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Still watching black & white TV?

RCA makesita
WHOLE NEW BALLGAME!

RCA’s X1-100 is

100% Solid State AccuColor.”
X100 is made to last. We've eliminated
all chassis tubes—prime reasons for
sernvice calls—and replaced them with
solid state circuitry designed fo perform
longer with fewer repairs. Here are

color sets you can count
on...and they're backed
by the best waranty pro-
gram ever!

Each set is built with 12
exclusive plug-in Accu-
Circuit modules. These
AccuCircuits control most set functions,
so most repairs can be done inyour
home more quickly and easily.

Brightest, sharpest color

in RCA history.

Every XL-100 console ond chle model
has RCA's black
matrix picture fube
for vivid lifelike color.
You get color that
won't shift or fade
even after hours

of continuous viewing. And you get that
vivid color and sound the instant you
tum the seton.

The tuning’s a snap.

X-100's advanced tuning
syslem makes color tuning
virtually foolprooft Even if
the kids twiddle with the
color dials, you just press
A8 3 g pbution and beaufiful
oolor snaps back, because XL-100 fea-
tures AccuMatic, RCA's automatic color
monitor that locks color within a normal
range.
Priced right for
every budget.

With over 40 models
fo choose from, 5
there’s an X1-100 .

that's just right for your place.

And your budget. See them today. and
start enjoying all the fun of color TV

e
RCA announces X1-100.
With circuitry designed for
extendedlife!

Backed by RCA’s
Purchaser Satisfaction
warranty!

Here are the basic provisions of our

XL-100 "Purchaser Satfisfaction” wananty
("PS” for shor): If anything goes wiong

with your new set within ayear from the

day you buy it. and it's our fault, we'il pay
your repair bill—both parts and compleie
labor, You canuse any senvice shopinwhich
you have confidence—you don't have to
pick from some special authorized list.

Ifyourselisaportable, youtake itin for serv-
ice.Forlarger sets, yoursenvicemanwillcome
to yourhome. Just presentyourwanmanty reg-
istration card and RCA pays his repair bill.

If your picture tube becomes defective
during the first fwo years we will ex-
change it forarebuilt tube. (We pay for
installation during the first year—you pay
foritin the second year.)

In short, the wananty covers every set
defect It doesn't cover installation,
foreign use, antenna systems or adjust-
ment of customer confrols.

RGN



From the land of
British Racing Green.

Only 24 of the top racing beautifully it functions, and body with rugged, clean lines
drivers in the world are eligible nothing reflects the English and topped off with a couple of
to compete in all International character more inthisregard comfortable reclining seats to

Grand Prix. than the classically British TR-6. sit in it with
More than half of them are . k (The only concession
British. Itis English to the core. to excessive luxury in the car).
In fact, it’s just about all core—

While for many nations, a big, beautifully engineered The classically British TR-6,
racing cars has become a 6-cylinder motor, powering is an utterly straightforward,
national pastime, in England  a sturdy transmission that square-jawed kind of car.
it has grown into a national slides solidly from one gear The kind they don’t make
passion. into another. anymore, anywhere but England.

For the English, cars are A heavy-duty independent = i
a very no-nonsense, unfrilly suspension that can take any- The CIaSSICa“y BrltlSh
business. In a car, they regard thing that any road can dish out. . —
beauty as a function of how All tightly put together in a Tnumph TR-6 @

LEYLAND,

For the name of your nearest Triumph dealer, call 800-631-1971 toll free. In New Jersey, call 800-962-2803.
British Leyland Motors Inc., Leonia, N. J. 07605
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Her first pair of skis. And
he wants them just right. g
The right length.The
right feel. He won'
“have it any other way.
Their cigarette? Viceroy.
They wont settle for less.
Its'a matter of taste.

Viceroy gives you all the taste, all the time.

»
17 mg. “tar12 mg. nicoting av. per cigarette,

FTC Report Nov. 70 © 1971, BROWN & WILLIAMSON TORACCO CORP




PI.AYBII.I. A decayving Italian

city, now blighted by
modern architecural ugliness and beset
by snarling wrafhe, would hardly seem the
place for self-renewal. But in Thanks-
giving in Florence, educator-gssayist John
Clellon Holmes evocatively describes how
Michelangelo's art reafirmed for him the
ivincibility of the human spirit. Thanls-
giinng, along with Holmes's June 1970
PLAYBOY essav, Sce Naples and Live, will
be included in a collection of memoirs
about an extended tour of Europe in the
late Sixties.

At the time Holmes [ound himself
Walking Away from the War—which is
the tentative titde he's given his book—
such apostolic revolutionaries as Daniel
and Philip Berrigan were protesting
Vietnam and the dvalt. Garry Wills, who's
completing a book on changes in the
Church, plumbs the reasons why other-
wise doctrinaire Catholics have been

 MILLER

HOLMES

engaging in radical activity. Wills's in-
sightful analysis in A Revolution in the
Church answers most of the questions we
had hoped to raise in an interview with
the Berrigans, until they were prohibited
from speaking to us by Danbury prison
authorities.

Fortunately, since September 1962,
when we published our first Playboy
Intervew (willl Miles Davis), we've usual-
ly had better luck. In this issue, we pass
the centenary with our 101st interview:
the Beatles' embattled manager, Allen
Klein. Stalf Writer Craig Veuer caught
up with Klein on a 150-loot yacht oft the
coast of Spain. From Davis to Klein, As-
sistant. Managing Editor Muwrray Fisher
has assigned and edited every interview,
dispatching corvespondents to such far-
fung pl:l(:(':' as Lambarénd, French Equato-
rial Africa, to talk with Albert Schweitzer;
a Harlem restaurant to meet with Mal-
colm X; and Penrhyndendraeth, Wales,
to converse with Bertrand Russell. Alter
wading through all the resulting rhetoric
—an awesome total of exacly 1,308.703
words, Fisher swears—he admits he’s in
need of some kind ol therapy.

We don’t know if Dr. Alex Comlort,
divector of gerontological 1esearch  at
University College, Iondon, could give
Fisher any advice, but Comlort does hold
out hope for seckers ol eternal youth. In
To Be Continued, he explains how dra-
matic new methods for delaying the aging
process could move man a few steps
closer to immortality.

In this month’s fiction pages, three
highly acclaimed authors make their
rraysoy debuts. England’s Doris Lessing,
who's currently writing her wenth novel,
The Summer Before the Dark, provides
us with the chilling Report on the
Threatened City. Colombian writer Ga-
briel Garcia Nirquez offers a fantasy/
parable, The Handsomest Dyowned Man
in the World, manslated by National
Book Award winner Gregory Rabassa.
Also a winner—of the top prize at this
year’'s Ninth International Science Fiction
Festival in Trieste, Traly, for his novel
Hauser’s Memory—Curt Siodmak tells a
grisly tale of The Thousand-Mile Grave.
Already [amiliar to our readers, Paul
Theroux makes his [ourth pLAYBOY con-
wribution with the ironic story Dog Days.

Il dog days or vour own shortcomings
arc slowing your climb up the corporate
ladder, take a crack at Playboy's Execu-
tive Quiz and see if you really measure
up for the management game. Top abil-
ities in a basketball game, though, can be
more of a drawback than an asset, ob-
serves former Associate Editor Lawrence
Linderman in The Tom McMillen Affair.
Il the action on the basketball courts is
fast and furious these days, it's more so in
our courts of law, according to veteran
film critics Arthur Knight and Hollis
Alpert in Sex in Cinema—I1971. “With
the growing number of ‘obscene’-movie

cases,” says Knight, “I could probably
make my living appearing as an ‘expert
witness.” " Another veteran of censorship
trials, author Henry Miller, expresses his
views on everything from pornography
to ping-pong in The Life and Times of
Henry Miller, which will appear in a
memoir to be published this month by
Playboy Press.

A sexplicit version of Cinderella has
yet to hit the stands, but Dan Posin
gives it a provocative new(s) slant in
And Now, Direct from Fairy Godmother
Headquariers, illustrated by Pat Dypold.
And direct from a bluegrass lestival, Staft
Writer David Standish reports on a
Shenandoah Breakdown. Add 1o all this
an eve-opening pictorial of Retiring Per-
sonalities, photographed by J. Frederick
Smith, plus much, much more, and we
think you'll agree there's a great deal to
be thankful for this November.

SIODMAKR

DYPOLD

FISHER SMITH
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What makes a
Ballantine’s Loyalist?

d /
LN
o\“d .
'i:l

"

.a. .
—
-

“The taste.”
“The taste.” B

Ay

“The taste.”

N
N Dty ;

il

e

» 4 % ~ Il\ |
~ Qe = |
“eun U vRLL ‘.'
“A

J

R

T'he more you know about Scotch,
the more loyal you are to Ballantine’s.

HINEST BLENDED
SCOTCH WILSKY

[ 9 ° = v
' ne s t BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND, BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY.
B6 PRODF. IMPORTED BY “21" BRANDS, INC. N.Y.
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Picture by the artist.

Robert Meehan's eye spotted the trolley only seconds before the picture was made. The
broken glass attracted him first. Then the little girl came into view. Without taking his eye
away from the viewfinder, he set the lens opening and the shutter at 1/500th second.
When the trolley rumbled directly in front of him, Robert was ready. Click. Lighting:
afternoon haze.

Portrait of the artist.

An 18 year old freshman at the School of Visual Arts in
New York City, Robert Meehan is basically a street
photographer. For him people have more life than still-
lifes. “Capturing people at the right moment takes a fast
handling camera, fast thinking, and sometimes, a fast

;&I pair of legs".
Part of the artist.

