Las
Vegas and other dates around the country.
Gibson has already invesied S100.000 in
his missionary project, but his weekly defi-
cit is decreasing as growingr attendance at
the Roosevelt makes him sanguine about
the future. “This band,” he predicts,
“can open the way for a lot more jazi-
men who have been hidden in studios
and pit bands for years but can still
bring a lot of pleasure to people who
grew up on their music and also to

vounger listeners who are dvawn 1o au-
thenticity.” He may be vight. for more ol
the voung are going 1o the Roosevelt
Grill 10 enjoy these irrepressible impro-
visers, who may not make up the great-
est Jazz band in the world but who are
proving their ability 10 careate their own
kind of nawural high.

BOOKS

William Burroughs, the author of Na-
ked Lunch and other extravaganzas ol
underground junkic existence. might be
called the avant-garde writer's writer. In-
deed, few contemporary authors have re-
ceived so good a press at their colleagues’
hands. Mary McCarthy, wsually hard as
nails, compares his satiric vision with Jon-
athan Swilt’s. She sees his novels as a
brilliamt  new  form ol “real” science
fiction. Lestie Fiedler claims that Bur
roughs is killing the novel in the best
possible way—Dby an explosion that leaves
“wisted  fragmems ol experience and
the miasma ol death.,” Norman Mailer
regards Burroughs' work as “the finest
record in our cenwury of the complete
psvchic conviet” and opines that he “may
be the greatest writer ol grafliti who ever
lived.”

Why such hails from such highbrows?
Burroughs, they feel, represens a late
warning signal, the catatonic phase ol
a dying civilization. He is a kind ol
pioncer mutant, exploring the new ter-
ritory beyond the crumbling structures
of Western humanism, the guru of the
deadpan life. But, oddly, he seems to
owe more to W. C. Fields than 1o the
treasures ol Oriental philosophy. When
Burroughs trots out his  opinions—
“Siuares can’t fly to the moon™ or “Nine
out of ten psychiatrists should be broken
down to vererinarzms”—one can almost
hear Fields muttering through his cigar
butt. Unlortunately. Burroughs has all
those critics around spoiling his gags Iy
explaining them.

Its unlikely, though. that Burroughs
rakes the time 1o read the kind words ol
his champions. He's much too busy—as
can be seen in his Loest offering, o series
ol interviews titled The Job (Grove) that
he granted o French ovitic Daniel Odier
and that show him not merely explain-
ing his novels but also solving the
world’s problems. Unlike a lot of people.
Burroughs has good news: He has ic all
figured out. from politics and sex o
drug  addiction and  imminent  cosmic
aatastrophe. To put it country simple,
as he would say, the world s suflering
from induced dualism—that is, [rom
men and women, vight and wrong, belicl
and unbelicf, emotion and its opposite.
Morcover, like a lot ol older-fashioned
fundamentalists, Burroughs finds women
at the voot of most evil. Ger rid of them
and you get vid of overheated sex, fami-
lics, nations, wars, love and

HNCUTOSCS,
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many other unsightly things. He wants a

one-way world and he thinks science can

supply him with it. Is this a vaudeville

act or one of our most complicated

writers' deepest thoughts? The sad joke is

that Burroughs means cvery word he says.
.

J. Edgar Hoover has been a living
symbol of U.S. crime fighting for a good
deal longer than most Americans have
been alive. Appointed head of the Feder-
al Bureau of Investigation (then the
Burcau of Investigation) in 1924, he
has been lionized as the man primarily
responsible for “bringing to justice” an
ever-growing number of dangerous crim-
inals whose deeds never [ail to increase
annually. The legend. however, wears
thinner each year: and in William W.
Turner’s Hoover's FBI: The Men and the
Myth (Sherbourne Press). the 75-year-old
director and his “fieldom™ (as Senator
Fugene McCarthy has described the bu-
reau) are subjected to criticism so scath-
ing that the work is more of an exposé
than an examination. Either way, it's
a damned fascinating—and  [rightening
—book. An FBI agent l[or more than
ten vears, Turner has split his book
into three parts: The fust details his own
carcer as a special agent (which ended
in a dismissal he forced so that the
bureau could be scrutinized publicly
during a reinstatement  hearing): the
second deals with Hoover personally and
is often as intemperate as it is devas
tating: the final section asscsses the or-
ganization and the way it functions. All
three contain information the reader
varely encounters, from how the FBI
pads its conviction rates to its mammoth
appetite for publicity to its organiz-
tional distaste for investigating ovganized
crime in favor of rounding up the “hu-
man tumbleweeds” of the underworld—
bank robbers, kidnapers and car thieves.
Even the most fabled FBI cases—such as
the apprehension of cight German sabo-
teurs dropped off by U-boat on the coast
of Long Island during World War Two
—come apart under Turner’s unforgiv-
ing eye. (The anti-Nazi leader of the
expedition informed the FBI of the plot,
was promised a six-month sentence by
Hoover—and  received a  30-year jail
term.) Although Turner’s book is flawed
by the awthor’s anger, his message rings
out as sharply as a vifle report: Already
on its wity to being an intelligence-
gathering national police force. the FBI
must never again be commanded by a
man who skillfully bends Congress to his
will rather than the other way around.

Fictional jewel thefts have gotten in-
creasingly complex, melodramatic and
exotic in recent years. No greedy gang
seems worth its salt anymore unless it
uses laser beams to crack the sale, makes

a getaway by cable car and stages a
rendezvous atop Kilimanjaro. Donald E.
Westlake, a crackerjack writer of comic
suspense, as PLAYBOY veaders have discov-
ered (Somebody Owes Me Money, July
and August. 1969). obviously decided this
sort of thing has gone too far. The result:
a jewel theft in lower-middle-class Man-
hattan by an eager but bumbling gang
that sometimes uses the subway to ren-
dezvous at a West Side bar. Out of this
unlikely material comes a genuinely ex-
citing, genuinely [unny novel. The Hot
Rock (Simon & Schuster) is the Balabomo
Emerald. a $500,000 religious totem that
one underdeveloped  Alrican  nation
wishies to filch from another. To do the
job, its UN ambassador recruits five of
the most likable, least-likely-to-succeed
thieves in the annals of cime. Their
ingenious plans—ranging from a heli-
copter attack on a police station to a
breakout from an insane asylum via toy
locomotive—are constantly [oiled by bad
luck or sheer stupidity. Westlake has
pulled off a minor tour de force: He has
created hall a dozen tingling jewel-thelt
plots. cach doomed to disaster yet each
leading to the necessity for a new at-
tempt to get the cmerald. Purists may
disdain the burlesquing of a classic genre;
others will hugely enjoy this merging of
P. G. Wodchouse with Edgar Wallace.
-

When Dr. William Masters and Mrs.
Virginia Johnson reported their labora-
tory experiments in Human Sexual Re-
sponse. one of the recurring questions
raised about their work concerned its
utility in the bedroom. The answer has
been published in the St. Louis scien-
tists' second book, H Sexval Inadequacy
(Little, Brown). which contains the au-
thors” description of their highly success-
ful therapeutic theories and techniques
for treating virtually every ailment that
can interfere with the sex act. Rejecting
the Freudian concepr that psychologically
induced sexual disorders must be treated
at the root—i.c., beginning with the un-
conscious—the authors have combined
their empiric experience in this hitherto
uncharted field with methods drawn from
the marriage counselor's office and the
conditioning therapist’s lab. These tech-
niques involve two weeks of round-table
and individual discussions between the
suffering man and woman and the male
and female therapists, plus recondition-
ing sessions in the privacy of the bed-
room, with emphasis on directing the
individual’'s attention away [rom the
source of his or her problem, the sexual
ormans—thus relieving the fear that they
will not function as expeced. Masters
and Johnson's success record, based on
five years of follow-up in cach case, is
unprecedented. They cured 59.4 percent
of primary-impotence cases (men who
had never been able to successfully per-
form intercowrse), 69.1 percent of sec
ondary-impotence cases (men who had

lost their potency after a history of cffec-
tive sexual encounters), 97.3 percent of
premature ejaculators and 79.2 percent
of female orgasmic dyslunction cases.
The authors also deal with lesser-known
sexual ailments, such as male inability 1o
cjaculate and spastic vaginal contractions
in the female (vaginismus). The runaway
sales of Masters and Johnson's first book
should be more than matched by those of
its successor, for two good reasons: the
simplicity of its language (in contrast
with the Latinate complexity of Human
Sexual Response)y and the simplicity of
the therapy in an arvea that has long
been complicated by ignorance, preju-
dice and superstition.
-

James Dickey, National Book Award
winner in poetry for 1966, has written a
novel, and it's a dilly. For those who like
action, Deliverance (Houghton Mifflin) de-
livers a white-water ride down a South-
ern river that will leave you raked.
scoured, bumped and dumped on the
last page of a dynamic story. For those
who appreciate fine writing, Dickey dem-
onstrates afresh the resources of the Eng-
lish language with prose the likes
of whose litheness and economy hasn't
been seen since Hemingway's. For those
who want “meaning” Deliverance is a
beautifully fashioned metaphor of the
violence to be seen everywhere on this
beleaguered planet. Dickey tells a story
of four urbanites with various hang-ups,
wives, jobs and latencies who decide to
take a canoe ride down some danger
ously unknown water. Actually, it is one
man, Lewis, who needles the others into
going. Lewis thinks the world is rapidly
drawing 1o some kind of annihilating
climax and he would like to test his
muscles in survival conditions. Naturally,
Lewis is in great shape, or he wouldn’t
be so cager for the test. He is. among
other things, a first-rate archer. Ed Gen-
try, the teller of the tale, is an archer,
oo, though not as good as Lewis. The
two other men are more or less along for
the ride. During a halt in the odyssey, a
couple of mountain types with pure
dumb savagery in their hearts make pris-
oners of two of the party, and there
begins the breathless horror of the novel.
It has been rumored that good pocts are
really not interested in prose forms, but
novelists would do well to study Dickey’s
tense, terse masterpiece- (His latest vol-
ume of poems, published by Doubleday,
is titled The Eye-Bealers, Blood, Victory,
Madness, Buckhead and Mercy. We
commend it, t00.)

-

In the 20th Century, the Renaissance
man sometimes turns out to be a woman
—and iU's hard to find a more remark-
able example than Margaret Mead. Her
intellectual powers allow her to move
freely over a wide range of disciplines.
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including anthropology, sociology, psy-
chology and political science. This ver-
satility is underscored by the publication
ol two new books, Culture and Commitment
(Natural History DPress/Doubleday) and
A Way of Seeing (McCall). The latter,
written with her friend and fellow an-
thmpﬁlogis{ Rhoda Mewraux, consists of
55 essays covering a diversity of subjects
that dely categorizing. They pertain to
the individual, the couple, the [amily,
the community, the nation, the world
and the universe. Taken together, they
reveal an uncommon kind of common
sense. In Culture and Commitment.
Miss Mead goes beyond analysis to syn-
thesis. She presents a single dramatic
thesis—that there are three basic pat-
terns of cultural learning. The oldest ol
these is “postfigurative”™: The elders
possess all knowledge and transmit it to
the young, thus assuring that the future
will repear the past. The second pattern
is “cofigurative”: The vounger gencration
is expecred to establish its own way ol
behaving, although the still-dominant
clders define the limits within which
change can take place. Finally, for the
first time in human history, there is
“prefigurative” culture: The clders, still
in control of social power, can no longer
influence or even communicate with the
young, who move toward a future that
will bear no relation to the past. There
is a mischievous irony to the fact that
Margaret Mead, in her 70s, exhibits a
more revolutionary view of the world
than most of the young whose cause she
so tenaciously champions.
-

The airwaves belong 1o everyone.
That's why TV stations nced Federal
licenses and, if they fail to act n the
public interest, their licenses are revoked.
Right? Wrong, according to Nicholas
Johnson, the irreverent Federal Com-
municitions Commissioner who thinks
television has become a menace to Amer-
ici. In How te Talk Back to Your Television
Set (Little, Brown), Johnson (featured in
On the Scene, December 1969) issues a
sharp dissent from the FCC’s customarily
mindless support of the broadcasting
industry—which it is supposed to be regu-
lating on the public’s behall. The case
Johnson makes is intriguing, though
slightly hysterical. He begins by outlining
the modern American agony—the vio-
lence, the boredom, the racial polariza-
tion, the obsessive consumership—and he
proceeds to put much of the blame on
television: “I believe that television—
which provides most of the people of
this country with their principal source
of cducation, entertainment, information
and opinion—Dbears perhaps more respon-
sibility for this state of the nation than
any other single institution.” Johnson
demonstrates how the big broadcasting
corporations [requently strangle dissent.
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How to be a great mixer
on the beach or at poolside

If you love to take it easy, drink in hand, while you're taking in the
sights — you're a born beachcomber. And the beachcomber who is
also a great mixer . . . has more fun than anyone at Happy Hour time.
To be one, just keep this handy barguide at your elbow and start
mixin’. You'll learn how to make all the luscious tall coolers and
cocktails — just like the experts do! Recipes include drinks made
with all the popular basic liquors: Bourbon, Scotch, gin, vodka, rum,
Southern Comfort. It even shows you how to impreve many drinks.
Just remember: most drinks are based on a single hquor; other in-
gredients are added to enhance that base. But no mater what you
add, the taste of the basic liquor still comes through. That's why
it’s so easy to improve most drinks . . .

Just learn the experts’ secret for improving drinks

Knowledgeable barmen simply “switch™ the basic liquor called for in
the recipe . . . to one with a more satisfying taste. A perfect example
is their use of Southern Comfort instead of ordinary liquor as a
smoother, tastier base for Manhattans, Old-Fashioneds, Sours, etc.
The same switch improves the taste of tall drinks like the Collins
and Tonic, too. The difference, of course, is in the unique flavor of
Southern Comfort. It adds a deliciousness no other basic liquor can.
Mix one of these drinks the usual way; then mix the same drink with
Southern Comfort. Compare them. The improvement is remarkable.
But to understand why this is true, make the taste test in this guide.

@ SOUTHERN COMFORT CORPORATION 1970



Tips for better drinks

Don’t guess: Measure! The best
drinks are the result of exact
measurements of finest ingrediems.
Basic measures: jigger = 114 oz.;
pony = 1 oz.; dash = 4-6 drops.
Shake or stir? In general, stir drinks
made with clear liquors. Shake those
with hard-to-blend ingredients like
fruit juice. For “frothy collar,” add
tablespoon cgg white before shaking.

Ice is important! Use freshly made
ice. Change for each round, and
don't skimp. Nothing's worse than a
luke-warm cold drink. For best
results, buy packaged ice, free of
chemicals, air bubbles, impurities.
It's crystal clear, slower melting.
Makes drinks taste and look better.

What is Southern Comfort?

Although it's used like an ordinary
whiskey, Southern Comfort tastes
much different than any other basic
liquor. It actually tastes good, right
out of the bottle! And there's a
reason. In the days of old New
Orleans, one talented gentleman was
disturbed by the taste of even the
finest whiskeys of his day. So he
combined rare and delicious ingredi-
ents, to create this superb, unusually
smooth, special kind of basic liquor.
Thus Scuthern Comfort was born!
Its formula is still a farmly secrel . ..
its delicious taste still unmatched by
any other liguor. Try it on-the-rocks
.. . then you'll understand why it
improves most mixed drinks, too.

You furnish the liguor
and friends ; we furnish
evarything else . . .

SEND FOR THIS KIT!

INCLUDES:

HAPPY HOUR FLAG

Large {12"x18") flag of blue
and red on white cloth. Fly it
outside the house or at the bar
— to greet Happy Hour guests.
{Pole and cord not included.)

24 INVITATIONS

Tells friends: "You are invited
. - . the Happy Hour flag will be
flying at {you write in time and
place).” Flag decor. Personal
note size; envelopes included.

80 NAPKINS

Quality cocktail napkins with
Happy Hour flag. They give
drinks a decorative note, add to
atmosphere, as guests mingle.

Yours 3’50

for just

ORDER YOURS TODAYI

Print neme and nddress.
Send check or money order to:

Dept. OHP Cockiail Hour Enterprises
P_ 0. Box 12428,
St Louis, Mo, 63132

Price includes shipping costs.

Offer void in Caneda, Georgia,
Mississippi, Tennesses and other
sialos where prohibmed.



make this simple
inste test

and you’ll learn
how to improve
most drinks:

The flavor of any mixed drink is controlled by the
taste of the liquor you use as a base. To realize
the importance of this, fill three short glasses with
cracked ice. Pour a jigger of Scotch or Bourbon
into one, a jigger of gin into another, and a jigger
of Southern Comfort into the third. First —sip the
whiskey, then the gin. Now do the same with
Southern Comfort. Sip ir, and you've found a
completely different basic liquor — one that actu-
ally rastes good with nothing added! That's why
switching to Southern Comfort as a base makes
most drinks taste much better. Make both Collins
recipes below; compare them. Convince yourself!

ordinary COLLINS the smoother COLLINS
% jigger fresh lemon juice 1 jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfort
1 tspn. sugar - 1 jigger (1% oz.) gin Juice of % hme = TUP
Sparkling water Mix Southern Comfortand lime juice
Use tall glass: dissolve sugar in tall glass. Add ice cubes: fill with

in juice; add ice cubes and gin. JUP. This is the best testing — and
Filt with sparkiing water. Stir. easiest to mix — of all Collinses.
Now use recipe at ight. See Comfori® Collins
how a swilch in besic hquor Enjoyed by girl-gazers at Hotel
greatly improves this drink. Fontainebleau, Miami Beach

*Southern Comfort®
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Perfect
measurements

for some real cool
tall ones that’ll make
any beacheomber’s
Happy Hour happier!

B HONOLULL COOLER
o a Choice of the surf set ar
| Sheraton s Royal Hawanan Hotel
Juice of % lime

1 jigger (1% 0z.) Southern Comfort
Hawaiian pineapple juice

Pack tall glass with crushed

ice, Add lime juice. Southern
Comfort. Fill with pineapple

juice. stir. As refreshing

as the surf at Warkiki!

PLANTERS PUNCH
Juice of ¥% lemon

Juice of % orange

4 dashes Curacac

1 pgger (1% oz.) Jamaica rum
Shake, pour into tall glass
filled with cracked iwce: stir.
Decorate with fruil. add straws.

UM "N COLA

Juice and rind % lime

1 pgger (1% oz} hght rum « cola
Sqgueeze hime over ice cubes

in tall glass. Add nind: pour in
rurm. Filf with cola and stir.

Instead of rum, see what
= & comfort S.C. is 1o cola.

. LEMON COOLER

In the swim at the El Mirador
Hotel, Paim Springs

1 jigger (1% 0z.)

Southern Comfon
Schweppes Bitter Lemon

Pour Southem Comfort over ice
cubes in a tall glass. Fill with
Eitter Lemon; stir. A Happy Hour
favorite of Hoflywood stars!

*Southern Comfort®




GIN RICKEY

Juice and nnd % hime N
1 pgger gin - sparkling water |
Squeeze ime over ice cubes

in 8-0z. glass: add rind.
Pour in gin. Fill with
sparklrg waler and suir.

To really “rev up” a rickey, swich W
1o Southern Comlort instead of gin.

SCREWDRIVER
1 pager (1% oz.) vodka

—
Orange juice
Put rce cubes into a 6-o0z.
glass. Add vodka. fill
wilh orange juice and Stir.
Grve your Screwdiver a new nwist. Use

Southern Comion instead of vodka.

COMEFORT SUMMER SOUR
Bikini watchers® delight at La Jolla
Beach and Tennis Club, La Jolla, Calif.

¥ pgger (% oz.) lemon juice

¥ 0% orange juice = % tspn. sugar

2 oz. Southern Comfort - 7UP

Shake fruit juice, sugar and Southern
Comfort: pour over ice cubes in tall
glass. Fll with 7UP. sur. It's superb!
Ouickie Summer Sour: Shake 1 packet Instant Sour A,
1 jigger water, 2 oz Southem Comfort. Pour over ice
cubes in 1all glass: il with TUP. Str.




It’s a breeze to

sail through your
Happy Hour with these
easy-to-mix drinks

DRY MARTINI
l'( 4 parts gin or vodka

\ 1 part dry vermouth
: ‘/’ Stir wath cracked ice: strairi
: irto chilled glass. Add green
. olive or wist of lemon peel.
‘-ii, For & Gibson, use 5 pars gin vo 1 pan

MARGARITA

- 1 pgger tequila

Y% oz. Triple Sec

1 oz. fresh lime or lemon juice

Moisten cocktaif glass rirm

with fruit rind: spin rim in

salt. Shake ingredients with

ST cracked ice. Strain into glass
and sip drink over safted rim.

BLOODY MARY

2 jiggers tomato juice

1/3 jigger fresh lemon juice
Dash of Worcestershire sauce

1 jigger {1} oz.) vodka

Salt and pepper to 1aste. Shake
with cracked ice until chilled:
Strain into & 6-oz. glass.

S— DAIQUIRT
Juice % lime or % lemon

i 1 tspn. sugar - 1 jigger light rum
I Shake with cracked ice
until the shaker frosts. Strain

o s into chilled cocktail glass.
Give your Dsiquiri & new accent; use

S.C.instead of rum, only % tspn. sugar.

ordinary SOUR

1 jigger {1% oz.) Bourbon or rye
% jigger fresh lemon juice

1 teaspoon sugar

Shake with cracked ice: strain
mnto glass. Add orange slice

on rim of glass and a cherry,
Now see how recipe at far right
greatly improves this drink.

*Southern Comfort®




COMFORT*® °N TONIU
See-worthy mate of skippers

at Anthony's Pier 4, Boston

1 jigger {1% oz.) Southern Comfon
Juice and nind % lime {optonal)
Quinine water {1onic)
Squeeze lime over ice cubes in 1all glass:
add rind. Add S5.C. Fill with tonic and
stir . . . the greatest tonic drink of allf
Gin ‘n Tonic: Use gin instead of Southern Comfort.
Vodia 'n Tonic: Use vodks instesd of Southemn Comfor,

the smoother SOUR

1 jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfon
1/3 jigger fresh lemon juice

% teaspoon sugar

Shake with cracked ice; strain into
glass. Add orange slice on rim of glass
and a cherry. Using 5.C. as a base makes
the smoothest sour you ever tasted.
The Comfart® SOUR

Tops at Hotel Mark Hopkins,

San Francisco



COMFORT* MANHATTAN o
Improved recipe as mixed at The Mayflower’s ;
Town & Courntry Room. Washington, D.C.

1 jigger (1% 0z.) Southern Comfort = % oz. dry vermouth v
Dash of Angostura bitters {optional)

Stir with cracked ice. strain into glass. Add a cherry.

5.C. gyves this drink a remarkably smoother flavor. ) -: >
Ordinary Manhaitan: Use sweet vermouth: Bourbon or rye replaces 5.C.

Aob Roy {Scotch Manhattan): Use 34 oz. sweet vermouth, 134 oz Scoich,
Add buters; mm as ahove. Serve with @ west of lemon peel.

GIMLET 4
4 parts gin or vodka

1 part Rose’s sweelened lime juice e
Shake with cracked ice; strain into cocktail glass !!

COMPORT: ML.D-FASHIONED

A favorite at the Hotels Ambassador. Chicago

Dash Angostura bitters « ¥ oz. sparkhing water

¥ 1spn. sugar (optional) = 1 pgger Southern Comfort
Sur bitters. sugar, water in glass. add rfce cubes, 5.C.
Tog wath twist of lerman peel. orange shoe and cherry
Regular Qld-Fashioned: 1vspn. sugar, Bourbon or rye instead of S.C.

SCARLETT 0°fiARA L
o

1 jigger {1% oz.) Southern Comfort = juice % fresh lime . S
1 pgger Deean Spray cranberry juice cockiail

Shake with cracked ice and stramn into cocktall glass,

[ B £
ALEXANDER %

1 part fresh cream = 1 part créme de cacao \Hf
1 part Southern Comfort or gin or brandy

Shake with cracked ice and strain into cockiail glass.

A

p” comront: aviee
Tall one eyved with pleasure

at the Brown Hotel, Lonisville

4 sprigs fresh mint « dash of waler

2 punces Southern Comfort

Use & 18l glass; crush mint in waler.
Pack glass with cracked ice. and pour in
Southern Comifort. Stir unnif frosted —
and enjoy the perfect julep as served
in the city where juleps were bor.
Bourbon julep: Add 1 1spn. sugar 1o ment and replace
Southern Combon with Bourbon.

*Southern Comfont®




Relax! It°s
easy o make
the scene any

time with
these

Iappy Honr
favorites




beachcombers

Special offer! Save on this NEW line of Southern Comfort

Steamboat Glasses

New straight-side shape with broad gold lip, like the
latest expensive glasses. Handsome blue and gold decor.

A. HIGHBALL GLASS

Generous size for serving highballs
and other tall favontes. 3395
Set of 8 glasses (12-0z. size)

B. DDUBLE OLD-FASHIONED
All-purpose glass for highballs,
on-the-rocks, even coolers. $395
Set of 8 glasses {13%-0z. size)

C. ON-THE-ROCKS GLASS

On-the-rocks, mists, “short” highballs.

Set of 8 glasses (8-oz. size)

FLUS matching 2-0z. Master 5395
Measure glass (9 glasses)

D. ON-THE-ROCKS STEM GLASS

Popular new shape for on-the-rocks

and “shomn’” drinks. 3395

Set of 6 glasses {7'%-oz. size)

E. MASTER MEASURE GLASS

Versatile single glass enables you to

pour all the correct measures. Marked

for b oz % oz (% jgger). 1oz.. 1% 0z
(ingoer). 2 oz sold alone Eﬂ¢

F. "STEAMBOAT" NAPKINS
Color-mated 1o glasses. napkins say

“Smooth Sailing.” 3 ["]
Five packages of 40 each 1

G. TALL COOLER GLASS

Mew tall. slender shape for serving
Collinses and coolers

Ser of B glasses (12%-0z. size)

SEND FOR YDURS TODAY!
Prirt your mame and address, Order jlems desired
by fetter and send check or money order to:
] T Tk { kvail t r L TS Rt i

$39%

Prices include shipping costs. Offer void in Geongia,
New Hampshire. Mississippi, Tennessee, Canada.

SOUTHERN COMFORT CORPORATION - 100 PROOF LIQUELR - ST. LOWIS, MISSOURI 63132



Liule of this is news. Everyone knows
the Smothers brothers were smothered
and that Fred Friendly quit CBS when it
substituted a rerun of Luey for a live
showing of Congressional debate on Viet-
nam. One might have wished for fresher
dirt from the commissioner. On the other
hand, he is most helplul in spelling out
to the public what steps it can take to
mprove the tube—what to do and whom
to sue. But one wonders whether our
glassv-eyed citizens can leave their TV
sets long enough to write the letters
Johnson sayvs must be written. It may be
Lrter than he thinks,

-

Occasionally, a writer comes along,
more audacious than most. and writes in
such a way that Ins book must succeed or
Liil not as just another novel but as
literature. Such is David Markson. To
make certain thae the challenge is not
overlooked, he dedicates his book Going
Down (Holi) not only 10 his wile but
to the memory ol Malcolm Lowry, whose
Under the Volcano s a clissic work of
personal  disintegrimion. Like the  pro-
tagonist ol that book, Markson’s Steven
Chance also goes down  (the ude has
geographical, sexual and spiritual conno-
titions) to Mexico. Lowry's tormented
hero used alcohol both 1o deaden the
pain and to speed his descent into hell.
Markson's uses sex. He lives inoa tiny
Indian village in a ménage a trois with
two  berutiful women—a  painter with
a deformed hand and the voung wile
ol an arust. The book is mysterious,
with intimations of evil, Indiim super-
stition, violence and  orgiastic cpisodes.
There is the ooding presence ol death
and the desperine faith that art, i ouly
it could be attained, would justily every-
thing. Gomg Down is a wrenching con-
wrast to Mivkson’s comic Western, The
Ballad of Dingus Magee. now being
flmed  with Frank Sinatra. That book
nude Markson a lot ol money, hut this
is the one, ten vears in the writing, that
he obviously caves about. It is premature
to judge Going Down as a work ol en
during  Juerature; but long ahwer the
final page is tned, its presence persists.

-

Between the Rock ond the Hord Ploce
(Random House), hy Paul Jacobs, and
The Game of Nations: The Amorality of Power
Polities (Sinwon & Schuster). by Miles
Copeland, are very diilerent kinds of
books. What they have in common is
that they both question what s pre-
sumably the majority viewpoint on the
Middle East. Fach makes compelling
reading, but the firse is the more moving
because the auchor himseli is torn by the
conflict. An American Jewish leltist with
nes 1o Isracl, Jacobs nonctheless believes
that the Palestine Awabs also have a
legitimate caim on the Holy Land. His

for when you make it.

Our finest: the Minolta SR-T
101 with a very fast f/1.2 lens.

What makes the SR-T 101 so
unusual is that it makes taking
fine pictures so casy.

Without ever looking away
from the viewfinder, you can
make all the settings for perfect
exposure.

And a thru-the-lens metering
system automatically compensates
for uneven light.

Now that you've made it, get
the camera that was made for you
...the Minolta SR-T 101 35mm
single lens reflex. Under S350,
plus case, with f/1.2 lens.

Also available with f/1.4 or
f/1.7 lens, starting under S260,
plus case.

Sce your dealer or write:
Minolw Corp., 200 Park Ave. So.,
N.Y,N.Y. 10003. In Canada:
Anglophoto, Lid., Montreal 376.

Minolta makes fine photography easier

know what's happening.

available in sizes for chicks.

Tex Tan Welhausen Company
A Division of Tandy Corporation
P.0.Box 431 Yoakum, Texas 77995

Make a big Impression?
Tryabeltinthe

midsection]

From Tex Tan's Woodstock Collection. New look design
— loaded with character. These leather belts tell the world you

811.00

At better men'’s stores and department stores everywhere. Some models
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Put vour favorite tobacco in
any Yello-Bole pipe. The new honey
lining in the imported briar bowl
gives you the mildest, most flavor-
ful smoke you've ever tasted.

If not, return the pipe with
your sales slip to Yello-Bole. and
we'll refund vour purchase price.

Free booklet shows how to
smoke a pipe; styles $3.50 to $6.95,
Write Yello-Bole Pipes, Inc., New
York, N.Y. 10022, Dept . N8.

We guarantee you'll like it.

YEWO

we put honey in the bowl

book is a profoundly pessimistic account
ol his attempts 1o make a start toward
peace by arranging informal. secret talks
between  Israclis and  Arabs. The at
tempts fail alter months in which there
was reason 1o hope they would succeed,
and with the Fulure grows his despairing
conviction that “The clash of interests
goes too deep to be resolved pescelully
today.” This is a simply written book by
a man who recognizes that justice is
seldom the sole possession ol one nation
in an international dispute. The Game
of Nations goes back 1o the rise ol Nas-
ser and his relavons with the American
Government then and since. This book
ought to cuse consternation in Wash-
mgion. for it is splendidly cvnical and
deliciomsly indiscreet. Copeland, a riend
and an admirer ol Nasser and an inti-
mate to many behind-the-scenes negotia-
tions as a “avptodiplomat” lets cats
out of the bag with admirable abandon.
He tells what happened in these super-
secret talks and he names the Americans
involved, both on the scene and in Wash-
ingion. Not only is this State Depan
ment /CIA gossip [ascinning and - ofien
funny but it illuminates Nasser's vole—
and Americi’s—in the present conflict,

While staging simulated air battles
and mussile attacks on a compurer at the
Ravtheon Company think-tank. games
theorist Chok C. Abt became convinced
of the unfeasibibity ol an anti-ballistic-
missile (ABM) system, switched to arms
control and disarmament games and. at
length, discovered in them a teaching
ol of immense promisc. Serious Games
(Viking) explains how he would use
game playing to thrust the real world
into the classroom. To prove the cfhcacy
of his scheme, he invented a game for a
group of high school dropouts with sub-
100 1L.Qs. As plavers. these slum kids
became brillime problem solvers. The
oame thar sparked theiv interest hypoth-
esized the nwerictions ol citv-block resi-
dents, racketeers  and  police.  Games
being far less costly than teaching ma
chines or than one-to-one weacher-pupil
ratios. Abt thinks he has an answer o
the educational crisis. It 1s a kind of
reality therapy in which the player runs
no risk of failure yer may absorh cvery
thing rom clementary arithmetic o ad-
vanced ¢ty planning. In AbUs gume
plan, everybody wins.

“Critic,” savs critic Max Jamison in
aritic-novelist Wilfrid Sheed's new novel.
Max Jamison (Farrar, Straus & Giroux),
“review thysell.” Jamison does and re
veals that the corinic’s hile is not a happy
one. Indeed, the art ol informing prople
that their plays and movies stink is. to
hear Max tell i, conducive to inner
and outer-directed loathing.  Everybody
hates evervbody—most ol all oneself.
Novelist Sheed introduces critic Jamison

amid the shambles of o second mariage.
Max still goes on dipping his avitical
pen in muriatic acid and becomes has
own severest viciim. His relationship
with his sons hardly merits the name.
Ditto. his wives. And whar passes be-
tween Max and his colleagues cm be
stored salely only in lead containers. Can
all of this be amusing? Tt can and s,
Sheed gets off witticisms with the (Lish
and rapidity ol Roman codles anud
scarcely a page is without its whifl ol cord-
ite humor. There is, however, one small
sacrifice the author makes lor the sake ol
all the hreworks: conviaion. No real win
is going on and no real people are likely
to get hurt, Ics all in the display. While
the stufl is exploding, the sky is crazy with
colored lights—hut when it's over, yon
have 0 make your way off the beadr
darkness. Max Jaomibon is not a novel
that provides illumination you cn 1ake
away with vou.

To his surprise. Dr. Willard Gaylin, a
supervising  psvchoanalyst at - Columbia
University Psvchoanalvae Clinic, discov-
cred that not o single study had been
made of currently imprisoned war resist-
ers. Accordingly, he set out o do a
survey ol a cross section of them. Bur the
result. In the Service of Their Country: War
Resisters in Prison (Viking), became much
more than a scholirly monograph. Based
on 26 mtervicws with war resisters—six
of them done {ull scale, with a chapter
devoted 10 cach—the study is a con-
scientious, compassiomate examination of
the life stvles and aims ol men who,
for divergent reasons, refused participit
vian in a war that was abhorrent 1o them.
Dr. Gaylin succeeds in destroving any
stereotypic view ol war resisters, as the
complex  personalities ol those mer-
viewed become clear. Nor did he hind
among the resisters a higher incidence ol
psvchopathology  than onc would  find
from a sampling ol the same age group
on the owside. L is prison itself that Dr.
Gaylin found o be pathological. He
writes: “The clearest manilestation ol
the rising hostility that the prisons gen-
cerate in what has been essentially i
nonhostile population is in the almost
uranimous conversion lrom the concept
ol nouviolence.” And so a book that be-
gan as an intellecual stdy ends in an
mdictment of the anu-rehabilitaive -
ture ol prisons for all ol those nside, not
only {or war resisters.

§ -

In The Unlawful Concert: An Account of
the Presidio Mutiny Case (Viking)., Fred
Garduner tells the story of the Ocaober
1968 nouviolent sit-down by 27 prison-
ers in the Presidio stockade in San
Francisco to  protest  barbaous  living
conditions and the Killing 1two  days
before of an emotionally disturbed pris-
oner by a guard. They were wied for
mutiny. and Gardner Jucidly details the




Introducing the
| blo
body tune: up.

Because your body is the
most important machine you own. &

Start your summer check-out list with a whole new
group of lusty, Pub-scented products. They're spe-
cially minted to cool your system and re-charge your
battery during those long hot days and nights.

There's Cooling Mint Shave Foam that drenches
your skin with cushioning wetness. Mint Face Balm,
a frosty, face-soothing tonic. After-Shower Mint Body

Cologne, the first minted rubdown. And Cooling
Spray Deodorizing Talc, an instant spray coolant for
sizzling, over-heated bodies.

Keep Pub Cologne and After-Shave’on your check
list, too. They're part of the collection created by
Revlon to keep the most important machine you own
in top working condition.
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State troopers do not

endorse products.
But this one thinks

Lifesaver Radials
are too good not to be

talked about.

Thistrooperis masked, and his uniform dis-
guised, because neither he nor his state can lend
their names to any commercial product.

This man’'s life depends upon his tires. He
puts over 50,000 high-speed miles a year
on them.

He's concerned with highway safety. And
because he knows your life depends upon
your tires, he agreed to give his expert
testimony.

"I'was off to the side when this
guy raced past me. | floored it to £
catch up. And there | was going
into a double curve—we call it
Deadman's Curve—at 115
miles an hour. But | never
swerved out of my lane. It
was like riding a rail.

“After that, I'm get-
ting a set of these radials
for my own car. | have
good reasons...my wife
and kids.”

You can hear the
same kind of stories from
troopers across the coun-
try riding on B. F. Goodrich
radials. The same tires you

B.EGoodrich

can buy. Of course, you'll seldom need the maxi-
mum performance troopers need, even for short
periods of time. But it's nice to know these tires
can deliver it.

We call the newest BFG radials Lifesavers.
With good reason. Lifesavers corner better. Take
curves better. Stop quicker. They handle better
at high speed than any fiberglass-belted tire.. ..
even our own.

They run cooler because they're
made with Dynacor® Rayon Cord.
They're the safest tires we've
ever made.

The radial construction
f Lifesavers is unique. The
M\ sidewalls flex, keeping all

4 thetreadontheroadallthe
time. And the Dynacor
Rayon belt stabilizes the
tread forextrastrength and
mileage. 33% stronger
than fiberglass tires. 40,-
000 miles or more on a set.
BFG Lifesaver

Radials. They're like no
o tires you've ever ridden on.
W They're the tires your life

should be riding on.

The New BFG Lifesaver Radials.

Your life should be riding on them.
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backgrounds of many of the prisoners,
along with the event itsell and the sub-
sequent trial. The Presidio 27, he reports.
were by oand large from the poorest,
least Tornmate strata ol white Amcerica.
Ouly five had graduated from  high
school. . . . Not one of the 27 had ever
made a political act before coming into
the Army.” Gardner's book shows how
such men can be radicalized by the
random cruelty with which the Services
treat those in the ranks who cannot *ud-
just.” The Presidio case also figures in
Robert Shervill's nifuly vdled Military Jus-
tice Is to Justice As Military Music Is to Music
(Harper & Row). With mmpressive dili-
gence and crisp style, reavsoy coniribu-
tor Sherill expands on his artide-length
imdictment ol militry justice (PLAYBOY,
February 1970) in this sobering book,
which examines the history of American
military justice and key constitutional
tests of it in the Supreme Coure as il-
Iuminating background for examples that
show the need Tor radical change in the
treatment of uniformed “offenders.” In
addition to the Presidio case, Sherrill
looks secarchingly into the wial of Caprain
Howard Levy. the systematic militiny
cimpaign  against the Gl colfechouses,
the widespread brutality inside stockades
and brigs and other denials to Service-
men ol their basic vights. His conclusion
matches that of Captain Levy’s defender,
American Civil Liberties Union attorney
Charles Morgan. Jr.: “There's just no
point ol having any sort of wrials con-
ducted within the military. The military
is incapable of understanding the Con-
stitwion.” This is an important  book.
Too olten. objectivity is equated with de-
tachment. even with a perverse pride in
making no use ol the daa unearthed.
Sherrill's objeativity is dillerent: it s
characierized by prolessional thorough-
ness: but, bevond that, he is analyvucd
and interpretive. Thus, he is revealed 1o
be profoundly concerned—and 10 move
the reader to be so. too. His book’s virtue
is its honorable factuality. Tts impact de-
rives from his blwzing, humanicirian an-
ger. Irs importance lies in his pointing
the way out ol the suppression, brugality
and injustice that he meticulously  re-
ports. as he observed them in the system
of military justice exemplihed by the
cowrt-martial. the brig and the stockade.
This is dimensional reportage ol the
highest order.

DINING-DRINKING

San Francisco, a city where dining out
sumptuously is a way of lile. boasts what
must be the most authentic Elizabethan
catery this side ol Blighty. Ben lonson,
located in The Cannery (Beach Strect
and Jefterson), serves up baronial Eng-
lish ambinnce so thick you can practical-
Iy cut it with a broadsword. Indeed,
Jonson himsell would be right at home

in the downstairs Albyns Long Room. an
exquisitely paneled creation of 17th Cen-
tury architect Inigo Jones (one ol Jon-
son’s pals). Some years ago. the room
wits brought over in {olo—ceiling, walls
and  hearth—by  William  Randolph
Hearst, who promptly left it to languish
in packing anaes wnil resurrected by
the Jonson management. Upsiains are
two other Jones rooms. the Chelsea and
the Radley (both also purchased from
the Hearst estare). plus a dewailed ve-
production ol a pennon-hung Tudor
great hall, with s wvestle tables and
kingsized copper spit. A woupe  of
comely serving wenches displaving an
appropriate  degree of  dcécolletage  pre-
side over this bit of old England as they
olfer flagons ol the house wine or tank-
ards of Watney's Red Barrel dink beer.
Although the dinner is prix fixe (not in-
cluding dessert). the “Fore-dishes™ them-
selves are a lusty meal. Act 1 opens with
“A Great Carrousel ol Burnished Silver
Conurining Salads. Pdtés and Diverse De-
lights. According 1o the Season and the
Whims of the Cook.” quoth the campy
menu in describing a Lazy Susan full of
tasty appetizers. Following Act 11 Pot-
tage. olten a delicious sorrel purde. and
Act T, The Cellars (there's a wine list
in addition 1o the house (lagons), comes
Act IV and Aain Cowrses. Diners choose
from prime vibs ol beel. voast duck
served with apples, a rack ol Lamb from
the spit. a beel chop for two. carved
tableside. or the fish catch ol the day.
At this peint. you may want to take
a break and swoll over 1o one ol the
nearby fireplaces. Following this brief
intermission is Act V. Cakes. Kickshaws
and Other Trifles, including an appro-
priately John-Bullish Cheeschoavd with
Port. Water Ice Splashed with Cham-
pagne.  Ciramelized  Cream,  Lemon
Mousse. Sherry Trifle and  Cheesecake
with Brandied Cherries are the other dis
tractions. The Mermaid Tavern, off the
Albyns Long Room, is “open-air.” which.
in this case. means a glassenclosed room
that has a jousting canvas ceiling. There
1s also a less ambitious luncheon menu.
3en Jonson is open from 11 anan 1o 11
v Monday through Thursday and from
11 aar o 12 pan Friday, Saturday and
Sunday. Reservations are required. Tele-
phone: T76-1133.

MOVIES

Even those who went to Woodstock
Last summer find words inadequate 1o
sum up the spivic of that remarkable rock
festival,  which  drew  nearly - 500,000
peace-and-freedom-loving souls to an as
tonished village just bheyvond commuting
distance from Manhattan. “IUs some st
ol epical, Biblical event.” says one ol the
bhavefoot, bearded and wrned-on cast of
thousands that spread out to the horizon
in Woodstock, the excellent documentary

ol that awesome gathering. Its socio
political significance may be exaggerated.

but the three mind-bending davs and
nights at Woodstock have heen distilled
to three and a half Fascinating homrs ol
love. pot. nudity and music. music. music.
To an interviewer who asks. “What do
musicians have that speaks to the kids:”
a listener veplies pithily. “Music.” Righn
on. Here are Joan Baez, Country Jou.
Jimi  Hendrix, The Who. Ten Years
After, Joe Cocker, Richic Havens and
muany others, cach with a brilliam demon-
stration ol that simple truth. Producer
Bob Maurice and director Michael Wad-
leigh—aided by a uvreless camera crew
ol two dozen or so—make telling usc
ol muliiple images and muliiple-track
souds. They also have the good sense to
Ier the musical sequences run, without
interruption. to the point ol orgasm and
sometimes even a litde bhevond—iuaking
time out only to attend a charming nude
bathing scene, perhaps. oy to record
the mivacle ol mutual admiration be
tween the young and the local cops. The
beautiful vibrations were magically and
perhaps  irveparably  shautered  four
months later at what one journalist has
called “the My Liai ol the Woodstock
nation.” in Altamont, Califormia. wheve
the Rolling Stones presided over a night-
marish rock Testival that hegan in squalor
and ended in wanton violence and demh.
But the innocent jov and gentle humani-
1y of Woodstock have been preserved-—
on film, at least—for those who long to
catch a fleeting and poignant glimpse
ol what may wrn out o be history’s
shortest age: the Aquarian,
-

Three hours crawl into oblivion with
The Adventurers, which deals at uncon-
scionable length with myriad topics rung
ing from rape. murder. poverty and
South American revolution 1o gigolos.
haute couture and jet-set high-jinks in
New York and Rome. A new Yugoslav-
ian star named  Bekim Fehmiu, who
looks like a cross between Brando and
Belmondo. plays the hero, Dax Nenos,
one of those fatally lascinating studs for
whom women ol cvery sort hegin 1o
unbutton their blouses (see onr exclusive
uncoverige in PLAYROY, December 19649)
at the fivst hello. Dax is a child of revolu-
tion, sent with his Lather to the Corte-
guavan embissy in Rome, where he takes
up polo and fast company. & la Rubi-
rosa. while his Sowth American home-
land is ground under a dictator’s heel.
Belore the plot steers Dax back 1o liber-
ate his people, years later. he has quite
a time for himsell, nanying three ol
the world’s vichest women (among them.
Candice Bergen) and unknowigly im
pregnating the dictator's shapely daugh-
ter (Leigh Tavlor-Young), who neve
stops loving him. Heavy on marquee
names, The Adventurers enlists Charles
Anuvour, Alin Badel, Rossuno Braszi.
Ernest Borgnine and Olivia de Havilland
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Konica Compact 8
movie camera into
your kit this trip. It's
small enough to hide
anywhere; light enough to
carry everywhere. In a bag,
a pocket, a purse. Yet it
shoots sharp, full-size
super-8 movies through
its high speed f/ 1.6
Hexanon lens.

A brilliant finder makes
viewing easy. And a CdS
electric eye sets correct
exposures automatically.
Result: great movies,
every time! See this
pocket-size miracle,
under $65, wherever
- fine cameras are sold.
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$ your new flame

comes encased in a beautiful Playboy Butane Lighter, in three sizes.
Black leather or brushed chrome. Elegant and practical, with an adjust-
able flame. The Rabbit enameled in black. Great for a gift, or for yourself.

BRUSHED CHROME, $12.50 'BLACK LEATHER WITH CHROME, $15
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Please use product number and add $1 per item for handling and postage. Shall we send a
gift card in your name? Please send check or money order to: Flayboy Products, Dept.
MB0901, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611. Playboy Club
credit keyholders may charge.
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m us dubious cruse. And lest the colossal
vulgarity of Harold Robbins” novel Lipse
into subtlety, producer-director  Lewis
Gilbert adds inmamerable Qourishes of his
very own—autting, for l'x.'un])h-, from
shot ol a strving Corteguayan  peasam
child with his hungry mouth opened
wide to the crimson lips ol oper st
A\nna Molto, wving for high € ar oa
strenuously decadent soiree in Gothaim,
How’s that for social irony?

Setting the mood for the hilm version
of Mart Crowley's off-Broadway hit The
Boys in the Band, dircctor William (The
Night They Ratded Minsky’s)y Friedkin
lets his comera cruise around Manhattan
—Ilrom gay bars 10 street corners o gilt
bouttques where nice young men in tight
trousers pause o pick up a little some-
thing before they swish off 1o a party.
The rest of the movie makes capital of
Crowley’s Trankly faggowy insult humor,
every svilable enunciated with the sibi-
lance appropriate to a hivthday celebra-
tion for “a 32-vear-old. ugly. pock-marked
Jew fairy” named Havold. With Crowley
himsell producing. Friedkin has ans
ferred the play 10 film like Unholy Writ.
Even the orviginal cast is intact, all sex-
wally tightened up in a way that does
wonders for an opening night but is apt
to seem somewhat studied in the vast
expanse of a movie cose-ap; one disad-
vantage of funny stage plays on hlm is
that by spotlighting the actor with the
next punch line, the camera instantly
destroys any illusion ol spontaneity. The
scene steilers e sull Leonard Frev as
Harold. CLHlf Gorman as the archly
cffeminate Lmory and Kenneth Nebson
as the hyperncurotic host, Michael, an
aging queen who has his walls covered
with Dictrich posters and his monologs
laced with Eve Arden wit: "One thing
can be said Tor masturbation—you don’t
have 1o look your best.” Militanes of the
Gay Liberation Front could fault The
Boys as a queer side show aimed ac il
Lating the straight world. Despite its air
ol conuivance. though. this lamboyant
comedy marks a divilized approach 1o
understanding  the  pain that is just
barcly concealed by bright homosexual
hitchiness.

A ver or so ago. while high-minded
producers were issuing howrly bulleting
about a promised cutback of screen vio-
lence, it was deaded in Hollywood nor
1o make a movie calied Bloody Mama, based
on the infamous crimes of Ma Barker
and her boys, who took up bank robbery
and vandom bhutchery during the era ol
Bonnie and Clyde. Now that vielence s
the height of Tashion again, Mama is
back. in the substntial person of Shelley
Winters, up to her chins in grand larce
ny, cold-blooded murder. tommy guns
incest, drug addiction and kidoaping
The movie isn't especially ardul and



lacks the mythic quality that gave class
to Bonnie and Clyde, but there is plenti-
ful vitality in this garish Thirties meller-
drammer, arranged for country fiddles
and banjos by producer-dircctor Roger
Corman, one of those hilm makers whose
pictures (The Trip, The Piu and the
Pendulum) loom large at the box office,
regardless of reviews. True to form, Cor-
man makes Mama a galumphing old
horror who doesn't fool the audience for
a minute, and diamn well knows it. when
she marrates the high spots of her carcer
over a montage ol vintage newsieels,
covly adding, “'I told my boys to just rob
bhanks and stay out of trouble.” Ma's
four murderous sons, cach a specialist of
sorts, are played with demonic skill by
Don Stroud as the sadist. Robert De
Niro as the dope fiend. Robert Walden
as the flagellant laggot and Clint Kim-
brouglt as the sensitive one. Bits of Turid
local color are added by friends of the
tamily (Diane Varsi and Bruce Dern),
andd Pat Hingle all but steals the show as
one ol the gang’s victims. a kidnaped
Temnessee millionaire whose down-home
philosophizing makes his captors stop and
think for a spell.

There is litde inherent inerest in the
dilemma of a reticent crippled ginl who
quictly works away as porcelain apprais-
cr for a London mrt house not unlike
Sotheby's until she  discovers a so-so
painter, moves into his dockside studio
and learns wo late that her beloved's
original motive was to recruit some in
side hielp Tor a gang of e thieves. As a
tale of suspense climaxed by a robbery,
The Walking Stick is smooth but conven-
tional. What really makes it work are
meticulous performances by Samantha
Eggar and David Hemmings, who play
the ill-met couple with such charisma
that the cops-and-robbers stfl becomes
important only for the effect it has on
them. In short, the Ailm wses SUSpense s
mere filler for an arvestingly oflbeat love
story, directed without too many romin-
tic Trills by Eric Till. The pain endured
by a handicapped gitl—aching to believe
m love. then slowly surrendering to bit-
ter disillusionment—IHashes in the face of
Samantha, an actress who takes great
leaps Torward Ivom hlm o ilm and also
happens 10 be one of the most relresh-
ingly lovely creatures in moviedom.
Hemmings makes a most attractive weak-
ling; and reliable pros such as Emlyn
Williams and Phyllis Calvert flesh out
the supporting cast.

Guess Whot We lLearned in School Todaoy?,
made on a low, low budget by shoestring
producers David Gil and James U. Clarke
(whose  big-budget  pictures never cost
more than $300,000), is tops in its class
ol recent comedies drawn from the hot
beds  of  sexual  revolution.  Direcror-
photographer  John G. Avildsen defuly

At 2000 miles, the
detergent In your oi

is all washed up.

The oil’s still good, but the
detergent’s long gone.
You can either change the
oll, or add CD-2 Black Label.
It goes after sludge,
varnish and carbon to keep
your engine clean.
You can also ignore our
advice and come back later.
When you’re ready for
CD-2 Red Label. It’s for oil
burners.

No all purpose additive can
do either job as well.

CLEANS
QUIETS

A\ Valves-Rings
Lifters

ADD TO YOUR OIL
~— ]

Quick beforeit’s
too late.

Better late than
never.
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satirizes our sex-saturated sociery while
ostensibly reating the controversy about
sex education in a New York suburb,
where a cast ol enthusiastic unknowns
takes up the pros and cons with mis-
chievous glee. The hlm's broad but
unpretentious approach calls for the in-
troduction of local characters with names
like Lance Battle, an impotent, con-
servative war veteran who zealously over
protects his teenage son. The boy is
ultimately seduced by the young blonde
matron next door, wife of Roger Man-
ley, a plaindothesman  Irom  the  vice
squad, who cnjoys entrapping prostitutes
but gets his real kicks from meetings with
a black wransvestite. Presiding over the
entire movie as a kind ol misiress ol cere-
monics is Dr. Lily Whitchormn, the teacher
in charge ol a sexual seminar for small [ry
—which keeps the kids busy while their
mothers get together to compare deter-
gents and smoke pot. Though not quite
professional, Guess What We Learned all
but disirms critiasin with its unbuttoned
mpudence and even invites a permissive
attitude  toward its  ciartoon  types.  its
gags, its [addish photography and the
singsong music on the sound track.
-

The splashy walene ol writer-divector
Claude Lelouch has always been inhibited
by a dearth of ideas—he scems temypted
to rough out a new movie plot every
time he sces lovers walking in a spring
rain—Dbut love Is o Funny Thing is blessed
with wry, sell-deprecatory humor, not to
mention the sparkling presences of Jean-
Paul Belmondo and Anmie Girardot,
happy choices for a foreign moviemaker
on his first assignment in America. Hol-
Iywood is the seuting (though IFrench
is the language spoken as olwen as logic
allows), where Belmondo turns up as a
[amous movie composer, commissioned
1o write some syrupy theme music for a
film rather like A4 Man and a Woman,
Anmnice plays the visiting star, who will ap-
pear opposite Richard Baschare (as him-
scelfy in a tale of marital infidelity. As
Belmondo  describes  the  leading  per-
sonac: “Theyre rich and Tamous
they stay at chic hotels, travel all over.
Who caresz” Having thus put down his
own formula. Lelouch proceeds to prove
that the old camera magic stll works.
Bidding Hollywood adicu, the two pro-
fessionals—both married—spend a night
together, slip away to Las Vegas, fall in
love, then rent a car and head toward
New Orleans, with frequent stopovers to
soak up the Americana so dear to the
hearts ol forcign tourists. While grad
ually abandoning themselves 10 each
other, they find time {for wild-West shows
andd motel swimming pools, and even a
splurge of brash fantasy in which their
rented convertible chased across the
desert by a tribe of whooping Injuns.
At times it's hard 1o tell whether the two

are more in love with love than Lelouch
is in love with old American movies, yet
Annie and Jean-Paul lend enchantment
to cvery last heart-tugging cliché.

-

Roscoce Lee Browne, a fine black actor
recruited from Broadway, plays the title
role in Williim Wyler's The Liberation
of L. B. Jones, an undertaker in oo small
Southern town who stivs up a hornet'’s
nest by charging his trollopy wife with
adultery and naming a white police ofli-
cer in the divoree action. That Browne's
part is largely secondary savs something
about a weakness in the film isell, which
has no single hero but a swarm of char-
acters who conform preciscly to the needs
of a schematic drama based on the nov-
el by Jesse Hill Ford. The prototypes
on display are Lee J. Cobb, mealy-
mouthed and shilty-eved as a local ator-
ney who approaches his client’s suit for
divorce as though he were being asked
to defend a runaway slave; Lee Majors
and Barbara Hershev. as a liberal couple
[rom up Nawth, who flce every crisis with
their high principles intact: and Yaphet
Kotto, playing a man slowly awakened
o the cause ol black militancy. The
movie's strongest scenes—played as out-
right melodrama with no message at-
tached—are  those that pit  Browne
against cinema newcomer Lola Falana
(sce page 89, Tull of pow as the erramnt
wile, and against Anthony Zerbe, as the
slippery cop who will stop at nothing
to keep his assays at sexual imegration
private. I.. B. Jones has a glaze of shrewd
prolessionalism that can be taken for
granted in any movie by Whler, whose
Hollywood credits vange from Ben-Flur
o Funny Girl. Yer he and wwo scenario
writers (novelist Ford and Stirling Silli-
phant) have managed to work diligently
at a contemporiry theme  without  dis-
covering a single new idea.

The hero of Me is Frangois, a 1en-
year-old French boy—hostile, suspicious
and shunted hom one loster home to
aunother by despairing  social  workers.
How Frangois manages the first [alter-
ing steps 1oward his own salvation in the
care of an clderly couple who give love
unconditionally provides  just  enough
matter  for an  auspicious  debut by
French  writer-director  Maurice  Pialat.
Since Me was coproduced by two cele-
brated film makers, Claude Berri and
Frangois Truflaur, we e pleased 1o
report that Pialat’s walented first Feature
reflects honorably on the judgment of his
sponsors. It is impossible 10 watch Me
without recalling The 400 Blows, Trul-
fauts magnificent drama based on his
own memoirs of a turbulent boyhood,
but Pialat’s work can rvisk comparison.
Less subjective, yet equally spontancous
in response to humanistic values, he
guides his company of nonactors through
a series of true, [resh and tender scenes

that should move even an audicnce
grown accustomed 1o the sock-it-to-me
style of contemporary cinema. The boy
Frangois, plaved to sullen perfection by
Michel Terrazon, communds  sympathy
without seeming either prolessionally win-
some or preternaturally sensitive as he
lies, fights, Kills a child's cat, sicals Trom
a charming old granny who belriends
him or stares in awe when his plump,
gray-haired foster mother (marvelously
performed by Mary Louise Thicrry) ex-
plains why she sill loves siting on her
husband’s Lap. While hie scorns casy senti
mentality, Pialac seldom shrinks from the
warmth ol emotions honestly fele and
compressed on film i the simplest pos-
sible way.
-

A computer called Colossus has the
starving role in The Forbin Project, bhased
on D. F. Jones's science-fiction thriller
about the ultimate confrontation between
men and machine. It s essemially a
Frankenstein story for the space age,
coolly directed by Joseph Sargent and
handsomely designed o house the latest
results of vesearch and development from
IBM. Eric Bracden plays Forbin, the
bralliant saenust who  designs Colossus
and seals it intoe a mountainside, pro-
grammed to utilize the sum of all human
knowledge in defense of the U. S, A, Plot
thickens and pace quickens when Colos-
sus precociously begins thinking for it
sell, issuing  mysterious  commands  to
the White House and sending conspira-
torial  messages o Guardian—a  rival
superbrain thae has been rushed o com-
pletion on Sovict soil. Soon, the machines
start to rattle off ominous memos about
a nuclear war. How mere men sougele
against dwindling odds to regain mastery
of the planct areates some  intelligent
[un, though vou may well question the
necessity for the love scenes—in which
Forbin and a fetching colleague (Susan
Clnk) oy to persuade Colossus that
their desire to down a dry martini and
go to bed together in privacy is onhy
human.

-

The breathless pursuit of an escaped
killer, the masterful hijacking of a
trms-Adantic jet and a Mafia Tamily
squabble kindled by a woman’s veckless
kiss are only a few ol the excitemems
on Gip i1 The Sicilion Clon, a nearly flawless
chiller directed by Henri Verneuil at
the 1op of his form. Verncuil, who owes a
considerable debt to Americin gangster
movies of decades ago. has obviously
Tound a stvle all his own, for The Sicilian
Clan's measured finesse is as unmistaka-
bly French as o whilf ol VSOP cognac.
Durvable Jean Gabin is cast against type
as an old Maha chieltain, while Lino
Ventura plays the dogged police inspec-
tor who dedicates himsell to the appre-
hension of a vicious lTugitive from justice.
In this last role, his beaury beclouded




And why not? It is a Volkswagen.

The Volkswagen Karmann Ghia.

With its Ghia designed body, it looks
like something more exotic.

And with its independent four-wheel
suspension, solex carburetion, and front
wheel disc brakes, it handles like something
more exofic.

Butit's still a Volkswagen.

So if samething does break, you don't
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to put fine stereo components in your home—
instantly. Without going through the difficult
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You already know
our name...

Kaywoodie. A century old name. You won’t
find it on just any pipe. But when you do,
you know it’s special. Like the Kaywoodie
Flame Grain treasured almost as a collec-
tors’ item. Because only one in 1,000 briar
blocks has this natural flame-graining. And
only Kaywoodie takes the time to select them.

But that’s Kaywoodie, the rare one. Cut
from the oldest and finest briar, then pain-
stakingly shaped, hand-worked and hand-
rubbed. The permanent, built-in filter is
added to condense moisture, trap lars and
irritants. Whether it’s a Kaywoodie Flame
Grain at $20 or any other Kaywoodie from
$6.95 to $100, the result is a thing of beauty.
A smoother, milder, more flavorful smoke.
All you have to choose is the style. We've
already done a lot of choosing for you. @'

KAYWOODIE-

The hand-made pipe

Send 25¢ for complete catalon. Tells how fo smoke
a pipe; showes pipes from $6.95 to $250; other prod-
wets: serite Naywoedic, N, Y, 10422, Dr}'! 138,

by a contemptuous sneer. ety boy
Alain Delon launches the pell-mell action
by ingeniously escaping from o well-
guarded police paddy wagon as it rum-
bles across Pavis. The escape opens up
a Maha scheme to heist a shipmenr of
priceless jewels en route o New York;
the master plan is undone by trouble
over a woman (Irina Demick). but the
reasons why are better lelt unsaid, lest
we tumble a plot in which experts have
planted dozens of nasty little surprises.
The suspense is pleasantly (\uuulllll'.;
from first to last; photographer He
Decae's views ol the police beat in Paris
are dehiniive; and even the sound rack
is siren smooth, as hefits a picture una-
shamedly committed to nothing but first-
class entertainment.

Two minor Swedish flms with litle
¢lse in common share onc shining asset
in the presence of blonde Grynet Mol-
vig, a Norwegian night-club singer with
a lresh, effortless acting style. In Bamse,
Grynet's title role is also the pet name
for a Teddy bear that's lelt at the scene
when her rich married lover dies in an
auto  accident. Despite fvm resistance,
the girl inherits the bear, a comfortable
sum ol money and the rich man’s ween-
aged son. The story is hardly original.
and writer-director Arne Mattsson has
something ol a fetish for misty movie
lyricism, but Grynet makes both the boy
and the audience completely susceptible

her suaightforward chivms. Grynet's
potent reserves ol dramatic power e
ulso tested in A Time in the Swn, o rveal-life
based on the case history of a
beautiful voung nurse afllicted with ter-
minal cancer. Hall ready for her final
ordeal, dulled by drugs to relieve the
pain, the givl meets a gentle Finnish
journalist who asks to mary her. With-
out Gryner as an unsentimentalized sym-
bol ol gurs and sheer human endurance,
there would be slosh to spare in this
account ol nurse
rime. doctors’ or
ders and death wself to become
wile and mother.

rofmance

LConnion how the

defies pity.

SLATISTRCS,

a loving

.

Halls of Anger should probably be a
must for Congressmen from Northerly
country towns where black s nowhere to
be seen, but we wonder how the movie
will go down with residenms ol big-city
Scenarists John Shaner and Al
Ramrus wnd director Paul Bogart make
things remakably easy for Calvin Lock-
hart as a black teacher assigned 10 a
black high school that is about 10 inte
grate by taking m a busload of woken
whites. Lockhart is not only black and
beautiful but a celebrated athlere. OI
course, he finds a beautilul black lady
teacher (Janet MacLachlm) on the fac
ulty. The problem school in question has
tidy classrooms,  brightdy lit halls and

slums.

gleaming recreational [acilities that would
be o credit to any community in lily
white suburbia—not 1o mention racially
tense Los Angeles, where the action mp’
posedly takes place. The chiel trouble
maker on these premises, need we add, s
an arrogant voung black who turns out
to be especially gifted in art. Put him o
work on a mural and he doesn’t have
time 1o go out stomping white boys alter
school. Ol what a lovely place  this
world could be il everybody lived in
Hollywood.

RECORDINGS

The Doors are back in their original
bag on Morrison Hotel (Elcktia: also avail-
able on stereo tape). Eschewing orchesira-
tions, they depend on Robbie Kricger's
guitar and Ray Manzarek's organ 1o put
across  Jim Morrison's  angular ballads
(Blue Sunday, Indian  Summer) and
blues-oriented rhythm tunes (Peace Frog,
Maggie AUGill). The group’s weak link
is Morrison, whose singing  lacks con
viction and doesn’t do
compositions.

Justice to his

.

Until we dug Dave Mackay & Vicky Hamil-
ton (Impulsc!; also available on
tape) doing the two-mindswith-bui-a
single-thought bit, we hadn’t heard
duo that came close to that tighty kon
twosome of Jackie Cain and Roy Kral
Mackay, like Kral, plays ptano and, in
addition, has fine reed man Ira Schuliman
and a rhyvithm section working for him.
AMackay has had a hand in fve of the
ten charts. which, the antediluvian Jer-
sey Bounce aside, are highly contempo-
rary odes.

sLereo

.
Swiss Movement (Atlantic; also available
on stereo tape), ewched live by Les M
Camn and Eddie Harris at Switzerland’s
Montreux Jazz Festival, is a commeraal
success, and deservedly so. With the ex-
ception ol the Iyrical Kathleew's Theme,
the music is more rock than jazz, bur s
rock at us moving, grooving best. High
McCann's growling vocal on
Compared to 1What, a biverly whinsical
diny  penned by rockster Gene M
Daniels. and Harris™ carefully construct-
ed solo on his own Cold Ducle Time.

spots are

Topllight soul sounds. smooth and
corrugated, may be found on Brook Ben-
ton Today (Cotillion: ulso available on
sLerco l:l[n‘} and on Joe Tex Sings with Strings
& Things (Atlantic; also available on stereo
tape). Benton's Lirynx s one ol the best:
tuned mstruments around—and on Tony
Joe White's Ramny Night in Georgia and
nine other numbers, he
virtwosity comparable with Casals™ con-
trol of the cello, Tex's
delivery,  altermauely  buovant

“plays” v with a

country-styled
(You're



Dual heads that meet your face at a better shaving angle. Six sharp blades for clean
cutting action. Speed slots to pick up long hairs. A built-in trimmer for a perfect finish.
You get it all when you buy a Sunbeam Fastback Shaver. Get one now and you get $5 too.
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$5 OFF ON A SUNBEAM FASTBACK SHAVER

To receive your $5.00 refund from
Sunbeam Corporation, do the follow- MY NAME
ing: Buy a Sunbeam Fastback Shaver, Tlease print)
Model 707 or 808. Complete this cou-  appress
pon. Mail coupon together with entire
front panel from Fastback carton and ciTy
sales receipt verifying purchase.

Mail to Sunbeam Appliance Service STATE ZiP.
Company, Division of Sunbeam -

Corporation, 5400 West i, Built with integrity—
Roosevelt Road, Chicago, (Sunbeam g

SaE acked by service.

lllinois. Attn: Dept. SD-P S
To quahiy tor relund, purchase must be made between May | and June 30, 1970, and coupon must be maided on or before July
10, 1970, Limit: One to a family, Ciler good only i U5 A, Voud where profubiled, taxed. or restocled by law, Cash value 1/2001 1 cent

llllilil'll-:.\l.\lil,li ONLY RY MAIL\

SUNBEAM AFFLIANCE COMPANY, A DIVISION OF SUNBEAM CORFPORATION. @ 1570 SUNHEAM CORPORATION, CHICAGO, ILLINDIS, ®SLINEI')H. TH FASTHACK
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Right, Ray Charlesy and mournful (She
Might Need Me). gets a giant assist from
arnger Eddie Williams, whose striking
rhythm changes make Fverything Hap-
pens on Time a head-twisting experience.

Triple-threat. man Johnny Pate has
charted. conducted and  produced  the
hell out ol Groove Drops (Verve). for
our money organist Jimmy Smith's best
recording  to  date. Smith's  orchestral
backing is cool and crisp and Jimmy him-
self is a model ol tastelul constraint as
lie works his way through a batch of wop
pops—Days of Wine and Roses, Sunny,
Ode to Billy Joe, Who Can I Twn To,
By the Time 1 Get to Phoenix—and the
superkinetic title blast. Smith and Pate
—a very successful partnership.

.

After 14 years in obscurity. Nappy
Brown is back, with Thanks for Nothing
(Elephant V: also available on stereo
tape). a starkly soulful amalgam of vin-
tage &b (So Fine, If 1 Had My Life to
Live Ouer), straight-ahead blues (1 Done
Got Over I, Long Time) and Gospel-
flivored wunes, such as I Gotla Go and
the phaintive title opus. Nappy's stvle is
totally unaffected and his backup quar-
tet lays down a wicked groove through-
out.

-

The Nude Paper Sermon (Noncsuch: also
available on sterco tape), by composer-
critic Eric Salzman, is a kind ol hip ode
to the information overload in which
actor Stacy Keach pours lorth a stream of
verbosity against an ecleaic, time-traveling
musical backdrop provided by a small
chorus and instrumental combo. The ¢l-
fect is akin to hearing several radio sta-
tions on the same wave length advancing
and receding in volume according 1o the
vagaries ol atmospherics. Salzman’s multi-
layered  collage  may  not make much
conventional sense as cither music or lan-
guage, but it does speak powerfully and
amusingly about the breakdown of com-
municitions in a word-weary society.

-

Della Reese has finally had her maerial
catch up with her talent on Black Is Beau
fiful (Aveo Embassy). Her powerlul ap-
proach o a song has found a match
in conductor Peter Myers and Bobby
Bryant's smashing arrangements, and the
wines, for the most part, are alire with
funky soul and f(lavored with Righton
Gospel. Miss Reese has a message for
other vocalists: Dig what you're singing
and give it everything you've got. Check
out Compared o What and Proud Mary
as prime examples of what we're talking
about.

-

The imepressible Bola Sete is more
and more breaking out ol his native
wazilian milieu. With Workin’ on o Groovy
Thing (Paramount). the guitavist has al-
most completely severed the silver cord

that bound him to bossa nova. Backed by
a rhyvtlin section. plus strings on several
of the tunes, Sete tackles the tle lilt
and such diverse material as Little Green
Apples, Golden Shumbers and Suile: Judy
Blue Eyes, applying a delicate touch or a
dynamic thrust wherever appropriate.
-

Wilson Pickert has heen lauded in these
pages many times. so we'll simply note
that Right On (Atlantic; also available on
sterco tape) contains two outstanding
tracks: the spiritual Steal Aieay and This
Old Town, & utopiin song about a place
where fathers and sons walk hand in
hand—and soldiers aren’t needed. Coin-
cidentally, it was Pickett who introduced
the spine-tingling titde ditty of  Hello,
Sunshine (Volt; also availuble on sterco
tape). a souldefining concert by the
Reverend Maceo Woods ol Chicago and
his Christian Tabernacle Baptist Church
Choir.

-

Clifton Chenier's Very Best (Bluc Thumb),
culled from three carlier LPs on Arhoo-
lie, shows why the Cajun accordionist-
singer—undisputed king ol the musicians
who cater to the French-speaking blicks
of Texas and Lowsiana—is becoming a
national phenomenon among blues and
lolk enthusiasts. Chenier is no curiosity
but a virtnoso accordionist and an impas-
sioned singer who belts out Gallic waltzes
and gutsy blues with equal conviction.

-

Yea, verily, the Count ol Red Bank
has gouen ogether with English royalty
and come up a winuer on Basie on the
Beatles (Happy Tiger: also availible on
sterco tape). The Basie men. sparked by
bitingly incisive orchestrations [rom the
prolific pen of Bob Florence, apply them-
selves with relish 1o a Beatles songbook
that includes Norwegian Wood, With
a Litle Help from My Friends and
Eleanor Righy. The Count even  gets
in a livde organ work and the ensemble
sound is, as ever, very Basicish and very
outstanding.

Percy Mayfield Sings Percy Mayfield (RCA;
also available on sterco tape) provides
overdue exposure of the man who was
dubbed “The Genius' genius”™ when he
was writing million sellers such as Hit the
Road, Jack and Danger Zone lor Ray
Charles. Mayheld's gut-level voice is art-
fully restrained but supercharged  with
emotion as he makes like Billie Holiday
on the romantic Aly Error, slips into a
bucolic bag ou The Country, 1ells the
Liddies where it's at on You Wear Your
Hair Too Long and virtuadly sums up
the blues on The Higlway Is Like a
Woman.

-

A good Memphis band is like an auto-

mobile engine: As the parts move up

and down, perfectly synchronized. the
whole contraption somchow  goes  for-
ward. Reed man Andrew Love and brass
specialist. Wayne  Jackson—two  prime
cogs in Stax-Volt's Mar-Keys—ure show
cased on Memphis Horns (Cotillion; also
availible on sterco tape): and the reluc
tance ol both men to improvise is over-
come by their symbiotic togetherness on
heavily rhythmic items such as Sanita-
tion Man and the surprisingly light-
textured Time.

Reflections (Atco: also  available  on
sterco tape), a pastelhued  set—which
finds the New York Rock & Roll Ensem-
ble plaving themes comtributed by Man-
os (Never on Sunday) Hadjidakis—is a
dumpagne-light  fusion ol Greek  and
Baroque motifs, with just a taste of rock.
Unlortunately, the N.Y.R.GROE mem-
bers fancy themselves Iyricists and sing.
ers, which they're not—Dbut our complaint
is a4 minor one.

Resurrected as part of the meticulous
Iy comrived “rock revival” Bill “Spit
Curl” Haley and his Comets bring their
carly-Fifties, big-heat sound—including
such hits as Rock Avound the Clock,
Skinnie Minnie and See You Later All-
gator—to New York's The Bitter End on
Bill Haley Scrapbook (Kama Sutra: also
available on sterco tape). The band is
prey slick at blowing Red Prysock—type
riffs. but it's hard to understand how
Haley ever sang his way out ol Glouces
ter City, New Jersey.

THEATER

Billy Noname is the sort ol show that,
several scasous ago, Hallelujah, Baby!
pretended to be. A kaleidoscopie chroni-
cle of the changing lile of the Negro—
from servitude 1o self-expression—>Billy
Noname is vambling and discursive, but
it has guts, drive and passion. Its main
fault is that there's too much ol it Yet,
the unevenness ol Willizim Wellington
Mackey's book is more than offset by the
power of Jolinny Brandon’s music. which
draws cclectically upon blues, jazz, Gos
pel and rock. The choreography by Tal
ley Beatty is in tune with the beat ol the
show—it moves. Donny Burks in the title
role sings well but seems o strain a bit.
Part of the problem is his character; he's
oo many things—strect kad, ||;m.i\ ist,
activist, sell-out artist, Al Weeks, as his
best {riend, has the lesser, berter part,
and the resources to Tulfill it Best of all
is Hattic Winston, who has the face of a
butiercup amd the voice ol a dynamo—
with soul. Billy Noname is plaving at
the new Truck & Warchouse, 749 Fast
Fourth Strect. whose name suggests the
bold approach of its first tenant.
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Whats new

B Proof—Early Times Distillery Co.. Louisville, Ky, @270C 1370

Pussycat:

o2 o - %\
We hereby declare 1970 The Year of the Pussycat. Our

national prize-winning drink has become a great success.
No wonder. This sunny, orange-sweet sour makes you want to

| purr. And mixes up quick as a cat. Just combine a packer of
| “Instant Pussycat Mix,” water and Early Times. Ask for Instant

Pussycat Mix at your favorite food or liquor store.

To get a sct of 4—10': oz. Pussycat glasses and 4 packets of Instant Pussycat Mix,
send $2.95 to: Early Times Pussycat Glasses, P.O. Box 378, Maple Plain, Minn. 55359

*Offer valid only where legol—limiled lime only.
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.n a bull session, a friend claimed he
had reached orgasm 20 times within a
20-hour periad. Is this possible, let alone
plausible? Or does my friend suffer from
an inflamed imagination>—T. J., Pius-
burgh. Pennsylvania.

Anything s possible (though vyour
friend’s claim would rate zevo on a plau-
sibulity scale). If your [riend's imagi-
nation 't inflamed, somcthing  clse
cerlainly is.

Lasl year, 1 bought a two-record album
ol pirated Bob Dylan songs called Great
White Wonder. Now 1 understand thit
more  pirated albums  have  appeared.
Who are they by and where can 1 get
them?—AML R., Adanta, Georgia.

As of this writing, a total of seven
unauthorvized Bol Dylan albums have
appearcd; some of these duplicate mate-
rial on the others. 4 bootlegaed Beatles
album was rveportedly taped from the
broadeast of an accetale of an unreleased
dise of theirs, and the Rolling Stones
have been honoved with an unauthorized
record of their Oakland, California, con-
cerl. Some vecord stores cavry the boot-
legged albums; others, claiming vespect
for the artist—who gets no royalties from
the unauthorized pressings—refuse to do
so. Price and quality of the bootlegged
recovds vary considevably; there is no
honor among thicves and other pressers
sometimes counterfeil a bootlegged disc,
degrading  further the wsually infevior
sound. We suggest you forgo purchasing
any pivated LPs.

Up to three months ago, 1 was consid-
ered by my [riends 10 be a real swinger;
I could do anvihing I wanted 10 with a
girl, from making love to her 1o humili-
ating her. Now I've met a girl who can
do anything she wants to with me. such
as making me jealous of her, wanting to
continually call her, cte. 1 recover some
ol my control when we go to bed—1 cin
ask for anything when we're together
then—but alterward I lose my head again.
I don’t want 1o marry her, but 1 wonld
like 1o be in conwrol of the situation. Any
suggestions>—W. T, Portland, Oregon.

People who turn love inio a power
trip shouldw’t complain when theiv fuses
get blown. Forget about Ivving to “ron-
trol” the situation and share your deci-
stons a little more equitably.

Al what age does a girl become an old
maid? I've weascled out of marriage three
times already. Now I am in love again—
with 2 man who is sertous about me and
would make a wonderful hushand and
father to my children—but once more |
feel myself beginning o get anxious

when I think of marriage. Sometimes [
think I might just prefer to be a bache-
lorette and have fun the rest of my life,
but then that nagging fear of becom-
ing an old maid hits me. At present. I'm
a 2yearold maid and that’s problem
enough for me. Reassure me—but tell
me the vuth.—NMiss E. V., St. Paul, Min-
nesota,

“Old maid” is a state of mind, not a
state of being, and the phrase stems from
a period in history when it was considered
disgraceful for a woman to remain un-
married. IUs a put-down of the female
sex, since il carries unpleasant connota-
tions from which the word bachelor is
free. We think a better definition of old
maid would refer to members of either
sex, of any age, who prefer to avoid life
rather than participate in it. If you'd
prefer to be a “bachelorette and have
jun” for the rest of your life, then you
should try to vid yourself of the outdat-
ed chavacterization of your life style. By
all means. don’t fall into the trap of an
carly marriage while you're Irying lo
make up your mind.

Willlil'l the past month or so, I've seen
several young men wearing gold carrings.
I had my cars pierced while with the
Scabees during World War Two and
wore carrings at that time; 1 wouldn't
mind wearing them again. Is the fad
going anywhere in this countryi—B. W,
Santa Monica, California.

Some vock musicians, costume freaks
among the hippies and an occasional
maovie actor wear them. Aside from these
Jew, the fad is going nowhere.

Hm\' much does it cost. in time and
moncy, to learn how to lly*—J. G., Bill-
ings, Montana,

You can expeet to solo after eight to
twelve howrs of dual instruction; and,
with considerable uclk and hard work,
you'll pass the FAA flight test after 50
hours in the aiv. About half your flying
time will be spent in the company of an
mstructor. Costs will vary with the plane
and the school; you can count on paying
at least $12-315 per hour for the atrplane
and another few dollars for the instruc-
tor. Some flight schools offer a flat vate
covering cvevylhing you need to carn
your license. Again, the prices wary, but
don’t plan to spend less than S600-S800.

l am now 40 and have been married ten
vears: T have a wife and child whom |
love dearly. My sexual relationship with
my wife has been a very happy one, but
periodically 1 experience an overwhelm-
ing urge to masturbare. I've been told
that a resumption of masturbation this
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late in lile indicates an infantile regres-
sion on my part. but 1 find this hard to
believe. Just how different does occasion-
al masturbation make me in relation to
other married men?—C. L., Boise, Idaho.
Not very diffevent at all. According to
figures cited by Dr. Wardell Pomevoy
(formerly of the Kinsey Institule), more
than 50 percent of marvvied males and
nearly as many married females mastur-
bate. 1We don’t know you personally. so
we can’l assay your psychological motives
for wanling to vesume masturbation; but
stalistically, you're in the majority.

I—:m week. at a private dinner parwy. [
realized that the good bottle ol Bordeaux
being served was in the process ol going
bad. even though the host was oblivious
to this unfortunate occurrence. Should [
have told him?*—]J. S., Boston, Massachu-
SeLts.

If the host was a stranger. no. If the host
was a friend. pevhaps. If the host was a
good friend and you knew he had a case of
the Bovdeaux in his cellay, by all means.

For a few weeks. I've been dating this
girl with the imention of taking her 1o
bed. Now, however. I've discovered tha
she 1s a virgin and thae she obsessively
regards her virginity as a prized posses-
sion. She loves me enough to give herself
fullv to me. but only il she felt that love
were motivating me as well. T like her
tremendously, but in all honesty, T do
not love her. My problem boils down to
one of cthics. Should T lie to lay herz—
T. C.. Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.

Cood advice on scoring was penned
by Grantland Rice yeavs ago: “He marks
—not that you won or lost—hut how
you played the game” If a lie wounld
,trup.«u'di:r- your cthics, and a lay hers,
then jind yowrself a more mature givl-
friend, so that, on a date, the principles
muolved will not compromise cither of
the principals.

Url);ul and urbane T may be, but I've
always enjoved visiting the national
parks. Unfortunately. Yosemite and Yel
lowstone sometimes resemble Disnevland,
what with the crowds and the traflic, and
I'm wondering how [ can see some un-
trammeled wilderness [or a change. Any
ideas?—U. P.. Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

You might begin by yeading Colin
Fletchev's “The Complete Waller™ or by
conlacting either of two frrominent con-
servation groups: the Sievra Cluby (1050
Alills Tower, San Francisco, Califormia
94104) or the Wilderness Society (729
t3th Street, Washington, D. C. 20005).
Both organizations conduct hiking and
camping tours jor tendeifoot and experi-
enced Dback-packer alike—with almost
100,000 miles of fool paths to choose [rom.
Once you've had some group experience,
you may want to lackle such voutes as



They call him “King Crash” on the courts.
Because he doesn’t know how to lose.

Crash has been playing with the Tensor
steel racquet for almost two days now and
he’s really excited about it. To put it in
Crash’s own words: “Yes, I am really excited
about it.” :

Just about everybody has a celebrity rav-
ing about their racquet. Tensor has Crash.
Because we think that a famous name isn’t a
very good reason to buy a racquet. And there
are a lot of very good reasons to buy a
Tensor racquet.

"To begin with, we give you a choice. Tensor
Steel or Tensor Aluminum. We recommend
steel for eight out of ten players. Steel is
springy. More of your swing goes into the ball.

“Crash”Landin
endorses the

’
Eal

And you play a stronger game. For most
players aluminum racquets have to be con-
sidered a drawback. Being stiffer than steel or
wood they transmit less energy to the ball.
Aluminum is for the rare player who can afford
to sacrifice power for a little more control.

Tensor racquets have no contrived sus-
pension system. No trampoline effect. We have
a deep groove around the rim to protect the
strings.

Our handles are wood. They absorb per-
spiration and shock. And we wrap them with
deluxe calf for a good grip.

If you still want an endorsement after all
these reasons for choosing a Tensor, just play
with one for a week. And you’ll write your own.

Tensor Corporation, Brooklyn, N.Y.
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Bold new
Brut for men.
By Fabergeé.

If you have
any doubts
about yourself,
fry something else.

For after shave, after shower,
after anything! Brut.,

the Pacific Crest Trail (a soon-lo-be-
completed footpath extending some 2300
miles from the Cascades through the
Sierra Nevada) or the Appalachian Trail
(2000 miles from Maine to Georgia).

I have heen considering shaving my
pubic hair, as my husband thinks it
would he quite erotic. Are there any
drawbacks to doing thiss—>Mrs. C. O,
Denver, Colorado.

1 number of them. IU's painful to shave
the area, it leaves the vegion sore and it
itches when the hair grows back in.
Moreover, pubic hair acts as a “dry lu-
bricant” during intercourse, providing
comfort and pleasure. So why remove u?

A our thiee months ago, I moved in
with a most interesting woman, 34 years
of age. She says she loves me, and 1 love
her as well. We're happy together, ex-
cept for the fact that I'm 11 years young:
er than she is, and she feels there’s
something shameful about this and keeps
saying our relationship can’t go any-
where. 'm afraid that il we stay together
too long, it may end in a heartrending
breakup that will leave both of us with
unhappy memories. Do you think I
should stay with her or leave herr—K. ].,
Hollvywood, California.

Affaivs in which the woman is older
than the man arve relatively unusual, but
many [requently work oul. Since your
only problem is your givifriend’s uneasi-
ness, try to get her lo relax and enjoy
herself, reassuring her with the obuvious
fact that coming to an end is the com-
mon fate of all relationships except the
ones that don't.

| recently moved to Arizona [rom New
York City and some of my new friends
talk a lot about quarter horses and [
wonder what they are. 1 don’t want w
ask  straight out, because I'll be put
down, being from Fun City and all.
What are theve—B. K., Phoenix, Arizona,

The quarter horse got its name from
tts speed in quarter-mile races. They're
not raced much anymore but are prima-
rily used by cowboys in the Soutlwest for
culting cattle out of herds. They've thick-
and short-muscled, vary from 56 1o 60
inches (approximately I to I5 hands) in
height  and  weigh  from 900 to 1250
pounds. Tell your friends about those fero-
cious alligators in New York City's sewers.

Wh:u is the primary difference between
an alter-shave lotion and a men’s cologne?
Is one 10 be used primarily on the lace
and the other on the body, or is usage
optionalz—5. D., Ann Arbor, Michigan.

Colognes contain more perfume than
after-shaves and consequently the scent
will last longer. In addition, they usually
have more alcohol, contrary 1o popular

opinion, and thus sting more than after-
shaves, which include soothing ingredients
for antiseptic purposes. Colognes may be
used as body scenls and | resheners, but the
real connoisseur of colognes will use them
only on shirt cuffs and lapels for a subtle
fragrance; using them divectly on the skin
often alters the scent.

During our five years of marriage, my
wile and I have been wtoubled by my
inability to delay ejaculation long enough
for her 1o reach orgasm. My climax usual-
ly comes within a few seconds alwer 1
enter her. We've iried various remedies,
such as my thinking distracting thoughts,
drinking to dull sexual excitement and
applving an anesthetic ointment to my
penis. None of these gimmicks has pro
vided more than temporary help. As 1
become more concerned about my con-
dition and my inability 10 control it, 1
find mysell occasionally imporent with
my wife and I'm olten tempted to avoid
sexual relations with her aliogether. We
nced help badly. Can you suggest any-
thingz—S. ].. Chicago, Illinois.

Dr. William H. Masters and Mrs. Vir-
ginia Johnson, in their newly published
book, “Human Sexual Inadequacy” (see
our review of it on page 24), outline
thevapy for prematuve ejaculation that
has been successful in all but four of 186
cases treated by them, Briefly, the treal-
ment consists of the woman’s manually
stimulating the male’s penis until he
experiences an  ejaculatory urge. She
then squeezes the penis al a point just
below its head, causing suppression of
the incipient climax and partial loss of
erection. After this, she vestimulates the
penis and repeals the process until a
period of 15 or 20 minutes of sexplay
has been achieved without the man's
cjaculating. Once he has been condi-
tioned 1o control his need to ejaculate,
therapy proceeds through further stages,
such as inievcourse in the woman-superior
position, with  the woman  manually
squeezing the withdrawn penis whenever
necessary lo prevent ejaculation, inter-
conrse with the couple lying side by side
and, finally, completely free sexual actio-
ity i which the problem of premature
ejaculation has been brought under con-
trol. Masters and Johnson stress thal
ejaculatory control can't be aclicved by
one person alone but requives a couple
working coopevalively.

All reasonable questions—from fash-
ton, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and eliguetle
—will be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-nddressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduwisor. Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, llinois 60611 The
most provocatice, pertinenl quen tes will
be presented on these pages eaclt month.
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

WOMEN’S LIBERATION
Micil Murphy writes in the March

Playboy Forum that if women really
want equitlity, “we ought 1o replace hall
the men now in Vietnam with women. Is
this what they wantz”  Evidently, he
thinks this is a final and crushing rebut-
tal of all feminine demands for justice.
Well, let me say that some of us are
angry enough to accept that challenge. If
dralting us into the Army is the only
way we can get equal job opportunitics
with equal salavies, then dralt away,

Sheri Starnes

Baton Rouge, Louistana

1 fail to understand the pandemonium
concerning the liberation of women. [
am female, 24 and fairly liberal. judging
by the quiz in the February rravsoy;
but I don't sympathize with women's
liberation. Do the protagonists ol this
movement actually want 1o be exactly
like men? It seems o me there should
be some differences in occupations, lei-
sure  activities, public manner and
conversation,

Do vou women rveally want to be
treated as men’s equals? Then don't
complain when vou stagger aboard the
morning bus to work and not one man
offers you his seatr. Can you militang,
liberated ladies convince yourselves that
vou don’t hike 1o have the door held
open for you, be helped with your coat
or have a bawdy story silenced because
of your presence? Maybe you'd love to
hear the emd ol that story, but you also
love being shown that small considera-
tion. Chivalry isn’t dying; liberated wom-
en are killing it

I don't want to be liberated. 1 enjoy
being a ginl

C. L. Coronios
Lexington, Kentucky

All the letters about women's libera-
tion that have appeared thus [ar in The
Playboy Forwm have had a common er-
ror: The letter writers always allude to
women demanding their vights [rom men
and being accepted by men; or they
speak of men giving women their rights
or allowing them equality. No person
can ¢ither grant riglhts 1o another or
receive them from another. OQur righes
are, as the Declaration of Independence
says, inalienable—whether we are men
or women, white or black.

I, as a 2l-year-old woman, want nci-

ther to be placed on a pedestal (I'm not
a goddess) nor areated as an inlerior
(I'm not subluman). As for Ned L
Webb's theory about a supposed male-
dominance instinct that evolved in 1he
huniing stage of human development
(The Playboy Forum, February): T have
worked with American Indian groups,
which were in the hunting stage only
short time ago, and in these so-called
primitive groups, the women had the
same rights as the men. Webb should
study tribal life firsthand before general-
izing about it; his theory leaks.

Bronwen E. Rose

Berkeley, Calilornia

Social scientists have learned much
from animal-behavior studies, but total
dependence on nonhuman  behavior
models for explanations of various hu-
man  activities leads 1o problems. Tor
example, there's the regremable tendency
of gynephobes to support their needs
and expectations with labored parallels
between the actions of human animals
and lions, tigers and bears.

The relation berween the sexes in
human socicties 1s the product of many
related faciors, of which the most impor-
tant arc: (1) the tendency of females to
fall imo the biological trap of pregnancy
and  child rearing; (2) 1the economic
system's  responsivencss  to this  inevi-
tability, relving greatly on the casier
mobility of males; and (3) the develop-
ment of differences in life styvle reflecting
the above two factors. Females, for in-
stance, olten eat last and least and, in
some cultures, may find certain energy-
giving loods tabooed 10 them. Differemt
acrivity paterns produce males with more
strength and endurance  than females.
And all these [actors, among others, sup-
port and perpetuate women's weakness
and dependency.

Human relationships are not static in
the midst of change; and the waditional
attitudes governing male-female relation-
ships are ill adapted to our contempo-
rary social environment. Pregnancy is no
longer an inevitability nor does child
rearing necessarily preclude other activi-
ties, Qur present economy obviates the
need for physical prowess, releasing us
from a division of labor according 1o sex.
The enculturation and institutional edu-
cation. of childven is now similar for
both mules and females, and both sexes
experience comparable physical activity
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for an extended period and have a simi-
lar dict. Social pressure lor the accept-
ance of a sexually defined role is asserted
much later in a person’s development
than most people realize: and the result
is the obvious, and growing, disparity
between the upbringing of females and
the limited roles they are expected to
accept at maturity.

Harking back to the thaumaturgy ol
instinet to explain why male-female rela-
tionships cannot change is a dead end.
The fact is they are changing—even as
we discuss the subject—and  they will
never be the same again.

Susannah Llovd Crocker

Deparument ol Sociology and
Anthropology

Wisconsin State University

La Crosse, Wisconsin

Neil L. Webb makes the prepostervous
statement that “the male aunude toward
women is an unalterable biological faer”
I Teel that as a biologist, T should darify
some of the issues this assertion riiscs.
WebDb's assumption rests on the  beliel
that man's culwural behavior is insting-
tive in origin and conwrolled by gene
selection. It is wrue that conditions may
sefear caltures, but the behavior involved
in the evolution of such cultures s
learned. The role of instinct in human
behavior is so slight as 10 be almost
nonexistent, Learned behavior has re-
placed it, because this mikes the organ-
ism more adaptable. Man has simply not
been around long enough for genetic
changes to have established the complex
ol cultural patterns we see today.

Even learned aditdes change slowly.
I hope that Webb's are part of a dying
culture and man can adapt o an ever
changing cnvironment fast cnough  to
avoid disaster. We need o work with
women, not suppress them.

Bruce J. Hargreaves
Chapel Hill, North Carolina

Webl's letter in which he attributes
the status ol women i contemporary
society to a male<dominance instinct go-
ing back millions ol years will doubiless
be challenged by many people asserting
that no human behavior is determined
by instinct. \Writers such as Robert Ard-
rey, Desmond Monis and Lionel Tiger
have revived the instinct vs. culture, or
nagure /nurtwre, debate among students
of human behavior and now, ey it;l])ly,
people are starting to ke cither for
positions.

It scems clear that in the simplest
organisms, such as the amoeba in s
mataral state, behavior is a straightfor-
ward chemical response to stimulus. As
organisms become more complex, behav-
ior also hecomes more complicated, as in
the highly organized activities of ants and
bees, but it is still governed by mechani-
cal, clearical and chemical mechanisms

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

HUMAN SEXUAL INADEQUACY

ST. rouls—Orthodox religion is the
,s'ingfc grealest cause of “almost ecvery
form™ of human sexual problem. This
Dluntly stated conclusion represenis one
of the dominant themes in “"Human
Sexual Inadequacy,” the new book by
Dr. William Masters and Mys. Virginia
Johnson (veviewed in this issue). Repori-
ing on 11 years of unprecedentedly suc-
cessful treatment of sexual maladies that
have traditionally vesisted  psychothera-
peutic cure (including female orgasmic
dysfunction—also called frigidity—male
impotence and premature cjaculation),
the Si. Louis sex scientists declave thal:

= Only an imfinttesimal number  of
people are born with biological defects
that vender them sexually handicapped;
practically all wvarieties of sexual fatlure
aie due lo anti-sexual conditioning, most
often stemming from religions sources.

= Infantile tramas mvolving  parents
(as emphasized by  psychoanalysts) are
appavently of little import in causing
adult sexual failure; the trawmas that do
have this negative effect usually occuy in
adolescence and devive from society’s al-
tempt lo abolish or deflect teenage sex-
nality. Other significant traumas occur in
adulthood, especially among those who
have remained virginal and Jail in their
fivst altem Pt at cottus.

= One of the primary causes of im-
potence in previously  potent males is
overconsumption of alcohol on a particu-
lar occasion.

s Whatever the cause of an iniital sex-
ual failure, the pattern of vepeated mal-
funciton occurs only when the person
becomes enmeshed in a cycle of worry,
fear and self-dowlbt. This invites fulure
fatlures, which reinforce the negative feel-
ings that can perpetuate the problem.

s Breaking the cycle of worry, fear and
self-doubt and creating positive feelings
toward sex—ihvough an intensiwe  two-
week program developed by the authors
—restores normal sexual functioning in
about 80 percemt of all cases. However,
some problems (c.g.. premature ejacula-
tion) showed a higher cuve rate than
others (e.g., primary impolence—cases in
which the patient had failed at all al-
templs to have mlercourse).

* The principal cause of sexual failure
among the clderly is the evroncous belief
that aging diminishes sexual drive.,

s Ejuculatory incompetence—a relative-
ly vare sexual problem in which ihe
suflever can maintain an erection but
never achieves ejaculation—proved cur-
able in move than 80 percent of the cases.

= In more than 40 percent of all mar-
vied couples trealed, both pariners suf-

fered from sexual dysfunction. One of
the unique fealures of the Masters and
Johnson thevapy is to treat the marvied
couple as a unit vather than to try to cure
ctther pariner individually.

* Patients’ stovies aboul being sexually
exploited by theiy doctaovs need 1o be
rescvaluated; the psychoanalytical vervdict
that most of these tales ave newvolic fun-
tasies is doubitful. After carefully ¢ialuat-
ing the testimony of thei 134 suljects
(all of whom had been iveated preoiously
by others), Masters and Johnson belicve
that some thevapists and counselors actual-
ly attempt to cuve sexually malfunction-
ing patients by seducing then, with yesulis
more often disastrous than beneficial,

APHRODISIAC PERFUME:?

LoNDON—Before too long,  perfumes
may start living up to their advertising
image as potions for vamping the oppo-
site sex. Researchers at Cambridge Uni-
versity are studying the chemical nature
of phevomones—ihe substance that some
insects and mammals secrete as a “sexual
attractant”—in  hopes of discoverimg a
scent that has the same effect on people.
A scientific paper, as reported in the
London Standarvd, states that male sex
pheromones seem fo act as an aphrodisiac
on the female, while the female sex
pheromaones communicate a readiness to
mate. For the perfume industry, the dis-
covery of lonan pheromones wonld be
the biggest thing since ambergris.

THE URGE TO KILL

PRINCETON, NEW  JERSEV—Scienlisls
working with rats have identified brain
chemicals that can cither stimulate or re-
duce the urge to kill. The ex perimenters,
headed by Princeton University psychol-
ogy professor Dr. Bartley G. Hocbel,
found that the val would attack oy spare
a mousc depending on which chemical
was applied 1o a specific “killing-contiol”
site on the laterval hypothalamus, which is
belicved to be the center of emotion and
maotivation in man as well as in animals.
Dr. Hoebel speculated that “if a somilar
kil center can be identified in humans,
it might be possible to cuve pathological
aggression by sivgical or chemical means.”

CHEMICAL WARFARL

wastnxctToN, b c.—An eflete corps of
impudent scientists has challenged  the
Nixon Administration’s lawe-and-order ap-
proach to drug problems. Fivst, a grouf) of
prominent vesearchers, including several
Nobel Prize winners, formed a Commil-
tec for Effective Dyug Abuse Legisla-
tion, denounced the Administralion’s
“invasion of the practice of medicine”




and condemned the proposed system un-
der winch “marijuana is classificd [with)
heroin; minor tranquilizevs [with] truly
dangevous substances: and very danger-
ous drugs, such as the amphetamines and
short-acting barbiturates, [with] mild sub-
stances.” Then, 96 perysons in the U.S.
Public Health Service veleased a public
letter to President Nixon criticizing the
present anti-pot laws and suggesting that
marijuana may have beneficial medical
properties. Finally, at a National Institule
of Mental Health conference, Dy, Van
Sim, of the Arvmy Chemical Corps, re-
vealed for the first time that seeret re-
scarch by the U.S. Army indicated ten
years ago that marijuana may be useful
in treating high blood pressure and sun-
stroke. He also cited vesearch from the
Forties by the late Dr. Walter S. Locwe,
who found a marijuanalike synthetic to
be “very effective” in preventing epilep-
tic setzures. Another scieniist, Dy, Hum-
phrey Osmond, Jr., of Princeton, lold the
conference that the weed appears useful
in lyeating letanus and migraine head-
aches; he added, ironically, that medical
benefits of marijuana were listed in the
United States Pharmacopia until 1942,
when they were suddenly deleted “rather
in the way that Stalin rewrote lustory.”

CATHOLICS AND CONTRACEPTION

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY—Catholic wwom-
en are either not reading  papal  en-
cyclicals these days or not heeding what
they read. A survey by two sociologists
affiliated with the Office of Population
Rescarch showed 61 percent of the wom
en in a sample of 5600 Catholic wres
are using conlraceplive techniques dis-
approved by the Pope in 1968; only 32
pereent ave using the Church-sanctioned
but unreliable rhiythm method.

VOLUNTARY STERILIZATION

NEW YORK—Almost 200,000 Amevicans
a year—i3 percent of them men—are
now luyning to stevilizalion as a means
of bivth control, declaves the Association
for Voluntary Siervilization, Inc. The or-
ganization allvibuted the increasing pop-
ularity of vascctomy (for men) and tubal
ligation (for women) partly to the vecent
upsurge of concern over the safety of
bivth-contvol pills.

TEST-TUBLE CONCEPTION
rLoxpox—The first baby ever concetved
in a test tube may be born by the end of
1970, 1f a British medical expeviment is
successful. A team of doctors at a hospi-
tal in Qldham, England, have extracted
an ovum from a woman unable to con-
cewe and fertilized it with her hushand’s
sperm, Lo implant the egg in her womb,
in the hope that i will grow as a normal
embryo. Perfection of this technique
would permit the impregnation of wom-

en with blocked Fallopian tubes, the
most common cause of i ferlifity.

EQUAL JUSTICE FOR ALL

Two [flag-desecraltion trials, at ofpo-
site ends of the country, came to opposile
verdicts. In Santa Cruz, California, the
mayor, Richard Werner, was acquitted
after “ripping o pieces” a Viet Cong flag
displayed outside a private home during
last November's Morvatorium. In Leom-
inster, Massachusetts, a youth who had
patched the seat of his pants with an
American flag was convicted of acting
“in wile contempt of the symbol of the
republic” and given one year in jail.

WRIT OF HABEAS DATA

WASHINGTON, D.C.—Just as the writ of
habeas corpus was devised o protect
subjects from the whims of a king, a new
legal instrument, the writ of habeas data,
is needed now o protect citizens from en-
slavement by the computer data bank.
This is the opinion of Dy. Alan Weslin,
professor of public law and government
at Columbia University (and author of
“The Career Killers” in this issue).
Speaking at Johns Hopkins School of
Adeanced  International  Studies, Dr.
Westin explained the writ of habeas data
as a court order “commanding Govern-
ment and powerful privale organizations
to produce the data they have collected
and ave wsing to make judgments about
an individual and to jqustify their using
i.” Noting that freedom [rom govern-
mental  tyranny  has  steadily  increased
since the ereation of the writ of habeas
corpus—uwhich compels the state to qustify
ts actions agammst a cilizen—Dy. Westin
warned that “the powerful technology of
computers [could] reverse this histovical
process” by providing a government with
an clectronie Star Chamber.

THE RIGHT TO ABORTION

Finding that the important sections of
the statute “suffer from an infirmity of
fatal overbreadih,” a three-judge Federal
District Court has ruled the Wisconsin
abortion laiw unconstitutional on grounds
that theoretically could legalize abortion
throughout the United States. By hold-
ing that the law violated a citizen's vight
of privacy, the court left legislators viy-
tually no legal basis for either revising
the law or imposing fulure restrictions
on a woman's vight to oblain an early
abortion from a licensed, consenting phy-
sictan. I upheld by the Supreme Court
on the grounds presented, the decision
would apply to other states that attempt
to enforce existing abortion laws or enact
new ones.

Similar comrt actions have been started
in New York, New Jersey, Texas and 1
nois; and repeal bills are under consid-
eration in the legislatures of several states.

in the organism. These mechanisms allow
for litle or no Mexibility in individual
behavior. They are genetically trans-
mitted, so that the individual needs no
contact with others of its species in order
to behave appropriately. These inherited
behavior patterns are called instinets. At
a still more complex level, organisms
such as birds and mammals have struc-
tures that permit more behavioral op-
tions. This more flexible response is
governed by patterns that are learned
through contact and communication with
other members ol the species. Instinet at
this level provides the Iramework within
which behavior can be learned.

In mammals and even in man. some
observers note a certain rigidity in be-
havior, a conservatism, that suggests
that some attitudes and behavior pat-
terns are inherited. These observers are
simply underestimating  the powerful
influence of learning, particularly early
learning, on behavior.

However, whether cerninn iln]mrlaml
economic functions have been traditional-
lv carried out by allmale groups or the
human male tends o take the initative
in courting behavior or human anatomy
is designed 1o enable the sexes 10 see
cach other as objects, the variability of
human behavior is at least as important
as the discermible umiversals. For exam-
ple. one might say man instinctively
lorms governmental hierachies.  How-
ever, I should say the diflerences berween
Nazi Germany and the United States are
at lease as significant as the fact that both
were mations with governments. The dil-
ferences ave due o the variability of
learned behavior, which permits man to
form governments in which the state is
cither the master of the people or their
servant,

Similarly. while certain very broad and
basic elements of male and female behay-
ior may aris¢ from anatomical differences
and differences in reproductive function,
the contrast between the social position
of a slave woman in ancient Rome and a
modern American working girl is at
least as significant (more. in the eyes ol
the individuals mwvolved) than the simi-
larities. For my part. 1 see nothing in
inherited human mature that prevents us
from constructing a society satislying the
reasonable demands of women who seck
civil, social and economic equality with
men.

John Carroll
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

I think the women’s liberation move-
ment is mistaken in trving to get women
out of the home; the real answer to this
society’s sexual problems is to get men
back into the home. In Americtr to-
day, our peculiar form ol the wadition-
al division of labor between husband
and  wile is injurious both 0 the
family as a whole and to its members
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individually. When the father is away
from the home most of the day, everyone
suffers. It s understndable why there
are more male homosexuals than Lesbi-
ans; who cn liunle boys emulate but
Mommy. when Daddy is merely a dim
figure with an obscure job who brielly
appears in the evening. often too tired
to be bothered with his children? As lor
the man’s view of the [amily experience,
it is necessarily warped and one-sided: he
sees his family, usually, at its worst, since
most houscholds are near frenzy when
the poor guy comes home at night. The
kids are tired and whining: and the wile
is emotionally drained Irom an overdos:?
of children’s demands and lack of adult
companionship.

It's no surprise that a women’s libera-
tion movement should arise in such a
situation nor unexpected that most men
should resent it. Men and women today
seem hopelessly ar odds with one another
and with themselves. But the solution
proposed by liberation leaders will solve
nothing. They scem 1o look forward 10 a
world m which children are ratsed not by
Lathers or mothers but, perhaps, in a
state nursery. while men and  women
compete daily in the jungle ol modern
corporation life. Such a scheme would
only produce more necurotic children,
domineering women, unbalanced men
and a sexual climate dominated by homo-
sexuality and Lesbianism, with only rare
occurrences ol heterosexnal  relations.
True. the population explosion would
be solved, but that's the only benefit 1
can see in such a system.

In contrast, consider the traditional
concept of home and Family, so essential
to the lives ol past generations of Ameri-
cans. A man felt a sense of pride and
accomplishment from building his own
house and rasing his food. He saw his
wile and children in all their moods and
shared their happiness and troubles. The
wife made evervthing she needed with
her own hands; and she didn't mind
wishing the wooden dishes her husband
had carved for her. She didn’t object to
sweeping a rug she hersell had braided
out of homespun wool from the sheep
she and the children had raised. That
wis what a family once was and the
problem of our society is to re-create it in
spite of modern technology.

Paula Savastano
Last Boothbay, Maine

Many letters in The Playboy Forum
lately have been discussing what women
think about their roles today. Speaking
for myself, I couldn’t care less Tor woni
en's liberation and similar movements. If
we began o compete with men, we
would be treated like men and, personal:
ly. 1 like being weated a linde special—
having doors opened for me, being whis
ted at on the sureet, having my husband
and children put their arms around me
and say, "I love you.” Why give up all
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24—| rankli i 5312—MEMPHIS UNDERGROUNO,
Dionne Warwick (Scepler) ....6.98 [ 3326—FOR ONCE IN MY L o Hzlhle Mann (BEM) 588 | [ AUTO SYSTEM (speakers $11.98) i |
[0 1337—SOULFUL, D. C. Smith (Columbia) 6.9 ] 5313 SOULFUL STRUT, Young- 1 Also send the 6 slereo tape cartridge albums | am
Dionne Warwick (Scepter) ...6.98 [ 3327—BLOOD, SWEAT AND Holt Unlimited (Brunswick) . 6.98 buying now to start my membership. (Select 6 from |
(] 1326—AGE OF AQUARIUS, TEARS, (Columbia) ... 658 [ 5315 —MILES DAVIS' | tist, print numbers below.)
5th pimension (Liberty)... 8.98 [ 3312B—LOVE CHILD, Diana Ross GREATEST HITS, (Columbia) .. 6.98 | S !
[ 1311—THE BEST OF NANCY and the Supremes (Molown) .88 [0 S37—BUOOY ANO SOUL, Bud I- | [ J L l i
WILSON (Capitol) . .6.98 [ 3330—THE BEATLES 1 & 2 Rich Big Band (llberlr} 2’90 | 5 :
[0 1314—JOHNNY'S GREATEST HIIS (Apple) (twin pack) ... -.13.98 ] 5318—LET 6O, c“ame B)'I‘ﬂ == |
(m) ’a%'}"e"in"&‘é'i«‘ :;?::g:b G:me* . ?ne m‘:’-‘lﬁ':f.?&?; ko = 2 : l ] [ 1 [ _J !
Wnited Artists) 6.58 [ 3331—BAYOU COUNTRY, C S SHow ANO CLASSICAL | Bill me for these, plus nominal shipping and hand- |
O 1318—£LVIS® GOLO Clearwaler Revival (Fantasy)... [ ©301—DR. IHIVAGO, Original li char e. | ma;r pay in 3 monthly instaliments if |
Elvis Presley (RCA) .6.98 (] 3350—GREEN RIVER I:mdence sound Track (MGM) © 758 | nE et o ot 100% satisfied, | may return
{J 1319—WHEN YOU'RE SMILING, Clearwater Revival (Fanlasy)..6.98 (] §30S—FUNNY GIRL, B ' wish. B ey my marari |
Nat King Cole (Pickwick) ... 5.98 [ 3336—SMASH KITS, The Jimi Streisand, Drig. (Columbia) ..7.98 | rer and cartridges in peeind ) -me p |
O 13311 TAKE A LOT OF PRIDE, Hendriy Experience (Reprise)..6.95 [ 310—HAIR, Original ] Will be cancelled. | owe nothing.
Dean Martin (Reprise) - [ 3338—CROSBY/STILLS/NASH, Broadway Cast (RCA) .. ... 7.98 N hge |
[ 1332—FOR ONCE IN MY UFE, {Atlantic) ... (] 6312—ROMEO & JULIETTE, orig. | MName - i
Vikki Carr (Liberty) ... [] 3342—THE BEST OF CRHM. Sound Track (Capitol) ......6.88 ) pddress -
[J 1338—ENGELBERT, Engelberl The Cream (Atco) ... % [] 6314—PAINT YOUR WAGON, ; |
~ Humperdinck (Parfott) .......... 6.58 [ ssas_rsul:lmonoza, Original Sound Track (Par) ... 7.98 | City __State TipEs S,
[} 1339—LIVE, Glen Campbell lose Feliciano {RCA) B. [0 E315—DARK SHADOWS, Onslnal ] |
(Capitol) (twin pack) ... . 13.98 [ 3351—THROUGH THE PAST DARKLY, T.V. Music (Phillips) - 6.98 Home Phone _ AreaCode________ |
(s} R he Rolling Stones (London) .. 6.88 [ §316—HELLO DOLLY, Barbra [ Area Code
O [ 3352—SANTANA, !tclumhlaj .6.98 S?lri.i‘s%nﬂ !Gr;g ]Saund Track I - - - ;
3353—THE ASSOCIATION, {20th Cent.-Fox s
3 D b 838 [] TI01-MY FAVORITE CHOPIN, oy Pt _ . T I
[] 1342—TONY BENNETT'S [] 6317—RECOLLECTIONS, Van Cliburn (RCA) . . .6.98 Servicemen: Include military serial number, military |
Z gg&:ltrsgiul:::‘ :;t' '[ﬁ:l aﬁss.se Judy Collins (Elektra) .. 698 [ ;m—ftas:ll\r:nunw\‘] '5" a8 | address and home address with application. |
— 18-—JOHNNY W on. Fes C an
Herb Ripert & T.B. (AE&M) . 5.98 D &’.,.:....!3, ' 'N"'R ...6.98 [ 7313—2001: A SPACE ODYSSEY, | Credit card: Charge above order to my cr::'.“ cé"d |
O %g:‘r_u?wﬁ r:l:srb{ ﬂ.ﬁ]’t & L Orig. scsﬂdugi‘&:::ﬁr:: luis“. | F Banmmencard [l Master Charge H e ngs Etﬁtbess
——— 1 — i k1] .
8]l R LT °{Rg?ﬂg-g . [_country ano western | & 53 Ve bhir oren. (col) - 7.08 | m MAIN MUSICAL INTEREST IS: (check one) :
3 4301—T1 7316—ROMANZA, Christopher d z
O 3174 TIME FOR Us, ercy ' Gien Camabel (Capiton . §.98  Parkening, Cuitar (RngeD) | _7.98 } C) Popular [] Rock & Folk [J Show & Classical |
2 1:1 O'En n:“l':hmus (Col.) .6.98 [ 4305 —JOHNNY CASH AT FOLSOM | ) 7317—BEETHOVEN'S GREATEST In addition to the 6 cartridges | am buying now to
6—F| E & TEICHER PRISON, (Columbia) ... 6.98 HITS, Bernstein, Ormandy (Col.) 7.98 | start my membership, | agree to purchase a ca_nrtrldge |
:L?g'. ]ulfulvmsnll'f. Vol 1 gog ) 4313-_JOHNNY CASH AT saN \T opilponrenoved iile fos i a month during the coming year. {Albtums It want |
[) 8307—COWBOYS & COLORED = gal-ﬁ"l:luitl;o:i:?maai B Stereo Tape Club of America to buy anyway; thousands to choose from
PEOPLE, Flip wilson (Atlantic) 6.86 CHARLEY PRIDE, (RCA) 6.96 1480 W. 17Bth St Gardena, Ca. 90247 l l
() 8316—BEST OF BILL Lcose, ' tTrademark of  ©1970 | |
; 5. L

WILSON PICKEYT (htlalllll:}

[ 4318— LOvE 'I’UII MORE lﬂﬂn\"
Conway Twitly {Decca T

Stereo Tape Club of America

SIGMATURE (REQUIRED)

55



PLAYBOY

56

An act of the gods
made this the best tasting rum
in the world.

Leilani Rum is made in
Hawaii with the help of three
gods.

- in th 1d.
Leilani sugar cane in the wor

Hawaliay
Rum

The god of Volcanoes gave
usthe volcanic soil to grow the
finest sugar cane in the world.

The god of Sun =

est sugar cane in the world.

Leilani has to taste great.
Thanks, gods.

Leilani
Hawaiian
Rum

gave us 350 days a year of
sunshine to grow the richest

And the god of Rain gave
us the water to grow the juici-

With that kind of help,

&0 PROOF - CALVERT DIST. CO. HONOLULU, HAWAI :

Glasses from

The Playboy Club

Drink your fill from these Playboy Cocktail
Glasses, duplicates of those you enjoy at the
Clubs! Crystal-clear and Rabbit-crested,
these fine glasses will enhance your bar

or grace your living room with the subtle
Playboy touch. Packed in sets of eight.
7-0z., MM334, $5;
12-0z. MM335, $6.50.
When ordering,
please use product
number and add

50¢ per set for
handling.

Shall we send

a gift card in

your name?

(Please attach

! recipient’s name
and address.)

/.. O

Please send check or
money order to: Playboy
Products, Dept, MB33401,
Playboy Building, 919 North
Michigan Avenue, Chicago,
1Il. 60611. Playboy Club
credit keyholders may
charge.

\

A

that for a career that leads only to a gold
watch on retirement?
Marsha Kaulman
Brooklyn, New York

I have been a wife, mother and work
ing woman and I cannot understand
why so many men ave [earful and hostile
toward women’s liberation. 1 especially
cannot see how women's desire to have
equal civil and human rights makes
them unfeminine. Is femininity a thing
apart from humanity? Do not women, as
well as men. need adequate lood, cloth-
ing and shelter; and don’t they have o
provide these things for themscelves il
they are single, divorced, widowed or
deserted? When a woman is the bread
winner for a lamily, doesn’t she have to
struggle just as hard as @& man?

And just how, precisely. does a woman
lose her gender when she asserts the
simple human right to sexual sell-deter-
mination? To decide who she will sleep
with? To say how her body will be used?
To determine how many children she
will have? To say no when the unreason-
able is asked?

Yes, I know that the majority ol wom-
en would prefer to be loved, honored
and protected by one man for life. But
how many are actually that lucky? There
arc too many abominable marriages to-
day for any sane person 1o seriously
claim that that is the whole solution.

When a man asks for justice. nobody
siays he is unmasculine. Why, then, 1s 1t
unfeminine for a woman to simply want
to be treated decemly?

Sharon Leibert
LEureka, Calilornia

Many men are leery of the women's
liberation movement because, in some
cases, the most vocal leaders of that cause
have  expressed  hostiity  loward
and nothing bounces back quicker than
hostility, as the Buddha once poinied
out. Unfortunately, the popular  press,
which often prefers melodrama o accu-
racy, has groen more space lo these ladies
—and their kavate classes. combat bools
and rvhetorie about substituting mastur-
bation for coitus—than 1t has to the
legitimale gricvances you mention. You
are quite right in saving there is nothang
unfeminine aboul expecting equal pay
for equal work or abont sexual self
determimation, which viaynoy has long
.\'H,f},‘mi'h'd. PLAYBOY, however, does ofr-
pose the lunatic [ringe in the movement
that wants to remove all sexual differ-
ences. We think it will be beneficial to
both sexes when women have the same
rights and opportunitics as men; but
we think it will be a dral and dreary day
i they surrender  all female
characteristics, which form the basis for
hetevosexual attraction and love.

men;

sexnal

GAY LIBERATION
A Gay Liberation movement has heen
started at the University of Chicago. The



group began when a student placed an
ad in the university newspaper reading,
“Tired of prejudice? Gay Liberation
NOW,” and gave a ])hml(r number 1o
call. Several people responded and the
first meeting was held av this student’s
house with 12 aending—six men and
six women, Initally, we were rather um-
i in expressing ourselves, but through
group reinforcement, our tone rapidly
changed 10 one of outspoken militancy.
Group meetings are now being held
on Sundays at members” homes and we
also meet twice a week for lunch and rap
sessions at a coffechouse near campus.
These meetings consist of internal educa-
tion and discussion ol possible action;
the luncheons also give members experi-
ence in appearing in public as homo-
sexuals and provide an opportunity to
include heterosexual friends in the dia-
log. The organization received a great
boost whien WHPK-FM. the university-
owned, student-run radio  station,  pre-
sented  Gay  Liberation members in - a
round-table discussion  concerning  the
oppression of the homosexual. We also
attended a campus dance at which mem-
bers of Gay Liberation danced with
members of their own sex. As was anticl-
pated, even at the liberal University of
Chicago, some people [ound this offen-
sive; neverineless, further actions  are
planned. Our aim is not only to liberate
homosexuals from social. political and
cconomic discriminition but, equally im-
portant, to liberate heterosexuals from
the crippling panic and prejudice many
of them feel in the presence of homo
sexuals.
Gay Liberation
University ol Chicago
Chicago, Hlinois

HOMOSEXUALITY AS DISORDER

Excerpts from a symposium on homo-
sexuality awrvinged for and published by
Time magazine last [all occasioned com-
ment in vour February Playboy Forum.
In order 1o clarily my position, which
was misunderstood by your correspond-
ent, T would like 1o point out that:

I. Overt obligatory homosexuality (as
differentinted  from  episodic  utilitarian
homosexual acts ol a volitonal nature)
is a medical problem and is neither due
to cultural or social considerations nor
amcliorated by them.

2. Obligaory  homosexuality, as the
term makes clear, is a disorder in which
the individual has no chwoice. It is caused
by intrapsychic conflics engendered in
carly childhood when the boy or girl is
fust attempting individuation, @ process
in which sexual identification is funda-
mental.

3. When deep-seated  [ear, rage and
guilt, unconscious for the most part. im-
pel a person 1o avoid all meaninglul
imtinate relationships with the opposite
sex, a physician-psychoanalyst is scientif-
ically justiicd in observing (as 1 did in

P_ontiac LeMar_1_s

FULL DAYS+

1050 FREE MILES

only /

Reserve ahead or call when you get off your jet.

We'll pick you up—curbside at the
terminal, in our dashing orange Bud-Jet
Moabile, while you claim your luggage.

Why pay more, when in most of our
cities in the United States and Canada,
we'll rent you a 1970 Pontiac LeMans or
similar full-sized car, complete with
power steering, automatic transmis-
sion, radio and proper insurance for
only $79.50 for a whole week including
1050 free miles.!

P

®Budget Ren-A-Car Corp. of America,
35 E. Wacker Dr., Chicago, 1. 60601 n—“

Or, if you prefer, rent a 1970 Buick
Skylark, Chevrolet Impala, Olds Cutlass,
Pontiac leMans or similar car for a
mere $8 a day and 8¢ a mile*. Air con-
ditioning is slightly more.

Look for us in the YELLOW PAGES. Use
our FREE TELE-RESERVATION SYSTEM.
Every major airline city is a Budget
Rent-A-Car city. We'll make a free tele-
phone reservation for you to over 680
offices in the Continental U.S.A. and
Canada.

Call for comparable savings and reser-
vations in Hawaii, Alaska, The Carib-
bean, Mexico, Europe and South Africa.

Flying to Canada? Look for us in the
terminal. Budget has booths in 25 major
Canadian airports.
We save you big money in the British
Isles, too! Try us!
We honor American Express, Diners,
Carte Blanche, TWA, plus our own
credit card.

*Pay for only the gas you actually use.

1 This rate not applicable in Minneapolis & Newloundland

The Car Rental Serrice of
Tronsamerica Corporation
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u hetter vod
forlove
nor rubles.
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SILVER/
GULFSTREAM®

eltioop rouse!

oo different”

s P_a_.“i-'lt-'i-"‘“

The unique SelfSizer feature
— illustrated here in the
traditional beitloop model —
automatically adjusts the
waistband perfectly to your
waist, whether you gain or
iose a few pounds. That
means a trim neat appear-
ance all the time. Once

you experience SelfSizer
comfort, you won't want to
go back to ordinary slacks.

Available at these and other fine stores: CARSON PIRIE SCOTT & CO. Chicago » MABLEY & CAREW Cincinnati
» HIRSCH'S Atlanta « KENNEOY'S, INC. Boston « BOYD'S St. Louls » WOLF & DESSAUER Fort Wayne *
BATTELSTEINS Houston = EAGLESON'S Los Angeles = LABICHE'S, INC. New Orleans

the Time panel) that funciion is, indeed,
impaired.

Five hundred million years of evolu-
tion have established the male-female
standard as the functionally healihy pat-
tern of human sexual fulfillment—a pat-
tern promoted  and  documented by
PLAYBOY since Its inceprion. Only the
gravest anxiety can pervert the emotional
and  biological mating congruitics  be-
TWeeI men and woman.

Charles W. Socarides, M. D.
New York, New York

HOMOSEXUAL INFORMER

I read a story in the Air Force Times
concerning a staff sergeant in the A
Force who had implicated 270 Service-
men and civilians for having engaged in
homosexual acts with him. Nineteen of
them were positively identified at the
base where the sergeant was last assigned
and 16. including a major, have been
discharged.

One ol the accused, another staff ser-
geant recommended lor an undesirable
discharge, claimed he could prove that
he was not involved in any of the al-
leged inadents. He hled suit to stop
the discharge proceedings, asserting that
he had been denied due process and a
Tair wrial because ol the administrative-
discharge procedure. The suit was dis-
missed by a Federal district judge lor lack
ol jurisdiction and the sergeant was told
to exhaust all administrative appeals with-
in the Air Force before going 1o the
civilian courts,

The item doesn't say how many of the
other men so charged. who might have
been innocent, were, in effect. also de-
nied due process and a fair wial because
of the administrative-discharge  proce
dure. Neither is anv mention made of
how many lives and reputations were
ruined. It's obvious that the accusing
sergeant was the aggressor, unless one
wishes to believe that he was actually
approached on an average ol once a
week by other individuals during the five
vears he was in the Air Force (one could
envy his ability for total recall). But in
contrast to the rest of the men so far
cashiered from the Service beciuse of
his charges, and who undoubredly drew
bad-conduct discharges or the equivalent,
he wis honorably discharged.

Thomas Benji
Chicago, Hlinois

WHAT PRICE ""SECURITY"'?

rravsoy readers have shown a healthy
concern  over this  counny’s  Jaw-and
order movement, which is slowly but
pereeptibly eroding the Bill ol Rights
through new policies and laws inspired
Ly lear of violence, sedition and sub
version. Early this year. the House of
Representatives passed a bill tided the
Defense Facilities and Industrial Security
Act of 1970 (HR 14864), a particularly
dangerous picce of “sccurity” legislation



You've let vour hair grow
in. And it looks great.

Sometimes.

Because what used to be
just a small cowlick is now a
very large problem.

What formerly amounted
to a stray strand at the side,
has turned into a lying wing.

And that dumb wave in
the front now secms to go on
and on and on.

What are your choices?

IF YOU'VE GOT MORE HAIR,

You can usc grease or hair-
spray or some other kind of
gook to hold it down. Or, vou
can consider our alternative.

The reninGTon Hot Comb.

It runs on clectricity,
which produces hot air, which
provides a comb-blower eflect.
Which makes a big difference.
For instance, if the only prob-
lem you have is that
vou'd like to look
like you have more

YOU'VE GOT MORE PROBLEMS.

hair, that's the least The ot
Comb can do.

Or, il vou want to take
care of stupid cowlicks, flying
wings, or that wave in front,

heat plus the brush attach-

ment will put them down in
seconds.
And, if vou've
got the kind of curly
hair every
girl vou've
ever known has se-

THE HOT COMB FROM REMINGTON

gt B TR O £

~memorEaaL, (Oas

cretly envied, the instruction
book can show you how to
tone it down.

Try it. Afterall, the things
vou've got 1o lose, vou'll never
miss anyway.
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bound to please

A welcome addition to any li-
brary. Protect and preserve six
issues of your prized PLAYBOY
in gold leaf stamped antique tan
leatherette. $3.95 each, $7.50 in
sets of two. Order no. BRY1990,
add 50¢ per shipment for postage.

Shall we send a gift card in your name?
Please send check or money order to:
Playboy Products, Playboy Building, 918
N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois
60611. Playboy Club credit keyhold- B
ers may charge.

FREE!

WORLD’S LARGEST
ELECTRONIC KIT
CATALOG!
ITIH[KI [T
1970

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.

[ e e e e e e e e

El st mATIe T

| HEATH COMPANY, Dept. 38-6 @ Schiwbeer substiany
| Benten Harbor, Michigan 49022 CL-362

1
|
|

| Please send FREE 1970 Heathkit Catalog |
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|
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of which your readers should be made
aware. If it receives a favorable vote in
the Senate and becomes law, it could
return this country to the hysterical days
ol McCarthyism.

The bill was introduced by Represent-
ative Richard H. Ichord, chairman of
the House Imternal Security Committee
and, according to Representative Louis
Stokes, “is flawed in nearly every provi-
sion by problems of constitutionality and
legislative wisdom.” It not only subverts
many important Supreme Court rulings
on cawvil liberties but contains several
extremely dangerous [eatures, such as
the broad definition it gives the term
“defense facilities,” its loose definition of
“act of subversion” and the almost un-
limited investigatory power it gives to
the executive branch of Government.

“Delense lacilities” means any pl;lnt,
factory, industry, public utility, mine, lab-
oratory, educational institution (amend-
ed in the House to incude only those
engaged in classified milicoy work), re-
scarch  organization, railroad, airport,
picr, canal, pipeline, waterfront installa-
tion and virtually anything clse that the
Secretary of Delense declares 10 be a
“utility and service™ essential in time of
national emergency.

“Act of subversion” includes “any act
... which causes or would tend to cause
damage or injury to any flaclity or its
production and services, when commit-
ted with the intent . . . to advantage a
foreign power . . . or other organiztion
which has as a purpose the destruction
of the constitutional form of govern-
ment . . . by any means decmed necessary
to that end [italics added], including the
unlawful use of force or violence.”

Such broad definitions could be ap-
plicd to peacelul anti-war  demonstra-
tions if these “advantage” a loreign
power or to any group or individual
advocating  even  peacelul  change by
means ol the ballot.

Perhaps the most rightening feature
of the bill is the power it gives the
President to compile intelligence data on
citizens to determine both their degree
of patriotism and moral character by
means of a special agency empowered 1o
investigate persons employed by any in-
stitution or [acility related 10 national
defense. Morcover, should a person lhave
his security clearance revoked, he has no
effective recourse. The right to confront
witnesses and  evidence is left 10 the
discretion of the agency revoking the
clearance; and the individual has no
access 10 the Federal courts until he has
submitted his private, professional and
political lile to complete examination by
the security agencey. The bill's final insult
to due process is a provision that permits
the denial of a clearance without a hear-
ing il the action is taken by an official of
Cabinet rank.

The ostensible purpose of HR 14864 is
to deny subversives access to classified

material and defense-related  jobs. Its
effect, however, would be to forge a
weapon capable of stifling legitimate dis-
sent, intimidating persons with unpopu-
lar political views and punishing anyone
who reluses to be intimidated.

With legislation of this sort presently
in Congress, we have much less 1o lear
from sceditionists and subwversives than
from those who would protect us [rom
them.

Hiroshi Kanno
Japanese-American Citizens League
Val R. Klink

Independent Voters of 1llinois
Chicago, Ilinois

PERMANENT CRIMINAL RECORDS

I was appalled to read that New York
has launched a witch-hunt aimed ac fer-
reting out Wall Street workers with crim-
inal vecords. The state has cvidently
spent countless hours fingerprinting and
checking 1o learn if any of Wall Soreet’s
806,891 employees and officials have had
any criminal involvements in their past.
Upon discovering any criminal record.
the state has turned over the information
to the individual's employer, with the
result, announces attorney general Louis
Lelkowitz, that “29 persons were dis-
missed or allowed to resign and, what is
perhaps more signilicant, 24 resigned
aflter being fingerprinted, but  belore
their records were reported by the state.”
According to other accounts. ol 361
persons with eriminal records, some 153
dispositions had been made by the em-
ployers  concerned.  Significantly,  the
records include not only convictions but
mere arrests, even cases o which the
individual was subscquently  acquitted
or had the charges dismissed. The hu-
man tragedy must have been great, as
years of seniovity and financial security
were wiped out by the disclosures.

As Prolessor Pasco L. Schiavo ol Penn-
sylvania State University (a former assist-
ant district attorney in that staie) points
out. in the June 1969 American Bar
Association Jowrnal, while recent court
decisions have wrought revolutionary
changes in the area ol criminal justice,
the area of the criminal record has not
progressed far since the days of the Star
Chamber. Professor Schiavo observes tlun
this affects not only habitual offenders
but “those who have been arrested lor
but not convicted of a crime or have
been convicted | . . but otally vehalali-
tated. This group includes both adults
and juveniles. all cruelly branded with
indelible ‘criminal records,” . . . These
innocent or rehabilitated persons remain
among the condemned of our socicty.”

The injustice of this is summed up by
Professor Schiavo as follows: “Although
the Law does not permit double jeopandy
for a single crime, it ironically fosters a
multiple social jeopardy by allowing the
permanent criminal record.”

There really can be little excuse in an
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Tough glass beltad \\n:“\"
polyester cord constructiorn
delivers more traction, more mileage than any other
Kelly-Springfield tire. Broad 8-groove tread, almost 8 inches

wide in some sizes, handles the hottest cars out of Detroit.

New Wide Belt 60 is Kelly-Springfield's widest, lowest profile tire
... up to 20% wider, 5% lower than most tires. Get its sure-footed
starts. Quick stops. Firm cornering. Smooth no-thump ride.

Smart big white letters on the sidewall. Get with it: tough,

broad Wide Belt 60 .". . now at Kelly-Springfield Dealers and Stores.

)
Also available at Sunoco and other service stations displaying the Kelly-Springfield sign. ._1@:
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SHEPLERS(

OF WICHITA
The Werld's Largest Western Store

We have the
three most

wanted items
in America!

FRINGED LEATHER JACKET
by J0-0-KAY

The original “Western Fringe" jacket with a medern touch.
Il-inch fringe and a large helping of it. Made of top-grade
split cowhide with snap closures, and luxurious rayon lining.
AND WE HAVE LARGE QUANTITIES. So order teday! Dark brown
colar only!

Men's sizes: 3646 reg., 3846 fong. ... ... $69.95

Ladies’ sizes: B0 k8. .. ... .. $65.00

Guys and Gals
Here is the most wanted item
in the country today.

BLUE DENIM “BELLS”
by LEE

Your faverite, and we have them
by the thousands. The 133a-02.
blue denim weslern jean fash-
ioned in the LEE-Leen model
with generous flare bottoms.
Front and back pockets. Waist
sizes {26 to 38). Lengths (28-25)
short, (30-31) medium, (32:33)
long. Gals!. ... allow 3 to 4 inches.
over actual waist size as they
will fit around the hip area.

$1.50

For a smart look in boots
We come “Sguare to the point™

Sheplers’ HALTER BOOT

Ternific, isn't it? A real comfertable
boot, tough encugh to work as hard
as you do. Yet, good looking enough
to go along when you take time off to
play. Full 14 in. high square toe de
sign in natural leather with harness
strap at the ankle. Leather lined,
leather insole and outersole, It's
everything you could want in a boot.
Sizes 6 to 13, B and D widths.

$29.95

For packing and handling,
add $1.00 for jacket or
boot . .. 75¢ for jean.

Send check or money order to

SHEPLERS OF WICHITA

6501 West Kellogg. Wichita, Kansas 67209

[ Please put me on your catalogue mailing list.
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enlightened society for preserving these
records permanently. In 98 percent of
criminal prosecutions, these past records
are not even admissible as evidence;
these files are only useful to the police,
usually, in cases of habitual criminals.
What justification remains then for re-
taining the records of a onetime arrestee?
Already, in Alaska, Arizona, California,
Indiana. Kansas, Michigan, Minnesota,
Missouri, Utah and New Jersey, expunge-
ment  statutes  have been  enacted, in
which, typically, the record is disposed
ol five years after the individual's velease
if he has committed no crime in that
time. The other 40 states, however, still
hold these records permanently and some-
thing should be done about that.

As Professor Schiavo asks, "How can a
convicted individual make a good-faith
elfort toward rehabilitation if he is forced
to lace his peers with a liletime stigma?”

John M. Cates
Miami Beach, Florida

BONDING EX-CONVICTS

Kenneth Simkin makes a good point
when he writes that the refusal of insur-
ance companies 1o bond ex-convics, thus
depriving many ol them of jobs, in-
creases the probability that these men will
return o lives ol aime (The Playboy
Forum. January).

In connection with this problem, the
federal government of Canada has insti-
tuted a bonding program, which is a
cooperative elfort among the Depart-
ment of the Solicitor General, the pro-
vincial probation and  parole  services,
privine aftercaire agencies and  insurance
bonding companies.

These agencies, in elfect. sponsor ex-
inmates. They provide the insuring
companies with information about an ex-
offender’s background and an assessment
of his present adjustment  to society.
We've found that by sharing inlormation
about ex-offenders. there has been a high
rate ol acceptance by the companies,

According 1o Canada’s Solicitor Gen-
eral, George J. Mclhraith. “The bonding
program is another step forward in our
application of modern rehabilitation ef-
forts to return oflenders to the commu-
nity as responsible. productive citizens.”

Norman  Riddiough

Dircaor ol Information Services
Department ol the Solicitor General
Outeawa, Ontario

VOICE FROM THE SILENCE

I feel that those members of Nixon's
renowned silent majority who remain
quict while the number ol political wials
in this country grows will be as severely
judged by history as the Germans who
ler the smoke from Dachan blacken their
skies. Thus, T have written this letter to
the President:

I watched, horrified, as the Chica-
go police attacked people  whose

only crime was trying to demon-
strate peaceably against the war.
Then, we Americans were subjected
to the so-called conspiracy trial of
Dr. Spock, the Reverend Coffin and
three others who dared to tell young
men  they didn’t have to march
meckly off o a senseless shaughter.
And I gaped in wonder as the Vice-
President became your emissary of
hate, delaming the characters ol all
who presume to disagree with the
present. Administration.

Most recently, I've had o read
about a spectacle in a Chicago cournt-
room that rivals the [eeding ol the
Christians to the lions. There, Judge
Hoffman, a man who made no secret
ol his contempt lor the delendants
and their ideals, was allowed ro sit in
judgment. This circus was climaxed
when he, without even waiting for
the jury to find the defendants
guilty, imposed contempt sentences
to ensure that both the prisoners
and the lawyers who dared 10 de-
fend them would suffer. Any lawver
who might wish to defend a person
charged with a political crime is
now warned that he too may be-
come a prisoner.

I do not condone the defendams’
courtroom conduct. but T condemn
vou and the Justice Department for
miking this wial take place.

Thomas V. Roach
Topeka, Kansas
See Nicholas von Hoffman’s article,
“The Chicago Conspivacy Circus,” in
this issue.

MILITARY JUSTICE

Having long been an  admirer of
PLAYBOY's apparent commitment to intel-
lectual honesty and airness, I was rather
shocked 1o read Robert Shenill’s article,
Justice, Military Stvle, in vour Febru-
ary issne.  Shewrill's  observations  con-
cerning the Uniform Code ol Miliry
TJustice are, in some instances, so [ar [rom
the truth as to cast doubt on his intellec
tual integrity. For instance, he cites a
casc of a soldier sentenced 1o eight vears
for possession ol marijuana. This is re-
markable, since the maximum  punish-
ment for possession  of  nonaddicting
drugs is five years and for a dishonorable
discharge.

Sherrill  claims  that  the  militny
courts-martial return 95 percent convic
tions. It is significant that he negleats 1o
mention the corresponding record ol ¢
vilian courts, which is 81.7 percent. This
comparison does not support his conten-
tion that military courts are unfair.

The author is inaccurate once again
when he caims that military convictions
“are rather final.” In all cases. military
courts-martial are subject to automatic
review by a lawyer ol the immediately



“WHAT IT WAS LIKE,
GOING UPINA SPITFIRE”

“It was dawn when | climbed into the Spitfire’s cockpit be-
hind the leather-covered steering wheel, and fired up the engine.

“| was going to make the run from San Diego to Sausalito,
and the entire machine seemed alive with anticipation.

“As the sun crept over the horizon, we took off. Right away,
the feeling of control—of driving the car instead of being driven by
it—was fantastic.

“Allin all, the Triumph Spitfire Mk Hll—with its racing-type rack
and pinion steering, independent four-wheel springing, front disc
brakes, competition-proved engine and four-forward-speed gear-
box—made the 500-mile mission seem an enormous sport.

TRIUMPH SPITFIRE Mk lIL.
VETERAN OF MANY AN ENCOUNTER.

“Never before, in the history of driving, has so much been
enjoyed for so little.

“Under $2500" at port of entry, as | recall.”

" Sumacited mom tu, I price at Eost Coast [West Coost POE slightly higher). Incl. reg. point job.
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After a while, it’s easy
to brew a beer as good as Schaefer.

The first 200 years are the hardest.

We’ve spent two centuries chhac
perfecting a beer with flavor :
that never fades, first frosty el
glasstolast. And you’ll agree % %
it’sbeen time well spent— - & & when you're
once you've spent some time . . having more
with Schaefer yourself. . : than one




Puerto Rico. They flock there
this time of year.

By day. you can catch them
preening on the silver sands from
Condado Beach to Isla Verde.
Languishing in the warm turquoise
water. Boating, sailing. surfing,
deep-sea fishing.

Afternoons, watch for them
roaming in and out of colorful shops
on the endless old-world streets.,
stopping at quaint patio cafes for a
Rum Punch or Pifa Colada.

By night. surround yourself
with them at crowded gaming tables
in lavish casinos. In fiery Latin clubs.
Discotheques with steel bands and
rock beats.

Wherever you go in San
Juan, the birds’ll be there, too.
Waiting for you.

Eastern has more flights to
Puerto Rico from more cities than any
other airline. And special packages
such as a week at the Caribe Hilton
or San Jeromimo Hilton for $95% per

9 EASTERN (/7.

person, double occupancy. Cocktail
parties and other extras included.
And you can charge the whole
vacation on major credit cards.
So ask your travel agent
about Eastern’s Single-Minded
Vacations. Or call Eastern.
And follow the birds to San
Juan this summer. “Does not include air fare. = A

The Wings of Man.



superior command. Civilian delendants
are. not entitled 10 awmomatic review.
Furthermore, military verdias are sub-
ject o appeal v all cases at absolutely
1o cost 1o the delendant.

\so, Shemill completely ignores the
lact than milicary defendants ave allowed
one peremptory challenge in spe ial and
general  courtsmartial. And  challenges
for cause are not determined as he says;
the military judge, not the jurors them
selves. determines the staus of  jurors
challenged for cruse. The Militny - Jus-
tice Act of 1968 defines this proceduwe. T
wis unlair, as well as inaccurate, not to
mention these Licts.

Improbable as 1t may scem to many
people, the Uniform Code ol Military
Justice affords more legal safeguards to
the defendant than civilian eriminal law

does, Since 1950, it has been required thie
all accused persons in the militey were

warned ol their rights concerni sell-
IMCrimination. a warning not gi ieed

to civilians unal the Supreme Court dedi-
sion in Moanda os. ADrizone (1966). It
was 1 vears alter the UL Co ML | became
Law that civiliims were also guaranteed
counsel regardless ol their ability 1o pay.
Recent legishiion (the  Militiry - Justice
Act of 1968y alfords the military defend-
ant additional rights, mnong them, a lorm
ol hail. A convicted Servicenum may be
released Trom conlinement  while  his
court-marnal as under review. His “hal”
15 free: how many civilians get [ree bail?

Shernill bases his case of abuse in mili-
tiry prisons primarily on hearsay, supposi-
ton gnd unsworn westimony. Tr o insules
the mrelligence ol rravsoy's readers 10
present as [act such unsworn testimony
by conviared Ielons and men with emo-
vonal and mental disturbances.

II' Robert Sherrill had been interested
in accuracy and Lairness, he would have
included  some  of  these  points. His
hawed for the Army has prejudiced,
wwisted and denined of aedibility what
potentially could have been an informa
tive artidle on injustice in the Armed
Forces, Instead, 1 lear, veaveoy has mere-
Iy published a rathe expensive picce ol
hate mail.

Capt. David E. Knop. UL S N CL
Davion, Ohio

Mr. Sherrdl yeplies:

Captam Knop may find an cighi-year
sentence for possesston of marijuana “ye-
markalbile” but he will find it in the
U.S. Army Court of Military Reiiew
recards of “U. S, us, E/2 Bruce L. Peter
sen,” who, bemg chavged with “wrony-
fully haoing in his possession . drdces
or pavticles of marijuana,” was sentenced
to dishonorable discharge, forfeiture of
all pay and cight years at harvd laboy.
(The date of that recovd is Noovember
19, 1969.)

I constder §t quite typical of military
thinking that Captain Knop  finds no
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Only one American
in forty knows the
taste of Cutty.

But that’s enough
to make Cutty Sark
America’s
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: TINY TIM

a candid conversation with the captain of the good ship lollipop

On a Monday night carly in 1968,
some 33000000 viewers weve chuckling
through “Rowan and Martin's Laugh-
In” when suddenly and without warn-
ing, the kinetic frenzy of the show
eround to a halt on a grolesque appari-
tion: Herbert  Buckingham  Khaury—
alias Lavry Love, alias Darry Dover, alias
Rollie Dell, alias fulian Foxglove, alias
Emmetl Swink, alias Tiny Tim—minced
on stage in shoulder-length hair, dead-
white make-up and yvumpled Gooduwill
castoffs, reached into a capacions shop-
ping bag, withdvew a battered nkulele
and burst eerily into song. In the few
minutes of air time it took him to finish
warbling “Tip-Toe Through the Tulips”
—to the accompaniment of much hand
fluttering, eye rolling and effusive hiss
blowing—this Greenwich Village curio
had been clevated from what many feel
was richly deserved obscurity to the rank
of camp celebrity.

Like most overnight successes, Tiny
Tim had paid more than ample dues for
the dubious notorielty he began to so
costatically enjoy. He spent most of the
Fifties playing in thivd-rate amaleur con-
tests for devistve New York andiences,
and most of the Sixties trudging from
club to club in Greenwich Village, hop-
ing for a break. It didn’t come until
1965, when the owner of The Scene,
a then-popular New York nicht clib-
discotheque, took a fancy to Tiny's sin-
guelay style and booked him as a regular
attraction. Two years later, a Hollywood

s

A

“I'll never forget what my dear Aunt
Lea, may she rest in peace, said about me
once. Before she passed away, the dear
sweet thing said, ‘Someday he'll be some-
thing, because he has nevoe”

record executive caught his act one night
and inotted him oud 1o the West Coast for
an audition—uwhich led, finally, to Tiny's
unforgettable debut on “Laugh-In.”
Since  then, his  barttone-to-falsetto
range of voices has been heavd in live per-
formances throughout the United States,
Canada, England, A ustralia and South
America, in such disparate environs as
San Francisco's Fdlmore Auditorium and
Las Vegas’ Cacsars Palace, where he
plaved to ambivalent audiences for a fat
$50,000. His record albums have sold
moderately well and Tiny cven penned
some of his “Beantiful Thoughts” for
Doubleday in 1969. Ouy own Chyistmas
isse of last year included “The Great
Crooners,” his heavtfell encomium to the
pre-swing singers whose spivits he says he
feels within him when he performs therr
songs. But it’s through television that
Tiny Tim has become best known to the
public. Since his “Laugh-In" cameo two
years ago, he has appeared on almost
every major variely and talk program. It
was on Johnny Carson’s “Tonight Show,”
in fact. that he presenied an engagement
ring to Vicki Budingey, a preity teen-
age Philadelphia fan; and viewers weve
coen treated to the speclacle of their
weddig on December 17, 1969—an event
some found curiously touching bul many
considered perhaps the grossest publicity
cvent i the hstory of the medivm. No
one was newtral aboul it—or ils principal.
To skeptics, that surrealistic ceremony
epitomized the phoniness of a manufac-

“I guess there’s no denying that m ugly.
In fact, I've got the kind of looks that
can drive people 1o madness. But when
the spirit of the Loyd is with me, I can
have a very pleasant face”

tured phenomenon, a itransparent pul-
on self-made or manufactured by press-
agentry to salisfy the suckers’ craving for
bigger and bettey freal shows. But theve
are also those who insist that Tiny Tin
is the genuine article. To some who
don'’t doubt his sincerity, he is a loath-
some curiosity: ugly, psychotic, cacoph-
onous and, as 15 frequently asseried,
sexually deviant. Others, however, claim
to see in him—beyond the bizarre eccen-
tricities of his manner and appearance—
a considerable artistic talent and a kind
of divine madness.

No attempt to resolve these conflicting
views could be complete without undey-
standing how he got that way. The only
child of a Lebanese Catholic and a Pol-
ish fewess, he was born and bred in the
tenements of New York and, throughout
most of his childhood and adolescence,
was left alone at home, where he wove
his solitary pastimes—fairy lales, comic
books, radio, movies, hit records and the
Brooklyn Dodgers—into a private world
of fantasy dominated by a monomaniacal
longing for stardom and a passionate
obsession with beautiful givls. Though
he was never able to bear the agony of
dating, his secret crushes were invariably
made public by his conspicuous lack of
emolional  restraint,  which—combined

with his other peculiarities—firmly estab-
lished young Herbert Khaury's rveputa
tion as the neighborhood nut. By the end
of his thivd year at George Washington
High School, his principal suggested that

“Christ kept me from touching women
for a long time, and when I did fall a
little, 1 never fell completely. Even in
our marviage, Miss Vicki and I never have
S-EX unless i’s to have childven.”
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he drop out and find a job. Afler a fewe
fumbling attempts at menial work, Her-
bert turned to show business and, armed
with the determination of the Dodgers
and a [aith devived from deep rveligious
conviclion, he finally made it—17 years
later,

Remarkably, he hasn't changed much
m that time. Former viavooy Associale
Editor Havold Ramis, now an actor at
Chicago’s improvisational Second City,
interitewed Tiny Tim on our behalf in
the clulteved living room of his perma-
nent suile inoan apartbment-hotel pot off
Hollywood's Sunsct Strip. “Some prople
still think he's a put-on.” veports Ramis,
“because they refuse to accept the fact
that such people yeallv do exist, But just
looking avound his apartment made it
wery clear that his passions, obsessions
and compulsions are very real. His bed-
room is a warchonse for mountains of
old vecords, and half of his dresser top is
occupied by an ancient windup phono
graph. The other half holds dozens of
bottles and jars containing his favorile
cosmetics, as well as a number of auto-
wraphed  baseballs on  plastic  display
stands. On the floor of his closet, 1 could
see {wo or three awlographed hockey
sticks,

“Somchow, it all seemed to fit togeth-
er; and as we stavted to talk, I wasn't
survprised lo discover that he has an
tncvediblle memory for the minutest of
details from his bovhood years. Later in
the day, Miss Vieki left her adjoining
sutle and sat wordlessly next to her hus-
hand. intervupting only to nibble at his
car, kiss Iris cheek or admive one of the
four neckties he was wearing—all gifls
[rom her. She is wvery Jretty and wvery
voung and, though estimates of Tiny's
age—iahich he won't give—range from
25 to 30, he doesn’t look or act much
older than she. 1t seewed appropriate
to begin our  convevsation with  that
semsitiive subject.”

PLAYBOY:

How old are vou, Tz
TINY TIM: Sixteern.
PLAYBOY: Let's put it this way: When

were you born?

TINY TiM: Somewhere in the pasi. T really
do fecl like I'm still 16 years old, vou
Know. I've grown up with people whose
own children are old enough 1o get mar-
ricd now, but I feel like thevve just
piassed me by: i's the same kind of
feeling you get when you're standing still
amdd vou see a car whiz past vou. But
now that I come o think about it, 15 is
an even better age. I had a great time
when [was 13.

PLAYBOY: What was so great about >
TINY TiM: All the lovely girls 1o whom 1
sang so many lovely songs when 1 used
to visit the Casskills with my parents.
We used to stay at a resort called Liv-
meston Manor and [ can remember
being senmumentally involved with wo
girls at the time—Charlotte Adler and

Mavlene Barnete. WAICA in New Yok
City used 1o broadeast a vadio show called
Jerry Baker Sings. It came on at 7:15 in
the evening and it was sponsored by L]
Fox. Anyway, one afternoon [ saw Miss
AMarlene downsunirs, sitting on the porch.
and T knew 1 just had o meet her. So |
ran up w my room. stood by the open
window over the porch and started imi-
tating the Jerry Baker Sings show. 1 sang
a couple of numbers and she stavted won-
dering  where that voice was coming
from. She finally got around to inuo-
ducing hersell.

PLAYBOY: Do most of vour plea
ories have o do with girls?
TINY TIM: Lot me say most humbly and
sincerely that ve always loved beautilul
women.  Jascha Heifetz was born with
the creative ability 1o |)|:l}' the violin;
other people ave born with other natural
wifts. I honestly contend that I was bhorn
with a matural gift Tor young ladies. T say
voung ladies because youth—in its purest
sense—is one ol life’s most beauriful
things. Believe it or not. my memories ol
beautiful women go back all the wav 1o
the age ol three or lowr. We were living
at 609 West 173rd Street and one day 1
was sitting on the sieps ol the church on
Wadsworth Avenue when two teenage
girls came over o me and started gig
gling and plaving with me. When I wem
home, I couldn't get them out of my
system, and even now [ remember their
Faces vividly. When I was five, we were
living at 1M20d and Amsterdam Avenue
on the third floor of a tenement, and 1
wis up every morning at seven o'clock o
watch a lovely Spanish givl leave her
house on the way 10 work. It was veally
thrilling just to have her wave 1o me as
she passed. 1 don’t know what these
fantasy adventures meant, but it was as
il I had a werrible thirst and these lovely
girls were a cool drink of water. You see,
I've always loved fairy tales and 1 always
wanted o be part of them. so it was
quite natural {or me o constantly seck
that new adventure. These girls were
like fairy princesses to me.

PLAYBOY: Wlint was it vou were looking
for in them?

TINY TIM: [ was looking lor a car
quality in their Taces. There were a lot
ol girls who might have been considered
very prety, but the faces 1 was looking
for were the ones 1 piciured in my
spiritual dreams. That's why I was so
fortunate o meet AMiss Vicki. She comes
so close o being that [airy princess that
I sometimes wonder il she isn'e

PLAYBOY: How olten have vou lound a
girl who [ulfilled your spiritual dreams?
TINY TIM: It's always secemed like a mia-
cle when it happened. but I used to have
at least two crushes a vear. They were all
clissics to me and they stand our in my
memory like Hall of Fame ballplayers.
For example. in Janwuy of 199, T met

as

i meni-

Miw Carmen Quintera. She was 15 at the
time—long black hair. a roundish Tice
and luscious heavy lips—and when o
eves met for the fust time, T ain’t begin
to describe how [ felt. T never could
control my passion, and I got so excited
that day I had 1o go hide. But we were
in the same home room in high school,
so 1 got w look ar Miss Carmen lor 15
minutes every day before we sphic up 1o
2o to our classes.

PLAYBOY: \Why do vou sav “Miw” when
vou talk 1o or about givls. married or un-
married?

TINY TIM: I've alwavs liked the sound ol
it andd I really leel funny when 1 don’t
use it. There’s something very romantic
about it e reminds me of the South and
pPlmtation life. which 've always consid
cred very romantic.

PLAYBOY: How did vour lugh school
heartthrobs respond o your yomantic
approach?

TINY TIM: Whenever 1 got really passion
ate. they'd think T was just showing ol
But I ook everything 1 did very, veny
seriously. ©didn’t cave that they doubred
me, because I knew what was in my
heare. 1 just couldn’t comtrol myvsell. And
this wasn’t just in regard o girls. The
same thing happened with Dial soap. In
1948, we got a sample bar in owr mail-
box and when I got the scent of that
soap. [ ook it to school with me and lor
the next two weeks, 1old literally every
one I saw how grear Dial soap was. Also,
during that same period, 1 started a
scaraphbook on Elizabeth Tavlor. For lour
months, 1 drove everyone in my class
crizy talking about her.

PLAYBOY: Did you ever ask girls {or a date
m the conventional mannerz

TINY TIM: I'm not sure. Maybe [ was
scll-conscious about my looks. but 1 real-
Iv don’t think that was it. Dating would
hawve brought us o dose together. It
would have spoiled the fantasy. As long
iy vou keep that distince between you
and your dreams, then the mystery 1o
mains pure. For imstance, one night |
went by Miss Carmen’s house, just 10
chedk  the her mailbox—I
didi't feel complete unless T had a gil's
address—and as I walked up the sireet. |
saw lier coming toward me. 1 couldn’
belicve that 1 was actually secing her ol
school hours. When I oiried to run away,
she comered me, but T brvoke away ol
rin two or three blocks in complete
costasy. When 1 finally got abour wen
blocks Trom her house, | aalled her on
the phone and said, “I'm sorry 1 1an
away, but vou understand.” 1 did man-
age to ask her for a date once, but she
stalled and 1 said. “It's just as well.” |
never asked her again.

PLAYBOY: Didn’t you fecl vou were mis-
ing out on the contact with girls thun
miost bovs enjoy in thenr adolescence?
TINY TIM: Well, there was a zinl named

address on



Your father was crazy.
He took it for granted that
to get a good shave he had to
go through some violence and
bloodshed.

In fact, he was so good at
nicking and cutting himself, that
he made a product called the
styptic pencil a legend in its
own time.

But when your turn came,
you revolted.

And, as a serious form of
protest against perpetuating this
kind of violence, you grew a
beard.

Remington agrees of course.
If not with your method, at least
with your motive.

But we think we’ve got a
better way.

The Remington Lektro Blade

shaver. The first electric shaver
with disposable blades.
Why disposable blades?

To give you a comfortable
shave, and a close one, the blades
on an electric have to be sharp.

<

INTRODUCING
NON-VIOLENT SHAVING.
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But the sharper /
the blade the sooner it "J
wears out. :

So generally electric
shavers aren’t made very sharp
to begin with. (This is why your
father didn’t believe in electric
shavers.)

But now, because Remington
makes replacement blades for its
shavers, they can make the blades
much sharper.

And you get as close a shave
as you do with a razor.

Only painless. And bloodless.

Breaking your beard in right.

Also, you should know that
when you shave with a razor, as
years go by, your beard gets
tougher. And naturally so does
shaving.

(You remember those
sandpaper sounds that were part
of your father’s routine?)

SFERRY RAF\B LEKTRO BLADE: TRADEMARK OF SPERRY RAND CORP, 21970 5. R.

But when you shave
electrically, for reasons
known only to your beard, the
hair on your face stays
the same.

Fortunately, you’re not set
in your ways like your father.
You’re still young enough to
change.

So if someday you decide to
come out from behind your beard
and re-introduce your face to the
public, at least you’ll be able to
do it under peaceful conditions.

REMINGTON

ELECTRAC JHALLR Drvssi0n. 8P| DSEFONT, CONNECTIEYT
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Lillia Courier, who was staying at Liv-
ingston Manor in 1944, and I was crazy
about her. She was thin, she was lovely
and, for 11 years old. she was really
beautiful. One day, she was standing
behind a wee and asked me o come
over. “What do you want?” I asked. "I
want to kiss vou,” she said. “I'll count to
12 and il you don’t come over here by
then, 1 won't give you my address when
we leave.” Well, she counted 1o 12, but I
never made it over to her. 1 must also
tell you that I used to listen to a radio
show in the early Forties called Manhat-
tan Merry-Go-Round; it came on at nine
o'clock on WEAF and it was sponsored
by Doctor Lyon's tooth powder. When
I hstened to that show, T twrned ofl the
light and closed the door to my room
and my parents wouldn’t dare come in
during that half hour. I would just sit
there and dream that a beautilul girl
wias there with me. But even in those
lantasics, I never thought ol anything
lewd. I never even thought ol Kissing
them. That's the real uth. Just to have
these givls there in my dreams. 1o know
that they were all mine, that they were
saving their best smiles for me, was a
pure spiritual bliss. It was a [anuastic
state ol raplure.

PLAYBOY: Did it disturh you to think that
other boys your age were probably hav-
ing sexual relations with girls?

TINY TiM: Not at all. T preferred to pic-
ture mysell in the role of John Payne in
those wonderful Hollywood musicals. 1
alwavs cried with joy when he got back
together with June Haver or Alice Faye
at the end of the hlm; thad’s what 1
identifiedd with. And I started velating
songs to these givls. In 1945, lor example,
I knew a beawiful angel named Ann
Hess. Whenever I'd see her white tecth
and thin lips, I'd swoon. Well, Sammy
Kave had a big hit in 45 called Chickery
Chick and 1 used 1o stand on a corner
near her house, hoping that if 1 whistled
that song, she'd come by, And she did
come by once or twice when 1 was whis-
tling, hut I just ran away to the other
side of the street. One night, 1 persuaded
a Mriend who had more nerve than I did
to stand under her window and call her
while 1 hid across the soreet. She stuck
her head out the window and 1 got up
the nerve to cross the street. She smiled
and cdlosed the window.

PLAYBOY: So far, you've talked exclusively
about the neighborhood girls you re-
member. How did you get along with
the bovs?