The Minolta SR-T 101 doesn’t become an obstacle between you and your creativity.
Both shutter speed and lens opening indicators are in the viewfinder. So you
can frame, focus and adjust exposure without looking ¥

away. Nothing interrupts your photographic stream of L F N Fe
. - o i o pninclla | =
consciousness. The Minolta SR-T 101 (shown) starts T

around %260, depending on normal lens, The Minolta ==Ther

SR-T 100 is priced around $220. The **M™ tag attached £
1o Minolta SR cameras assures you of a full two-year
warranlty, in accordance with the terms of the U.S.A.
warranty registration packed with the camera. Find out
more, Write to Minolta Corporation, 200 Park Ave, So.,

N.Y., N.Y. 10003,
Minolta

Where-To-Buy-li? Use REACTS Card — Page 223,
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1972 Mercury Cougar XR-7
What other cars call “luxury extras” is everyday standard equipment with us.

B In Mercury Cougar XR-7, we don't
relegote all the finer things in life
to the option list.

Hi-back front buckets with
natural groin leather seating sur-
faces are standard.

So are tachometer, trip odom-
eter, ammeter, oil gauge, and tog-
gles that activate auxiliary systems
—all set into a fascia with the look
of cherry woodgrain.

Performance standards in-
clude 351 cubic-inch V-8 engine
and 3-speed floor shift. Plus racing
mirrors and sequential furn-signals.

Cougar XR-7. The luxury-
sports car that doesn’t make all its
best ideas extra-cost optians.

Better ideas make better cars

MERCURY
LINCOLN-MERCURY DVISON @



SMIRNOFF® VODKA. 80 & 100 PROOF. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. STE. PIERRE SMIRNOFF FLS. (DIVISION OF HEUBLEIN.Y 21971, HEUBLEIN, INCORPORATED. HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT.
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Sometimes - ﬂ“-

the soft, slow moments of life
get buried in the work-a-day
hassle. And it takes a private,
slow-motion sort of day to dig
them all up again. There’s a
Do Not Disturb sign out to
the rest of the world, maybe
the phone off the hook, and
Salty Dogs for two. Salty
Dog—anicy blend of Smirnoff
and grapefruit and orange
juices, with a pinch of salt.

gmimoﬁ—

leaves you breathless*
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LOVE AND MARRIAGE
Morton Hunt did a good job on The
Future of Marriage (PLAYBOY, August).
He writes well and he does his home-
work. He is familiar with scientific sources
and his work combines good judgment
with empathy. His resulting products are
invariably excellent.
John F. Cuber
Professor ol Sociology
Ohio State University
Columbus, Ohio

Hunt’s article is a well-documented,
objective account of some of the advan-
tages and difficulties of nonmonogamous
alliances. I am always amazed at his rare
ability, as a professional writer, to equal
and often surpass the standards of many
sociologists, psychologists and other writ-
ing professionals.

Albert Ellis, Ph.D

Institute for Advanced Study
in Rational Psychotherapy

New York, New York

Whether or not Hunt realizes i,
American marriage is in trouble. His
circumlocution suggesting that marriage
is only changing is neither explanatory
nor helpful. Most people enter marriage
with the hope and expectation that the
commitment will last a lifetime. Divorce
represents a failure of that expectation
and Hunt ignores the depth and range
of the feclings of failure experienced by
many millions of people who undergo
divorce. When Hunt states that divorce
is a “healthful adaptation.” he shows
limited recognition of personal dynamics.

Howard B. Lyman. P’h.D.
Associate Professor ol Psychology
University of Cincinnati
Cincinnati, Ohio

Hunt has written a critically acclaimed
book on the subject of divorce, “The
World of the Formerly Married.”

In The Fulure of Marriage, Morton
Hunt demonstrates an astute ability lor
defining the intricacies of present-day
marriages, Of particular interest is the
manner in which he tlks about that
most ‘‘despicable” of transgressions—in-
fidelity. Though infidelity often leads to
divorce courts, for many a marriage it
has been the preservative. Those who

cling to the status quo interpret mod-
ernization of an institution such as mar-
riage as an evil that leads to social
decadence. But, as Hunt defily puts ir,
monogamous unions will survive change
—not in the same form but shaped to
better serve future generations according
to their nceds of expressing love.

John P. Sullivin

Family Counselor

Scituate, Massachusetts

If one thinks of group marriages as
embodying the kind of sexual sharing
of an Onecida Community, one held to-
gether by religious precepts, or the shift-
ing-sands situations that prevail in many
contemporary communes, then Hunt's
fear of the instability of group relation-
ships is justified. Group marriages of this
kind will disintegrate not only because of
jealousy but because the individuals have
sacrificed the deep intimacy and com-
munion possible in the one-to-one sexual
act. However, there is stll an urgent
need to explore marriage and group re
lationships, along with the dynamics of
all kinds of interpersonal associations.
But the only possible way to accomplish
this is to provide the kinds of environ-
ments that would make it possible for
such groups to [unction. If Masters and
Iohmn:l can study human beings copu-
lating, we ceru unI) should be [ar enough
advanced to educate pu;p]r: to live in
the kind of future that is knocking on
our door.

Bob Rimmer
Quincy, Massachusetts

Rimmier is the author of “The Harrad

Experiment” and “Proposition 31

Marriage pretends to be scientific hut
15 really a puton for naive readers. What
Hunt is discussing is various types ol
settings for sexual fun and games. What's
missing? Only the fact that mariage is—
and historically has been—a cultural
convenience for the status placement
and socialization of the young. The ful-
fillment of a love relationship is a com-
paratively new historic development [or
marriage. 1L anything, what has changed
marriage is the pill and the acceptance
of clitoral orgasm. I surmise that none of
these developments can be exactly pleas-
ing to men; but it was man who wanted
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the marriage conwract in the first plice
—not to confirm love or cement relation-
ships but to guarantee the legitimacy of
his child, so that his offspring would in-
herit sole ownership of his worldly
possessions.

Our social patterns are not necessar-
ilv based on our biological structure.
Hence, it is sophomoric for Hunt to
deal with sexual mores as the be-all and
end-all of the institution of marriage. If
we look lor our sexual pleasures where
we find them (as we have always doune,
in [antasy if not in fact). then marriage
could be more insightfully discussed as a
social invention that can transform a
biological organism into a social human
being. Hunt's article, by viewing mar-
riage primarily as a [acilitator for casy
and evenwually boring  copulation,  lo-
cused neither on form nor on process
but rather on fad and fancy.

Dr. Edna O. Meyers
Chicl Psychologist

Ciry College of New York
New York, New York

The Future of Marriage deserves to be
read by all who wish o be childish
enough to enter a prolonged personal
arrangement without ever bothering to
discuss, define or specifly the terms of the
relationship as adult individuals, Though
people are ice to define the boundaries
of their relationships, it is absurd to
think that such an alliance without any
mutually understood definitions of bene-
fits and responsibilities 15 similar to one
based upon a mutually agreeable contract
of marriage,

W. will
Santa Ana, California

Hunt's articdle is a breath ol fresh air.
As long as humans come in two sexes,
marriage will endure. But the notion
that a cohabitation contract suited to
primitive nomads will also suit New
York apartment dwellers or Towa farm-
ers is not merely silly, it's disastrous
—a social Procrustean bed. To try to
force everyone to use the same contract
is even more painful (take a look
around you) than it would be to try to
force everyone to wear the same size
shoe. Nevertheless, our legislatures and
our churches keep on blindly insisting
that there is one and only one “shoe
size” in marriage—and 1 fear that they
will continue to do so, despite Hunt's
cool and judicial analysis. But this can
be said for almost every sort of mar-
riage: For most of uvs, it beats the hell
out of living alone!

Robert A. Heinlemn
New York, New York

Highly vegarded science-fiction wriler
Robert Heinlein has writlen the classic
“Stranger in a Strange Land” and, most
recently, “I Will Fear No FEvil.”

MURDER IN THE MIND'S EYE
Ray Bradbury's My Perfect Murder
(rLavBOY, August) is a gom. 1 know of
no other writer on the American scene
who can conjure up the sights and
smells of growing up in a small town as
well as Bradbury. The scuttle ol dry
leaves down the quiet streets, the aching
loneliness of adolescence, the ratile of
pebbles against your windowpane an-
nouncing the arrival of [riends—he re-
members them all and, more importantly,
matkes you remember them as well.
William Harris
Houston, Texas

MC GOVERN IN 722
In the August Playboy Interview, Sen-
ator George McGovern reveals himself as
a sensitive individual who combines the
logic of a scholar with the understanding
and compassion desperately needed in
these times ol national despair, polariza-
tion and alienation. He addresses him-
sell to the problems of the United States
with great insight, recognizing the fact
that the simplistic, misleading and olten
politically expedient approaches of the
Nixon Administration are inadequate to
the challenges that we [ace in the Seven-
ties. As one who will be exercising the
voting [ranchise for the first time in 1972,
may [ join with Senator McGovern in his
belief—and my fervent hope—that one
person can make a difference?
Randy Haddock
Culver City, California

Really, fellas, if you're going to do an
interview, you should do a rcal one. To
put someonc up against Senator George
McGovern as ideologically compatible as
Milton Viorst only raises more questions
than are answered. For example, the
Senator is allowed to categorize com-
munism as just “anothér economic sys-
tem,” voice sympathy for the Viet Cong
and the North Vietnamese, indulge in the
most banal kindergarten Marxist rhetoric
and accuse the President of the United
States of Dheing a war criminal, without
even the most perfunctory [ollow-up ques-
tions by your interviewer. When you in-
vite Senator Edmund Muskie to be an
interviewee, I'd like to ask the questions.

John D. Lolton, Jr.
Republican National Committee
Washington, D. C.

It is intriguing that Senator Mc
Govern should evaluate his very [ormi-
dable opponents J. Edgar Hoover and
Richard Nixon from a psychological
point of view. His statements regarding
Hoover’s “paranoia’” and Nixon's back-
ground in a less than “compassionate
family” puzzle me. Why doesn’t he con-
fine his opposition to politics? Why does
he feel it necessary to attack the psvches
of his opponents? McGovern appears to
be a man whose [aith in the substance
of his own thinking is insufficient and

who [eels that by obscuring his antago-
nists” claims to membership in the well-
adjusted and stable elite, he has somehow
enhanced his own position. Amateur psy-
chologist McGovern's perception of real-
ity hurts him.