TINY Tim: Well, 1 always hung out with
the other kids on the block. Most of the
time, we played sureet ball—cwh ball.
You bounce a ball off the curb and then
run the bases. Bur they always used me
as an extra matk. because I didn’t hit too
well. T alwavs fouled out. Even when 1
got what looked like a hit, I was too slow

to run the bases. Eventually, T trained
myself 1o bat lelt-handed, because that
saves you a step going to first base. I've
promised mysell that one day I'll go
back there and hit a home run. Dut.
getting back to the question, I spent a
Iot of time alone at home. 1 never rveally
had many people over to the house, and
my parents were away most ol the time,
working. They both worked in the gar-
ment industry: my father worked on
sweaters and my mother did dresswork.
Frankly, T was alone so much of the time
that when my dear pavents would finally
come¢ home [rom work, I'd wish that I
was alone again.

PLAYBOY: How did you spend your time
when you were alone?

TINY TIM: T listened 1o soap operas—QOur
Gal Sunday, Helen Trent, Aunt Jenny
—and I loved 1o read comic books and
lairy 1ales. And, ol course, 1 listened 10
records. But starting at the age ol five or
six, I wsed to love lying in bed and
inventing radio plays of my own. One of
my first characters and one ol my best
was Galled Red Richard. He and his
brother the Atom used to spy against the
enemy and they lasted on my personal
radio station for at least two years,
Then, in 1945, I started a show that
lasted [or three years called the Tom
Berry Show.

PLAYBOY: Why Tom Berry?

TINY TIM: It's just a name I liked. Any-
way. I used 10 sing popular hits on that
show. It was inspired by a show called
Rambling with Gambling, which my
mother always listened 1o while she got
ready 10 go 1o work. Mr. Gambling used
to open his show with Pack Up Your
Troubles in Your Old Kit Bag. 1 also
remember that he was sponsored by Ti-
conderoga pencils. Their jingle went,
“Ticonderoga pencils have won their way
to fame. a fine American pencil, with a
fine Americn name.” T used to love
to get those pencils. Dixon's Ticonderoga.
They sull write so smoothly. Anyway, in
1945, I saw Christmas in Connecticul
with Denmis Morgan and Barbara Stan-
wyck, and a song from that film really
haunted me: “I'm wishing that T may,
Fm wishing that T might have the wish
I wish tonight. . . . So on¢ morning, I
got up and, using that for a theme song,
I started my Tom Berry Show. I remem-
ber one show that featured a character
called the Needle. He was an ordinary
mortal named O'Neil who fell down a
hole one day and was given a [antastic
power by the creatures who live deep
inside the ecarth. When he touches his
magic amulet, he turns into an ordinary
sewing needle. He can make himself
grow to tremendous size or he can make
himself very small. When the arooks are
planning 1o rob a bank. he just lics on
the table unnoticed—listening. Then all
of a sudden, he grows and sticks them
with his point. He was also capable of

injecting poison into them, but he rarely
used that power. Naturally, his archrival
wis the Thimble, and the two fought a
lot; but the novelty finally wore ofl and
I diopped the show.

PLAYBOY: When did vou sumt singing—on
or off your private radio shows?

TINY TiM: [ clearly remember singing for
my relatives at the age ol six, as well as
in school and around the neighborhood.
People would say, “You ought 10 be a
singer.” so 1 always had it at the back of
my mind. Also, I've always been atnracied
to [ame and I always admived celebri-
ties. By 1945, I'd developed this tremen-
dous passion for records, and I used to
buy on the average ol four or five new
releases i week. T even loved the smell of
shellac. T was right on top of the charts
and 1 used 1o pride mysell on my ability
1o pick a hit before it actually made it
Even alter T lelt school and was having
trouble holding a job, I kept buying
records and sheet music, looking for a
new hit or an old wtreasure among the
dust. My poor parents were strugaling,
but I always had a melody in my heart.
PLAYBOY: Had you been graduated from
high school by this time?

TINY Tim: No, 1 hnished three years at
George Washington  High  School and
then 1 was asked to leave. T had already
been held back one term, and then one
day. I got into trouble with the principal
and I was told 1o leave school. You see,
the thing I'd always liked best about
school was that it alforded me a sheler
in which to dream. My cousin could
study for literally eight hours a day. but
I couldn’t ¢ven bear it for an hour, My
mind was always in some other place. 1
guess I was more interested in romance
than in education.

PLAYBOY: What kind of wouble did you
gecinto with the principal?

TINY Tim: Well, 1 had taken a course in
typing and filing. just to be near the
gitls—why clse would anyone take typ-
ing and hling?—and one day, the wich-
er asked me to raise the window shade. 1
had a littde wouble doing it right and
she thought I was just fooling around. so
she said that she was going 1o send me o
the principal. T said, “I don’t care. He's
just an old man.” So she sent me to see
him and he asked me why I was there
and 1 said, “Becuse I called you an old
man.” “Well, T am an old man,” he
answered. “Now go home and get yow
mother.” The next term, they threw me
out. They thought it would be better for
me to go out ind look for work. I will
say this, however; my one goal is to go
back to George Washington High and
finish my last year, God willing, lor my
dear Luther's sake.

PLAYBOY: You mentioned carlier that vou
found it difficult to hold down a steady
job. What Kinds ol jobs did you have?
TINY TIM: Well, it was in 1950 dhar 1
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started working, amd T was geting my
jobs through the Lawrence Employment
Ageney at 120 West 42nd Suceer: 1 oseill
remember the address. They sent me to
a couple of places o apply for jobs. but
as soon as the employers found out that
I hadn’t graduated from high school,
they sent me away. You see. I always be-
lieved i telling the vruth and T feel very
euilty when T don’t—though T do exag
aerate a little sometimes. Like, for in-
stance, if an emplover asked me il T had
tinished school. T might have said yes. hut
then il they checked up on it T might
Lhave had to tell theme 1 never saud 1
eraduwned.” Eventually, | alwavs told the
weuth. Bur Goally. T did manage o gee a
jol. delivering beads. T thought it was
going 1o be light work, hur the beads
turned out to be very heavy. T had 1o
push boxes of heads through the streets
of the Garment Districe on a puoshont,
and I'll never forger the last order ivied
1o detiver on my firse day of work. The
cart wned over and millions of beads
spilled into the street. That was the end
ol the bead job. The agency gor me
other jobs in the Girment District. but
I didn’t do very well an then: and hinally,
the agency refused o send me out again.
PLAYBOY: Then what happened?

TINY TiM: Then T got o morming job for
a while delivering phone books with all
the gentlemen [rom skid row. poor souls;
bur that, 1oo. was preuy hard lor me—
walking up all those Hights ol stiirs with
those heavy New York classiied  books.
But the thing I was most afraid ol were
the dogs, because dogs can hite. Then
for a while, I worked as a bobbin hov in
a laciory. chunging the bobbins on sew-
ing machines, but they let me go prety
quick. Finally. in March of 1951 1 got a
job that I had applied for six times—
messenger for Loew's, Inc. | had always
loved movies and it was a real thrill o

work in the head olhee ol thar theater
chain. I worked there unul August of
1952: 1 wasn't long alter thar relevision

started o kill their business. O course,
I've always helieved that movies comnit-
ted suicide by dropping the idea ol 3-D
films, Even though it wias uncomlortable
1o wear the glasses, it was a grean clfect.
PLAYBOY: Why did you love the movies so
much?

TINY TiM: Nincty percent of the people
who go to movies are dreamers, and I'm
no different. T alwavs sav, 1l vou want to
see good acting, then go see a stage play.
Nincty pereent of the moviegocers are
looking Tor a new Mavilyn Mouroc or a
Rock Hudson, That's why I've always
read Photoplay. Modern Screen, Siloer
Seveen, Screenland and dreamed about
Hollvwood. Every Sunday night at 9:15.
I hstened o Louclla Parsons on WJZ
and, before her, Walter Winchell, spon-
sored by Jergens Lotion. You sce. Holly-
wood wias the closest thing o a [aivyland

that 1 could think of. Lvervihing scemed
so mystical and. most important. there
were so many beautilul givls there.
PLAYBOY: Who were yowr lavorites?

TINY TIM: Well, when T saw Jane Powell
in Song of the Open Road in 1945, 1 was
so crazy about her that | sent a letier to
United Artists. asking her to come visit
me at my house. I got a letter back from
the head of United Artists. which said,
“Though we appreciate your interest in
Miss Powell. our stirs don't make a poli-
cy ol visiting the homes ol [ans. But we
are sending vou an awtographed  pic-
ture.” In 19410 T had gone aazy over
Gene Tierney alter 1 saw Belle Starr
and Tobaceo Road. Mlso. Terry Moore
moved me i The Return of Odlober
andd 1 thought that June Hiver was so
beauwnlful in The Dolly Sisters that 1
literally dreamed about her, Another ac-
tress 1 pride mysell on discovering helore
she made ic really big was Anne Francs.
I saw her in 1951 in a picture cilled So
Young, So Bad and she really stole thin
picture. She plaved a beautiful blonde in
a detention home for girls and. alier
seeing that film, T immediately started a
scrapbook on her. 1 othink T suill have it
in New York. 1 was certain at the tume
that she was @ new screen immortal. Bue
my favorite actress was deliniely Eliza-
beth Tavlor. I saw Cyntlia five times in
1947 and I thought Miss Taylor was so
beautiful thae I actually ened. Our won-
derful Senator, M. George Murphy. was
alsa in that Gl ad when we appeared
on the smne Johnny Carson show, T 1old
him on the air that T vemembered him in
Cynthie. He looked genuinely shocked
and said. “Ohl, my gooduess.” Anyway.,
that was one of Elizabeth Tavlor's earliest
films and she was just growing up at the
time. 1 like 1o spot a beauiful woman
before anvone else does, like picking a
hit song belore it becomes a hit, That's
why I believe thar when Miss Vicki gets
a linde older, people are going 1o dis-
cover how beautilul she really s,
PLAYBOY: Woere there any actors vou ad-
mired during this period?

TINY TIM: Oh, ves! When [ was working
at Loew's. | had the honor 1o meet Paul
Henreid—a wonderful gentdeman and a
arcat actor. Another great actor whom |
admired so much i The Moon and
Sixpence was George Sanders. He  has
perhaps the sharpest, quickest tongue in
the- - Ooooh, what a man! 've never
met him. but I would love w il he
wouldn’t mind meeting me. Then, too,
1 remember seeing Vincent Price in The
Barvon of Arvizona in 1950, and 1 thought
he was just marvelous in that filme 1 had
the pleasure o working with him on
Laugh-Tn. We were dressed as musket-
cers, with mustaches and everything. and
I was supposed 10 hold a sword up to his
throat. But 1 didn't want to do it to a

genteman like that, T wouldn't have
cared if he'd done it to me, but T didn't
want 1o do a thing like that 10 such a
grcat actor. He said, “Go ahead.” but 1
just couldn’t. He encowraged me so
strongly that I finally did it: but even
now, it makes me weep a litde 10 think
about how great an actor Vincent Price
is. T also had the grear pleasure ol mect-
ing Mr. Van Heflin right heve in this
hotel. The only one of his films that 1
misscd i the Forties was Grand Centyal
Murder, amd it was 2 veal thell to meer
him. I also thought that George Ralt
had a temendous magnetism on the
screen, and ve alwavs wanted 1o mect
Jool McCrea. 1 used 1o love his work,
And then there was Randolph Scoti—a
great cowhov and surely one ol the most
undersned actors. But that's life. How-
ever. I must admit. in vegard 1o afl these
wondeirful gendemen, that | went 1o the
movies 10 look for beautiful women and
only noticed the actors in between.,
PLAYBOY: When did vour own
business career begine

TINY TIM: Well as T osaid belore, I'd al-
ways sung svownl the neighborhood and
for my velatives: but in 1950, 1 stoted
noticing the ads i a paper called Shoie
Business, which was a publication lor

show-

aspiving singers, dancers, actors and wlai
have vou. And one of the ads stated than
a promoter was looking lor talented sing:
crs to audition at night dubs. “Possible
break.” ic said. The fiest place 1 was sem
was an anutteur show at Mom Grant's
Riviern on 43rd Soreet. 1 bombed our;
but this was the fwst time T perlormed
with a microphone and 1 knew that |
wast't singing very well witly i

PLAYBOY: Waure you tempied 1o quit?
TINY TiM: Oh, no. I'll never lorget what
my dear Aune Lea, may she vest in peace,
siid about me once. Belore she passed
away. the dear sweer thing said, “Some-
day he'll be something, becruse he has
nerve.” | owish she could have lived 1o
see me now. But, anvway, tha’s whon
she said, qmd this s where baseball comes
e From 1901 to 1917, 1 Listened to every
Dodgers game on the radio—every gamce
of the scason. 1 those days, when they
went on the road, Red Barber used to
describe the game hrom a ticker tape.
Auwd he always siid. when someone like
Lddic Stanky cime up. that the greats ol
the game had real hustle. Even though it
might have been the last ol the nindh,
with two outs and a threc-and-two count
ot him. Mr. Stnky would manage 1o get
on base—Dbecause he had moxie. That's
where 1 got my nerve—Ilrom scrappers
like AMr. Stanky. Mr. Reese. Mr. Robin
son, Louic Olmo and Frenchy Bordaga
ray. I learned to say to mysell, “There
are people who have ten times the talent
you do. so you've got to hustle My
sceret was persistence. Even though 1 owas
afraid, I'd ke a deep breath, walk in
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and start singing. I looked at it this way:
Even il 1 was terrible and they tried to
throw me out, it might make headlines.
PLAYBOY: You said vou'd walk in and start
singing. Where?
TINY TIM: | was going to amateur shows
in 1951, and I met a gentleman named
Bud Friar. He was 55 years old, drank
nothing but Seven-Up and worked out of
an office that was no bigger than my bath-
room. He handled any performer he
could get his hands on. and one of them
was a singer named John McCormack.
Jr. a poor old chap of about 75 with no
teeth. Another was called Piccolo Pete,
who was about 80, had a 21-year-old wile
and, naturally, played the piccolo. I kept
going to these amateur shows with these
people, but 1 never won anything. Of
course, even the winners didn’t get much
—five dollars for first place, three for
second and two for third—but I was
even unhappier than they must have
been with the way things were going.
The audience understood that we were
just amateurs, but I remember one time
that someone in the crowd turned on a
siren during my number to drown me
out. I was persistent and made it a point
to finish the song. However, 1 was begin-
ning 1o realize that there would have to
be a change in what I was doing. While
I was still working it Loew's. I volun-
teered 1o sing at the Christmas party in
1951. Mr. Nicholas Schenck. the head of
Loew’s, Inc. at the tuime, v there; bhut
I bombed ow again—terribly. Also, I'd
been going 1o quite a few partics with
friends, but the lovely givls there weren't
moved by my singing like they were by
Frank Sinawra’s. The good Lord knows
how I feel abour women, so you can
imagine how disturbing this was o me.
PLAYBOY: What did you do about it?
TINY TIM: Two things. Fivst, I stared
thinking about baschall. T hgured thau if
a pitcher isn't having any luck with his
fast hall, he starts throwing curves. So 1
decided that the old voice had 10 go.
The second thing was that 1 began to
accept Christ in 1952, There I was, living
in a tenement on a block crowded with
thousands of people. and my heart was
filled with cursing and sin. It was like a
miraculous gift when I discovered Christ;
I had somcone 1 could alk 1o personally.
I started praying about my career. 1
couldn’t figure out why Rudy Vallee
secemed to be singing so easily on his
records while T was suraining my voice.
singing very loud and never really going
over with audiences. 5o T kept praying to
Christ for a new sivle as a personal
favor; and then all of a sudden, in 1953,
like the snap ol a finger, the idea came
to me to ry singing in a higher voice. So
I started singing like this: “Oh, for just
the chance 1o love vou, would I love vou,
love. To tauke you in my arms would
always be my goal. . . " And not only
was it casier on my throat but I found

that I was thrilling myself as well. T was
being moved by myv own sound: and |
figured that if 1 could move mysell like
Mr. Vallee moved me, then something
must be in the wind.

When T wied it out on my parents, my
father wold me that 1 sounded like a
sissy. But I prayed to Christ about it and
decided that as long as Christ knew [
wasn't a sissy, I had nothing 1o fear.
Then I tried the voice on the kids in the
neighborhood whom I'd sung to belore
and they said, “What happened 1o your
other voice?” I told them, T lost in”
They said, “Can vou get it back?”" But 1
was sure 1 had something, because when
1 finally wicd the new voice at parties, the
girls gigeled. They didn't swoon like they
did for Mr. Sinira. but the fact that
they giggled was a new revelation to me.
If my new voice could make them laugh.
then that was enough for me.

PLAYBOY: When did you first wry vour
new voice on stage?

TINY TiM: In 1951, at a place called the
Lion’s Club in Greenwich Village. It’s
burned down since then. When T started
using the voice in shows there, the
people in the audience would laugh, but
then thev'd say, “Hey. let's see the Kid
again.”” The man who assembled all the
talent for the contests called me over 1o
the side one night and said. “Look. kid.
When it comes time for the audience o
pick the winners. I'm going to hold my
hand over vour head a livle longer o
get more applause for you and then we'll
split the money.” 1 didn’t think that was
fair, but I liked to win, so I let him do
it. Of course, nuny times I won legit-
mately. T was calling mysell Larry Love
at the time and appearing all over—the
Blue Haven on Long Island, the Blue
Room in Elizabeth, New Jersey. the lilu-
sions Club in Brooklyn, the Lighthouse
Caf¢ in New York and more places than
I can cever remember. But for the six
years I called mysell Larry Love, from
1954 to 1960, T used my high voice
exclusively—even when I wasn’t singing.
Lven now, it hurts sometimes to talk in
my real voice. but 1 think that’s bhecause
I had my tonsils removed. 1 wish I'd
never had them out.

PLAYBOY: Did your puarents ever get accus
tomed 1o your new voiee?

TINY TIM: There were things other than
my voice that disturbed them. In 1954, 1
read a book of poems by Rudolph Valen-
tino called Day Dreams. The poems were
great—what a mind that man must have
had—Dbut I also saw a picture ol him
with his hair hanging low over the right
side of his Torchead. 1 decided thar I'd
do the same thing. only 1 parted mine
on the other side and let it hang over
the left side. Then I let it grow very
long on both sides—only half as long as
it is now—and prople began to look at
me on the street. But that didn’t bother
me, because T felt that it went with the

high voice. T felt veryv romantic and
began to feel like my old spiritual scll
with women. That's when I started wear-
ing white powder on my face—as white
as a sheet. I don’t suppose my parents
could understand why I was walking
around the streets that way, but 1 fele i
fulfilled something that had been grow-
ing in me since the age of five.

I've always tried 1o keep myself very

clean. You may have heard that I clean
my body and my skin many times a dav.
Well, to me, this is a way to keep in
touch with the purity of women. A beau
tilul woman from the age of 11 1o the
age of 25 can be the essence of life and
vouth if she can keep herself morally,
spiritually and cosmetically clean. So. 1o
me, this white powder was not a stage
cifect to Iu:lp my career; it was the
symbol of purity and youth and of my
personal 24-hour-a-day involvement with
romance. When I'd walk down the street
this way, the cilect of the powder was
famastic. The prettiest girls would look
at me and wonder, and I always dreamed
that one day one of them would slip me
a note with her phone number on it
while we were riding on the bus or the
subway. Naturally, some of them laughed
and called me an idiot or cursed me, and
one girl called me a witch right there in
the street. That hurt me for a while, but
then I'd smile and think of Christ and
forget the pain. You sce, pain always
comes with pleasure. That's the penalty.
I'd rather have both than nothing at all.
PLAYBOY: How did your parems react 1o
this new look of yours?
TINY TIM: 1 was considered weird by mny
Limily long before the hair and  the
white powder. They thought it was pret-
ty odd for me to sit there and listen to
every inning ol every Dodgers game, just
like they thought it was odd for me o
lissen to the Manhattan  Meny-Go-
Round alone in my room with the lights
owr and the door closed. They also
thought it was odd lor me o listien to
Your Hit Pavade every Saturday night.
writing down the top tunes on index
cards. They thougln it was odd thin I'd
rave and curse when a particular song
didn’t make it as high on the hit parade
as I thought it should. I remember how
angry 1 was when Arthur Godhiey's Too
Fat Polka didn’t make it to the top. The
writers of the song threarened w sue
Your Hit Parade, so they fimally starveed
playing it

Anyway, when the long hair and the
powder came, my parents, who are hoth
prety normal people, started  looking
back imo their family histories o hnd
out il there had been anyone like me. 1
told them, “Darlings, don’t even wy.”
My Lather’s lamily were all in Lebanon,
but my mother had a large family here
and, needless o say, my dear sweet rela-
tives on my mather’s side, God bless
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them. were shocked to the rafters. They
were all prospering socially and finan-
cially and, since my parents were the
only poor ones, I was definitely the ugli-
est duckling of them all.

I couldn’t get any regular jobs any-
more, because no one would hire me, so
I stayed home a lot and made friends
with a whole new generation of children.
But when I'd walk around the neighbor-
hood, I really caused quite a stir. People
used to say, “Poor thing. His mind must
be gone.” Or: “Pity his poor parents. 1E
I had a son like that, I'd shoot him.”
Then 1 started carrying the shopping
bag around with me. You see, I used to
buy a lot of cosmetics at Macy's and
carry them home on the subway in a
paper bag pressed against my chest. So I
thought, “Why not carry a shopping bag
all the time?”

PLAYBOY: Did anvone ever threaten you
physically because of your appearance?
TINY TIM: Well, thanks to God and
Christ, I always escaped that. My motio
was, “Keep walking and kccp smiling.”
But I think that people were usually less
angry than they were [rightened or
amazed. The guy who sold the subway
tokens in the booth once said, “What is
this? Charles Dickens?” There was ven-
om in his voice, but I just laughed and
said. “"May I have my tokens, please?”
Then there was one guy in the neighbor-
hood who used to tell me that I ought to
be ashamed to walk around like that,
and he could ger pretty venomous, too.
But the funny thing was that he always
looked around to make sure that no one
saw him tlking to me.

PLAYBOY: It's hard 1o believe that vou
weren't really bothered by the way people
treated you.

TINY TiM: Well, T always tried to look at
things realistically, and I guess there’s no
denying that I'm ugly when it comes o
looks. In fact, I think I've got the Kind
of looks that can drive people to mad-
ness. But there’s a positive side to this,
because when the spirit of the Lord is
with me, I can have a very pleasant [ace.
When the spirit isn"t with me, of course,
some people find my [ace pretty disgust-
ing looking. Naturally. the long hair
kind ol accentuated that witchlike image
some people saw in me, but it never
bothered me that much. In fact, the
funny thing was that it used to give me
some kind of pleasure when people got
angry. It was thrilling to me to expose
the underpinnings of their hearts.
PLAYBOY: Did it occur to you that people
may have felt threatened by the possi-
bility that you were a homosexual?

TINY TIM: [ suppose most men aren't used
to having someone who looks like me
walk up to them on the sireet and say,
“Hello, darling.” T guess that might have
frightened some of them. especially the
ones who pride themselves on  being
tough. But I'll tell you, 1 worked at a

place in the Village called the Page
Three, where the boys liked cach other
and the girls liked cach other, and many
of these people are my dear [riends.
They are sweer and nice and I don’t
think these are the kind of homosexuals
that people are afraid of, since they
usually mix only with cach other. The
ones people are alraid of are those who
look like average people but prev on
children. 1 can see why people would be
so vchement about them, because they
are dangerous people. In fact, I wouldn’t
even classify them as homosexuals. The
real name for them is maniacal fanati-
cals. But 1 really think there’s a differ-
ence between these types amnd the ones
who mix only with their own crowd.
PLAYBOY: Do you condone homosexuality
among consenting adules?
TINY TIM: Well, the Scriptures say that
the effeminate shall not enter the king-
dom ol heaven and neither shall the
homosexual. But the Scriptures also say
that judgment is reserved for the Lord
alone. It's wrong for one man to judge
another. Can you condemn i man who
does charitable work even though he
doesn’t believe in Christ? Or can vou
praise a man who does believe in Christ
but fails o do what Christ teaches?
There are those who pride themselves on
their religious feelings; they preach
about it and they have lily-white hands
and polished faces. They preach on tele-
vision and win the hearts of many: then
they pass the bucket around. I must
admit that the things they preach are
good, but the good Lord sees that they
live in fine houses while the world is
starving. If a man has a personal com-
munion with Christ, then the Lord is the
only one who can judge him. It's not up
to the preacher to decide who is going to
be saved and who isn't. 1f T didn't be-
lieve in that, T could never have made it
in show business, considering the way
things were going for me before 1960.
PLAYBOY: Were you helped again by di-
vine guidance?
TINY TIM: Tt was more a question of con-
fidence. As I said belore, my parents
were deeply shocked by what I was doing
and. besides that, they were both sick;
my [ather had diabetes and my mother
had high blood pressure. In fact, not a
day went by that I didn't expect them to
suddenly drop dead. But in the Psalms.
King David said, “When my [ather and
my mother forsake me, then the Lovd
will take me up.” So I prayed to Christ,
knowing that he could see the loneliness
in my heare. I told him that as long as
he thought it was right for me 1o be in
this business, 1 would never stop trving.
I figured that even if my parents died
before T made the grade, ac least their
spirits would know.

[ told them that I'd be a great star of
the Sixties, Seventies, Eighties and Nine-
ties. but my mother sad, “He's sick.” 1

said, “Don’t you dare discourage me.
Someday yvou'll sce my name in lights on
Broadway, because even though you
think I'm a bum now, I have Jesus Christ
with me. and il he helps me play the
game right, then I'm going 10 make it.” 1
refused 10 be defeated spiritually. And 1
finally did make it. That's how 1 know
Jesus Christ has always been with me
and that’s why he means so much to me.
In 1968, after I'd made it, people would
ask me how long 1 thought it would fast.
1 alwavs told them that it didn’t matter,
because I'd been [ulfilled. I wold them
that they were wlking 1o a real miracle
in show business and challenged them o
find anvone who wis considered as ab
normal as [ was who still made the
grade. What the world couldn’t see, what
my parents couldn’t see, was that Christ
was there to hear my silent pravers.
PLAYBOY: Besides praving, what were vou
doing—before the big break came—to
keep vour career alive?

TINY TIM: Well, T definely wasn't mak-
ing it with the high voice, although
almost every morning, 1 would get calls
from girls who worked in offices and had
heard from someone about my voice. I'd
sing for them over the phone, and appar
ently the word got around. because 1 was
eventually gewing so many clls thau 1
had to put a stop to it. I didn’t really
mind getting calls from girls, but the
first time 1 heard a man’s voice on the
line, T said, “Look, don't ¢all me again.”
I never wanted to 1alk 1o a man. In fact,
I never even had the [riendship of a
man, except for the boys I used to play
ball with and the men 1 met through
business. Even now, when girls come o
visit me, 1 tell them, "Bring twen girl-
friends or come by yoursell, but dont
bring a man.” | never wanted a man
around. It was strange. Anyway, I always
thought of the high voice as my Clark
Kent voice during the Filties, and 1 only
used my low voice in those rare situa-
tions when I wanted 1o be Superman.

But when I didn’t make it by the end
of the Filties, 1 got scared. T started to
feel like time was passing me by, So as
we inched into the Sixties, I changed my
name to Darry Dover and evenwually
started using both the high and the low
voice for variety. Now, I wasn’t too hap-
pv about that, because I've always
thought that if I had made it on the
high voice alone in the Filties, I could
have been as big as Elvis Presley. You
see, when an artist makes 1t with a bang,
he can usually stay in that mystical fairy-
land ol success for only two or three
years belore the public gets used o lum.
Then he has to start working a litle
harder. T figured that il 1T made 1 on
the high voice, T could switch 1o the
lower one when the novelty wore ofl.
Then I could have lasied a couple of
more years with the low one. But when

some people found out that I had a
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lower voice, they were a liule discour-
aged. Tt didn't scem o fit the image I'd
created with the high voice. T still don’t
want to show all my voices at one time,
though I may not have a choice. It scems
some people don’t know that T have a
country-and-western sound, a vaudeville
sound. a Forties sound, a Sinatra sound, a
blues sound and many others, but I'm
reluctant 10 use them all at once. I think
it would mix up an audience completely.
PLAYBOY: What makes you think you
could have been as big as Elvis Presley?
TINY TIM: I'm not talking about perform-
ance: I'm talking about the sound. 1
veally think that if I could have captured
the moisture that Rudy Vallee had in his
voice when he recorded. my sound would
have heen fantastic.
PLAYBOY: What do vou mean by moisture?
TINY TIM: The only way I can describe it
is that it's as il the voice were echoing
with water all around it. It’s tied up in
the way his voice is placed on his rec
ords: on some of my records, the voice
is heard on top of cverything clse. and
that's not the way it should be. Bue 1
dow’t think anyone, mysell included,
really knows how to record a voice with
consistent success. Sometimes i voice will
come out sounding beter on a small
tape recorder than it will in 2 studio.
You've got to catch that voice like a
Lutterfly. 1 try 10 think like an AXR man
[a record-company progriming  cxecu-
tive] in regard to my own records and,
to tell you the vuth, | wouldn't buy
some of the songs I sing.
PLAYBOY: As it turncd out, you didn’t
make it quite as big as Elvis in the Filfuies.
When did your luck start to change?
TINY TiM: Not for a long time. But T had
the strength of Chyist, as well as my
bascball philosophy. to keep me going.
“Keep plugging.” 1 told myself. “The
game is never over until the last man is
out.” 1 thought of the Dodgers” losing
the pemuane in 1951, and then—thanks
to God, Christ and Saint Francis of As-
sisi—coming back to beat the Yankees in
1955. 1 never forgot the way our Dodgers
came back and 1 knew 1 could do it. too.
“Every day is a new day.” 1 saicd. “and
cvery page 1s a new page.” So 1 started
aking tours of the music publishers’
olfices at 1619 and 1650 Broadway—ten
floors in one building and fourteen in
the other. Before I'd knock on their
doors, I'd say to mysell. "Success. you're
happening today.” Then I'd walk in
with the songs I'd written and when they
threw me out, I'd say, “Well, you just
threw away a million bucks, but Ul be
biack in a few months.” Then I'd just
knock on the next publisher’s door and
do the same thing all over again. And 1
did so back every six months.
pLAYBOY: With what resulis?
TNy TiM: Well, T almost made it several
times that way. But hesides the publish-
ing thing, T met a man named George
King in 1960. Mr. King sharved an othce

in the building that housed WEVD, the
Jewish radio station, and he was really
down and out at the time. The way he
carned his living wias to put ads in Show
HBusiness. saying that e was looking for
new talent. The new ralent would pay
him something hike $25 and, 1n recarn,
he'd promise to put them in a film to
be shown o talent scouts. He was a very
complex person. He looked like a Langre
Errol Flynn—very handsome—but he'd
go for days without chianging his clothes
and he always carvied a flask in his hip
pocker  filled  with Tropicana  orange
juice and Scagram’s Seven. Now, Mr.
King knew I didn't have any money,
but he'd been trudging around all over
the world for so long that he didn't
mind gambling a little. He said 10 me,
“Kid. youwve got something.” And he
took out a scrap of paper and listed all
the different voices and all the different
kinds of songs I could do.

Then, in Ocaober of 1960, he ook me
down to the Village and we walked into
the first colfechouse we saw. Mr. King
listened to what was going on for a
while, talked 10 the owner for a few
minutes and then said, “Oh. by the way,
I've got someone with me.” Then he
turned 1o me and said, “Grab your uku-
lele and give him a song.™ 1 was pretty
shocked. but I took it as a challenge and
instead of rewreating into mysell, I start-
ed to sing. 1 did Tip-Toe Through the
Tulips and a two-voice duct and it got a
laugh. so [ started doing free shows in the
Village. My name was getting around,
but it wasn't until one and a hall years
later. March 1962, that I gor my fst
paying job, at the Cal¢ Bizarre. 1 got ten
dollars a night for two nights and M.
King said, “Buddy, I'll ke 40 percent,
but I think I'm worth 50." He did de-
serve it, too, because he worked with me
for a year and a hall and didn’t make a
cent from me until that night. Anyway, 1
lasted two weeks at the Bizarre and then
I got two weeks at the Café Wha. They fi-
nally let me go at the Wha because of
the way I sang Nature Boy. I really felt
that song so strongly that [ used to pound
on the floor and bite my hand. They
thought it looked like an epileptic fit,
so they threw me out

Then I sang at The Third Side and The
Playhouse Café; and at the end of 1962, 1
recorded an album called Darry Dover
and the White Cliffs. 1 really thought the
album wis going to be a big thing for
me. I told all my friends 1 was going to
have an album out, and then the whole
thing fell through. The songs were off-
kev, the guvs who produced the record
started 1o fight with cach other and At
Lintic Records decided not to buy the
tapes. So when 1963 rolled around, I was
really down in the dumps, buc I prayed
to Christ. picked mysell up again and
went back to the Village, Tt was around
that time that Mr. King named me Tiny

Tim. He got me a job at the Surlfside
plaving for pennies, and every night he'd
come down there, empty the basket on
the table and splic the coins with me.
But I was fired alter two weceks and the
owner suggested that T osing in a place
with a jewel-box revue—where the men
dressed like the ladies. Bue 1 was hegin
ning o get hot and the law of averages
wits working for me, and T got the hesy
job I'd ever had at a place called the
Big Far Black Pussycat.

PLAYBOY: Did the men dress like Ludies
the Big Fat Black Pussycat?

TINY TIM: No, it was the kind ol collce-
house that auracted all kinds of people,
from the poorest to the richest. The
rich ones would come 1o the Village ot
of curiosity, but they actually liked what
I was doing. The man who'd hired me,
Mr. Tom Ziegler, really had [aith in me
and never fired me, although he could
have any time he wanted w. In the six
months I worked there, T veally built up
a name. Other artists were doing the
same thing at the tme—making the
rounds of the colfechouses. Bill Coshy
and David Frye were breaking in then,
and I worked in the same places they
did. Richic Havens was at the Pussyant
with me, and there was also another
fellow named Fred Smoots. He didn't
make it oo big.

PLAYBOY: Why did you leave the Pussyeat
alter six months?

TINY TIM: | met o wonderful colored lady
named Miss Stella Manrs, who was work-
ing at the Page Three, which was the
Copacabana of the Village for those who
never quite made the grade. Tt was over
on the plushier side ol the Village, far-
ther west, and many of the people who
came in really had money. Anvway, Miss
Marrs took me down there for
tion and the response from the andience
was terrific. I'm not saying that every
show I did in lront of an audicnce at the
Page Three was a good show. In fact. in
all the time I worked there—Ifrom ten at
night to four in the morning. six nights
a week—1 was lucky il 1 did three good
shows out ol every ten. Other great per-
formers who worked there could outsing
me a million times, and they would do
nine good shows out of wen: but T knew
from basehall that, according to the law
of averages, even a guy who doesn’t get a
hit very often may come up with that brg
clutch homer. To me, a cutch situation
was one in which I knew there was some
important show-business person or st e
Iebrity or even just a pretty ginl in the
audience. That doesn’t mean Id always
make it in the clutch. Even when a
performer knows he should be at has

best, he just might not make i, You
can’t predia the outcome ol a perform-
ance. But I do know that when i person
freczes in the clutch, it's because he quit
on himsell in the middle of the song. No
matter how you feel when you sing a
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song, you've got to re-create the mood of
the composer; and if you feel that mood
begin to slip away, you've got to force
the life back into it again.
PLAYBOY: Did you like working at the
Page Three?
TINY TIM: I Joved every minute of it. I
was making $40 a week, and even though
the girls liked each other there, I loved
having so many beautiful young girls
around. But since there were also boys
who liked boys there, the only straight
people in the club were the owners, the
bartenders, the entertainers and a few of
the clientele. In fact, some of the men
who worked there would use the word
she when they were talking about other
men, but we all kind of got used to that.
It became sort of a family kind of
speech. 1 used to sing I Enjoy Being a
Girl and I Feel Pretty for them—not as
a joke but because I liked the melodies.
Then in 1965, the police closed the Page
Three. A male customer had asked one
of the waitresses for a woman, so she
brought a girl over and the guy twned
out to be a cop. So there I was—out of
a job and stuck with a reputation for
working in perverted places.
PLAYBOY: Did you have trouble getting
work after thar?
TINY TIM: I went through two new man-
agers pretty quickly, and by December of
65, it was depression time for me again.
One night, T was leeling so bad that I
changed my name to Rollic Dell and
went down to an amateur show at the
Champagne Gallery in the Village. I
won the contest and that made me {eel
pretty good, so I went up to The Scene,
a discotheque I'd heard of on 46th
Street. A man named Steve Paul had
taken a cellar and warned it into a night
spot for rich kids who wanted to act like
Village hippies. I'd never worked for
teenagers and T hadn't worked outside
the Village, but I knew they let people
come in to perform there, so I decided
to give it a try. | walked down the stairs
andd they were about to throw me out
when a wonderful colored chap recog-
nizedd me from the Village and said,
“Hey, that’s Tiny Tim.” Mr. Paul went
out on stage and said, “Don’t go yer,
lolks. You've got to hear this guv.” To
me, it was like the last of the ninth, with
a three-and-two count and two outs, and
I was never in better voice; the spirit of
the Lord was never as strong in me as it
wias then and 1 really knocked the place
down. I was Habbergasted. The Scene
wits everything I wanted: It was outside
the Village and it was packed with lovely
teenage girls. Mr. Paul asked me to come
back the next night and 1 was very
happy—until T got home and found my
building on five. Thank God nothing
happened to my room.

But I was afraid 10 go back to The
Scene the next night, because I thought
it might have been a lluke, so I wrote a

letter to Mr. Paul, thanking him and
saying that if he wanted me back, he
could find me at the address I gave him.
Then 1 didn't hear from him for over a
month. My father told me that it was a
sign from heaven, telling me to give up,
but I told him that he couldn’t say it was
a sign just because he wanted it to be.
To make matters worse, one of the guys
from my neighborhood told me that it
was a shame what I was doing to my
parents. He said that people were talk-
ing about me and that if I didn’t cut my
hair by Lincoln’s Birthday. he and his
friend were going to cut it for me. But I
prayed to Christ and, sure enough, the
next day Mr. Paul called me; and for the
next two and a hall months, 1 worked at
The Scene.

PLAYBOY: For how much?

TINY TIM: Without pay. But I didn’t
mind thar, because, with all the bheauti-
Tul girls there, it was like heaven to me.
In January of 1966, the publicist for The
Scene saw something in me and got me
booked onto the Merv Griffin show.
Well, when they finally put me on, it
caused such a stir that they got more
leters than they'd ever gotten before.
Mr. Arthur Treacher asked the audience
if they wanted me back and they said
yes. so I was supposed to be signed lor
six more shows. But Mr. Hugh Romney
asked me to come to Los Angeles to
work for him and T decided to go. No
one could understand why I wanted 10
pass up six Merv Grillin shows, bhut I
told them that Mr. Romney had really
stuck by me and helped me when very
few people believed in me and thae 1
must pay back the debt I owed him.
PLAYBOY: How?

TINY TIM: Mr. Rommey had an under-
ground show called the Phantom Cabaret
at the Little Theater near the Holly-
wood Ranch Market. Del Close, Severn
Darden, Hugh Romney and mysell were
in the show. My managers weren’t too
happy that I'd lelt New York just then,
but they gave in and told me 1o be back
in about five weeks to do the Mery
Grifin show. Then I found out that
letters had started coming in from people
who were violently shocked by my fhirst
appearance. They were calling Mery
Griflin about me at three o'clock in the
morning and, apparently, the Westing-
house people decided it would be a good
idea not w have me back at all. So
perhaps itvs just as well thae I didn’e stay
in New York. Another good thing about
having gone w0 Calilornia was thar I
really made [riends with some very in-
fluential people there. Mr. Lenny Bruce,
Mr. Bob Dylan and Mr. Donovan all
caume to see me; and the day belore 1
went back o New York, T did a concert
at the Committee in San Francisco,
PLAYBOY: Were you happy to get back to
New York?

TINY TIM: No, I lound that the gloom

began to set in again. Mr. Paul started
paying me S50 a weck at The Scene, but
I felt that I'd been there long enough.
On top of that, business started to fall
off for Mr. Paul and the crowds were
getting used to me. The novelty was
wearing off. But I had gotten accustomed
to the place and was performing well. I
kept on smiling at the teenagers and
finding new girlfriends, but The Scene
was in bad shape and it looked like
they'd have to close. Then, in December
1966, The Young Rascals did a benefit
there and packed the place again. The
Blues Project came in next and Mr. Paul
told me that as long as The Scene lasted,
I'd have a job there. I was starting to
feel that T was slipping with the cowd,
but he said, “Tiny, I'll keep you here no
matter what happens.” And he kept his
word. Anyway, booking these great
bands put The Scene on the map again.
Then, at the end of 1966, someone who
remembered me from the Grifhn show
cast me in the pilot for Ironside with
Raymond Burr, and Peter Yarrow ol
Peter., Paul & Mary put me in his film
You Are What You Eat.

Meanwhile, Mr. Paul had booked The
Doors and Spanky & Our Gang and he
took me to the Montercy Pop TFestival;
but by June of '67, I still felt T was
nowhere. The pilot for Irenside had al-
ready been screened, hut no one had ol-
fered me anything else and. even though
I still had a job at The Scene, 1 won-
dered how long it would last. What
would I do if The Scene closed? T sat in
my room and prayed. It was like a con-
fessional. T'd painted * Jesus Christ Is My
Lord” over two of the walls, and he
knows of the many lonely hours and
pravers. But times were getting tight. I'd
been written about in the press while I
was still playving the Page Three and ev-
ervhody already knew me. So where
could T go? What could T do? Well, with
my baseball philosophy., I knew there
had to be another change. II' T hadn’t
made it by the end of 1967, I'm sure |
would have cur my hair.

But that's not all. T was planning
something else at the time—something 1
call two-tone makeup. Hall my e
would be made up white and the other
half violet. T was going to call it “Spli
Personality lor the Seventies.” 1 actually
tried it three or four times, but 1
couldn’t get violet, so I used the deepesi
tan I could get. I was made up that way
one day on the subway and. with my
long hair, it must have looked preay
surprising. Anyone who saw me [rom
one side would think I was brown-
skinned, but then when they passed me,
they saw I was hall white. They did
some quick double rakes.

PLAYBOY: Since vou obviously didn’t cus
your hiir, we assume that you did make
it by the end of 1967.

TINY TIM: Yes, it was a rainy Mondav
night in August and there were very lew
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people at The Scene that night. T was
tired and I didn't fecl like going on, but
I started with Let a Smile Be Your
Umbrella and 1 told myself, “Look. Even
though there are very few people here,
you've got to keep hustling.” So, as I
started picking up my energy, I heard
somcone laughing and by the time T got
into my two-voice duet, this guy was
really cracking up. It turned out to be
Mr. Mo Ostin, who at the ume was
something like general manager of War-
ner Bros. Records. He's the president
now. He said afterward that he wanted
to sign me, so 1 gave him my lawyer's
number—I'd gotten a lawyer by then—
and, together, they worked something
out. By November of "67, T was called
out to Hollywood and T left behind at
least six managers who thought they still
had me committed to them.

pLAYBOY: Why had you hired a lawvyer,
and how did you manage to acquire so
MBIy Managers?

TINY TImM: Well, I used to sign with any-
one who came along and expressed an
interest in me, and thats why I was
encouraged by my friends to get a law-
yer. Mr. Paul was waiting to manage me
when the others had all given up on me,
but he should have taken me to his
lawyers when I first started at The Scene.
I wish I'd done it then. As things stand
now, Mr. King sull claims we have a
100-year contract and a couple ol guys
are nrying to take me to court. But the
thing that bothers me most is what hap-
pened with Mr. Paul. [ had promised
him that he could manage me when [
made the grade; and when I started the
first album in Hollyweod. he flew out to
sign me. But in spite of all the things
he'd done for me, I was alraid to sign
with him. My, Ostin had paid my way
out there, he was paying for my room
and board and paving for me 1o make the
record; and he and Mr. Perry, who was
producing my record, made it pretty
clear that they didn’t want Mr. Paul to
manage me. Now, I'd been looking for a
break for a long time and when you
finally sce one coming your way, you
have to balince it more delicately than
an acrobat, because the slightest word or
the slightest gesture can upsct the whole
thing. So even though Mr. Paul had
been waiting for me almost two years, 1
told him that I couldn’t sign with him.
He couldn’t believe it. He just packed
his bags and left. He did invite me to
come back to The Scene, but he told me
that he would never trust anyone again.
I regret that 1 had to do that, but it was
a decision that had to be made.

PLAYBOY: Did you leel that vour carcer
was really launched at last?

TINY TiM: When 1968 rolled around, it
was like a new dawn. My father said that
I had finally stopped swimming in the
water and had landed on shore. In De-
cember ol 1967, 1 auditioned for Rowan
and Martin and made it. My Laugh-In

appearance, ol course, led to nationwide
acceprance—and rejection. 1 got a lot of
terrible mail, but at least it showed that
people were moved enough to write in.
Once, a guy stopped me on the street
and said, "You make me want to throw
up my breaklast.” So that kind of mail
didn’t surprise me. I know I have a
talent for making people either very
happy or vehemently angry. Though it
may be frightening or hurdul, I'd rather
deal with that than with the Madison
Avenue guy who smiles, pats you on the
back and says he'll give you a call. The
other may be scary, but at least it’s real.
PLAYBOY: With whom did you finally de-
cide to sign for management?
TINY TiM: Mr. Ostin suggested Roy Sil-
ver, so I signed with him in March; and
he did such a good job of publicity that
by May, the whole counury knew about
me. I played the Fillmore Auditorium,
Caesars Palace, the Fonminebleau, the
Latin Casino and concerts all over the
country. But the arowds weren't that big
and 1 think it would have been a betwer
move for me to accept an offer from
Rowan and Martin for a tour during
the summer of "68 at S500 a week. It
would have been good for me to break
in as a stooge, instead of shooting for
the top before 1 was really ready for it
My management was going for the big
name and the quick dollar, but the only
advantage I can see in it now is being
able to say that 1 played Caesars Palace
for $50,000. It was a dangerous under-
taking and it failed. Another bad move
wis rejecting a film ofter from Bob Hope.
My managers insisted on some kind of
seript change he wasn't willing to make
and I said, “Look, you don’t tell Bob
Hope what to do.” But they insisted that
they were handling my career and that
they knew what was best for me.
PLAYBOY: How was your recording career
doing at the time?
TINY TIM: That was another big problem.
People thought I was comparable 1o Mus.
Miller when my records first came out—
just some kind of a fad. That's why a lot
of disc jockeys weren’t playing my rec
ords. Thev'd play two or three bars, just
1o lead into a station break. You see,
records usually break in Los Angeles first
and then move East; but it was my dear
friends in New York who broke Tip-Toe
first. Los Angeles was the last place it
broke. In fact, both the album and the
single of Tip-Toe broke weirdly. Records
usually climb very fast on the charts
when they break, then they hit a peak
and drop slowly until they fall oft the
charts completely. Now, my first album
went astronomically high for a first album
and eventually sold close to 200.000 cop-
ics. It went very quickly to number cight
on Cashbox; but the next week, it fell 10
15, then to 35, then o 70 and then off
the charts.

Then we had another bad break. We
didn’t get our second album out until

January 1969, and, in the meantime, some-
one released an album of the tapes I'd
made 1962 under the name Dary
Dover. If you recall, I had sung olf key
on it and it sounded just tervible. Be-
sides that, the drawing ol me on the
cover was really freaky. It looked like |
had lipstick on. Well, they sold this
thing in supermarkets and anywhere else
they could and, becise the people
thought it was my real second album, it
sold about 100,000 copies. We finally got
a temporary injunction to stop them
from selling it, but the damage had been
done. It killed the sales of the legitimate
second album. If we'd had ours out in
July, this wouldn’t have happened, and 1
really think my managers were wrong in
delaying the second album so long,.
PLAYBOY: Were vou thinking ol separat-
ing from Roy Silver at that time?
TINY TiM: The deasion was made [or me.
While I was in England doing a concert
it Albere Hall, Bill Cosby fought with
Roy Silver and pulled out of the agency.
It had been Campbell, Silver, Coshy,
but they got into a fimancial dispute and
when Mr. Cosby pulled his name out of
it, that did it. That's the way it is in this
fairyland type ol business. Il somcone
puts a seratch in the magic and it doesn’t
heal quickly, everything dies. When their
agency broke apart, I stuck with Mr.
Silver for a while, but then I got in-
volved with another manager. Unlortu-
nately, that didnt work out oo well,
either. He was a wonderful gentleman
[riend of mine, but now he's taking me
to court. That’s just the way these things
work out sometimes. Now I'm with Mr.
Ron DeBlasio.
PLAYBOY: Has tlus succession ol managers
had any cttect on your financial position?
TINY TiM: To tell you the truth, when 1
requested a release from my past man-
agement last September or October, they
wouldn’t let me go until I'd signed a con-
wract stating that 1 would not question
the way they had managed my funds
then or any time in the finure. In other
words, we were in hot water and I had
to start my career all over again. But I
have been very fortunate since then and.
because the Lord is always with me,
we've regained about twice as much as
we lost in that deal.
PLAYBOY: You said carlier that you used
to think of Hollywood as a magical fairy-
land. In the light of vour expenence
there, has your opinion of it changed?
TINY TIM: Well, 1 think for those thae are
really successful in this business, especial
ly after so many years of struggle, it
really is a fairvland. It's a fantastic thrill
for me just to be on Mr. Carson’s show;
and I wouldn't care whether he paid me
5350 or 535, But 1 will say this: Success
can be very dangerous. Once you make
the grade, you are surrounded by en-
vious people trying to get into the act,
telling you what to do with your moncey,
(continued on page 162)




s

WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY?

A commanding guy who knows how to navigate, on land or in the water. And when he sets course, it's
usually out of the mainstream. Facts: PLAYBOY reaches more men under 50 owning inboard-out-
board powerboats than any other magazine. And PLAYBOY is read by 71 percent of all men 18-34
owning sailboats. Want to channel your product to today's top leisure market? Then place your adver-
tising where 16,000,000 actives will get the drift: PLAYBOY. (Sources: 1969 B.R.I. and Simmons.)

New York - Chicago + Detroit + Los Angeles + San Francisco + Atlanta . London - Tokyo



GET ALL
THE
MONEY

speed up when you're
winning, slow down when
you're losing, and don’t sleep
with anyone whose troubles
are worse than your own

fiction By NELSON ALGREN

LOCKED INTO THE DARKNESS of an endless
starting gate, the rider saw field lamps
burning in a mist, bordering a straight-
away rains had left so wet that every lamp
looked tethered.

Yet heard no horses restive in their
stalls nor starters’ warning cries. No gate
had ever been this dark nor any crowd
this still. As the flag went up, hiy horse
came asweat: It feared the restless shad-
ows - those flickering field lamps cast.
Scratch the whole fiéld;-he tried to cry

out, as every gate swung wide but his |

OWIL. ’

Lamed jockeys in black silks broke in

a jostling pack, whip and spur to be first
to the rail; all limped and several fell;

some fell and could not rise. His horse
hooked itself across the still-locked steel,
its forelegs racing the air. He stood in
the irons to double the reins and felt
the right rein ripping. He reached
for the mane, but it had no manc—rot
in the reins, he knew, falling from a great
height slowly, rot in the reins all along
—and woke fecling disappointed in
everything.

With somebody’s hand lying light
across his forehead. He jerked away from
the hand.

Kate was standing above him. The
tomult of her hair, uncombed and red-
dish-orange, looked to be aflame because
of the lamp behind her. She was offering
him coffee in a tin cup. Tin cups weic
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for water, not for coffce.

“For God's sake,” he sat up and re-
fused the cup, “vou have to shove a per-
son across the room to wake him up?”

“You were tossing, I thought vou were
fevery.” She placed the cup with cire in
reach ol his hand.

He looks so voung yet so old, she
thought. Floweree looks so gray in the
dark belore day.

“Feoery'?” he mocked her. “What in
God's name is ‘Teveryz”

She made no reply. Tt was going to be
another mean day for them both, that
was plain. With nothing the way it had
been before the Mexican had begun nip-
ping him at the wire. He'll be pecking at
me now for my Ozrk talk, she knew
with resipnation; or for being a head
taller and hall again his size. Or for
looking so much vounger while being six
veiars older. Or for being born in the
mountains or raised on a river. Or for
not caring whether people call me Cat-
fish. Or for wearing a GI cap or lor
wearing horse pins around the barn.
What does he think I should use for
bandaging—glue? He'll get on me for
owning a horse that does a mile and 70
without coming asweat by morning and
starts washing in the paddock that same
night. A wonder he hasn't yet faulted
me lor his falls it Waterlord. And mavbe
he does in his jealous mind.

For all of his pecking, she’d taken
note, wok some cure o avoid its true
salty cause. It was frer wailer, her table
and fier bed—and Hollis Floweree was
scarcely the man 1o ke chances with a
good thing. Not unless he had moncy in
Iis pocket.

“I1 you're going 1o blow out Red,” she
reminded him, “vou better get moving.”

“Go blow him out yoursell,” he ad-
vised her.

Might not have things worked out
bewer, Kate wondered now, had she not
made it too casy for him at the begin-
ning? All she'd done, of course, had
been 1o take off his boots when he'd had
too much whiskey in him, and had let
him sleep it ofl on her bed.

Yet they'd lifted a lew together belore,
at other parks, when he'd been riding
better; and nothing had even begun to
hippen between them before. That he'd
still been using a cane and had had his
saddle in hock when he'd come here
Irom Waterford hadn’t had anvthing o
do with her taking his boots ofl: She
hoped tor her own sake now, as well as
for his.

Or had the falls—three in two months
—had something o do with 117 Yet the
Mexicn had not yet taken cither a
drink or a [all. And his boots had come
ofl just as casily.

How can he hold it against me in his
mind? Kate wondered. Don’t he know
that was before and not since?

There was the true salty cause Flowerce
wouldn’t be pecking.

Unrequited love wasn't what was sour-
ing him so. she felt sure. It had o be
because the rider who owraced him so
often was the same who'd nipped him at
the wire in bed. A touchy group. these
riders, she'd learned, whose need of prov-
ing themselves could be felt in the
mounting of women as well as of horses.

LExcepting, of course, that Mexican
thicl. Whose mastery ol mounts came 10
him so naturally, he lelt no need of
proving himsell to either.

“What time is i1?” Floweree asked her.

“Nigh to day.”

*Night to day'—What kind ol time is
that, for God's sake, "night to day’? Didn’t
they even learn you o tell tane in them
hills>"”

“Them weren’t hills,”” Kate corrected
him, “them were mountains. Though I
do have to admit we lived preuy [ar
back.”

Stripped 1o his waist, Flowerce stood
with his disproportionately  big  hands
clasping his cup the way a child holds a
gilt he fears may be snatched away.

“So Lar back the owls sarewed the chick-
ens,” he decided; “that’s my opnmon.”

“The Luther back vou live,” she re-
unrned the wsual answer o the usual
taunt. “the tougher you get. And we lived
in the last house in town.”

“The reason that horse of vours don't
win,” he retorted, “is he's ashamed 1o
have his picture took with you.”

She had an answer to that one, too.
But didn’t bother repeating it. Instead,
she handed him his boots with one hand
and the Racing Form with the other.

“You're in the papers, rider,” she filled
him in.

Under “Official Rulings,” he read, with
lips moving:

“OZARK DOWNS
“Jockey Hollis Floweree has been
suspended for one day and fined hivy
dollars for entering a Irivolous claim
against jockey Elisio Casallores fol-
lowing the eighth race of Thursday
night. July third.”

“I don't blame the Mexican, because
his boss pushes the stewards around.
That's Ishop. not Casa,” Floweree felt.

“Well?" she wanted 1o know, “you got
filty dollurs for the front oflicez”

“You tuke care ol your end, I'll take
care of mine,” he told her.

Kate didn't bother poiming out that
for two months, she’d been keeping up
both ends.

“Front olhce don’t get filty by noon,
vou don’t ride Red tomorrow night,” she
reminded him, “and I don’t want your
Cajun buddy on him.”

“What's the matter with my Cajun
buddy?” Floweree asked innocently. “He
can outride any jock at tfus bull ring.”

“Sure he cm,” Kate agreed quick-

Iy, "but who for? He can oring in a
thowsand-dollar - plwer  against filicen-
hundred-dollar speed horses. But put him
on a ten-thousand-dollar horse agaimst the
twenty-thousand kind and he'll leave you
out ol the money as fast as he can phone
New Orleans. When I pay a rider 1o
ride. I pay him to ride for me. Not lor a
bunch ol New Orleans hustlers.”

Holding one sotled sock in one fist,
Floweree kept peering into the depths ol
various boots. in hope of huding one
cqually soiled.

“That don't make him a bad guy, doces
it?"" he asked one of the boots.

“The Cajun rode for me once.” Kate
recalled, “at Evangeline Downs. “This
horse responds to the reins,” 1 told him
that time, "he don’t respond to the stick.
Don’t use the stick on him. Use the
reins.” So he goes for the stick, the horse
begins crowhopping, and then he Fals
the horse.”

“Why'd he go for the stick?” Flowerce
asked. “Did he sayz”

*“Say?” All he said was, "Well. T didn’t
fall off, did I¥'—"n" walked awav.”

“That man can whup his own horse
n’ flick the nose of the horse behind, all
in one motion,” Flowerce delended the
Cajun. "as good as ever Don Meade
could. 'N™ that don't make him a bad
guy, ncither.”

“Oh, toss those stinking things away,”
Kate ordered him, and tossed him a ball
ol Iresh white socks.

“Just because he done a litle time——
Floweree began,

I know. 1 know,” Kate interrupted
him, “I krow that don’t make him a bad
guy. But he got a big mouth and he got
bigmouth people behind him. In my
book, that makes him a bad guy.”

“A person don’t have to come from
Louisiana to have a big mouth,” Floweree
observed quietly.

“The Cajun ain’t riding Red,” Kate
ended the argument.

“How about that apprentice  kid—
Bethea?” Floweree sounded her out.

“Bethea rides with his shoulders in-
stead of his hands,” Kate pointed out.
“He thinks he's supposed 1o outstrong
his mount. He rides every horse the
same. Red wakes a long rein. Bethea
stugs up.’’

“Can’t vou get one ol the Mexicans:”
ked her soltly.

“No. sheanswered quickly, “all the good
riders are contracted out around here.”

He finished pulling on his socks before
he answered. She could tell he was hot.

“Believe me when 1 tell you.” he 1old
hier, standing up to his full height of five
feet, one, 1 can ger a contract with any
stable in the country, Believe me when |
tell you.”

“Sure 1 believe you when you wll me,”
she agreed casily. “Tell me a rooster can
plow “w” Il hitch him up.”

She drew a rubber-banded roll from

e

he




“Dear, I hate to be a party pooper. but tomorrow’s a working
day and six-thirty rolls around awfully fast.”

85



PLAYBOY

86

the pocket of her jeans and laid five
ten-dollar bills beside his cup.

“I don’t want you borrowing ofl him,
neither,” she explained.

“It's your horse,” he told her, “vou
take in the fine”

“The horse belongs to me. all right,”
she agreed again, “but the phony claim
belongs to you.”

“Them people up there look at me
like I smell of the shed,” he complained
like a child.

“What do you care what you smell like
o thems”

“You poing to get photographed in
them duds?” he pemisted in knowing.

“Rider,” she told him sharply, “your
job is just to get me imo the winner's
circle. How I'm dressed for the occasion
is my own alfair.”

“All right,” he had to give in, “T'll
tike it in—but just don’t think you're
doing me some kind of big [avor, that's
all. 1 got [riends all over the country.”

“Sure vou got friends all over the
country. Tell me a duck is carrving a
gun ‘'n’ Il stay out of his range of fire”
—she whipped her GI fatigue cap down
over his cars, tugged it tight and hurried
through the door.

“I tell you a duck is carrving a gun,”
he shouted after her, with her cap still
jammed on his skull. “you better look
under the wing for the holster!”

But Kate kept right on walking and
never wrned her head.

She knew Floweree hadn’t been fined
for cntering a phony daim. The fine
hiel been imposed beciuse the stewards
didn't consider fisthghting among riders
to be [rivolous. What the stewards didn’t
know was that the brawl had had noth-
ing 1o do with horses.

Flowerce tossed Kate's cap onto the
bed and drew on his boots. He stamped
his feet to fit them tighter. He put on
gogules. He put on his helmee and let the
straps dangle. He flicked his litde whip
twice. Then—Dbut  only as an  afier-
thought—he picked up the bills beside
the cup.

Why had Casa come at him? It had
been the Cajun who'd done the provok-
ing—"Hey, Casa’ You make fifty dol-
la! You with  your
mother now., Casa?’—then the Mexican
had been sitting on the floor. cupping
his nose, and a touch ol blood on the
white of his silks. “You don’t get the best
of it all the time, Mex,” the Cajun had
rubbed it i a bit,

He'd sounded as if he'd thought he'd
been the party who'd thrown that [ast
shot to Casa’s nose. The Cajun had made
a good move in pinning Casa’s arms,
Floweree conceded to himsell.

Then the Mexican had  driven  his
mount into place money in the very next
race! His nose hadn’t started 1o bleed

have  good  frme

again till he'd come down out of the
irons.

The Mexican thief got his nerve, I got
to give him that, Floweree allowed.

Bur that didn’t make the Cajun a bad
guy.

- - -

A heat haze was already banking
above the ridge. Between the sheds, Ne-
gro grooms were sponging down horses
with names like Sailor Kowal and Flash
McBride and Billy V. and Kanaske's
Pride. Two grooms were hauling a horse
up a ramp into a coast-to-coast horse
van, while another shoved the brute
from behind. Six  horses, already  in-
stalled, stretched their necks out of their
windows like so many shop stewards, o
see how the work was going. The driver
leaned idly against the van, holding a
bill of lading in his hand and spiting
tobacca juice now and then to show Je
didn’t have to lilt & inger.

The hay., heaped and baled between
the barns. lent a yellowish scent 10 the
air. Floor fans, whirring all night and
into the breaking day, carricd music cool
or hot [rom rooms where hot-walkers
dozed.

Owners saved a prety penny here by
permitting hot-walkers 10 do the work ol
prooms: A green youth could pick up a
lifetime cralt here. He could learn how
o tape a horse without having galloped
or blown one our. The wrick. in bandag-
ing. was o keep the tape level. so that
cotton tults showed at cither emd of the
bandage. And il the thermometer he
shoved into the animal’s recum read a
degree and a half off, and the horse was
backing off its feed, he knew that that
horse should be seratched.

Yet, as like as not. the horse was led to
post all the same. And the rider who
refused a mount unfit to race might have
a rough go geting another,

A stakeswinning rider earned only
S50, and the rider hehind him but 530,
Third money carned SI7 and fourth re-
ceived S12. Our of which each rider paid
a dollar to the Jockey's Club and two
dollars 1o his valet.

Flowerce waggled his whip at a couple
of exercise boys but didu’t siop o ex-
change stories. When the vasty light of
morning struck. tiliing the straightaway
into day while leaving the backsurewch in
darkness. the odds for the coming niglu
would start forming. Rumors of cevening
would shape the rest.

That, and wrns so sharp that a rider
on a S1500 horse, who knew the turns,
could outrun a S3500 mount;  there
wasn’t cnough of a streich for the better
horse 1o prove his class. s vider had
cither 1o take his mount around the
leading horse or bull his way through at
risk of being smashed against the v
For the suke of a S50 purse, only appren-
tices and younger riders ook such a risk.

Spring harness  ricing had et the

wack surface so hard. owners risked lam-
ing their horses here. The wrack’s hard
spots had soft spots that could throw a
horse off stride. There wasn’t a

worth more than $3500 stabled here.

Kare's groom was painting Big Red’s
forelegs with Mercurochrome.

“Take care, Mike,” Floweree warned
the groom. “this horse was brought up
by some fool who hollered at him in-
stead of asking.” Red's Big Red had torn
chunks out of men as well as horses.

“Il you move over, baby.” Floweree
singsonged softly into Red's ear, “Dad-
dv’ll have more room.”

The horse shilted its rump to give his
rider room in the stall, then rolled his
neck in a hall cirde as much as 1o ask,
“Have your voom enough noir. Daddyz”

“If he could talk to a woman that
soft.” Kate told the groom. “he wouldn’t
have to risk his neck riding horseback.”

Cantering onto the rack.  Floweree
held Big Red back until Kate stood on
the sciles at the  finishing  line, stop
watch in hand. He wheedled the animal
into the mate with only his 1oes in the
irons. Then, leaning  far forward, he
shouted imo the horse’s ear, “Get all the
money!™

Kate saw his perlect start but lost horse
and rider i the shadows lor one moment.
Then—where the backsiretch broke ino
dav—saw a darkness driving against the
sun, horse and rider a single creature,
neck astreteh and tail blowing. As it came,
she caught light under all four hooves—
and it cuane Like a red-maned sun. Loom-
ing incredibly. She  shickded  her eyes
against the showering dust, then heard s
retreating hooves. Floweree was wrving o
pull up the horse.

Why don't you vun like that at wight.
you son of a bitch, Kae swore quictly to
hersell.

Floweree gave her a conlirming nod as
he trotted the horse toward the barn.
And as he passed. he wondered whether
she'd seen the horse ty 1o bolt alter that
perfect start. That Mash of silvered day
light, knihng through the trees aoross is
hooves. had sent a shock of Iright
through the animal thae had aken the
vider's Tull strength o shake ofl: Precise-
Iy the wiy the horse had been woing ofl
stride at night. The clubhouse light—
that was it. Had she caught it? 11 not, he
knew something about Red's Big Red
nobaody clse knew.

He tnrned the horse over 1o a4 groom
at the harn. Kate came up with the stop

horse

watch in her hand.

“How'd he make it7” Flowerce tested
her.

“One foriy-one,

“Felt even faster,” he risked sugpgest
ing.

“The watch don’t lie.”

It don't tell the wuth all the time,
neither, he thought.

(continued on page 98)

* she reported.
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bo;‘/z the establishment and the anti-establishment were on trial—

“SCREW THE WAR, screw racism. The big
issue now is prison reform,” Abbie Hoff-
man said shortly before he and his six
codefendants were sentenced to jail. Lat-
er, when a higher court let them out of
prison, pending appeal, he and his bud-
dy, Jerry Rubin, resurfaced in a fury of
complaints about roaches, the plumbing
and the food served in Cook County
Jail. But he was wrong. The big issue for
millions of people was how these men
had come to be indicted and what had
happened at their trial. .

They were indicted for violating and article

BY NICHOLAS VON HOFFMAN

- . e

and both sides and the nation lost

conspiring to violate Title I, section 2101,
of the 1968 Civil Rights Act, a constitu-
tionally dubious piece of Federal law
generally known as the Rap Brown
Amendment, in honor of the man who
inspired Congress to write it. Section
2101 makes it a Federal crime to cross a
state line or to send a message across a
state line with the intention of inciting
or encouraging a riot. The specific riot
blamed on the men who have come to be
known as the Conspiracy Eight—later
Seven—is what happened on Chicago's
streets during August of 1968 while the
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Democratic National Convention was
nominating Hubert Humphrey in ex-
haustion, despair and disillusion.

In the contentious aftermath, the Na-
tional Commission on the Causes and
Prevention of Violence asked Daniel
Walker, a Chicago corporation lawyer, to
head a study team that would fix the
blame for the fighting on whoever was
responsible. The Walker Report, the
most detailed and objective account we
have of what happened, concluded that
*“The vast majority of the demonstrators
were intent on expressing by peaceful
means their dissent either from society
generally or from the Administration's
policies in Vietnam. . . . On the part of
the police, there was enough wild club
swinging, enough cries of hatred, enough
gratuitous beating to make the conclusion
inescapable that individual policemen,
and lots of them, committed violent acts
far in excess of the requisite force for
crowd dispersal or arrest. To read dispas-
sionately the hundreds of statements de-
scribing at firsthand the events . . . is to
become convinced of the presence of what
can only be called a police riot.”

Nevertheless, eight civilian protesters
were prosecuted by the Justice Depart-
ment for conspiring to incile the police
to riot. The mere fact of this indictment
raises the possibility that anybody who
publicly manifests his approval or disap-
proval of anything—be it rat control,
peace, clean lakes or better police protec-
tion—not only risks getting his head
split open by a cop but also risks being
tried for conspiring to provoke a cop to
do it. This could have a chilling effect
on free speech, and it is one reason,
simple justice aside, that many people
who are irritated by the defendants’ per-
sonalities, courtroom antics and politics
are sticking up for them.

One of the defendants, Tom Hayden,
has provided evidence that the decision
to prosecute him was made before any
kind of riot took place in Chicago. Hay-
den says that on the very first day of
the convention, he was told by the po-
lice assigned to tail him that he would
be indicted under the Rap Brown
Amendment. Rennie Davis agrees that it
was a “"Government that increasingly is
controlled by a police mentality” that
indicted him and the seven others and
brought them into a trial that has
claimed more attention than Sirhan Sir-
han's, more than the Rosenbergs’, more
than any American criminal proceeding
since Sacco and Vanzetti's. “This trial,”
said Davis, “has been controlled by the
police and' .the FBI and undercover
agents from the beginning, from the first
witnesses that have been paraded with
their lies to that witness stand to the last
sentence.”

That’s what Davis told Judge Julius
Hoffman before that last sentence was
given the five who were convicted. The
FBI agent who sat at the prosecution

table said nothing. He'd sat there for the
trial's four-and-a-half-month duration and
said nothing. Maybe he was there to
make sure the job was done and that
Davis, Hayden, Dave Dellinger, Abbie
Hoffman and Jerry Rubin were sent up
for five years. United States District Attor-
ney Thomas Foran claimed otherwise.
He maintained that the decision to
prosecute came from Washington and
Nixon's Attorney General, John Mitch-
ell, in a routine way.

The gossip around Mies van der
Rohe's 30-story steel courthouse provided
a different explanation. They do gossip
there; but instead of sitting in rockers
under porticoes, the old-timers pass their
retirement hours in shiny metal and Nau-
gahyde chairs lining brightly lit corridors.
The courthouse talk was that Foran had
been told to do the job by Mayor Daley.
It’s impossible to say. Foran was the most
puzzling of all the principals.

The judge was easy to figure. Seventy-
four years old, a legal technician who
had married rich and then donated
enough money to the Republican Party
for Eisenhower to appoint him to the
bench, he was an ordinary status-quo
man with a pedantic theatricality about
him and a touch of British affectation in
his speech. Supposedly, the judges get
their assignment by lot, but his choice
suggested premeditation. He is Jewish,
and so were three of the defendants. Of
a different political party than Daley's,
he is more intelligent than the loud,
quick-tempered patronage hacks whom
years of Democratic control had permitted
to accumulate on the Federal bench in
the Northern District of Illinois, Eastern
Division.

From the beginning, it was obvious
that Hoftman thought he was doing the
Lord’s work; but Foran was different.
True, he had earned a lot of money
around Chicago representing clients in
urban-renewal work, which you don’t do
if City Hall disapproves of you; but
coming into this trial—which has de-
stroyed his reputation with moderate lib-
erals—he was considered the best U.S.
District Attorney Chicago had had in
years. He'd broken his back trying to get
a jury to convict a policeman for depriv-
ing a black man of his civil rights by
killing him. Throughout the conspiracy
trial, there were rumors that he thought
being involved in it was the worst mis-
take he'd ever made and that he was
spending every day after court with the
judge, trying to get him to hold back
and make it look fairer.

If nobody can say who ordered the
eight tried for breaking and conspiring
to break the Rap Brown Amendment,
why these eight were picked is also un-
known. They were, as Norman Mailer
tried to say from the witness stand be-
fore he was silenced by the prosecution,
“not political allies but practically ene-
mies.” Hayden and Davis, with their

common SDS background, shared the
same ideas and values, and they did
work closely on an operational though
not an ideological level with Dave Del-
linger, the 54-year-old communitarian,
Christian pacifist disciple of the late
A. J. Muste, These three, with their rea-
soned radicalism, their position papers
and their memoranda, had nothing in
common with the two superhippie-
Yippies, Abbie Hoffman and Jerry Rubin.

During the spring and early summer
of 1968, when the Chicago convention
was in preparation, relations between the
National Mobe office (Davis, Dellinger
and Hayden) and the street-theater con-
tingent, with their Festival of Life and
Pigasus, their porcine Presidential candi-
date, were at the level of open animosity.
Davis would sit around the first-floor
coffee shop in the building where the
Mobe was located and damn Abbie Hoff-
man, calling him reckless and saying his
cart wheels and handstands would get
people hurt. In his turn, Abbie Hoff-
man, when you could get him to be
serious, would shrug off Hayden with an
expletive: “Political freak!” At a pre-
convention planning meeting where the
Mobe tried to get the dozens of diverse
and disagreeing anti-war groups to de-
cide what they were going to do in
Chicago, Abbie spoke at a workshop on
anti-capitalism. He said that he “offered
a plank that we ought to abolish pay
toilets, that they were an insult to a
system that was as affluent as this. They
didn’t like that. They were very straight,
that workshop.”

Davis, Dellinger and Hayden had
played important parts in protest politics
for years. It may not have been wise or
right to indict them, but it made a kind
of sense. Rubin and Hoffman, however,
appeared to have been brought to the
prisoners’ dock for kidnaping and seduc-
tion. Foran put it this way: “Evil is excit-
ing and evil is interesting and plenty of
kids have a fascination for it. It is knowl-
edge of kids that these sophisticated,
educated psychology majors know about
[Abbie Hoffman did graduate work in
psychology]. They know how to draw
kids together and maneuver them to ac-
complish their purposes. They take ad-
vantage personally, intentionally, evilly
to corrupt those kids.” Later, he would
say, “We can’t let people use our kids
like that. . . . Hoffman said, “There was
no violence, but the young kids were
fucking in the grass and smoking dope.’
That's what he said. I don't like to use
language like that, but . . . that's what
you're dealing with. . . . We've lost our
kids to the freaking fag revolution and
we've got to get them back.”

Bobby Seale seems to have been made
a defendant because 1968 and 1969 were
two years when it was fashionable to
involve a black in any activity. If the
trial were to happen now, the same kind
of requirement (continued on page 94)
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sammy davis’ golden girl,

singer-dancer lola falana, turns
actress and sex star
in a steamy screen debut
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I THOUGH NO ONE CAN saY for sure that
whatever Lola wants Lola will get,

so far, Lola Falana isn't doing
badly. When she was just one
of many talented singers and dancers
around New York, Sammy Davis |r.
chose her as his lead ingénue in Golden
Boy, which wrned out to be a smash
Broadway hit. Lola played in both the
original New York cast and the show's
road company. Then came elevision,
including a prominent role in the ABC
special The Swinging World of Sammy
Daunts, pllu. appearances on Hullaballoo,
the Tonight Show, Hollywood Palace and
the late Joey Bishop Show. As her career
picked up even more steam, the 25-year-
old Philadelphian began sandwiching in
night-club engagements at such money
meccas as The Sands in Las Vegas,
Harrah's in Lake Tahoe, Deauville in
Miami Beach and Basin Street East in
New York. Now Lola has made her debut
as a dramatic actress with a star-making
role in the movie The Liberation of
. B. jones, directed by Willhlam Wy-
ler, who has gurded 14 stars to Academy
Awards. In case you're wondering, Lola
most certainly wants to be Wyler's 15th
Oscar winner. In the film, she plays
the recalcitrant wife of L. B. Jones, a
black undertaker in a small Southern
town. The melodramatic plot revolves
around the efforts of the town's white
establishment to dissuade Lola from con
testing a divorce, sought by her hus
band, that would require the naming
of a corespondent—a prospect that has
more than one of the town's studs, black
and white, rather nervous. Whether her
performance will get her an Oscar re-
mains to be scen—but there’s no deny-
ing that Lola is a lalapalooza of a lady.






In Lola’s first movie,
The Liberation of

L. B. Jones, actor
Anthony Zerbe, as a
local cop and establish-
ment errand boy, warns
her (below) not to
contest the divorce her
husbond seeks and is
infuriated when she
taunts him with the
news that she is preg-
nant with his child.

In another revealing
scene (bottom), Lolo
emerges from o both.
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would demand the inclusion of a wom-
en's-liberation type. There was no other
reason for indicting Seale, the Black
Panther, who was a last-minute speaking
replacement for Eldridge Cleaver; no
evidence was ever introduced to show
that he did more than fly into town for
two days. give a couple of speeches and
fly out.

The last two delendants were the most
perplexing. They were small shots. One
of them, John Froines, an assistant chem-
istry professor. was so unimportant in
the wrial that, alier reading the instances
of contempt committed by the other de-
fendants, the judge forgot to sentence
him. “Its part ol being a media un-
known,” said Froines by way of sclf-
condolence. Judge Hoffman recollected
himself and sentenced  Froines to six
months and 15 days in jail and, as an
afterthought, gave Lee Weiner, a gradu-
ate student in sociology, two months and
18 days.

This is a lot of time to pull when, like
Weiner and Froines, you're found not
guilty on all counts; it would be a lot of
time even il you were found guilty of
what they were accused ol: conspiring to
put a stink bomb in the lobby of the
Conrad Hilton Hotel and fire-bombing
an underground garage. Since almost no
evidence was introduced against them,
the question of why they were indicted
remains. The only explanation came
from Tom Hayden: “Pick Weiner and
Froines., innocent young men, so il they
are found guilty, that will scare every
innocent voung person who might asso-
ciate with leaders, who might go to a
demonstration because they are average
people in a movement of millions ol
average people and when they saw them
indicted, they said o themselves, "Well,
that could have been me.” Also, it gives
you plenty of room to negotiate if the
jury doesn’t want to feel it's putting
evervbody away.”

Hayden was right. The jury did ncgo-
tiate. After it had rendered its verdict,
Kay Richards, a 23-year-old computer op-
erator and the only young juror, re-
counted what happened during the four
days it took them to decide: “There were
two groups and each felt they had their
own point of view, and they wouldn't
change it. At first T was a hard-liner for
finding all seven of them guilty and then
I went soft. 1 felt as a responsible juror
I had to come up with a solution, so ]
became the negotiator. . . . 1 sat down
with the three women who were really
hard-liners for hnding the seven [Seale
had been mistrialed out of the case]
innocent. The three thought the law was
unconstitutional. I pointed out it was
our job to decide whether these men had
broken the law, and it was the job of an
appeals court to decide il the law was
constitutional . .. at the hotel, the others

agreed to the compromise. They didn't
feel it was vight, they said, but they
would consent and do it.”

But by then. the jury’s action was anti-
climactic. All eight and their two lawyers
had already been sentenced to unprece
dented prison terms for contempt. All
over the country, people—even liberals
who thought the wial was insane—were
accusing the eight and their attorneys of
what the judge repeatedly called “a de-
liberate and willful attack upon the ad-
ministration ol justice in an attempt o
sabotage the functioning of the Federal
judicial system.” From reading some of
the editorials, you might be forced 10
conclude that the eight had cleverly
ticked the United States Government
into indicting them so they could lay
waste to the Federal courts,

The defendams denied they ever re-
garded the trial as a God-sent target of
opportunity. On the last day of the wial.
Abbic Hoffman remarked that  Judge
Hollman's court, a place he had once
called a "neon oven,” was “probably
the least best forum to hear what is
called the truth.” He went on to sav in
the morbid way of one who doesn’t have
the energy to fight an inclucable fate,
“Right from the beginning of the indict-
ment up until the end of the wial. |
always wanted o change my plea. 1 had,
like, a great urge o conless; say. 1 am
guilty,” because T lelt what the state was
calling me was an cnemy ol the suate.
... I recognize that 1 am an outlaw.”

During most of the wial, Abbic Holl-
man's behavior refleaed just this state
of mind. Some davs he would joke and
do handstands on the defense table, the
blue neon lights from the grill in the
Government oven making him look bad
and tived: some davs he would sit blow-
ing his nose and wking pills—he was
sick and fluish a lot—and some days the
proceedings would catch him up in an-
ger and he'd fight back. There was no
pattern to it, nothing to indicate a
studied deliberation.

Rennie Davis declared. "You may not
believe this, but we came here 1o have a
trial with a law that we regarded as un-
constitutional and unlar and a jury that
was inadequately selected. We came here,
nevertheless, 1o present our full case to
this jury so that it might decide on wheth-
€r O NOL OuUr movement was ill!i' mn com-
ing 10 Chicago or whether or not we came
here 1o incite a riot.” Jerrv Rubin, the
old hell raiser from Berkeley. said the
same thing: "1 was ready for a wial with
lawyers, a lull defense.”

It may scem contradictory that men
who had damned the system should claim
that they came like ordinary defendants
with a hope that the machinery would
work equitably and that they would be
acquitted. But they probably did. They're
too American not 1o believe—with some

part of themselves—in the formal inst:
tutions of the country. In one sense. it
was this very beliel that got them in
trouble—their shrill, braying, insuluing.
militant, obmoxious, whacked-our. in-
domitable demand that the nauon live
up 1o itsell. A chilled. anmalyical piece ol
themselves siid the system would act o
destroy them: the believing part. the
part that caused them to keep quoting
Thomas Jellerson 1o the judge. said that
justice would be done, thar the forms
meant something.

This wasnt wue of Tom Hayden
After the convention, before he was re-
turned to Chicago for the wial, he had
gone off 1o Berkelev and let his hair grow
long. so that when he reappeared. his
ear-length locks, his acne-scarred skin and
his red nose made him look like a bank-
rupt., alcoholic pilgrim—or an English-
village lout. In the Berkeley Soviet, he
had fallen in love, hstened to music and
seemed to be in the process ol becom-
ing more humane and less of a logical
ideologue. He even talked about “the
post-Calvinist society,” but his writings
remained Leninist in tone, not in con-
rent but i the feeling of waming to turn
sloppy human imponderables inwo pre-
dictable patterns ol behavior.

Months belore the wmal, in June ol
1969, he wrote, “We need to expand om
struggle to include a total attack on the
courts. The court system is just another
part of this rigged apparatus that is
passed off as ‘open and imparual” oL
There is no reason for us to bhecome
submissive a1 the  courtroom  door.”
Later, he made it clear that the Chicago
trial was going to be nothing like the
Spock conspiracy trial: “We do net in-
tend a defense like that of Dr. Benjanin
Spock. . .. The goal in that wial was to
challenge the legality ol the war inside a
Government courtroom. . . . The delend.
ants  evenwually  were  freed  probably
more because ol their vespectability than
their legal strategy. Their failure was
political.  Their courtroom  testimony
went unheard.

“We are attempting to create a politi-
cal trial this time with wide internanon-
al repercussions. We were not a
pressure group which went beyond the
permissible limits of dissent in hiberal
socicty and we are not imterested in
having this wial define those hmis. - .
The give and take in the courtroom
brings out latent hopes that capitalism
can be tolerated. . . . We do not intend
a defense which leaves this ritual re-
newed . . . the counts are no longer co-
optive and tantalizing, but more nearh
the assembly points on the road 1o de-
wention camps.”

That's what Tom Havden said: whin
he did in the courtroom was quite dil-
ferent. He was the least noisy and most
polite of the defendants. even ma aging
to charm Judge Hollman into arnanging

tcantinued on page 177)




publishers’ rejection slips, those stereotyped kiss-offs, revamped to suit their publications’ personalities
REJECTION sLIPS, as budding authors know, are those painful, cold, drab snippets of prose that publications return
with an author’s thumbed-over, unwanted manuscripts. And one is as unimaginative as another. They invari-
ably speak euphemistically, using such drear expressions as “temporarily overstocked with this kind of material,”
or “not suited to present needs,” or “although editorial requirements may change,” etc. Although there's prob-
ably no way to keep them from being painful (there aren’t enough euphemisms in the language for that), it seems

to us there must be a way to keep them from being so uniformly dull. All the job needs is a little dash, a little
strut, a little feeling, and you'd have rejection slips stylishly suited to their sources. Here are a few suggestions:

New YORKER | TAILOR= | ENouirer

MADE Your article on multiple
T“RN- buzz-saw slayings had a
certain charm but is much

Dowus too outdated for our use.

It rained the day we re- Try to remember that you

ceived your manuscript are living in an age in

and we t:”': it, ‘1';jf: ol which laser-beam dismem-

raincoat, to a ori

we know on 52nd Street, b.erments e “Y I
sible. Nerve-gas torture

where bolognas, salamis,
provolones and peppero- is a reality, not a dream,

A i g

NATIONAL

.@@fp OETRY

nis hang by strings over and breakthroughs such as
the glass butcher case. radiation burn have opened
We had salami on rye and silken caverns creative vistas unimagined
satata small rdi.wun(cli table faraway et before now. In short, there
T i cinigs. | e oy o e
thinking, by contrast, we wept. skin a cat, or a little old

how fine the salami was. lady. Try to keep up.

HO HO HO HO HO HOHOHONOHO HO
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TRUE

THECTHER

Stone turnoff bad rap straight bummer down
trip. Nexzt time, get your shit together.

psychoiogy today

There are many ways to handle rejection: Reaction
formationis one (see“PT,” April'68, “The Syndrome That
Won't Go Away”). Aggression displacement projection is
another (January '69,“Sure Cure for Paranoia: Slugging
People”). If you want to cry, go ahead. It's good for you.

Well, pal, I got the ms.
today. It was like six
inches of cold steel in
the gut. You go a long
time thinking you’'re
tough, but every man
knows he has a limit.
Fifteen minutes and
halfway into a deck of
Luckies later, I knew,
cold sweat plastering
the curly black hairs
on the back of my
neck to remind me I
was scared. I had to
send it back. It was
one of those things you
do only because you
want to go on calling
yourself a man.

PLAYBOY

Upon receiving your impeccably

9
typed manuscript with attached self-ad- e ader S

dressed return envelope, we uncorked Di geS t

a chilled jeroboam of Dom Perignon
'59 (far superior to the '58), slipped
into our brocaded antiquesilk Pierre
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Cardin smoking jacket, ensconced our-
self on our black-leather Stendig sofa
with our favorite femme and, between
amorous encounters, perused your vol-
atile verbiage with admirable impar-
tiality and found it not entirely devoid
of redeeming social and literary merit
but lamentably lacking in erotic ap-
peal. In short, it isn't the sort of thing
we'd want consenting adults to read in
private, so we asked our girl Friday-
through-Thursday to deposit it in our
brushed-brass, teak-trimmed circular
file (by Abercrombie & Fitch, §79).

Although we are sure
you are a good Christian
American and don’t
smoke, we must return
your manuscript. We
have 106 articles in
stock on ten ways to
find happiness in mar-
riage. Anything more
on the subject at this
time would be repeti-
tious. Reprints of this
rejection notice avail-
able for 35 cents each.




We're afraid there’s no
life in this manuscript,
and we're returning it.
However, since we now
have your name and ad-
dress, we're taking the
liberty of sending you
312 weeks of “Life”” for
$1.77 (your cost: just
over Y2 cent a copy).
We will begin billing in
three weeks; please
remit promptly, as over-
due accounts will dam-
age your credit rating.

Fuck you very much.

ELLERY
QUEENS

Mystery Magazine

Laqguine

Your manuscript isn’t
about Norman Mailer,
the Kennedys, Joe
Namath, Gore Vidal,
William F. Buckley, JIr.,
Warren Beatty, Richard
Nixon, Tokyo Rose
or spitting between your
teeth, so we can't use it.
Furthermore, you are
not Norman Mailer, the

In our tenth-floor offices, there are two
left-handed editors, a red-haired typist, a
slinky little file clerk named Fuzzy and a jani-
tor who comes in at precisely 11 p.m. every
night. One of these people killed your story.

COSMOPOLITAN

Today’s woman is alive, free, a part of her world.

She’s not afraid to be seen, to be beard, to make
her presence felt. Her children are a delight, not
a burden; her man is a magical partner, not a
master; her home is an exciting environment, not a
cell. She feels, sees, loves*, works, plays. And
she’s strong; she can stand up to bardship and
endure rejection. CAN YOU?

*Don’t forget your pill, dear.

Kennedys, Joe Namath,
Gore Vidal, William F.
Buckley, Ir., Warren
Beatty, Richard Nixon or
TokyoRose, and it'sdoubt-
ful that you can spit be-
tween your teeth with
accuracy. (So few can.)
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nu mn MONEY (continued from page 86)

She turned away to take the horse
from the groom. Floweree pushed his
helmet back on his head and began
walking slowly toward the cal¢. He want-
ed to hurry, yet he took his time. Al
though he knew something nobody clse
knew, he hadn’t yet figured how to sell it.

The clip-clop clattering of horses, at a
walk or a canter, and cries of rider to
rider carriecd a clamor of preparation
across the hurrying air. Floweree caught
the bitter scent of leaves parching on the
bluffs mixed with the odor of horses
awash with sweat. The heat was build-
ing. In the Rider's Calé, the horse-and-
wood-leaf scent was overwhelmed by the
greasified pall of hamfav frying, bacon
sizzling and beef stew stewing while toast

/as burning in the oven and eggs were
burning in the pan.

Great fans blew the kitchen’s heat
across the Negro muckers and walkers
lounging in the café’s back room. There
a big juke banged away, just for them,
while they ate fried chicken and gnawed
on the bones. They accommodated them-

selves to the heat and noise more easily

than the white riders and owners who ate
with their women and children in the
caleteria's [ront room.

Riders, trainers, grooms and traders
chunked the ice in their glasses while
studying overnight sheets. Here sat the
jockey turned agent, the carnie hand
turned hot-walker, agent turned tout and
the exercise boy who'd gotten his start in
life by contracting rickets at the age of
three.

Beside the ex—pro football coach now
running a stable for a Chicago outfit
(still wearing a whistle around his neck)
sat the ravaged owner of three horses
(two of them sick and one of them
arippled), in hope of getaway moncy
back to Louisiana.

“Good morning, horsemen,” the P.A.
system exclaimed above the metallic
voices and the aluminum trays. “Here's
how it looks! Thursday morning, July
tenth; first race didn’t fill. Out. Sixth
race goes as she stands. Seventh race
goes. Third substitute race out. Scratch
Peaches K. in the fifth. Scratch Flash
McBride in the eighth. Attention! The
tattoo man is here! Please pay Mr.
Kanaske five dollars. All horses must be
tattooed within the week. Thank you.”

This was the place where the rider
who weighed 104 found out what had
happened to the rider who now weighed
130. This was where the rider, whose
riding days had been shortened by whis-
key, asked the young rider, who'd ridden
two winners the night before. to lend
him ten dollars. It was where the rider
who had never taken a fall heard out the
vider who'd taken one fall too many—
and resolved he would sleep alone, stay

sober, save his money, avoid bad dreams
and never take a fall.

This was the morning before the
night's show and these were the ones
who made the show go. The grooms who
rubbed the soreness out ol the horses’
legs with ice or Absorbine; scraped the
hooves and taped the legs; or held it
still by a nose twitch to permit the vet to
wrench out an abscessed tooth  with
pliers.

These were the ones of whom it could
be said: To him who hath shall be given;
and him who hath not, even that which
he hath not. For it was the owner ol 70
horses, such as Everett Ishop, who
claimed the one sound horse left in the
stable of the owner of only four: one
arippled, one sick and one bowed. When
photo finishes came up, it was the bigger
owner who got the break, lest he with-
draw his stable in a huff.

“Autention, stewards!” the P. A, system
demanded. “Nominations for the Western
Missouri Juvenile stakes, five thousand
dollars added, two-year-olds Missouri
bred, to be run Saturday, August second,
will close Monday, July 28th.”

Floweree spotted the Cajun. He was a
rider who'd come up from the bushes oo
fast—and had gone down even faster.
What had been unique about his career
was that, having come to the Big A and
gone down, he'd come up a second time.
Belore he'd gone down for keeps: Seven
years for armed robbery had kept Clar-
ence Houssayen [rom growing over-
weight.

Bush-league sporty-0’s followed him,
bush track to bush track; or waited for
his long-distance call in some smail hotel.
Houssayen took no contract, because he
had to choose his own mounts: His back-
ers knew that, once the Cajun had com-
mitted himself to the kind of ride they
wanted, he never rencged.

Now he sat with his unclean under-
shirt turned about, so that its red label
looked like a spot of blood against his
scrawny neck. All bones, hard living and
distrust, Clarence Houssayen looked like
a cross between a crow and a barbed-
wire fence. You might believe he had
been up to the Big A twice; but you
knew he’d never be going up a third
time.

At the table beside Houssayen's, Hec-
tor Vaes and Flisio Casallores were chat-
ting it up with Houssayen.

Looks like bygones are bygones, Flow-
eree thought, making his way to their
tables through the heat and the clamor.

Hector Vaes was a picture rider. He
looked. in the saddle, like 2 man born to
ride. And it was true that he knew all
the right moves. But his single talent was
that of staying on top of a horse all
around the course, and he hardly ever
fell off. This distinction he achieved by

conveying an overweening sense of cau-
tion to his mount.

Any horse under Vaes sensed it was
wiser to give ground than to get in a
crush at the wire. Sacrificing S50, when
the alternative was to risk getung your
skull crushed. seemed a fair bargain 1o
both rider and horse. It had therefore
become customary for Vaes to arrive at
the wire between four and seven seconds
after the first three horses had crossed it
Fourth money wasn't much, but a rider
could live on it. And he had more
fourths than any rider at this bull ring
of the summer night.

Dismounted, Hector immediately lost
all caution. He went for the girls, he
went for the whiskey: he went for the
dice and he went for the cards.

The dice and the whiskey and the
cards and the girls liked Heaor. So did
the bartenders and the crapshooting hus-
tlers and the stud-poker mechanics. Even
the slot machines liked Hector. If no-
body cheated him out of his mount mon-
ey, there was always some hooker who'd
hold it for him. Hector Vaes didn’t give
a good goddamn for all the horses sta-
bled at Ozark Downs. And he cared
everything for cabareting.

Therefore, he had nothing in common
with Elisio Casaflores, except that both
were small men from the state ol Oaxa-
ca. Vaes called Casaflores an Inditn be-
cause he mounted a horse from the right
side, instead of from the left. like a
white man. But Casaflores would always
point out that, if Hector could learn to
mount from the right side, as Indians
did, he might break into the winning-
riders’ column with the white men.

For no rider ever looked worse on a
horse than Casa. The first thing he did
wrong was to mount from the wrong
side. And everything he did alter that
was worse. He moved in every direction,
he stood up in the saddle and pumped,
he waved his whip across the horse’s
mane and looked like he was about to
jump off the horse, if the race were close,
and drag the poor brute across the
wire.

“If my horse ain't giving me every-
thing he got,” he twold the apprentice
rider Bethea, “I scare that son ol a bitch
till he grve it”

Casaflores cared everything for horses
and nothing at all for cabarcting. When
he had to sit out a race, he paced the
jock-room floor, sulking as he paced. like
a long-shot bettor shut out of a 40-to-1
winner. And all the while, he flicked his
left-handed whip against his boots: that
lefvhanded whip that so frightened
chalk bettors when they heard it start
popping a furlong from the wire against
the flank of a long-price horse.

This Hat-nosed little man whose eyes
were Asiatic and who wore his hair oo
long, had no taste for liquor, could run a

(continued on page 186)



modern living By KEN W. PURDY

THE GERMANS ARE COMING! THE GERMANS ARE COMING!:

following the path blazed by the ubiquitous beetle, growing numbers of swift-moving,
sleckly functional, highly advanced machines are turning the world’s roads into autobahns

Three generatians of the Wankel-pawered Mercedes-Benz C-111. The original prototype is at upper left and the three-rotor, 160-mph version
shown to the press in the summer of 1969 at middle right. Foreground, its awesome successor, the four-rotor, 400-horsepower, 1B6-mph model.

I¥ ANYONE INVENTED the automobile, the
Germans did. True enough that Homer
thought of it: so did Erasmus and Roger
Bacon and Darwin; Leonardo da Vina
sketched 1, Ferdinand Verbiest made a
sell-propelled steam toy in 1668 and the
list. of later pioncers s long: Chris
tian Huyvgens, Nicolas Joseph Cugneot,
Nikolans August Ouo, Alphonse  Beau

de Rochas, Euenne Lenoir and Siegfried
Marcus. But the automobiles made by
Carl Benz in 1885 and Goitliech Daimler
in 1886 were cast essentially in the same
form we know today, were technically
workable:
unlike most ol their predecessors, Herren

sound and  eminently and,

Daimler and Benz persisied and went on
to improve their originals. The Daimler-

Benz company, maker of the Mercedes:
Benz, is the oldest motorcar manulactory
in the world.

The German automobile indusuy s
flourishing now, in a year that finds
U.S makers cutting back production,
the lalians seriously hurt by surikes
and the British in deep trouble. Only

Japan's  (text continucd on page 102)
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Above, the current C-111 Mercedes-Benz is longer and lower than its predecessor. The wide-base wheels account in part for the C-111's
extroordinary roadability and suggest that anticipation of its use as o sports-racing car was a factor in the design mix. Double head lamps
live under the retractable square flops. Below, the imoge-creating bow of the Mercedes-Benz 2BOSE coupe shields @ new 3.5-liter V8 engine
producing 230 harsepower but maintains the fomilior M-B radiatar grille and three-pointed-star cap arnament. The interior is, of caurse, filled

with such stondord Stuttgort nicefies os seots covered with hand-picked leathers, and an elegant dash decked out in knurled walnut roat.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY HORST BAUMANN



NSU’s Wankel-engined RO-80 sedan, above,
has recently met Federal exhaust-emissian
standards—unburned il in the exhaust has
long been a characteristic of the basic
Wankel design—after much work by the
factory engineers. The RO-BO, just naw ar-
riving an these shares, was the first European
Wankel sedan to go into production. Right:
The best automobile in the world? Many
professional testers presently give that rank-
ing to the BMW 2800 CS coupe, a 130-mph
motorcar af extraardinary mechanical capao-
bility and o level of craftsmanlike finish
almost unknown in praduction-line manufac-
tories—and in most limited-output facilities,
if it cames to that. The 2800 CS is the tap
of the Bayerische Mataren Werke line, which
begins with small but nimble sedans. Below,
the new mid-engined Porsche, available as
the 914 with the VW four-cylinder engine
or os the 914/6 with the flat six-cylinder
Porsche, for an additional $2500. The mid-
engine canfiguratian, which places the

power plant just chead of the rear wheels,

offers attractive dividends in aver-all bal-
ance of the vehicle ond luggage capacity
both fare and oft. The 914‘s almost-flat roof
detaches and stores under the rear deck lid;
the car then runs os a demiconvertible. The
rear-quarter panel functions as a rall bar.
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prosperity compares with Germany's.

It's a cliché among people profession-
ally concerned that some German cars
are better than others but that the Ger-
mans simply do not make a really bad
car. There are eight major German pro-
ducers and three of them wrn out mo-
torcars that are world-standard setters:
BMW  (Bayerische Motoren Werke),
Mercedes-Benz and Porsche. The others,
Audi, NSU, Opel, Ford and VW, all
have individual points of distinction, too:
Audi for a superior small [ront-wheel-
drive sedan, NSU for its pioneering of
the Wankel e¢ngine, Opel for the sexy
miniature GT car, Ford for the striking-
ly successful Capri and VW for the sec
ond Model T, the world-girdling Beetle.
Incidentally, Audi, NSU, Porsche and
VW are all corporately intertwined, a
matter of only academic interest insofar
as the present inquiry is concerned.

The root reason for the excellence of
the German motorcar probably lies in
the [act that the Germans take the auto-
mobile, as they take most things, very
sertouslv. The factor ol individual pride,
the quality that was called craftsmanship
when it was more nearly universally
available for study, is probably stronger,
in a higher percentage of workers, in
Germany than anywhere else in  the
world. In mid- to top-range German cars,
everything from bearing tolerances to the
fit of doors, bonnets and trunk lids—a
precisely even gap all the way around—
reflects the worker's determination to do
it right, plus the implacability of the
final inspectors.

Too, the German, like the Hollander
and the Swiss. tends to be a compulsive
worker. He appears to like working and,
whether or not the impression reflects a
valid motivation, he does work a flat-out
60-minute hour. To come to a big Ger-
man production line direct from a major
British, French or Italian [factory is to
see a [airly starding change. The dif-
ference in  cleanliness, cfhciency both
mechanical and human and, most of ali,
intensity of effort, is striking. When I
remarked on the generally sloppy and
lackadaisical 1mage being projecied by
the workers on the final assembly line ol
a Arst-rank British car, an official conced-
ed the point and said there was nothing
that could be done about it. “We uy to
make up for it,” he said, "by very sulff
inspection, and I think we do. but of
course that's tme-consuming and expen-
sive. If we go on about it 0o much, we'll
have a strike. Remember, we deal with
13 separate unions.”

Because German executives know how
much of the credit for their high output
of quality product belongs to individual
native workers, from floor cleaners o
test drivers, they prize them and are
distressed when the counry’s labor short-
age forces them to use imported workers.
They say that while a Yugoslav or

102 Spanish mechanic may be earnest and

determined, he does not, even when thor-
oughly schooled, produce the amount
and quality of work that is the German
norm.

Intensive research is another weapon
in the German armorarium.  British,
French and Italian research tends 1o be
empirical. If something new works fairly
well, oy making it thicker, thinner,
lighter or slightly differently cast. The
German is a science lover. The archewyp-
al German engineer won't believe today
is Tuesday unless you show him the
calendar; alter he has convinced himself
that the calendar isn't, perchance, a for-
gery, he is inclined o check it out 10 be
sure it's Gregorian and not Mayan or
whatever. He sleeps with his slide rule.
Il he 1s anywhere near the first rank,
he speaks another language, perhaps
two. Dr. Rudolf Uhlenhaut, a legendary
Mercedes-Benz racing- and high-perform-
ance-car specialist, speaks an English so
flawless in pronunciation that it’s hard
to duplicate in today's England. Uhlen-
haut is empirical as well as theoretical:
He is probably the only design engineer
in the world who can fully extend any car
with which he’s concerned, from 200-mph
Grand Prix machines downward. Some
years ago, trying 1o discover why a driver
was dissatished with a car, Uhlenhaut
took 1t fat out over the Nurburgring,
the most difficult road course in the
world (14 miles to the lap, hills rising as
steeply as 1 foot in 5 and [ull of fast
bends and violent corners). at such a rate
that he was embarrassed when he saw the
clock—he had been under the team driv-
er's best practice time.

German research tends to isolate spe-
cific problems and then concentrate, ap-
plying maximum weight of manpower
and matéricl until a solution appears.
Mercedes-Benz's research and develop-
ment on the Wankel engine. which has
culminated in the famastic C-111 sports
car, is a case in point. The C-I111 is
almost certain to be the sensation of at
least the Arst hall of the Seventies. It
runs on the rotary internal-combustion
Wankel engine, a power plant many
engineers believed had a most limited
future, or none at all, when it first ap-
peared. Problems involving internal wear,
lubrication and combustion-chamber seal-
ing seemed almost insurmountable. One
respected authority predicted flatly, and
in print, that the Wankel would never
be heard of again. But at the moment,
the Mercedes-Benz 4-rotor version pro-
duces 400 horsepower for a total weight
of 397 pounds, just about one hall the
weight of a comparable standard engine.
One serious problem, exhaust emission,
which was not a problem when Mercedes-
Benz research began over ten years ago,
remains: it is presently the sole concern
of a battalion of engineers and will prob-
ably be cracked within the vear.

Specialization is another ingredient in

the unique German mix. It's enough for
a man to be able 1o do one thing only. if
he does that one thing superbly and
knows everything there 1s 10 be known
about . Just before World War Two.
one of a team of Mercedes-Benz Grand
Prix cars practicing for a race in Eng-
land developed a radiator leak. Alfred
Neubauer, the tcam manager—he origi-
nated and perfected that funclion—had
a specialist flown from Germany. The
man soldered the leak in ten minutes’
working time and was flown straigh:
back to Stuttgart.

Research in essentials—Germans spend
little dme in merely cosmetic body-
work, for cxample. which is why their
coachwork tends to be rather staid, more
practical than striking—plus obsessive at-
tention 1o detail and quality control by
everyone [rom top to bottom of the work
force: That is the basic German formula.
There are other things, too. Continuity
is one of them. The Germans have a big
book: Their industry is an old one and
they remember everything that has been
tried in the pasi. If an engineer thinks
he needs to know the tire pressures used
on the rear wheels of the race cars that
won the French Grand Prix in 1914, it's
only a matter of a few minutes to find
out. And the market: There are no
speed limits on German autobahns and
the Germans are ferocious drivers. They
expect a good car 1o run all day at 100
miles an hour and they expect it o last
under that wreatment. If it doesn't, they
won't buy another one like it for a long
time, perhaps never.

Expert opinion all over the world
inclines to the view that the best automo-
bile purchasable today—not the sexiest-
looking., not the [astest, not the most
cconomical but the all-round best, judged
bv every applicable standard—is either
the BMW 2800 or the Mercedes-Benz
300SEL 6.3.

The BMW 2800 CS is the top of a line
that includes four other models, ranging
upward in engine size and price—the
1600. 2002, 2500 and 2800 at bases of
S2899, $3159, $5637 and 56663. The CS
with automatic transmission tops the list
at S8337. If you wamt to go for the
full list of options, you can boost it to
over S9000. For this you're getting a six-
cvlinder, four-passenger, two-door coupe
on a 103-inch wheelbase. If it seems a lot
looking at the car on the showroom lloor.
vou had best take it out and run it 50
miles or so, preferably over the most
varied roadways you can find, from
straight and level parkway to a really
atrocious, frost-heaved, winding, up-and-
down-hill country lane. You may never
be the same.

First off, the BMW 2800 CS will run
0-60 mph in 8.3 seconds, which means
you will not be hopelessly humiliated at
the stop lights. It will show a 1op speed of

(continued on page 224)




article By ALAN WESTIN

what happens to a job applicant when he falls into
the hands of irresponsible and incompetent personnel investigators?

GEORGE HARRIS is a tall, dark-haired, outgoing salesman in his
late 30s. After graduating from an Eastern university in 1954,
he spent two years in the United States Army as a personnel-
management specialist, worked briefly for a management-con-
sulting firm, settled down to an office job in a large insurance
company, married and started raising a family. Four years
later, he decided that sales rather than office work was what
he wanted and had no trouble securing a good sales position
with an equipment manufacturer. He did well until the firm
was merged with a larger company and most salesmen were
not taken onto the reorganized sales force. This was in the
carly Sixties. Armed with good recommendations, George Har-
ris—a pseudonym, for reasons that will become evident—
applied for a sales job with a large manufacturer. He filled
out the application forms and took a six-hour battery of intel-
ligence and aptitude tests. At his interview, the sales manager

told him enthusiastically that he had scored higher than any-
one who had ever taken the tests at that firm and that he was
an outstanding prospect. Three days later, he was hired.

A week after that, George was called into the sales manag-
er's office. In a stern voice, the manager said he was “terribly
disappointed” in George for lying about important informa-
tion on his application. George replied that if there was some
inadvertent mistake, he was sure he could explain it. The
manager told him he couldn’t reveal the information. “But
you know what it 15,” he said. “Why don’t you come clean?”
Since George didn’t have the faintest idea what the manager
was talking about, he couldn’t “come clean.”” He left the
interview puzzled, disturbed and a little angry. In the follow-
ing weeks, the manager grew increasingly cold toward George,
alluded frequently to his “coming clean” and expressed ob-
vious lack of confidence in his (continued on page 110)

ILLUSTRATION BY RON BRADFORD
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personalily
by douglas kilror

17 15, most of all, his good looks and his
good manners, his prevailing courtesy—
his grace—that civilized people find so
atractive. He gives the distiina impres
sion of being a gentleman, which he is,
and that lact has confused a lot of people.
He wears dark, three-button swits and
buttondown shirts, and he smiles and says
“Sir” to his elders, induding Georgia's
governor, Lester Maddox, who swears
Bond is a Communist and says he can’t
bear to speak his loathsome name aloud.
Julian Bond is accustomed to such
weatment. He ignores it. These days,
Bond moves through life like a well-fed
tomcat, accommodating himself slowly
and easily to his new [ame, looking a
litle sleepy and bored with it all; a
light-tan, formidable cat who has earned
respect for himsell the hard way—in the
dirty back alley ol American race politics.
“Hev, Ben. How vou, boy?” the white,
rural Georgia legislator says, in genuine-
Iv warm greeting to Ben Brown, a voung
Atlanta Negro who is a contemporary of
Bond's and a fellow member ol the
Georgia House ol Representatives. Bond
and Brown are seated side by side at
their desks in the House chamber, among
its hirst black members since Reconstruc-
uon. The difference between them is that
Brown, who believes in the same things
Bond does, is well liked and Bond 1s the
most hated black man n the state.
Brown and the white man chat for a
few moments. Bond sits, smiling, listen-
ing, saying nothing. “How’s old Julian
doing, anyhow?” the white man says to

anyway? To tell vou the truth, 1 never
did understand it.”

What Julian did was, he started out in
1962 as a smart-alecky black boy to em-
barrass the Georgia legislature by attempt-
ing to integrate its spectator galleries.
(“Mr. Doorkeeper, get them niggers out
of the white section of the gallery.”)

What Julian did was, he decided three
vears later that il they weren't going to
let him sit upstairs among the white
spectators, he'd get himself a seat down
stairs with the white members—and il
that's not being uppity, what i1s? He won
it, too, but the legislature refused to
seat him, because of his views on the
Vietnam war (""This boy has got to come
humbly, recant and just plain beg a
litle™), until the Supreme Court or-
dered it, even though Bond never did
recant or just plain beg a liule.

And, finally, what Julian did was, he
hauled off and challenged the seating ol
the Georgia delegation at the 1968 Dem-
ocratic Convention in Chicago, and won
again, and ended up acting as floor lead-
er of the Georgia Democratic Party, or
what was lelt of . (“Julian Bond is
knowingly or unwittingly a fullfledged
Communist or a Communist dupe,” Lester
Maddox screamed.)

The effect of all this, especially the
national attention Bond received and
the favorable impression he created in
Chicago, has been the sudden creation of
a new national black hero hgure.

At the age of 30, Horace Julian Bond
is famous. He is considered a spokesman
for his race. Wherever a public panel is
heing formed these days to discuss na
tional problems and the time comes to
decide on the black member, his is sure o

their faces. And, 1o the black militants,
he is a joke—and not a very funny one,
either—because he still operates within
existing power structures. Eldridge Cleaver
called him a pig, although he qualified
that by adding that, of course, Bond wasn’t
as much ol a pig as was Robert Kennedy.

Especially is Bond mmsunderstood by
the group that most looks upon him as
a hero: the white radical college students.
He gets essentially the same reception
and response at every campus he visits
these days. The black students, in natu-
ral hairdos and colorful African prints,
come carly and sit in a tight group,
in proud, sell-imposed segregation. The
white kids, m tough gear—old dried and
cracked Air Force flight jackets, bleached
jeans bell-bottomed with triangles of cal-
ico, surplus Navy pea jackets—and with
enough hair on their heads and cheeks
and chins 10 dog every drain from Ithaca
to Palo Alwo, fill the rest of the scats.

And now, before them, there’s Julian
Bond, short haircut, blue oxlord button-
down and, can vou believe it, a rep tie,
Ivy League suit with, Jesus Christ, a vest
and with, sweet, suffering Jesus, a goltl
watch chain strung across it. Hey, like,
really, is that a gold watch chain, Julian?
Indeed, 1t 1s. It comes as a shock and
Bond more often than not is asked, Why
do you wear that outfit? “Because 1 like
it,” Bond replies evenly. “Why do you
wear blue jeans and a beard? That's an
outfit, too.”

So, in his appearance, he is the epito-
me ol Nephew Tom, and that is a shock;
but it is only the first shock of the
evening. Bond speaks and then the ques-
tions come from the audience. What do
vou think of the Black Panthers? When
will the revolution begin? He is asked

nowr, from the =tate that
brought you le=ter maddeoz:...

.. . we present supercool julian bond—a new breed of politician
hatched in jim crow country—who may be black america’s best hope for the future

Brown. “You keeping him out of trouble,
ain’t youz” Bomd and the white man
look directly at each other now. Bond
still doesn’t speak. (1 never speak first
to people I don’t know. It's part of my
nature.”) He knows this man voted
three times to exclude him [rom duly
clected membership in dhis legislature
and would still be voting to exclude him
il the United States Supreme  Count
hadn’t stepped m. And he knows that
the [ict that this man is approaching
him now represents a quiet admission of
his new political power.

“Julian, I voted against seating vou,”
the white man says. “But, now, explain
it to me. What the hell was it vou did,

be one of the names considered. He com-
mands S2000 for a lecture and he receives
at least en offers a day. This fall, he
is booked solid, seven days a week, To-
day, Bond is onc of the big, big stars on
the campus lecture circuit.

Like most truly authentic national
black hero hgures, Bond is an original —
and, as an original, is widely misunder
stood. To white racists, especially those
of the traditional Southern variety, he is
a traitor and an anarchist, a new wild
and woolly radical who is out 10 see their
house on hre. To white liberals, he is -
wonder of wonders in this tme of riot
and black power—a genuine black mod-
erate who doesn’t call them honkies, 10

the same questions evervwhere he goes
and he is bored by it all. The trouble is,
the audience is trying to turn him into a
spokesman and he resists it—because he
1s an original.

“lI don't like that,” he savs. “I like
being a spokesman for myself. People
think I stnd for things T don’t stand
for. People are always asking me, ‘How
do Negroes feel . .. ¥ And I don't know
how Negroes leel, | think all this dimin
ishes e o great deal.”

In plain words, Bond speaks only for
himself. “I have no idea what's going to
happen next in the black movement,” he
says. “I'd like to see it move away [rom
the college campuses; not that they don't
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need reform, but not as much as social
institutions do.

“I'd like to see the black movement
come back to the South. I think the
philosophy of violent conlrontation is
slowly diminishing. The riots were help-
[ul for our own scl-esteem, but the cost
was so heavy in human lives,

“The biggest mistake SNCC made was
to ry o jump from the rural South o
the urban North without leaving any-
thing behind. Now they've abandoned
the South, where help is still necded the
most.”

Well, how would he identify himsell
politically? “I think it depends on where
I am physically in the country,” he says.
“I think down in Georgia, I'm a mili-
tant. If I'm in New York, I'm sort of
liberal. Really, 1 think those terms tend
1o be meaningless.”

Bond says all this, takes his money (he
makes S5200 a year as a Georgia legisla-
tor and depends on the lecture fees for
most of his income) and flies tourist class
to the next campus. The black students
look at one another, shrug and return to
their detailed study of the blueprints of
the campus air-conditioning system. And
the white students? It appears that a lot
of them succeed in convincing themselves
that the whole thing never happened.

Some vyears back, there was a study
made of the awtitudes of college students
who spent time working in Africa with
the Operation Crossroads program. Too
many of them, the study showed, left
Berkeley and Madison with an absurdly
idealistic concept of what Africa was all
about: and when they were confvonted
with the harsh and basic realitics ol lile
there, they refused o accept them. They
shut their eyes and, when they got back
home, convinced themselves that the
whole thing never happened, that the
real Africa was a phony illusion and
that the Africa of their dreams was still
the reality, waiting out there somewhere,
shimmering in its goodness and innocent
beaunty, waiting 10 be [ound.

Too many of their kid brothers and
sisters do the same thing today with
Julian Bond: forget the impression he
made the night belore. The real Julian
Bond is this cool, really cool voung
light-tan revolutionary who has built up
this really impressive political organiza-
tion down in Georgia, who plots and
plots, then strikes. When rejected, reality
15 so different, so shockingly different.

Here is Bond on the closing day of the
1968 legislature. It's late at night, it's
been a long day's drive toward adjourn
ment and a few ol the boys are whoop-
ing it up out in the corridors, knocking
down a little booze, Bond among them.
Julian, what the hell was 1t vou dud,
anyway? When, all ol a sudden, here
comes Governor Maddox, who  hates,
fears and condemns Negroes, Commu-

105 nists and aleohol equally. What does

Bond do with his Dixie Cup? He quickly
dumps it into a trash can, that's what,
and smiles innocently as Lester walks by,
“I think Governor Maddox would have
been irritated, and rightfully so. There
should not have been any drinking done
in there,” he explains Later.

Here is Bond, who has the reputation
of being the total social rebel, addressing
the Atlanta Javcees; journeying over to
Athens to speak 1o a literary socicty at
the University of Georgia, where, by a
vote of 12 1o 2, he is made the first black
honorary member in history: and, lo, in
[ull color, modeling men’s [all fashions
in the Atlanta Magazine, a publication
of the local chamber of commerce.

Here is Bond, the fervent mtegration-
ist, the man who is dedicating his life to
the task of demolishing segregated life
pauerns in the South, He lives in a small
brick house right in the middle of black
Atlanta, with his wife, Alice, and their
hve children. Alice is 25 years old, the
short, shy and retiring daughter of the
chel at Adanta’s Columbia Theological
Seminary. Sometimes, when Julian brings
in visitors, even old [riends, unannounced,
Alice does not make an appearance, and
there are long, wnse, whispered confer-
ences between the two ol them back in
the bedroom, while the guests sit waiting
in the living room, examining the plagues
on the wall, noting the big Magnavox
color-television set that blocks the five-
place, considering the fact that the sofa
and chairs, fairly new and probably pur
chased with leciure fees, are covered with
clear plastic, and chating with Michael
Julian  Bond, four, the numberthree
child. In contrast 1o lis father’s clipped,
culured speech, the child speaks strialy
Deep South nigger and is hard o under-
stand.

Bond and his wife buy their clothes in
white Adanta. Now and then, they
might go down 1o the Marriott Hotel
dining room in white Adanta for a
meal; he drinks bourbon and ginger ale
and more often than not orders filet
mignon. And, occasionally, they atrend
partics on the white side of town, at the
home of Charles Morgan, the American
Civil Libertics Union lawyer, or perhaps
of Jack Nelson, an Aulama-based reporter
for the Los Angeles Times. But Bond is
quick to say that almost all his private
life is spent with black  [riends, deep
within black Atlanta. “1 don’t want to
live up in New York,” he says. "T'd
rather live down here. I just like it down
here. My family likes it here. My wife
likes it here. I just think it's a friendlier,
happier place for them.”

And. finally, Bond himsell is amused
by the fact that most members of his
college audiences believe that he s a
powerlul voung black  political  leader
who eventually will use the strong politi-
cal organization he has built 0 gamn
state and national power. a cool black

cat socking it to the red-necks in the
Peach State,

He has no political organization. and
no real political power, cither. He s
quick 10 say he will never ger a stite-
wide bill passed into law, no mater how
long he 1s a member ol the legislature,
Most of his time is spent processing
run-of-the-mill complaims from constitu
ents, complaints  abour  broken  street
liglus and cracked sidewalks and inade-
quate garbage collection. “"Politics is ger-
vng  ordinary things done.” he
“That's the way you help people. That's
what government does.”

So there you are. Bond lives in Atlanta
like a migger and doesn’t appear 10 mind
it, espeaially. He not only operates with-
in the established order of dhings, he
really likes it that way best. “All South-
ern polincans are friendly in an nlor-
mal situation,” he says. “It's their nature.
Lester Maddox is a perfect example.”

It is not so much that Bond has made
things happen as that things have hap-
pened—and  continue  to happen—io
him, and that mcludes the [ame-making
events at the Chicago convention. It he
is a radical. then he 15 the most conserva-
uve, ciutious radical in the nauon. To-
day, he stunds as one ol the best-known
Southern blacks. Yet he is not quite
Southern. But he's black, just barely.

Julian Bond is not what he appears to
be. He is more—and less. Bond does not
think of hmmsell as a natural leader; ver
somchow. he always ends up leading, like
the quiet former Oxford don who plays
a colonel in the British war movies and
reads Greek between commando raids.
Bond writes poetry. He is neither dis-
illusioned nor alienated; he is nawrally
remote, removed, a private man. The
problem of living as a black man in the
United States apparently does not both.
er him, vet he has involved himself in
the civil rights struggle all his adult life.
It is a complicated thing,

“The dark miracle of chance”—Thom-
as Wolle's description of it—plays an
obvious, inestimable role in every life.
But intuition tells us that somehow there
is an inequality about it. Lucky men, o
whom [ate seems consistently kind, soon
learn that their very best course of ac-
tion in almost every given situation 1s to
wait patently for God to come around
the corner and do them ver another
Large [avor. Bond is such a man. Chance
has been kind to him in his looks, lus
birth, his upbringing, in pracically every
step he has taken so far in his passage
through life. Over the years, he has
learned o trust chance.

As a boy, he was absolutely beantiful:
a tall, thin youngster with mocha-colored
skin, high cheekbones, lynxlike eves and
an casy grace. Now he has put on weight

a little wo much, in lact—and the face

tcontinued on page 204
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By ROBERT L. GREEN

The ‘'Me-Tarzan-
You-Jane™ look: exotic
zebra-print nylon-knit
square-legged swim trunks
with drawsiring waist,

by Sabre, $12.

FIF-EXPRESSIONISM 1s where 1t's at

in men’s fashions today, and the
1970 beach-garb scene is no excep-
tion to this sartorial rule of thumb
—as the pictures on this and the
following pages obviously attest.

Geared for amphibious
tank-suit commanders:
stretch-nylan model with
zip front and snap-closure
belt, by Oleg Cassini

for Sea Mark, $20.

Il you're in the market for a new
pair of trunks, you'll find plenty of
shades and patterns from which to
choose. Ultragaudy prints, however,
are all but gone, or should be, and
in their place are new directions in

Taking a John L. Sullivan
fashion stance: stretch-
nylon one-piece tank
suit with near ankle-
length legs,

by Himalaya, $16.
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All hail the canquering
caftan: contrasting
multiprint cotton
sleeveless style, by
Catalina Martin, $15.

For the

Auduban vivant:
bright bird-print
stretch-nylon swim
trunks, by
Incentra, $20.

Tuning in to terry:
belted stretch-knit
one-piece swimsuit, by
Sighsten Herrgard

for Stinsan, $35.

Winning with a rayal plush:
cotton beach slacks with
sueded-cotton waist

inserts, extension
waistband and flared

legs, by Viceray, $20.




tasteful geometrics and swipes, as
well as more ol the way-out wet look
of nylon cré¢ and crinkled vinyl
Trunks, incdentally, will be worn
in a muluplicity of lengths, from
short and .sqllzll'fftl-nif to long-lffggt'd.

A disarming shaw of arms:
cotton-knit tank top,

by Robert Bruce, $4, that's
tucked into ribbed-knit beach
slacks with flared legs and
deep cuffs, by Kandahar, $1B.

You'll also discover that beach
pullovers will continue with a
strong show ol arms. And you'll
want o have on hand a loose and
comfortable put-on that’s a bit more
sophisticated—perhaps an ultralong

Throwing a beach Blass:

Wet's new:

beach coat, a hooded caltan or a
pair ol denim, cotton-knit or terry
beach pants to be worn with a
snug-fitting tank top or a leather
vest. S0 head storeward, mates,
then hit the beach in swinging styles.

stretch-knit

full-length double-breasted
linen beach caat with
notched lapels, $100, worn
over matching trunks, $20,
both by Bill Blass for PBM.

square-legged swim

trunks in wet-look nylon
with contrasting

belt, by Oleg

Cassini for Sea Mark, $10.
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CAREER KI“ERS (continued [rom page 103)
b

character. Understandably, George found
working under such conditions dificult
at fist and finally impossible: He re-
signed after a lew months.

George began looking around for a
new job, concentrating on,the large na-
tional companies with atactive sales
opportumities: he expected litde touble
in finding work. But jobs seemed to slip
away just as he was about to be hired.
He would fll out the application forms,
have interviews and ke various tests.
Often the hiring ofheial would say that
he was a fine candidate and would prob-
ably be hired. But the offers never came.
When he would ll o inquire, the
personnel manager would say that he
had changed his mind about hiring an-
other salesman or that he had found
someone who fitted their needs beuer, or
one of a dozen explanations that sound-
ed peculiar o someone with George's
experience. Dejected by his continued
inability to get a job with a top nowch
firm and facing serious financial prob-
lems in supporting his wife and two
childven, George turned to smaller com-
panies. Hired at less than his “market
value,” he moved through three or four
such companies, tying o get a job that
utilized his abilities. He kept applying to
the big firms but had no success and
received no explanations as to why he
wasn't hired.

Then, in 1967, George applied o a
large national consumer-product  hrm,
He made an owstnding impression on
the East Coast personnel manager. A few
days later, however, the manager called
him and said that he was terribly sorry,
but George had failed to pass the pre-
employment investigative check made by
the company’s central personnel oflice. 1
just can’t hire you,” the manager said,
and he added, 1 don’t think any compa-
ny in the industry will hire you with
that report.” But when George asked
what kind of report it was, who had
written it and how he could find out
more about it, the manager tuned si-
lent. “I've wried o help you all 1T can,”
he said. "1 really shouldn’t have said
what 1 did. T just can't tell you any
more.” Everything began to fall into a
clear and [rightening shape. All these
vears, some unknown, all-powerful re-
port had been blocking his career. But
what was 17 No one would tell him and
George simply didn’t know where 10
look.

“It's impossible to describe my psycho-
logical state at that ume,” he recalls. "1
lelt absolute fear for my Lamily and
mysell; I was ready to jump out of my
skin, climb the walls. T am not a drinker,
so I walk the streets every night umil the
carlv hours of the morning. Where was
I to turn? What was I accused of? How

110 was this situation ever to be resolved:”

He began  asking [riends about pre-
employment investigations and  learned
that one hrm—which [ will call National
Investigators—conducted the emplovment
checks lor most of the companies in his
area. He also learned that this company
1d feilow investigation firms will not tell
a Tsubject” what derogatory inlormation
15 m his file nor let him examine s
contents,

Desperate, George talked [urther with
friends and family. The only realistic
suggestion was that he persuade someone
working for a business 10 request a pre-
employment report on him, as though he
had applicd to him for a job. Luckily,
George found someone who consented to
help him in this way. In September of
1967, George finally saw his personnel
report. Reading it he knew at last what
the nightmare was all about. Aflter sum-
maries of his “Employment-Educational
Record,” “Finances” and “Legal Rec
ords,” the report came to the all-impor-
tant  section on  “Reputation.”  Three
particularly shocking items leaped from
the page:

1. Said to have been dishonorably
discharged from the Army.

2. While living in an aparunent
in 1961, he had held a noisy late-
night party. An  elderly woman
neighbor complained. but the noise
continued and she called the police.
After the police left, having asked
the subject w0 keep it quiet, the
subject went to the woman’s apart-
ment. Though he knew she had a
heart condition, he abused her ver-
billy and expectorated in her face.
Subjuct’s wile also used profanity on
her. The woman took subject to
court. but dropped the charge on
the urging of her aworney and on
the condition that’ the subject apolo-
gize. He did so but continued 1o be
rude, abusive and scurrilous at every
opportunity.

3. Landlord at the premises was
glad the subject moved out from the
garden apartment. in view ol his
conduct while living there.

George was aghast. The unknown re-

port that had controlled his life for the.

past six years was a tissue ol [alse and
biased information. He had been honor-
ably discharged from the Army in 1956,
and had discharge papers and Army rec-
ords to prove it. Il National Investiga-
tors had checked on this, or if they
had conlronted George with the allega-
tion. he could have disproved it at once.
Yer prospective  emplovers almost un
doubtedly assumed that he had been
court-martialed for a serious oflense and
dishonorably discharged and that he had
lied on his application by not reporting
this “fact.”

The story ol his “abuse™ of an elderly
woman must have been given 1o the
mvestigator by the woman nvolved or
by her family. In fact, the woman was an
elderly caank  who always complained
about the young couples in the building.
Several neighbors had wld George he
would have trouble with her and that
several tenants had moved because she
was such a pest. Onee, she even demand-
ed that George and his wile keep their
shoes off when in the apartment. so that
the nois¢ of their footsteps wouldn’t dis-
turb her. When the police were called
about the “noisy party,” George never
spat at her and his wile never used
profanity. Unable to endure her harass-
ment any longer, they brought a Lawsuit
to restrain her from such conduct and
she filed a aoss suit. Both suits were
withdrawn when the judge and attorneys
suggested that both sides wy 1o get
along. The investigator didn’t bother 1o
report George's side of the dispute.

Unable to understand how the land-
lovd could have said what the report
alleged in point three, George contacted
him and obtained a letrer stating that
George had been a perfeady saislactory
tenant. He obtained a similar leter [rom
another former next-door neighbor. The
elderly woman, not the landlord himself.
was probably the source of the landlord’s
alleged remark. There were no specihc
sources listed for the allegations, only
statements such as, “It is learned that
..."and “The impression in the neigh-
borhood was. . . ."”

About the report, George observed,
“All this deals with one year, 1961. There
is nothing else written in this report
about my reputation, absolutely nothing
for all the vears since 1961 Is this the
way to judge a man’s reputation—on
one alleged incident rveported by one
side six years agor™ At that point, George
approached several lawyers. He thought
that now he could ger justice, since he
had the report and could prove its con-
tents 1o be false and biased. But he soon
learned that under existing American
law, personnel-investigating  companies
enjoy what is called a limited privilege
when engaged in circulation of informa
tion to their subscribers, the employing
companies. Unless it can be shown rthat
the investigating company had a malicious
intent in circulating the information, or
that it was grossly negligent in the gather-
ing of the data, or that it communicated
its information 1o the public, it is not
liable for damages. Even il George were
able to convince a judge and a jury that
there had been gross negligence, it would
be hard to prove that he had lost a sub-
stantial amount of money as a resule of
the report (since he had worked during
the whole time) or that his memal suffer-
ing was worth a large award.

But all George really wanted was o

(continued on page 231




“Diana, you're always too tired after the hunt!”




AN | fresh summer libations that raise
cane to new levels of delight




drin

SAMUTL

- By THOMAS MARIO

jonxsox, who thought that bran
dv was the drink for heroes, would have
had some second thoughts if he'd been
able to waste

any of the present 151-proof
rums flowing rom so many of the old
distilleries in the wopics. Heroes aside,

rum in modern times is the special drink

PFHOTOGCRAPHY BY ALEXAS URRBRA

for youth, for those who—no matter

what their chronological age—are i the
flush of life and, above all, for hosts who
enjoy creating and serving new  cups,
coolers and punches. Rum's appeal s
twofold. Tt not only rivals vodka for its
unmixed lorm

mixability but i 1s

vers a bnilhiant spectrum ranging in

prool from 80 to 151 and display
spectacular assortment ol flavors, aromas,
colors and pungendies. What better mo
ment could there be for explorning its

ieties than at the beginning ol sum-
mer, when rum akes on its most refresh-

tall,

fcontmued on page 1300

ing  roles in colorfully  adorned

zlasses, in frosty







TUNED-IN DROPOUT

our june playmate is a fair lass who likes life laissez-faire

Eloine Martan's sunny smile confirms her satisfactian with her new life style,
an easy existence that, she feels, ‘‘most people dan't ever learn haw to enjoy.”

PEOPLE WOULD PROFIT from a bit more “live-and-let-live” logic, says blonde Elaine
Morton, who wishes that “everybody would just butt out of everybody else’s
business—as long as that business isn't harming anyonc.” Following her own
recommendation, our June Playmate recently abandoned the comlortabie con-
fines of her family home in Burbank, Calilornia, and moved into her own bache-
lovette apartment across town, Just a year ago. she was working part tme as a
salesgirl in a Glendale flower shop and full time as a home-economics major at
Orange Coast College in Costa Mesa. 1 was all hung up in establishment modes
of living,” she says, “Then | decided 1o stop striving for those goals and find my
own.” Since that decision, Miss June has dropped out of Southern California’s
“straight” life and. with her boyfriend’s help, converted a milk truck into a mobile
pad and made the west coast of Baja California her home away from home. Trav-
eling on her savings, she simply drives onto any unoccupied stretch of Bija beach
[acing the Pacific Ocean and camps there until the scenery gets “predictable.” then
drives on 1o a new location. “On an average day down there,” Elaine says, 1 wake
up at dawn. go surfing or swimming, cook breakfast, sun-bathe, go horseback
riding. eat dinner and watch the sunset. Who needs more than that?” Obviously
not the intrepid Miss Morton, who lives her liberated life style to the hilu
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Preparing for a trip to Mexico, Elaine sews a new outfit while an amiable anlooker makes sure she doesn't miss @ stitch.
Packed and ready to go, Miss June and a girlfriend await another companian, in whose car they will drive down the Baja
peninsula for a day in the sun. On the way, a Customs check includes a glimpse of our Playmate's bright smile. Once be-
low the border, she farages in the colorful Ensenada dress shops for the right local costume. When she finds it, it's
glasses up all around. Later, with a prafessional bullfighter's help, Miss June learns a few of the finer paints af capewark.







Physically fit Elaine, who disdains marriage as ‘a big, useless hassle that ends in divorce half the time,” seems
thoroughly wedded to the outdoor life. Surfing and horseback riding are two of the alfresco activities she and her
friends enjoy on their south-of-the-border sojourn. Miss June finds the Mexican landscape intoxicating: *‘I hardly
ever drink. | get high on the ocean, the beaches and the clear skies. I'm thinking of maving to Mexico forever.” If
and when she decides to become an expatriate, we'd hazard the guess that Latin-American relations will boom.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

When the handsome gyvnecologist asked his
new patient to disrobe, the pretty young thing
started to blush. “Haven't you ever been exam-
ined before?” he questioned.

“Oh, yes,” she whispered, “but never by a
doctor.”

A South American republic under a new re-
gime decided its troops needed special uni-
forms. A tailor was called in and shown the
design—fuchsia trousers, crimson boots, snow-
white caps and orange jackets with gold
epaulets.

“Is this to be the uniform for the president’s

palace guard?” inquired the admiring tailor.

“No,” barked the officer in charge. “It's for
the secret police.”

Your housemother tells me that you smoke pot,
take LSD and have made love 1o almost every
boy on campus,” exclaimed the angry dean of
women. “Don’t you know what good clean
fun 1s"”

“No,” replied the coed, “what good is it?”

Aud, of course, vou've heard about the Scots-
man who wore a maxikilt. We're not sure if
he was just trying to keep up with the styles
or bragging.

On their wedding night, the rather pious young
man entered the bedroom and found his bride
lying languorously on top of the covers. “I
expected to find you on your knees by the side
of the bed,” he said with a frown.

“Well, I will if you insist,” she answered,
“but it gives me the hiccups.”

We know a swinging callgirl who's a pleasure
to be with—but she docsn’t come cheap.

Ive got a great act for you,” the chap told
the theatrical agent. “Just watch.” Opening his
attach¢ case, he produced a tiny grand piano
—and a miniature man. The loot-tall fellow
walked over to the keyboard, sat down and
began to plav—Liszt, Chopin, Beethoven, all
beautifully.

“Simply amazing,” gasped the talent hooker.
“Where did you find him?”

“Last month, while I was vacationing in
Ireland.” the visitor explained, 1 was walking
through the ficlds and spotted a leprechaun
trapped beneath a rock. I freed him and in
gratitude he told me I would be granted
one wish.”

“And this was your wish?” the agent asked.

“Not exactly. The leprechaun was hard of
hearing, so I ended up with a twelve-inch
pranist.”

lency. the cldest son of a respectable Boston
family, announced to his shocked father that
he intended to live openly with his swishy boy-
friend on Beacon Hill,

“Damn it, Rodney,” the parent responded,
“our family came over with John Winthrop
and we've never had a scandal such as this.”

“I can't help it, Father, I love him.”

“But, for God's sake. Son—he’s Catholic!”

Just look at me,” declared the robust old-
timer. I don’t smoke, drink or chase wom-
en, and tomorrow I'll celebrate my eightieth
birthday.”

“You will>" asked a curious [riend. “How?"

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines sex lecture
as a sermon on the mount,

And. of course, you've also heard about the
ingenious chemist who invented an aphrodisiac
insecticide. It didn't kill any bugs, but you
could always swat two at a time.

The shapely bachelorette  was  entertaining
guests at a cocktail party with an account of
the time she had miraculously escaped injury in
an elevator whose cable had snapped.

“After you realized you were falling,” inter-
rupted one intrigued gentleman, “did the sins
of your entire life pass before your eyes?”

“Hardly,” she purred. "I only fell eleven
floors."”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines chastity belt
as an antithrust suit.

For five consecutive nights, the young man
at the bar witnessed a repeated phenomenon:
Attractive girls, alone or in groups of two or
three, would wander in and soon be picked up
by a funny-looking customer sitting in a cor-
ner booth. I can’t understand it,” the man
grumbled to the bartender after the sixth such
mcident. “I don't see how that guy does it.”
“Me neither, Mac,” said the sympathetic
barkeep. “I've been watching him for weeks.
He's certainly not handsome, he’s a lousy
dresser and he hardly ever says a word. In
fact. he just sits there, licking his evelrows.”

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a post-
card to Parly Jokes Editor, rLaveoy, Playboy
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
HI. 60611. §50 will be paid to the contribulor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannotl be returned.



“You trim the sail, Lester, I'll even the keel.”

123



article By JOHN CLELLON HOLMES

dispirited by the turmoil of

his homeland, an american
writer renews his humanity in

a city scarred but unintimidated
by its calamitous history

of Hlat demand as the first time, sug

gesting even more strongly than be
fore that the word constituted the nucleus
ot his English.

I continued to ignore him, staring out
the glass doors of the new Stazione Cen
trale into the piazza from which the statue
ol Garibaldi had wacched so many armies,
military and otherwise, invade the ciy.

“Money,” the word this time accompa-
nied by a hand held out, palm up. at the

Muxm'." he repeated in the same tone



level of his face, the voice this time
decidedly remonstrative.

“No,” I said, shaking my head.
“Niénte, ménte,” the nucleus of my

Ialian.

I'here we stood: the tall American in
the tan raincoat oo hightweight for the
gloomy chill of late afternoon in winter
Naples and the sockless ten-year-old boy
in the man's jacket he inhabited like an
overcoat, with the large, black eyes and

piquant mouth of a Murillo urchin and
all the savvy of a street psychologist.

“Money,” he repeated impatiently, as
if I was wasting his time, and wok the
edge of my raincoat between his thumb
and forefinger, all the while subjecting
me to the gaze of those cnormous eyes
that were at once so soullul and so
msolent. He felt my coat, appraising the
fabric.

I knew it was a game. but I had been
plaving that game for four months and

ILLUSTRATION BY ROY SCHNACKENBERG

had lost my cool. "Basta!” 1 exclaimed
too fiercely and wrenched my coat away.
“Basta! Niente!l™

He took my measure in an instant.
There was no resigned quiver of the lips,
not even a contemptuous smile. He sim-
ply shrugged and gave me up. He simply
turned as il 1 had never existed, already
picking out his next mark, and lelt me
standing there, in the puddle of my own
foolishness. I went out through the doors
and got my bag into a cab, [ecling as
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nritable as a dog with Heas.

It wasn't only the kid. It was that the
last days in Rome had been bleak. It was
that it had rained for a week and none
ol the light bulbs in my pensione were
over 25 watts and I was surfeited with
churches and museums. It was that the
trip was coming to an end in a welter of
wet feet and o many whiskeys. It was
that I was flying home in a week, and
home meant Vietnam, riots, work, nerves
and an election year too crucial to the
future of my country to be ignored, even
by the relatively embittered. I didn’t
want to go home, but there was no
choice. It was ume to be in America
again; it might be the last time when
just -being there to be counted could
make some difference. So, with the end
of my lire. I'd come south, hoping for a
few last sunny days.

Besides, Naples occupied a  special
place in the landscape of my imagina-
tion. Like many Americans in their 40s,
to whom the Vietnam war was a squalid
and dishonorable adventure, I sometimes
found mysell longing for the older, the
juster. the more innocent War in which
1 had once served. And Naples, perhaps
more than any other European city, held
memories of that War for an American
veteran—even one, like mysell, who had
never gotten there. And now it was cold,
the streets were a drizzly blur and the
Neapolitans seemed intent on taking
back, lira by lira, whatever reparations
the Gls had incurred 25 years belore.

First, there was the cabdriver. Pulling
up before the small marquee of the Ho-
tel Rex half a block from the bay, where
far-off lights on Capri winked and the
feel of deep water nearby came in on
the wind, he wanted 800 lire and was
disinclined to turn on his meter light.
Caught between languages (I understood
a lot but spoke litle), I established with
the help of my Zippo that the fare was
actually 440. Oh, well, the man mumbled
without a flicker of the eyes, all right,
700, then. There was the bag, there were
taxes, there was something clse that was
lost as his dialect thickened. 1 knew it
was a con; I knew he was simply seeing
how much the traffic would bear; [ was
outraged; and I paid. The barefaced
audacity of it put me in check.

Then there was the desk clerk. No, the
room was not 3100 live, as the list in my
pocket  from the Italian Travel Ofhce
stated, “Thirtv-one hundred  lire for
this*" his flourish of the hand seemed o
say. For these bland, pastel reproduc
tions ol “romantic” Neapolitan scenes?
For these pipe-and-leatherette armchairs?
For the now-international smell of plas-
tic and chlorophyll and disinfectant that
typifies Motelland? No, such up-to-date
splendors went for 3500 and were cheap
at the price. 1 whipped out the list and
indicated his hotel and its rates with an

irate forefinger. He frowned and splut-
tered and threw up his hands and ar-
gued and beseeched the ceiling in a long
harangue. Then he acceded with a loser’s
shrug and huffed out of the room.

A cold sea wind stiffened as T walked
along the Via Partenope a litle later.
Behind me, the Leonardo da Vinc (pale,
lavish, garlanded with lights and between
cruises) was tied up amid the ghosts
of rusty wansports. Ahcad, the opulent
hotels, fronting on the water, cach ex-
hibited the empty lobby and fumetti-
reading bellboy ol the onset of December.
Beyond them, the esplanade curved grace-
[ully around a bay so ample that all the
world’s navies could have dumped their
crews and garbage there. Above it, Na-
ples itself was spread out in a fantastic,
terraced semicircle of sparkling lights on
its shadowy hillsides. The thought came
inevitably: This spot had simply cried
out for a city.

To the refugee from the cheerless sub-
urban rectitude of middle-class America
in search of the picuresque or the
quaint, back-street Naples at night must
appear like the Lower Last Side of New
York in the bad old days—festooned
with loaded wash lines, littered with
stale vegetable greens, ill-lit, pestilential,
a hlthy rabbit warren of steep alleys raw
with onion and tenements as noisome
and noisy as Hogarth's London, with the
stench and uproar by which the poor
insulate themselves against despair. It is
all of that and it exhilarated me. The
greatness of a city is best measured by
the vividness of the life in its slums; and
Naples, by that yardstick, is a very great
city, indeed. Despite its hustler’s eye
and thief’s fingers and con man's spiel,
it remains as lifesshrewd, hot-tempered,
toughhearted and indefatigably gay as
a De Sica whore. What other city could
have overcome my peevish mood simply
by trying to flecce me at every step?

Coming down a narrow, cobbled street
slippery with spittie, headlong as San
Francisco, where kids smoked and yelled
and gesticulated in restless groups and
spectral grandlathers sac sithouetted in
the doorways of mysterious, dim bed-
rooms opening right onto the pavement,
I became awarve ol a strange ambiance
that I remembered from my hrst days in
New York after the War. It was the
feeling of neighborhood, of a community
created out of passions, appetites and
dangers suffered in common, of 4 mean
life that was not demeaning: and 1 felt a
pinch of grudging envy for these people
and for that old, raucous city past that
wias all but obliterated in America now.
Then, suddenly, an engine revved up at
the top ol the street and the single idiot
eye ol a motor scooter’s headlight zig-
zagged wildly down upon me. as the
rider was pelted with moldy  lettuce

heads. a succession of forearms—obscene-
ly chopped by wrists—were leveled in his
direction and insults as spicy as pepe-
rone went clamoring up through the
Auttering bed sheets. 1 jumped into a
doorway a split second before he flashed
by with a cackle of sportive laughter.
It wasn't a town that encouraged wool
gathering.

I descended out of the murky honey-
comb of that quarter by a series of sieps.
Muftlied radios behind shuttered windows
tinkled with phantom mandolins. Deliv-
eryboys with baskets of vegetables or
bread loaves balanced on their heads
hurried past, lurching down the peril:
ous indlines with the same reckless leaps
as the scavenger cas that wooped alter
them. hoping for spillage. At the bottom,
the restaurants on the Via Santa Lucia
were thronging. Cashier girls stared out
the plate glass at the dark, preeming
young men—peacocks of the night—who
ambled by with coats thrown like capes
over their shoulders, Fellini style. It was
very cold now; it would rain again later
and I was suddenly ravenous.

1 went into a place that had a reasona-
ble fixed price that included wine. It was
overheated. pungent with odors, not
crowded and very brightly lit, the way
modest Ttalian trattorias mostly are, as il
to say. "See, we have nothing to hide.”
The wine that came with the scaloppine
was bad. sour as vinegar, but the waiter
only looked at it casually, smiled and gave
a particularly cynical version ol the Nea
politan shrug. 1 countered by ordering a
half liter of Rufino, which, 1 concluded.
must be the next move in the ritual. All
at once, | was in unaccountable good
spirits.  Somehow, the cheerful air of
swindle had become invigorating.

Besides, there was going to be music.
A middle-aged man, with the wiry pom-
padour of a onetime peacock now gone
quite grav and one of those indescriba-
bly urbane faces that you see all over
Italy (the sheer weight ol experience
stamped into it as indelibly as tank
tracks mto macadam), was shouldering
an accordion. His voung wile swept a
long fall of black hair away Irom her
pale cheeks to accommodate a violin
and, alter tuning up brielly. they began
o play. And the song they played was
Lilli Marlene.

They moved among the wables slowly,
the man singing the verses one alter the
other i a cdear, unsentumental tenor
thickened by cigarettes and the young
woman following behind, the poignam
line of her chin canted into the lagile
wood of the instrument. They paused at
cach table. offering it the challenge of
their dispassionate eyes, and the man
would hall trn at the end of each
chorus to direct the listeners to the deli-
cate, taut wrists of his lovely young wife.

{continued on page 136)




1. Hydel GrobBog choir
filled with Styrofoam
beads comes with corry-
ing hondle, by Advent
Furniture, $80. 2. Model
3124 cor sterea tape
deck-FM radio with bur-
glar lack, by Craig, $180.
3. Model 4000 AM/FM
160-watt  receiver feo-
tures two tuning meters
ond a three-speaker sys-
tem selector, by Sansui,
$380, shown with Model

901 direct-reflecting-type
speckers, by Bose, $476
the por. 4. Mini Mor
cellina lightweight bike
haos tap speed of 40 mph,
folds into corrying cose,
from Barcone Marine,
$325. 5. Exquisite,a b/w
TV with 12-diagonal-inch
screen, by RCA, about
$125, including stand. 6.
O/G Chroma partable
print  system produces
copies from both calor
ond b/w transporencies,
by Opto/Graphics, $385.
7. Personal sculpture hos
movable steel parts that
form your own design,
from Bonniers, $75. 8.
Striped woal-kmit beach
paonts, by Giavanelli, $40.
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1. Electro 35 Gold Mecanica com-
ero feotures outomotic exposure
systemn that computes the exact shut-
ter speed required, $116, shown
with odjustoble tripod, $13, both
by Yashica. 2. The Volentine, on
ultralight typewriter, by Oliveth
Underwood, $65. 3. Pondoro b/w
portable TV has five-diagonol-inch
pop-up screen ond AM/FM rodio,
operates on A.C. or rechorgeoble
battery, by Ponosonic, $180. 4.
Spoce Bubble spocic-design pho-
nograph comes with tronslucent
hemisphericol cover (not shown},
two globeshoped speakers, by
Electrohome, $140. 5. Portoble
electric shower with five-golion co-
pacity 1s powered by bottery pack
or con be plugged into cor's aigo-
refte lighter, by Mininome, $150.
6. Gremhin, a six-cylinder subcom-
pact, sports o 128-hp engine or an
optional 145, by American Motors,
obout $1959 for four-passenger
model shown. 7. Full-grain leather
boggoge: left to right, 20-inch roll,
$37 50, 13-inch man’s bog, $35, ond
18-inch vertical tote, $37.50, oll by
Harrison Leather Goods. 8. Talk To
Me, smoked-Plexiglas strobe light
with self-contoined microphone, re-
octs to the intensity and pitch of ony
nearby sound, by Lightolier, $79.95.



9. Vinyl pogo ball thot
stonds 31/ feet toll, by
Tuft Toys, $11. 10. The
Executive Ticker reports
on specific stocks, by
Telestock, $55 per month.
11. Eorth Probe metol
detector, by Electronic
Sensing, $200. 12. Vecto
pre-tuned rodio direchon
finder, by Vec/Trok,
$160. 13. Sowyer's au-
tomotic 40-slide projec-
tor-viewer, by GAF, $30.
14. Electric golf cort with
charger, by Cushman,
$1475. 15. Four-channel
tope recorder hooks up to
four speokers, by TEAC,
$700. 16. Potio hot-dog
cort with propane burn-
ers, from Hommocher
Schlemmer, $975. 17.
Closed-circuit TV, cam-
ero ond monitor, by
GBC, $350. 18. Stove-
pipe-shaped book end,
$10, clock, $19, ond
lamp, $17, oll by Elbo
Products. 19. Telescop-
ing putter, from Aber-
crombie & Fitch, $25, and
high-compression golf
bolls, - from Ployboy
Products, $15 per dozen.
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HJM AN"[:S {continued from page 113)

punch bowls or in saucer champagne
glasses as it contributes a cooling touch
to pool- or surf-side get-togethers?
Rums have too often been pigeon-
holed as Spanish, English or French. But
the ones still being made in New Eng-
land are palpably different from those
made in Barbados, which, in turn, are
quite different from those distilled in
Jamaica; and all three are from English-
speaking areas. Nor is color always the
most reliable clue to a rum’s personality.
All rums as they come from the stll are
water-white. Many are later mixed with
caramel coloring—not oo heinous a
crime, because the coloring matter itself
is made Irom sugar: others acquire their
brown complexion from the oak barrels
in which they're aged. The most realistic
way to bring the total rum picture into
focus is to identify them by flavor
strength, no matter from what area they
come. From this viewpoint, they divide
themselves into the clean-tasting dry aguar-
dientes lypiﬁe(l by the Puerto Rican rums,
the sturdy brown middle-strength sip-
ping rums and the pungent, full-bodied
rummiest rums of all—the Jamaica.
By far the majority of the rums now
flowing onto the U.S. mainland are
the possamer-light-tasting varieties from
Puerto Rico. These are the ones that 15
years ago were in the vanguard ol the
world-wide movement toward light dry
potables, a tide that now draws into its
whirl anything from Hinty dry wines to
genial Scotch whiskies. Rums of the same
gentle pedigree come from the Virgin
Islands and, more recently, from Hawaii.
Two decades ago. light Cuban rum was
the Tiflany of the rum shelves. But
Castro or no Castro, it was bound to be
replaced. In Puerto Rico, the cane always
flourished beautifully, its cool mountain
waters were perfect for rum making and,
most importantly, rum from the common-
wealth entered the States duty free and
dollars cheaper than the Cuban rums.
Today, the mellow, easy-going Puerto
Rican rums have equaled if not surpassed
their Cuban predecessors in the company
ol fine spirits. Like vodkas, Puerto Rican
rums are distulled at stunningly high
proofs, usually around 180 (vodka is dis-
tilled at 190 or higher; pure alcohol is
200), so that many ol the brash Havor
congenerics are literally cooked out. Like
vodkas, rums are later cut with water to
bottle strength. But there the comparison
must end. For rum is made for the most
part from sugar-cane molasses after the
aystallized sugar has been removed, and
the flavor of the sugar cane is the prism
through which its flavor is reflected, no
matter how light, dark, young or old it

may be. Those who casually assume that
all light rums are as alike as so many
bottles of milk need only pour several
different light rums into tulip-shaped
glasses. Each one will reveal its own
special nuances of flavor and fragrance.

Pucrto Rican rums vary in age from
the three-to-lour-year-old white-label or
silver-label rums to the gold-label, usu-
ally a year or two older and sometimes a
wrifle sweet, to the really mature older
rums typified by the Bacardi asicjo or the
Don Q Eldorado. Age per se doesn’t
mean that a rum will automatically ap-
peal o one’s palate. Your own judgment
—no matter what the experts say—is the
only valid guide for any grading. From a
practical standpoint, when you're mixing
an elaborately complex cooler, the dif-
ferences between one light-flavored rum
and another may simply disappear in the
drink’s icy vortex. But when you're sip-
ping a rum on the rocks or a rum and
soda at the end of a long cool swim or
after several hours of surfboarding, it's
a wonderful comfort to reach lor a bot-
tle of rum whose familiar fragrance
and flavor settle upon you like a cool
sundown

Rums from the Virgin Islands are gen-
erally a wille heavier than the Puerto
Rican varieues but, like them, enter the
mainland without import duty and are
comparatively low in price. The latest
to join the light dry fraternity is the
Hawaiian Leilani. It's odd that sugar-
laden Hawaii didn’t send rums to the
mainland until recently, in view of the
fact that so many of the tropical rum
drinks that have now become almost
standard fare originated in restaurants
whose cuisine is Polynesian. But the ex-
tremely smooth rum now arriving from
Hawaii, tinted only by the wood in which
it is aged, is obviously blended with great
finesse. As an all-purpose mixing rum,
it goes particularly well with pre-brunch
drinks, such as rum with chilled fresh
orange juice or with fresh orange juice
mixed with frozen pincapple juice.

Island hopping from the light-flavored
rums to the medium-flavored specimens,
one is reminded that in Colonial times,
rums were known as Barbados waters or
comlorting waters. and no better descrip-
tion could be found for the great old
sipping rums from Barbados, Haiti, Mar-
tinique and Trinidad. Many of them rise
in proof into the 90s. Although each
distillery produces its own special spirits,
most of the rums in this class are noted
for their balance—that is, the ratio of
strength, flavor and aroma that results in
an almost perfect suspension. The mid-
dle rums come through beautifully in
rum on the rocks. rum old fashioneds or

rum mists—rum poured over very hnely
crushed ice, with a twist of lemon pecl.
Any one of them is great mixed in iced
coffee or floated atop a mint julep. Rums
such as Lightbourn’s trom Barbados,
Barbancourt from Haiti or St. James
from Martinique (there’s also Banilito
from Puerto Rico) ave always fine enough
to offer at room temperature for toasting
or as afterdinner drinks in  brandy
snifters.

Doughtiest and heaviest-llavored of all
are the Jamaica rums, although their
range of flavors is wide enough to satisly
a broad band ol tastes. These are the ones
that spinners of nautical yarns used 1o
describe as suitable for splicing the main
brace. To students of modern rums, it
should be explained that the main brace
was an eight-inch-thick rope used on old
British men-of-war. When it parted as
the result of cannon fire or storm, only
the burliest hands on board could be
depended upon to mend it during battle
or hurricane. A successful splicing job
was always rewarded with a bumper
of Jamaica rum. Unul a few years
ago, Jamaica rums were fermented by
the natural yeast of the air in vats in
which the dunder, or residue, from a pre-
vious fermentation played an importani
part and were then sent through old-
fashioned pot stills. Trickling out of the
stills at low proofs, many ol them were
eye-poppingly pungent. The whole rum
ritwal in Jamaica is now radically
changed. Natural yeast in many cases has
been replaced by cultivated yeast of the
most aristocratic paternity. The old pot
stills are partially used, together with
modern column stills. Though the rums
are heavy-bodied, the edges of Havor have
been tamed, the pungency softened. The
wide variety of Jamaica rums now ex-
tends [rom clear-white B0-proofl rums to
those aged up to 20 years. All are unsur-
passed for planter's punch, one of the
oldest and most delightful wopical cool-
ers. In mixed drinks, a light Puerto Ri-
can rum often will be combined with a
heavier Jamaican variety, so that no mat-
ter how claborate your drink may be, the
flavor of rum will shine through in a
steady beam. Many  Jamaica rums are
sent uncut to England w be aged n
underground warehouses, where the even
temperature of the cool damp air is
considered perfect for maturing their
flavor. Some of them are brought back
across the Atlantic 1o the Stmes. A Lon-
don dock rum such as Hudson's Bay
Jamaica is a perfect example of the kind
of old-fashioned rum many men still
prefer in their rum collins at the end ol
a torrid day. Among the new spirits from
Jamaica is Rumona. a liquenr with a
rich rum base, a luscious tot to add to
Blue Mountain Jamaican coflee or 1o

(continued on page 202
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a smile. She was sure now it was a sales
pitch.

“May I come in?”" asked Mr. Steward.

“I'm vather busy,” Norma said. “T'll
get you your whatchamacallit, though.™”
She started 10 turn.

“Don’t vou want to know what it is?”

Norma turned back. Mr. Steward’s
tone had been offensive. “No, 1 don’t
think so.” she replied.

“It could prove very valuable,” he twold
her.

“Monetarily?” she challenged.

Mr. Steward nodded. “Monetarily,” he
said.

Norma frowned. She didn’t like his
atitude. “"What are you uying o sell?”
she asked.

“I'm not selling anything.’
swered.

Arthur came out of the living room.
“Something wrong?”

Mr. Steward introduced himsell.

“Oh, the—""Arthur pointed 1oward
the living room and smiled. "What 1is
that gadger, anyway?”’

“It won't take long to explain,” replied
Mr. Steward. “May I come in?”

.

he an-

“Il you're selling something——" Ar-
thur said.

My, Steward shook his head. “I'm
not.”

Arthur looked at Norma. “Up to you,”
she smd.

He hesitated. “Well, why not?” he
sandl.

They went into the living room and
Mr. Steward sat in Norma's chan. He
reached into an inside coat pocket and
withdrew a small sealed envelope. “In-
side here is a key 1o the bell-unic dome,”
he said. He set the envelope on the
chairside 1able. “The bell is connected
to our ofhce.”

“What's 1t for®" asked Arthur,

“If you push the button.” Mr. Steward
told “somewhere in  the world,
someone you don’t know will die. In
return for which you will receive a pay-
ment ol fifty thousand dollars.”

Norma stared at the small man. He
was smuling.

“What are you talking about?” Arthur
asked him.

Mr. Steward looked surprised. “But
I've just explained,” he said.

“Is this a practical jokez” asked Arthur.

“Not at all. The ofter is completely
genuine.”

“You aren't making sense.”
said. “You expect us to believe——

“Who do vou represent?” demanded
Norma.

Ar. Steward looked embarrassed. *I'm
alraad I'm not at liberty 10 tell you
that,” he said. "However, T assure vou,

him,

Arthur

ar

the  organizaton 15 of  international

132 scope.”

“1 think you'd better leave,” Arthur
said, standing,

Mr. Steward rose. Ol course.”

“And take your button unit with you.”

“Are you sure you wouldn't care to
think abouwt it for a day or so?”

Arthur picked up the button unit and
the envelope and thrust them into Mr.
Steward’s hands. He walked into the hall
and pulled open the door.

“T'll leave my card,” said Mr. Steward.
He placed it on the table by the door.

When he was gone, Arthur tore it in
hall and tossed the pieces onto the able.
“God!' he said.

Norma was still sitting on the sola.
“What do you think it was?” she asked.

"1 don’t care to know,” he answered.

She wied 1o smile but  couldn’t
“Aren't you curious at allp”

“No." He shook his head.

Alter Arthur returned to his book,
Norma went back to the kitchen and
hinished washing the dishes.

- L] -

“Why won't vou talk about i
asked.

Arthur’s eves shifted as he brushed his
teeth. He looked ai her reflection in the
bathroom mirror.

“Doesn’t it inrigue yous”

“It offends me,” Arthur said.

“] know. but"——Norma rolled another
curler in her hair—"doesn’t it intrigue
you, too?”

“You think it's a practical joker” she
asked as they went mmto the bedroom.

I 1t 1s, 1U0s a sick one.”