James Reichardt

Lombard, Illinois

I share the Senator’s concern for the
conduct of American loreign policy as
well as for the quality of life in the
United States, but my perspective on
several matters differs with his. In 1968,
President Nixon promised to end the
war in Vietnam on honorable terms.
Since his election, he has scaled down
the number of U.S. troops in Vietnam
from the 543400 level under Me-
Govern’s Democaratic President to 220,100
and has promised the withdrawal of
most of the remainder by the end of
1972. In addition, through continuous
negotiation, the Nixon Administration
has helped prevent the Arvab-Isracli con-
flict from escalating into a major war.
Nixon's attempts to initiate an cra of
peace by bargaining from swength, as
opposed to confrontation. has led to the
SALT talks and the rapprochement with
mainland China. 1 question the wisdom
ol McGovern's proposal to  suspeid
ABM and MIRV deployment while the
U.S. is operating so successfully in the
international arena. The recent break-
through in strategic-arms  negotiations
would not have been possible, 1 feel, il
the United States did not have an arms
system adequate 1o the Soviet challenge.
Contrary to  Senator McGovern's  as-
sertion, President Nixon 1s concerned
about the poor. His concern manilested
itsell in his proposal for wellave reform.
Furthermore, his economic policies have
begun to decrcase inflation, which espe-
cially puts the poor and citizens living
on a fixed income at a disadvantage.
Thus, he is also curing the major domes-
tic problem left by his Democratic prede-
cessors. Il McGovern would keep to his
Senate duties and offer more support 1o
our Government, perhaps we could cure
other problems in our socicty resulting
from 40 years of Democratic dominance.

Representative Clarence J. Brown
U.S. House of Representatives
Washington, D. C.

McGovern’s views on the European
satellite  nations  are quite  wise. A
popular misconception in America is
that the daily [reedoms that are so com-
monplace there are denied o Yugoslavs
and inhabitants of other Communist na-
tions. For this reason, Americans have
favored a tough forcign policy toward
the Soviet Union. Senator McGovern is
one of the few American leaders to
realize the importance of peacelul coex-
istence between East and West. Yugo-
slavs want peace in which to enjoy the
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freedoms we really do have. A good
example of those freedoms is being able
to read PLAYBOY.
Lario Casteja
Pula, Yugoslavia

As a former Special Assistant to Presi-
dent Johnson, 1 must take issue with
an impression created by Semator Mc
Govern. He claims that the former
President was “isolated from reality by
ambitious assistants” and accepts as gos-
pel the interviewer’s own statement that
President Johnson isolated himself “from
diverse opinion.” Senator McGovern
should know better. Certainly, an exami-
nation of the documents in the L.B. J.
Library in Austin, Texas, would disclose
that Johnson's assistants did provide him
with diverse opinions on every imaginable
topic. Moreover, many of them cnsured
that the President was informed directly
by the holders of such diverse opinions.
For example, a delegation of the leading
members of the faculties of Harvard,
MIT and Radcliffe went to Washington
for a day to express their views on the
war in Vietnam to the top people in
State and Defense. They spent the eve-
ning in a twohour session with the
President. There he heard views critical
of his policy and discussed his views
candidly with this distinguished group
of critics. Hundreds ol journalists with
opinions at variance with those of the
President met with him informally and
none of the sessions in which I partici-
pated reflected anv desire by anvone to
pull punches. In addition, the President
met twice each month, on an off-the-
record and informal basis, with small
groups of ambassadors; and I can assure
you that the discussions, although cour-
teous and respeciful, were often heanted.
Johnson was a continual watcher of news
tickers and programs and an avid news-
paper reader; he never canceled a sub-
saription to a newspaper that criticized
him. All of this and more should have
been known to anyone as well placed as
Senator McGovern. His suggestion that
Lyndon Baines Johnson could be *“cor-
rupted” by flattery, helicopters, Secret
Service and secretaries 1s too laughable
for further comment.

E. Ernest Goldstein
Paris, France

After reading your interview with
Senator George McGovern, I agree with
him on two points. We don’t nced the
SST and, yes, as he says himsell, it
would be nice if he had a few more
exciting qualities. The interview was
boring.

J. Bruce Monson
Denver, Colorado

BIKE TOWER
I read with greatr interest your Au-
gust article on The Bike Boom. 1 have

recently introduced the Bicycle Trans-
portation Act of 1971, which would
allow states and communities to use
Highway Trust Fund moneys for the
development of bicycle lanes and paths.
‘The bill also provides for the construc-
tion of bicycle shelters, parking [acilities
and traffic-control devices. When running
for mayor in 1965, William F. Buckley,
Jr., proposed a bicycde lane running
down Second Avenue in New York City.
Time has caught up with his idea. We
should implement it now and also add
a lane running up another avenue for
return. Bicycles are a clean, quiet, cfh-
cient mode of wavel, and T am happy
to sce that your magazine devoted three
pages to what could be a start to solving
our massive transportation and pollution
problems.

Representative Edward I. Koch

U. S. House of Representatives

Washington, D. C.

SHEP STRIKES AGAIN
To all of us who have had the du-
bious privilege of attending boy-scout
camp, Jean Shepherd's The Mole People
Battle the Forces of Darkness (pLAYBOY,
August) certainly brought back Dbitter-
sweet memories. Whether it was the
“automatic” second-class citizenship of a
new Chipmunk or the “[unny thing” in
the lake with the suckers. his story had
me clutching my sides in convulsive
laughter while, at the same time, swatting
at nonexistent mosquitoes. Many thanks
for a nestalgic return to the poison-ivy,
Kool-Aid, Lucky Sirike, corned-beel-hash,
Nabisco-waler, [our-holed-latrine world of
summer camp.
J. Mike Laverde
Houston, Texas

HADLEY'S VIETNAM
Arvthur Fladley's commentary on men
and their problems during the wind-
down of this diflicult Asian war, Good-
bye to the Blind Slash Dead Kid's
Hooch (rLavsoy, August), was outstand-
ing. Any man, from private 1o gen-
eral, who has been in Vietnam will
certainly appreciate this account from a
man who obviously knows the score,
These days. when the preoccupation
seems to be with placing blame for the
war or expounding on the futility of it
all, it is relveshing to hear from one who
empathizes with those most intimately
involved. “This gentle obsolescent breed
of heroes” appreciated Hadley's risking
his own life during his search for trath
and, more significantly, admires his ac-
curate identification of the problems here.

Ist Lt. Ken Howell

APO San Francisco, California

Regardless of the morality of the war,
to sce the whole picture of Vietnam
from the eyes of the grunt lorces one to
feel compassion for everyoue there. All
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I've heard is a condemnation of our
involvement; ve heard very liule sym-
pathy for the grunt, who is wying to
remain a human being, trying to see the
right and wrong of things while he is
there and trying to believe that what he’s
doing is eventually going to create some-
thing better for the Vietnamese. Mean-
while, it seems like everyone in the
U.S. shits all over him and calls him a
murderer. I know; I came back nine
months ago.

Cpl. Robert A. Dresslar, U.S. M. C. R.

San Luis Obispo, California

It is impossible to read Goodbye to
the Blind Slash Dead Kid's Hooch with-
out sadness about the story told and
respect for the teller. At a time when the
news media are so much under attack, 1t
is uselul to have a reminder of what fine
reporting can be.

LEdwin Newman
NBC News
New York, New York

Arthur Hadley's article is a disservice
to Americans and to the Army. I know:
I was in Vietham and Thailand for 18
months during the same period that he
spent his limited time there. To make
his point, Hadley used untruths and
painted a picture that gives a very mis-
leading impression of the situation and
the military forces in Vietnam.

The caricature of the battalion com-
mander at the fire base “deep in the
jungle” is unbelievable, as is the refer-
ence to the company he took over in
Korea—"in contact with the enemy . . .
captain had simply disappeared . . . first
sergeant was drunk . . . only one of the
nine squads on guard awake.” No such
company in contact with the enemy ex-
isted in Korca. I know: 1 was there for
12 months.

And the colonel, whom the author said
he had known since Korea: A man torn

. against this war since the beginning
. . . relieved from one important assign-
ment because of his opposition to the
war. . . . Now he is finally on the list 1o
make general.” Ridiculous! Such people
are not sclected for promotion to general-
officer rank in the military service, nor
would they be selected for top rank under
related circumstances in business or the
prolessions, nor in the church or any
other walk of life. And, quoting the colo-
nel: “But Christ, it don't amount to no
morc than pissin’ on a forest fire” and
“Ain’t doctors human?” Colonels simply
do not talk like that—bad grammar is not
used by individuals selected for top rank.
Such a person normally holds a master’s
degree, is necessarily educated in mili-
tary pmchSion:il oflicers” schools, etc.
Again, Hadley dishonestly paints a sor-
did picture of the military. Everyone he
quotes is against the war—the “‘young
general,” the “colonel known a long

time,” the licutenant colonels, the majors,
the capl.ains. the N.C. Os. the enlisted
men. Come, now—the great majority
will talk just as strongly in the other
direction. The author knew the impres-
sion he wanted to create before he
wrote, then provided “quotes” to back
this impression up. Why do we have
journalism like this? Why can't we get
an unprejudiced appraisal of what is
going on?

Maj. Gen. J. F. Kirkendall, U.S. A, F.

Norfolk, Virginia

I read Arthur Hadley's article with
great interest and found it a most ex-
wraordinarily accurate piece of reporting.

Robert A. Lovett
New York, New York

Lovelt was Assistant Secretary of War
for Air from 1941 through 1945 and
Secretary of Defense from 1951 through
1953,

Having read and reread the article by
Arthur Hadley in your August issue, [
must express my admiration to the one
writer who has captured the true feeling
of the guys who spent the best years of
their lives in a worthless cause. I spent
11 months as a tank crewman and eight
months as a scout helicopter gunner in
Vietnam, and I consider myself qualified
to assure anyone who hasn’t been there
that Hadley has given a bull’seye portrait
of the soldier’s war in Viernam.

Sgt. David C. Decker
Fort Hood, Texas

The article on Vietnam is an excel-
lent piece of reporting and most welcome
in light of the plethora of inaccurate
and biased reports that have surfaced as
a result of My Lai. But I must take ex-
ception to one statement in the story.
The "AK-47, a . . . major find that can
be taken home” is somewhat deceptive,
since it implies that any soldier who has
one can take it home with him. Although
it has been done, the military Customs
and U.S. Treasury Department would
object strenuously to possession of this
fully automatic weapon unless you
happened to be a licensed collector.

Robert L. Nields, Jr.
Ruidoso, New Mexico

Beyond the power of Hadley's story
and the [act that one reader, at least,
was deeply moved are implicitions con-
cerning  the well-being of GIs yet to
serve. General Gemge Marshall once
stated that an undisciplined military is
little more than a menace. As was
reported by most major media, Colo-
nel David Hackworth’s resignation con-
demned the Army for its operational
ineptitude and the senseless subjugation
of “the tradition of the heroic leader”
for the sake of producing military *man-
agers” lor “automated warfare.” And in
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Just look at this great selection of recorded
entertainment—now available in your choice
of 8-Track Cartridges OR Tape Cassettes
OR Reel-to-Reel Tapes! So no matter which
type of stereo tape playback equipment you
now have in your home—you can take ad-
vantage of this special introductory offer
from Columbia House!

To receive your 5 tapes for only $1.00, just
fill in and mail the postpaid application card
provided. Indicate which type of recorded
music you prefer . . . cartridges, cassettes,
or reel tapes . . . and your five selections
will be sent upon enrollment. Also be sure
to indicate the field of music in which you
are mainly interested—in order to help us
serve you better.

As a member you will receive, every four
weeks, an informative music magazine—de-
scribing the regular selection for the month,
and scores upon scores of alternate selec-
tions from every field of music.

How to order. If you do not want any selec-
tion in any month—merely return the special
card by the date specified. If you want only
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offered. And from time to time, we will offer
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tinue, you will be eligible for our generous
bonus plan—which can save you at least
33% on all your future purchases! This is
the most convenient way possible to build a
stereo tape collection at the greatest sav-
ings possible! So don't delay—mail the post-
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the midst of the fraggings, drug abuse,
needless battlefield losses and installa-
tion gangsterism, the best men die, re-
sign or, perhaps, because of fear for life,
limb or career, become something less
than what history suggests they should
be. The prospect of producing a mili-
tary incapable of fighting anything other
than a nuclear war is unacceptable.

Ken Breman

Canoga Park, California

VIN EXTRAORDINAIRE
Joseph Wechsberg's Champagne Coun-
fry (rLAYBOY, August) has done a superh
job in furthering knowledge of the
world’s finest wine.
W. ]. Schieffelin 111, Chairman
Schicffelin and Company
Wine and Spirit Importers
New York, New York

Though Wechsherg’s article provided
an excellent review of French cham-
pagne, I feel that it slighted our Ameri-
can version. Champagne should not be
judged solely on the basis of the label—
and, unfortunately, some people are still
misled into needlessly paving higher
prices for meve prestige. The taste and
quality of American champagnes have
been proved at winetastings. Here we
can supply quality wines at lower cost,
because technological advantages not
yet adopted by most foreign wineries
provide more efficient ways of processing
the grapes and greater control over the
interblending of vintages: hence, con-
sistency is assured in every production.

J- Myron Bay, President
Mogen David Wine Corporation
Chicago, Illinois

RASHOMON REVISITED
Three Sinners in the Green Jade
Moon (rLAveoY, August) is one ol the
most adroit twists on the Rashomon
theme that I have ever read. Robert
Sheckley is a very clever short-story writer
whose appearances in pLaysoy I always
look forward to. He has a sparseness of
characterization and a smoothness of
style—without being slick—that any
writers must envy. If I were teaching
short-story writing in college, Sheckley
would get at least an hour or two of class
time. The man's stories resemble the
works of a fine Swiss watch.
James Wilson
Boston, Massachusetts

RACQUET SQUAD

Pancho Gonzales’ Nel Assels in your
August issue was quite informative. As a
fellow tennis prolessional, I'm asked the
same questions constantly and the great
majority of them concerning equipment
were certainly satisfactorily answered by
Pancho. He has been, is now and always
will be my idol (his temper notwith-
standing), even though the last time we

played, he won—which cost me $7500.

He’s the greatest player who ever lived.
Arthur Ashe
Washington, D. C.

DISPUTED HORSE RACE
The artide $558/42 a Second by

Richard Rhodes in your August issue is
a masterful piece of in-depth reporting
on quarter-horse racing, of the feel, the
color, the glory, the intense emotions of
love and disappointment—and why quar-
ter-horse racing has its special fascination
and will endure for a long time.

Nick Jemas

National Managing Director

Jockeys' Guild, Inc.

New York, New York

Rhodes’s article vividly captured the
most famous and the richest of all
quarter-horse races—the All American
Futurity at Ruidoso Downs, New Mexico.
And, even more, he scratched beneath
the surface to find the whys and where-
fores of the people and even the horses
involved. Rhodes did a commendable
job.

Don Jones, Executive Secretary
American Quarter Horse Association
Amarillo, Texas

You recently published a marvelous-
ly incompetent tale concerning New
Mexico, for which we are moved to
express our deepest appreciation. We
refer to the piece describing that annual
fiasco—held in New Mexico for the bene-
fit of Texas—the quarter-horse futurity
at Ruidoso Downs. The account con-
tained more inaccuracies about our state
than we have been able to plant in Texas
newspapers during several years of trying.
It 15 our mission to convince the rest ol
the world that New Mexico is composed
almost entirely of blasted deserts, scorched
earth and barren mesas, with only a few
billboards to break the monotony. But
the author missed the high incidence of
bubonic plague, the likely eruption of
tectonic activity along the Rio Grande
trough faule at any minute, savage Indi-
ans and highway bandits.

This is a fragile environment and the
forested mountains and streams of the
northern part of the state cannot sup-
port any more people. Texans are our
worst enemies, as they descend on us
annually in droves. We don’t blame
anyone for wishing to escape from that
state, but we try to encourage them to
vacation in Colorado instead. It is in
this light that we express our considera-
ble glee at your story. Many thanks and
keep up the good work.

Arnulfo Arias C. de Baca
Castaneda Y Pino, Chairman

New Mexico Undevelopment
Commuission

Albuquerque, New Mexico



TheDingo Man.
He’sno ordmary
Joe.

Boots are his thing.
They’re part of his image. X
He knows just how to wear boots. With style.
He knows when to wear them too.
Whenever he feels like it. But don’t try to con
The Dingo Man into a boot made

by a shoemaker. His boots are real.

The label inside all of them reads “Dmgo 2 8
If you don’t believe us, ask any girl
Joe Namath knows.

For store near you, write:

Acme Boot Co., Inc., Dept. PL. 91,
Clarksville, Tenn. 37040.
A subsidiary of Northwest
Industries, Inc.

From Acme.@@ The World's Largest Bootmaker.

-,



What a good time for all the good things of a Kent.
Mild, smooth taste —exclusive Micronite filter.
i\

King size or Deluxe 100’s.
.

5 =
b8

# o
Kings: 16 mg."tar” S0
10 mg. nicotine; ©

100°s: 19 mg. "tar” |
1.2 mg.nicotine |

av. per cigarette, |

FTC Report f _ .
Nov.70. Enter the*Footbalk © Losillard 1971

ent Contest" atyour local dealer.

&



PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

-« “'"

PLA ]

i

-

4

ey TREY

Om: of the more dubious honors
we've received is a lifetime member-
ship in the John Dillinger Died for You
Society—our reward for having pub-
Lished some letters from readers debating
the supposed sexual prowess of that late,
great bank robber. The J.D.D.F.Y.S,
is, of course, mostly a put-on, founded
about five years ago by a mvsterious and
no-doubt-pseudonymous Dr. Horace Nai-
smith. But the society has supplied us
with enough lore and literature to arouse
our interest in the subject; so when we
learned that a TV crew was in Chicago to
film a documentary on Dillinger for CBS,
we donned our best shiny double-breasted
blue-serge suit, snapped down the brim of
our spiffy gray fedora and sidled over to
the old Biograph Theater, where the ac-
tion was. For right outside the Biograph,
on the sweliering Chicago night of July
22, 1934, Dillinger had been betrayed by
Anna Sage (the “Woman in Red”) and
bushwhacked by lurking G men.

While the hilm crews were setting up,
we collared Harry Hogan II1 of Wolper
Productions and asked him why Dil-
linger, of all people, was picked to lead
off a series of historical specials called
“Appointments with Destiny,” which was
inspired by a successful special last season
on Abraham Lincoln. Hogan introduced
us to producer-director Nick Webster
and the two, while shouting orders into
walkie-talkies, put us straight. Dillinger
wasn't simply a bad-ass gunman who
finally got nailed by the Feds. To a few
million Depression-weary Americans, his
sensational bank jobs, his impossible
escapes and his impudent style all com-
bined to make him a popular antihero
and a symbol of his times. And this, ac-
cording to Webster, is what the series is
all about. It's not documentary in the
sense ol relying solely on nmration and
old newsreels; it combines these with
carelul restaging of historical events as
they would have been witnessed by on-
lookers and lucky newsreel cameramen,
and Webster works hard at psyching his
cast with all the realism possible. For
the first “Appointment,” The Last Days
of Dillinger, scheduled for showing
in mid-November, this meant a 1:'ip 1o

Chicago and filming the death scene at
the same time and on the anniversary
night of Dillinger's violent end.