Norma sat on her bed and ook off her
slippers. “Maybe it's some Kind of psy-
chological research.”

Arthur shrugged. “Could be.”

“Mavbe some eccentric millionaire 1s
doing it.”

“Maybe."”

“Wouldn't you like to know?"”

Arthur shook his head.

“Why?t

“Because it's immoral,” he wold her.

Norma slid beneath the covers. “Well,
[ think it's intriguing,” she said.

Arthur turned off the Limp and leaned
over to kiss her. “Good night,” he said.

“Good night.”” She patted his back.

Normat closed her eyes. Filty thousand
dollars, she thought.

Normt

- - -

In the morning, as she left the apart
ment. Norma saw the card halves on the
table. Impulsively. she dropped them
into her purse. she locked the front door
and joined Arthur in the elevator.

While she was on her coflee break, she
ook the card halves from her purse and
held the torn edges together. Only Mr,
Steward’s name and telephone number
were printed on the card.

After lunch. she ook the card halves
from her purse again and Scotch-taped

the edges together. Why am 1 doing this?
she thought.

Just belore hive, she dialed the number.

“Good alternoon.” said Mr. Steward’s
voice.

Norma almost hung up but restrained
hersell. She deared her throat. “This is
Mus. Lewis,” she saud.

“Yes, Mrs. Lewis.” Mr. Steward sound
ed pleased.

“I'm curious.”

“That's natural,” Mr. Steward saud.

“Not that 1 believe a word ol what
you told us.”

“Oh, it's quite authentic,” Mr. Steward
answered,

“Well, whatever——" Norma swal-
lowed. “When vou said someone the
world would die, what did vou mean?”

“Exactly that,” he answered. “It could
be anvone. All we guarantee is that you
don’t know them. And, ol course, that
you wouldn’t have to watch them die”

“For filty thousand dollars,” Norma
saidl.

“That is correct.”

She made a scofing sound. “That’s
crazy.”

onetheless, that is the proposition.”
Mur. Steward said. “Would you like me to
return the button unitd”

Norma stiffened. “Certainly not.” She
hung up angyily.

- - -

The package was lying by the front
door; Norma saw it as she left the eleva-
tor. Well, of all the nerve, she thoughr.
she glared at the carton as she unlocked
the door. 1 just won't take it in. she
thought. She went inside and starvted
dinner.

Later, she carried her vodka martini to
the front hall. Opening the door, she
picked up the package and carried it
into the kitchen, leaving it on the table.

She sat in the living room, sipping her
drink and looking out the window. After
a while, she went back o the kitchen
to turn the cutlets in the broiler. She pur
the package in a bottom cabinet. She'd
throw it out in the morming.

“Maybe some eccentric millionaire is
plaving games with people,” she said.

Arthur looked up Irom his dinner. ]
don’t understand you.”

“What does that mean?”

“Let it go,” he told her.

Norma ate in silence. Suddenly, she
put her fork down. “Suppose it’s a genu
ine offer?” she said.

Arthur stared at her.

“Suppose i's a genuine offer?”

“All right, suppose 1 is?” He looked
incredulous. “What would vou like 10
doz Get the button back and push itz
Muvder someone?”™

Norma looked disgusted. “Murder.”

“"How would you define i?”
(continued on page 208)



“TROPIC OF CANCER" REVISITED

the author returns to paris, scene of his priapic youth, for the filming of his famous erotic book

WHEN I ARRIVED In Paris last summer to
watch the hlming of Tropic of Cancer.
the city lay under a hot spell worse than
any | remembered from the ten vears |
had lived there. But despite the heat.
despite the trafhic, despite the invasion of
tourists—and even despite the ugly, char-
acterless clusters of modern apartments
—Paris looked better 1o me than it ever
had. Today's Parisians are privileged 1o
look upon a aty that only their ancestors
knew. The effea of dazzling sunshine
on her old buildings, now restored 1o
their pristine hue, is siriking and heart-
WAITIHNE.

In a way. the him of Tropic of Cancer
does the same thing 1o my memories. |
had hardly arrived at my hotel when 1
was summoned o the shooting of a scene
in a night spot on a narrow little sireet
clled Passage du Départ ofl the Rue
d’Odessa. The Jungle, as the night club
is called. is even more picturesque than
the old Jockey Club—the scene of the

pictorial essay

BY HENRY MILLER

original incident—on the Boulevard Ras-
pail. That is to say, it is even more dilap-
idated, more woebegone. I was delighted.
And there on the dance floor was my
double, Rip Torn. cavorting with the
prostitute with whom he is later to have
a strange experience. [t was a pleasure to
see mysell looking 30 or more years
younger, more handsome, more seduc-
tive, more vital. The actress, Dominique
Delpierre, was certainly far better look
ing than any prostitute—including Made-
moiselle Clande—I had ever met in the
old days. In fact, everything—people,
calés, bordellos—looked better to me
than what I had known when writing
the book. This was evidence that Paris
had changed, as do we all. It was under-
stood from the beginning, of course, that
there would be no attempt to recreate
the Paris of the Thirties. Perhaps, too.
some of the “plush” quality was due to
the use of color hlm. This was one of the
first things I had to adjust to. As for the

Henry Miller (above) was on the set to oversee the screen adaptation by Joseph Strick of Tropic of Cancer, Miller's autobiographical novel
of a penniless, priapic writer in the Paris of the early Thirties. Barred until 1961 by the U. S. Customs Bureou os obscene, the book comes to
cinematic life with such scenes—set in present-day Paris—as the entwinement (below) of Henry (Rip Torn) with a prostitute (Lione Saunier).




characters, the friends and acquaintances
I had lived with and deseribed in the
book, that problem 1 had anucipated
and was reconciled to in advance; one
can't expect a hlm dir - o Tevive
the dead.

Another element to adjust 10 were the
rushes. 1 had never seen rushes belore, |
found it tedious and confusing to watch
a few millimeters of film at a ume done
over and over again from every angle. 1
wondered, viewing them, how movie ac-
tors manage to repeat their performance
agam and again, particularly emotional
scenes, without going crazy. It seems

preposterous to me that after a long,

hard day’s work, a picture advances
only about two minutes of screen time a
day. Imagine a writer being lorced 10

The film focuses on the book’s humor as well as on its abundant erotica. In one sequence, Henry takes Ranji, a young Hindu, to a Pari-
sian brothel, where they pick partners and retire to adjacent rooms. The naive Indian shouts through the wall for instructions on house
protocol but becomes confused and misuses the bidet. As a result of Raniji’s impropriety, Henry's dallying (below) is cut short by an angry
madam, who has the pair ejected. Above: Liane Saunier, Catherine d'Hugues and Rip Torn lounge on the parlor set between takes.




write only one or two paragraphs a day!

But 1 had to admire the smooth,
cificient way the direcior, Joseph Strick,
managed things. I nev him lose his
temper: He w mpletely cool, firm,
polite, able o extract the maximum [rom
actors and crew ahke. Obviously, he was
not only respected but liked as well.
I'he cameraman was Alain de Robe, who
knew his job and relished it. He 1m-
pressed me as a sort of high priest who
knew ctly how, when and where
each ceremony should be conducted. He
moved about swiftly and noisclessly. No
barking, no shouting, no screaming. He
was  scrupulous, meticulous,  exacting—
but pever nritating. He knew what he
wanted and he knew how to get it done.
Perhaps the most interesting ceremony

he ofhciated at was the baptism ol his
child in the old St. Lustache church
heside the market place. It was a rather
long service in a lugubrious setting,
manipulated by De Robe as il it were
another sequence from the seript. (In
the gathering, unminvited, to be sure, were
two old hags whom I later learned were
a tribulation to the priest. Every day, it
scems, they managed to sneak o the
church and do their little jobs: One
made pipi against a column, the other
made caca near the altar.)

Riding to the set the first day, I sud-
denly recalled my long bike rides of 1932
and 1933 from the Porte de Chichy to
Louveciennes, where my friend Anai
Nin, the novelist, then lived. The narrow
gravel path for  (continued on page 200)

Dominique Delpierre (abave) plays Vite Cheri (“Vite!' is the French command to make haste), a girl with a taximeter mind. She picks Henry
up in a bar and takes him back ta her opartment, conning the paverty-stricken chap aut of 100 francs. The money safely in her purse,
she then leaps quickly into bed, where the meter ticks audibly on the sound track while Henry makes love to her (below). Immediately
after climax, Vite matter-of-factly jumps up, dresses and leaves for another urgent engagement, promising to return shortly. She doesn't.
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OEE NAPLES AND LIVE  ccomtinued srom page 1261

inviting them to admire her and be
moved to generosity.

It was at this point that 1 noticed two
similar parties on either side of the room
—the same gruff. florid-cheeked [ather,
the same past-10. well-dressed mother,
the same bored teenage kids. The two
fathers were undergoing an identical ex-
perience, an experience for which they
obviously were not prepared. A cruel
nostalgia seemed to be gripping them
both; and when they wwrned and spoke
offhandedly to their wives in an effort to
regain composure, it became clear that
the man nearest me was a German
and the one across the room was an
American.

They were veterans, making that
strangest, saddest of all sentimental jour-
neys: taking the wife and kids back to
the bauleheld on which, like absentee
landlords, they had a permanent claim
because they had fought for it and sur-
vived. In this case, probably Caserta.
One wied not to draw any ol the trite
conclusions about the quality of a peace
in comparison with which war retained
all the misty aura ol youth’s springtime
camaraderies; but, nevertheless, there
they sat, 25 years older, paunchicr and
more vulnerable, undone by that old
song that had belonged to both armics
and, all unawares, [raternizing at last in
the no man’s land ol a common memory.
The bittersweet taste of 1943 was in
their mouths, I fancied, bringing back,
like Proust’s madeleine, war’s most un-
manning moments—the moments ol
leave, the moments of being weary and
young and homesick and bored and alone
in a foreign city. Perhaps, separated by
only a few weeks, each had eaten lonely
suppers in this very place a quarter of a
century ago, for the expression on their
faces now was identical: They were
haunted by their own dead youth. I fan-
cied, as well, that both ol them were
thinking that they hadn’t had enough to
drink. 1 knew 1 was. But the musicians
had finished and were passing among us
with a salver: and in a moment, they
launched into Beer Barrel Polka, in case
there were any English in the room.

They didn’t miss a trick. It seemed
such a cynical traficking in emotions—
the moral equivalent of the larceny that
ruled the sweets. Yet it was obviously
what the diners wanted. And it was what
that same reflex of nostalgia in me want
ed, too—for the sad, wine-fumy, bravely
maudlin song 1o go on and on, so that
I could belicve for a liule longer that
the unexamined feelings it aroused were
real. 1 wanted to be a veteran of a ume
and a war that were safely past, safely
over, instead of a civilian soldier (in
that newer and nastier kind of war—the

136 war against the war that was tearing up

America’s streets and soul), whose leave
was almost over.

Siill, 1 felt conned, somehow derided
by the musicians' glib assumption that
we “conquerors” had refused to grow out
of the easy simplicities of the completed
past into the uneasy complications of a
future that had yet to be made. Didn't
they care about the anguish and the
heroism of 25 years before? Perhaps they
cared about something else. Something
other than bitter memories or the senti-
mentalizing of the dead. Something other
than history. But what? 1 was up at
seven o'clock the next morning, ponder
ing it.

It had snowed on Vesuvius during the
night. The upper slopes wore a scapular
of white and the volcano resembled the
Fujiyama of all those happy postcards
from traveling rvelauves in the Thirties.
The sullen skv was breaking up over the
long arm of the Soirento Peninsula to
the south and dirty, optimistic Naples
had been awake for bours, relishing the
big deals of a new day. I headed for the
Galleria Umberto 10 have a look, John
Horne Burns having bequeathed the
spot to all literary-minded folk of my
age: and crossing Piazza Plebiscito (now
a parking lot full of Fiats), T passed the
series of large statues that face it from
niches in the fagade of the Palazzo Reale:
German  marauders, Spanish  viceroys,
Anjou kings. a2 Bourbon or two—all the
foreign tyrants who had ruled and squab-
bled over Naples for a thousand years.
They were blunt, unattractive. brownish
statues, subtly mocked by the sculptor’s
hand, somehow set at nought in the
very act of their commemoration. and
they gazed out impotently over the brash
cartops of the city that had survived the
worst that they could do. Of what were
they supposed to be a reminder? Had a
place been saved for General Mark Clark
and the Nazi commandant whom he
succceded? It was as curious a way to
solemnize one’s history as if Atlanta had
erected a memorial o Sherman.

Working girls thronged the Via Roma.
bold-eyed, dark as Moors. smoldering in
their Hesh, loud as a weeful ol magpies.
hurrying along toward gossip and morn
ing cappuccino. The Galleria faced the
opera house across a nuvow street of
pell-mell wafic—a huge, splendid black-
and-gold arcade with a steep curve of
sooty glass roof that suffused the chilly
interior in a pallid, underwater light in
which every mole. every wace of fen
nine mustache stood out as graphically
as a secret vice in the impersonal glare of
a line-up. I wandered back and [orth

among the crowds that milled around,
dwarfed, at the bottom of thar immense
five-story room pretending to be a street.

1 had a coffee in one of the little bars
where you buy vour ticket first and then
present it to the boy at the machine, and
watched the cashier givl ring up half the
amoum and pocket the diflerence, and
then, a moment later, ving up 130 lire
for a 180-lira tab and pocket that, wo. It
scemed marvelous and. all of a sudden,
admirable, the way some kinds ol law-
lessness in our time seem to strike a blow
for an older law. Everyone cheated every-
one else as a matwer of course; and yet
that peculiar lechery, that lascivious
quiver of wet-mouthed greed that con-
torts faces along 42nd Street, was not in
evidence here. No, the conhdent au
dacity of Neapolitan pillage seemed a
triumph over the glum seriousness of
money itself, thereby restoring some hu-
man balance; the poverty of Naples, like
its bitter history, mocked itsell and its
appetites. In the States, the poor and the
outraged marched and rioted. Here, they
boosted from the till and set up statues
1o their oppressors. But what in God’s
name did they care about?

1 wandered back toward the hotel and
had breakfast. Toast, butter and jam—
for an extra charge, ol course—urrived
with the eggs, for the simple reason that
1 had failed not 10 order them; and by
the time 1 had fnished, the day had
become fair. The sky was a milky blue,
the air mild and aromatic as vermouth,
the rain-washed pavement smelled [resh
with possibilities and I decided 1o go up
into the Vomero quarter, where, 1 had
heard. one got the most lavish view of
Naples and its bay.

The funicolare cenirale, in which 1]
was jammed chest to breast with chauer-
ing schoolgirls. was a subway on a slamt
that clanked ponderously up its sloping
mine shaft, the chain that pulled it vi-
brating up through one’s shoes. On the
top, out in the sun again, the drama of
the city's seuing became clear. Naples
appeared to float in the air in the same
way that Venice appears to float on
the water. 1 looked down on all the
tangled warrens | had wandered in the
night before—down  over  diminishing
levels of roofs, terraces, stairways, balco-
nies, everything built on top of something
clse, house on house, street on roof, stairs,
stairs everywhere; down through the
stupelying complexity of myriad lives
that I viewed, as a god might, in a
stunning. vertical perspective; the balco-
nied lives of a Mediterranean people, a
people in thrall to the sun. I looked
down. down and then out—out over the
wide, lucid expanse of that great bay.
pale blue as an April sky, tha had
the power that all truly breath-taking
places possess—the power to so awe, to
so humble you that you become for a
moment sancr, soberer at the very sight,
aware that, alter all, the inmost drive ol
our natures is to vearn for beamy and 10

(continued on page 214)




THE SACRIFICE

it is a terrible thing when the
heart dies but the body lives on

Jiction By LOUIS AUCHINCLOSS

CORNELIUS PLATT had had a horror ol
violence from his earliest years. It was
not merely the violence that resulted in
damage 1o flesh or windows, to bones or
ildings, but the violence that tended in

v way to shake up the narural order of
things. whether its manifestation was casu-
al, in riots, or serious, in revolutions, or
simply in the shattering of the primeval
silence with oaths and obscenities. Plar,
a thoughtful youth and a philosophic
adult, had from the beginning suspecied
: that those who went

abour tearing off car-

pets and covers, pull-

ing down curtains and

ing up sashes, in rest.-

1satiable quest for the

“basic,” might in the end

only discover that they had

made a mess of the liv-

ing room. For how

much was there to any

chamber but the grace of

its decoration? And how

much, when all was bad-

ly said and badly done,

vas there to the human

race when it had lost

is manners? But this

horror of violence had

always heen accom-

panied by a very

healthy respect for

the perpetrators of

violence, by a con-

viction, indeed, that

such were the true

rulers of the world,

either boldly, with a

display of brawn, or dis-

creetly, with that same

brawn concealed beneath

traditional velvet. Platt's

notorious father, the

artist and sport, from

whose custody he

had been early re-

moved by his

scandalized

dead mother’s

family, had

been a proof

of where

people’s

real, if

not pro-

fessed,
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sympathies lay. For all the senior Plau’s
wenching and extravagance, for all his
passion for killing that had started with
ducks, mattured to rogue elephants and
ended with Spanish Loyalists (and his own
extinction), his name, even in the minds
of his bitterest eritics, still evoked the
picture of a man. And so his son, through
school and college, through early man
hood and middle age, right into the eve
ning of his 60s, in the black silk of his
court robes, Mr. Justice Platt. heir of the
dead adventurer of Barcelona, stll looked
out with a guarded caution on the world
below his bench, a world that, for all its
lip service to his mistress ol the balanced
scales, was stubbornly inclined to equate
violence with vigor: in sport, in love, in
politics, in art.

Oh, he had made his peace with that
world! Few better. He had even snatched
success [rom its massive jaws, under its
mane and sleeping. grumbling head. He
had made his reputation at the bar and
was making another on the bench, repu-
tations for wisdom, temperance and
scholarship that fitted with his  long,
spare, lean build and what he liked to
hear described as his Roman  profile.
More importantly. he had a still beauti-
ful and still loving wife. famed for her
work in civil rights, a strong, bright.
splendid son who had given up his law
practice 1o go into city governmen! and
a nine-year-old grandson as beautiful as
an English bov painted by Romney. It
might. indeed, have secemed that, on the
threshold of his cighth decade. Cornelius
Platt, at least as Lar as he personally was
concerned, had litde more 10 fear from
the dreaded violence of the outside
world, that he had tipoed successfully
past the sleeping monster.

That it was never too late for life,
however, to play dirty tricks came as a
small surprise to a pessimist like Platc
Even the dismay of his first discovery of
the trick was accompanied by a faint,
chilly admiration for the perfect wony ol
his situation. For what had happened
was that the violence that he had so long
eschewed had wreaked its revenge by
taking up its roosting spot in the heart
of Cornelius Plan! Oh. there was no
mistaking it. No slightest possibility of
error. He found in reading the Times, in
watching the news on television, in lis-
tening 10 his morning radio reporter
while he shaved. that a faint dull prick
in the back of his neck would grow, with
sickening rapidity. 10 a pain through his
shoulders. down his back, from where it
would clutch at his intestines and then
spray upward through his chest. It was
rage. rage in fiim. the judge of judges!

It might have scemed. at first blush,
the most natural, even the most banal ol
all experiences that could arrive at the
spotless and polished doorstep of a re-
spected sexagenarian: the indignant con-
that the bottom had been

knocked our of sociery. Was it particular-
ly unusual for a prominent member of
the bar, a jurist “with good capon
lined,” 1o sce doom in the swrikes, the
muggings, the robberies. the riots of
modern urban lifer What was bis atu-
tude but a wypical lewer to the Times?
Yet Plate knew in his heart, [rom the
very beginning of this new emotional
stage, that there was a difference be-
tween his reaction and that of his com-
plaining contemporaries.  Whereas  his
brethren of the bench and bar. his
[riends at the club, his goll and bridge
cronies, would purse their Lips and cluck
and chauer, without p;micul:lr ANIMmos-
ity, with only stertorous tlimppl‘o\'a].
about the need of law and order; where-
as the more reactionary might even pos-
tulate, as a Kind of temporary necessity,
the ercction of some super police lorce,
they had all essentially accepted the un-
rest of the age as they accepted the
weather and the income tax. They did
not, as he did, have gaudy dreams of a
Dies Irae.

For what had slipped inwo the corners
of his guarded heart, what had slunk by
the sentries of his judicious toleration, to
light up his interior with a fearful glow,
wis a passionate yearning to se¢ the
violators violated. It was a yearning with
a force that could make him tremble and
feel chills. It could even bring tears, in
private. to eyes that stared in luminous
shock and dismay at their own 1mage mn
his shaving mirror. His mind seemed to
be turning into a torture chamber of the
Inquisition, where modern ollenders met

4 punishment unmitigated by modern

humaneness. The muggers who infested
the parks and streets, the union chiefs
who denied heat or wransit to a baftled
populace. the ragged undergraduates who
shouted obscenities at those who wished
only to instruct them were hung by their
thumbs, stretched on the rack. fogged
and branded, before the throne ol a
robed and hooded priest who could have
heen only one person.

Sometimes. in the early morning, wak-
ing by Mary Ellen’s calmly unconscious
body and trembling at the memory of a
dream of multiple horrors, he would try
to console himself by supposing that
many otherwise rational persons were
subject to such fantasies and thau as long
as one never acted upon them, one was
morally justified in dismissing them as
hallucinations such as might have been
brought on by drink or fever. But then
he would have to face not one but a pair
of reasons against his being entitled o
any such relief, the same two reasons
that formed the arches on which rested
his very life. First, could he be sure, as a
judge, that such fanasies might  not
affect his judgments? And, second. how
in such a marriage as his could harred
live beside love?

He had a funny little hope, that lasted

for the better pant ol a year, that he
might create a drainage system by way ol
carefully conwolled social conversations
that would carry away some of the con-
taminaton within him in harmless liule
streams ol anecdote ultmately eliminat-
ed by the chemical of human  indif-
ference. Thus, at dinner  parties, he
would contribute 1o the wsual discussion
ol growing lawlessness the perlea horror
story. culled from his wide newspaper
reading and high political connections,
If the topic was crime, he would ofles
police details on the latest atrociry: af
strikes, some  jewel ol umon intranse
geance: il wellare, the most shocking new
case of waste and extravagance. And in
supplying these items, he was scrupulous
10 avoid the least appearance of heat: he
was always cool and clear, as il secking
only to get ar the [acts, never to take o
position. He would raise an eychrow in a
manner more quizzical than critical; he
would appear to invite the amusement
ol his audience, at most their tolerance
ol a state of affawrs that was, aber all.
only part and parcel of the poor old
human condition.

When Mary Ellen first spoke o him
about this littde habit, in a taxi return-
ing from a dinner party given by the
presiding justice, he recognized that a
woman's strength may lie preasely in her
contempt for subtlety.

“Why are vou so down on welfare?”
she asked. "Do vou suggest we can do
withour it?"”

“I suggest, my dear. that you have
confounded crincism  with  condemna-
tion. I don’t suppose one must approve
of waste.”

“Don’t play the judge with me. Neely.
You and your ‘brethren” can {ool the
world that you live in a kind of mental
vactum where any prejudice drops 10
the floor like a pin. but you don't fool
your wives. The people who tell the kind
ol story you told tonight—thar one
about mailing welfare checks 1o Miami
—want 1o abolish welfare.”

1 shall uy to remember that.”

“You don’t want to abolish it. do you.
darling?”

He knew that she was looking at him
now, with her large worried eyes, but he
dared not turn to her. Why should she
leap 1o such a disparaging conclusion?
Did it not show that, all along, she had
secretly suspected him?

“OI course 1 don't,” he wied 1o assure
her. “Perhaps | get too used, in myv
position. to the detached point ol view.™

“Because you've always judging? Do
you call that detachment? You weigh us
all and find us wanting. Don’t do it
Neely. The terrible danger of sixty is fo
the heant to die, vears belore the body!”

Platt. feeling the full intensity of hear
concern, stifled a near sob ar the sudden
bleakness ol his own dammnation.

(continued on page 150}
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THE SACRIFICE tcontmued [rom page 138,

“It will never be vour danger. my
darling!” he exclaimed fervemly.

“How grossly you overrate me!” she
answered, surprised. “I'm in your boat,
Neelv. That's how I know.™

Platt did not for a minute beheve tha
Mary Ellen’s heart was in danger ol
dying. He did not even believe it of his
own. There was nothing dead or even
old in the dreadful passions that crack
led in his chest. No, alas, the deadest,
coldest grate would have been preferable
to such a flame.

“Ah, il only 1 could be like vou, dear.”
he murmured. “I'd be all right!”

Mary Ellen was one of those women
whose beauty depends entirely on skin
and eyes. Her head, her limbs. her body
were long and thin. her hair, a rather
shabby blonde, hung down straight and
dank, so that her wotal effect. when she
s tired or ill. was osseous. undernour
ished. But all this was more than re-
deemed, 1t was glorifiecd by the glow in
her nacreous flesh that made a shimmer-
ing background for large. lustrous. hope-
ful and ultimately rather threatening
vellow-brown eyes that seemed to give her
mterlocutor every last possible chance to
be decent, to be good, even 1o be great.
but which, at the same ume, had a
reservation, hanging there between ob-
served and observer, that if he dudn’t .. !
Platt. had spent the 30 years of their
marriage in distinct awareness of the
crackle of the auto-da-l¢ that was ready
o spring into an encompassing glare if
the heretic should be finally impenitent.
And what had been the murderous temp-
tation of his lifetime but just to be
impenitent? If only. at long last, to have
the relief of the scorching fire, after all
the anticipation? The scorching fire that
would match. that might cast out his
own?

Mary Ellen, in a word, was good. and
her goodness had in it no hine of prig-
gishness, no smallest aspect of fatuity.
No, he could never lay that flattering
unction to his soul that Mary Ellen’s
goodness was of the waxed doll's variety
that justified his own badness as comfort-
ingly, perhaps even lovingly mortal. Far
from it. Il there was any room for good-
ness in the world, a supposition increas-
ingly 1o be doubted, then there had to
be a place for Mary Ellen’s goodness,
which was premised on the simple faith
that one must help everybody. His last
chance to scoll at her on the grounds
that, loving the whole world, she might
have rendered herself incapable of lov-
ing an individual, that she might have
lost her humanity, her taste, her very
character in a kind of msty saintliness,
had expired on the day she had elected,
with a total commitment that must have
satishied any but a fiend of jealousy, to
love him.

It was Mary Ellen's warning that he
had in mind when he dodged the respon-
sibility of a “police brutality™ case by
persuading the presiding justice to re-
assign the writing of the decision 1o Judge
O’'Hara. a former district attorney. Plaw
joined the majority in quashing the con
viction, not even availing himsell of the
opportunity, which would not have aftect-
ed the outcome, ol siding with Judge
Denu, the court’s right wing, in his lonely
and embiwered dissent. But immediately
afterward, he was overcome with the dark-
¢st depression. For how could he continue
to sit on the bench if his decision had
been made in reacion to his own ani-
mosity? Perhaps, under the law, the con-
viction should have been sustained. His
mind, at anv rate, should have been clea
of the least bias, for or against the police-
man. for or against the accused. God
knew, it had been far from that

Yer if he resigned his position. Mary
Ellen would have to know all. He had
no excuse ol age or health or even of
fatigue. She was bound 10 flare, suspi-
cious as she already was that his problem
was moral: and however she might ap
preciate, even applaud, his move, how-
ever high a wone she might take as 10
what her own soothing. curative role
should be in his reurement. there would
still be a horror 1o be smothered, a
disgust to be concealed. He would have
lorfeited her respect, and Mary Ellen
could never love where she did not re-
spect. He would have fallen to the rank
of one of her wrongdoers, one ol her
“lame ducks.” He would feel the benel-
icence of her charity, not the sustaining
life force of her wilely devouion. It
would be far, far worse than her hate.

To lose not only the court but Mary
Ellen’s love was not to be thought ol
What would be left of him but the
remnant of a carapace stranded high on
the bleak beach of pity? And then, too.
did it not behoove him to effect a cure as
a duty 1o socicty, as well as to himself?
Was such a man as he, in Macdull's
phrase, it to live, let alone to govern?
For it was just the complication of his
case that his mind and judgment re-
mained at all times essentially clear of the
contagion. Platt knew perfectly well that
the police suck. the machine gun, the
armed state were Fu more  pernicious
than the evils they purporied 10 correct.
He had no illusions about the vicious
circle of modern crime and modern pun-
ishment. And. even more imporuantly, he
was perlealy convinced that the man
who did not love his lellow men was
already hall dead. Theve was simply no
way for civilized man o live amid the
throng of his fellows—cheaters. hvpo-
crites, lechers as they were, cowardly.
inhumane, brutal as their  behavior
might be—without loving them. Oh. vyes,

if one could not love even the apathetic
folk who slammed their windows 1o shw
out the cry ol the girl assaulted on the
sidewalk below, the folk who would not
be implicated even 10 the extent of pick:
ing up a telephone to call the police.
onc was, compared with enlightened
souls, already in the shadow of the tomb.
For what was poor shabby humanity but
a mob of window slammers? And what
wis worse than such a mob but the man
who hated 11>

If the message ol the church was love.
then the church might be the place for
him. He took to going on Sundays again.
much to Mary Ellen’s surprise, whose
own goodness had never needed the sup-
port of faith. who even used 1o say that
she liked the idea of personal extinction:
but in the Church of the Holv Trinity.
Plau found the obstacle of his schoolboy
associations too solidly in his path. The
prayers were dull, the hymns were dull.
the sermons were worst of all. The clean.
antiseptic modernity of the church it
sell, with its bare limestone walls and
nonpictorial stained glass. struck him as
only coldly handsome. He could not seem
to revive anv relationship  between &
savior of mankind and a savior ol him
sell. Perbaps he had trampled 1t out 100
completely. The mystic idea ol a soul
stripped of all its trappings—ol Hesh. of
worldly rank. of ambition, of lusi. ol
very appetite—struck him as not only
poor but as somchow ridiculous, as a
tricky substitute. in its denial of humani-
ty, for Mary Ellen’s “extinction.” There
was drama 1 the martyrs, but where was
the drama in the Reverend Darlington’s
holding up to the altar a silver plaie
stuffed with greenbacks and the discreer
er envelopes of those who gave “more™:
No, he had burned his bridges 10 the
Protestant God of his early years and he
felt that it was unseemly, at his age. to
go courting another.

Without assistance from this world
and without hope of a next, he began to
wonder grimly how long he could con-
tinuc before some terrible exposure. in
his home or on the bench, would over-
whelm him. The violence in the world
about him and the violence that lestered
within him were bound, he feared, soon-
er or later 1o join forces, sweeping away
the pale, interfering integument of Cor-
nelius Plau’s body. Yet just when he
thought that merger most likely, just
when he feared that mner anger
would detonate and blow his phvsical
sell 1o bits. he had the shock ol hearing
his own voice speak out sharply against
his conccaled emouons, taking the side
of the angels against an angry. red-neck
taxi driver who sped  him  recklessly
downtown while denounang the city fa-
thers as a “bunch ol nigger lovers.”

“How much longer is the liule guy
going to put up with it, that's what I

(continued on page 210)
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fiction By PATRICK McGIVERN 1 wake from a
bad dream (of Isabel, as usual) and find myself face down
in bed in my one-room efficiency apartment over a stable
for burros, horses, cattle and pigs. They thump at night,
but I like the smell. 1 get up, go over to the window. I
can see the Spanish coast far below, the Mediterranean
beyond it, North Africa beyond that. It looks different
from what it did 165 miles up.

should an astronaut
who drops out in spain
before a trip

to mars get uptight
over a man stashed
under his chick’s bed?

e

\._ ' B

I do 20 push-ups, then I go out into the corridor and knock
on my neighbor's door. The tall one, the Scandinavian.

“What are you doing tonight?” 1 say.

“T don't know,” she says, smiling.
time, let me ask my boyfriend.”

1 shrug, go to the door on the other side of mine and
knock. “What are you 'doing tonight?” I say, when the

“As T tell you last
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short, dark-haired girl answers.

“Nothing,” she says.

“Let’s have a drink,” I say. “Or an ice cream.”

“OK. Eight o'clock.”

The Scandinavian girl is now standing in the corridor.
“He doesn't feel too nice,” she says, referring, I presume,
to her boyfriend. “Let’s have a drink.”

“I'm busy.”

I do 40 push-ups and take a shower.

The short, dark-haired girl is named Charlotte. She’s
from Canada, she says, and rich, and on the run from her
Jewish-businessman lover in Vancouver. 1 buy her an ice
cream, one for me, too. Then we sit at a table at the Café
Pombo just off the main plaza in town, watching the
Spaniards smoke, cough, spit, talk.

“And what do you do?” she eventually says.

“I'm an astronaut.”

“Oh, really?” she says, laughing. “Is that all?"

“How about another ice cream?”

“This is my third. Thanks, no.”

Back later at the place we live, she says, “Care for a
drink?”

“Sure'”

“Just a minute.”

She goes inside, closing the door on me. Twenty-eight
seconds later, it opens again. “Come in,"” she says, smiling.
“But no funny stuff.”

At first, she won't let me. Because it's her own place, she
says, and therefore she doesn’t have to. But I know what she
wants and, finally, I prevail. I do 200 push-ups a day.

“I'm shocked,” she says later. “At myself, I mean. You're
the first square I ever slept with. And you're not bad at
all.”

“Thanks,” I say. Then I ball her again.

Later, we're resting, when I hear a funny noise under
the bed.

“What’s that?”

“Oh, nothing.”

Nevertheless, I look under the bed. There is a guy
there, lying on the floor, staring at the springs.

“Who are you?”

“Number eight,” he says.

- "Who is he?” 1 ask Charlotte.

“I found him in Marrakesh,” she says. “He’s completely
harmless.”

“What is this number-eight stuff?”

“He thinks that number is the key to all the mysteries
of the universe. He spends every waking hour contemplat-
ing it. All he does is smoke and think about the number
eight.”

Another bad dream that night, once again about Isabel
and me. We are together in a public place, as usual, and,
as usual, something separates us. An animal stampede this
time, right through the corridors of the Smithsonian In-
stitution.

I wake up, face down, to what sounds like the thumping
of animals below but is actually a knock on my door.

It is the Scandinavian girl.

“I'm moving down to the campo,” she says. “Would you
like to share a house with me?"”

“What about your boyfriend?"

“He's going home to Stavanger,” she says. “Jealous, or
ill, or something like this. I would rather not live in the
campo alone.”

“I'll think about it,” I say and close the door.

Up at the Café Pombo, I am having a brandy and an
ice cream and thinking about it, when Eleanor Everett
comes walking down from the bus stop.

“Surprised to see me?" she says.

“Oh, yes.”

I brought you a carton of Camels.”

*“I can get them here.”

“Some water-purifying tablets.”

“They have spring water here."”

“And some back copies of Time.”

“Thanks.”

*“So you're going to Mars?”

“Eventually. The chief says——"

“Your hair looks longer. I hardly recognized you.”

“What about an ice cream?”

“Later. Wher¢ are you staying?”

“A little apartment.”

“Will you carry my bags?”

“Kind of smelly.”

“My bags?”

"My apartment. They thump at night.”

“Who?"

*The animals."”

“I like animals.”

She hates animals. I carry her bags. We're supposed
to be engaged.

“What a great placel” she says in the apartment, tear-
ing at my clothes and sncezing. “What a beautiful view!"
She hammer-locks me down on the big double bed.

“You taste like ice cream,” she says, later on, after a
sneezing fit.

“I'm on an ice-cream kick.”

*“Achoo!”

We make love again, or, rather, she makes it. Afterward,
we sleep.

I wake up, face down in bed, with a thumping head and
a high fever. I have some kind of superflu; Eleanor Everett
seems delighted. She starts immediately to nurse me, be-
tween sneezes. Soup. Cough medicine. Vomit medicine.
More soup. Darvon 65. Rectal suppositories. Tea. More
soup. But the fever continues. So do the headaches and bad
dreams. I believe I am dying and it is fine with me. But
Eleanor Evereut stays up nights, nursing me. Still, my
recuperation is a long one. And on the night that finally
I am completely well again, I don’t tell Eleanor Everett,
since this will mean we have to make love.

It is late morning and she is still asleep on the bed,
sneezing and wheezing. I am into the 14th push-up when
there is a knock at the door. It is Charlotte.

“Hope you're feeling better,” she says, “since I have to
ask you a big favor. 1 got this cable from my friend in
Vancouver. He's coming tonight. Can you put this one up
until he goes away?”

“Number eight,” he says.

“Doesn't he ever say anything else?”

“People full of shit,” he says.

I let him in.

“Don't worry,” Charlotte says. “He’s finally figured out
the meaning of number eight, so he’s even more harmless
than usual. He'll just stay under the bed.”

Instead, he jumps right into it beside Eleanor Everett.

“Number eight,” he says, cackling. But she doesn’t wake
up.

*iQuiere usted?” says the ice-cream girl.

“Me, too,” I say. “And I'd like to try a number eight,
please.”

“iQué hay?”

“Un numero ocho, por favor.”

She has dark, long hair, gigantic brown eyes, long, slim
legs, friendly, snub-nosed breasts. More than that, she gives
off a luminous glow. The number eight is pretty good, too,
tasting much like vanilla fudge.

I am about to strike up a (continued on page 218)



WE GO T0
GREAT PANES

attire

By ROBERT L. GREEDN

a bold fashion outlook
for the adventurous urbaniic

FOR A COOLLY CONTEMPORARY WAY to cope
with the long hot summer, may we di-
rect your attention to the windowpane-
ploid suit. The two-button, wool-worsted
munificently laopelled version pictured
here is cut to show more of the shirt and
tie and runs obout $195. It's comple-
mented by a cotton loose-tapestry-weave
dress shirt feoturing o long-pointed
collar and barrel cuffs, $25, o silk twill
tie, $12.50, all by Rolph Lauren for
Polo, and @ pair of two-tone blunt-
toed lace-tie shoes, by Nunn-Bush, $45.
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“Did you forget that you were saving the last dance for me?”




a nighf @it the inn from Les Cent Nouvelles Nouvelles

Ribald Classic

1" ONLY ALl aEN were prudent enough to govern their
tongues and to censor those words that spring from the
humors rvather than rom the brain. If only all ladies were
judicious enouglh 1o ignore the curious things they hear. Life
would then be a preat deal better ordered—and certainly
somewlat duller, on the whole.

There once was a private gentleman ol good estate named
De Couraye, lived in Nomundy not L from the
renowned abbey of Mont-St.-Michel. He was a kindly, plain
sort of man, though a good comparion and certaly not
without wit. In his middle years, he ook it imto his head 1o
marry. and so he did. Now, there arve certain young women—
vou may have noticed as well as I-—that run to long. smooth

who

legs. round flanks. slim waists. high breasts and disturbing,
dark eyes. Such young ladies ave likely to have wild gallops ol
imagination—so they are filled with disappointment when
they are wedded and bedded by sober, kindly gentlemen ol
middle vears.

Bed, of course, was where Lady Canette should have been
one eveming when De Couraye sat with his [riends  after
dinner, exchanging jokes, buffooneries and all manner of
Hudibrastic tales. Instead, she was hsteming behind the door.

Eventually, her hushand began to tell anecdotes about a
certain Godelroy, innkeeper on the isle of Mont-St.-Michel,
who was reputed 1o possess the most prodigious and durable
batering-ram in the whole of Normandy. Nobody knew how
nuny lovely gates had fallen to his atack. Another gentleman
present declared that Godelroy was robust enough to do in
one night what most men did in 20, And so it went, with
storics and puns about mine host—most of them quite inde-
cent, I'm sorry to say.

The next moring, when De Couraye entered his wile's
chamber, he wis somewhat astonished to hind her preparing
for a journey. “And. pray. where do you go?” he asked.

"My dear hushand, 1 am making a pilgrimage 1o the holy
shrine of St. Michel. in order to refresh my [aith. 1 intend to
olfer some prayers.”

“I see,” said the gentleman, reflecting a few moments on
the folly of talking woo freely, the curiosity of the lemale mind
and the misfortune of doors that did not close quite properly.
At Tast he said, in an agreeable tone, “Very well. Light vour
candle. But I hope that you'll not pray for a miracle, because
they are quite rare these days.” The lady laughed, Kissed him
on the cheek and set out with her maid.

As soon as she was out of sight, her hushand saddled his
Tastest took another route to Mont-St-Michel,
where he arrived at ebb tide. He went at once 1o Godelroy's
inn and spoke o the taverner.

horse and

“I have a poor, deluded wile,” he said, “who has overheard
some gossip concerning your exceptional powers of virility—
and these stories have aroused God knows what folly in her
mind, I [ear. Now, when she arrives, I should like to have you
make her welcome, seem to Tall in with whatever invitation
she makes. But no tricks, I warn vou. It would be a great
shame to see blood all over your clean floors.”

The innkeeper, a good-natured fellow who wanted no
trouble, promised to play his part and then disappear. Not
long alterward. madam and her maid arvived, exhausted from
the long ride. Godelroy saw the lady to a fine chamber, had a
fire kindled and sent [or a bottle of good wine and a bowllul
of cherries.

defore her supper was served, the lady found a pretext to
call the host to her room and then to begin some banter with
him. He mentioned an amorous escapade that had  tiken
place under his rool. She laughed and encouraged him to say
more. Finally, they were getting on so well that she whispered
a pretty idea imto his ear. Godelroy smiled, nodded and
retired to speak with her husband.

Sure enough, her door was unlocked at midnight when De
Couraye tried it, went inside, slid inwo bed—and into a
charming welcome. The passage at arms began. Now, De
Couraye was not cut out to be a great general at the head ol
mighty lorces. On the other hand, he was no raw recruit who
(Z(J;lili).\{'(l with the hrst musker shot. He did his usoal, credn
able bhest and, before (|:l)'|]1'l:'.lk, Tol up silculi}' and stole awiy
to his own room.

In the morning, the lady scemed pensive and melancholy.
She summoned her maid, coldly ignored the innkeeper as she
paid her bill and returned home without even visiting St
Michel’s shrine.

Her hushand greceted her and asked what good news she
brought from Mont-5t-Michel. She merely shook her head.
“And did you stop at Godelroys inn?" She nodded. “And
what sort of rousing welcome did our host give you? He's said
to be a stout and jolly fellow.™

“Is he?” she asked. I thought him very ordinany.”

“But he is reputed to provide the best hospitality in
Normandy. And the most delightful cuisine,” siaid her hus-
hand.

“The hospitality was modest and the [are was plain.”

“Most ladies consider his inn quite remarkable,” said De
Couraye.

“Well!'™ answered his wile. Il thac’s all there is to 1, T am
entertained just as well, or better, in my own home. And in
my own home I intend to stay henceforth.”

—Retold by Charles Powell B 155
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JON VOIGHT coerybody’s talkin’

AFTER TEN YEARS of bit parts on Broadway, numerous TV
appearances and two unsuccesslul films, Jon Voight's only
recognizable achievement was a Theater World Award in
1967 for his performince in the Broadway production of That
Swmmer, That Fall. But last year, at 30, Voight finally
surfaced from anonymity with his convincing portayal of Joe
Buck, the swaggering young Texas stud on the make in
Midnight Cowboy. That success—along with major roles in
such upcoming hilms as Catch-22, The Revolutionary. Out of
It and The All-Amevican Boy—has launched Voight into the
vanguard ol 1the new generation ol moviemakers and actors
who have already replaced the old Hollywood glamor with
sometimes grim screen realism. “People want 1o see things the
way they really are, and that’s what I'm into. I'm interested in
characters who aciually function.” The son of a Yonkers golf
pro, Jon showed his carly interest in theatrics by acting out
children’s stories and doing imi ms. “Sid Caesar was my
idol. T modeled everything after him.” Though encouraged by
his father 1o consider a caveer on the links, Jon savs, I was a
rebel and acting was all T wanted 1o do.” Toward that end, he
studied art and drama ar Catholic University ol America in
Washingron, D.C., picked up a fine-ares degree and headed for
New York in 1960—"Tull of sophomoric arrogance”—io0 study
adting, But things didn’t really sttt happening unddl he met
the daughter of Waldo Salt, author of the screenplay for
Midnight Cowhay. She suggested him for the part of Joe
Buck after secing him on television in Harold Pinter's play
The Dwarfs. Although the role netted him an Academy
Award nominaton and o substanaal foothold in 1he business,
he is careful not 1o be misled by success. Distrusting vanity
and compliments, he decares: “I'm not interested in how
many parts I play or whether a picture might be ‘good for
my cGireer.” I wint to do a piece of work that I'm proud of.”

B. B. KING boss of the blues

BESSIE sanri, Charlie Christian, Blind Lemon Jefferson. Litle
Walter: All were ginnts of the blues and all died premanwrely,
from violence or illness. victims of a society that couldn’t
accept them as “artists”™ without qualifving and restricting
them. Yet B, B. King has alwavs believed that a black
American can achieve both stardom and respect by singing
and playing nothing but the blues. For two decades, he's been
honing a style hased on the oldest blues concepts but swing-
ing with jazz-derived grace and elecirified 1o the Tullest. Born
44 years ago on a Mississippi plantation, Riley B. King paid
his dues carly: he had o fend for himsell at nine, walked ten
miles a day for his schooling and pushed a plow six davs a
week, six months a year, for a Tull decade. But inspived by
such spiritual sir s as the Golden Gate Quartet (and such
Bluesnusters as Sonny Boy Williamson), he took up the gaitar
and began performing on street corners, After World War
Two. he went to Memphis, where Williamson got him a gig;
to plug it. King secured a local vadio spot that grew into a
popular show and carned him his nickname, “The Beale
Suweet Blues Boy'—shortened o “B. B In 1950, he hit the
charts and began the exhausting cross-country tours than still
occupy much ol his time. Seventeen vears later, King had De-
come i demigod to those blacks who were hip to their musical
heritage: to those who weren't, and o whites in general, he
was stll a stranger. Then things started 1o move: promotion
by @ major record company (ABC): ribute hrom the poprock
guitarists who had appropriated both his viffs and his tech-
nigue of sustaining notes: and. finally, oflers 1o play the lucra
tive dares that had been denied him for so long. B. B, remains
a num ol the people—but he's also hecome a confimed
member of modern technosoaciery, skilled in electronics, amd
a licensed pilot. Most important, he and Lucille—his guitar

have finally put the blues in their proper place: on top.




JOHN FOWLES write on!

IN cuHAPTER 13 of The French Lieutenant’s Woman, English-
man John Fowles interrupts his 19th Century novel to remind
us that he has been using “a convention universally accepted
at the time of my story: that the novelist stands next to God.
He may not know all, yet he tries to pretend that he does.™
But Fowles does not pretend to know all, and believing in
what he calls “the freedom that allows other freedoms to
exist,” he breaks the Victorian tradition by writing three
endings, leaving the reader to choose among them. What he
has created is an 1860s story told lrom the anti-authoritarian
vantage point of 100 years' additional experience. It works—
so well, in fact. that the book has occupicd U.S. best-seller
lists since the end of November and is slated for a screen
version next year. At 44, Fowles ("1t rhymes with owls,” he
says) is becoming accustomed to lame: His first novel, The
Collector, sold in the millions, became a movie and is still
selling in wanslation all over the world. Next came The
Aristos and then The Magus, another best seller and also a
film. The product of a conventional English middle-class
upbringing. Fowles playved aricket at public school, beeame
head boy ("a very efficient little Gestapo type” who used a
cane on the other boys for their misdemeanors) and joined
the Royal Marines, which he hated. He recalls, “I also began
to hate what I was becoming—a British Establishment young
hopeful.” Armed with an honors degree in French from
Oxford, Fowles supported himself with teaching jobs until
publication of The Collector. Now living in Lyme Regis.
Dorset (which, incidentally, is the setting for Woman), he's
working on a science-fiction spy thriller. “I get much more
pleasure from writing books than from having them published,”
he says. “While I'm creating a story, it's alive. But as soon
as it leaves this house and goes into print, it becomes fossil-
ized and there's a diminution of pleasure.” Not for his readers.
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“Oh, hi, Helen. . . . Oh, nothing. “I don’t want to because my mother does it
What’s new with you?” and I hate everything she does.”

“Can’t we forget about involvement, commitment “Oh. We're going the scenic route tonight.”
and meaningful relationship and go ahead and ball?”’




an antic view of the
scoring problems involved in
the most ancient sport

“Me and my mini-what?”’

“I guess I'm too nervous, Mrs. Davis.
Maybe if we waited until after I graduate. . ..”




“I'll say one thing. Our second honeymoon “Damn it, Joyce—the marriage

is sure different than our first one.” counselor said to let me dominate.”

“George . . . George . . . George, “I used to call my first husband Heinz.
vou're between the tofy sheet and the blanket.” He knew 57 different ways.”




“But, otherwise—how was it?”

“Now I know why your wife sent me a “Do you always have to say,
thank-you note for taking you away [rom her.” “There may be snow on the roof,

but there's still fire in the furnace’?”
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

what to do with your looks, how to smile
and who not to offend. 1 was very fortu-
nate in that I've always been aware that
the allure of worldly success can be very
perilous unless you've got something to
guide you. That's why I find it so 1m-
portant to have Christ in my life. I'll tell
you one thing, though: If I hadn't obeyed
the Scviprures, if I'd sinned with women,
I don't think I would have made it.
PLAYBOY: What do you consider sinful in
regard to women?

TINY TiM: In the book of Malthew, in
the Sermon on the Mount, the Bible
tells us that the man who looks at a
woman with lust has committed the
same sin as the man who touches her. So
I believe that a kiss i1s as bad as an
intimate relationship. One little kiss on
the lips can be the opening of a door;
and if one makes a mistake and does
kiss, he must stop and put up barriers in
himself so that it won’t happen again.
I've slipped with women in the past. I've
kissed women and touched them, but I
never had an inumate relationship until
alter my marriage. That's the honest
truth. When I slipped, I never Jaid down
on my bed and said. “Oh. well, I guess
it’s all right to be like the rest of the
world.” No. I would say, “Oh, blessed
Lord Jesus, I've slipped. Even if you
turn your back on me now, I'll never
quit trying to hind grace again.” You sce,
there are  always  temptations—things
we'd like to do—but just because we do
them doesn’t mean that its right to.
Now, I'in no saint; I'm just a big sinner.
But Christ keprt me from kissing and
touching women for a long time and
even when I did fall a litde, I never fell
completely. In our marriage, Miss Vicki
and 1 never have SE-X unless it's to
have children. In other words, no sced is
spilled for joy, only for blessed events.
PLAYBOY: What's wrong with a litde joy?
TINY TIM: I'm not saying that you can't
enjoy it, only that the pleasure of doing
it can't be more important than the
Lord’s commandments. In  Tobias, it
says, ““We must not be joined together
like the heathen who know not God.” In
other words, since the Lord is always
with you, everything you do must serve
Him. To make L-O-V-E strictly for pleas-
ure would serve only the man and the
woman. But when it's done to serve God,
the pleasure is even greater than when
it's done simply for lust.

PLAYBOY: Many people were surprised, to
say the least, when you announced your
engagement. How did you and Miss Vicki
meet?

TINY TIM: 1 was on a promotional tour
for my Beautiful Thoughts book—10 cit-
ics in 20 days—and Philadelphia was one
of the first stops. On June third, 1969, at
about ten minutes after 12, 1 walked into
this department store in Philadelphia

162 and about 5000 people were waiting to

(continued from page 80)

sce me. As I walked through the crowd
toward the booth where I was going to
sing and sign books, I noticed a lean and
lanky girl waving at me. When 1 saw her
face, I started to swoon. Imagine that.
Her face stood out in a crowd of 5000
faces. By the time I got up to the micro-
phone, I felt like it was the last of the
ninth again and the tension was starting
to build. T looked back at her and she
was still looking at me. T looked a third
time and she still didn’t turn away. Most
girls will look at me once, but when they
sce that I'm getting a little flustered,
they turn away. She didn’t and, as I was
signing the books, I couldn’t get her out
of my cyes. 1 wanted 1o get her address,
but I was afraid it would seem too bold
and fresh. I signed two copies of the
book for her, but T didn’t ask her for her
address or give her mine. I felt like I'd
struck out in the clutch.

Later that afternoon, 1 was speaking at
a press luncheon and I told them that 1t
was a great pleasure to be there but that
my mind was sull somewhere else. I told
them I'd met a beautiful girl but that I
had frozen in the cdutch. Everybody
seemed to get a big kick out of that and
one reporter told me he'd print a story
asking for the mysterious girl to identify
hersell. I figured that she probably
wouldn’t see it in the paper; but when I
got back to Philadelphia to visit more
stores that weekend, there she was stand-
ing in the crowd. This time, we ex-
changed addresses and she said she'd
come to cach of the three stores I was to
visit that day.

I used to give trophies to all the
beautiful women I met; so when we'd
finished at that first store, 1 called a
trophy shop and ordered a very tall one
with an angel’s figure on the wop reach-
ing toward heaven. At the hottom, it
said, *To the world’s most beautiful girl,
Miss Vicki, 1969, from Tiny Tim.” It
cost $55. Then, when she showed up at
the second store, I gave her this three-
and-a-half-foot trophy and explained to
the crowd that I'd just met her but that
if they looked in my book. they'd see that
I alwavs gave trophies to beautiful girls.
Then the reporters started to question
her, and it really started to sell books.
We began to correspond after that.
PLAYBOY: When did you see her next?
TINY TIM: That was the seventh of June
and I saw her next in August, when she
came to Atlantic City with her beautiful
mother. They arrived in the afternoon
of the 18th, and on the morning of the
19th, I asked her to marry me. She
jumped up and down and said she'd love
to, but I insisted that we get the ap-
proval of her paremts before we went
ahead. After all, T know that I'm a liule
stranger than most people; and even if
she were older than 17, T would have
wanted both her parents to agree. Since

I'd actually only been with Miss Vicki
twice before, I expected her mother to
say no, but she called me and said that
whatever Miss Vicki wanted was fine
with her. Then they called her father,
who was away at the time, and he said
the same thing. I was thrilled that they
agreed so quickly; but the next day, alter
they had a chance to think it over, they
wanted to talk to me about it. They asked
me questions for about two hours, but I
told them, “I don’t blame you. I T had a
daughter, I'd be ten times as wough.”
PLAYBOY: What kinds of questions did
they ask you?

TINY TIM: They wanted to know whether
or not I'd get tived of Miss Vicki in a
month or so and break her heart. T told
them that I never get uired of a ginl I
like, and that's just as true for the ones 1
met in 1942 as it is for the ones 1 meet
now. I still have a cookic given to me by
beautiful Miss Corky in 1967, which I
keep in New York in an empty Elizabeth
Arden Blue Grass Velva Shampoo jar
scaled with Scotch tape. I also sull have
Miss Cleo's gumdrop and many more me-
mentos. I would be just as faithful—
more, in fact—to Miss Vicki. Then they
asked me if I was sure I wouldn’t change
my mind, and I told them that Miss
Vicki was the girl I'd been dreaming of
all my life. I had wanted 1o get married
in September, but her mother asked me
then if I thought it would be better 1o
wait a couple ol years or at least until
Miss Vicki turned 18. I said I'd go along
with her wishes, knowing that Jacob wait-
cd 14 years for Rachel, but I really didn't
think it would do any good 1o wait. Miss
Vicki already knew all the low things
about me. 1 once told Mr. Helner that
when I meet a girl, 1 alwavs tell her all
there is to know about myself, because
I bebeve a man should tell a woman
everything before they get together.
PLAYBOY: What are some of the low
things you felt compelled to admit to
Miss Vicki?

TINY TIM: Well, T told her about all the
lovely girls like Miss Cleo and  Miss
Corky, and that I'd kissed a Tew. I 1old her
that I can get very emotional when the
Dodgers are playing baschall or when
the Maple Leafs are playing hockey. 1
can remember one time, in fact, after we
were married, when the Leals were fight-
ing to get out of last place. T called Miss
Vicki's parents in Philadelphia and had
them put the phone next to a radio, so
that 1 could listen to the last part of
the game. That's one example, and 1
tell you 1 can be very hard to live with
during a hot pennant race. If my teams
lose, 1 just want to be alone. I also
told her that I'm moeody and funny-
tempered, and about my cosmetics and
toilet habits, and that 1 often eat meals
alone. She thoroughly undersiood. So I
told Mr. and Mrs. Budinger that Miss
Vicki wouldn’t know any more about me
in two years than she already knew. I
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PLAYRBROY

also assured them that T believe in Jesus
Christ and that T was not just interested
m taking Miss Vicki to B-E-D. 1 told
them that the only intentions I have are
the right ones. They didn’t say any more
—just “Welcome, Son.” So I thanked
them and told them that even though it
might not be easy 1o accept me right
away, hecause of the difference in our
backgrounds, they'd come to know me in
time.

PLAYBOY: You've olten said in the past
that youw'd never get married. What
changed your mind?

TINY TiM: There’s something about Miss
Vicki that I can’t deseribe, but I Tound it
impossible 1o resist. It's a strange spirit-
ual uplift that moved me every moment
we were together. Even now, in mar-
riage, it moves me more and more. She
is so beawtiful that this thing has grown
and grown, rom a mustard seed into a
vine. It's true that 1 told people T could
never get marvied. but I believe that
there are things a man wants for himsell
and things the Lord wants for him. I
believed that 1 wanted Miss Vicki and,
after that, it was a question of deciding
what the Lord wanted me w0 do. Believe
me. the four or five months we were
engaged scemed like two vears because of
the mental and spiritual pressures 1 fel
PLAYBOY: Did anyone advise you against
the marri
TINY TIM: There was a minister who
thought we should wait, because he
didn’t think her beliel in Christ was on
an equal basis with mine.

PLAYBOY: Did anyone suggest to you that
pethaps Miss Vicki was simply marrying
you to start a career of her own. or that
she might be uying to use your name
and influence?

TINY TIM: One or two people might have
said that, but I think I was the one who
questioned her motives more than any-
one clse. Even if she didn't have theatri-
cal ambitions, 1 knew that if she had
married me because of some  Alice-in-
Wonderland [antasy, it probably would
wear off in a year or two. Of cowse, be-
cause ol my beliel in the teachings of
Christ, I don’t believe in divorce, so 1
prayed to the Lord that He or Miss Vicki
would 1ell me if she had any purpose in
mariving me other than the right ones.
So 1 feel like that question was taken
care of in praver beforchand.

PLAYBOY: Do vou know that when vou
agreed to be married on the Johnny
Cawrson show, many people thought you
might be geuing married for publicity
reasons?

TINY TIM: T would never use the holy
sactament of marriage for publicity rea-
sons. The goxd Lord knows what's in the
heant, not just the outward appearance,
When 1 gave Miss Vicki her ring on Mr.
Carson’s show, he asked right out of the
blue il we would get married on his
show. 1 thought it was a great idea for

164 several reasons. Mainly, 1 thought it

would save both our families a lot of
trouble and expense, so I told him yes.
We'd been planning on geting married
Christmas Day, but Mr. Carson wasn't
going to be doing a show that night and
asked it we would mind moving it up to
the 17th, Well. T thought that as far as
Christ was concerned, it was always
Christmas with him, so T agreed; and
that’s the way it happened. But as far as
publicity is concerned, 1T was shocked
that our engagement made the front
page of the Daily News. May T also say
that the Neas is the greatest paper in
New York, because the pring is casy 10
read and it gets suraight o the facts. In
all the muass media, people want 1o sce
simple words and simple picrures. Life is
like that. Why, the greatest invention in
history is the safety pin. The second
greatest is perforated woilet paper.
PLAYBOY: Gerting back to vour marriage,
vou said carlier that you never had an
mtimate relationship  with a  woman
prior o that. After all those vears of
sell-denial. how did vou feel about expe-
ricncing intercourse for the fivst time?
TINY TIM: First, I'd like to sav this. 1 10ld
Miss Vicki evervthing about mysell, bhug |
didn’t know anvthing about Miss Vicki's
past; and to this day, I've tried my best
not o question her. OF course, a lot of
women might know ten times as much as
the men they marry. She knew that 1
did't know a thing about S-E-X, but I
told her that Christ must come first in
our marriage. as he does in everything
clse. 1 wold her T didn't believe in birth
control and that she should be ready to
accept a blessed event. So cven though 1
knew nothing about her past, it didn’t
nuatter. She [ully understood that Christ
was the first thing in our marriage and
that S-E-X chidn’t matter.

PLAYBOY: Did vou read anvthing to ac-
quaint voursclf with the basic physical
aspects of intercourse?

TINY TIM: Oh. no, no, no! I followed the
writings ol Tobias and waited three
nights and three days before 1 touched
her. In fact, we spent most of that time
in separate yooms. All I did was lic on
my bed, and T can tell yvou 1 wouldn’t
want to go through that again. I was get-
ting very, very depressed. She was next
door and 1 didn’t know what was going
on. I thought she might have gone out
to see the Bahamas, but she, wo, had
stayed in her room the entire time. She
was s0 [aithlul.

PLAYBOY: Waus vour first experience what
you expected it to he?

TINY TIM: It was simply wonderful. Miss
Vicki was very understanding and very
pleasant. She seemed 1o be a woman of
experience. I can really tell you the
honest ruth: There was not a single bit
of embarrassment on her part or mine.
Instead, there was a humility and rever-
cnce in the aa, because whenever Christ
is there and whenever things are done in
his name, somehow the way is shown,

PLAYBOY: Were you surprised when you
learned that Miss Vicki was pregnant?
TINY TiIM: Since T don't believe 1 birth
control, 1 would have been surprised if
she wisn'n. As it is, I'm delighied by it
and I hope that after the haby is born in
late September or early Ocober, we can
scttle into some kind of berter home in
cither New York or Los Angeles.
PLAYBOY: Do vou ever think about the
way you intend to raise vour child?
TINY TIM: W'l just try to do what Christ
wants.
PLAYBOY: Do vou have any idea what
vou'll name vour first child?
TNy TiM: Well, I'm interested o the
possibility of using brand names lor him
or her. Perhaps Crest or V-8,
PLAYBOY: Do vou plan to bring up your
child on your own dict of health foods?
TINY TIM: As soon as it's old enough. As
for my own dict, I've been cheating a
livde lately and cating TV dinners occa-
sionally, but my stomach is very sensitive
and I wsually stick 1o apples, bananas.
boncy and my health cereal, which 1
reler 10 as “the Rolls-Rovee of cercals.” 1
call it that hecause it costs 90 cents a box
—probably the most expensive cereal in
the world. It’s called Familia and the
ingredients  are  apple  flakes, wheat
germ, rolled oats and sugar. It tastes
delicious and. believe me, there's a big
difference between cating these health
cereals and  eating commercial cereal.
Commercial cereal has chemicals in it
and. even though thevire listed on the
package, 1 wonder how many people
know what they are or what they do.
Margarine is another example. It has
aruficial color and artificial flavor. Who
knows what chemicals go into those
colorings and flavorings? Also, packaged
fruit on the commercial market has
chemicals added. They add ascorbic acid
to prunes as a preservative. 1 really be-
lieve that the public is being pleasandly
poisoned to death, I've even heard that a
hungry rat will not cat packaged white
bread because he can smell the chemicals
in it. But even natural foods may not be
safe anymore. Fruits and vegetables are
being sprayed with poisons, and the poi-
sons in the ground are showing up in
the fruits and vegetables. 1 suppose that
il you have o eat commercial foods, you
should eat things like oranges and ba-
nanas, which have a natural protective
skin around them. But all this pollution
is a shocking crime. There are gases and
chemicals in the air, oil slicks, chemical
wastes and gbage in the water and
poisons in our foods. The people who
are responsible lor this should get to-
gether and find out what to do about it
PLAYBOY: Most ecologists feel that they
are the ones lease likely o lead the diive
to clean up our environment.
TINY TiM: They won't be il the public
gets as antagonistic abour it as i did
over, say, civil rights. I think history will
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PLAYBOY

prove that whenever there was a real
mass disturbance, people woke up o the
problem at hand. Look what happened
with cyclamates. The Government found
out they were dangerous and made a big
enough fuss to get them taken ol the
market. One thing 1I'd like 1o see done in
the area of health is a change to plastic
cating utensils and paper dishes. I think
that a lot of viruses and diseases are
being spread because restaurants don’t
cean  their wensils very well  belore
they're served o the consumer. I'd even
be in favor of paper sheets and clothes,
too, because they'd be disposable and,
therefore, more sanitary.

PLAYBOY: Do you think President Nixon
15 doing enough o solve these problems?
TINY TiM: He's been going slowly, but 1
think he’s doing the right thing. I think
he's acting very wisely right now. I will
say that one ol President Nixon's great-
est moves was bringing Dr. Billy Graham
to the White House. I think the Presi-
dent has a great belief in prayer and
that he has acied in a prayerful way.
PLAYBOY: Do you feel as Nixon docs
about those he believes are trying to lo-
ment revolution in this counury?

TINY TiM: Well, first let me say that T
think we're living in the greatest country
in the world. I said that at a press
conference in England and it seemed to
rub them the wrong way, but I really
believe that the gond Lord has blessed

this country. In other places, the govern-
ment controls everything; so, as bad as
things arc over here, 1 think thev're
worsc overseas. When it comes to revolu-
tion, I can’t blame people who'd like to
change things. A guy who's starving
doesn’t want to know what’s going on at
the White House; he wants to know
where his next meal is coming from.
Also, even though I believe that every
man should carn his bread, there some-
times aren’t enough jobs 10 go around.
And it isn't easy to live with roaches.
But still, everything must be balanced o
be right. Man needs law because he's a
smner. A child needs a father hecause,
Ieft to himsclf, he’s in trouble. Withour
Christ, I'd be in mental and spiritual
trouble. Aen also need a leader. and
that leader has no way to conduct the
business of his country in a disciplined
way other than by law. If a revolution
could help the poor in cleaning up the
slums and the skid rows, then (hat would
be fine. But to start a revolution now
without those specific goals within reach
would be making a [reeforall of ic
We've got to be carclul to avoid that.
PLAYBOY: You scem 1o be very tolerant of
all kinds of people and auitudes. Isn't
there anyone or anything you really dis-
like strongly?

TINY TIM: No one's heart could be as
wicked as mine. Many times, 1'm flled
with hate or even murderous intent. 1

hate cheating. T hate someone who hikes
up prices a penny or two on his neigh-
bors. I hate when the rich get more help
than the poor or when an clderly man is
beaten up or when a girl is auacked.
These are terrible, terrible things. I
would give the death penalty to people
who steal if they don’t have to for sur-
vival. I would give a life sentence 1o a
murderer and—I know this sounds crazy
—then saw oll his fingers one at a
time, letting him heal between  each
ume, I believe the murderer should
suffer a slow type of death. T know this
sounds tortwrous and cruel, but it is also
cruel o kill an old man or to shiy a
voung girl and slice up her body. Most
of these people are put into prison or
committed to insanity wards, but I don’t
think they're insane. With our laws, il a
man claims insanity, he gets off much
asier. but T think perhaps 93 percent of
the public is perfealy normal.

PLAYBOY: Some psychiatrists might take
issuc with that.

TINY TIM: 1 think psychiatry has become
a false god that many people try to put
on the same plane with Christ. They say
it's a cure, bur it really isn't, because
most of the people who see psychiatrists
aren’t amy happier alterward than they
were before. They have no inner peace.
They don’t know Christ and they don't
obey his commandments. Instead of lov-
ing their neighbors, they care only about

I




how much monev they're going to make
or what kind of car they’ll buy. They
want so much for themselves and give so
litile o others that they become like
clogged faucets. When they finally can’t
stand it anymore, they decide that they
need a psychiatrist, but it's really only
through Christ that we can let go of
ourselves—and find ourselves.

PLAYBOY: Many young people have for-
saken the kind of muaterial selfishness
you're talking about, yet many of their
beliels would scem to violate your own
moral code.

TINY TIM: Everybody condemns those who
take drugs, who have long hair, who
have free love and who go to political
demonstrations, but let’s look at our so-
called righteous Christians. They have
drunken parties in their homes. They say
we should love our neighbor, but they
live in allwhite communities and move
out when a black man moves in. They
say they don’t believe in divorce, but
they don’t seem to mind going out with
other women. Ol course, it’s wrong 1o take
those terrible drugs—they ruin the body
and the mind—but it's just as wrong to
be filled with prejudice. As far as I'm
concerned, the temporary effect of a drug
is nothing compared with the venomous
normality of hate, which is found in 99
percent of Christian homes today.
PLAYBOY: One ol the issues central 10 the

underground culture is opposition to the
Vietnam war. How do you feel about it?
TINY TiM: I'm sorry to say this, bur I
really believe that it may be worth while
1o shed blood for a good cause. If there
had been no riots in the ghettos, the
white man might never have awakened
to the black man’s problems. If there
hadn’t been a war in 1775, we might still
belong o England. I believe that the
United States has never been wrong in a
war, I think we are in Viemam because
we remember Pearl Harbor and we're
trying to see that a thing like that
doesn’t happen again. Many countries
are jealous because we have so much—
and maybe we were a liule greedy in
getting it—Dbut I do believe we have the
right to protect what we have,

PLAYBOY: Lven at the cost of incidents
such as the massacre at My Lai?

TINY TIM: Thar was terrible, terrible. But
in a place like Vietam, you can't tell
who's vour [riend and who's your enemy.
Anyone over there mav be cirrving a
weapon of destruction. It's a shame that
children have to be there, but don’t
forget that the Israclites in the Bible
killed the children of their enemies. You
see, the good Lord knows there is anoth-
er world coming and what will happen
to these children when it comes.

PLAYBOY: Fecling as you do, have you
ever tried to enlist in the Armed lorces?
TINY TIM: I tried to get in seven times—

three times in the Army. and then in the
Air Force, Marines, Navy and Coast
Guard. They all thought I was putting
them on, so they turned me down. The
Army recruiter asked me why T wanted
to go in and I told him [rankly that I
wanted to go to the moon. He thought I
was seriously disturbed, but I wasn’t kid-
ding. My real aim has always been 1o
discover the unknown. Not that I'm
brave, but I'm [ascinated by other beings
and other worlds. I've always wanted 10
visit outer space, or search underneath
the sca, or explore the antarctic—or even
find the Abominabie Snowman. I believe
that there is lile on every planer, includ-
ing the moon. We may not have hit the
right spot when we landed there. Or may-
be we didn'e stay there long enough. Who-
ever is up there is probably laughing at
us. We haven’t even scrarched the sur-
face up there yet. My greatese unfulfilled
ambition is to be one of the astronauts.
or even the first singer on the moon.
PLAYBOY: What clse would you like for
yourself?

TNy TIM: Well, I'd like to have a talemt
show to help some of the great unknown
entertainers get a shot at the big time.
But most of all. I'd love to see Christ
come back to crush the spirit of hate and
make men put down their guns. I'd also
like just one more hit single.
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PLAYBOY FORUM

difference between the 95 percent convic-
trons i malitary courts and the 81.7
percent in civilian courts. I will explain
to him what the diffevence is: Of 100 GIs
who go into military cowrts, only five
escape conviction. In a cwvilian court, 18
emerge with  their freedom  intact. If
Captain Knop still doesn’t understand
what that difference means, let him tall:
to one of the 13 convicted Gls who
didw’t benefit from the civilian average.
It is true that all military courts-mar-
tial get an auiomatic review—Dbul by the
very officers who  preferved charges. Is
Captain Knop aciually trying to con-
vince us that this constitutes a “review”?
I think it was kinder not lo mention
thal the military allows one peremplory
challenge. In civilian courts, this vartes
from state to state, but in California, for
example, a trial involving the death pen-
alty or life imprisonment allows for 20
peremptory challenges; and one involu-
ing a possible sentence of more than one
year allows for ten. Legal-resecarch spe-
cialists at the Library of Congress inform
me that in cviminal cases i which more
than two defendanis ave Uied iogether,
cach side gets 20 peremplory challenges
plus frve for each defendant. This would
mean that at the last of the Presidio
trials, wheve I defendants were tried
together, the defense could have  per-
emplorily challenged 90 jurors. As for
challenges with cause: The changes of
which he speaks did not occur o 1968
but in Auzust [969—that is, after the
Presidio trials of which we weve wriling.
As for the “bail” system in the mili-
tary: Captain Knop does well to put the
word inside quotation marks. The mili-
tary has no bail system in the ordinary
sense. Yes, a commandant is authorized
to release a defendant during appeal,
but nothing in mditary law guarantees
this vight to a defendani. Caplain How-
ard Levy’s commandant, for instance, did
not velease him duving the veview of Iis
case. The authorization 1o release a de-
fendant wmeans nothing, as long as it ve-
mains at the whim of a commandani.
Finally, the testimony in my article
about abuses in military prisons did not
come solely from felons and mentatly and
emotionally  disturbed  individuals.  Or
does Captain Knop cave [o apply that
charvacterization to the chaplains, malitary
physicians, altorneys and two Congress-
men whom I quoted?

Last July, 1 wiotc 1o The Pl'fl)'bﬂy
Forwm  and  raised  certain - questions
about the constitutional rights of mili-
tary personnel and, in December. the
Forum published @ veply by Major John
I. Cronhimer. The major was certainly
right when he said that the statement he
quoted in his letter fell short of answer-
iug all the doubts I raised; it didn't

168 answer any of them.

(continued from page 63)

The Constitution states that Congress
shall “make rules for the government
and regulation of the land and naval
forces.” It is wue that the Uniform Code
of Military Justice was passed by Con-
gress, but this alone does not make it
constitutionally  acceptable. Many  laws
passed by Congress are later struck down
by the Supreme Court; the U.C. M. J.
should also be examined by the Court.

For example, under the Constitution,
A man must receive a trial by a jury
composed of his peers belore being im-
prisoned for violation of the law. The
UL C M. J. has specific rules dispensing
with the jury of peers and, on occasion,
the wial. These provisions have not been
adequately tested by the Federal judici-
ary. At present, it seems to me that the
terms military and justice are mutually
exclusive.

David Tomasi
Oriskany, New York

VOLUNTEER ARMY
It exasperates me o read about wheth-
America would be better off with a
volunteer Army or a dralt. When will we
ever learn? This is like a choice between
strychnine and arsenic,

The draft ruins young men by turning
them into robors and brutalizing them
into  killing. The all-volunteer Army
would destroy us by establishing a state-
sanctioned body of professional killers in
our midst.

The tool shapes the man: The instru-
ments of a nation’s policy shape that
nation’s character. Unless the American
people renounce war as an instrument ol
policy, our path will end in total authori-
tarianism and violence. T grant that ve-
nouncing the use ol any armed force may
scem impractical at present, but in the
long run, it is the only rational goal 10
work toward. We may sce no way to do
this overnight, but let us consider it as an
ultimate purpose.

Lee Rubini
New York, New York
A DESERTER SPEAKS

Deserter is an ugly word. but this is
what I am; there is no point looking for
a milder term. I deserted from the U, S.
Army in October 19649, while on emergen-
oy leave granted so 1 could prepare an
application for discharge as a conscien-
tious objector. I used the opportunity to
flee 1o Canada, fully aware that I would
probably never be able to return to the
United States. The prospect of returning
to that ebscenity called Fort Polk, Loui-
stana, and the “special treaument” in-
flicted upon dissenters was too much to
contemplate, even had my prospects of
getting an carly C.O. discharge been en-
couraging. But, of course, the prol).:bllm
of release was exceedingly slim, so it
wasn't hard to make my decision.

Now T am free! The full beauty ol
that statement cannot be appreciated
without contrasting it to the experience
of servitude and degradation that is the
normal lot of drafieces. Then, consider
the extra harassment I recetved as a
dissenter and the contrast becomes even
sharper.

My wife and T do not regret leaving a
COIIII[I’}' lllilt g’l'ill)!i lll) voung men, ])'I.IIS
them in places such as Fore Polk. Fort
Dix and Fort Benning, breaks their spirit
and teaches them to destroy other human
beings. I do not miss being employed in
a business whose success is measured in
the number of corpses produced  per
week.,

I would not presume to judge anvone
who disagrees with me, but when an
organizition’s purpose is to cripple and
kill other human beings, I don't see how
any thinking person can take part.

William W. Sipple
Ottawa, Ontario

FACT SHEET

A so-called Fact Sheet has been dis
tributed in our company by the Third
Marme Division, at taxpayers’ expensc.
It begins by stating, “These sheets are
not an attempt to preach, cajole or
threaten™; it ends by threatening all pot
smokers with undesivable discharges. In
between, it has more misinformation
about marijuana than we have ever seen
bhelove.

It declares. for mstance, that “there is
not one case on record where a “hophead’
went directly to LSD or heroin without
first  experimenting with - marijuana.”
The implication is that marijuana leads
to heroin—a line that even the maosi
reactionary anti-marijuana spokesmen in
civilian life no longer wry to sell. It's also
untrue: we have all heard ol doctors and
nurses getting hooked on heroin without
ever moving in social cireles where grass
is available. The Fact Sheet continues:
Marijuana “may lead to violent conduct,
such as attacking a friend.” We've seen
guys stoned on weed hundreds of rimes
and never saw this |l;|ppt:n; but we have
all seen drunks attack their friends. The
leafler also states, “The user frequently
will lie and steal without thinking about
it and he becomes completely untrust-
worthy and, therefore, nterly useless 1o
the Marine Corps and 1o himself.” One
Southerner among us summed up our
opimion when he said, “Fact Sheet? Faor
Shee-cet!”

(Signed by six Marines)
PO Seaule, Washingion

FORT VS. ANSLINGER

I would lik¢ to reply to Hany |
Anslinger’s leuer, in the January Dear
Playboy, criticizing my article in the Oc
tober 1969 rravwoyvy, Pot: A Rational
Approach.

Comrary to Mr. Anslinger, the Ameri-
can Medical Assocation published no
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There is only one
J&B Rare Scotch. And
only one reason for
drinkingit.Thedelight-
ful rare taste you pour
every time from every
bottle. Isn't something
like that worth a few
cenls more?

" JB Rare Scotch
From the house of

Justerini & Brooks,
founded 1749,

86 Proof Dlended Scotch Whisky. The Paddington Corp., N.Y.
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study of its own concerning the findings
of the La Guardia Report; its editorial
criticizing the study was merely reflecting
the opinions expressed by Anslinger him-
self. in a letter published in 1943 in the
Jorwrnal of the American Medieal Asso-
ciation, assailing the findings of the re-
port. Dr. Jules Bouquet’s study. cited by
Auslinger, applies only to Tunisia and
not o the current UL S, marijuana scene
and. in any case, was performed by un-
triined ward personnel. Nor were all the
subjects in the La Gundia Report in
prison: the majority were not. I also
question the testimony of Dr. James C.
Munch. a longtime friend ol Anslinger’s,
on the grounds that Dr. Munch had
never performed an independent study
of the drug and relied on the anecdotal
files ol his own agency, the Federal Bu-
rean ol Narcotics.

I would like 10 add that I do not go
about urging marijuana use, as Anslinger
implies. My only function when appear-
ing at colleges with Dr. Timothy Leary
has been 1o debate him, since T personally
oppose reliance on drugs. T have never
chiimed that marijuana or any other drug
is harmless: and widespread drug use on
cupus began long  before T started
lecturing.

It is true that every nation has a law
to control marijuana. as Anslinger savs;
but, significantly, only Russia and main-
land China exact penalties as harsh as
those in the United States.

The bibliography mentioned by An-
slinger is by no means exhaustive; it was
prepared under his own direction for the
United Nations in 1965, Ninety percent
ol the papers are chemical or pharmaco-
logical studies that make no judgments
whatever about the social cifects of mari-
juanm. but hundreds of them show that
the dangers have been grossly exaggerat-
ed. Aside from the fact that Anslinger
ignores more  recent  rescarch, he also
obfuscates my major premise—that the
control of any drug, from mild mari-
juana o addictive heroin, should be
based on human values. medical knowl-
edge and common sense, not on Ansling-
er’s purely punitive approach, which is
more destructive than all the drugs in
the world.