The enure \'\"oipt.’r company was suffi-
ciently psyched merely at the prospect of
staging a killing on the streets of Chi-
cago. Memories of the 1968 Democratic
National Convention had reinforced
their image of Chicago as a city of
irascible cops, Al Capone and the Saint
Valentine’s Day Massacce—a  place
where people on the sidewalks are in
constant danger of being stitched by
stray machine-gun  bullets  emanating
from long black touring cars. They
needn’t have worried. Like other pcople,
Chicago police are suckers for movie-
making, and they did their gentle
damnedest to conwrol the crowd attract-
ed by the klieg lights and the rapidly
spreading news that it was Dillinger-
shooting night at the Biograph, What sur-
prised the Wolper people most, and
pleased them, was the sizable contingent
of young long-hairs—lining the curbs
and scrambling onto buildings—who ob-
viously dug Dillinger. Webster marveled
at. this but didn’t accept our explanation
that his spectators were undoubtedly
youthful revolutionaries revered
Dillinger as an enemy of the establish-
ment, a fugitive from the G pigs, a
proponent of radical economic reform
and a practitioner of the nonnegotiable
demand.

There were the usual delays. A city
bus invaded one scene, a spaced-out girl
and an elderly gentleman wandered into
others and at least one spectator top-
pled off a roof. But finally it happened.
As old cars chugged past the cameras, Wil-
liam Wendt, playing a cocky-looking Dil-
linger in dark glasses and swraw boater,
strolled out of the theater with his girl-
friend on one arm and his betrayer on
the other. The lawer started lagging
behind. Dillinger, wondering where she
was, glanced back and spotted three
men rushing toward him through the
crowd. He bolted toward an alley, grop-
ing in his pocket. Too late. The crack of
pistols, Dillinger tumbled to the ground,
two women fell screaming, wounded by

who

stray bullets. The crowd scrambled for
salety, then rushed back to see what had
happened; the spectators applauded a
scene well played. Then they cheered as
Dillinger picked himsell up off the
ground—alive and well and, presumably,
ready to knock off the Next National
Bank for S100,000.

The scene had adrenalized everyone.
“Look, here he comes, here he comes!”
“Look out, John, they're right behind
you!” they had shouted. Which was the
kind of contagious excitement Webster
sought to create. Before the shooting, we
had chatted with William Shust, who
played Melvin Purvis, the FBI agent
who led the ambush. Shust had done his
homework, and as we stood at the edge
of the historic alley, he remarked, “You
know, it’s finally sinking in. Right now
we're standing on the very spot where
it all happened 37 years ago tonight.”
Later we talked to William Wendt, who
looked enough like Dillinger to worry us
a little. Despite his considerable acting
experience, he found the role “spooky”
and said he felt genuine panic when he
turned and saw his Killers closing in.
“Method acting,” joked one of the other
G men, who spom:mcuusly set his j:lw
and surveyed the cowd for suspicious-
looking characters. We slipped quietly
away to avoid being questioned.

-

Like the golden eagle, another threat-
ened species is fast disappearing. The
annual report of Britain’s Family Plan-
ning Association states that it has been
forced to abandon its traditional survey
comparing virgins with nonvirgins be-
cause of “a scarcity of virgins.”

Our sympathies are extended to the
operator of an adult bookstore in Cin-
cinnati who called the police when two
loiterers refused to leave his establish-
ment. Officers responded but refused to
shoo them out. Both, it turned out, were
vice-squad detectives copying book titles
on assignment [rom the prosccutor’s office.

-

Taking a cue from movie ratings, the
minister of a church in Cedar Bluffs,
Nebraska, posted the following sign on

21
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the outdoor bulletin board: THIS CHURCH
RATED GP. FOR GENERAL PUBLIC, WITH PA-
RENTAL GUIDANCE REQUESTED FOR YOUTH.
The pastor said that he also plans to
POSt: OUR SERMONS ARE X-RATED—as in
Nmas, of course.

.

Our Marcus Welby Award goes to Dr.
Richard Bates of East Lansing. Michi-
gan, who told his audience at a Heart in
Industry banquet, “Most people don't
have more than one fatal disease in
their whole lifetime.”

.

We're all against discrimination, but
this is ridiculous: When an American
news correspondent. in Cambaodia filed a
story describing a thriving black market
in Pnompenh, the government censor
refused to pass the dispatch until it was
changed to read “nonwhite market.”

FYI: The jackets ol most new LPs on
the Chisa label bear this insightful mes-
sage: FOR BEST RESULTS THIS RECORD
SHOULD BE PLAYED.

.

For telling the wue story about her-
sclf, we applaud True Story's editor, Sue
Hilliard. In an ad for her magazine in
Advertising Age, she caught readers’ at-
tention with this announcement: “I'vE
BEEN THROUGH A SEXUAL ASSAULT, AN
ABORTION, A DIVORCE, AND AN AFFAIR
WITH A MINISTER. NOT BAD FOR A DAY'S
WORK."

.

Word has leaked outr that Evel Knie-
vel, the undisputed king of motorcycle
daredevils, went to New York for the
Auto Thrill Show last summer by truck.
It seems that death-delying Evel is afraid
to fly.

.

A youth counselor working with the
Casanova Cobras, a Chicago street gang,
was initially impressed that the poorly
educated gheuwo youngsters had chosen
to adopt the name of that aristocratic
18th Century Italian lover. To his disil-
lusionment, he soon learned that they
had been wrying to spell Cosa Nostra.

The bargain of the month was recently
offered by Vancouver's Club Zanzibar: a
13145-hour floorshow featuring 18 lovelies
on a trampoline—all for $2.50, including
hot-and-cold buffet.

-

Honesty is the best policy: High
school pupils who applied for admission
to the University ol North Dakota's last
summer school program were required
to write a briel explanation of why they
wished to attend. One youth specified
his reason as “a 36-24-36 now attending
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wardrobe
of fine jewelry

The first and finest presents a collection of
jewelry so complete that there's a creation
to satisfy your every mood. Feeling roman-
tic? Be subtle, wear a pendant with match-
ing drop earrings. Going formal? Sparkle
with either a round, pear, marquise or
emerald cut ring. In a festive mood? Select
from an array of distinctive fashion
pieces. Sophisticated? There are 15
sculptured gold designs to choose from

in the Diamonair Designer Line. See
for yourself how the radiant beauty of
Diamonair Simulated Diamonds are
displayed like precious gems.They're
waiting for you at your favorite
jewelry counter with most styles
priced from $60 to $200. Write for brochure and nearest store location,
Diamonair, 200 East Hanover Ave., Morris Plains, New Jersey 07950.

. now and forever. ..

Ay

SIMULATED DIAMOND

of Litten Ind

e

Diamonalr L1, DM, Trad,

Where-To-Buy-lt? Use REACTS Card — Page 223.

-Ine. Look for these marks of qualityl & 1071 Liiton Industrics, Inc.

summer school.” Accepting his applica-
tion, the registrar said he felt the bov's
honesty might offset any possible lack
of academic zcal.

Incidental Intelligence, Lexicography
Dinsion: The lunatic [ringe of women's
lib will be happy to hear that, according
to Webster's unabridged, lib means “to
castrate,”

We hope this classified item [rom the
Ellison Bay, Wisconsin, Door Reminder
15n't a covert restaurateur’s ad: ““WANTED,
dead and disabled cattle. Call immedi-
ately.”

-

In Whitingham, Vermont, there’s a
historical marker that states: BRIGHAM
YOUNG. BORN ON THIS SPOT 1501. A MAN
OF MUCH COURAGE AND SUPERB EQUIP-
MENT. Considering that the [amed Mor-
mon leader was survived by 17 wives and
47 children, that seems a fair claim.

To whom it may concern: A survey of
Indians on New York State reservations
shows that 15 percent think Americans
should get our of Vietnam, while 85
percent think they should get out of the
Linited States.

BOOKS

Washington columnists Rowland Ev-
ans, fr., and Robert D. Novak, themselves
moderate  conservatives, have probed
Nixon in the White House (Random House)
and  lound thai moderate  consery-
ative largely wanting., The indictments
are familiar—a lonely, insecure President
1solated from all but a few advisors and
lunctionaries; a lack of direction by an
Administration that, when it does have
a dear sense of where it's going, pre-
tends for political reasons that it's mov-
ing in the opposite direction; and a
stunning lack of political astuteness on
the part of those in the Administration
whose only goals are political. From
many interviews with necessarily uniden-
tified sources, Evans and Nowvak show
the methods of operation of such wield-
ers of power as John Mitchell, Bob
Haldeman, John Ehrlichman and Henry
Kissinger. They are less successful at
clarifying the nature of the man who
presides in the White House—but then,
so is Richard Nixon himself. There are,
however, a number of remarkable vi-
gnettes. The President, listening to the
educational goals being listed by James
Allen, his new commissioner of educa-
tion, responds: I hope, Dr. Allen, that
you can do something 1o improve disa-
pline in the schools.” At another mecting,
with the presidents of 15 predominantly
black colleges, Nixon is shown a series

of photographs of the killings at Jackson



CLOSE SHAVES WITHOUT
CHANGING BLADES.

Not too long ago. you were lucky if you got two close
shaves out of a double edged razor blade.

One for each edge.

Then something happened. Blades started getting
sharper. And sharper.

And today, it's no surprise if your trusty razor blade
gives you a nice, clean, close shave 17 mornings in a row.

1. Remington has also entered the sharpness ra

With blades that will give you a nice, clean, close
shave up to 200 mornings in a row.

In case you haven't already guessed. the blades are
made to fit into any new Remington’electric shaver.

Wait. We know you made up your mind a long time
ago that electric shavers just don't shave close.

These new blades will change your mind.

They're four times sharper than anything we've ever
put on the market. And they can give you the kind of close
shave you never thought you could get out of an electric.

'#.SPERQY [RAND femington Electric Shaves

on, Bridgen:

Thereis one catch. Like all truly sharp blades these
will go dull. And somewhere around your 200th shave
you'll have to replace them with a new set.

It takes about 20 seconds. And it costs about $1.95.
That's a lot less than 5 or 6 months’ worth of regular
blades. (Nottomention shaving creamand styptic pencils.)

If we haven't sold you on a Remington with disposable
blades yet, it's probably because you -
have one big question left.

How come Remington came
up with such long lasting sharp
blades? Why didn't the razor blade
people think of it first?

ell, maybe it's because
they're in business to sell razor
blades.

And we're in business to sell
shavers.,

THENEWREMINGTON

Conneclicul, Remington: Lektro Blade: Trademarks of Sperry Rand Corp. © 1671 SRC.
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Is life passingyou by ?

Life doesn't stand still
for fumble-and-fuss picture
taking. Grab for it with the
first truly professional 35mm
single-lens reflex camera
you can just aim and shoot:
the new Konica Autoreflex-T.

Shift into “automatic
exposure,” which no other
reflex camera permits, and
the Autoreflex-T instantly
makes all exposure decisions
for you. You concentrate
only on the subject as you
fire away.

You never waste a second
{and maybe lose a picture)
while manually matching
needles or making adjust-
ments—unless you choose to
shift into “manual.”

And because the exclu-
sive Konica Control Center
shows you automatically
selected lens and shutter
settings in the viewfinder,
you always know what's
happening. Without taking
your eye from the subject.

Konica convenience is
yours in two other fine 35mm
rangefinder cameras: the
full-feature Auto-S2 with its
superb f/1.8 Hexanon lens
and 3-way exposure control;
and the incredible C35,
world’s smallest, lightest
rangefinder-35.

So get yourself a Konica.
And stop missing out on life.

KONICA

Konica Camera Corp., =

e ¥

Y .

v o p -4 1 ot TS
ALL PRICES PLUS APPLICAELE SUPPLEMENTARY DUTY.

Woodaide, N.y. 11377 SenerfS)

State College by Mississippi state po-
lice. “Nixon lcafed through the photos,
then suddenly sat bolt upright and said:
‘Look, what are we going to do o get
more respect lor the police [rom our
young people?” " Evans and Novak ven-
ture no firm predictions as to the incum-
bent’s fate in 1972, but they readily
acknowledge that Nixon had gotten a leg
up as a dove willing to fly 1o China and
as the President who had come up with
what he himsell modestly described in his
August 15 speech as “the most compre-
hensive new economic policy 10 be under-
taken in this nation in four decades.”

If, in the 15th Centwry, two kings had
not quarreled about the gift of a white
elephant and  thus started a  300-yem
war, Siam’s capital citv might not exist
today and thousands of Gls serving in
Vietnam would be deprived of one of
their most pleasant R&R posts. Such a
blend of exouc fancy and mundane fact
is typical of Bangkok (Little, Brown),
according to its fond biographer, Brit-
ish  novelist /essayist/travel writer  Alec
Waugh. In the best wadition of Eng-
lish-gentleman reminiscence, Waugh tells
the story of the city from its founding
by a warrior twrned king, through the
reigns ol the Rama dynasty (including
such famed monarchs as Mongkut, the
king of The King and I, and his son-
successor, Chulalongkorn), down 1o the
less placid days of revolution that have
given way lo modern Thailand. Waugh
picks his way casually through the com-
plexitics of Thai history, interweaving
important [acis with homely ancadotes.
He interrupts his wacing of political de-
velopments to tell us of the changes that
took place in the [urnishings of his
room at the Oriental Hotel as the years
passed. Historians will no doubt cavil at
Waugh's nonchalant weatment ol official
chronicles. But the book’s defects are
amply made up for by Waugh's flashes of
emotional insight into the reverent, gay
and noble spirit of the Thai people. Not
travelog nor history, nor personal mem-
oir, Bangkok hequently combines the
best of all three.

-

A series of extraordinarily intimate
interviews with a group of Lnglish-
women ranging in age from 25 w 50,
Sandra McDermott's Female Sexuality: Its
Nature and Conflicts (Simon & Schuster)
makes a pioncering attempt to bridge
the gap that sill exists between the
myth of female sexual passivity and
the reality of female sexual behavior.
Since the interviewees were contacted
through advertiscments placed in vari-
ous British publications, it’s difficult
to know if they represent a signih-

cantly more exhibitionist or deviant
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The Responsibility of
Being the Best—

There is always one best—a tribute to its producers, a recurrent
delight to those privileged to enjoy it.

Rightly proud of their position, the proprietors of such a brand must
also be deeply aware of the responsibility.

Every unit of their classic product must be the essence of perfection
in all, and every, detail. It must stand comparison to the utmost if
necessary, and yet by itself should be so completely satisfying that
the suggestion of making any comparison is never broached.
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“Our martini Secret?
Dip alemon peel in vermouth.

And use the gin that makes
the perfect martini in the first place.
Seagram’s Extra Dry.”

group than women in general. If, as the
author claims, the respondents are rep-
resentative, then evervthing heretofore
written about female sexuality may be
merely the artifact of a malerun society.
Evidently, there are heartv and innova-
tive sexual appetites even among women
raised according to standards of Victori-
an morality. Masturbation was wvirtual
ly universal among the sample and
many of the women used visual display
or [antasy to arouse themselves. They
frequently initiated an active search for
sexual mnovation and sexual encoun-
ters, and most had less trouble achieving
orgasm than awrent literature on [fe-
males might suggest. Because the author
has failed to provide any systematic
analysis of her interview darta, all evi-
dence offered here is simply anccdotal.
Nevertheless, it does provide a provoca-
tive glimpse into the private lives of
a number of women.

The Jackal in The Day of the Jackal
(Viking) is a [ree-lance political assassin
with chillingly impressive credentials; it's
hinted that it was he who dispatched
Trujillo. In 1963, the lcaders of the OAS,
the French secrct army organization.
hire the Jackal to exterminate the presi-
dent of France. Since we all know that De
Gaulle died in his bed. why go Turther?
We go further because Frederick Forsyihi,
a British newspaperman, has combined
the ¢lements of recent history with hie
tional events into a surprisingly full-
bodied thriller. The strength of the
novel lies in the details of the Jackal's
craftsmanship—his elaborate scheme for
procuring just the right gun, then smug-
gling it into France and the disguiscs he
assumes. 1n only one place does credulity
falter, and it may be worth mentioning.
During the assassin’s resourceful escapes
from police dragnets, he assumes, as one
evasive ploy, homosexual characteristics.
And it is here that the author's obvious
prejudices unintentionally reveal them-
selves: By taking it for granted that the
police—and the book’s readers—share his
contemptuous hatred of homos, he allows
the quarry to pass through police check
points simply by acting queer, as il no
cop could conceive of such a thing as
a gay assassin. On several levels, this is an
unfortunate flaw. The author splits his
coverage between the Jackal’s thrusts and
the counterthrusts of Claude Lebel, a
Gabintype Frendh cop, “a good cop.
slow, precise, methodical, p;linsmking."
The high comes as the Jackal closes in on
De Gaulle and Lebel closes in on the
Jackal—until the ultimate confrontation
with the Jackal squatting, Oswaldlike, at
the window, the gt'm:rul'.». imperious fore-
head in his cross hairs. The plotting is
tight and compelling. The prose makes
one long for Len Deighton. Book-ol-the-
Month Club and our own Playboy Book
Club have selected this thriller, a rarity
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London, Paris, all over the world—
King George IV is just as expensive
as other top brands.

But here, it’s the only one youcan
buy for a remarkable $4.99/5th.
And it’s the very same Scotch!!
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for the genre and for a first novel. Ban-
tam has paid more for its paperback
rights than for any other first movel
Fred Zinnemann will direct the movie.
It should be a stone gas.

L]

Movie bulfs will find delectable food
for thought in Pauline Kael's The Citi-
zen Kane Book (Atlantic-Little, Brown),
a profusely illustrated omnibus volume
containing Miss Kael's lengthy New
Yorker essay on the creation of an
American film classic, along with “The
Shooting Script” (by Herman J. Man-
kiewicz and Orson Welles) and *“The
Cutting Continuity of the Completed
Film,” a transcript of the movie as one
sees it, frame by frame. While the Kane
screenplay is eminently literate and
readable—fascinating, too, when it can
be compared with what actually appears
onscreen, with all references to the late
William Randolph Hearst excised—the
book stands on the bedrock of Miss
Kael's critique. As usual, the lady writes
with relish, spewing gossip and stirring
controversy, finally achieving a fine bal-
ance of discursive rambling, schoolmarm
quibbles and perceptive analysis  of
Welles as “the greatest symbolic figure
in American film history since Griffith.”
When she isn't divulging juicy tidbirs
about how Cilizen Kane got produced
and shown despite opposition [rom the
jittery moguls who ran Hollywood circa
1941 under the thumb of such Hearst-
lings as Louclln Parsons, Miss Kael
skewers the so-called auteur theory of
movie criticism, which holds that any
bona fide cinematic masterpiece must be
the wiumph of onc lonely, stubborn
genius, usually a director. Giving credit
where due, she assigns Welles his de-
served place in the directors’ pantheon,
yet proves that Kane was a collaborative
clfort, largely the brain child of author
Mankiewicz—renowned wit, compulsive
gambler and chronic alcoholic whose
tempestuous career in Hollywood reached
the heights on this occasion. Whether or
not Citizen Kane represents the Everest
of aclievement for American cinema.
Miss Kael shows that Welles collected a
formidable crew of talents to help him
make the climb.