Joel Forr, M. D.
Eil Cerrito, Calilornia

THE MEDIUM IS THE MISHMASH

I saw a movice about the life of Christ
on TV, and it was repeatedly interrupted
by commercials. T don’t recall the exact
sequence, but the cffect was something
like this: The baptism of Jesus was fol-
lowed by a detergent ad, his Sermon on
the Mount by a sevmon on a breath
sweetener. his - Transhguration by a
shampoo ad, the Last Supper by a laxa-
tive commercial, his betrayal and wial by

a cigarcue ad and the Crucifixion by an
advertisement  for aspirin. This is but
one dramatic example of the aesthetic
degradation that is commitied on televi-
sion every day. Moving pictures are art
forms, so how can the public be so insen-
sitive to the way they are slashed and
chopped up when presented on TV?

I believe that many things are going
on in our society that brainwash us into
accepting  Iragmentation.  The assembly
line has broken up production into a
piccemenl Munction. Work is done in vast
corporate heehives, where no one can
grasp the whole process. Knowledge is
fragmented;  scholars and  scientists  in
difterent fields can’t talk 1o one another.
And day and night, telephones interrupt
the flow of our thoughts and actions,

Lately, I've noticed, o, that coherent,
uninterrupred conversations are virtually
impossible. The splintering of art, work,
life and thought becomes more cata-
strophic daily. Is this fragmentaion—like
environmental pollution—another of the
too-high prices we pay for the dubious
blessings of technology?

Jan Holberg
St. Paul, Minnesota

THIS POISONED PLANET

If man continues to waste and damage
natural resources without attemping w
conserve or replenish them, the earth
will soon be unable 1o support him. The
exwensive use ol pesticides, for example,
will interfere with photosynthesis until
plant lile is unable o grow. Careless
disposal ol atomic wastes potentially can
cause genetic damage in all organisms.
A “linde” mistake by an oil company
pelluted 500 miles of coast line.

Norwegian explorer Thor Heverdahl,
sailing from Africa 1o Central America,
found the mid-Atantic so dirty and
smelly he couldn’t even wash a dish in it
There were oil slicks, empry cans, foad,
paper and slime Hloating all around him
—and only 22 years earlicr, he had mar-
veled at the purity of ocean water. Hey-
erdahl writes. “Modern man seems 1o
belicve that he can get everything he
needs from the corner drugstore. He
doesn’t understand thar everything has a
source in the land or sea, and that he
must respect those sources.”

I believe man does understand this
but I think that industry, which is the
major cause ol pollution, does not care,
Corporations let nothing interfere with
making the largest possible profit. Such
values as conservation and the well-being
ol all life on carth seem trivial and irrele-
vant to corporate officers. Unless major
steps are taken o end the rape and
defilement of the earth, humanity’s fu-
ture will be a tragic one.

Varda Staff
Franconia, New Hampshire

Ecology is an in-vogue subject today,
but I hope it will be more than just
a [fashiomable cocktail-party  topic  and
won't be quickly dismissed as somebody
clse’s problem. Even Americans who do
realize that there is a dangerous popula-
tion explosion are likely 1o see it as
remote—something happening in India
or South America, but not here. The
meanmg ol overpopulation in the U S,
hasn’t hit homne. Family planning 1s good,
but people still think they have a right 10
plan for two or twenty, as long as they
can aflord i

Wavne H. Davis, in an anicle in The
New  Republic tided  “Overpopulated
America,” has written one of the most
convincing arguments against this care-
less attntude. His case is based on the
following thesis:

I define as most seriously over-
populated that nation whose prople,
by virtue of their numbers and ac-
tivities, ar¢ most rapidly decreasing
the ability of the land o support
human life. With our large popu-
latton. our aflluence and our tech-
nological monstrosities, the United
States wins first place by a substan-
tal margin.

Davis then suggests as a conservative
estimitie that one U.S. citizen has a
destructive impact on his environment
cquivalent to that of 25 Indian citizens;
and he goes on to show that our problem
15 greater than India’s because of the
very thing that has made us Westerners
feel smugly superior to the Orient—our
more powerlul technology.

But India will be here alter the
United States is gone. Many millions
will die in the most colossal Tamines
India has ever known, but the land
will survive and she will come back
as she always has helore.

And let no one make the mistake
of thinking we can save ourselves by
“cleaning up  the  environment.”
Banning DDT is the equivalent of
the physician’s treating syphilis by
putting a Band-Aid over the fst
chancre . . . more serious and wide-
spread trouble will soon appear un-
less the disease nsell is weared.

Do not make the mistake ol think-
ing that technology will solve our
population problem by producing a
better contraceptive. Our problem,
now. is that people want o numny
children. . . . To prevent this trend,
we must not only make contracep-
tives and abortion readily available
to everyone but we must establish a
SYSICIML L0 PUL SEVETC economiic pres-
sure on those who produce children
and reward those who do not.

As intelligent Americans, we should be

able 1o see that our Lind is dying avound 371
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us and that something must be done, It's
vour lile and mine on the line.
Lynn Brusin Mares
Austin, Texas

To help face the demands posed by
the radically new carisis in population-
and-cnvironment  conuol, the First Na-
tional Congress on Oprimum Population
and Envivonment is being held in Chica-
zo lrom June 7 through June 110 The
congress is dedicated o the premise that
the population problem is everybody’s
baby and that too many people want 100
many children. It is unique in the mix-
ture of people invited to auend. Conser
vation groups, which have begun only
recemly 1o cooperate with one another,
will meer with population organizations
that, till now (except for Planned Paremt-
hood), have been almost exclusively con-
cerned with overseas population probleims.

The congress will also bring ogether
representatives  of - grass-roots  organiza-
tions from throughout the counury. These
groups have not. as ver. concerned them-
selves with problems ol population and
cenvironment: but, hopefully, alter the

congress. the representatives will wige -
volvement in the fight against overpopu-
lation and  envivonmental  degradation,
We have already received  acceptances
[rom the American Legion, the American
Bar Association, Bmai Brith, the Chris
tisn Family Movement. Nauonal Con-
aress of Pavents and Teachers, Rouuy
International and most ol the najor reli-
gious denominations,

To deal with the population-cnviron-
ment crisis requires a radical questtoning
of many cultural, religious and political
attitudes and values. For example, we
must recognize the distinction between
sexual relations for purposes ol recrea-
tion as opposcd o procreavon. The sa-
entists themselves are not all of the same
opinion regarding some of the environ-
mental  problems: there will be muany
conflicts ar the congress.

The congress will he the first occasion
at which minorvity groups will have been
asked 1o contribute, as peers. in o the
deliberations regarding  population
environment. Uniil now. concern with
conservation his been o luxury item for
middle- and  upperclass whites,  while
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“At least e was gentleman enough
to give me his seat!”

minority groups have been objeas ol
patronizing family-plinning services. The
CONETess mtends o correct these l);l.-il
Crrors.
The Rev, Cimon Don C, Shaw
Chanman
First National Congress on Optimum
Population and Environment
Chicago, Hlinois

A letter in our local newspaper arguces
against Secrctary of Health, Education
and Welfare Robert Finc's proposal o
limit [amily size 10 two children. The
letter writer is “filled . . . with nausea
.. . because of the disheliel, amazement
and  revulsion” that her freedom ol
motherhood “is being  threatened.” She
states that she is expecting her third
child and bemoans the fact that there is
“someone in the world who wishes that
he (her unborn child) [would] not exist.”

Unforinately, she is allowing her ma-
ternal responses 1o interfere with her
ability to reason. Our world today is in a
sad state becanse of a rapidly increasing
population. Consider our aurent prob-
lems due to overpopulation: the sicken
ing mixture ol noxious gases we breathe,
which passes for air: pesticide poisoning
of animal life: ceological disasters resuli-
ing from our attempts 10 control nature;
cramped, overcrowded cities; rising taxes
for more schools. more highways and
more of everything: loss of respect for
human life; the rising rates of mental
illness: our voung people’s identity crisis;
the senseless exploitation of the world's
nmatural resources; and heightened politi-
cal rensions among the world powers.

Dr. Paul Ehrlich, the prominent biolo-
gist and author of The Population Bomb,
states that “a munimmum of 3.500.000 will
starve to death this vear, mostly children.
But this is a mere handlul compared 10
the numbers that will be stwving in a
decade or s0.”

Our problems are just beginning. 1E
we do not make an honest effort to
equaldize our birth and death rates. moth-
er nature will limit population for us.
Her way, unflortunately, is not pretry.

Don Baun, Jr.
Hubbard, Ohio

The August *Plavboy Interview” will

be with Dy, Ehvlich,

BLACK STUDIES

From the outset of student demands
for black studics, countless experts (boih
black and white) have asserted that such
programs arc vocationally uscless. The
Atlanta - Journal and Constitution put
these criticisms in . mshell when i
stated thin the only use a student can
find for this curricudum after studying 1t
is to become a professor and weach oo
others. Bayard Rustin said, even more
caustically, “What in the hell are soul
courses worth in the real world?”

I would like to point out nine uses for
black-studies programs: First ol all, one
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can graduate and teach, in turn, to the
next generation: why not? This is what
most English and history majors do, alter
all. Second, such programs help one to
become a counselor or social worker in
black communities. Third, a graduate of
black studies would be prepared to work
as a probation ofhcer with black juvenile
delinquents. Fourth, this education is
usclul il one is going 10 work for Up-
ward Bound, Model Cities, Pilot Cities or
similar Government projects. Filth, un-
dergraduate work i black studies before
majoring in law would help 10 make
black lawvers better able to represent
theiv communities. Sixth, many compa-
nics are now hiring black  graduates
whatever theiv major is. Seventh, insur-
ance companics are increasingly using
black salesmen in black neighborhoods;
hence, a background of black studies
would be helpful to these men. Eighth,
anvone  with  training  in both  black
studies and any arca of behavioral or
social science (psychology. sociology, an-
thropology, history, economics, etc.) will
find numerous positions open in which
knowledge of the special problems of
black  Americans 15 needed.  Ninth,
black-studics majors with a minor in
physical cducation will find openings in
Y.M.CA, YW.C A, Uban Leaguc
and other community organizations.

Thus, contrary 1o its critics, there is a
place for black studies in the “real
world.”

Dr. William D. Smith, Direclor
Development ol Black Studies
University ol Cincimnati
Cincinnat, Ohio

MORE UNEASY RIDERS

Many people will undoubiedly shrug
off the idiotic brutality Paul English en-
countered in Louisiima  (The Playhoy
Forum, March) as bheing an isolated inci-
dent. They will dismiss as a f[ictional
exaggeration the murders ol the heroes
in Easy Rider by red-necks who disliked
their appearance. II these people would
like to find out hrsthand what's veally
happening this country, they might
wy an experiment suggested by educa-
tiomal relormer and writer John Holt in
an articdde in The New York Times
Magazine:

Let vour hair, il vou have that
much hair, grow long: or get a rea-
sonably pood wig. Put on enough
make-up or disguise or whatever is
needed to hide vour age and make
vou look voung. Dress in authentic
hippie dothes.

Then, simply walk about, for an
hour or so. in the streets of whatever
city vou live in. People will look at
you. Look at them. What you will
see in the faces ol a good many of
them is the thought, deeply fele and
very clearly communicated, “If 1
could, I would kill you.”

This is by no means all of the
story. But when you have seen
enough of these laces, you will real-
ize why it is impossible any longer
to say to young people that this is
a benevolent or trustworthy or even,
in any reasonable degree, sane socie-
ty. It really 1s not reasonable to hate
somebody, to the point of quite seri-
ously wanting to see him dead, be-
cause his hair is long or his dothes
are lunny.

To illustrate Holt's article, the Times
Magazine sent a hippie with a photogra-
pher into the sureets of New York—one
ol the most sophisticated, cosmopolitan,
tolevant cites in America. The  pub-
lished photographs bear out Holt's con-
tention. IE looks could kill, the long-
haired young man being glaved at by a
variety ol New Yorkers would be dead
a dozen times over. I that's New York,
what are things like in the rest of this
supposedly free country?

Joseph Harris
New York, New York

I sympathize with Paul English's
bitterness toward small-town  American
attitudes. The situation he deseribes pre-
vails not just in the South but through-
out the country. On a trip to California,
my husband and I experienced minor but
sadly significant instances of harassment.
We were refused service in gas stations
because our camper had a prace sign on
the front and we had to wait 40 minutes
in one restaurant for a cup ol coffce—we
were wearing bell-bottoms and  sandals.
But our mistortunes were nothing com-
pared with what happened 1o a young
man in Adlanta, as described by our local
newspaper:

A member of a rock-music group
was shot by a young man who drove
by the musictans” auto on an ner-
state highway. Police said the assail-
ant apparently ebjected to [the] long
hair and beards of the four musi-
cians in the car. . . . The musicians
told police in suburban D¢ Kalb
County that a car bearing  two
voung men passed them on Inter-
state 85 and one shouted “Freak!™
shortly before the shot was fired.

The wounded musician was hit in the
temple and may lose sight in his lelt eye.
Catlue Mahon

Colorado Springs, Colorado

A 19vyearold girl was arrested in
Memphis not long ago for wearing a
see-through  fish-net blouse; and  The
Commercial Appeal wrote up the story
of her trial in the form of a dvama. It is
a beautiful picture of local justice at
work and your readers should consider it
carcfully before visiting that city:

Jupce: Why do you think you're not
guilty?

aiss sTanrorp: I don't think it was
indecent. Fashions ave changing.
Junce: Are you a [ashion expert?
Miss STANFORD: We have some pic-
tures. (She holds up a copy of Mc-
Call's, a women’s magazine, which
shows models in see-through apparel.)
Jupce: What do you mean,
We're talking abour you. Is he your
lawyer? (Points to boyfriend) Are
you two married? Is he a boy or a
girl? (Loud laughter in the court-
room)

MISS STANFORD: 1 have some pic
tures.

Junce: I see it. Do you believe in
marriage?

MISS  STANFORD:
marriage.
Junce: Why aren't vou married 1o
this boy . . . he is a boy, isn't he?
You are living together, aren’t you?
Miss STANFORD: Yes.

Junce: If you want 1o get married,
I'lt continue these  charges  long
enough for vou to get a license and
I'll perform the marriage myscll.
(No answer)

(The clevk of the court approaches
the beneh and tells the judge that
the accused have been arrested frre-
viously for hitchhiking and veleased
on 8§26 appearance  bonds while
awaiting a cowrl hearing.)

Jupce: You all don’t plan on obey-
ing the law at all. do vou? (To the
girl): Where are you lrom?

anss sTanrForp: California.

Junce: Have you renounced your
parents?

AISs STANFORD: No.

Junce: You are a disgrace to the hu-
man race. (The judge ovders the
hitehhiking case advanced on  the
docket. The couple is led away to
jail)

erioc: The young couple waits in
jail, unable to pay the 5204 in fines
and court costs. Il they don't raise
the money, they will be sent 1o the
Shelby County Penal Farm to work
it out at five dollars o day.

wer

Yes. I believe 1

Alvin Jones
New Orleans, Lo

“The Playboy Forum™ offevs the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialog between
veadevs and editoys of this publicalion
on subects and issues vaised in Hugh
M. Hefuer's  editovial  servies,  “The
Playboy Philosophy.” Four booklel re-
prints of T he  Playboy Phifo.s‘aphy,”
including installments 1-7, 8-12, 13-18
and 19-22, aye available at 50¢ per book-
let. Address all correspondence on both
“Philosophy” and “Forum” to: The
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 N.
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Hlinois 60611.



Clubtails,
aster than Cocktails.

-
x
m
o
=
c
[+
&
1]
=]
5]
=
=
=
™
M
ra
i
B
o
2
o
o
R
X
™
o
-
(o=
©
=2
n
2
e
=
2
T
>
]
)
o
e
o
=
=
=
re
-
w
T
™
c
o
-
e
z
F4
o

Inside every can, you’'ll find three honest- and outdoors.
to-goodness fresh cocktails. Liquor and all. Only Naturally, there would be no point to all
they’re so much faster and better than ordinary of this unless we used the finest and freshest in-
cocktails, we call them Clubtails. gredients in every Clubtail. And we do.
Because they come in cans, Clubtails will In all nine of them, from Extra Dry
go with you to the ends of the Earth, indoors Martinis to fresh frothy Daiquiris.

Clubtails: We canned it like it is.
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“No, Mr. Pendleton, that's not what I meant about
being good in bed.”



The beer taste for the champagne pocketbook.

BOTTLED AND BARRELED IN MUNICH, WHERE IT HAS BEEN BREWED SINCE 1383, LOWENBRAU IS IMPORTED BY HANS HOLTERBOSCH, INC. OF NEW YORK.



WHEN YOU STAY AT A LOEWS HOTEL,
PLEASE TURN OFF THE TV
BEFORE YOU WAICH THE LATE SHOW.

We think when you stay at a hotel, you
shouldn’t have to stay in your room for entertainment.

Or go across town in a taxi. Or even cross the
street in the rain.

That’s why we make sure what’s going on ata
Loew’s Hotel is something you want to go to.

Like Ella or Edie at the Royal Box in the
Americana of New York. Or Revue Royale de Paris at the
Americana of San Juan. Or Shepheard'’s at The Drake
for frantic discotheque.

No wonder we don’t have to call our hotels
“Loew’s Ambassadors” or “Loew’s Mark Hopkins” for
you to know they’re Loew’s Hotels.

Even though we’re one of the largest hotel
corporations in the world, don't forget—
we started in show business.

ew's hotels

NEW YORK CITY: THE REGENCY, THE DRAKE, THE WARWICK, e THE AMERICANA, THE SUMMIT, CITY SQUIRE MOTOR INN,
LOEW’'S MIDTOWN MOTOR INN, HOWARD JOHNSON'S MOTOR LODGE. CHICAGO: HOTELS AMBASSADOR. SAN FRANCISCO: HOTEL MARK HOPKINS.
MIAMI BEACH: AMERICANA OF BAL HARBOUR. ATLANTIC CITY: THE TRAYMORE. PUERTO RICO: AMERICANA OF SAN JUAN.

NASSAU, THE BAHAMAS: PARADISE ISLAND HOTEL & VILLAS, PRESTON ROBERT TISCH, PRESIDENT.
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Very Imported.

(lnstant Status fiom Bellows Instant Bar

Bellows Club Special Scotch
is one of our most important
imports. It's made for the
i&mh?nc%n taslt;la, smooth and
ight and supple. Try a wee
doc'n doris* glq

Bellows makes 14 other
cLa uality spirits witha price tag

t's almost indecently

modest for such a fine old
label. The Bellows name has
been making it since 1830.

Bellows Club Special
Scotch. For people who feel at
home with quality.

Start your Bellows Instant
Bar this week.

Bellows Partrlers Chon:s Blendsd

Whnskm Whis

Gram utral Sp , 86 Proo Club
Kentucl -w tra Bourbon

Whis 86 Proof-Club pecnal. 100%

Scotch Whiskey, 86 Proof-Bellows

D:stallecl London Gln cllstnlled from

Neutral S mts. Proo‘r Bellows Puerto
Rican Light Rum and Puerto Rican Dark
Rum, 80 Proof- Bellows Re serve
Whiskey, a blend of 30% Strai

Whiskigs, 70% Grain Neutra oo?lrlt!-. B6
Proofoaellows‘l‘equila. 80 Pr

California Sweet Vermouth

California Dry Vermouth: Pri ate Stock,
Blended Straight wh.suey 86 Proof-
Rainwater Madeira-Calvados-Bas
Armagnac.

ﬁ .
"'-h,. ISuep ur\l‘

i “\ Qa‘i'-,_ '*Hc Tr

' l‘f_/
b ol s >
\t.‘,_:“t\ < tyr nE A
= X ngb IMPORTE "L-
3 By ExciusiY f
5 NoIvE n cOP”
\ ~ A i

*A nip




Take a good look. A small, practi-
cal family sedan, right? Right.

So take another look. It's also
the best sports sedan in the world.

It'sa BMW, built by Germany'’s
famed Bavarian Motor Works,
where we’ve been turning out
great cars for nearly 50 years.

Line it up against the over-
sized huffandpuffers that crowd
the highways today, and you're in
for some fun.

A
¢

nt-

A BMW will out-accelerate,
out-cruise, out-handle most of
what rolls on four wheels. And do
it in a way that makes driving a
joy.

The car cruises—cruises—at
100 mph. And roadholding? No
car built anywhere has a better
suspension.

And that's not all. A BMW will
give you craftsmanship you didn’t
think existed. The car is beauti-

Bavarian Motor Works

fully, meticulously finished, with
the kind of precision fitting you
find in a Leica or a fine shotgun.
So drop in on your BMW deal-

er. And tell him you want to breeze
by the Goliaths.

A complete range of models priced from under
$3.000 to $8,337 P.O.E., New York. LS. Importer:
Hoffman Motors Corporation, 375 Park Avenue,
New York, N.Y. 1862 S. La Cienega Boulevard,
Los Angeles, California. Dealers Coast tc Coasl.
Advantageous European Delivery Program. Wrile
for free brochure MNo. P-6.




m'llmn msnﬂm (continued from page 94)

that fascinating, clastic mouth of his into
an expression close to a smile, while tell-
ing  Hayden, “Fellows as smart as you
could do awlully well under this system,”
and then adding, in a second sally of
judicial humor, “I'm not trying to con-
vert vou, mind youw.” Of all the defend-
ants, Havden ended this awful, draining
trial with the most respect and altection
from the steady spectators. He seemed
more like the [riend of Robert Kennedy
(which he was) than whatever kind of
radical he is; his speeches in the court-
room were so measured and rveasonable
that it seemed like the chairman of the
A Do AL was on trial,

When Judge Hollman gave him 14
months and 14 days Tor contempt and
asked him why he shouldn’t pack him off
to the penitentiary, Havden's reply was
totally nonpolitical. “1 was twrying o
think about what I regretied abour pun-
ishment. 1 can only state one thing that
affected my feelings, mv own leclings,
and thae is that [ would like io have a
child.” The judge answered him, " There
15 where the Federal system can do vou
no good.” Havden was near tears. many
people in the courtroom were aying
and. until Judge Hoflman made his cruel
wisecrack, there was some hope that at
the very end. a few of these men might
relent and do a kindness 1o one another.
Instead, Havden vesponded sharply, “Be-
cause the Federal system can do you no
good in wying to prevent the birth of
a new world.”

Looking back on the wial record, it
didn’t mater whether or not Tom Hay-
den and the others intended 1o assaule
the judicial system. The system assaulted
itsell as though it were recapitulating the
events of the convention week. when the
simple presence ol Havden and the
hippie-Yippics was cnough 1o set ol a
police viot. Their appearance in the
courtroom set off a legal riot.

At hirst. things were nasty but not out
of control. The cight were unhappy with
the picking of the jury, bur ihey left it
o their lawyers, Leonard Weinglass, a
voung man [rom Newark making has first
appearance in a Federal court, and Wil-
liam Kunstler, a widely respecied ator-
ney who liad defended all kinds of people
m the movement, rom Martin Luther
King, Jr., to Rap Brown. Both of them
were straight legal types coming at the
case as il they assumed they could win it
in the usual way lawyers win cases, This
caused Abbie Hollman to langh one day
in the clevator during the lunch break.
“Poor Kunstler.” he said. “the guy thinks
he's back in the good old South with
those good old civil riglis cases. He's
gonna put everybody to sleep and lose,
too.”

Judge Hotlman asked both sides to
suggest questions he should put o the
jury in order to determine if they were

sed, and Kunstler submitted a long
Iist of them. They included such perti-
nent inquiries as: “Would vou let your
son or daughter marry a Yippie? Do you
consider marijuana habit-forming? Do you
have hostile feclings toward  persons
whose life styles differ considerably from
your own? Do you know who the Fugs
are? Do you believe that young men who
refuse to participate in the Armed Forces
because of their opposition to the war
are  cowards, slackers or unparriotic”
Virtually none were asked.

The jury of ten women and two men
wis predictably old, lower middie class
and. judging from what litle was re-
vealed about them. unable o understand
somebody like an Abbie Hoffman or a
Rennie Davis, who worked lor an organ-
ization that paid its staff by trying to
institutionalize the loaves and the fishes.
“We had an icebox.” Davis 1old the
court, “and a newsman would come into
the office and we'd ask him il he had
ten dollars, and then we'd take the wen
doll:s and go down and buy baloney and
put it in the icebox and get some bread
and jam and peanu butter. People who
had a need were given money when it
existed.”

As soon as this jury of the delendamts’
“peers”™ was chosen, and before the first
prosccution witness wis sworn in, Bobby
Seale gave the court his own haundwritten
motion, asking that the wial be post-
poned until his Liwyer, Charles R, Garry,
could get out ol a San Francisco hospital
and come to represemt him. Or, il that
were denied, he wanted to represent
himself. Judge Hoffman paid no aten-
tion. The wrouble began immediately.
Seale, a thin man wasted from months in
jail in connection with a murder charge
that he maintains is as political as what
he faced in Chicago, was not going to be
put aside. He persistently got 1o his feet
to say such things as, “IF I am consistenly
denied this right of legal defense counsel
of my choice, then I can only see the
judge as a blatant racist.”

Judge Hoflman was called Judge Ma-
goo by the delendans, because the litde
five-foot. four-inch man looks like the
cirtoon  character or like some  harsh
reckoner ol helpless spirits in a Dicken-
sian countinghouse. He's tough enough
to stifle his anger when his temper grows
short. Then he works his jaw muscles and
grinds out  sandpaper words through
locked molars. “Mr. Seale.” he would say,
“IF must adimonish you that any outburst
such as you have just indulged in will be
appropriarcly dealt with 2t the right time
during this wrial. and I must order you
not o do it again. If you do. you do
it at your own risk. sir. . . . Will you be
quict? That is all. You have a lawyer 1o
speak for you.”

“They don't speak for me,” Secale
would reply in varying pitches of anger.

“I want to represent myself. Charles R.
Garry is not here in my service. .. . I will
speik for mysell. T want to defend myself.
I just want to let him know. That racist,
that fascist! The black man tries to get a
fair wrial in this counuy! The United
States Government, huh! Nixon and
the rest of them!”

The judge’s position was that Seale
had a lawyer: William Kunstler. This
was true, but only in a limited sense.
Kunstler had filed as Seale’s counsel alte
the Black Panther had been waken from
his California prison and driven by a
crazy rigrag route to Chicago, where
he was held incommunicado in Cook
County's dilapidated jail. His [riends
and codelendiants were worried about his
health and Kunsder filed an appearance
solely to get into the jail to visit Seale.
From what an outsider could judge, at
no time did Scale comemplate using
Kunstler as his lawver. He had always
used Garry, who 1s a greae favorite of the
Calilornia Panthers. Actually, Garry was
supposed 1o be chief counsel for all the
defendanis. His absence may have been
a serious loss to the defense, because he's
supposed to be much better at examin-
ing witnesses than Kunstler, who is re-
garded more as an appellate man.

Since there are almost no dear-cut,
unambiguous rules in Linw, there’s no way
ol saying il Judge Hoffman was techni-
cally right in doing what he did on the
Garry matter. In other cases, Judge Holl-
man has been known to grant a wial
postponement for such reasons as a law-
yer's  preplanned  Carvibbean  vacation.
This, like almost everything else a judge
does. is up to his disaretion, Regardless
ol the technicalities, what Judge Hofl-
man did was (o ignore the appearances
of justice. Most Americans believe they
have an absolute right to defend them-
selves, to call their own witnesses and
to present their own evidence o prove
their innocence. Judge Hoftman, who
ought to have known better—since he
is ultrasensitive to publicity—forgot this
and made rulings that scandalized lay
opinion. He compounded his ermvors by
[ailing to explain his reasons, so a sensi-
tive spectator got the idea that the law
and the workings ol the law courts were
nobody’s business but the judge's,

But Judge Hoflman mayv have fele thae
he was on shaky legal ground in refusing
Seale’s demands. Afier Seale began his
rumpus, the judge issned bench warrants
lov the arrest of lour lawyers, who had
been retained only o prepare pretrial
motions concerning FBL wire taps, in or-
der 10 show that Scale was adequately
represented. The lawyers were never
meant to wgue the case in court. The
judge’s attempt o demonstrate o an
appeals court that Seale had representa
tion was botched; one of the four, Mike
Tigar, a young UCLA law professor, was
dragged out of bed, put on an airplane
to Chicago, where he was photographed,
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Jon R. Waltz, Professor of Law, Northwestern University, analyzes:
13 LEGAL QUESTIONS RAISED BY THE TRIAL OF THE CHICAGO 8 MINUS 1 PLUS 2

The Chicago riot-conspiracy case came 10 a temporary end on
February 18, 1970, The trial’s histrionics and its veneer of vio-
lence have obscured significant legal issues that will veceive a full
‘g in appellate courts. The most important of these legal
(questions are:

1. Is the Federal stnute under which the Chicago Eight were
indicted constitutionally valid? Counsel for the defendants plus
the A C. L. U, and the Chicago Council of Lawvers cain be ex-
pected o argue that the vaguely worded Anti-Riot Act has an
impermissiblv chilling clfect on the rights of free speech and
nbly, and is clearly unconstitutional.

2, Were the acensed accorded “due process of law™; that is,
were they given a fair trial? This is a complicated concept. At
minimum, fair trial implics two notions—that of equality (were
these defendants given the same protection and chance of ac-
quittal as others are?) and that of rational procedure (was there
an adherence 10 procedures rationally adopted to determine the
guilt or innocence of the defendants?). Inevitably, this issue will
tocus on the conduct of Judge Julius J. Hoffman. Almost every
issue 1o be listed here could be considered an aspect of the over-
all due-process issue.

3. Were the defendants deprived of their Sixth Amendment
right to the assistance of legal counsel? The judge refused a
velatively brief delay in the trial’s commencement o permit at-
tormey Charles R. Garry to participate as chicf defense counsel.
The complex right-to-counsel issue brooded over the entive case,
vexing the situation of defendant Bobby G. Seale and contribut-
ing to the deterioration of the trial into an embarrassment.

4. Was the manner of selecting the jury adequate? Were the
Chicago Eight, these protesters and system dropouts, tried by a
jury of their peers? (The jurors had been drawn from voter-
registration rolls, which meant to the defendants that they were
all establishment cogs) Is the court rule that permits the arial
judge 1o bar defense counsel from directly questioning the quali-
lications of prospective jurors another constitutional deprivation
of the right to assistunce of counsel? (Judge Hollman's examina-
tion of prospective jurors took only a few hours and was sur-
prisingly unspedific. failing cven to reveal what the jurors knew
of the convention week’s troubled events.)

H. Were the accused prejudiced by the trial judge's manner of
reading the indictment to the prospective jurors? Defense coun-
sel, backed by the shocked out-of-court statement of at least one
prospective juror, insisted that Judge Hoffman emploved his not
inconsiderable acting skills to convey to the jury his own sense
of outrage at the crimes of the presumptively guilty defendants.

6. Was the defendants’ case prejudiced by the wrial judge’s in-
advertent disqualification of the jury's voungest member, Miss
Christic King? In a moment of dramatic ineptitude, the trial
judge passed 1o the juror a threatening letter, signed "The Black
Panther Party.” that she had never seen before. This so fright-
ened the givl that it hecame necessary to excuse her from further
service. She was replaced by another young woman who, months
later, engineered the compromise convictions of five of the seven.

7. Were constitutional concepts of privacy and free speech
violited by the Government’s reliance on evidence obtained
through nonstop undercover suvveillance of the defendants prior
to and during the convention?

8. Did he shackling and gagging of codefendant Seale and the
eventwal mistrial as to him prejudice the case of the seven other
defendants in the eves of the jurvz Also, Seale’s predicament
apparently exerted pressure on the other defendants, previously
rather docile. 1o rally to him and thereby make themselves ap-
pear to be men of violence.

9. Were the defendants accorded reasonable latitude in putting
on their defense: The Chicago Eight, their prior bias against the
svstem inflamed by Judge Holln stently rigorous appli-
vation of evidentiary rules (which, in fact, provide for substantial
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flexibility), believed that they were being prevented from making
their defense. (This dashing of the accused's expectations is al-
most inevitable in political eases, since the defendants are alwavs
stripped of what they consider to be their first line of defense:
the validation of their political philosophics) The defendants

cmn be counted on 10 peint o the trial judge’s preventing a
probing defense examination of Mavor Richard J. Daley: to his
unprecedented refusal 10 let former Attorney General Ramsev
Clark take the witness stand on behalf of the defend: and
to his upholding of all Government objections to questions, put
to an array of singers, writers and politiciams, designed to expli-
cate the defendants™ intent in traveling to Chicago to attend the
convenuion.

10. Did the wial judge’s obvious distasie for the defendants
and their lawyers result in an unfair trial> Observers were im
pressed by Judge Hoflman's willingness to display to the jury his
admiration for the Government's legal representatives and his dis-
dain for those of the accused. He praised prosecutor Foran, while
indicating unrelenting scorn for attorneys Kunstler and Wein-
glass by repeatedly lecturing them  (sometimes quite incorrectly),
referving snidely 1o their out-of-state origins and  interjecting
veiled threats of contempt citations.

1. Are the guilty verdiats imvalidated by the process of com-
promise through which they were reached? Because one juror
breached the traditional confidentiality of a jury's deliberations,
it is known that the verdics were the product of outright com-
promise. While there exists an antique principle that a jury’s
verdict, lawful on its face. canmot be impeached out of the
jurors’ own mouths, it is at least possible that an appellate court
will reach out to grapple with the hard question of the propriety
of the compromise verdicl.

12. Were five of the defendants, acquitted on the Government's
conspiracy charge, then wrongly convicted on the crossing-state-
lines-with-intent-to-incite-riots  charge because the jurors took
into account substantial amounis of prejudicial hearsay evidence
that was properly receivable only on the conspiracy count? (This
contention, an important one, is based on highly csoteric evi-
dentiary principles pecaliar to conspiracy cases.)

13. Did the wial judge abuse the contempt power? Separate
appeals are already under way 0 test the legality of Judge Holf-
man’s implementation of the power 1o sentence summarily for
direct contempt of court. The multiple contempt citations and
the sentences doled out to all of the defendanis and their counsel
nable. In the first place, the trial court cast itself as
prosccutor, witness, jury and judge, despite respectable authority
for the proposition that it should have referred the contempt mat-
ters to a newtral judge for resolution. Also, the UL S, Supreme Court
has said men cannot be convicted of a “serious contempt”—one
drawing a scrious penalty—except by a jury. It is arguable that
Judge Holln attempted circamvention of this dictate by is-
suing a stream of “petty” citations wnd by sentencing to six months
or less on ecach is an unavailing gambit. But perhaps the most
compelling inquiry will simply be whether or not Judge Holf-
man’s contempt findings are factually supported.  Experienced
trial lawvers, mysclf among them, wonder whether voung Leonard
Weinglass was really in contempt of court and subject to im
prisonment for continuing on several occasions to argue the
defendants’ canse after Judge Hollman had delivered himself of
a ruling. There are even law professors who, sharing nothing of
William Kunstler’s outlook on life and the law, nonetheless
wonder whether he should spend time in a Federal prison be-
cause, for example, on February 9, 1970, he “[accused] the court
of being wrong when it wasn’t,”

Unless our courts of review become irretrie

ably reactionary,
we should expect to see the Chicagoe convictions overturned
on appeal.




fingerprinted and thrown intw jail. ITm-
mediately. there was an uproar. Lawyers
came flying into the city to picket the
courthouse. Even the staid members of
the bar got hdgety about this sort of
treatment lor one of their brothers. Judge
Hoffman might do it 1o them sometime.
The resulting stink made the judge back
off, bur he still wouldn’t let Seale defend
himsell.

The Government's ¢ase wis never very
coheremmt—being o collage ol testimony
by police spies, double agents. creeping
Toms, provecatenrs, snatches of TV hlm
and dull rectals of incidental material
by lower-level political bureaucrats. And
during October, the first full month of
the wrial. what shape it did have was
shattered by Bobby Scale, who wanted o
cross-examine  witnesses and  have  the
same privileges as the two defense law-
vers. He would not give up trying 1o
defend himself. Day alter day, the judge
would stretch his mouth and say, "I ad-
monish vou. sir, that you have a lot of
contemptuous conduct against you,” and
the tall black man who wore a long-
steeved striped T-shire would come back
saying, "I admonish you. You are in con-
tempt ol people’s constitutional rights.
You are the one who is in contempt. | am
not in contempt of nothing.”

It got rougher and rougher, with the
marshals lorcibly pushing Scale down in-
to his sear and Dave Dellinger inerpos-

ing himself in his nonviolent way to
prevent them. The defendants couldn’t
take what was happening to Seale with-
out doing something. They were all
active. articulate political men, and they
began hghting back in a dozen ways. To
show their contemp, they would pass out
jelly beans in the courtroom or try. as
they did one day, to get a birthday cake
inside for Seale. The marshals. sporting
miniature  handeull tie racks, stopped
them, thus prompuing Rennie Davis to
blurt out in open court—at the cost ol a
two-day jail sentence—"They arresied
your cake. Bobby. They arrested it.”

Dellinger scemed 1o be the most pro-
foundly outraged at what was happening
to Scale. This lilelong pacihist, a short-
haired. old-school Christian socialist, who
must have worn the same  [agged-out
olive-green sports coat every day of the
trial. could not contain himsell. He was
the most aggressively abusive ol the re-
maining seven throughout the trial, con-
stntly calling Judge Hoflman a fascist,
a racist and a liar. He got over two
years for contempt because of it but he
showed no fear.

The others sometimes  did. There
would be days when Rubin would come
into the courtroom with a spooked,
frightened dullness in his eyes. Dellinger
had already served three years in jail
during World War Two for resisting the
draft, so perhaps he knew what the

others  couldn't—that he was strong
enough and together enough as a per-
somality to take years in prison. Some
days he'd leave off trying to defend Scale
and go on the attack, as he did on Oc
tober 15, when he said o the judge,
“Mr. Hoffman, we e observing the
Moratorium.”™

“I am Judge Holfman, sir,” the judge
replied.

"1 believe in equality. sir,” Dellinger
give back, “so 1 prefer 1o call people
mister or by their first nime.”™

“Sit down.”

“I wanted to explain we are reading
the names ol the war dead from both
sides.”

By October’s end, with Seale uncowed
and the rest ol the defendants in a daily
vising fury, the judge ordered the mar-
shals to chain the black mam to his chair
and gag his mouth. That didn’t stop
Seale, who was able o talk through the
gag, which was then ughtened with an
clastic bandage. The bandage began to
choke Seale and. in a courtroom of wid-
ening chaos. Weinglass asked that 1t be
loosened, while Kunsiler asked, “Your
Honor, are we going 10 stop this medie-
val torture that is going on m this court-
rooms:""

Then the dialog went as lollows:

rusin: This guy (a very big, black
mayshal) is putting his clbow in

I —

This 1s not a cigarette.

A&C Little Cigars are easy
to enjoy. They’re as small as a
cigarette. They're mild, slim and

filter tipped.

But they are not cigarettes.

Because we make them with
a special blend that includes im-
ported cigar tobaccos. Aged and
cured for mildness and good
taste. And the wrapper itself is
tobacco sheet. That’s why they're
called A&C Little Cigars.

There are 20 A&C Little
Cigars in the elegant crush-proof
pack.

Have a Little. You can
smoke it anvwhere.

Flavorful and mild enough
to satisfy any smoker’s taste.
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Bobby's mouth. . . .

kunstLER: This is no longer a court
of order, your Honor. It is a dis
grace. They're assaulting the other
delendants, also.

rusin: Don’t hit me in the balls,
motherfucker.

seaLE: This motherfucker (referring
to the gag, not the mavyshal) is tight
and it's stopping my blood.
kunstLer: Your Honor, this is an
unholy disgrace to the law. I, as an
American lawyer, [eel a disgrace.
roran: Created by Mr. Kunstler.
Kunstikr: Created by nothing oth-
er than what you have done to this
man.

ABBIE HOFFMAN: You come down
here and watch this. Judge.

rorax: Mav the record show that
the outbursts are by the defendant
Rubin.

seare: You fascist dogs, you rotten,
low-life son of a bitch.

pELLINGER: Somebody go protect him.
KUNSTLER: Your Honor, we would
like the names of the marshals. We
are going to ask for a judicial in-
vestigation of the entire condition
and the entire weatment of Bobby
Seale.

Junce HorFMaN: You may ask for
anvthing that vou want. When vou
begin keeping your word around
here that you gave the court, per-
haps things can be done.

wunsteEr: 1 feel so ashamed.
Jubce norFMan: You should be
ashamed.

At the end ol the rrial, this episode
cost Kunstler three months of his four
years and 13 days in contempt sentences.
That put him ahead of Seale, who got a
ftat lour vears when Judge Holfman mis-
trialed him out of the case. It was then,
just before sentencing him and evicting
him, that the judge Anally said, “My.
Seale, you have a right to speak now. I
will hear you.”

The incredulous Seale asked. “For my-
sclf? How come I couldn’t speak before?”

“This,” the judge answered him in his
clipped way, “is a specdial occasion.”

Then the fact that he was about to go
to jail—without even a wial—for exercis-
ing what he thought were his rights
clicked inside Bobby Scale’s head and the
astonished man replied. “Wait a minute.
You are going to attempt to punish me for
attempting to speak out for myselfz
What kind ol jive is that? What am [
supposed to speak abour? I still haven't
got the right to defend mysell. . . . Wait
a minute, I got a right—what's the cat
trying to pull now? I'm leaving? I can’t
stiry <. . 2 I still want an immediate wrial.
You can’t call it a mistrial. I'm put in
jail for four years for mothing? I want
my coat.”

That was the end of it. with the de-
lense  sympathizers in the courtroom
shouting, “Free Bobhy! Free Bobby!™

“Of course I was young once . . . thal's why you're
not going oul in that oulfit!”

From then on, the trial was never the
same: it had become a disaster for every-
one. Humane people would remember
Julius Hoffman as the judge who refused
Seale his most basic rights; Foran would
be remembered as the prosccutor who
tried to convict a bound-and-gagged black
man; the worst fears of the defense had
become a courtroom reality.

Sull the Government slogged on with
is side ol the case, a side that was
profuse in details that proved nothing
much. Only one ol its witnesses testi-
ficd that any ol the defendants had been
scen breaking a law, and  that was
Froines. who was supposed 1o have
thrown a couple of rocks. Hayden was
alleged to have let the air out of a tive,
but this accusation was so trivial that it
became a source ol embarrassment.

The Chicago convention was relived
on the witness stand—complete with the
stories ol bags of urine and spiked whiffle
balls—but there was litle evidence that
any of the eight, now seven, had crossed
a state line with the intention ol inciting
anybody to toss these execrable objects.
Much evidence, however, was introduced
to prove that in the midst of the Chicago
batling, some ol the seven had sad
inciteful things. Hayden was quoted as
telling a crowd, “1f blood is going to flow,
let it flow all over the city; il gas is going
to be used, let that gas come down all
over Clhicago, not just all over us in this
park; if the police are going to run wild.
let ‘em run wild all over the city ol
Chicago: il we're going o get disrupted
and violated. let this whole stinking city
be disrupted and violated. . . . Don't get
tapped in some kind of large orgunized
march which can be suwrrounded. Begin
to find your way out of here. I'll see you
in the streers.”

Rubin was cited as giving some “hght-
the-pigs” talks, and there were examples
of Davis saving things that might be
construed as incitement 1o riot. \With
Dellinger, the Government lacked not
only deeds but even words and was driv-
en to argue that their absence was the
prool of his guilt: This "architect of the
conspiracy.” this rough old pacifist was
too shrewd to sav or do anything overtly
incriminating. “He won’t say what they
planned. He is very carelul.” assistant
prosecution counsel Richard Schuliz wold
the jury.

Had it been a state or a municipal
court and an ordinary incitement-to-riot
charge, the Government might have had
a pretty good case against three or four
of the seven. The charge, however, was a
Federal one ol crossing a state line with
the infent to start a riot, and the out-ol
state evidence was almost nonexistent.
What the Governmem was really doing
was trying them lov the street highung,
for what they might have done in Chi-
cago, not what they might have had in
mind before they got to linois. The
Government's case said simply that the
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defendants were revolutionaries, insurrec-
vionists who wanted to overthrow every
institution. And to prove it, much evi-
dence was invroduced—including speeches
made after the convention, when they
were, il not more radical, certainly more
:lllgl‘y.

Dwring the proceedings and in the
months afterward. many people attacked
the trial as a threat to free speech, but
this isnt so. Over and over, Foran em-
phasized that what the seven said was
constitutionally protected; it was cou-
pling their words with political actions
that made what they did felonious. The
Government's position appeared to be
that only orthodox. two-party, Democrat-
ic/Republican politics is legal; oreative
politics outside the two-party structure,
politics that can  bait  the standard-
brand politicians into making lools of
themselves or bloodying people’s heads,
is illegal. The price for having psyched
out Mavor Daley and President Johnson,
the price for having baited them into
losing their empers and  using  force
against the nonparty political extem-
povizers was jail.

Understanding the evidence and the
legal arguments doesn’t help understand
the wial. To do that, you must also know
the little nastinesses.

In his opening statement to the jury,
Kunstler received a bitter foretaste of
the hostility to come:

KUNSTLER: We hope to prove before
you that the evidence submitted by
the defendants will show that this
prosccution which you are hearing
15 the result ol two motives on the
part of the Government
scnurtz: Objection as to any mo-
tives of the prosecution, if the court
please.

KkunsTLER: Your Honor, it isa proper
defense o show motive.

Junce noFeMan: I sustain the objec-
tion. You may speak to the guilt or
innocence of your clients, not to the
motive of the Government.
kunstiir: Your Honor, I always
thought that
schurtz: Objection to any colloquies
and arguments, your Honor.

JubGE HorEMax: I sustain the ob-
jection, vegardless of what you have
always thought, Mr. Kunstler.

The lawyers for both sides were always
having at one another, calling one an-
other  names—unprofessional,  mouth-
picces, hypocritical. Foran and Schultz
were especially maddened by Kunstler's
talking to the press. in violation ol an
Ilinois district court ruling  thar -
torneys may not comment on pending
cases—a rule that many legal experts be-
lieve to be unconstitutional. There were
intermimable  objections when  Kunstler
referred o the defendams by their hrst
names. Anything that might suggest to

182 the jury that the delendants were young

and therefore forgivable irked Foran,
who said, “They are not kids. Davis, the
youngest one, is 29. These are highly so-
phisticated, educated men and they are
evil men.”

The judge was full of tricks that add-
ed o the conviction that he'd replaced
his symbolic scales with a noose. Alter
the prosccution had completed its pres-
entation, he extended the court day, so
that the jury had 10 hear much of the
defense case when it was tired [rom
hours of wrangl He appeared to
make 1t a denigrating specialty 1o mis
pronounce the defense’s names, particu-
larly Weinglass'. who hnally called him
on it and got this response: 1 have got a
very close friend named Weinruss and [
know nobody by the name of Weinrob
and somchow or other the name of
Weinruss stuck in my mind and it is
vour first appearance here.”

There were long, scll-justifying, scll-
pitying excursions of recrimination and
ritionalization addressed by the judge to
the defendants and their counsel. Almost
any request by Kunstler or Weinglass
would elicit snappish, peeved responses
from the bench, even the observition
that it was hall past noon and time lor
lunch: “I know, I am watching the clock.
What does the man say on the TV or the
radio? Leave the driving, leave the time
watching 1o me. Mr. Kunstler, T will
watch the dock for you. I will determine
the time when we recess. sir. I odon't
need your help on that. There are some
things I might need your help on, not
that.”

And alwavs he worried about what the
drama critics would say: “I don’t wry
cases in the newspapers. I don't send
letters to newspapers when they praise
me. and they have; and T don’t send let-
ters of onticism when they criticize me
adversely, ... T have literally thousands
ol editorials back there in my chambers

. that are complimentary about deci-
sions I have made over the years. . . . It
would have been so much casier o rise,
wouldnt i1? [Hoffman found the law-
yers guilty of contempt for failing to sit
down and the defendants guilty for Tail-
ing 1o get upl. . . . I am an informal
person. I may sound a liulde starchy up
here, but I don't insist on delerence that
some other judges do off the bench. - ..
You know, the Solicitor General of the
United States, when he argues belore the
Supreme Court—this is rather a humor-
ous observation, in the light of the tailor-
ing in this case—he is obligated under
the rule of court 10 wear a cutaway, a
morning coat and striped trousers.”

Although the defense called over 100
witnesses, it wasn't able to present its
case. Partly, this was because people in-
side the courtroom and out considered
the use of such witnesses as Judy Collins,
William  Styvron, Norman  Mailer  and
Phil Ochs diliory theawicality, part of
the plan to subvert the judiciary. But

once something may have gotren through.
when Allen Ginsberg was on the stand
reciting the damnation ol his [amous
poem Howl: “1 saw the best minds of my
generation destroyed by madness, stary
ing, hysterical. naked. dragging them-
selves through the Negro streets e dawn

looking for an angry hix. . . . Moloch!
Solitude!  Filih!  Ugliness!  Ash  cns

and unobtainable dollars! Boys sobbing
in armies! Children  screaming under
stairways! Old men  weeping in the
parks!  Moloch!  Moloch!  Nightmare
of Aoloch! Moloch the loveless! Mo-
loch the heavy judger of men!” The
little judge bounced in his chair and put
a hand o his face; it was said in the
courtroom that in New York, exorcists
chanted prayers to drive the dibbuk out
of him.

The poet, however, wasn't taken seri-
ously when he explained what was work-
ing on the minds of the people camping
out in Lincoln Park during the conven-
tion: “The planet . . . was endangered by
violence, overpopulation, pollution, cco-
logical destruction brought about by our
own greed; the vounger children in
America . . . might not survive the next
30 years: it was a planetary crisis not rec
ognized by any government . . . nor the
politicians who were preparing {for the
elections. . . . We were going to gather
together to manifest our presence over
and above the more selfish elder polii-
cians, . . . The desire for preservation of
the . .. planct’s torm . . . was manilested
to my mind by the great manura from
India to the preserver-god Vishnu, whose
nuntra 15 Hare Krishna, Harve Krishna,
Krishna, Krishna, Hare, Hare, Rama,
Hare Rama, Rama, Rama, Hare Hive”

As Ginsberg's voice hilled the count-
room—which Abbie Hoffman had called
“wall-to-wall  bourgeois”™ —one  of  the
marshals jumped to his feet and went
into his jacket, as il going for his gun;
and the prosecution plunged into alter-
cattons about Sanskrit and relevance un
til Ginsberg uttered two long, universal
O-O-M-M-M-M-Ms, which brought Foran
to his feet, saying, “All right. we have had
a demonstration. From here on, Lobject.”

“You haven't said that you objected,”
Judge Hollman commented.

“I do alter the second one,” Yoran
replied. T have no objection to the 1wo
OMs that we have had. However, I
[don’t] want it to go on all morning.”

Judge Hoflman, feeling equally play-
ful, added. “The two OMs may remain
ol record and he may not continue to
answer in the same vein” But Ginsberg
did OM a liule later on—to calm the
judge and the lawyers alter the judge had
gotten into another snit beciuse he wasn't
getting enough respect from the delense.

The use of people like Ginsberg 1o
establish the stite of mind and therelore
the intent of the seven was a complete



How many $50
electronics are there
with an

automatic calendar?

Just one.

e
o

The Electronic Timex. It’s 99.99% accurate™. It’s transistorized.

It’s powered by a tiny It never needs winding. It hasa jump-sweep second hand.
replaceable energy cell that It has an automatic It’s water-resistant.

lasts a whole year. calendar. It's dust-resistant.

The Flectronic Timex® It never needs winding.

Model illus.: 99041 *Regulation may be necessary to achieve this accuracy. 183



PLAYBRBOY

184

failure. The cross-examination was most-
ly given over to @ refined form of fag
baiting. Kunstler put Abbie Holfman
and Rennie Davis on the witness stand,
so that they might explain their state ol
mind and intent. But the judge inter-
preted the rules ol admissible evidence
in the narrowest possible way. Davis’
struggle to be allowed to answer the
question the way he wanted resulied in
43 warnings from Judge Hoffman—mnd.
ultimarely. six months in jail.

Although the Chicago seven's political
opponents use the contempt citations 1o
show they were trying to clown and
wisecrack the court into ruin, the pre-
ponderate number of citations arose out
of Bobby Seale’s wreatment and  their
losing attempt to get their case on the
record. Here is one example of what put
Davis in jail:

roran: The whole activities ol your
planning with these delendimts were
designed o cuse the President of
the United States 1o call out the
ll'{)()l)b' o In'lllt'('l. lll(f Cﬂﬂ\‘l_’nli()ll‘
isn’t that correct, sir?

pavis: No. The objective was to ury
to ger rid of the troops.

rForan: 1 object, your Honor, to any-
thing but no.

pavis (persisting): To uy to stop the
use of troops.

Junce norrsax: 1 sustain the ob-
jection. I again order the wit-
ness to answer the question and
don’t go heyond the question. You do
hear well. don't you? You hear me?
pavis: Yes. It is just when a man de-
stroys my meaning. 1 leel obligated
o—

JupGeE HOFFMaN: You must conform
to the rules, 1o the law.

pavis: 1 ook an oath heve wo tell the
whole truth and that's what I'm ry-
ing 1o do.

Junce noreaan: And vou will con-
form to the rules ol evidence.
pavis: Are the rules of evidence in
conflict with the wruth?

rorax: Five hundred years ol the
law, your Honor, says that they help
find the wruth, and this is why we
have them.

kunsTLER: Two hundred years of the
law said slawvery was valid in this
(‘(}llllll'y.

These wrestling matches piled up time
in jail for Davis—while showing the
hopelessness of judicial proceedings tha
try 10 convict men for their stne of
mind. their opinions. their beliefs.

Having been unable to get much evi-
dence as to intent on the record through
direct testimony, the defense ried docu-
ments, Many were admitted. but the
judge refused to allow into evidence the
application for a permit to use Soldiers
Field as a mecting place. More seriously.
he disallowed a 21-page memorandum
that Davis and Hayden had written be-

fore the convention. This memo spelled
out various kinds of thinking about what
the demonstrators might do when they
got to Chicago. 1t said, for instance, that
“A coalition of poverty-rights organiza-
tions in one region might surround the
Conrad Hilton, a downtown Chicago ho-
tel, on the morning of the 26th o greet
the delegates with leallets  demanding
15 billion dollars 1o end poverty. . . .
The final funeral march on the conven-
tion, beginning as the first ballov s
tiken. should bring 500.000 people de-
manding a choice on the issues of peace
and Justice, citizens who have to ‘make
the democratic process work” by pin-
ning the delegates in the International
Amphitheater until a choice is presented
to the American people.” As documen-
tary evidence of intent, the memo was
important, but the judge threw it out
This was too much for Davis, who blurted
out, “You never read it 1 was wawching
you. You read two pages . . . he didn’t
read the document. I watched him. He
never looked at i.” This cost him two
more months in jail.

In ruling the way he did. the judge may
have been legally correct. Lay people
think of law as a cear set of rules
that can be evenly applied, when. in
reality, it's a large mass ol technical no-
tions and exceptions that can be used
as rationalizations for decisions that are
politically or socially motivated. This 1s
what killed the defense’s last line of ap-
proach, an auempt to prove an alternate
theory of what happened in Chicago. As
Kunstler said, “One way vou ¢an get your
client off is not by proving that he's in-
nocent but that somcebody clse is guilty.”

Kunstler proposed 1o do that with
Mayor Daley. “The person responsible
for what happened in Chicago, whether
acting alone or in concert with other
people. is Mayor Richard J. Daley,” he
told the court. “"We have attempted in
every way possible to state our [unda-
mental delensive position that it was
the mayor who caused the trouble, the
bloodshed, the police riot and every
other aspect which brings these defend-
ants inta cowrt.” So he brought Daley
into court as a defense witness; but the
rules prevented Kunstler from asking the
hard questions that might have brought
out the truth. In such civcumstances, it's
customary for a lawyer to have the wit-
ness declared hostile by the judge. This
permits the asking of otherwise forbidden
questions, Judge Hoflman wasn’t buying
that. He even ordered Kunstler not 1o
tell the jury that the motion to declare
Daley hostile had been refused. Kunstler
did anyway, and 83 times, he asked Daley
questions  that Judge Hoflman  vuled
objectionable. That got him six more
months in the lockup.

There was still one voad open 10
Kunstler, 11 he could hnd some Iriendly
public ofhcials who might know what
Daley had been up to and would testily

to it. he could prove his theory that it
was the mayor and not his clients who did
the conspiring and the intending. There
were three such men: Ramsey Clark. the
former Auormey General; Roger Wilkins,
a former Assistant Attorney General; and
Wesley Pomeroy. who'd been special as-
sistant  for law-enforcement  coordina-
tion under Clark. These three had dealt
with Daley and his police chiefls in prep-
aration for the convention, But Judge
Hoflman reflused to allow Clark o appear
before the jury. Wilkins and Pomeroy
he let on the witness stand but for-
bade any testimony about the mayor.
Pomeroy's olf-the-witnessstand recital of
what went on might well have destroyed
the prosecution’s case. “The entire fiasco
in Chicago,” he dedlared. “was almost
solely the responsibility of a stubborn.
unwise Mayor Daley, who c¢masculated
his police command. I went there wwice
before the convention as a messenger
from the Attorney General, asking Daley
to let somebody from the Government
negotiate with somebody from the mobili-
zation. He didn’t hear the message. The
one thing Mayor Daley said was thae if
the Justice Department really wanted to
help. it could let him know when those
out-of-town agitators were coming into
Chicago so he could take care of them.”
More contempt citations—and more
time in jail—were issued as a conse-
quence of the Ramsey Clark decision but
the defense was lost, its best cise never
put to the jury. Nothing remained for
the seven but to make their gallows
speeches. Jerry Rubin called Judge Holt-
man a sadist. Rennie Davis said, “We
are going to wrn the sons and daughters
ol the ruling class in this counuy into
Viet Cong.” Tom Hayden asked: “If you
didn't want to make us martyrs, why did
you do it? Il you wanted to keep it cool,
why didn't you give us a permit? You
know, if you had given us a permit, very
little would have happened in Chicago.
. .. We would hardly be notorious char-
acters if they had left us alone in ihe
streets of Chicago. It would have been
testimony to our failure as organizers.”
Abbie Hoffman told the eourt, “lt's
only fiing that if you went to the South
and fought for voter registration and got
arrested and beaten 11 or 12 times on
those dusty roads for no bread; it's
fitting that you be arrested and  wied
under a civil rights act. . . . T am not
made to be a martyr. I ried 1o sign up a
few years ago when 1 went down South.
They ran out of nails. What wins | going
o do? So I ended up being funny.”
But the end of the end came when
Dellinger was being sentenced for con-
tempt. His sports coat was smeared with
some kind ol white goo he'd picked up
in the jailhouse where the judge had
sent him alter vevoking his bail. “You
want us o be like good Germans, sup-
porting the evils of our decade.” he wi
saving, while the loquacious old judge

>




The Fiat 124 Sport Coupe. There are people
who expect just one thing from an imported
car. Transportation. ltalian car-makers feel
that an automobile should offer much more.
Their concept of transportation is embodied
in machines like Ferrari, Maserati, Lancia,

and Fiat. Standard equipmentincludes 4-
speed (5-optional) synchromesh gearboxes,
twin overhead cams, 4-wheel disc brakes,
radial tires, and electronic tachometers.To a
company like Fiat, how you get there should
be just as exciting as where you're going.

[F/1/A/T|



PLAYRBROY

186

commanded, “Mr. Marshal, T will ask
you to have Mr. Dellinger sit down.”

Dellinger wouldn’'t. “You want us to
stay in our plice like black people were
supposed to stay in their place, like poor
people——"

“I will ask you to sit down,” the judge
said.

“Like children, like lawyers,” he con-
tinued, while the judge said, “Mr. Mar-
shal, will you please ask him to keep
quict:”

“People no longer will be quict.
People are going to speak up. I am an
old man and I am just speaking feebly,
but I reflect the spirvit that will echo e
Dellinger  persisted, now  enarcled by
marshals, who kept glincing up at the
judge for their next cue.

“Take him out.” they were ordered,
but the room had come apart. Natasha,
Dellinger’s oldest daughter, had her arms
hooked onto the back of a benceh and she
about 1o kick a marshal in the
stomach. Michelle, her 13-year-old sister,
was weeping, and Dellinger was crying
out, "Leave my daughters alone!” There
were voicesscreaming,” Tyrants! Tyranes!™

Kunstler, aged and radicalized by the
months in this room, walked up to the
lectern in front of the judge’s raised
bench and asked, “What are you doing
Lo us, your Honor:"

The litde judge was rigid in the leath-

Wiy

er chair that was too big for him. Across
the courtrocom, down on lhis left, he
could see six or seven people hghuing:
and directly behind Kunstler, he could
look at Rubin shouting and making
the Nazi salute as he holleved, “Heil
Hitler! Hed Hider! Heid Hiter! 1
hope you're satished.”

Another voice in the aowd shouted,
“You mocky Hider”; but kunstler spoke
softly. leaning forward, one hand hall
raised in the beckoning gesture ol sup-
plication. "My life has come to nothing.”
he told the judge, who pushed himself
back against his chair’s high back, as
though he'd like to disappear through it
“You destroy me and everybody else. Put
me in jail now, for God's sake, and get
me out of this place.” The lawyer wept
as he walked. “Come to mine now. Come
to mine now, Judge, please. Please. 1 beg
you. Come to mine. Do me, two.”

The marshals threw people out and
calmed the room down: one on ecach
arm, they wok Dellinger and led him to-
ward the exit. He stopped and called
out, “Right on, beautiful people, black
people. Vietmamese, poor people, voung
people, evervbody  fighting for liberty
il justice. Right on.” They took him
through the doorway, but he reappeared
to siy. “Not to mention Latin Ameri-
cans,” and then he was gone.

“Either we're about to take part in an interplanctary
‘first’ or it’s just the old take-me-to-your-leader bit.”

ALL THE MONEY

(continued [rom page 98)
horse five furlongs in one minute by the
clock in his head, was deal to music and
had no taste for gambling. Morcover,
he was so faithiul o his wile that, in all
the 20 months since he'd last seen her,
he had slept with another woman only
twice.

When he put down 40 cents for a
beer, that was 40 cents’ worth of bread
he was taking out of the mouths of
children, of which he had four.

Yet he'd been known 1o spend as
much as SI.60 in a single evening, just to
keep an eye on Hector Vaes at the Silver
Horseshoe. For though Vaes was ten
years the senior ol Casa, the younger
man had become his protector,

Vaes. in return. read books, magazines
and newspapers to Casallores in both
English and Spanish.

Clarence  Houssayen, himself having
picked up the fundamentals of reading
and  writing.  suspected  Casaflores  of
feigning illiteracy.

“Read what it tell here,” he was now
demanding of Casaflores, handing him
the sports scction of the St. Louis Post-
Dispatch.

“How this man goin' rcad your pa-
per:” Vaes laughed lightdy. "He cannot
read even his own.”

Yer Casallores put a hnger dirvectly
upon the results of the fourth race of the
previous night.

“It tell here Jazzbow pay lonrteen-forty
with Casaflor” up,” he reported. “Here
it tell Scatterbug  pay twelve  dolla’
straight, Casaflor” up.” He handed the
charts to Vaes. “Where it tell there how
many Houssayen win las’ nighe? That
bov make moncey like crazy, 1 hear”

“I made more money in onc month in
the port of New Orlean’ than yvou've
made vour whole lile,” Houssaven let
both Casaflores and Vaes know.

“I never make one damned dime in
that pult," Casaflores conceded. Then,
noticing  Flowerce, tumed 10 Vaes:
“Here har fella pop some  Mexican
pretty good shot in the nose. Watch out
when you pass this fella in the stretch—
he gonna pop you a good one, too!”

Floweree nodded 1o Houssaven and
turned toward the back room. Houssaven
followed him 1o a corer table.

“That horse tied the track record out
there this morning, Dad,” he told the
Cajun.

Being a man in his middle 30s, Hous
sayen. wasn't particularly pleased to be
called Dad by a rider himself old enough
to be killing the grass.

“What's runnin’ in the mornin” got
to do with runnin” under lights?”

“That's just what it got to do with. old
buddy”—Flowerce changed his 1one—
“the light at the clubhouse twrn. That's
the shadow that horse been jumpin’. Can



I but get him to the rail before he hit
that turn, it'll be wire to wire. Casa’ll
look like he’s standin’ still—and  that
horse is going to be the price horse in
the ficld. Old buddy.”

“You might ask the Racing Commis-
sion o wrn oft the power when you
have a mount.”

Floweree put down his hritation by
tilting his helmet back off his forchead.

“Catfish just clocked the horse in one
forty-one,” he explained. “but she didn’t
catch the shadow jump. I figure lum one
thirty-nine fat tomorrow night.”

“Why not just use a one-cyed blinker
and a shadow roll2” Houssayen inquired,
becoming serious at last. T cain’t afford
1o git into no more ol your jock-room
brawls, Flower. Rememba, I'm on track
parole.”

“The horse won’t run with equip-
ment,” Floweree filled the Cajun in. “Be-
sides, il that redhead snifls something's
up. she'll have the word out all over the
barn area. She’ll drop the odds.”

A gaunt, begoggled apparition marteri-
alized beside their table, holding out a
handful of programs. Houssayen paid it
i quarter for onc. Yet the apparition
merely stoad looking sorrowfully at the
coin in his palm.

“It's how much T pay for them my-
sell.”” the apparition grieved. "There are
lolks lieve give me nickel extry for bring-
ing them in canly.”

“Let's go to my place,” Houssayen
suggested.
Floweree handed the peddler a nickel

and they lelt

The tack room in which Houssayen
slept contazined an Army cot, a calendar
that bounced against the wall when he
switched his loor fan on, a tack hox the
size ol a sea wrunk, socks drying on a
line, colfee-stained cups ol plastic, empty
Coke bottles, Spanish riding boots and
flies that buzzed and mated as contented-
ly as though they'd never known any
other home.

“I can make you the connection for a
hundred-towin ticket,” Houssaven came
right to the point, “but I cain’t promise
to git vou inside. Only God can git you
to the rail.”

“If youre on the rail, T won’t need
God,” Floweree assured the Cajun.

“I won't be on the vail. I the Mexican
thief don’t git it Josohino or D’ Arcia’ll
git it. Which come to the saime thing.”

“Or Vaes,” Floweree saw the opening.

“Even worse,” the Cajun warned Flow-
eree, “the son of a bitch cain't vide a lick
—but hell bump you over the rail to let
his Dago buddy git the jump.”

Floweree brightenced up at that. “Why,
that's where you come in, old buddy—or
did you think you'd be holding a
hundred-to-win ticker on me lor seting
on top of a horse? It don’t matter wheth-

er it's Casa or D'Arcia or Josohino or
Vaes, you thwack that cat coming out
of the gate—thwack!—like that” (he
smacked the p.llm of his nght hand
with his lefty “and I got the inside.
When I get him past the light, T et him
out. We'll leave the field tied to the rail,
old buddy!™

Clarence  Houssayen's  pillified  face
looked out from the shadow of his hel
met like that of a starving dog from a
closet. He made the dry, choking sound
in his throat that. with Clarence Hous
sayen. passed [or inordinite merriment.

“What the hell you think I am, bud-
dy?" he asked Floweree, “the Conleder-
ate  cavalry? How many them damn
horses vou think T can cut ow? I don’t
even know what that Mexican is riding.”

“Moon River.”

“You camn’t hook Moon River,” he
assured Floweree, 1 know. 1've rode him
mysell. He runs from behind. How you
goin’ to hook u horse runnin’ behind:
You hook a horse between horvses, when
he ey 1o git ot front early. By the time
the Mexican let Moon River run, whole
ficld be strung out.”

Houssayen stood up to indicate the
discussion  wias  done:  “Cain't  nobody
hook Moon River.”

Floweree scemed to be paying no
mind. He was scratching away, with
pencil stub, on an overnight sheet. Flies
buzzed against the screen. The floor Tan
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rattled as il ready o quit. The light was
hot, but the shadows were chill. And
the scent of instant coflee mixed with the
odors of hay and manure. Floweree
handed his sketch to Houssayen and
Houssayen read it standing.

He saw a starting gate numbered up
to nine, with an H in gate four and an I/
in gate six, with a diagonal line from the
H dircctly toward the rail and another
diagonal. roughly paralleling it, from the
I’ to the rail. With a crude representa-
tion of a dubhouse light purporting to
be an cighth of a mile away.

“IF Casa Dbreaks slow like vou say.”
Floweree argued, “that makes it all the
simpler. Then all you have to take out is
Vaes—and you know he'll give ground.
You won’t ceven have 1o thwiack him—
he'll haul ass the hell out of your way.”

“What's  Vaes's mount?”  Houssaven
asked.

“Fleur Rouge.”

“What do vou think is the class ol the
race?”

“Port-O-Pogo.”

Houssayven shook his head no.

“Fleur Rouge.”

Then he sat down, the sketch in his
hand.

A Mash of hear lightning trned the
room pale green lor one split sccond. In
that moment. two small, gaunt men, in
leather helmets, Jeaned ngidly toward
each other, with their chin straps dan-
gling.

Houssayen looked up when the flash
was done.

“You're a mean lintle bastard, aren't
you?r" he asked Flowercee.

“I have my reasons,” Floweree replicd.

- - -

Red's Big Red hung his great sad head
across the stall webbing, shifting his fore-
legs, forth and back, in a slow, restive
dance. A small floor [an whispered a
changeless thythm to his slow horse dance.
While rullling the feathers ol a rusi-
colored rooster who shared the stall with
the horse.

The rooster belonged to Big Red, not
to Kate. She put up with the sory bird
because the horse was atached 10 11
When you're the owner of a one-horse
stable, the horse becomes as tvrannical,
in indulging his own moods, as an only
child.

“Hold stidl, vou long-striding son ol a
bitch,” Kate scolded Red when he shied,
pretending to be frightened by the brush
st his flanks. but he didn't shy 100
much. Red’s Big Red was a nervous
brute who wasn't against cow-kicking her
if he but dived. Yer he'd learned how,
with one flat smack of her palm against
his belly. she could bring him whinnving
to his knees. He was sassier than usual
this alternoon, beciuse he knew she nev-
er knocked the wind out of him before

188 he wis going to the paddock.

Nor was the investment Kate had
made in him altogether in cash. She was
a woman who needed to minister to
beings endowed less abundantly, in spir-
it, wit or flesh, thin hersell. She might
have cared for retarded or disturbed chil-
dren. She mmistered, instead, 1o the
spiritual and emotional needs of a great
inbred fourlegged newrotice, slightly ve-
tarded and perperually disturbed. Warm-
ing, cooling, calming, currying, combing,
leeding, Mercurochroming and watering
Red's Big Red somewhat satished her
own need of being of use in the world.

“Hold stalf, 1T saie,” she told Big Red
now, “il you want to be a horse, act like
i horse.”

That all her horses had been losers and
most of her lovers had just missed being
dwarfs, Kate felt no need of a shrink o
explain. When you're a single woman
cutting toward 40, you don't need a doc-
or to tell you to take what is at hand.
And il you weigh 179 pounds and like
men, chances ol being cow-kicked by a
horse are less than those of being Kicked
by 1ts rider.

The horse permitted her to pick his
hooves with no more than an occasional
twitching ol his hide. He was fecling
well, she could tell, despite the heat. A
hint ol rain in the air, however distant
and aint, always had a calming citect on
Red's Big Red.

“This was the kind ol diry we won in
Ohio, Red.” she reminded him. "It be-
gan coming down an hour before post.
By the first race, it was slop. By our race,
it was mud—it was raining mud. Would
you like it to rain mud again, Redez”

Red nodded. Nothing he'd like berter
than rain bringing slop that tumed to
mud. To send him splashing past all
those chalk horses that had been leaving
him behind since the last time it had
rained mud.

“Get all the money,” she blessed him
and kicked his rooster.

“Frivolous claim,” kept going through
her mind all the way back to her trailer.
Her lile seemed now a sequence ol Irivo-
lous claims put in by riders whose sad-
dles she'd hought out of hock. Now her
last S50 had been spent to pay ofl for a
man whom she wanted 1o trust vet could
not. Because he vrusted no one, not even
himself. That, Kate rveckoned on her
trailer step, was about as lvivolous as a
woman can get with her last 550.

The bed was unmade, the floor un-
swept. Pots, pans and dishes waited in
the sink and cmpty beer cans rusted
below. A week of Floweree's shirts and
shorts, mixed with her own underwear
and dungarees, littered the trailer, front
to back. Kate Kicked a few picces to one
side, 1ook a black-satin gown off a hook
and a pair ol red slippers out of the
doset and slapped a floppy, lowered hat

on her head: then took the bottle off the
shelf.

And there she sat in her foolish hat, in
the slow solt darkening of day, watching
the headlights, bevond the woods, ol the
night's carliest bettors making their way.

This was the carly-bettor’s hour, when
the tote board’s 200 shuriered eyes
showed neither win nor place nor show.
nor whether the track was [ast or slow.
But only waited, like a blinded brute in
a soybean field, for those Far headlights
between the trees.

The leafshadowed light and rwilit
glimmerings retwrned, 1o Kate, lamps
and glooms ol times now gone.

She remembered an autumn that had
come down the Mississippi like a cdoud
coming home to rest. And how. the lol-
lowing spring, the waters had come
through the woods.

When the Hood had ebbed, each tree
had stood stripped of its bright April
finery; bare, dark and separate in a sea
of sour mud. There, in the sinking ruins
of somebody’s Kitchen, the handle ol an
iron frying pan had loomed like a lop-
sided grave marker. Just the thing, the
girl had decided, to pry the rusted lock
olf some forgotten river pilot's sea trunk
stuffed with reasure. Plodding barefoot
through stinking gullics. the girl had
scarched, among drowned voosters, and
cats the blueflies were alveady at, for the
magic sea trunk. Il the watches in it
weren't pure gold, silver would do. II the
dresses weren't silk and didn’c hit, wool
would do and she’'d cut them down.,
Catlish Kate took a swig ol rye for wry
remembrance.

Thirty years now since the waters had
cbbed, and heve she sat with nanure,
mstead  of mud, on her boots. And
armed with less than a frying pan. What
was there o show for all those years of
hauling horses from bull ving to bull
ring? Only a trailer on which a payment
was overdue. And a tawnymaned brute
she'd have 1o sell or enter in a claiming
race, if he didn’t get imo the winner’s
circle before this meet came 1o a close.

She'd had other horses before Red's
Big Red, as she'd had other men before
Haollis Floweree. The horses had all gone
lame or been claimed: the men had lost
heart or gone bad. It had always been a
simpler thing for her 1o keep her pride
with a horse than with a man: and maost
of the horses had stayed with her longer.
Some had even carned their feed bills;
none of her lovers had paid his own way.

She slipped into her dark partly gown,
put her feet into brightved slippers and
began byaiding her hair, & Ia Ann Hard-
ing, about her head.

“Not bid,” she decided, checking her
reflection in the mirvor. “I look strong
enough to braid trees.” She clasped a
string ol imitation  pearls  about  her
throat, clipped a pair of imitation jade
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look like more hair

Fatten up your hair with Hair"} the hair Your hair suddenly seems to have new body. ..
groomer that makes your hair look like more hair new vigor...new wholesomeness.
while it keeps it looking lively and plump. Fatten up your hair with Hair.
You put on Hair the same way you put on hair It’s easy to look younger when your hair is
dressing. With the first application, you appear to fatter.
have more hair than you really have. Fatter hair means more robust looking hair,
More important, everyone else will see it too. 295 and that means a younger looking you.

Hair

by RD for Men.




carrings to her ears and smiled for the
track photographer.

Dressed for a winner's circle, if not for
a ball, Cathsh Kate went to lead her
horse out of his stall.

- - -

Now, the horses had been tried too
olten against the same horses. Moon Riv-
cr had outlasted Sailor Kowal, Sir
Wingding had easily outrun Moon Riv-
cr, Port-O-Pogo had overtaken Sir
Wingding in a rush, Djeddah’s Folly had
nipped Port:O-Pogo at the wire, then
Sailor Kowal had beaten Djeddal’s Folly.

Elisio Casaflores had nidden the dou-
ble twice around this bull ring of the
summer night. Then Houssayen had be-
gun getting the jump on everybody, es-
pecially  Casallores. So Vaes had  held
Houssayen's saddlecloth long enough 10
let Casaflores get the jump and bring in
a route horse at 40-to-1, and Houssayen
had told Hollis Floweree that Mexican
gets the best ol it every time.

Then Casallores, Floweree and Hous
sayen had come down the stretch stride
for stride in a three-horse photo that had
sent the tote board flashing 4-7-1-4-7-1 on
and offl and on, while the P. A, system
had cried out most pitifully, “Will owner
of red Corvair, Ilinois license number
D] 5183, come to your car; motor is
running doors are locked,” and each sad
scufller said, “I'm glad it ain’'t me,” wll
the Mexican thiel won the photo.

So Flowerce had broken Casaflores'
nose in that jock-room brawl. Vaes
sworc Houssayen had pinned  Casa's
arms, a jockey's valet had claimed the
Mexican swung  first, Josohino asked
Vaes why he'd just stood by, the clerk of
scales said, “Leave me out of this,” and
the woman who sold popcorn under the
stands said, “I never seen such a mob of
popcorn-cating motherfuckers my whole
born days.”

That's one time the Mex got the worst
of it, Houssayen had congratulated Flow-
cree.

Keep your saddiecloth tucked in, Ca-
jun, Floweree had told Houssayen.

But Djeddal’s Folly is moving up in
class, the horse degencerates swiltly ex-
plained, while Port-O-Pogo is moving
down. First bet the breeding, ecach
agreed. then bet the speed. “Breeding is
best and wish for the rest.”

Sure enough, the Mexican thief began
beating everyone, especially the appren-
tice rider Bethea. And every night, when
the small amber lamps of the paddock
came up, the word went out: Watch out
for Bethea, watch out for Houssayen,
walch out for Josolino and Floweree,
but mostly watch out for that Mexican
thief and never forget that your strong-
est bet isn’t on a hovse but against il.

The boardmen moved big bets away
from the track while screening their ac-

/

“It looks like Mr. Gelber, but it
doesn't look like Mrs. Gelber.”

tion with small throwaways on other
horses. They padded the machines with
other people’s money to bring up the
price on offtrack wagers.

Till the big field lights came on in a
blue-white glare and everybody warned
everybody to keep in mind that a short-
legged horse could outrun a long-striding
one in the stretch il his hooves are
weighted.

Then all old sad scufilers began mill-
ing about, saying look out lor a gray on
the outside post il he's wearing a shadow
roll. speed up when you're winning, slow
down when you're losing and don't sleep
with anyone whose troubles are worse
than your own.

Lay off the horse that's taped to its
rump. they warned one another—it may
be bandaged that high to keep the price
lll].

Some studied samples of mud kept in
Mason jars labeled Santa Anita, Cen-
tennial Race Track or Yakima Meadows.
Some bet the stable and some bet the

trainer and some stayed at home if the
sun was out, sulking all day [or lack of
mud. Some stayed up hall the night
studving charts and twrned in toward
morning with a short prayer for slop.

Some went in search of tips in Chroni-
cles and Kings. Some kept fhigures on
rain, snow and sleet. Some knew that
evervthing depended on wind.

Some waited at the sellers’ windows
with cash in hand, belore the windows
opened; others never bet till the flag
went up.

Some balanced baromewric readings
against post positions; others rested all
their hopes upon the depth of the dust.

While tiny wornadoes made of dust,
chaff and rumor pursued cach other tire-
lessly. around and around the aban
doned wack, all through the burning
alternoons. Out of the chute and into
the backstretch, hugging the rail or
going wide. lugging in or lugging out,
then into the turn for home: They made
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Yours together. Playboy and playmate short-sleeve knit For the wet set. His & Hers
shirts in choice of six colors, with the miniature Rabbit Wrap-arounds . . . always

embroidered tone-on-tone. Machine washable, 2-ply thirsty, 100% cotton
cotton lisle. Full-fashion collar. terrycloth, with black
Vented sides for comfort; can Rabbit on white. For =
be worn in or out.Colors: py playboys, one size fits
Bright White, Casual Black, all. MM326, $5. For
Deep Ocean Blue, Terrific playmates (secured by
Tan, Sunglint Gold, Blue buttons), in S, M, L,
Sky. Playboy Shirt,
S, M, L, XL,
WA100, $10
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YOUR ONE PLAYROY CLUB KEY

ADMITS YOU TO ALL LAY ROY cLops  JUNE 1970

VACATION IN JAMAICA WITH PLAYBOY;
JOIN THE FUN WITH SWINGATHON 70

JAMAICA (Special)—City sum-
mer got you down? Take the
cure at Playboy’s exciting Club-
Hotel in Jamaica.