-

Writing humorous novels is a grim as
well as a grin business; most practition-
ers of the form quickly fall to the pub-
lishing wayside. But Into Your Tent Il
Creep (Little, Brown) marks hardy Peter
DeVries' 12th veach for the comic lau-
rels he has snatched belore. In  this
one, a young man on the way to no-
where meets his old high school French
teacher. just five years his senior. They
proceed to bed down, many up, split
up and rejoin. But as any DeVriesian
knows, his plots are to his novels as
librettos olten are to operas: excuses Lo
score satiric points. DeVries bowls over
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{Pub list price $7.95)

328. MARY NUEEN OF
SCOTS by ANTONIA
FRASER. Photographs
{Pub list price $10)

Tiye Xow fork Cimes

COMPLETE
MANUAL OF

HOME REPAIR

ATial1TdITs'a

BY BERNARD
GLADSTONE

353. THE NEW YORK
TIMES COMPLETE
MANUAL OF HOME
REPAIR £y BERNARD
GLADSTONE. [llus.
(Publist price §7.95)

gy THELL
]

118. Pub price §7.95

R/ =0

&

Frede)‘i@;)f’”

@ 124. Pub price §7.95

A short experimental membership in the

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUPB’

will demonstrate how effectually you

can insure yourself against missing

the books you are most anxious to read

YOUR CHOICE
OF ANY FOUR
FOR ONLY $]

THE SUGGESTED TRIAL: You simply agree to buy four additional
Club Selections or Alternates within a year at special members’ prices

i ze AL TDUEADVEREA BLES TR

o HhTUSh[:hﬂV
= Remembers

E e o]
:u.im am Srarl

-
Eibward Crasighat
et et st e

531. KHRUSHCHEV
REMEMBERS .
Translared and edred
by STROBE TALBOTT
Notes by EDWARD
CRANKSHAW . Photos
{Pub list price $10)

All books distributed by the BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB
are identical to the publishers’ editions in format, size and quality

355. THE OEATH

OF A PRESIOENT &y
WILLIAM MANCHESTER
Charts and maps
(Pub list price $10)

r-’i nderstanding |
' Human Sexual ||
| Inadequacy /|
C -\':‘ Q. |

526. UNOERSTANDING
HUMAN SEXUAL
INADEQUALY
Foreword b!y
Masters and Johnson
(Pub list price $6.95)

127. THE POETRY

OF ROBERT FROST
Edised by EDWARD
CONNERY LATHEM
(Pub list price $10.95)

234. THE OXFORD
HISTORY OF THE
AMERICAN PEOPLE

by SAMUEL FLIDT
MORISON. Hlustrated
(Pub list price $15)



., 511-1945

e
BODY _
LANGUAGE

520. BODY LANGUAGE
By JULIUS FAST
(Pub list price $4.95)

165. THE DRIFTERS
by JAMES A. MICHENER
(Pub list price $10)

{Pub list price $10)

HE EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP sug-

gested here will prove, by your own actual
experience, how effectually membership in the
Book-of-the-Month Club can keep you from
missing books you fully intend to read.

As long as you remain a member, you will
receive the Book-of-the-Month Club News, a
literary magazine each issue of which describes
the Selection as well as scores of other impor-
tant books, most of which are available at sub-
stantial discounts—up to 40% on more expen-
sive volumes. All books are identical to the
publishers’ editions in format, size and quality.
If you wish to purchase the Selection, do noth-
ing and it will be shipped to you automatically.
However, there is no obligation to purchase any
particular volume. If you do not wish the Selec-
tion or any other book offered in the News—or
if you want one of the Alternates—simply indi-
cate your decision on a form provided and mail
it so that it is received by the date specified on
the form.

If you continue after this experimental mem-
bership, you will earn, for every Club Selection
or Alternate you buy, a Book-Dividend Credit.
Each Credit, upon payment of a nominal sum,
often only $1.00 or $1.50—somewhat more for
unusually expensive volumes or sets—will en-
title you to Book-Dividend® which you may
choose from over 100 fine library volumes avail-
able over the year. This unique library-building
system, together with the sizable discounts on
Selections and Alternates, enables members to
save more than 60% of what they would other-
wise have to pay for books they want to read
and own.

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, INC ., 280 Park Ave., New York, N.Y. 10017

510. ZELDA by NANCY
MILFORD. Photographs

:
:

M
%E
i

ONDOR
CONDO!
PASSES

117. THE CONDDR
PASSES

by SHIRLEY ANN GRAL
(Pub list price $7.95)

Fall of the
Third Reich

431. THE RISE AND FALL
OF THE THIRD REICH

by WILLIAM L. SHIRER
(Pub list price §15)

_Clark |

E Ramsey

528. CRIME IN AMERICA
Fy RAMSEY CLARK
(Pub list price $6.95)

139. ULYSSES

£y JAMES JOYCE
Unabridged

{Pub list price $10)

114, EINSTEIN

The Life and Times

by RONALD W. CLARK
Phorographs

(Pub list price $15)

302. |SLANDS IN THE
STREAM [y ERNEST
HEMINGWAY

(Pub list price $10)

WILL s ARIEL
DURANT

381. RDUSSEAU AND
REVDLUTIDN by wWiLL and
ARIEL DURANT. [llus.
(Pub list price $15)

A—
—————

§ Witkiam L Shirer
ool ] ¥

THE COLLAP?
IE THIRD
' ‘)FI}EHBLE

S bty s thae Bl
ot frames i 8

L

319. THE CDLLAPSE
DF THE THIRD
REPUBLIC: An Inguiry
into the Fall of France in
1940 & WILLIAM L.
SHIRER. Maps

{Pub list price §15)

105. THE ISRAELIS
Founders and Sons
by AMOS ELON
(Pub list price $10)

JAM L
MICHENER

162. KENT STATE
What Happened and Why
Ly JAMES A. MICHENER
Photographs

(Pub list price $10)

BRI CHATE TR

205. PAFILLDN &y
HENRI CHARRIERE
(Pub list price $8.95)

174. IN SOMEDNE'S
SHADOW. LISTEN TD
THE WARM, STANYAN
STREET & DTHER
SORROWS by ROD
MC KUEN. (Pub list
prices rotal $13.50)

\ brIRMAS ROMBAUER aud
MARKA ROMEAUER BECKER
161. JOY OF CDDKING

by IRMA 5. ROMBAUER
and MARION R. BECKER
1lustrated

(Pub list price $6.95)

| £ SALISBURY

484, THE 900 DAYS
The Siege of Leningrad
Ly HARRISON E.
SALISBURY. Photos
(Pub list price $10)

pe——
¥ a.i i
4
The New
Centurions
© Joseph
L Wambaugh
110. THE NEW
CENTURIDNS

by JOSEPII WAMBAUGH
(Pub list price $6.95)

'| INSIDE
" (THE THIRD
"l REICH

ALBERT
SPEER

351. INSIDE THE

THIRD REICH

Memoirs by Albert

Speer. Photos

{Pub list price $12.50)
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e BSR (USA) LTD. 1
@ -~ BLAUVELT, N.Y. 10913 ]
- If you like the photoin this 1
ad, you'll like it even more as 1
L+ : a poster. It comes in full 1
- < color, 22” x 29”, and only 1
costs $1.00. It also makes a
B lovely gift. :
a iiendi e posters. I
. enclose i
If music : I
[J Check here if you wantour
b@ t he f OOd (0] f ZOUB, free catalog of tuntables
l ’ and stereo systems.
play on. 1
T s i l
Address i
City ~ :
Stte___Zip—
|
1
1
1
McDDNALD I
Our 610/X Total Turntable takes the guess work out of
buying an automatic turntable. If you don't know which
cartridge is matched best to the 610/X, don't worry. We
know. We install a Shure M-93E elliptical magnetic cartridge
and precision balance the tone arm. We also include a
Decor-matic power base and our deluxe tinted dust cover.
All this plus a synchronous motor, viscous cue, dual-range
anti-skate, and more. And all for the price of our competitor's
turntable which doesn’t include the $39.95 cartridge,
$15 base or $7.50 dust cover. BSR McDonald 610/X.
American
flap-winged
: r A
~ card'n’all.
In light-as-a-feather leathers from $4.00 10 $12.50
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such [amiliar targets as resourceful sales-
men, ambitious medics, [ancy restaurants
and the appurtenances of suburbia. He
also  strikes out against wendy  rock
groups, “now” lyrics, conservationists,
women's lib and old-line whoring. Un-
fortunately, too many ol lis turns are
more shticks than probes. and this novel
adds up to less than its laughs. Sull, his
wordplay is as dazzling as ever: A pimp
prints business cards identifying himself
as The Merchamt of Venus; and a lib-
eral church offers a doubleving divorce
ceremony: “What God hath put asunder
let no man seek to bind unduly.”
-

Edmund Wilson. one of America’s
foremost all-round men of letters. inher-
ited an 18th Century stone house from
his mother. It is located in the foothills
of the Adirondacks. in a region produc-
tive of religious sects, Tory political
opinions and almost manorial dairy
farms. Now it can also boast of Wilson's
latest book, Upstate: Records and Recollec-
tions of Northern New York (Farrar, Straus
& Giroux), which not only tells us a
lot about the tough-spirited farmers who
live in this rather forbidding area but
also about Wilson's frank desire 1o
be a country gentleman among country
gentlemen. If, for a writer, life exists in
order to make books out of it. Wilson
has won through brilliantly. Composed
of odds and ends. bits of his diary. bits
of history and politics. all sorts of chit-
chat—the kind of mishmash that in less-
er hands would be a bewildering hore—
Wilson manages to keep one interested,
even fascinated, [rom first page to last.
The old aristocratic countrv life is being
pushed aside: the old inhabitants are
thinning out year by year: and Wilson
himsell has learned not only “to read
the papers calmly and not to hate the
fools I read about™ but also to be thank
ful that he “had some share in some of
the better aspects of the life of this
planct and of northern New York.,” A
grim yet curiously happy book.