During Jamaica Swingathon
70, now through October, you
can spend one glorious week
with Playboy (seven sunny days,
six romantic nights) for as little
as $145.%

At our resort in the tropics,
the average temperature is a de-
lightful 78 degrees. Bask in the
sun, then cool off in the azure
waters of the Caribbean or in
Playboy’s Olympic-size pool.
Stroll the magnificent white sand
beach or take an excursion to
famous Dunn’s River Falls.

Jamaica Swingathon guests frolic
at spectacular Dunn’s River Falls.

You'll stay in a luxurious air-
conditioned seaside room and
feast on bounteous breakfasts
and gourmet dinners in the ele-
gance of the VIP Room.

You'll be our special guest at
three complimentary parties—
a Rum Swizzle Welcome Party,
the Manager's Cocktail Party in
the Penthouse and the Farewell
Champagne Breakfast.

You'll spend a day at the Falls,
climbing the 600-foot cascade,
and travel to the marine gardens
by glass-bottomed boat.

Arrive in Jamaica on any Sat-
urday from now through October
24, and leave for home the fol-
lowing Friday. Air Jamaica,
Delta and other airlines com-
bine to offer over a dozen direct
flights leaving weekly from New
York, Chicago, New Orleans or
Miami. Check your travel agent
for more flight information. For
further information about Swing-
athon '70, write to Jackie Eldred,
Reservations Manager, Playboy
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave,,
Chicago, Illinois 60611.

Take an unforgettable vaca-
tion this year with Playboy. And
if you're not already a key-
holder, simply complete and
mail the coupon on this page.

*$145 (U.S. currency) per person is
based on double occupancy, %199 for
single occupancy and %95 for third
person in a room. All rates are exclu-
sive of transportation.

Philadelphia Club to Open This Fall;
Use Your Key at 20 Playboy Locations!

PHILADELPHIA (Special) —
The excitement in Philadelphia
this fall will center around 215
S. Broad Street, where Playboy
will introduce the latest addition
to its ever-expanding world of
Clubs and resorts.

Keyholders and their guests
will relax with supersize drinks,
delight in taste-tempting selec-
tions from a lavish Living Room
buffet and enjoy new and name
entertainers in the Penthouse.
And, of course, there will be
dozens of lovely Bunnies who'll
make each visit a pleasure.

In 1971, keyholders will have
even more to enjoy, as a new

Club-Hotel debuts at Great
Gorge in New Jersey, just an
easy drive from Philadelphia.
It will be a year-round sports
center, as well as an ideal con-
vention site, with meeting-room
facilities designed to accommo-
date up to 1200 people.

But you don’t have to wait to
sample the good life of Playboy.
Right now you, as a keyholder,
are welcome at 17 Clubs {includ-
ing Baltimore and New York)
and two Club-Hotels.

Share in the excitement. To
apply for your personal Key,
complete and return the coupon
on this page today.

Remember Shay Knuth (left) and Helena Antonaccio? You met them both

in PLAYBOY's famous centerfold. Like other Playmates of the Month,
Shay (September 1969) and Helena (June 1969) are still in Playboy's
fold, as BunnieS. Apply for your Key. And renew old acguaintances.

GOLFERS’ SPECIAL

LAKE GENEVA (Special —If
golf is your group's game, play it
at the Lake Geneva, Wisconsin,
Club-Hotel, where this season
you can challenge either of our
two championship courses.
Playboy offers your group
(business or sociall a variety of
package plans, as well as a list
of very special options, so you

YOU'LL FIND PLAYBOY
IN THESE LOCATIONS

Atlanta - Baltimore - Boston
Chicago » Cincinnati + Den-
ver + Detroit - Jamaica
(Club-Hotel) - Kansas City
Lake Geneva, Wis. (Club-
Hotel) = London - Los An-
geles « Miami - Montreal
New Drleans - New York
Phoenix -« St. Louis « San

: Francisco
can tailor-make a day of golf.
For more information, write SET"G"”_‘ Gorge, N. J.
Philadelphia

to Playboy's pro, Ken Judd, at
the Playboy Club-Hotel, Lake
Geneva, Wisconsin 53147,

PROPOSED — Cleveland

P e CLIP ANO MAIL TODAY = === -=========—==—1 .
TO: PLAYEOY CLUBS INTERMNATIONAL, INC.
919 N. Mi

Playboy Build higan Ave., Chs Wlinois 60611

Gentlemen:
Please send me an apphcabion lor my personal Playboy Club Key.

NAME (PLEASE PRINT)

OCCUPATION

oy T STATE ZIP CODE
U. 5. Initial Ke{ Fee is $30, Canadian Inthial Key Fee is $30 Canadian. lnitial Key
Fee includes $1 for year's subscription to VIF, the Club magazine. You will be
billed for the Annual Key Fee (currently $6 U.S.; $6 Canadian) at the close of your
first {lca( as a keyholder. For mformation regarding European fees, write the

ership Secretary, The Playboy Club, 45 Park Lane, London, W.1, England
O Bill me for $30.

el

[] Enclosed find check or money order for $30
payable to Playboy Clubs International, Inc.

[ 1 preter a credit Key. [ | prefer a cash Key.
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“If, as you say, the [ree-enterprise profits
system makes you want to throw up, there may not be a
great deal the placement office can do for you.’

a perpetual mimicry of riders forever
driving to win.

Upon horses forever dumbly driven.

Carrving hopes ol bettors who  first
lost their cars and then their businesses,
then aheir homes and then their wives
because they diseerned daily doubles in
the position of the stars. All was lost: Yet
they went on handicapping the ever-
changelul skies. And the dust devils went
on pursuing cach other around this bull
ring ol the burning alternoon.

Until the paddock pimps began filling
in the wrf-room roms. And old sad scul-
flers, long accustomed 10 rebufls, heard
ol someone who'd won a big quiniela.
Then they said, “I wisht that would of
been me.”

Saying, “Breeding is best and wish for
rest.” Or
then bet the speed.”

the “First ber the breeding,
Wondering all the
while what in God’s name they were
talking about.

For nobody asked how much speed
would count if the rider were bought
and the rainer didn’t care and the pad-
dock judge hadn't heard that the groom
had pried a calk just loose enough for
the horse to throw it. Nobody reckoned
that the rider could take the horse wide
or, with the lightest of Kicks just under
its knee, throw it off stride. Oy whethey
the bought rider might throw the battery
away a lurlong too soon.

As nobody secemed to know what his

next move should be when he went wo
collect his big offtrack bet on a long-
price horse and found his bookiec had
just left town.

Gone on the arfy-darfy.

Never 1o return.

« o

Caifish Kate had her own vanity: No
other woman would have risked making
a fool of hersell by dressing for the win-
ner’s crcle while leading a 23-10-1 shot
to the paddock. Yet, alter the grooms in
boots and Dblue jeans. here she came,
stepping lightly to keep the dust off her
red slippers, wearing a black party gown
and a big flowery hat with a red bow on
its crest, leading a big-chested ridgeling.

When she'd reached the riders' bench,
she looked for but he wasn't
waiting there. It crossed her mind that
he might have taken off with S50
instead of paving the fine.

Then she saw him, leaning against the
paddock, and he was in his silks; so she
knew he'd paid off the front office.

But Red's Big Red decided. just then,
he didn't want 10 race ronight. alter all,

Floweree,

the

and tied 1o turn back 1o the harn.
“Hold him. Cathish!” one rider called
out.
I the paddock. she had trouble quiet-
ing him while he was being saddled.
“He's worried about his roosier 1s all,”
she assured the paddock judge. “He'll be
all right in the gate.”

“We once had a mare loved her goat
so much we'd have to take him along to
the paddock with her,” the judge re-
called. Then he cupped his palms and
gave that barnyard shout, “Last bus for
the Sunday-school picnic! Evervbody up!™

The linde men saumtered, in  their
bright silks, to their saddlings. Old sad
scufflers peered through the gratings and
said, every ume a horse kicked the
boards, “Boy. I'm glad that ain't me.”
Kate gave Flowerce a leg up and Big
Red wanted to leave right then.

Parading past the tote board in the
British walking circle—a formality serv-
ing no purpose beyond heightening the
horses” nervousness—Floweree kept  his
mount’s head tarned [rom the wore-board
lights. Red had always feared the lights
more than the aies of the cowd. He'd
come out of the paddock dry and ready:
but his hide would be shining with the
sweat of anxiety alter parading past the
lights.

A wind as light as a winning quiniela
drifted across the soybean field. The rail-
birds saw, with mild surprise, a moon of
the backsuetch barely risen,
turned their looks with no surprise what-
SOCVET.

A moon that knew, when the daily
double pay-off possibilities moved across
the tote board like a line of Illinois
Central boxcars, all possible results.

which re-

A moon that remembered the last time
it had rained.
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JOCKEY STANDINGS

Jockey st 2nd 3rd
E. CASAFLORES. . . ... &6 42 30
). JOSOHINO. _..... 31 14 34
C. HOUSSAYEN. . . . .. 30 14 32
G. D'ARQIA. . ..., 3 29 22 22
T BETHEA... < .wuwss 26 22 3z

Pori-O-Pogo delayed the start of the
third race by refusing 1o go more than
halfway into his gate. Each time D" Arci




The best way to sell you on
Hartmann’s $45 attache is to show

$135

Handcrafted by men.
Notstamped out on
machines. No moulded
plastic parts anywhere.

Touch-O-Matic® locks
finished in 24 K gold, then
covered by flaps to keep the
case neat and the locks safe.

Classic square-corner shape and
soft expanding side panels offer
far more carrying space than
hard-sided cases of comparable size.

The most flexible frame in

" luggage. When bumped
around, it gives in and bounces
" back instead of breaking.

Handle is sewn by hand
instead of being machine-

Interior crafted and
tailored by hand and com-
pletely backed. Edges are
turned and bound. Removable
4 desk and file sections.

you Hartmann's $135 attache.

stamped. Soft, ridgeless, rugged.

There is a difference, of course. A big one. The $135 case
is made of imported industrial belting leather.

No two pieces of it are ever exactly alike. This leather is
completely natural; no finish is needed to preserve its toughness
and individuality. The case is bound in rugged rawhide and the
interior is trimmed in rich gabardine with more belting leather.
For unique luxury, nothing surpasses it.

Qur $45. attache is made of the finest, most expensive
vinyl available. And because both of these pieces are Hartmanns,
the craftsmanship is the same in each case.

AVAILABLE IN INDUSTRIAL BELTING LEATHER, $135: ANTIQUE BROWN CORFAMS, $100; RUBBED WALNUT NYLON FABRIC, BELTING LEATHER TRIMIMED. $60. TIGER EVE BROWN OF ONYX BLACK VINYL, $45. AN EXTRA-
SLIM MODEL AVAILABLE AT SLIGHTLY LOWER PRICES. EACH HARTMANN CAN BE MATCHED 1D LARGER PIECES FOR COMPLETE SETS. FOR BROCHURE, WRITE: DEPT. P HARTMANN LUGGAGE, LEBANON, TENN, 37087.
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“Golly, Professor Mayfield—I had no idea we were going to
study the marital customs of other lands so thoroughly!”
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zot him nearly in. the horse would rear,
Two starters, one shoving him from be-
hind while the other hauled him by his
nune, got the gate locked behind the
horse at last.

The llag went up.

The llag went down and Pogo came
out of his gate a Tull jump e frone of
the ficld. With Casaflores, on Moon Riv-
er. crowding Houssayen on Lady Night
just behind. Houssayen swerved  Lady
Night right mto Moon River, thwacking
Moon River's [ank and throwing Casa'’s
horse off siride. Houssaven cut for the
rail mind 100k off after Port-O-Pogo.

Floweree moved Red's Big Red into
the hole Houssayen had made juud cut
for the rail while Houssaven was trying
1o catrch D'Arcia. All three lead horses
were holding the rail at the dubhouse
turn, but Houssaven took Lady Night
wide and Floweree moved Red's Big Red
up. The horse was running willingly.

Yet, Tearing to spend Red's strength
oo carly, he dudn't let the horse have
full rein: Every length gained now
would cost him two in the hnal drive.
Four lengths behind him. Vaes was hold-
ing Fleur Rouge as tight 1o the rail as
Floweree was holding Big Red.

“Port-0Q-Pogo by two.” the caller made
it, “Red’s Big Red on the rail by four
Fleur Rouge by two and a halt in the
middle ol the wack Djeddah’s Folly and
Saitlor Kowal head and head, Flash M-
Bride"—and got a laugh lrom the crowd
by adding—"and  the distant  railer,
Moon River with his tongue hanging
out.”

He stood in the arons, doubled the
reins m his vight hand and slashed Red's
neck while holding the mane in his
right. The lights cime up  blinding
bright above the wire, the horse swerved
in [right and Vaes dvove Fleur Rouge
straight up onto Red's heels.

Fleur Rouge  propped.  flinging  a
blue-and-orange  ball  head over heels
head-on against the rail: Vaes lay Lice

down, his boots trapped by the rail and
his fingers spreading to get hold  of
ground.

As the great shout slowly died.

“Riader unseated.” the caller made it

And astillness came down like a great
slow hand upon dubhouse and grand-
stand alike.

Vaes kept trving to raise his head but
could not. He lilted his hands toward his
gopeles, then put them on his ears: He
had heard the horses coming.

Josohino dered him, on Djeddah’s
Folly, the horse’s left hind leg Kicking a
spurt of dust into Vae:

“Loose horse on the vack,” the caller
appealed, “please try to make as licle
noise as possible, ladies and gentlemen,
s0 as not to frighten the animal.” Then

[ace.

adding, like a sorrowing afterthought,
“Ambulance 1o the finishing line.”

As a wind went about tossing drilts of
light rain into faces of winners and los-
ers, all the same.

The crowd began moving back, mur-
muring as it moved, toward the shelier-
g stands,

Two gromdkeepers raced to Vaes.
One jumped the fence, but the other, a
stout Negro wearing a red cap, wried 10
go under the fence and knocked the cap
off. While he was recovering his cap. the
other began prying at Vaes's lelt boot,
trapped by the rail.

“Don’t move him!™ someone warned;
and others took up the ay. Their cries
broke the stillness and changed to trou-
bled laughter.

While the Inquiry lights bhurned an
angry red: and the numbers below kept
winking:

1-1-2-2-4.4-2.2.1-1-2-2-4-1-1-1-

The ambulance was blocked by horses
being led 1o paddock for the fourth race.
By the thne the car got onto the track
and the stretcher-bearers had carried Vaes
inside it, the pony riders had caught Fleur
Rouge. And the crowd had grown indil-
ferent to evervihing but the hnal resule

“A vider fell” a customer informed
the popcorn woman, “his head hit the
rail.”

“I1 his head hiv the vail, he'll lay there
a spell,” the popeorn woman decided,

“The bovs were riding rough right out
ol the gate,” he added. “Put some more
butter on that stull.”

“T don’t care whether that bunch kills
theirselves off one by one or in a group.”
the popcorn woman assured him, adding
a shot of oleo.

“He kept trying 1o lift ap his head.”
the customer recalled.

“1 can always tell a killer.,” the pop-
corn woman let the man know, “because
he don’t have a sense ol hnor. And if
he does, he laughs all the time.”

As the vasty hollows beneath  the
stands ring once again with the cries of
tipssheet hollerers: and paddock Tamps
burned in the heavy air like stars about
1o burn out.

“The
night,” mused.
“There must be an awrlv-darly moon.”

The ambulance siven had long faded
helore  the lights  stopped
blinking. And the red ofFICIAL RESULT
cime on at last.

outpaticnts are out in lorce to-

the popcorn. wonm

tote-board

Al 1.60 3.20 2.60
2 10.00 1.00
4. 12.20

Flowerce dressed  slowly, Teeling he
had no Turther need to be in a hury
about anything. The crowd’s aries came
to him distantly. He glanced at the

framed  photographs ol riders on the
jock-room walls and lTelt that, though
he had once known every one ol them,
now he didn't know one of them anv-
more.

Walking back o the barn area in the
dark, he saw the small lamps ol the shed
rows burning like harbor lights in a log.
He stood under a shed row, in the ofl-
and-on drizzle. waiting for Kate 1o come
through with Big Red. She came with
her Howered hat sodden and the horse
shining with sweat or rain. Her slippers
were caked with mud. He had nothing
to say as she passed him.

“Pay your own fine this time.” she told
him without looking his way. And led
the horse around the shed row's corner.

That meant he wouldn't have the
horse’s owner to back him at the in-
quiry. That in itsell would testily against
him. Houssaven, being on track p:lrol(.‘,
wouldn’t be any help. And the woughest
witness of all would be Vaes, just by not
being able w be there.

The light above the wvailer door was
burning and the door was partly open.
He saw a pair ol rider's boots, so down-
at-heel they weren’t worth toting abow
the country any longer. He shut the door
and turned back toward the stands.

He watched the night's final event
from the jock-room bench ouwside the
jock room. He watched the horses parad-
ing past the tote board: The drizzling
ain was  darkening  the viders.  The
course had changed from fast 1o slow,
from dust to slop. And just before the
Hag went up, it turned 1o mud. When he
saw them coming into the wirn for home,
they were splashing mud as high as the
horses’ heads. If Big Red had been en-
tered in the ninth instead of the third
event, he considered ruelully, there would
have been no need ol all thar block-and-
tackle work. There wouldn't have had
to be an inquir’\'.

Mud, like cverything else, came oo
late.

The riders came out of the jock room
one by one, dressed Tor the s, He let
them all pass, lrom where he sat on the
benc in the dark, unul the apprentice
rider, Trov Bethea, came out, and called
to him.

The hoy peered into the dark 10 see
who'd called.

“Hi, Dad,” he grecied Floweree warily,
“what's your story:"

“What's the word on Vaes?™

“Bust his damn-fool back in two places
He got a good contract with a wheelchair.
Liletime contract.” Then he wturned 1o-
ward the stands, where the lights were
already going out.

How ghostly a tote board looks when
all its bright windows have been shut-
tered. And all the races are done. As il
no race would ever be run anywhere
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“IUs really ironic. My doctor told me to drink
plenty of liquids and stay off my hands and knees.”

again. How wan is a moon that still
keeps watch though all races are over
forever.

How chill the rain wind that blows
over a held when no one is left in the
stands but a single sweeper high in the
stands,

And nothing remains of those higures
that once moved like a line of yellow
boxcars across the bright board. In a
rain that stops, then starts again; like a
rain belying cvervihing.

The far lights of the barn area looked.,
to the rider, like lights of a land he
would not see again. He turned toward
the gate and only looked back when he
was through it:

A line of horses, cach one black and
bearing a rider wearing black silks, was
parading across the shuttered tote board.

One dark rider followed the other in a
slow, funereal circle. He counted cight.
Then, one by one, he saw them pass into
the soybean ficld.

He waited a moment to see if they

198 would circdle back. Then knew they

would not. And turned away rom the
gate ina pelting rain.

The coldest that ever fell.

- - -

When tote-board lights go blind with

dusk
And othey losers have gone home
Above the grandsiand’s damps and glooms
A moon of the backstreteh on the wane
Sees a jock whose sills ave long oulworn.

IWhose hands once guided, whose wrists
once cased

Whose fingers could gentle or warn or
praise

Whose  hands
nothing now

But to riffie dead tickets like bad guesses
through.

that commanded  have

A moon with a vuled-off rider’s eyes

Lights his way lo those rain caves and
night-blue dives

Nme steps beneath the traffic’s cries

Where raggified vuins and  drageified
queers

Emerge from The Street Where Nobody
Cares.

Begoggled young band vats with boozi-
fred squares

Do-Wrongies, Do-Righties and coppers
turned kuke

Mascaraed  martyrs
spooks

Whose triumphs don't matier, their losses
renain

Left at the starting gale, all's one and
the same

To a furlong of stiffs in a swizzle-stick cave

Though dressed for a ball they're draped
for the grave.

with  Maybellined

Fevered informers or pandering cals

Whose gains are on paper whose losses
are cash

(Whiskey is free to all who've just died

Others pay double though barely alive)

Straightbroad, boothbroad, headbroad or
plain whore

Such fly-by-nighties as can’t fly anymore—

Tea-talking strippers with compulsive old
lechers

(The sick and the raging arvive in all
weathers)

Kevbroad and callbroad, cruiser or tout

Careless or wary, shut-in or shut-out

No one cries “Enough!”

On the Kiss-and-Claw route.

Some made of water and some held by
wire

Some with their green years yel afive

When a cellophane moon casts a misting
light

And pimps have given up for the night

The old jock hears the hoooes of races
long yun

Doiwn a streteh stretching back:

Inio dreams now done.

Under a paper moon wrapped by Du-
Pont

Some on the nod and some on the hunt

Rider or bettor, thistle or flower

All come at the close to the same night-
blue hour.

Wheve each stivs his bourbon yel none
chunls the ice

Where cach pays his money yel none
kenows the price

IWhere none are seen leaving yel new
ones arrie

He drinks Dy himself in an understairs
dive.

Here among cals of various styipe

Some on the heavy and some on the
hype

Riders bought out oy yunning to fat

The old jock beats the bar with a swizzle-
stick click

“Bartender! Booze! And [etch it damned
quich!”

Among bookies gone broke or with mon-
ey to burn

Gone on the arfy-darfy

Never (o return,



Only a “freak”can be
as accurate as Accutron.

It’s a matter of physics. All watch
movements except Accutron® depend
upon an inherently inferior timekeeping
device, the balance wheel. And no bal-
ance wheel watch—regardless of cost—
can be as accurate as the Accutron tun-
ing fork movement.

Except a “freak”. A freak can’t be
made intentionally. It’s an accident. A

statistical exception. It’s a watch that,
through sheer chance, happens to be in
an unusually fine state of adjustment.
And therefore keeps time about as ac-
curately as our Accutron watch does,

While we acknowledge the theoretical
possibility of such freaks, we can tell
you that your chances of getting one are
just about nil.

Accutron Date and Day “R': Stalnless
stesl case and band. Luminous hands and
markers on silver dial. Date resets in-
gtantly, Protected against common watch
hazards. $185. Other styles from $110.

Whereas when you buy Accutron,
there is no question of chance involved.
Every Accutron watch coming out of
our factory is expected to be accurate
to within a minute a month—under ac-
tual conditions of use. And Bulova
guarantees this.*

It’s easy, when you have a tuning fork
instead of a balance wheel.

Accutron®byBulova. The most accurate watch in the world.

*Timak ing will be adj
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“CANCER" REVISITGD (continued [rom page 135)

cvelists was still there, though not in
the same condition as of old. T used to
stop at Malmaison for a briel rest and
a cool drink. T always thought of Napo-
leon as | quafled my beer and some-
times, as a gesture of respect. 1 doffed
my cap and bowed in the direction of
the chiiteau.

For a variety ol reasons. many ol the
scenes or locations mentioned in Tropic
of Cancer had to be shot in other places.
Some of the substitutions were exciting.
One, for instance, in Montmartre, where
the protagonist and his wife escape 1o a
clean hotel aflter an invasion of bedbugs
in some other hotel. Whar a charming
spot. the Place Emile Goudeau, with its
Howel Paradis! Having mssed  this se-
quence hecause of my late arrival in
Paris. I came upon it accidentally one
alterncon after a visit to the Place du
Terre with Rip Torn. The whole neigh-
borhood sanctificd my memories ol the
good old days when Picaso and Max
Jacob shared their poverty together. The
atmosphere of the Place wi
and peace, unspoiled by the passage of
time: in the middle ol the rvaised Place a
iy fountain, giving the illusion of cool-
ness and  wanguillity: from  the  sireet
below, the lame and the halt oudging
stiflly up the steep stairs to seck a bench

me of calm

under a spreading tree; at the corners of
the surrounding streets, groups of voung

Japanese squatting on the pavement,
sketching the dilapidated old buildings

with their toothless windows and grimae-
ing fagades. The old and ever-voung
Montmarwre, alluring always 10 poets
and painters evervwhere.

One day, just as we were passing Nan-
terre, the chauffeur provided for me by
the film company asked if 1 would care
to see Bidonville on the skirts of the
town. I have seen plenty of ghettos in
my time and just before reaching Paris,
I had paid a visit o London’s East
End. which is still a horror. But I have
never seen anything to equal this town
ol empty tins. as the name implies. One
couldn’t even call them shacks, these con-
traptions that serve as dwellings for the
miscrable squatters of the region. Ghast-
lv deathraps, all ol them. No heat, no
gas. no toilets, sometimes no roofs. Water
only rom a standpipe ncar the road.
From the road, this collection of “dwell-
resembled  the forgotten
of some ancient village wracked by
war and pestilence. Here live the out-
casts of socicty, the forgotien men and
women of our time. France, of course, is
not unique in this regard. Almost all of
Americ’s big  cities [launt the necar

ings” ruins

“Forgive me, Cesar Chavez, bul I've gotta have a grape.”

equivalent. The difference. possibly, is
that owr ratholes. owr deathwraps, are
knuckled into the very heane of the city.
Tropic of Cancer, with its jolly premoni-
tions of doom and destruction. wis a
qunter of a century ahead of its time.
The cancer was there, but we refused to
recognize it. Now we are living it

I don't know ol any ncighborhood in
any city I have ever Iived m that gives
me the same deep, nostalgic fecling as
the Quartier de Vanves back of the Ave-
nue du Maine in Momparnasse. It was
in this quarter that I spent much of my
time in the early days of my long stay in
Paris. Every time [ return. I make for
this neighborhood to visit old friends,
old calés, old restauramts. Though a few
buildings have been 1o down  and
others remodeled, it seemed 10 me as 1
walked the streets again that nothing
had really changed. Streets like the Rue
Vercingctorix, where Gauguin once had
a studio with his Japancse mistress; or
the Rue Raymond Losserand, formerly
the Rue de Vanves, where T once lived:
or the Rue Franas de Pressensé. where
my old Russian friend Eugene Pachoutin-
sky sl lives, are all engraved in mem-
ory. Though I suftered from want, my
remembrance of those days is shot through
with joy. There T learned what friend-
ship means. I came as a stranger and
was received with open arms. I had no
mame as a writer. [ was Just a nobody,
like most of the other inhabitants. I was
accepted by le peuple, which means far
more to me than to be accepted by the
clite. As every foreigner soon gets to
know, le peuple in France is Frince.

This digression about the common
people leads me back to the film, o an
individual who plaved an insignificant
role and to whom I was attracted {rom
the moment we met. I reler 1o Allred
Baillou. who played the part ol a night
wiatchman at the lyede in Dijon. He was
what one might call an ordinary French-
man, if there 1s such a thing, and vet—1
hope the other members of the cast will
forgive me—the most interesting person
I had the pleasure of conversing with
during my visits 1o the set. Afflicied as a
bov by some strange ailment, he had
been bedridden for wen years. When he
recovered, he learned to do all the things
a normal person could do, despite his
very short stature and curvature ol the
spine. Evenually. he Tound his way into
the hlms, playing all manner ol strange
roles and performing stunts that were
daving and foolhardy. Av any rate, as |
shook hands with him on our fist mect-
ing. I felt that I was gazing o the face
of an angel. 1 sensed immediately that he
wis an unusual individual: the rapport
was Instantancous. His [ace was fumi-
nous, his expression alwavs radiant. We
talked as people walk who have known
each other for years. I found that he had
traveled far and wide, that he had found




illumination in India and that, like my-
self, he was drawn to the arcane and the
occult.

Readers of Tropic of Cancer may re-
call that I devoted some of the most
poetic passages in the book to the scene
in which the night watchman at the
Iycde in Dijon makes his rounds. Here,
now, in the person of Monsieur Baillou
was that silent guardian of the peace.
(Unfortumately, owing to the limitations
mmposcd by the film, he was deprived of
his romantic serting. One catches only
glimpses of him on the screen, opening
and shutting the door for somcone.)

I must also say a word in passing
about Ellen Burstyn, who played the role
of Mona. During our conversations at
Malmaison, I was surprised and delight-
ed to discover how penetrating was her
understanding of the character I had
painted in the book. She had [ollowed
her throughout the other books in which
she appears and, 1 gathered, had identi-
ficd with her. Physically and in other
ways, I discovered that there were some
striking resemblances between her and
the real Mona. In one of our talks, she
ventured the opinion that 10 her, Mona
was the most wonderful woman—or the
Most COII'IPIL'[L‘ []ﬂl'[llii[ Of a woman—she
had ever encountered in her reading. I
mention this  because  my  LEuropean
readers are constantly writing me to in-
quire whatever happened to the real

Mona. Women, particularly, scem w0 be
[ascinated by her. From these letters, I
get the impression that Mona lived to
the full what most women only dream of
doing. In her, they find completion. To
those who are still curious about this
character, let me add that an opportuni-
ty will soon be given them 1o see a
photograph of the real Mona as once she
was—in a documentary film by Robert
Snyder called The Henry Milley Odyssey.

In every interview, and I gave many
during those two months of hlming, I
was asked the same question: How do
you find Paris today? I think it must be
obvious that 1 hnd it still the same
magical place it has been for centuries.
Is it different? Certainly. But only on
the surface. We, too, have changed, and
not only on the surface. More and more,
we are losing our ability to see things in
their true light, to sce as the poet or the
painter sees. A city that does not change
is dead. But even a dead city—Brugge,
for example—can Dbe  exciting. What
makes a city is the spirit of its inhabit-
ants. The Parisiain remains a Parisian,
no matter how conditions change, no
matter how much alien blood is injected
into his veins. Either you like the type
or you don’'t. He doesn’t give a damn
how you take him—that’s your problem.

And then people asked: How on earth
can they ever make a film ol Tropic of

Cancer? The implication is twofold: first,
that the book had no plot, no direction,
no structure; second, that the sex scenes
could never be shown on the screen. To-
day, neither of these charges holds water.
Indeed, it is possible that a public that
has been feeding on raw meat will find
Tropic of Cancer tame, even innocent,
like the author himself. One thing that
I suspect audiences will not find tame,
however, is the narration, taken word
for word [rom the book. The cye may
have grown accustomed to strange sights
on the screen, but I am not so sure
that the car has had its All of such
straight language.

From all the controversy ensuing over
the book’s publication back in 1934, the
public got the impression, I believe, that
it was banned because it was a dirty.
sordid picce of literature infested with
gutter types who had no sense of shame
or decency. There were critics who pre-
tended that such language, such behav-
ior, existed only in the diseased mind ol
the author. The serious and the comic
nature of the book was ignored. But the
film has preserved both these aspects of
the book: the result of this resh impact
on the public remains to be seen. I hope
it will be amiable; but if not, well, it
won't be the first time. And I trust it
won't be the last.

Oneof akind

No other distiller makes his whiskey
the same way we make Seagram’s 7 Crown.
So no other whiskey has the same

smooth taste.

Or the same consistently fine quality.

And guess what.

No other brand of whiskey is

asked for as often as 7 Crown.
It figures, doesn't it?

Say Seagram’s and Be Sure.

Seagram Distillers Co., N.Y.C. Blended Whiskey.

86 Proof. 65% Grain Neutral Spirits.
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Hl.M AN-"ES (continued from page 130)

spoon over ice cream or a tall coffee
parbai.

Closely rivaling Jamaica yrum in Havor
is New England rum, one of the lew that
are distilled at a flavor-hoarding 160
prool and then, alter aging, bottled un-
blended, or straight. Many of its [aith{ul
lollowers would have no other rum for
hot or cold rum toddies. Now and then
in a liquor store. you'll see a bottle of
Indonesian arrack. IT you've visited Java,
you may have been exposed to this ex-
wemely aromatic siraw-colored rum made
from sugar abetted with rice and some-
times palm juice, It's a liquid spine chill-
er not recommended for drawing rooms.

Every rum voundup must conclude
with the 151-proofs. Originally shipped
hrom British Guiana 1o thaw out fron-
ticrsmen in the Canadian arctic. thev're
now distributed in more felicitous climes
—wherever, in fact. the pleasures of rum
are appreciated. Most of the major rum
producers are now offering a 151-proof
rum. But even with their extreme con
centration of alcohol and flavor, the dry
1515 from Puerto Rico will differ notice-
ably from the heavy Demerara 151-proofs,
In mixed drinks, a hall-ounce fHoat of
151-prool rum is the perlect eye open-
er for anyone whose rum sense may have
hecome somewhat jaded by the summer
heat. In addition 1o its uselulness to the

barkeeping host, any 151-proofl rum is a
perfec agent for flambéing anvthing [rom
kidneys o crepes.

Ol cowrse, one swallow ol rum won’t
make a summer. but several swallows of
any ol the potables that lollow will make
the summer a good deal more pleasant.

TAMARIND COOLER

4 ozs. chilled tamarind nectar

2 ozs, chilled mango nectar

1 oz chilled fresh orange juice

1 oz chilled pineapple juice

115 ozs. light-bodied rum

14 oz. 151-proof rum

1 slice lemon

2 large sprigs mint

Nectars such as tamarind, mango, gua-
va and gumribana are available in spe-
cialty food shops or in shops [eaturing
Puerto Rican specialties.

Pour all ingredients except lemon slice
and mint into 14-0z. tall glass with 4 or 5
ice cubes. Stir well; add lemon slice and
mint.

RUM CASSIS

1 oz. light-bodied rum

! oz. dry white wine or dry vermouth

2 teaspoons créme de cassis

Chilled club soda

1 slice lnme

Pour rum, wine and créme de cassi

“Let me do the talking!”

over rocks in 8-0z tall glass or old fash-
ioned glass. Add a splash of soda; stir;
add lime shice.

STRAWBERRY FROZEN DAIQUIRL

£
4 cup quick-thaw [rozen strawberries
mn S)Tlll)

1/ oz fresh lime juice

1 teaspoon sugar

L4 oz heavy cream

14 teaspoon maraschino liqueur

14 cup hnely cracked ice

This is a sweet after-dinner cocktail
that may be offered in place of dessert.

Put all ingredients in blender. Blend
at high speed for 15 seconds. Pour into
prechilled deep saucer champagne glass
or into old lashioned glass.

114 ozs. light-bodied ram
'I rd
s

BOURBON KUMBO

34 oz. bourbon

34 oz. medium-bodied rum

14 0r. sweet vermouth

1 rteaspoon sugar

Dash Angostura bitters

Chilled club soda

1 slice cocktail orange in syrup, drained

Pour sugar, bitters and a small splash
of soda into old lashioned glass. Stir
until sugar dissolves. Add bourbon, rum,
vermouth and several ice cubes; stir. Add
another splash ol soda, il desired, and
orange slice.

GUANABANA COOLER

2 ozs. light-hodied rum

4 ozs. chilled guanibana nectar

1 oz chilled fresh orange juice

Chilled club soda

1 slice small orange

I slice lime

Pour rum, guanibana nectar and or-
ange juice into 14-0z 1all glass. Fill glass
with ice cubes o within 1 . of rim,
Add a splash of soda; stir. Float orange
slice and lime slice on drink.

CHERRY RUM COLA

114 ors. medium-bodied rum

14 oz. cherry heering

1 teaspoon lemon juice

Chilled cola

I slice lemon

Put 3 or 4 lmge ice cubes into tall
collins glass. Add rum, cherry heering
and lemon quice. Fill glass almost to rim
with cola; stir; add lemon slice.

PLANTER'S PUNCH WITH FALERNUA

2 ozs. dark Jamaica rum

Dash Angostura bitters

1y 0z. Falernum

I teaspoon sugar

15 oz. Iresh lime juice

Chilled club soda

1 slice orange

Maraschino cherry

Pour rum, bitters. Falernum. sugar and
lime juice into cockiail shaker with 8 10
10 ice cubes. Shake devvishly, at least 60
times. Pour, unstrained, into 14-0z. tall



-

Our new stereowith a
built in cassette-corder lets the And the less fortunate hear it back.

more talented sing along.

Ne put the whole works in abeautiful oiled walnut fin-

ished case, and called it our first phono/ receiver and
cassette-corder in one.

It costs only $329.95*~

You'll have the chance to entertain everyone on

_your block. And if you soon find that there isn't

. anyone left on your block, don’t be discouraged.

== = Most people don't know talent when they
hear it.

The Sony I-IP-199 A stereo phono receiver and cassette- corder inone.
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The system has an integrated power amplifier
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with a 62" woofer and a 2" tweeter. A 4-speed
changer. And we've even thrown in a dust cover.
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glass. Add a splash ol soda; stir; add
oriange slice and maraschino cherry.
BITTER PLANTER'S PUNCH

2 ozs. heavy-bodied rum

1 teaspoon sugar

1 teaspoon grenadine

14 oz. fresh lemon juice

Chilled bitter lemon

1 slice lemon

Pour rum. sugar, grenadine and lemon
juice over 8 1o 10 ice cubes in cocktaal
shaker. Shake extremely well. Pour, un-
strained, into 14-0z. tall glass. Fill glass
with bitter lemon; stir. Float lemon slice
on drink.

RUM CUP WETTE CHABLIS
(Erght to ten punch cups)

1 pint plus 4 oss. light-bodicd rum
10 ors. Chablis or similar dry white
wine

8 ozs. fresh orange juice

4 ors. fresh lime juice

21/, ozs. orgeat

21/ ors. Falernum

2 ors. wriple sec

6 slices lime

6 large sprigs mint

Pour all ingredients except lime slices
and mint into 2-quart pitcher. Add lime
slices and mint; chill 1 o 2 hours. Fill
pitcher almost to rim with 1ce cubes. Stir.
Pour into punch cups or G-oz. bruit-juice
ulasses.

POLYNESIAN PUNCH BOWL
(Approximately 24 punch cups)
1 fifth hight-hodied rum
6 ors. cream of coconut or coconut
syrup

1 quart plus I cup pincapple juice

3 cups Iresh orange juice

8 ozs. sloe gin

5 ors. white aréme de menthe

1 cup fresh lemon juice

12 thin slices very ripe fresh pineapple

12 thin slices orange

1 pint chilled dub soda

Pour rum, cream ol coconut, pineap-
ple juice, orange juice, sloe gin, creme de
menthe and  lemon  juice into punch
bowl. Stir until all ingredients, particu-
larly cream ol coconut, are well blended.
Add a large block ol ice, pincapple slices
and orange slices and place in relrigerator
about 1 hour lor {lavors 1o ripen. Add
soda and stiv Lighaly just belore serving.
Ladle imo punch cups or G-oz. [ruit-juice
glasses.

GUAVA MILK PUNCH
(Approximately 24 punch cups)

214 quarts milk

30 ozs. guava neciar

1 cup light aream

1 pint plus 4 ozs. light-bodied rum

3 ozs. 151-prool rum

6 ozs. medium-bodicd yum

14 cup sugar

12 l-in. picces lemon peel

12 1-in. picces orange peel

Pour all ingredients except lemon and
orange peels into punch bowl. Stir well
to dissolve sugar. Add a large block of
ice, lemon peel and orange peel. Place
bowl in relrigerator about 1 hour for
flavors to ripen. Ladle into punch cups
or 6-0z. [ruit-juice glasses. A delightful
punch to serve the morning after, either
before or with brunch; also pleasant on a
lazy afternoon on deck.

Any of the preceding thirst quenchers
will help you keep vour cool in fine fash-
ion as you turn the summer months into
a delightful rum go.

“That’s one of those progressive schools!”

Julian bond

(continued from page 106)

and body are heavier. He is heading into
his 30s and he is filling out, but the poise
and the essential good looks are still
there.

Bond was born in Nashville on Janu-
ary 14, 1940. At the time, his lather, Dr.
Horace Mann Bond, was ]Jresi(lmlt of
Fort Valley State College, a small Negro
school in a sleepy linle town in central
Georgia, Julian's father, who received his
doctorate in educition from the Univer-
sity of Chicaigo, met his wile when he
was a teacher and she a student at Fisk
University in Nashville. Mrs. Bond was
an Atlanta Negro girl ol good cconomic
means; Fort Valley, Georgia, was, ol
course, a totally segregated own and the
hospital facilities available o a pregnam
black woman in 1940—college president’s
wile or not—did not impress her. So
Julian was born in N: shville.

Thus, at his birth, a stvle of life was
established that continues today; he was
cltectively isolated  from  the  humilia-
tions and inconveniences of  Southern
racial segregation.

His is by no means a unique casc.
Well-off Southern Negroes have always
used their money 1o build a social stock-
ade sround themselves and their chil-
dren, to msolate them both from the
white society that shuns them and [rom
the debased black society that shames
them. (In a recent address, Julian's fu-
ther, now director ol cducational and
social  rescarch  at Adanta Umiversity,
described Southern political leaders who
have used their power to keep blacks in
ceonomic and social bondage as “brute
muakers.”)

The classic Southern black stockade is
the Negro college campus, and that is
where Bond spent his childhood, within
a quiet society of cultured black men
and women and their Limilies. At the
age of four, he started  attending an
experimental nursery school for faculty
children at the college, when God only
knows what the lour-vear-old children ol
Negro fieldworkers a hall mile away were
doing. And when he was five (that was a
very good year), his father beaune presi-
dent of Lincoln Universitv in Pennsyl-
vamia: the Bonds moved North.

Lincoln was a small town with segre-
gated schools, but there was the same old
campus stockade within which o0 hide.
“We lived on campus,” Bond says. “We
used the gym and the tennis courts. My
playmates were the other Laculty kids.
We all went to the laboratory school on
campus that was used for teacher train-
ing. It was a very pleasant, very insulat-
ed lile. To tell you the truth, I never
really lived the life ol a Southern Negro
kid.”

He lefe the stockade temporarily, and




for the first time, when he was nine vears
old. The Lincoln [aculty decided the
time had come to end scgregation in
the city's public schools, so all the stock-
ade kids—Julian and his older sister Jane
among them-—became plaintiils, and the
state supreme court ruled in their favor.

Three vears later, at the age of 12,
Julian went away to hoarding school,
and not to vour ordinary hoarding
school, where the lost children of di-
vorced parents spend the winters walk-
ing around in shakos and web Dbelts,
carrving old  plugged  Springhelds and
marching in snow up to their wragic
little asses. No. siv. Julian Bond atended
onc¢ ol vour really high-class boarding
schools, the kind o which people who
are still maoried send  their  Kids—the
George School, Quaker, Bucks County.
He was the voungest, the smallest and
the only black kid there, but he remem-
bers the five vears he spent there {ondly.
He ended up as the goalie on the soccer
team, did the backstroke on the swim-
ming  team, made good grades and
picked himsellb up a high-toned Eastern
accent (and a pacifist outlook) in the
JProcess.

By the time Bond was graduated from
the George School. his father had gone
to Atlanta University, the ultimate of all
the Southern Negro stockades. AU is the
South’s hest black school, a1 confedera-
tion of small colleges whose 6000 stu-
dents are the sons and dauvghters of the
region's intellectual, social and economic
clite. It is an almost completely isolated
world of its own, rather like a huge
bathysphere that permits its inhabitants
to exist in relative comfort deep within
a cold, alien environment.

By 1960, when Bond was a junior
there, studving comparative literature at
Morchouse Colleze. swimming on the
swimming team and writing poetry for
the literary magazine, voung Southern
blacks were on the verge of revolt, but
they didn’t know it

“Except for a few verbal militants,
there was o militant mood on campus,”
Bond savs. “We discussed indignities, but
never in terms of, let’s do something
about it. We seldom went downtown,
except mavbe to buv new school clothes,
or to go to the Fox theater and sit in
the balcony, becaiuse the local movichouse

as so filthv. But on the whole, there
were so many  atiractions on - cimpus.
we simply didn’t have o [ace segregation:
house parties at big homes with swim-
ming pools, and all the campus culture,
all thae™

All that came to an abrupt end in
February 1960, when a group of black
students at North Carolina A & T Col-
lege in Greenshoro  staged  the  first
lunch-counter sit-ins.

A few days later, Bond was passing
time  between classes at the Yates &
Milton  drugstore adjacent to the AU

“You will eat a tall dark gvpsy fortuneteller.”

campus, when he was ;tppl'u;lchcd by
Lonnie King, a fellow Morchouse stu-
dent, a big, good-natured vV oveleran
whose winral impulse was to organize
evervthing thar moved. Bond barely
knew him.

King had a news dipping about the
Greenshoro sit-ins. “Do  you think it
ought to happen here?” he asked.

“Well, maybe,” Bond said.

“T mean, don’t vou think we Oughl to
make it happen?”

“Well. maybe.”

“OK. then. You take one side of the
drugstore and I'll take the other, Let's
call a mecting in front ol Sale Hall for
tomorrow morning.”

It took them over a month to act.
There were endless meetings, there were
conferences with university ofhaals. They
ran an ad in the Alanta newspapers, stat-
ing their grievances. They started scouting
out lawvers and consulting with  local
NAACP ofhcials. They went downtown
and counted the seats in the lunch coun-
ters ol the dry's publichuilding calererias.
It was, all in all. the quict, timid begin-
ning of a movement that ultimately was
to produce todav's black militantism.

Then they hit. Today, Bond thinks
back on it much the same way balding
isurance men in Omaha recall that, as
lean voungsiers of 22, they were airborne
officers parachuting with their pluoons
out ol planes over occupied France on DD
day.

“I was in charge of the group that hit
the citv-hall caleteria,” he recalls. “No-
body knew what to expect, whether the
police would beat us, or shoot us, or
what. I told evervbody in my group we'd
be out of jail in hall an hour, and 1
really believed it Tr was the first and
only time I've ever been arrested. We
stayed in jail for ten hours before bail

was arranged. T got out, went back to
school and picked up Alice, who was in
rehearsal for a production of Finian's
Rainbow; she was a dancer. T drove her
home, then went home mysell and got
up the next morning and read about
myself in the paper. We all fele very
proud of ourselves.”

If Lonnie King, or somcone else,
hadn’t suggested action, it 1s highly un-
likely that the thought would have oc-
curred 1o Bond. Although he had been
annoved and inconvenienced by racial
segregation. it had never really touched
him. But, given the challenge, Bond did
it, he really did it—he recruited, he
helped organize and he was a battalion
commander in the first attack. Most im-
portant, Bond only vaguely knew who
King was: but King, the organizer, damn
well knew who Bond was. There are
people who always get invited 10 parties
and people who don't, people who al-
wavs are counted in and people who al
wivs are lelt out for some reason. people
who just come to mind and people who
don’t. Julian Bond always gets invited: he
is always counted in. always comes 10
mind.

He was one of those invited 1o Shaw
University in Raleigh, North Carolina,
in the spring of 1960, when Dr. Martin
Luther King's Southern Christian Lead
ership Conference called together student-
activist leaders from Negro colleges all
over the South, a meeting that gave birth
to the Student Nonviolent Coordinating
Commuttee. By the ume James Forman,
SNCC's hirst exceutive divector, had things
organized and had directed SNCC's ener-
eies towird rural vorer registration, Bond
was a senjor in college. But he wasn't espe-
cially interested in his studies anvimore.

He was working as managing editor of
The Atanta Inqurer, a new, liberal
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weekly: and in his spare time, he did
publicity for SNCC. “Afier a while, |
witsn’t going to school anymore, so I just
withdrew and asked Jim Forman 1o put
me on the stall”

Those were the days when people like
Bond still thought there was a chance to
change things in the South through the
use of existing institutions, when the
likes of Stokely Carmichael and Rap
Brown were working in the black belt,
helping rural blacks register for the first
tme. It was another age, an age of
innocence. The Supreme Court had ruled
in Lavor of reapportionment, Congress had
passed the Voting Rights Act and the new
Civil Rights Act, and suddenly it seemed
there were all these fine new tools that
could be used to pry open the segregated
South, All that was needed was dedica-
tion, persistence, organization and cour-
age. Wasn't 1t?

History will show that it was one of
the last true expressions of faith in the
nation’s existing institutions by politically
involved voung people.

And, of course, they got creamed.
They registered droves of awed and
[rightened rural Southern Negroes, and
the effect of that is only now beginning
to be felt i the South. But in the
process. they were pushed around, they
were beaten, they were murdered and
their bloody bodies were buried secretly
in muddy Mississippi dams. They were
taught a harsh lesson; they were seeking
power and they learned the hard way
that nobody gives that up without a
fight, moral and legal rights be damned.
And, eventually, they were disillusioned,
embittered and radicalized. Tt was that
tough time that brought forth Carmi-
chael and Brown, their eves shining with
hawed, poor babies, their disillusionment
total and final. They had been ravaged;
they didn’t like it one bit, so they came
out ol the rural South screaming hatred
and sounding the all 1o arms.

But not Julian Bond. At the time the
others concluded that the only way to do
it was to burn the nation and start over,
Bond—well—Bond  dedided 1o vun for
a scat in the Georgia legislature. *'1
thoaght, hell, why notz It would bring
SNCC into own. And, besides, 11 would
really be an experience.” Most of his old
Iricnds in SNCC thoughe dilferemly. To
them, there was not a lot of diflerence
berween running for the Georgia legisla-
ture and running for Grand Kileagle in
the Belzoni, Mississippi, chapter of the
Ku Klux Klan,

But Bond ran. He conduaed a door-
to-door campaign through Atlanta’s Dis
trict 136, a newly reapportioned Negro
arca, dhauffeured supporters 10 the polls
m his own car on Elecion Day and, in
November 1965, at the age of 25, hecame
the youngest member of the Georgia

206 legislature,

Like all Southern legislatures, Georgia's
is irresponsible. Its members pander to the
basest instincts ol their constituents, secure
in the knowledge that whatever legislative
monstrositics they create eventually will
be subjecied 1o corrective surgery by the
good old reliable U. S, Supreme Court. So
they feel free 1o play games, to mess
around a little just lor the hell of it.

Bond was not well known in Georgia
and his clection was the source of no
special controversy. He would have been
sworn into office without incident, except
that a week before the legislature con-
vened in January 1966, Sammy Younge,
a well-liked young SNCC worker, was
shot in the back and killed by an old
white creep when he tried 1o walk into a
white toilet at a Tuskegee, Alabama, gas
station.

SNCC had until then taken no official
position on the Vietnam war, although a
statement condemning U. S, involvement
had been in the works a long time.
Younge's murder triggered its release; and
when reporters asked Bond his opinion
of it. he said he fully endorsed it

All hell broke loose. In a state where
defiance of Federal policy long has been
not only legitimate but admirable and
politically  profitable, Bond’s position
suddenly became the subject of inense
controversy. On opening day, the legisla-
ture swore i the other new black mem-
bers but voted 10 exclude Bond, and, in
the process, made him famous. He ap-
peared on Meet the Press. Vice-President
Hubert Humphrey came out on his side.
In Washington, a group ol U.S. Con-
gressmen  criticized the Georgia House
for “a dangerous auack on representa-
tive government.” In New York, a group
of Alvican UN delegates gave a luncheon
in Bond's honor. And in Atlanta, AMartin
Luther King moved in.

King led a march on the capitol, de
manding that Bond be sced immedi-
ately.  Fifteen  hundred  demonstiitors
chanted, “You can do it. Julian Bond,”
Julian’s father, a most dignihied higure,
among them: and  Ralph  Abcrnathy
knelt on the capitol steps and asked the
Lord to rough up the legislators a litle
bit. “May their nights be restless and
their beds be hard, hard, hard,” he
pleaded.

God didn't intercede, but the Federal
courts did; it wok Bond a full vear to
gain his seat. Two special clections were
held and he won them both, When a
lower Federal cowrt ruled against him,
Bond appealed o the Supreme Court;
and in December 1966, in a 20-page,
uanimous  decision  delivered by Chiel
Justice Wanrren, the High Court said
Bond’s freedom of specch had been de-
nied and ordered that he be seated. He
drew 52000 in back pay and, as usual,
managed to keep his cool and his dignity
through it all. *I'm happy and proud. I
just hope I'll be weated like any other

legislator,” he said. He was sworn in in
January 1967, with his mother looking on.

Bond was pretty much out of the
spotlight for the next year and a half,
until the 1968 Presidential  campaign,
The only sirong conviction he had abou
that. it scems, was that he was adamantly
opposed 1o Lyndon Johnson. First he
endorsed Dick Gregory. Then he agreed
to go to New York and campaign for
Robert Kennedy, And, after Kennedy
was killed, he threw his lot in with
Eugene McCarthy.

The McCarthy organization, such as it
was, had taken a good look at the Geor-
gia delegation, had realized it was hope-
lessly committed to Humphrey and had
resolved to back a challenge by insur-
gents. Bond was not a leader of the
insurgent group, but ended up being
named cochatrman of it, because—well
—he always gets invited, is alwavs count-
ed in, always comes to mind. They went
to Chicago demanding moon, st and
sun, demanding that a carclully integrat-
ed delegation ol regulars be thrown out
and that they be scated  instead—but
really expecting little more than a polite
how-de-do from the credentials commit-
tece. Bond was as surprised—no, shocked
—as everybody else when they were
awarded half the state’s delegate votes;
and he was cqually surprised to find
himsell suddenly thrust into a position
of leadership.

The McCarthy forces decided to use
the credentials committee’s half-and-half
recommendation as a test of strength.
They moved that the whole regular dele-
gation be unscated and replaced by the
Bond group. The motion was defeated,
but. in the process, suddenly a national
television audience heard thousands ol
prople chanting. " Julian  Bond, Julian
Bond,” and saw a handsome colored boy
bemg nice and polite during the whole
thing.

Suddenly, there was Bond at the
speaker’s platform, seconding 1the nomi-
nation ol McCarthy. Suddenly, there was
Bomd himsell being nominated for Vice-
President. “We realized he dido't have a
chance,” said Ted Washalsky. the dele-
gate from Wisconsin who did the nomi-
nating. “But that wasn’t the point. Bond
stands for all the things the Kennedys
stood for. It may be only svinbolic now,
but it may not be four yers [rom now.
He represents the wave of the future.”

And suddenly, Julian Bond was Lamous,

He enjoys the fame. He enjoys the
recognition and the money that it brings,
He enjoys casually telling Iriends that,
no, he will not be avatlable lor sud-and-
such an occasion on such-and-such a date,
because that day he will be posing lor an
oil painting being used to illustrate vet
another national-magazine article about
him.

He is not a vain man, but a lot of
flashbulbs have popped in his [ace and
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enough  sound-on-film television  crews
have scurried before him so that he is
perfectly aware of his celebrity. He is
quict and sell-contai

ained on all public
occasions. That is his style; it serves him
well, and he knows it.

Besides, it is his natural style, growing
out ol his natural grace, a product of his
upbringing, a new style, a product of the
times. Belore Bond, Southern Negro
Ieaders had about them a smack ol the
black  Billy Graham-King James Ver
sion spellbinders they were. (“Talk, talk,
that man can talk!” members ol Martin
Luther King's audiences at Ebenczer
Baptist Church used to stand and shout
during his social sermons) They could
take their audiences and make them
sway and bend like field straw belore a
summer rain wind, make them frion and
um and amen in agreement, make them
stand and shout, kneel and pray—and
march on city hall, when the time caime.

But Bond is not that way; he s not a
preacher. He does not exhort, not ever.
Boud is cool and casual. He treats white
Southern politicians the way handsome
men  treat  givls they ave  after—with
charm and understatement, and with the
waiting game. To this extent, as far as
style and its impact is concerned, Julian
Bond is a black John F. Kennedy.

He has only a misty idea as to where
the future will lead him. He vaguely
desires to put together some sort ol new
regional, threestate  political  force in
Georgia, Alabama and Mississippi, using
as its Tuel core the mass of newly regis-
tered black voters. But he really has no
idea of how to go about organizing it or
wliat 10 do with it once it is pur together.

His fondest, most immediate dream 1s
to be a United States Congressman. Un-

less somebody has blown the prediction
prewy badly, the 1970 census will dictate
that Atlanta must have two Congress-
men, not one, and one of those will
come from the black side of town. That
is the job Bond has his eye on.

Meianwhile, he will go along pretty
much as hie has always gone along, tak-
mg things as they come. He drives an
unprepossessing car and, because he ve-
ceives occasional telephone death threas,
sleeps with an old double-barreled shot-
gun beside his bed, It s hard to get his
phone number and. anyhow, Alice won't
answer it during the day, when he's not
there.

Outside his own  Atlanta distriet, he
commands no political power in Geor-
gia. But Georgia Democrats know that it
is impossible for them to move their
party into national affairs without taking
him into account. So they circe each
other warily, friendly and smiling. {ull
ol Southern political exaggeration. And
Julian enisters them  all, but somehow
ends up giving the nagging impression
that he thinks he is not only every bit as
good as they are but just a litle superior.

Bond says that he identifies with Rap
Brown more than with any other person
he knows, because “he is the one really
honest person, utterly without fear.” But
the two ol them have taken different
trails, and Bond's has kept him inside the
forest. Some of his [riends believe that he
will get lost in there and never find his
way out, that the lorest will absorb him.
But the ruth is that he doesn’t want to
find his way out, because, he says, he is
more clfective working on the inside,
integrated-—alter a lashion.

“IU's just your rotten luck they decided to
get involved with society.”

Sk b SRR

(continued from page 132,

“If you don’t even know the person:"”
Norma said.

Arthur looked astounded. “Are you
saying what I think you are?”

“If it’s some old Chinese peasant ten
thousand miles away? Some diseased na-
tive in the Congo:”

“"How about some baby hov in Penn-
sylvania?” Arthur countered. “Some beau-
tilul littde girl on the next block?”

"Now youre loading things.”

“The pninl. is, Norma,” he continued,
“what's the difference who you kill? It's
stilll murder.”

“The poim is,” Norma broke in, “if
it's someone you've never seen in your
life and never will see, someone whose

death you don’t even have to know
about, you stili wouldn't puosh the
button?”

Arthur stared at her, appalled. “You
mean you wonld?"

“Filty thousand dollars, Arthur.”

“What has the amount——"

“Fifty thousand dollars, Arthur,” Nor-
nma interrupted. A dhance 10 ake that
ip to Europe we've always talked
abour.”

“Norma, no.

“A chance to buy that cottage on the
Island.”

“Norma, no.” His [ace was white. “For
God's sake, no.”

She  shuddered. “All right, take it
easy,” she said. “Why are you geuing so
upset? It's only talk.”

After dinner, Arthur went into the
living room. Belore he lelt the table, he
said, “I'd rather not discuss it anymore,
il you don’t mind.”

Norma shrugged. “Fine with me,”

She got up earlier than usual to make
pancakes, eggs and bacon for Arthw’s
breakfast.

“What's the occasionz”
a smile.

“No occasion.” Norma looked offend-
ed. “I wanted to do it, that’s all.”

“Good,” he said. “I'm glad you did.”

She rehlled his cup. “"Wanted to show
you I'm not ”* She shrugged.

“Not what?”’

“Selfish.”

“Did | say you were?”

“Well"—she gestured  vaguely—"last
night. ...

Arthur didn’t speak.

“All that talk about the button,” Nor-
ma said. T think you—well, misunder-

he asked with

stood me.”
“In what way?”" His voice was guarded.
“1 think you felt"-——she gestured again
—*that I was only thinking of myscll.”
“Oh”
[ wasn't.”
“Norna




“well. T wasn’t. When T talked about
Furope. a cottage on the Island 5

“Norma, why are we geting so in-
volved in this?”

“I'm not invelved at all.”" She drew in
shaking breath. “I'm simply wrying to
indicate that——"

“What?”

“That I'd like for us o go to Lurope.
Like for us to have a couage on the
Island. Like lor us 1o have a nicer apart-
ment, nicer furniture, nicer cothes. a
car. Like for us to finally have a baby.
for that matter.”

“Norma, we will,” he said.

“IWhen?”

He stared at her in dismay. “Nor-
ma——"

“When?!

“Are you'—he scemed to draw back
slightly—"arc you really saying——"

“I'm saying that they're probably
doing it for some research project!” she
cut him off. “That they want to know
what average people would do under
such a circumstanee! That thevire just
saying somcone would die, in order 1o
study reactions, sce il there'd be guile

anxicty, whatever! You don't really
think they'd kil somebody. do vour!™
Arthur didn't answer. She saw  his

hands wembling. After a while, he got
up and left.
When he'd gone to work. Norma re-

mained at the table, staring into her
coffee. I'm going to be late, she thought.
She shrugged. What difference did it
make? She should be home, anyway, not
working in an ofhce.

While she was stacking dishes, she
turned abruptly, dried her hands and
took the package [rom the bottom cabi-
net. Opening it, she set the button unit
on the tble. She stared at it for a long
time before taking the key lrom its enve-
lope and removing the glass dome. She
stared at the button. How ridiculous, she
thought. All this furor over a meaning:
less button.

Reaching out. she pressed it down. For
us, she thought angrily.

She shuddered. Was it Trappening? A
chill of horror swept acvoss her.

In a2 moment, it had passed. She made
a contemptuous noise. Ridiculous, she
thought. To get so worked up over
nothing.

She threw the button wnit. dome and
key into the wastebasket and hurried o
dress for work.

+ = =

She had just turned over the supper
steaks and was making hersell another
vodka martini when the telephone rang,
She picked up the receiver. “Hello?”

“Mrs. Lewis:"”

“Yese

“This is the Lenox Hill Hospital.”

She felt unreal as the voice informed
her of the subway accident—the shoving
crowd, Arthur pushed from the platform
in front of the wrain. She was conscious
ol shaking her head but couldn’t stop.

As she hung up. she remembered Ar
thur's life-insurance policy for $25,000.
with double indemnity for——

“No." She couldn’t seem to breathe.
She struggled to her feet and walked
into the kitchen numbly, Something cold
pressed at her skull as she removed the
button unit from the wastebasket. There
were no mails or screws visible. She
couldn’t see how it was put together.

Abruptly, she began to smash it on the
sink edge, pounding it harder and hard-
er, until the wood split. She pulled the
sides apart, cutting her fingers without
noticing. There were no transistors in
the box. no wires or tubes.

The box was empty.

She whirled with a gasp as the tele-
phone rang. Stumbling into the living
voom, she picked up the receiver.

“Mrs. Lewis?™ Mr. Steward asked.

It wasn't her voice shricking so; it
couldn’t be. “You said I wouldn't know
the one that died!”

“My dear lady.” Mr. Steward said. “Do
you really think you knew your hus-
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THE SACRIFICE

(continued from page 150)

want to know? It's all very well for
people like yoursell to be liberals, mister.
You live in districts, like where 1 picked
vou up. that niggers and Puerto Ricans
an't afford. But what about people like
me? Where T live, we're alraid o send
our kids 1o school! T tell you, mister.
the day is coming when the people of
this country are going to take the law
into their own hands. And when tha
day comes, the Ku Klux Klan is going to
look like a ladies” sewing circle!™

Plare felt a fierce dusky clation in the
pit of his heart at the prospect of the
collapse of all hope for Mary Ellen's
little civic groups. What an answer to
the muggings, to the rapings, to the
pilferings, 1o see stark corpses swinging
from street lamps! But what he heard
himsell say was this:

“Do you realize, my friend, that you
are Alled with hawe? Right up 1w the
brim? Do you realize it's coming out ol
vour very pores? That's no way 1o live,
vou know. Not only will it kill your soul.
it will kill your body. The adrenaline
ulone can do it. You've gol 1o ge vid ol
some of that hate, Take it [rom one who
knows!”

The driver had siopped for a light
and he wrned all the way around now,
appalled. 1o stare at Platt.

“That's a hell of a thing to tell a
man,” he muttered. “What are you, any
wity? Some kind ol evangelist?”

No. I'm just a poor hater like your-
sell. But I know what it can do o the
heart. Take it [rom me, my [viend, 1
fnow.”

“1 don't hate no one” the driver
grumbled and was silent. Bur when Plan
paid his fare, the man sparned his tip.

After this. he ok the subway to his
chambers. It was his theory—and one
that few ol s fellow New Yorkers
would have disputed—that if one could
love mankind m the rush hour, one
could Jove 1t any tme. It was under-
sround, in the dreary stations, in the
dusty cars, where every cubic inch ol
space  scemed  filled  as instantly by
clothed flesh as it might have been by
rushing water. where men and women,
dull-eyed and sell-absorbed, were crushed
against cach other without concupiscence,
without hate, without charity, without
love, with nothing but irritation, a ter-
rible, soul-consuming irvitaton that wore
down the heart and croded the intesties,
that humins were reduced, not 1o beasts
—for do not clephants prop up the
wounded, the Iame?—but o mere cellu-
Lar manter, rt-\lmmlin_s.: with an artoma-
tism that only seemed suallen, to electric
stimuli. Amd  Plan,  jostled  or pulled,
seated and smothered. looked into eyes a
few inches [rom his own and wondered
where Christ was.



It was after the rush hour, however,
and after an unusually tense day of oral
argument in a biterly contested labor
case, that Plat, much depleted. had his
most unnerving experience. He was sit-
ting in an uncowded car, reading an
opinion of the Court of Appeals in the
law journal, when two Negro boys, hard-
Iv more than 15 or 16 years ol age,
came chasing cach other down the aisle,
As they passed Plat, the pursuer caught
up with the pursued, seized him by the
shoulders and sent him spinning so hard
against Pl that he landed in the Lat-
er's lap, crushing his journal. Instantly.
the boy so thrown recovered himself and
pushed his assailant ino the lap ol the
wontan opposite, Both boys were shriek-
ing with violent Lwghter. It could have
been dope; it could have been  high
Sprrits.

The car remained silent and  still,
tense and hating, as the boys pushed
cach other back and forth, screaming
and laughing, They were not hostile or
belligerent: they were, on the contrary,
highly cheerful, except that in their total
disregard  of the other passengers,
their sceming oblivion to all but their
scuffling selves, it was difhicult not to
read a demonstration of contempt. They
might have been in a gymnasium, a
park, a back vard. DBut they were not.
Oh, no, they were not.

Platt felt an almost unbearable con-
striction in his chest and he started,
smothering, to cough. It was his hrst
vivid realization of the sharp physical
agony to which humiliation could subject
a man, That he, a duly elecred judge,
in a cr Tull of white men, should be so
ireated and so submit! No, no. It was
too much, hideously 0o much. Suddenly,
with a gasping, grating veliel in his
throat. he threw back his head and
screamed:

“How much will you all take [rom
these nigger bastards? How much will
vou all take, for Christ’s suke, before you
string them up?”

Then his throat closed, as if a huge
hand had squeezed it and as he strug-
gled for breath, red lighes, like rockets,
scemed 10 come hissing in upon him.
Finally, there was a hideous vending
pain in his chest and a sense ol grayness
everywhere, and he heard Mary Ellen's
voice, very distinet, but low and rapid:

“Can you hear me, Neely? You're per-
fealy all right. It wasn't a hemt atack
at all. Tv was just the heat ol the subway
alter those pills you've been taking for
vour cold. Dr. Kilbourne says you're per-
fealy sound.”

Platt opened his eyes and saw a white
wall beliund Moy Ellen’s drawn counte-
nance. He made out, o, the corner of a
reproduction ol a Van Gogh landscape.

“I'min ahospitalz” he murmured.

“You're at St. Joseph's. You fainted in
the subway. Fortunately, Timmy Kobler,

Judge O'Hin Law derk, was in the
same car. He called the police ac the
next station and they got you here.”

“Otherwise, you'd have ended up at
Bellevue.”

Platt, hearing this second voice, turned
to see his son, Bobby, on the other side
of the bed. The young man was all
smiles, all sympathy, all love, but his
father could only turn away from him
with tears of shame.

“Was I hurtz” he asked. “Was I hieZ”

“No, dear,” Mary Ellen said soothing-
ly. “It wasn't anything that happened o
you. You just [ainted. that's all. I know
iU's not like vou, but 5

“But those boys? Didn't they do any-
thing?"

“What boysz”

“He must mean the two boys thac
Timmy said were squabbling in the car,”
Bobby intervened. "Don’t you remem-
ber, Ma? He said one ol them brushed
up against Dad. Tt may have been the
surprise and shock than started this off.”

Platt looked now from his son to Iis
wile and wondered if he could read some

[aint suspicion in the latter’s lowered
eyes. But, no, she was straightening his
sheet with a brief, elhcient gesture. She
had served as a Gray Lady in that very
hospital in World War Two.

“And I didn’t say anything? I didn't
oy out?”

“No, darling, apparently  you jllsl
slumped in your seat. You join the great
multitude of those for whom the subway
has proved oo much. T know you turned
down an ofhcial car on principle, bui
you're going to have to take it now.”

Platt closed his eyes in the bliss of his
release. For il some private devil had
made up the hideous [arce ol his out-

burst in that subway car. might not thae
same devil of hallucinations have created
others? As he thought now of those two
boys fighting, it scemed to him that his
animosity was quite gone. Indeed, he
scemed to have no attivude ar all in their
respect but a vague and soothing benevo-
lence. He turned his head on the pillow,
his eyes still closed. Surcly, this would
have been the ume o die, I there was a
state of grace, he was in it now.

This episode was followed by a suspen-
ston ol anxiety, and Platt began cau-
vously to wonder if his mental disease
had not abated, if, like some rare cancer-
ous growths, despaired ol by doctors, it
had not suddenly and blessedly simply
shriveled awav. He no longer traveled by
subway, as Mary Ellen absolutely prohib-
ited i, and he found that he was work-
ing hard and well again. He even wrote
two opinions on the police power of the
state that were hailed by civil-liberties
groups. At dinner parties. he was able now
to censor his old habit ol documenting

“Fred is veally grim about the game. He's been out
there all morning practicing his winning jump.”
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disasters, and he had glimpses of an
approaching old age when he might sit
in the sun in a rose garden ol human
understanding, accepring and being ac-
cepted. Was it two mudh o hope? It was.

The blow that was now 1o [all scemed
1o have been heralded by his fantasies as
the murders in Shakespeare are heralded
by bloody images. His whole life was 10
tike on the semblince of a poetic melo-
driuma, 100 ghastly not to be real. And
the victim was not himsell—how  casy
that have been!—but - Bobby's
child, Alex. aged nine, the boy as heauti-
ful as the painting by Romney, as gay
and precocious as a lad inoa tale by
Henry  James, the adored of his liule
family. the idol of Mary Ellen.

Al noon on a day, Platt was
summoned rom the bendv by his law
cerk 1o meet the chiel of police. green-
[aced, his chambers, Alex™ hady had
been found i a men's oiler in Comral
Park  after his nurse, alaomed  at the
time he had been had called a
policeman. ' he chald had not only been
stabbed 1o death—he had heen castraed.
Whether the act of mavhem had been
commined belore or alter death it was
mpossible to determing, The fiend or
fiends had escaped without clue.

1t seemed 10 Plate in Tater days that be
had Licked the very tme for the ques-
tion of a personal readtion. The fist
thing had been o arvange that the muti-
lation of the child be kept Irom his
parvents and grandmother. The next had
been 1o tell them  without  deranging
their minds, PLat’s horor at their horror
el litde room Tor the horror of what he
hae seen e the morgue. And then there
were the newspapers and the [venzied
hunt for the criminals, who were never
found. The only consolation,  small
one, had been in kuowing that he hore
the knowledge of the mutilation alone.

What preocenpicd him most in the
gray days that followed was Mary Ellen’s
collapse. Biohhy and Bobby's wile were
nothing less than heroie, but My Ellen
seemed 10 have arumpled into @ formless
heap. For days, she sar in e annchair by
the window in her her eves
fixed dully on the wall of the huilding
opposite. For weeks, she refused 10 go
out of the apariment. All her old aciv-
tics  were She Tated  the
universe now, except for Bobby: and al-
though she said nothing overtly hosiile

would
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bhedroom,

abandoned.

to Plau, he knew that somehow, lor
some arcane veason, she blamed him.
When the doctor suggested o cnuise,

Mary Ellen made no objection. She sim-
ply slnn;_h-ul and permited her packing
10 he done for her.

“1 might as well be on the high seas,”
was all she “At least Bobby will
worry less ubout me.”

But the big ship did nothing for her.

satidd.

Slumped in her deck chair, an unopened
novel on her lap, the light wholly gone
from her skin, she exunded the sullen
aceeptance of the posteperative patient
who knows, without being tokl, that the
surgeon couldn’t “get it all our.” She
reflused to meet anyone or ¢ven to smile
at her fellow passengers.

“Pigs.” she would simply mutter to
herself. " Pigs.”

Platt was haunted by the idea that the
same hate thae had eaten into his heart
before the [ainting fit in the subway
might now be gnawing m hers. It was
not, God knew. that he felt any enthusi-
asm for his cruisemates or for the big
vessel that hore them over the Mediterra-
nean, a huge, gaudy balloon  painted
with cartoonlike Taces. Everything on
board reminded him of death.

He saw it in the sagging shoulders and
dropped jaws and brilliant shires ol the
old men; he saw it in the suft ankles and
big buttocks and solt sweaters ol their
slowly moving wives. He saw it in the
compulsive shopping the hazaars, in
the shrill sessions of bingo. in the in-
cluctable rubbers ol bridge. He saw it in
his own gaunt face, thrust at him by
innumerable mirrors at close quarters,
the face of another corpse on a boatload
of cating, delecating zombis.

But there was still @ compensation
that obviously did not exist for Mary
Ellen. There was siill the compensation
of the totality of disillusionment. For
what did his fellow ravelers represent
but the very opposite of all the types
who used 1o outrage him? In the annihi-
lation of the last vestige of his respeat for
man, he had anmibilated the last vestige
of his hate. A kind of peace had descend-
ed over him. a peace as llat and wide
and inanimate as the Tonian Sea around
him. But might it not still turn into the
peace of God?

One day, approaching Crete, without
sight of land. a benign brilliame day, he
told Mary Ellen the whole story of his
inner troubles. She hardly looked at him
as he talked but allowed her eves, half
closed, 1o rest on the sharp line of the
horizon over that dead water.

“Why do you tell me this”

“Because T know vou have always sus-
pected that my detachment was a failwre
to care abour people. It was the Tear ol
caring 100 much—the wiong way. The
fear of hating.”

“And now voure free of it? Is that
what you're saving? You lind vou don't
hate as much as vou thought vou did?”

“1 shouldn't say ‘nd.” 1 should say
‘hope.” ™

“And that's what poor Alex will have
accomplished by dying? To have cast the
hate out ol his grandtather’s hean ="

Platt, with rigidly tightened lips, fol-
lowed her gaze 10 the horizon. He need-
ed a minute 10 poke about in the
Bludgeoned house of his hent o sce

what had been broken. But for all the
brutality of the onslaught, it scemed 1o
be still intact.

“It will be one ol his accomplishments,
])Lrh aps.

“Making his vagedy, [ suppose, worth
while?”

“It sounds very selfish. very egocentric
of me, when vou put it that wayv. No
doubt. you wint to punish me for hav-
ing anything left ar all. Ivs perfealy
natural.”

she looked at him at last and her
vellow-brown eyes showed the first licker
that he had seen since the wagedy, But
love was not the cause,

“What I can’t bear
everything in tevms ol yourscl

“How clse can 1 see it? The condition
of being human is the condition of being
selfish. One is glad that Christ dicd lor
one.

“Oh, spare me that, at least!™

Her [ace now, at a distance of not
more than two feet, might have been a
face in the subway, expressing not so
much hate as the total rejection ol love,
rejection. anyway, of him and his love.
Then her eves clouded again s, with the
faintest of shrugs. she trned back 1o the
sca and into hersell, pushing him oll, in
the manner that one animal pushes an-
other off, unless it wants to cat it or
copulate. To Mary Ellen, the crowding
bodies of other people had no function
but to annoy.

He reached over to pat her hand and
met, as he had expected, with no re-
sponse. Then he vose 10 walk down the
deck and o gaze over the stern rail
their tumbled wake. He had achieved an
cquanimity that, however  precaious,
might contain his due 10 the lure,
There was not to be happiness in it
certainly, but neither might there have
to be any great misery. The event that he
had dreaded for 30 vears had happened:
Mary Ellen's love was gone; her light
was out. She had become as merely mor-
tal, as mechanically human, as the fan-
cied individuals in the subway. That
amorphous  crowd  of straphangers had
grown. with Alex” death, 1o include cvery-
one, cven Mary Ellen. Like linde paru-
cles ol zinc, they had merged with the
Larger trembling mass.

But this. the nightmare. had been only
a nightmare. He had survived. For what
he had discovered was that his love lor
Mary Elen did not, after all. depend on
her love for him. It existed of and by
itsell and it might survive all her scoft-
ing, all her auehy, even all her Jate.
He would look alier Mary Ellen, annd
this love. now proven so tough. so dura-
Ble. so oddly independent, might expand
indefinitely o ke in the approaching
coast of Crete and the whole of the big
dirty world that he had lelt behind.

is vour
it
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SEE NAPLES AND LIVE  comsinucd ram pase 130

suffer the knowledge of our own small-
ness i its presence. Capri was haze-
shiouded.  distant. beckoning with  the
witchery ol all ashinds: Vesuvius was
the powerful shoulder of a slumbering
brown giant on the lelt; and the long,
gencrous. shimmering horizon southward
to Amalk opened the heave like a lens.
Pocts used 10 rhapsadize about places
that seemed “blest”™ by God, an uncom-
fortable idea in our godless. unpoctic
vimes: and Noples—dirty. brawling, thiev-
ing Naples—is such a place. Something
stirs i vou when vou see it lrom above,
an old Limguor that is not without an
even older reverence. The extravagam
humimity of the Neapolivins. the avid
appetite for lile, sheer sensual lile, that
drums so  usistendy in o their sireets,
must be the rvesult of that beckoning
island alwavs belfore them and  that
threatening mountain hehind., No cause.
no ideology. no Lanaticism can survive lor
long the sight of Naples™ bay; and with
all the surprise ol au important discov-
ery, I realized thin 1 had forgoten what
i was like to be completely happy.
The rest of the day was vivid with this
emation. I walked in the park around
the Villa Floridiana, where the sunless,
meandering paths were cold with that

deep and penetrating chill that makes
vou feel keen in vour own llesh, all
atngle with the damp, verdant green of
shadowed places on a warmish winter's
dav. Mothers wheeled babies, old men
sat, offering wizened [aces 10 the sun,
and the city was dazding  below—itile
red, carth brown, palm green—its seeth-
ing life only a [aint ccho in that upper
air.

I walked without divection, scavching
for a way down. noticing cvervthing with
delight. following my nose. It scemed
enough. 1 came down out ol that quarter
on a long, steep succession ol stairs that
weren’t on my street nep. cilves aching
toward the bottom from the cilort o
keep upright on the indines, famished
now, wanting hish., cheese. read, wine,
my hunger somchow so perfected tha I
could relish v as if o were lood.

As T came out at last onto the level of
the Riviera di Chiaia and began looking
for a likely frat. & wonmum coming toward
me, modestly but neatly dressed. careful-
ly made up. not more than 10 and rather
preuy, with a Giocondalike smile in one
corner of her mouth, suddenly extended
her leflt hand as we converged. Nothing
more: no plea. no expression ol pitiable
destitution, no  huge-cyed  baby  thrust

“Go get your own, Hadley!”

forward as a prop. She simply held out
her hand for alms. all the while smiling
mysteriously and with just a touch ol
distant ivony. as il w0 s “Why not?
This is my city. And il you're not a
sentimental American, perlups at least
vou cin be embarrassed.” [ was oo as
tonished 1o respond in any wav and she
passed on with an indifferent. private
littdle shrug. Had she hated, loved. waf
ficked with my countrymen as a girl?
Had we killed her brother, laughed at
her mustachioed father. bonght her sister
with a chocolate bar? The guilt of histo-
vy stirred up for a moment and then
died. T trned and saw her chating with
a man who was luriously trving 1o back
his vegetable vuck into an alley wo
narrow to accommoditte it. An atractive,
sell-possessed woman in the middle ol
her dav: T had the stong urge 10 run
back and give her all my money. 1 want
ed 10 acknowledge some new Neapolitan
insight that had come 10 me. 1 craved a
gesture as Zenlike as hers had seemed,
and then realized that gestures were sim-
ply that—sclf-serving—and in Naples vou
pushed veality a litde, seeing if it would
give; but no caty could be less meta-
plhysical. So, instead, I laughed o myselt
and admured her.

I ate deliciously and at length—zuppa
di pesce thick with mussels and shrimps,
fritlo misto mare (so that I might savor
one last time the virginal squid in their
delicate peignoirs ol batter) and an ice-
cold hall liter of table wine that digested
my food for me as I walked down the
long esplanade 1oward the hotel, the sun
westering now over Ischia, the sky ribbed
with strange  ladders ol Turneresque
cloud. That good day was darkening, the
wind was harsher off the water, the Ca-
pri boat cime cresting in on the rising
sea and 2 fisherman, standing in his big,
double-ended dory, rowed double-armed
against the weather, weanrving o linde. 1
felt complete. And tomorrow? “Tomor-
row. Pompeii. 1 was up to anything now.
Even a ciry that was a tombh.

The train to Pompeii was Tour or five
jolting Toonerville nolleys hitched 1o
cether, and my stomach was alveady un-
settled by a pat of rancid butter I'd
wolled down with my breaklast roll. Tt
was o warm blue-and-gold morning, with
just i hint ol snap when you were out ol
the sun, and the cs were crowded with
Laughing voung people off for the day to
Castellmmuwe. Bue death my
mind as we ratiled oue through plaster-
and-pastel housing developments in the
suburbs, and T kept looking heyvond the
orange groves and the patches ol feath-
ery, lacelike findechio 10 Vesuvius—so
close. night over there across the helds,
still partially crested with snow, ns pee-
less slopes as bald as a burial mound. My
guts were rumbling uncomlortably. I°d
never been in a dead cty before and 1
was arming mysell against the analogics

Wils  on
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1o my own cria that scemed bound to
come.

Then we were beyond the suburbs and
the mountain, and the heavily cultivat-
ed, wropical lund ran right down to the
bay on one side and a plain opened out
on the other, ringed by a F-off range of
Lavender hills with a sparkle of 1owns on
their sun-drenched lower reaches, and we
were there: a small depot ol peeling and
exhausted stucco, a few dusty palms and,
across a road jammed with horse car-
riages, the gray heaps ol ruin thar were
all that was left of Pompeii's outer wall,
Guides, souvenir sellers and  curiage
drivers swarmed around us, cach trying
1o ouperlorm, outpromise. out-hecior the
other. But a man with indigestion can-
not be conned, and 1 made for the tiny
colfee bar in the station and a Campari
to scettle my stomach. There, as the oily,
bitter liquid did its joh. I listened to a
man with a superior pitch. He pointed
up the road to the official entrance, recit-
ed the prices ol the ristorante in the
ruins. laid a simplihicd steeet plan down
on the bar and then lell silent. Three
hundred hire and no sales talk.

OIF T went, What struck me immedi-
atcly, as it had in Naples, was the perfec-
von ol the site. I'd have built a city
there, 1oo, and damn the broken-pated
mountain less than a mile awayv, with its
jagged crest ominously suggesting a cri-
ter! Here was a level, sunny plain, well
witered, on a suategic road from the
south, the bav not oo L olf, with
pleasing views on all sides and a salu-
brious climate. Life in Pompeii, before
the holocaust, must have been good; that
wis my leeling.

I wandered. Tt was a smallish city
for smallish people. T saw some ol the
people i the muscum on the site—the
famous  plaster - “positives”  that have
been made from the “negatives™ lelt by
the ash-——md none of them was much
over five foor, three. The bodies did not
strike me as particularly anguished. our
century having  accustomed  us 1o that
vagucely [etal aouch that people assume
when they are about 1o meet death rain-
ing out of the sky; it was a dog, sprawled
on his back, lips raracted into a soarl,
legs spraddled in a convulsion of agony,
that unnerved me most—ithe old Protes-
tant assumption that animals are some-
how more innocent than humans and
their deaths thereby Iess winranted com-
ing back. despite decades ol disbelied.

I saw the cty, 1oo—the one-charior
wide streets, their paving siones deeply
grooved by ironrimmed  wheels 2000
vears ago: the houses with their cool,
fountained atria withing a modest temple
or 1wo; the granaries: the brothel with a
padlock that read in English. “Made in
Ttaly™: the public baths that could sull
Munction. so litde demolished were they;
and  the smadl  fore  triangolare  with
its [ral, cmdle-Name  cedars  that had

proved so much less [rail than the cy
isell. And almost everything was rool-
less. shorn oif, leveled at a single height,
as il by an enormous scythe (the level of
the sullocating ash), and at the end of
every westward-running street, the glow-
ering, mute hump of the volcno.

I waited for the solemnity, the “long
thoughts™ that seem proper in the pres
ence of a human castrophe, but they
didn’t come. Names, street numbers and
even grathti were still scrawled on the
walls ol wineshops. Frescoes  depicting
delicate. Dalilike hgures (all black, sien-
na, green and orange) and rendered in a
stvle, hike Dali's, that soggested canny
borrowings from older. better cultures
had survived inside some ol the grander
houses. But it was the sounds of life. by
their very absence from these streets, that
impressed me most—the datter ol rush-
hour chariots, the sweer scller's hoarse
cries. the hubbub of the markets. the
carcless twist of a song. T had a sirong
feeling of Pompeii as a provincial city,
not very important, not unuoswlly corrupt
or sophisticated. a little vulgar, certaimly
hunnd  in the summer,  predominantly
mercantile, impatient with ““speculations,”
sensual but not particularly decadent. as
pushy as Dallas used to he, until one

day. . ..
I went into the #istorante (“Govern-
ment  restaurant!” the hawker in the

pinsstripe suit and  porter's cap bawled
out. as il to reassure wravelers sullering
from Neapolitan baule fatigue) and had
a good lunch, the waiter wheeling up the
most ‘.'KI)(’II'\'E\'(' meals on oa Cart. |hc
bartender saying, "I know what you
want, signore—Cutty Sark!” But wlan |
wanted was wine, and so 1 had a boule
of Lacrima Christi. very cold, very subtle
and—tears ol Christ!—very ironical on
that spot. I thought of the old novel by
Bulwer-Lytton in which the twilight of
paganism had hung over this ity like a
judgment of the gods and realized that
he had missed the point of Pompeii and
its last days, which wasn't superstition
but absurdity. It hadn’t been destroyed,
it had been emtombed; and. in potnt of
fact, the ash had preserved it from the
demolitions of time  that had  worked
such damage elsewhere. Wine presses, oil
vits, cooking  utensils, even blackened,
petrified loaves of bread—all buried. an
cntire city and its unique lile stvle bur-
icd in an alternoon and. thus, fixed
forever. There was no way not 1o think
of the smashed cities of my own time,
the Dresdens, Coventrys, Hiroshimas—all
obliterated  beyond  recognition. There
wis no way nof to realize that the dil-
ference was simply this: Nature was ca-
pricious, hut man was vindictuve: and
alter this most murderous of centuries,
we could glimpse what had cluded Bul-
wer-Lytton. Ac the last, his morality and
our politics had less substance than the
cedars of Pompeii.

“They certainly know how to carry
things,” 1 thought 1o myself, watching
the cocky bar boy, with a case ol acqua
mincrale  balinced on his head, who
passed the table at that moment, as grace-
ful as a stag beneath his antlers. Disasters,
defeats. That's what they carried so well.
But, more, the burden of history—that
burden ol violence und anguish in the
past that bows the backs ol so many of
us over 40 now, that burden of intolera-
ble memory that increases in direct pro-
portion 10 our awareness of how lutile
all the losses, all the ideologies and all
the howrors have been. Looking onr the
long windows that had Dbeen  adroidy
placed to provide the diners with a view
of Vesuvius, I had an inkling ol what 1t
was the Neapolitans cared  about and
realized how fiiing 1t was that my trip
was ending among them. Their calami
tous coast—so beautiful, so “blest™—re-
mained, despite everything, a reminder
of a harmony older than history and all
its discontents.

The sky was bruising up as [ went
back to Naples in the twilight, past emp-
ty depot platforms with their flyspecked
lamps, through dark groves where one
sensed  that the earth was sull warn,
alive, mysteriously fecund. The sun was
going down under rain clowds beyond
Capri, a single vast beam of light pierced
through—pure, white, lucid as the eye of
God—to [all between the ishind and the
mainkid. and Naples was an exquisite
necklace of lights strung out in the dusk
around the throat of the bay. T didn't
ruminate anvmore: the moment had a
singular clarity. It was one of those rare
tines when hife secems 1o shife irs diree-
von, and I was content in the awareness
ol it.

That might, while waiting for dinner. 1
chanced upon this bit of wisdom in a
Victorian tavel book by Augustus Hare
from the hotel lobby: “The remment of
the dead shows the character of this
idolirous and sell-secking people in its
saddest aspect. When the funeral of a
friend passes. a Neapolitan will exclaim
with characteristic selfishness, “Salute a
noi'—-Health 10 owrselves—without  a
thought of the departed.”

I had to lLuugh. Il one's attitude to-
ward death illustrated one's attitnde wo-
ward hife, and vice versa. whose view had
proved the least idolarrous? How could
the pious Mr. Fare have known thi a
scant 70 vears afier he wrote, the world
would have become such a death-haunted
place that no exclamation could be more
purcly revevent ol life than the Neapoli-
tans’ “Health 1o ourselves!™? For they
had suffered, starved. prospered and en-
dured for 19 centuries in the very shadow
of that mountain that had laid an inex-
Plicable and existential death upon Pom-
peii. Their ot had alwavs been squalon,
conquest, cilamity and deceit. Long ago,
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they had earned a bitterness that should
have soured them to the very dregs of
the spirit. But what they cared about was
sun, wine, the new day, with its un-
known possibilities lor further riches, and
all the passions—griels as well as joys—
by which, alone, we become wuly hu-
man. They knew that the only real duy
was to siwwioe the past. Their Taith was in
the unlolding of lile, not i us close.
And now we had all lived beyond the
time when mourning did any good. Now
there were too many corpses 1o be
mourned and so often the mourners
were only murderers off-duty—like those
troubled Gls who rebuild schools, out of
bricks and bad conscience, in the Me-
kong Delta. Bur everything in Naples
shouted: Break the cyde! Let history,
before whose altn only Tools or scoun-
drels kneel, insist that violence s inevi-
table, that nothing can be done! Saigon
will outlast those lies, as Naples has. Let
the dead Dbury thewr dead. and bad
dreams to them! But let the living,

among whom now 1 numbered myself,
be done with paralvzing memories and
proclaim, instead, a stubborn “Health to
those of us who are left!)” in hopes of
restoring to human life that supreme
value our century has held so cheap.

As 1 perused the menu with that un-
hwried delight that is uvsually reserved
for the table ol contents ol a lavorite
anthology of poctry. 1 realized that T was
mysteriously mended  somewhere in my
nerves and spivit. T was bound to get
embwoiled again. once I got home, be-
cause I loved my counuy oo much to
remain indifferent to the upheavals that
were trying its soul. and. like it or not,
my final expatriation from its particular
moment in history had yet to occur; but,
nevertheless, T owas ready 1o go back. I
wias fortified. I had an edge. And that
edge was the knowledge that we would
all be Neapolitans one day. If we were

Iucky.
2

W g

“Who's intevested in gargoyles? When
youve seen one, youve seen them all.”

NUMBER EIGHT

(continued from page 152}
conversation when I hear a sneeze hehind
me. It s Eleanor Evereu, with her suit-
cases,

“I vou didn’t wamt me to stav,” she
says, “couldn’t vou have told me? T mean,
this number-eight busiess. . . .7

“I'm sorry. Look, have an ice cream.”

She doesn't answer but turns and walks
off. apparently angry, 1oward the bus
stop.

- - -

“You're aazy,” Charlotte says. getting
dressed. “You can’'t mess around with the
local chicks. Especially you.”

“Whyz"

“Because you're a macho hombre i
this town."”

“What's that?™ 1 say, deading 1o get
dressed, too.

“Astud,” Charlotte savs. "\ 1own like
this, everything gets avound prety fast
They know we sleep wogether. They
know that Scandinavian chick proposi-
toned you about a house. They know
that other one——"

“My hancée

“—Flew all the way [vom New York to
sce vou and that as soon as she hnished
nursing  you, vou dumped her. That
makes  you quite an hombre in ihe
Spamnish cves. At the same time, though,
il vou sturt pulling that swlil on their
women, they'll arualy you, privately il
not publicly.”

“They don't worry me.”

“Then worry about the givls. Sexually
frustrated. Mothers along on daes. Seven-
vear  courtships and  nothing  but  dry
humping. These chicks can’t put out
umil theyre married.”

“OK with me. Pve got to get mar-
vied. Otherwise, 1 can’t go o Mars. The
chael e

“1 wish vou'd chmb down lrom ts

space stulk”

“Besides. this one loves me.”

“How do you know?”

“She says so. openly, every tme 1 get
an e crean.

“What does she say?”

“First there’s @ big smile and then she
savs: CgChwere usted?” "

“That means: “What do vou waniz" "

I move down 1o the campo 1o shave
the house with the Scmdinavian gl
Her mame is Enga, or Venga, or Inga o1
Vinga. For supper, she saves me and
Number Eight bowls ol brown rice and a
“special” drink made of nint leaves,
raisins, cgeshells, cinnamon.  salt,  hot
water and brown rice,

Another bad dream  that might, non-
crotic, as usual.

I cmter the debrieling room at the
spitce center. Isabel’s mother is there,
telling me with suppressed glee: “She's



in the bed in the next room.” I shrug
diflidendy but am, nevertheless, agitated
beyond beliel.

Some time passes and Isabel finally
turns to me from where she lies, under
blankets, watching television.

“You could have at least come in,” she
says with ‘l chiding smile, “to sce il I was
up or not.”

“Oh, you,” 1 say—grufily, because the
sight of her has put a lump in my throat.
“At this hour. you're always up.”

Her hair is as dark and long as ever,
her eyes the same gigantic hrown. 1 see
the long, slim legs when she removes the
blanket and the friendly, snubmosed
breasts. Through the luminous glow ol
her, however, 1 notice she is wearing
lipstick, something she never does.

“Mother's not home,” she says. “We
cann go over to my house and make——"

But Isabel is suddenly on the other
side of the debriching-room glass and her
last word is lost on me.

“Whatz” I say.

I said we can go over there,” she says,
“and make glug—G-L-U-G—glug!”

Glug. | think, a Scandinavian drink.

I wake up.

“What's for breakfast?”

“Brown rice.”

1 move back to town.

. . -

"

“So you're really hung up on the
Spanish girl,” Charlotte says.

We are walking down the road toward
a big villa where there is to be a party.

“Personally,” Charlotte continues, “I
think you could do better. But that’s up
to you. When you ask her out, ask her
mother along, too. It's the way they do
things here.”

L] L] -

The party is a moonshot-watching party
—the first moonshot, Gordon, Carruthers
and Mgy, the joker who always cuts Farts
in our sell-contained oxvgen-generating
environments. There is a big television
set aind the guests, mostly American ex-
patriates, are strung around it in a semi-
circle, making comments.  Somebody
passes me a [unnylooking cgareue. 1
take a pulf and pass it on.

" Just a big globh of rock.”

Somcbody passes me a funny-looking
pipe. 1 take a putf and pass it on.

“I hope it blows up on the pad.”

“I hope the States blow up.”

Somebody passes me a Cocr-Cola bot-
tle full of water, corked, with a Tunny-
looking tube coming out of it. I wake a
puff and pass it on.

“Still. think of Columbus——"

“Think of the squalor back home.”

I light up a Camel, take a pull and
pass it on. Then there is a lot of cough-
ing and cheering. I remember people
stufling my pockets with pesetas and then

somebody named Jim taking me home.
- - -

I wake up in my bed with Jim. No
memory of dreams, good or bad. Jim is a
girl, blue almond eyes, blonde and curly
alt over.

“You're the first square 1 ever slept
with,” she says, “and, funny thing, you're
not bad at all.”

She has a tinkly voice, kind ol Cock-
ney.

“Did the shot get oft?” 1 say.

“You won a lot of money.”

“Money?”

“Covering all the bets. The ‘never-
make-it® bets. The shot got oft fine.
Who's that under the bedz”

“Number Eight.”

“Number Eight. Oh, yes'” she savs,

reaching under the bed, her back and
bottom twisted taut. 1 heard of Number
Light in Marrakesh.” She pats him on
the head. “Nice Number Eight.”

I hear him cackling, then he barks.

Now Jim is up and dresing. Black
pants, black morocco belt,  chain-mail
shirt, black vest. black beads with a rub.
ber pacifier dangling at the end. No
underwear, no shoes.

“Did we have a good time last night?”
I say.

“Very."”

Even in dusty black, she is beautiful.
She makes me think ol thundercracks

Connmsseur s choice In 112
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“Joe. we're trying to gel up a stud [ee for Gloria.

and sunrise. She makes me forget about
Isabel, the ice-cream givl, even Mars.

“What's it like a hundred and sixty-
five miles upz” she says.

“Terrible.  Why  don't  you  stick
around:"’

“No,” she says, finally, “only tired
chicks ‘stick around.” I'm not a tived

chick yet.”

There is a knock at the door. When 1
answer it, an angry-looking Scandinavian
guy is standing there.

“Are vou the loringer.” he says, “whao
is sharing the house with Inga in the
campo:”

“I was,” I say, but when I see he is
about to punch me in the mouth, I add:
"I never slept with her, however.”

“Neither didd 1, he says and punches
me in the mouth.

My head slams back against a bhedpost
and by the time T wake up, he is gone.
But so is Jim. And so is Number Light

¥ A =

Heading up to the farmacia, 1 find
Carey sitting at the Calé Pombo, sipping
brandy. Carey is the one who writes the
astromauts’ wisecriacks.

“Well, well,” he says, “the black-sheep
astronaut, as 1 live and breathe! There
vou are, you bastard, just as Lleanor
Everett said, living in a little Spanish
hippic haven. Not only with long hair

but a beard. That was a diny deal you
handed her”

“The Senator's daughter is used o
dirty deals.”

“Batson. the chiel is getting impa
tient.”

“My time isn't up yer.”

“Any progress:”

"Oh, yes, ves”

“Glad to hear it. The ones vou left
back home are asking for you. Nincy,
Isabel 4

“Isabel?”

“Yes, and Ruth, Gludys, Doris, Bobbie,
Liza, Elaine and Susanne. Susanne is
General Englehard’s wile, il vou remem-
ber. The reason the chiel insists you get
minricd or get off the pot.”

“So Isubel is asking for me?”

“Why not marry Eleanor Evereu?”

“Hites animals.”

“Well. when are vou getting marieds”

“I don't know.”

“Who's the tacky givl?”

“Her. Over there.”

“Where? I don’t see anvbody.”

At the ice-cream stand.”

“There's nobody at  the ice-aeam
standd but that kid.”

“That's her.”

“You balling that kidz”

“Ol course not. Spanish  girls are
straight  shooters.  You  can’t mess

around.”

“You could even mess with vour co-
pilot on the Mars shot.”

“Well, if he kisses me first—="

“How the hell did you get into the
space program? Never mind! You've
just got two weeks lelt to shape up,
Batson! And don't forget the push-
ups.”

- - -

“iQuicre usted?”

b AT

YEhz"

“Ti y su madye.”

M muadre!™

“Y i El cine. Esta noche. Yo, i ¥ su
madre.”

“Gracias, serior.”

“id las ocho?”

“SiLa s ocho, ;Como se Huma?”

“Ratson. Billv Batson.”

“Batson Billv-Batson.”

S T

“Teresa™

o e b

Back at the place, no sign of Jim or
Number Light. Nor my sextant nor my
Nikon camera. A further check and 1
realize the Sonv AM /FM is gone, along
with the tape recorder, my wrist strength-
ener, the Rolex, my Saint Christopher's
medal and the pornographic poker deck
I hought in France.

Number Light's ravel still
there, but inside are only a few rags, a
bunch of colored beads. a locker with a
photo of Shirley Temple as a child and

bag s

drote:

Dear Ricardo,
Hope this reaches you before too
much damage is done. 've picked
up svphilis, probably in Marrakesh,
cither from Helen or Glorvia or Jwan.
I then possibly passed it on 10 Suzy,
Floise. Sasha and you, Since you were
fooling around with Helen and Suezy
and mavbe Sasha, 100, you beuer get
a blood test quick. Please pass this
note 1o Hunk, Anmanuvia and the
Canadian chick, Charlouwe. Sorry.
Love,
Aitch

I am sitting om my bed, thinking
about the note. when there is a knock at
the door. A short, dark man who looks
exactly like Chanlotie is standing there.,

“LExcuse me, but is this the residence
of Miss Charlotte Sprigge?”

“No. it’s that door on the right.”

“Thank vou.”

“Just a minute.”

“Yes?*

“Give her this note, will youz”

“Certainly.”

He goes and 1 close the door. Even so.
I can't help hearing the knocking on
Charlotte’s door, which grows louder and
more persisient.

“Charlotte, it’'s me, Ben. Open up.
Charlotte, 1 know you're in there, 1 can
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hear you moving around. I just want to
talk to you, Charlotte. Open up. Open
up! All I really want to know 2

I hear Charlotte’s door open.

“—Is why you shot me at the aliar
rail.”

I listen for an answer. Instead, there is
a shot, then another.

Out in the corridor. Charlotte is stand-
ing over Ben's wwitching body with a
smoking pistol in her hand, reading my
note. She sees me.

“Sorry,” she says, waving the note.
“What else is there 1o say, except that
penicillin works wonders? Will you give
ne ten minutes to clear out?”

“Sure, kid. Good luck.”

Ben's body is now quite still.

A bientar”

A big, discase-ridden kiss [or me and
she's off to pack her clothes.

- - -

Despite the vacket ol the shooting, the
darkening swreets are  deserted—except
for a liule Spanish girl, leading a grown
man along on o picce ol string. He is
crawling on all fours but appears other-
wise normal. He grins at me, then the
eirl leads him off.

I continue on uphill. toward grardia
ciotl headguarters; but at a cross sureet, [
hear somebody say, “Ssssst!” and  when
[ walk over wo investigate, 1 get punched
in the mouth. There are four, or perhaps
siv. unseen hgures all around me, punch-
ing me in the mouth and wherever else
they am punch or kick me. I don't
understind the words theyre sereaming,
except that, before T aumble, T hear
now and again the name Teresa,

When I revive. I'm siving in a chair
and green unilorms surround me. The
auardia.

“iQué pasa, hombre?”

“Welll” T begin, “ics——"

But I get punched i the mouth.,

I am tived of geuting punched in the
mouth. I punch one green uniform in
the solar plexus. It goes down. [ punch
another in the throat amd it staggers
back off. I punch the acases out of a
couple more green unilorms bhelore they
overwhelim me.

“iloco!’” 1 hear one say; and before 1
pass out again, [ see they are lastening
lintle wires 1o my head.

Carey is standing over my bed.

“It’s like this,” he savs, “They didn't
know who vou were. Just another crazy
forcigner, they thought. They get a lot
of them here. So, il you'll forget the
beatings and the shock treatment, 1hey’ll
forget your involvement in the shoot-
ing.”

“1 wasn’t involved in any shooting.™

“Look, Bawson. Carruthers and Macy
have landed on the moon. The whole
world’s in a glorious uproar. Do you
want to spoil all thae”

“What about the ginl?”

“All arranged, courtesy of our Spanish
allies. She's already taking a cram course
in English. You're to be married this
Sunday.”

“I mean the other girl, Charlotze.”

“Got away. The guy’s all right, though.
Thigh wound. Picce of an car shot off.
Already out of the hospital. He's gone
to find out why she shot him.”

“And Jim:”

“Who's Jim?"”

“Somebody 1 balled once.”

“Jesus, Barson!™

“A girl”

“Oh, that one. From vour pad. She's
gone, too. Left town with some spaced-
out-looking cat carrying a big sack.”

“Number Eight.”

“Whaz"

“Nothing.”

“Cmon. Get dressed. You've got to
take a blood test before this wedding.
Among other things.”

o =

Back in town, fnally, 1 get the red-
carpet treanment. The bells in the town’s
four churches are ringing. there are fire-
works and a parade—all as il I were the
one up there en the moon. Mierwird. a
banquer party for me in the best restau-
rant in town. The mavor is there, 5o is
Teresa (grinning, flushed and big-eved,
squeezing my hand hard and hotly) and
her mother (draped in widow's weeds
but beaming). Carey is there and so s
Senator  Richard  Evercu—ithree  tables
away—and  his daughter Eleanor and
some U.S. military brass hrought down
hom Madiid. And, surprise of surprises,
Isabel is there, 100, traveling. as usual,
with her mother.

Somebody hands me the paper 1 have
asked for and I write the note:

Eleanor Lverett.
I may have given vou syphi
Get a blood test quick.,

Cordully,
Batson

Suddenly. Isabel and her mother are at
my table.

“Hello. Isabel.” T say. passing the note.
“Hello. Isabel’s mother.”

“She looks quite a bit like me.” sivs
Isabel.

A Little leaner in the calves.” savs her
mother.

“Teresa is your twin,” I say 1o Iabel.
“And in good health, besides.™

“The doctor,” she says. “vou know. the
psvchiatist, he said I'm in love with
you."”

“I told you that.”

“He said 1 should marry vou, despite
the i

“I told you that.”

“And it certainly seems  like, well,
vou're the onlyv man I cin ever relax
with, the only man 1 ever miss, the only
man. rcally, in my lile.”

“As I smid.”

“And I can’t conccive of living with-
out you. But, Billy, Billy, I'm sull aller-
gic 10 you.”

“Even happens when you write her a
letter,” says Isabel's mother. “Her eves
water. She can’t breathe. She breaks out.”™

My note to Eleanor Everett has been
passing down the tables and has now
reached the Senator himsell.

“Well.” 1 say, “what can you do?
That's hfe.”

“But, then, again,” says Isabel, “Teresa
looks so much like me, maybe she's my
biological 1win, 100. And il she can
go through with it, maybe il I wied
hard——-"

“Never mind,” T say, watching as the
Senator tries to hand the note 1o Eleanor
Everetr, “vou'll hnd someone you're not
allergic 10.”

“Bue——"

“It docsn’t matter, Isabel, it really
doesn’t matter.”

Eleanor Lverett is engrossed in talking
to an A Foree major and the Senatos is
opening the note himsell.

“Well, il that doesn’t matter,
does?”

“The number cight,” 1 say, as the
Senator begins reading the note.

“The number whanz”

“Eight. Light. Think about it awhile.
Its a lot more than a handy digit 1o
stick between seven and nine.”

I don't understand,” Isabel and her
mother simultancously say.

“1 could hold your hand. Isabel, and
explain. But I seem to have forgotten my
rubber gloves. Excuse me.”

I bolt for the door and. reaching it
turn back. The Senator’s [ace is as scn-
let as the bagpipes of the guardia hand
that is now marching around the room.

Isubel, my one, true love, has wicd to
follow me. but the marching  pipers
block her way.

whrt

- - -

[ pack the one-suiter with everything |
think I'll need and a lew other things
that Number LEight has lelt Belore leav-
ing, 1 brush my teeth and do push-ups
until I can’t do any anymore. Quiside,
over the heworks, I hear the dumb
animals thumping below. Above me, the
moon is Tat aond glistening. Macy is up
there, farting in his space suit. To the
right of the moon and up sits M,
bloodily twinkling. Beyond is the Milky
Way, a white smear across the sky, like
the sloppy erasure of a blackboard mis
take. I hear a noise below, like barking.
My heart leaps as [ look down. But it is
neither Number Eight nor Jim, just the
little Spanish girl and her Towr-footed
huwman friend. She sees me looking down
and smiles.
she says.




“I'm afraid, Sir Roger, we'll just have to be good [riends.” 223
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Germans Slre Coming!

128-130 mph. Bur this is the bare begin-
ning, significant only in letting vou know
you aren’t riding in any mouse-powered
cconomy wagon mercely because it weighs
only 3000 pounds. (It will deliver 20
miles to the gallon, though.)

Almost anything that has wheels and
something o steer them with looks good
in siraight-line level running. Roads that
are crooked, and preferably rongh and
crooked, are the great winnowers. At
110 mph on a parkway. an engineer who
had always owned domestic automaobiles
and had never ridden in a BMW guessed
we were doing 800 He is a relaxed and
stouthearted type who cenjoys riding
number two or number three in four-
man  Olympic-class  bobsledding, which
certainly classifies him as a rugged pas-
senger; but he had both feee well ino
the rug when he saw I intended taking a
hard bend at 95 and petitioned for a
lesser rate of speed by saying, “"OK, OK,
I'll buy ! The car wene through
without so much as a whisper of tire
squeal,

The braking power of the BMW will
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(continued from page 102)
come as a stunning revelation to anyone
used to even the best Detroit all-drum or
disk-and-dram  systems. The 2500 will
stop well inside any American car, and
i a dead-seraight line. and ten times in
a row. The Mercedes-Benz 600SEL 6.3
has the best brakes on any passenger car
I know, and the BMW's are within a
hair of being as good. In addition o
sluppillg' the car as if 1t had run mto a
wall of sponge rubber, they are so exqui-
sitely  balanced that neither the [ront
wheels nor the rear wheels alone will
lock up; in a hard stop, the car will nor-
mally shut down all four simultancously,
The hand-wrought image the BMW
projects on every surface and edge is
evident in everything Irom the rubber
bumpers, which ought 1o be Federal-
Iy mandated, to the dashboard—hand-
polished cabinet-grade veneer bonded to
rock-hard multilayver plywood that sim-
pl}-‘ cannot warp, aack or shift a milli-
meter in any direction ever. This is a
luxury motorcar by absolute deflinition:
mcredibly comfortable, fast, stable, quiet
and with every [oresecable contingency
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anticipated and provided for. Owners of
lesser vehicles, much more likely to need
tools, have to content themselves with a
jack and a wheel brace; the trunk Tid of
the BMW crries a drop-down tray with
nesting fuses, bulbs, sparkplugs and a set
of tools including everything but gear
pullers,

The BMW engine, to get to the heart
of the matter last, pulls 192 horsepower
and makes one wonder what point there
can be m more. It produces the spinning
sensation—the sensation that it 1s friction-
free and connected to nothing at all
—that is the hallmark of the true high-
performance engine. It reminded me of
the supercharged engine in a Grand Prix
Bugatti T used to own, hand assembled,
roller-bearinged  and  running in hot
thinned castor oil.

[ think manual shifuing is pointless,
but il vou prefer it to automatic, the
BMW's is as good as any in the world,
smooth. precise. short-throw.

Dropping down the line, the smaller
models  diminish in - perlormance (118
mph for the 2500, 102 for the 2002) as
well as price, but the impression of abso-
lute engineering eficiency—and honesty
—Tremains i constant.

The long history of Daimler-Benz
shows an expertise in public relations
unique in the industry. For 30 years, at
least, the Stuugart firm has masterfully
t:xploitr:tl the |)mducl_ inducing newspa-
pers and magazines to allot acres more of
free white space o Mercedes-Benz cars in
a month than their competitors could
command in a year. The system is sim-
ple. foolprool and expensive. The basic
premise under which it operates is that
no nujor exploitation will be attempted
on anything but a genuinely newsworthy
accomplishment (winning an important
riace or rally, for example) or a swiking
ly new vehide (the gull-wing 300SL
coupe). Exploitation that s mere noise-
making is strictly verboten. Second. the
technicians  in charge of exploitation
shall not be of a level of expertise lower
than the standard prevailing in every
other deparument.

As this is written, Mercedes Benz s
performing  its  classic publiaty  blitz,
making an experimenial prototype two
scater coupe  the most  photographed,
most written about automobile ol the
year, despite the grim handicap of 2
model designation ol minus-zero exploita-
von value: the C-111. No one is being
conned in (his operation; the C-T111 s a
breakithrough vehicle ol notable signif-
icance, indeed—an ulrahigh-perlormance
automobile powered by the revolutionary
Wiankel engine. Even the announcement
ol its existence was instantly recognired
all over the world as a bench mark in
awomobile history.

The Wankel is the fruition of a very
old idea, the concept that the ideal en-
gine for doing rotary work, such as driv-
ing round wheels, would be rotary isell
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and not reciprocating, up and down or
in and out, like the standard steam or
gasoline engine. James Watt tried to
make a rotary engine but was defeated
by the halting technology ol the 1700s.
Many brilliant minds attempted it down
the decades and. in the 1950s (it took
him most of the decade), the German
inventor Felix Wankel succeeded in solv-
ing what seems a simple problem but
was difhcult in the extreme: how to
make a piston go round and round in-
stead of up and down.

The Wankel engine is small and has
few moving parts. Essentially, it is a
combustion chamber of an epitrochoidal
shape (a circle slightly mashed wop and
bottom). in which a wriangular piston
(with slightly convex sides) spins on a
shaft, the other end of which delivers the
power wherever it’s wanted. As the pis-
ton spins, with nothing but its poims, or
apexes, touching the combustion-chamber
wall, it forms constamly changing sealed-
off spaces. Tt takes these spaces through
the dassic Ouo cyvcle of the loursiroke
mternal-combustion engine. Gasoline va-
por is drawn or injected into one space,
compressed as its carrvied around 10 a
sparkplug, burned, pushing against the
side of the wriangular piston to make
power, carried to an exhaust port and
cjected. Simple. Rotary motion in an
internal-combustion engine. They said he
couldn't do it. They laughed as he sat
down with his slide rule.

The secrec is in the mating shapes of
uiangle and squashed cirde. In a cut-

away view of a Wankel engine, it seems
quite dear that the wiangle cannot re-
volve while keeping all three apexes in
airtight comtact with the chamber wall
all the way around. which, ol course. it
must do if it's o funcuon: and which it
does do. Wankel worked our the con-
figurations mathemaucally and the first
time he cut metal and made one, it
worked. He conveyed the rights 1o NSU
ol Neckarsulm, a small but progressive
motorbike and car maker; and by 1964, a
Wankelengined automobile, the NSU
Prinz, was on the road. I remember
going 1o Germany to drive it and being
amazed at the size of the engine, about
as big as a teakeule.

More than a dozen firms bought Wan-
kel licenses from NSU: Citroén, Alla
Romeo, Curtiss-Wright. Mercedes-Beng,
Tovo Kogyvo, Perkins and others. One ol
the reasons for this wide licensing was
the realization that the engine sull need-
ed a lot of work. Oil consumption was
heavy. The tip seals at the rriangle
points, which functioned as piston rings
do in a reciprocating engine, wore exces-
sively at high speeds. There were igni-
tion difficulties. Evervone was impressed
with the small size, light weight, appetite
for almost any fucl, vibration-fre¢ high-
speed capability of the Wankel, but opti-
mism about its commercial future was
not general.

NSU stuck with it—the first Wankel-
engined import, NSU's RO-BO, has been
certified for UL S, sale—and so did Tovo
Rogvo ol Japan, now turning out 1000

Aif potnts-

AMazda R 100s and R 130s a month. But
while they were obviously successful au-
tomobiles—the R 100 also meets U.S.
emission standards—the maximum horse-
power figure, 120, wis not mmpressive.

Then, late last summer., Mercedes-Benz
ran out the C-111, billed as a FVersuchs-
wagen only, a research and experimental
vchide not for production or sale. Tt
would get to 60 mph from a standing
start in 4.9 seconds, or hall what most
people think is quick, and would do
160-plus mph at a modest 7000 engine
revolutions per minute. I drove it at the
end ol July lor The Playboy Cars—1970
(November 1969 issue) and was tempted
to think of it as The Ulumate Auto-
mobile:  blindingly  Fast. comfortable,
even comparatively quiet, and sure-footed
past what seemed reasonable for some-
thing running on wheels.

Since that time, the C-111 has been
refined and the new “Geneva”™ model 1s
probably the final design. Busily return-
ing blunk checks drawn on banks from
Addis Ababa o Zwickau, Mercedes of-
ficials still deny that the C- 111 will be
put into production for sale. I believe
that it will be, although perhaps on a
basis as limited as 30 cus for the entire
world market.

Easier to come by are the 16 other
models of Mercedes-Benz  available  in
this country at figures from 51961 1o
$28.343, which is 1o say from the basic
290 sedan delivered on the East Coast to
the West Coast price of the monster 60U
Pullman seven-passenger limousine.  the
most deluxe fast car or the fastest deluxe
car available ofl a showroom Hoor today.

The newest Mercedes is the 3.5 VS,
just now becomuing available. Until it
went to a VS for the big 600-series cars.
Mercedes-Benz had been stuck on in-line
engines, four-, six- and cightcylinder.

The 600 series is powered by a 6.3-liter
V8 and it is an almost hall-size version of
that engine that runs the new 3005EL
3.5, the chassis ]}mly similar 1o the
2505EL sedan. This is a fuel-injected 230-
hp engine, light (less than 300 pounds)
and characteristically quicter than the six-
cvlinder it veplaces. It's not blindingly
quick (0-60 mph in 1l-plus scconds),
but it's smooth and forcelul and will
take the car w0 127 mph (100 in 28
sceomds). good enough for most U.S.
motoring, even in Nevada, The engine is
also used m the 280SE coupe and con-
vertible, The 2805EL sedan remains in
production, ol course, and at S7657 is a
most attractive and usclul possession.

I 1 were to expose myself o its mas-
sive charms, [ think the 600 Pullman
would be my favorite in the Mercedes
line, but 1 have forbidden myself the
experienee, lest the temporary lack of the
28,000-0dd  dollars required 1o engineer
its purchase drop me into trauma. But
the simple liule 300SEL 6.3 sedan at
515,122 1 have sampled, and extensively;
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and il 1 am ever so blessed by [ortune as
to save the squire’s danghier from a rim-
away stallion and he asks me how possibly
he can reward me, 1 shall quote Clarence
Darrow’s timeless cpigram: “Ever since
the Phocnicians invented it money has
been the most nearly peafea expression
of gratitude.” and. clutching his 516.000
(it round sum is most casily nuniged) in
my hot liule hand. I shall run. not walk,
to the nearest Mercedes-Benz store,

The 6.3 of choice is black with hlack-
Jeather upholstery. beciuse in that cos-
tume, it looks like nothing much, just a
snallish - sedan—112-inch wheelbase—ol
no startling profile, wholly lacking in
sheetmetal overhang Tore and al stolid
and four-footed on the pavement. "The
clurirs (one cannot call them mere seats)
are clad in thick hide cunningly sireiched
over Torms designed not by sivlists but
by orthopedic surgeons, amd they hold
one—grasp one. really—lightly but firm-
v, beled or not.

Short of the [arranging 6.3 sedan,
the Mercedes-Benz 280511, is the instru-
ment of choice; again, a perlealy bal-
anced motorcar (oddly, because it looks
smaller. the 280SEL has more  usable
room than a Cadillac). capable of exien-
sion [ar past its class. A candid-camera
overview ol a shopper in a Mercedes-
Benz showrcom will inevitably show him
runuing a questing hinger over the genu-
ine tree-wood  dashboard, rying 10 dis-
cover a microscopic flaw in the finish.
Most unlikely: The sron-hard  varnish
has been burnished with a felu pad sod-
den in water and pumice or rotcnstone.
\ quick rubdown now and then with a
paste carmauba wax will keep it glisten-
ing for a decade. Which raises a point: A
run-through of the cassihied ads 0 an
automobile bull book (Road & Tracl,
for example) will tn up listings ol
Mercedes Benz  automobiles of - vintage
1955 et seq. av prices that may alarm
you. A brand-new Mercedes is an instant
dassic, due 1o the company’s policy ol
changing body style slowly, slightly, sen-
sitively; a decade-old Mercedes looks al-
most new and, i it has been decently
driven, feels so.

Porsche, oo, Oddly, because this is a
new motorcar. The fist automobile 10
wear the name caome olf the production
line—to use the term most loosely, be-
cause there really wasn'e a line we all—
Easter Monday. 1950, 1t ok the l[actory
louwr years to make 5000 cars; and even
now. 20 years later, cach day ol produc-
tion sees only 86 Porsches produced in a
plant employing 3700 people.

Faclorics making relrigerators, stoves,
Liwn mowers and clearic Tans, never
mind automobiles, are noisy past beliel
Automobile [actories are high on the
double-decibel list: most auromobile [ac
tories, that is. Dut Ferrari, Maserini, As-
ton Murtin and Porsche—no. In 19060,

pog  when I first entered the Porsche factory

in Stuttgart, I was bemused by the com-
parative velver silence of the place. The
usual lrang-brang, choing-choing of a
motorcir manulactory was missing. Dead
silence there was not: aleer all, things
were being made: bue the light clink ol
hammer on steel was the loudest sound
to be heard. The reason wis plain: Rank
on rank. mechanics were assembling en-
gines, oradled in viselike  holders, but
they were hling. pushing. oving, wving
again, filing once more. There were days,
at the beginning. when cach Porsche
cngine was dicstamped with the ininals
of the man who had assembled it The
practice was abmrdoned, Tmally, when the
painters  wnd  the  upholsierers argued
that thev, oo, had equal right 1o sign
their work—but where?

Povrsche owners are cultists: Passing on
the road. they almost invariably flick
their lichis, trving to time it tving not
to do it fist vor last but in umson. It
was a common salute between loreign-
e owners in the old days—1948, 1919
—when a TC MG Midget stood for ab-
solute sophistication: but time and un-
counted Treiglhers Tull of VWS, Jaguars,
Austins and  Hillmans diluted and  de-
stroved it for wll but the Porsches.

The Porsche that is Porsche to most of
us is the Model 356, which ran, in des
ignations 356, 35\, 3507, 336C and
5565C. Trom 1950 o 1961, Rounded oll,
short-wheelbased, high-waisted, it is cer-
trinly the best-loved small motorcar of
our time. Fast. agile and—especially—
reliable. The Achilles” heel ol the high-
perlormance car is relubility. The woods
are [ull of cars that will do 125 mph
fanhlessh—for o lew  thousand  miles.
Then, straight down the two-lane mito
Disastevsville, and  your  Iriendly  local
forcign-car mechanic, six weeks [rom first
phione call to the final bill, 180 hours at
S50 an hour. One ol the endearing
qualitics ol the Porsche is its persistent
cifort to tell vou that there is a message
in those alHlined-up-together screw slots:
This thing will stick together. It does.

Larly Porsches oversteered. Fhat is to
say, going into a bend, the rear end,
heavily freighted with engine and each
wheel riding on its own short shalt,
independent of - its mate, tended 10
move bevond the classic ellipse. Al rear-
engined cars try to do this. I the first 30
minutes of my Porsche ownership, 1 lost
the thing completely twice, once in a
hard descending vight-hand bend, once
in woiding a towed outhoard-engined
cruiser.

Long past, with Porsche, is all that—
oversteer. understeer wnd so weiter. The
1970 Porsche is o neutral-steer car; which
is to say, go into the corner and drive
the thing around, llat out.

The going rmge ol Porsches is exten-
sive, although there are only three basic
models, the 914, the 914/6 and the 911,

priced from 83395 10 S50, The 911 18
Porsche’s answer to galloping  inflation,
the first Porsche ever ollered ac a bar-
gatn-hasement price. possible because it
curics the Volkswagen engine, driving
through a five-speed manual or Porsche’s
semiamtonatic sysiem. Ie will do a respect-
able 110 mph. As for coriagework, the
bady ¢ be described as a demiconverti-
ble, in than the ool is detachable—casily
and  quickly, too—and can be nealy
tcked away i the rear luggage area. A
built-in roll bar lives under what would
be, in a longer car, a blind rear quarter
—a deviee Porsche imtroduced some time
ago in the Targa model, The 911 is mid-
engined, stashed  just behiwd the seas
(no, it isn't particularly noisy), which
allows  lnggage  comparuments in both
nose and tul. One can stull an extraor-
dinary amount ol gear imo a 911, prob-
ably more than anything clse its size can

ll(((‘ll(.
The 914 /6 is the same body with the
standard  125-hp  Porsche  engine.  It's

faster. quicker and costs a basic S6000
with the fivesspeed manual. Therd's a
littlke more chrome and wider wheels
wearing Tater dires; otherwise, it's not
casy 10 tell the two apart.

Standard, in a body stvle preny much
unchanged since 1966, is the Porsche 911,
available at S6450 to 59450 in three
models designated T, E and S, The dil-
ferences are primarily in the degree of
tming of the [ln-six engine, the cars
variously turning out 2. 175 and 200
hp. Since the cr weighs only 2250
pounds, all three models can be said 10
be more than adequately powered and
they luve top-speed capabilities of 125,
137 and 114 mph. Reasonably driven,
they will deliver 23 1o 26 miles 1o the
gallon—extaordimny  figures for genu-
ine high-performance motorcars. The S,
the competition version, has heen almost
unbeatable in dts class in SCCNA racing
and Porsche is the present holder ol the
World Manulacturers” Championship.

I have owned Porsches since the carly
Filties, and I'm convinced that the Snatt-
gart companv—one of the last family-
owned manulictories, by the way—makes
the best small car. They are supeibly
comfortable, labulous  perlormers  and
really well made. A Porsche never ap-
pears to be trying hard. A lew vears ago,
1 drove one lrom Calus to Monte Carlo
about as fast as it would zo, much ol
the time at night and in rvain, and [
never felt for an mstane that 1 was
pushing it

Porsche no longer markets its own cars
in this country, a new and Lirger dealer
network having been set up by Porsche
Audi; all to 1the good, beciuse a machine
as good as the Porsche deserves coe by
mechanies trained on it The will
soak up an appalling amount ol neglect
and abuse, but it shouldn’t have to.

The Audi marketed dwough the same

ar
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dealerships is 2 medium-priced—S2995
to $3895—Iront-wheel-drive sedan. Audi
is an old firm, founded in 1909 by August
Horch, who also produced a massive
luxury motorcar under his own name.
Hovch's was one of the four firms that
combined 1o make the Auto Union,
16-cvlinder, rear-engined Grand Prix car,
one of two makes—NMercedes-Benz. the
other—that completely dominated imer-
mational racing in the 19505

There are two models of the Audi
sedan. both fowr-cvlindered—the  Super
90 and the 100 LS, 100-115 horsepower.
Both will run just past 100 mph and,
oddly, they show identical gasoline con-
sumption: 26.4 miles to the gallon. The
advantages of front-wheel-drive have be-
come well known in the United States in
the past few vears—Citroén, Oldsmobile
Toronado, SAAB—a flar floor, due 1o
the missing long drive shaft, and good
traction, because the engine weight is on
the powered wheels. The Audis have been
popular in Germany, a good indicator.

Buick dealers handle the Opel GT in
this Aminuiure gran furismo
vehide, sexy-looking and striking. once of
the few automobiles that look good in
bright orange, a color much commoner
in Europe than it is here, for a reason

that escapes me. The top engine is a 102-
hp, [our-cylinder, providing 060 in ten
scconds and 113 mph top speed. The
Opel isn’t the best-handling car in the
world, having an wnbridled wendency o
understeer: that is, o want o taike a
wider curve through a corner than the
amount of steering lock would scem to
dictate. One soon gets used to i, but it’s
something o keep in mind when the car
is being driven [ast. Opel is another
old-line German firm, [amous for compe-
tition cars in the years belore World
War One and remembered by collectors
ol oddball lacts for the first rocket-
pm\'(:r(:tl cwr, which run in 1928, and
quit:kl}'. too—I125 Illl)]l- with Iritz von
Opel himsell ar the wheel.

The NSU company makes a medium
sedan, the RO-80, powcered by a two-rotor
Wankel engine. (To increase Wankel
capacity. the method of choice is not 1o
make the rotor bigger but o add anoth
er unit, as one does eylinders in a recip-
rocating engine.) NSU s about o start
selling the RO-80 in this counnry, now
that it has satished  Federal  emission
standinds, NSU currently markets a three-
model range of small sedans, the 1000C,
1200C and  1200T°T. They are  rear-
engined,  lour  covlinders,  transversely

“Peter and Judy's mommy is helping Daddy take
care of you !omgh!, sweetie, while real Momnn is at
Peter and Judy's house helping Peler and ]rm') s

daddy take care of Peter and Judy.”

mounted.  Modestly  priced—at  around
S2000 to $32500—they are sturdy and
attractive motorcars.

Another new face in this market is the
four-cylinder Capri by Ford of Furope,
being sold by Lincoln-Mercury dealers
at around $2300. A houer version of the
Capri available in Furope houses that
comparative rarity. a V6, and it’s rated at
114 hp. which obviously sufhces. since the
Capri has a 0-60 time of 9.2 seconds. It
weighs only 2380 pounds. The engine has
a potential well past 145 hp, and Euro-
peans who use the car in competition
have taken 200 hp hom it with special
carburctors and cyvlinder heads. And 2
Germun aceessory firm sells a turbosuper-
charger for the Capri. You won't be able
to get this uselul and entertaining device
from your friendly local L-M. dealer,
but il you know anvone who's going to
Germany this summer. . . .

And in the beginning was The Beetle,
the car thar nobody, practically, ever
believed  in. Well,  Ferdinand - Porsche
must have, since he designed . B
there have been some  highly  placed
wrong guessers: the British expert, for
example. who advised his government
not to bother taking the VW as part of
War reparations, because the thing ob-
viously hadn’t a shred of future. The
elves of Wollsburg knew something no
one else knew.

The 1970 bug—you can tell it from
the others by extra cooling slots in the
engine lid—has four more horsepower:
57. You can push it along at 81 mph
now and no longer in peril of the dread-
ed final oversteer, which has long since
been got rid of. Presumably, everyone
knows that the VW now has an optional
automatic transmission, as does the lux-
ury version, the Karmann Ghia. The
squareback and fastback models are long-
er and roomier than last year’s. The
great square-rigged VW bus has a more
comfortable suspension system and all of
them come with four neat litle coupons
good for troubleshooting examinations
in the car's first 24,000 miles. The diag-
nosing, involving 96 tests, is done by a
system ol electronic wonder gadgers (no
more It sounds 1o me like you need a
valve job, mister”™) and each ol the 1100
VW dealers in the country has one.

The eight major firms that form the
German - passenger-automobile  industry
make in all only about 60 models, but the
range is the world’s widest, running as it
does from the Volkswagen, cervtainly the
universal economy automobile, through
the most technically  advanced  high-
performance machines to the supreme
motorcarriage de grand luxe, the 600
Pullman Mercedes-Benz. I you can’t find
a German car that meets your needs,
you're in the market lor a horse.



(continued from page 110)

have the report corrected and a fair one
written and circulated to companies that
had turned him down because of the
carlier report. Since he had very little
money to pay a lawyer for taking on his
case, and there was litde prospect ol a
lnvge damage award 1o justify taking it
on that contingency. lawver alter lawyer
wrned him down. Finally, George per-
suaded an experienced lawyer in a gen-
eral and civilliberties practice to take
his case. The lawyer arranged a meeting
with the manager of the local office of
National Investigators, showed him the
report on George Harris, demanded that
the errors and biased information be
corrected and asked what compensation
would be forthcoming for the injury
done  his dient. The Jocal manager
promised 1o check with the home office.

A month later, the local manager of
National Investigators called George's at-
torney and stated that the item alleging
a dishonorable discharge had been a “ty-
pograplical crror”™ and that it had ap-
peared only on the report that George
had obtained in September 1967, Neithier
explanation sounded likely o George or
his attorney. But the local manager as-
sured the Liwyer that they had “resolved
the problem.” As for the rest ol the
information under  “Reputation.”  the
mamager said that George necdn’t worry
any further. Dissatished, the attorney
asked National Investigators for a letter
stating that the dishonorable discharge
was an erroncous entry and for a copy of
the full report as it would then go out,
to see what corrections had been made,
Several weeks later, National Investiga-
tors sent o letter admining  that the
dishonorable-discharge enury was a tvpo-
graphical evror but refusing o provide a
copy of the correcied report they prom-
ised 1o circulate w potential employers.

At that point, in the fall of 1968,
George's attorney filed suit to recover
damages for the injuries done and to
compel National Investigators to circu-
late a Fair and accurate report (includ-
ing an account of National Investigators'
past ervor). to be inspected by George
Harris and his attorney. National Inves-
tigators filed a general denial of liability,
indicating that it would fight the case.
Because of the delay in gening such a
damage suit 1o court. George now laces a
three-to-lour-vear wait belore his case can
be decided. Meanwhile. he is at the
mercy ol National Investigators; he still
doesn’t know what it may say about
him, in writing or by telephone, should
he apply lor a job with any of the
thousands ol corporations that use its
Nothing in its behavior thus
far gives George reason o wrust its
good intentions or sense ol justice.

SEIVICeS.

1 know George's story  because he
called me for help. He had read a news-
paper account ol testimony I had given
before a Congressional committee inves-
ngating problems of privacy and due
process in the operations of retail credit
bureaus. This led him to my book Priva-
¢y and Freedom. published in 1967, in
which T recommend that individuals be
granted by law a properly defined pro-
cedure for inspecting and  corvecting
their files in such  private derogatory
information  systems. “Look,  Professor
Westin,” George explained o me, “I'm
almost 40 years old. In my industry, no
one hirves salesmen over 40, I I have 1o
wait as long as three or Tour vears for my
case to get through the courts, I'm vir-
wally dead as a salesman, even il T win
money damages. And il my case hecomes
a big public episode. what company will
want to hire a “troublemaker'? Shouldn’t
there be some protection lor people
like me?”

George's problem is far Irom unique;
it affects more than 35,000,000 Americans
today—in  executive. professional. sales
and white-collar jobs—who have  their
careers monitored and molded by pri-
vate personnel investigators. For many
reasons, errors often aop up in these re-
ports; ver the basic procedures ol these
companies inhibit those reported on from
learning whether they have been unfair-
Iy judged and sharply impede cfforts to
correct such errors when detected. Most
important of all. this problem will soon
become [ar more critical than ever, with
the arrival of computerized data banks
and cheap long-distance communicitions
networks, Today. this emerging system is
in the hands of covporations that operiate
without any significant stare or Federal
legislative controls and  with near im-
munity from judicial accountability.

These are serious assertions: let me spell
out my reasons for making them. Though
pre-employment investigations  are  oc-
casionally carried out by personnel ofh-
cinls lrom the emplover's own stafk, most
are conducted by outside firns specializ-
ing in such investigations. Some are large
national companies with olhees located
in cities throughout the United Staes—
firms such as Retail Credic Company,
Fidelifacts, Dun & Bradstreer and Pinker-
ton’s. Retail Credit, for example. though
its name sugeests something quite differ-
ent from what it acally does. devotes
most ol its time o investigations ol
insurance applicants and prospective em-
ployees. By the Late 1960s. it had repre-
sentatives i 1800 locations  in the
United States and Canada, employed 6300
salarted  investigaiors, maintained  an-
rent files on 43,000,000 persons and issued
55,000,000 TCPoOrts Lo some 10,000 custom
ers annually. About 3,500,000 ol these
reports were employment checks and. of
that number, 175,000 ¢ach year
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produce what Retail Credit calls “unlay-
orable information™ about the subject.

Pinkerton’s. founded in 1830, pro-
claims  iself “the dominant name in
investigation—the  world's  oldest  and

largest investigative ageney.” Its anrent
brochure states that it has 78 “security
offices” throughout the United States and
Canada. “Job applications and  personal
references tell only what the applicant
wants known,"” the brochure instructs
potential cusiomers, “Pinkerton’s Person-
nel Investigation service tells the em-
plover all that should be known.” This
mcludes  “occupational history,  present
address, past residences, personal life and
family status, credit and community stand-
ing, cducation, personal relerences, social
athliations, civic activity, court record,
business connections, general reputation
and important additional inlormation.”

Dun & Bradstreet has long done a
thriving business with its “form 98s” on
the business history ol individuals, bue it
also Twnishies a “Personnel Verilication
Repomt™ 1o aid subscribing companics
“in determining  the  qualifications  of
cmplovees by prospective  employers.”
Hooper-Holmes, a0 New  Jersey  [m,
maintains a “National Derogatory File”
on “deadbears” that is widely used by
business: there are 9.000.000 names in
this file. Oue of the other major person-
nel-investizating firms. Fidelilacts, 15 a
franchise-granting operation owned and
operated ~olely by lTormer special agents
ol the FBL with locil offices through-
out the country. The Lgest Fidelifacts
ageney, in the Greater New York area,
reports that it produces derogatory in-
formation in 33 percent ol its investiga-
tions: the Fidelifacts agency in Dallas
puts ity percentage at 27 percent.

Alongside such giants of the investiga-
are dozens, perhaps hun-
dreds of smaller firms. Many of the
nation’s 2200 retailaredic bureaus do
persotmel reports as o side line. Inoa
small community such as Rutland, Ver-
mont, for example, the local credit bu-
reau maintains hiles on GOU0L persons
and sells confidential personnel reports
to cmplovers in the arca, using inlorma-
tion [rom its credit Rles, as well as mate-
vial trmed up by divece inquiries, Files
on 110,000,000 Americans are maintined
by locil bureaus aliltared with the Asso-
cizted Credit Bureauns ol America, and
any member cn utilize this national
network 1o obtain information about an
individual.  Private  detective  agencies
also do an active business - employment
reporting. The New York City clussified
telephone directory lists more than two
dozen  detective agencies  that conduct
pre-employment screening and personned
checks lor businesses.

In addition to firms that focus on
conventional  pre-employment  investiga-
tions. there are some organizations that
provide employers with special “loyalty™

tive indusiry
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investigations  that very few job appli-
cants—or anyone clse—are aware of. Lar-
ly in 1969, the president ol one ol the
nation's most lamous department stores
received a letter from Andrew W. Hunt-
er. ficld director of a well-known radical-
right organization—the Church League of
Americar. The letter warned that “Ameri-
can businessmen are laced with a grave
problem. Ouwr working forces in-
clude more than a Tew radicals, socialists.
revolutionarics, Communists and trouble-
makers of all sorts. The colleges and
schools are educating and training thou-
cands more who will soon be secking
employment.” Though industry screens
applicants for  “their educational  and
professional backgrounds.” Hunter con-
tinued, “livtle if anvthing is done 10
determine  their  philosophy ol Tile.”
Now. the Church League of Americi.
with 32 vyears [ol experience] intensely
researching the activitics ol troublesome
individuals, groups and  publications.”
was ready to offer its services to Ameri-
can management, “Our files are the most
reliable.  comprehensive and - complete.
and sccond only 10 those of the FBIL
which, of course, are not available 1o
vou.” Companies  hiring  the  Church
League ol America would rarely have 1o
worry whether the dangerous-philosophy
material it obtained lvom the League
could “stand up in comrt.” as claiimed. It
would Dbe used seaetly o deny appli-
cts a job without their ever knowing
that Hunter and his bloodhounds were
the cause ol the “Sorry, we Gt use
vou™ decision.

Many  corporations  doing  contract
work with the mihicny sk their regular
personnel-investigating  firms 1o check
into the “security” status ol applicants
who will he working on classibicd Govern-
ment projects. At Congressiomal hearings
in 1969, Scnator William Proxmire quot-
ed from a 1961 inspector’s manual used
by Rewil Credit Company, whidh ex-
plained 1o its employees how 1o write
clear and concise reports on its seourity
personnel  westigations. For example:
“Mr. Bungle, a normal loyal atizen, has
no  known connection with a ‘peace
movement” or any other organization ol
a subversive type.” The president of Re-
tail Credin, W. Lee Burge. told Senator
Proxmure that this wording must have
been “concocted  from  the  post—\Workd
War Two era” and “brought Torward”™
to 1964, Bt he yeathrmed that Retul
Credit does check employees in defense
work 10 see “whether the  individual
has any indication of any  subversive
tendencies, g

An excellent summary of the major
arcas that pre-employment investigators
look into was contained in a speech
delivered  in 1968 by Vincent  Gillen,
president of the Greater New York ollice
ol Fidelifaas. o executives [rom  the
Association ol Stock Exchange Firms. Gil-
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“Well, if you should spot him, give us a call! . . . This
kind of nut can be a real nuisance.”

len wem from a job with The New York
Times imo the FBI for two years during
the Thirties, then spent 12 years as a
personnel  executive with several  large
fums. Alter four years as an associate
professor of management at Hofstra Uni-
versity, he  established  the  Fidehilacts
oflice in New York in 1958 and
headed it ever since. Gillen told  the
brokerage-house  exccutives  that  pre-
cmployment imvestigations turned up em-
plovees who had bad records at previous
jobs. serions eriminal records, drinking
problems. Talsified information on appli-
cations and heavy debts thar made them
likely  prospects for ¢mbezzlement.  as
well as histories of drug addiction and
mental disturbance.

Gillen also desaribed the need o in-
vestigate Usexual deviares,” “Estabhishing
that somcone is @ homosexual s olten
difheule.” he noted. bur 1 like 1o go on
the rule of thumb that il one looks like a
duck, walks ke a duck, associates only
with ducks and quacks Tlike a duck. he is
probably  a duck.”  Employing  homo-
sexuals had “lar-readhing consequences”
for management, according o Gillen,
because they “tend to encourage the em-
plovment of their own type in a com-
pany” and “are subject o blackmail by
the aiminal element.” creating the rvisk
“that they could take advantage ol their
employer's finances.” He conceded that
“these people usually are good workers,
with  above-average " b

has

intelligence.”
whether homosexuals should be hired. he
said, was up 1o the emplover. for proles-
stonal investigators “are fact inders and
not decision makers. All we say oL L s

that vou should know as much as is
rcasonable about people when vou hire
them. so that vou know what vou are
getting.”

Thus, the personnel  investigators,
Large and small, using credit-burean files,
imsurance files, employment-investigation
files and sometimes “dangerous-philoso-
phy” files, maintaim a network ol dossiers
on millions ol Americans working in
the white-collar sector. And this system
of personnel investigating fails o give
those who feel they have been injured by
Faulty reporting a chance 1o learn wheth-
er such is the case and 1o verify the
correction of any  mistakes  discovered.
Clearly. business needs accurate informa-
tion on which 1o make prrsonnel judg-
mems. Few  reasonable persons  would
assert that a amdidate lor employment
should be taken on without his supply-
ing mformation about educational aund
employment background. fimancial status
amd other relevant maners. And few
would maintiin that the prospective em-
ployer should not take steps 10 verily the
sccuracy ol the applicant’s report. Bu
when tens of millions ol reports are
being done annually. mistakes and g
judgments  will inevitably - creep into
some. Yot several basic Tuctors in the
current  personnelreporting system sug-
eest that this industy has let itsell be-
come hostle 1o error correction.,

Time and cost [actors in the indusory
invite trouble with these reports. Investi-
wators sent out to collect facts are gener-
ally low-paid emplovees. Twenty percent
ol Reuul Credit’s staff (the “blue-chip
fum™ of the industry) have no college
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training: 60 percent have had some col-
lege training; and only 20 percent of s
staff have a college degree. The tvpical
employment report costs about S25 and
Retail Credit studies show that its men
average 1114 reports a day. Other firms
state that their “extended reports™ aver-
age from $47 to S82 per applicant: de-
tailed checks on key executives range
from 5200 1o 51000. The low cost ol the
average report—sometimes even less than
$25—creates a strong time pressure on
cach investigator, who must pmdu(:c or
risk a bad ratng. In addition, there is
strong pressure to wrn up unfavorable
information, if the investgator is 1o be
rated a “good digger.” At the Proxmire
hearings, a series ol witnesses who had
worked for Retail Credit or had been
interviewed 1o work there asserted em-
phatically that there was an actual quota
system  for derogatory reports. 1 was
told.” one man said. “that i 1 didn’t
turn in my 15 percent quota of negative
reports, my superiors would probably
investigate my work.”

A Tormer inspector for Retail Credin
in Silver Spring, Marvhnd. 1old the Sen-
ate committee that “the pressure ol the
production quota system 15 so great”
that an inspector cumot take time to

“reconfirm old file material belore in-
cluding it on a new invesugation,” as
company procedures require. He said the
“production quota”™ also encourages a
tendency “not to confirm derogatory in-
formanon with additonal sources.” Simi-
Lir testimony was given by a former
employee ol the Mobile, Alubama, ofhce
of Retail Credit. R. C's president denied
emphatically the cxistence of any pro-
duction quota system or requirement for
turning up derozatory information. But
even though there was no formal require-
ment for a quota, the pressures ol pro-
duction in the local ollices led some
inspectors in the past o believe that
quotas were part ol the system, and em-
plovees conducted themselves accordingly.

Caughe up in this time-cost squeeze, in-
vestigators often cannot live up to their
company’s own stundards {or verilying
unlivorable mlormation. Retail Credit
states that its mvestigators verily vnfavor-
able mlormauion through at least two or
more sources. When it comes from one
source, the company declares that this
datav is either disregarded or specifically
desiznated as such and labeled “uncon-
hirmed.” But none ol this was done by
the company in George Harris” case. The
three key picees ol derogatory informa-

“The next time someone makes a heavy
pass. Miss Wickerly, youve simply got to
do more than go limfr in protest.”

tion, judging from the report itself, came
from only one source. No confirmation
wits obtained. Yet it was presented to all
ol George's prospeaive cemplovers  as
solid field investigition.

A member of a licensing board in a
Southern city told me that his board had
hired the local credit burcau 1o do a
report on each candidate seeking a gen-
eral contractor’s license. A report on one
candidate revealed some highly unfavor-
able [acts about his business record and
his request lor a license was denied.
He asked for a hearing. was told by the
board what the issue was, was able to
prove that the information was iaccu-
rate and was granted the license. But he
had been denied the license for several
months; and the business he had lined
up was seriously affected. All the investi-
gating company said to the concerned
licensing board was that some ervors had
1o be expected in inexpensive reports.

Another lactor in the industry is its
conception of what information it must
seck 1o Tulfill its mission. Many observers
—specialists in buosiness management, as
well as constitutional  lawyers—Dbelieve
that too much of the information collect-
ed is an unnecessiry intrusion into a job
candidate’s personal life. The head of
a mational management-consulting  furm
believes  thart no  hearsay  inlormation
should he sought [rom neighbors or simi
Iar sources; “this is unrcliable informa-
tion,” he savs. Instead. he recommends
that employment reports concentrate on
the key elements of the applicant’s job
history and public record. “His olhcial
arrest-and-conviction record. marriage and
divorce, debis outstanding, previous em-
ployment, evaluations by lormer  em-
ployers—these are things that matter. In
the hands of a good personnel manager,
they tell all o company needs 10 know
about the employee.” He explains that
companies generally seek too much per-
sonal information tday, bhecause  they
hope 1o make a permanent judgment
about an employee’s trustworthiness. He
siays they should realize that a program
ol continuing and sophisticated perlorm-
ance review s the surest way for manage-
ment to prevent dishonesty and reward
abiliy.

“It's silly,™ he feels, “to tarm over 10 a
ST000-a-year investigator such power over
the careers and lives of valuable people.”
Some executives have reached this con-
chision for themselves, alter wving out a
personnel-investigiion: hom. An - editor
ol a leading mawional magazine t1old me
that he ordered a Retail Credit Compa-
nv check on o prospective ciployee. 'The
report went into such personal  detail
about the applicant’s private life that he
decided not 1o nse Retail Credie again.
"1 don’t want 1o know all those personal
things.” he explained.

Behind  these problems in the faca-
gathering processlie the secrecy procedures
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thit keep individuals from knowing that
cmployment reports have altected them.
The basic contract between the investi-
gator and the employer states that in-
formation from the reports and the
identity of the investigative agency may
not be revealed to the person reported
on. In testimony before a House sub-
committee in 168, the president of the
Retail Credit Company said that the
typical individual who finds that he is
heing turned down lor jobs for which
he is qualified will quickly get 1o Retail
Credit for an explanation. since it is
“one ol the largest business-information
sources i the held.” The subcommittee
chairman, Representative Cornelius Gal-
lagher, sharply contested this and point-
ed out that most applicants never know
thar Retal Credit is “in the woods,” since
the subseriber conwract ensures that no
one tells them. Representative Gallagher
mentioned that one man who had con-
ticted  his committee had  spent “ien
years belore he got 1o somebody™ to
learnm who had turned in an unlavorable
employment report on him. And, as we
saw in George Harris” case. even a well-
cducated,  business-trained  salesman
didn’t know, nor even suspect. that an
employment report was sabotaging his
career.

The [act is, Representative Gallagher
remarked. “that o man must make a
series of guesses before he gets to Retail
Credic.” He muost “guess that it s a
report”  that’s  causing  him  difficulty:
“euess that it is somebody  reporting
from the owside: guess thar it may be
Rewil Credit. " The Congressman
added that this was “the basis of a great
number of the complaints we have re-
ceived. that there is just no way of
knowing where these stories come from,
.. . Shouldn’t there be a fairer approach
to this? If there is a problem, what
would be so wrong with the man know-
ing who 10 go 102"

An example ol how the system worked
in one case was provided by Stanlord
Sesser. a Wall Street Journal veporter.
He deseribed the case of a man whose
wile applied for major medical msurance
and was rejected. The husband  visited
the insurance company, but it stuck 1o
its deasion and gave no explanation.
He thought Retail Credit, as the largest
investigator ol insurance  applicants,
might be mvolved and asked for an
interview: he was refused. The attornevs
he consulted advised him thae he had
little chance of loreing disclosure of their
liles il he went to court. “Through con-
siderable expense,” the man says, “and
through a means that I'm not at liberty
1o state. I was able o learn thar my
wile was charged with being an alco-
holic. Yer my wile has never consumed
more than a dozen drinks in the 20
vears of our minriage.”

This failure to promptly correct errors
and distorted reporting is the most im-
portant issue of all. Although even well-
trained investigators can make a mistake,
the basic policy of the employment-
reporting firms is to deny a concerned
individual access to his own report when
he's faced with emplovment problems.
“Fundamentally.” the president ol Retail
Credit has stated, “ic is protection to the
sources of information.” If a report were
opened to the subject. he says, reporting
sources would not be as willing 1o give
information. It would also spread whit
should be confidential data “'too widelv.”
making the report “public information.”
Furthermore, Retail Credit’s presidemt
explained. "We  leel that the whole
business imformation process would be
slowed down and in many cases the cost
would increase drasticallv.” Obviously,
the companies also fear that many law
suits  for damages would result  from
documentation of past errors.

Although these are genuine concerns
by the investigating companies. it is
clear that a careful procedure could be
worked out 1o deal with these problems
with fairmess o job applicant, business:
veporting irm and employer. An appli-
cant for a job should he informed by the
company to which he is applying that a
personnel investigation will be conducied
to verily information on his  applica-
tion with various public-record and pre-
vious emplover sources. The nature and
procedures of the investigation should be
explained to him and he should sign
written consent to this procedure. If the
applicant is not offered a post and asks
whether the emplovment yeport was a
significant factor in the decision. the
emplover should be [ree to answer. If the
applicant wishes to know the name ol
the investigating agency. the employer
should be free 1o supply it

The applicant should also be entitled
to his own report by the agency. He
should be able to have a conference with
the investigating company, to challenge
the accuracy ol items or to present expla-
nations ol items he feels are misleading.
The reporting agency should be required
to indicate to the applicant what changes
of Tact or “subject’s explanations,” if
any, it is prepared o make in the report.
Federal or state legislation should pro-
vide thar if the agency declined 1o
change the report. the applicant would
have two avenues ol complaint: (A) a
proceeding before a public board of re-
view, perhaps one in an existing Govern-
ment regulatory agency or a special board
composed of leading private citizens; and
(B) a right 1o appeal decisions ol the pub.
lic board to the courts, il the individual
believes the decision is not fiirly support
ed by facas and circumstinces. The ap
plicunt would state his case and  the
imvestigaung  company  would be  com

pelled 1o defend and document the accu-
racy of its judgment. It may be necessary,
of course, that a person given access to
his file agree in writing not 1o bring a
damage suit against the reporting com-
pany il errors are found and corrected in
timely fashion. This may seem 1o im-
munize the investigators against respon-
sibility for their mistakes, but the primary
objective in an age ol dossier judgments
about individuals is 1o cnsure access to
files and correction of errors, rather than
to continue the “responsibility-through-
damage-sunt” method, with its long delays
and high costs to litigants.

Were this system installed. the mil-
lions of persons reported on cach year
would know ol the reporting on them
and would be able to challenge accuracy
and context as soon as unlavorable hir
ing decisions were made. There would
be no six- or ten-vear periods ol damage
creating the kind of severe harm  that
cries out for compensatory damage pay-
ments. Many ol the basic features ol this
proposed system are currently embodied
in o bill, passed last November by the
Senate, covering investigations lor credit,
employment  and  insurance  purposes.
Drafted by Senator Proxmire, and en-
dorsed by President Nixon's  Special
Assistant for Consumer Affairs. Mrs. Vir-
ginia Knauer. the Fair Credit Reporting
Act is a major legislative ntem in the
House this year. Similar measures have
been introduced in California and New
York and will probably be sponsored in
several other state legislatures this year,

At stake is whether people or the
machine svstem will emerge as the hasic
unit of value in the data-bank-dominared
era ol the 1970s. In a leuter to
George Harris compared  his situation
with the famous story by Franz Kalka,
Metamorphosis, about a man who sud-
denly finds 1o his horror that he has
turned into a cockroach. The man has
no control over what has happened 1o
him and cannot escape [rom the room in
which he is wrapped. “The mental sufl
feving and  deprivinion 1 felt,” George
wrote, “have made me feel almost sub-
human: each clfort I made 1o extricue
mysell [rom the horrendous mess seemed
to get me in deeper. How do 1 regain
my humanness and dignityz”

I assume that George Harrs, like all
ol us. is not a perlect man. He has his
strengths and his weaknesses and doesn't
believe that he has a constitutional vight
to any particular job. He is prepared to
he judged on his record. But he is vight-
cned and outraged by a system that has
nuide  secret judgments on him. with
false and imperlect informition, and will
not rectify its mistakes. Will millions of
Americans allow themselves to live under
this kind of system? Il we mean 1o do
something about it the time 1s now.

me,




“Mercy! You didn’t save anything for your retirement, did you?”
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE

Write to Janet Pilgrim for the an-
swers to your shopping questions.
She will provide you with the name
of a retail store in or near your cily
where you can buy any of the spe-
cialized items advertised or edito-
rially featured in pLAYBoY. For
example, where-to-buy information is
available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below,
Bather Camnemils  .ovee e innaraans . E |
BER Furmialiles o .. oosevaihiiiigannis
Bulova Watchos .o o vivnimerrsars '
Buxton Loather Goods ; au
Campus Sportswear

Clubman Sportcoats . .
FIal Aulng _ .. oo Ligosi fasaa

Glenn Oaks slacks .. ... o0n i ¥
Hontmann LaEmge .. .o
henwonl Flectromics . B

kRonica Cameras ... ey S
| PR 7 I S SR e e S ] |
FMEAPIOAVBN ool och v i e e e 3859
NEATHG] G CRNITAR & o v S v e b e g i
ChadEn AWIchdy s ndiaranisaiiaz ey
| LT ] T SN S i L
sellsizer Shacks ..., n oo S D
Sheplers Western Clothing ... o 62
Sony Electmamios . . o.o.cosaoo coibon 200
southern Comfort ... .. Following I, 26
1ensor RaCquers .. . ..vivinerinennen . 87
Tex Tan Leather Goods . sy
Timex Watehwes .o oo an L
Van Hewsen Shives ... |
Volkswagen Autos .. L s

Weler Incallexy: Watehes ... .. 105

Use these lines for  information  about
other feamred merchandise.

Miss Pilgrim will be happy to answer
any of your other questions on fash-
jon, travel, food and drink, hi-fi, ete.
If your question involves items you
saw in PLAYBOY, please specify page
number and issue of the magazine as
well as a brief description of the items
when you write.
PLAYBOY READER SERVICE

Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicage, [inois 6uG11

PLAYBOY

[0 3 yrs. for 524 (Save $15.00)
[J 1 yr. for 510 (Save 33.00)
[[] payment enclosed O Lill later

T0O:

name " (please print)

address -
ity siate 21p code no,

Mail to PLAYBOY

Playboy Building, 919 N, Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Illinocis 60611
NG

NEXT MONTH:

FURTHER UP ; : VALLEY DOLLS

“FURTHER ‘UP THE ORGANIZATION’""—A FRONTAL ASSAULT
ON THE ANTEDILUVIAN, INHUMANE AND UNPROFITABLE PRAC-
TICES OF BIG BUSINESS—BY ROBERT TOWNSEND

JOAN BAEZ, THE UNCOMPROMISING FOLK SINGER-PACIFIST,
ELOQUENTLY CONDEMNS WAR, ALL WAR, AND DEFENDS HER NON-
VIOLENT CONVICTIONS IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“RICH MAN’'S WEATHER'"—AN IRONIC STORY OF A DRIFTER'S
ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE HIS VIOLENT PAST—BY IRWIN SHAW

“IBEYOND THE VALLEY'S’ DOLLS"—A NINE-PAGE LOOK AT
THE BIZARRE AND THE BEAUTIFUL IN RUSS MEYER'S EPIDERMAL
SEQUEL TO THE JACQUELINE SUSANN SEXTRAVAGANZA

“MAN AND BEAST"—A REASONED CRITIQUE OF THE FASH-
IONABLE ETHOLOGICAL BELIEF THAT HUMAN BEHAVIOR PARAL-
LELS THAT OF THE LOWER ANIMALS—BY MORTON HUNT

#“SHAPING UP FOR ‘OH! CALCUTTA!Y""—HOW ENCOUNTER
THERAPY PRECONDITIONS PERFORMERS FOR THE THEATER'S
NUDEST EXPERIMENT YET—BY C. ROBERT JENNINGS

“ON LOCATION"—THERE'S SLAUGHTER ON MADISON AVENUE
AS THE ADVERTISING INDUSTRY DESPERATELY FIGHTS FOR ITS
LIFE IN A NIGHTMARISH FANTASY—BY THOMAS BAUM

“pA SEMESTER AT SUPERDRIVER U""—HOW THE TECHNIQUES
TAUGHT AT HIGH-PERFORMANCE DRIVING SCHOOLS CAN BOOST
YOU OUT OF THE AVERAGE-MOTORIST CLASS—BY KEN W. PURDY

“PROJECT SURVIVAL"—SIX THOUSAND COLLEGE STUDENTS
DISCOVER IT WILL TAKE MORE THAN DISCUSSIONS TO RESTORE
THE ECOLOGICAL BALANCE—BY GEOFFREY NORMAN

“EVERYTHING YOU ALWAYS WANTED TO KNOW ABOUT
TELEVISION"—WRY REPLIES TO HITHERTO UNANSWERED
QUESTIONS ON THE BOOB TUBE—BY BEN MASSELINK

“LAST TRAIN TO LIMBO"—NOT EVEN THE DISAPPEARANCE
OF HIS FELLOW PASSENGERS DISTURBS THE SELF-ABSORBED
ANTI-HERO OF THIS EERIE TALE—BY ASA BABER



Blended Scotch Whisky. 86.8 Proof. Imported by Somerset Impgfters, Ltd., New York, N. Y.

" Theluckofthe Scotch.
Johnnie Walker Red

So smooth-world’s best selling Scotch




Gapri.
The first sexy European
under *2300.

Munsfucturers suggested retuil price. Does ot include trunsporintion
churges, douler preparation, if way, stute und local faxes.

There used to be two kinds of imports. Beau-
tiful, sporty and expensive; or plain, dull and inex-
pensive. Now there’s something better than either:
it's beautiful and inexpensive. It's the success car of the
decade in Europe, and now it's available in America
in limited quantities.

Capri offers an extravagant collection of ex-

are usually optional. Radial tires. Styled steel wheels.
Soft vinyl front buckets (red car comes with black
vinyl; other interiors: beechnut [shown], blue and
red). Luxurious carpeting. A European-type instru-

citing features as standard equipment. Features that

ment panel with wood grain effect. Flow-thru
ventilation.

Sound unfamiliar for a low-priced car? It is.

And there’s still more that's standard. Lots of
room for four big adults. Easy maintenance (with lots
of do-it-yourself tips in the owner’s manual). Power
disc brakes up front. Four-speed synchromesh trans-
mission.The kind of gas mileage you'd expect from a
small imported car.

There’s only one word for it. Sexy. And that's
unheard of at less than $2300. Until now.

' e |

Capri Sport Coupe. . ..

LINCOLN-MERCURY
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