-

To run a corporation well, one musi
cultivare the natural oider of things in-
bred in man Dby his earliest period as a
hunter, writes Antony Jav in Cerporation
Man (Random House). Primitive man, he
notes, survived Dy evolving highly disc
plined but versatile hunting bands. Each
member had special skills to contribute
—tracking, scouting, spear throwing., A
leader emerged. Survival depended on
both cooperation and individual initia-
rive. The hunt began with a strategy
meeting and ended with a post-mortem.
I'he hunting band numbered about ten
men, Jav hypothesizes, and he observes
that men today group together in sim-
ilar numbers for commercial purposes.
I'he smart corporation chiel won’t art
tempt to isolate them: he'll cultivate the
“ten-group” production unit patterned



Congratulations. You have more
o oo r hair today than a year ago. You
B like it. She likes it. But you're finding

you have to wash it more and dry

it right—or the whole look falis flat.
Because the secret of today’s hair
isn't just more hair, It's cleaner hair
blown dry—to give it bulk and body it out.

The fastest shape-up we know is the Air Brush*®.
Clairol's new styling dryer. It's faster because it
generates more air and more heat. (It's got
more watts. 500, if you're counting.

Check it out against the competition.)

It's light but tough. And besides two speeds,
you get dual voltage. After all, a guy deserves

to look great anywhere in the world.

Styling combs are fine. But they're not really
meant to handle a headful of wet hair.

The new Clairol” Air Brush® is.

_ Your hair never had it so good. Or so fast.

S ClairolAir Brush'
% Man’s fastest hairdryer




PLAYBOY

How narrow
should your
necktie be?

CREATIVE AUTHORITY

Taste and discretion indicate that the most compatible neckwear width for today’s
shirts and suits should be 434" or narrower. Shown above are the Classic neat
prints, updated in color and pattern for today's multi-colored shirtings. At only the
finest stores. Resilio Neckwear, Empire State Building, New York, N.Y. 10001.

P.S. All Resilio neckwear is 434" or narrower.

PIPE: GOLDEN CLIPPER BY KRISWILL.

’\ 'l“ll-h m’nb ﬂnmuiht bmokmq G OIm(m

MANUFACTURED &Y ) Y

('f;._ u.sm-ru.nr ;(,‘QJ ‘?yﬁ
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Y QA

An insidious offer from
Mixture 79.

We'll send you a generous sample of our classic pipe tobacco free. But there’s
one thing you ought to know: once you've tried it, it’s difficult to settle for less.
Write Sutliff Tobacco Co., Box 4130 F, Richmond, Va. 23224.

Mild and aromatic Mixture 79, One of the great men’s fragrances.
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on the hairy-chested hunt. Fifty or so
ten-groups make up a corporate division
of ideal size. In tribal groupings, primi-
tive man assembled the pool of genes
necessary to supply his progeny with the
characteristics for survival in a changing
world. In the corporate tribe, notes Jay,
ideas are pooled [or survival in dynamic
business situations. The author, an Eng-
lishman who became a management con-
sultant after a long stint as a producer
with BBC-TV, takes his analogy up
through the multitribe kingdom (the
corporation itsell) to the multikingdom
empire (international  business  com-
bines). Along the way. he discovers good
“biological” reasons for such folkways of
organization man as pep rallies and
even company songs. Jay approves ol
the hunting band-cum—corporation way
of life—a voice in a wilderness of whistle-
blowing Nader's raiders. Not morilly
edilying. perhaps, but food for thought.
The posthumous publication of L. M.
Forster’s homosexual novel, Maurice (Noi-
ton), is the season’s literary sensation.
Although this rather dated novel (written
between 193 and 1915) does little
to enhance the reputation of the au-
thor of A Passage to India, it contains
any number of heterodox opinions that
will create a stir in the academic world,
which thought it had defnitely “placed”
Forster long ago. In his account of the
Platonic love aifair between two Cam-
bridge undergraduates—Maurice, the
hero of the novel, and Clive, the villain
—the glory of Greece and its message of
homosexual freedom proves, ironically,
to be the clement of fake emotion that
destroys their relationship. And Clive.
the more intellectual member of the
duo. adapts himsell more easily to the
compromise of getting married and be-
ing a proper citizen precisely because his
cleverness helps him rationalize matters
more casily. Poor Maurice, more ol a
plodder in every way, can't knuckle
down, falls in love with an illiterate
gamekeeper (shades of D. H. Lawrence).
throws up everything and goes oft to
live in the “greenwood,” a vaguely idyllic
spot whose address Forster doesn’t bother
to give us. It is a story ol the achieve-
ment of happiness, according to the
author’s own note at the end of the book,
but the paradox is that the novel itsell
perks up only when things are awry,
tempers are Hashing and the old Forster
wit has a chance to show its llicking claws,
Forster hoped for legal protection for
homosexuals, but he had grave doubis
that the Clives of this world, who sit in
the legislatures and courts. will ever do
anything to change the atmosphere ol
“familiavity and contempt” that sur-
rounds the whole vexing problem.
Salvatore (Bill) Bonanno, cldest son
ol Joseph (“Bananas™) Bonanno, was



great Sony products

© 1971 Sony Corp. of America, 47-47 Van Dam St., L.I.C., N.Y. 11101.

Three

under one roof.

A stereo phonograph. An
tuner. And a cassette player/re-
corder. All under one dust cover.

Why the combination?

Because music is in a state of
change. Cassettes are becoming
justascommon asrecords. And radio
is better than ever.

So we made this Sony HP 219 to
cover all musical bets. It has a stereo
phonograph which includes a pow-
erful amplifier with a minimum of

MEELYXE LI LN N

i) o e

distortion. Plus a sensitive FM/AM
tuner that zeros in on a station and
won't let it drift away. And a casselte
player/recorder that's a cinch to
operate.

So you can hold on to your old
record collection while you're build-
ing up your cassettes. Or borrow a
friend's collection and tape it your-
self. Or just groove to sweet, free
music on the radio,

(If you happen to like cartridge

e s we we

- __‘ I‘.

better than cassette, there's the Sony
HP 218 with an 8-track cartridge
player instead.)

We built something else into this
three-in-one Sony. And thal's Sony
quality, workmanship and reliability.

So why not listen to how great
this Sony sounds?

Bring it home. Lift up the dust
cover. Put on some music. And then

have arty and ®
raﬁ:z tgcfi;!oz & SONY




PLAYERBROY

770 THE PARTRIDGE

FAMILY Sound
Magazine
Bell LP, 8TR, CASS

B17 THE WHD
Who's Next

Decca LF, BTR, CASS

107 HAMILTON, JOE
FRANK & REYNOLDS
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS

703 RIMSKY-KORSA-
KOV Scheherazade
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS

509 ROLLING STONES

Stick;

663 RARE EARTH
One World
RarEa LP, 8TR, CASS

263 B. ). THOMAS
Greatest Hits Vol. 1
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS

704 BEETHOVEN
Piano Sonatas
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS

267 DIDNNE WARWICKE
I’ll Never Fall

In Love Again

Scept LP, 8TR, CASS

Fingers
RelSt LP, 8TR, CASS

B
764 MOUNTAIN
Nantucket Sleighride
Windf LP

303 JOAN BAEZ
David's Album
Vangu LF, 8TR, CASS

%1 SRE(;DRMN CHANT
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS

269 JOSEPH & THE
AMAZING TECHNI-
COLOR OREAMCODAT
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS

See for yourself why over 134 million record and tape collectars paid $5 to join Record

Counts as 2 recoris

508 EMERSON LAKE &
PALMER Tarkus
Cofil LP, 8TR, CASS

8O0 ELTON JOHN
11-17-70
Uni LP, 8TR, CASS

108 GRASSRODTS
More Golden Grass
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS

265 B. ). THOMAS
Mast OFf all
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS

300 BUFFY SAINTE-
MARIE Used To Wanna
Be A Ballerina

Vangu LP, BTR, CASS

PREE... Any5StereoLPsor

. WITH NO OBLIGATION

i

Live
RBC

100 THREE DOG NIGHT

Golden Biscuits
Ounhi LP, 8TR, CASS

603 VERY BEST OF
LOVIN' SPODNFUL
KamSu LP, 8TR, CASS

304 JOAN BAEZ
One At A Time
Vangu LP, 8TR, CASS

30 BEST OF BUFFY
SAINTE-MARIE

(2 record set)
Vangu LP

' THE JAMES GANG

60 JESUS CHRIST
f SUPERSTAR
(2 record set)
Decca LP, 8TR, CASS

-
>/
-

In Concert
LP, 8TR, CASS

%._

115 GRASSROOTS
16 Greatest Hits
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS

702 RED ARMY
ENSEMBLE
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS

765 5th DIMENSION
Portrait

Bell LP, 8TR, CASS
32 IAN & SYLVIA'S
Greatest Hits

record set)
angu LP, 8TR, CASS

118 THREE DOG NIGHT
Harmony
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS

104 PATTON
Soundtrack
TweCe LP, 8TR, CASS

767 MOUNTAIN
Ciimbing
Windf LP

700 TCHAIKOVSKY
1812 OVERTURE
Yorks LF, BTR, CASS

404 1KE & TINA
TURNER workin®
Together

Liber LP, 8TR, CASS

TYPICAL

Club of America when other record or tape clubs would have accepted them free.

TYPICAL MANUFACTURER-OWNED i ”
N el £XTRA DISCOUNT” SALE
LE B ar 0 i $4.98 LPs average as low as $1.96

El_rai%l!["sm l’.‘mﬁ:lml ":nm m;e ig.&g ":2 average as }W as :%:gg
ilshoess s fices" Over 300 dfer ; average as low as
E’:%‘E%’E.Em i g LU = WO YES! ent manutactorers Savings of 63% or more from recent Club sales up
AN casserie e ] to $4.42 per LP. Start these giant savings now. ..

e = nrlhaﬂ:er you fulfill your obligation like the other

It i clubs. Average

I 2 2 e 8 NONEL imes; 5, . o nel: List ~ Club

o M = ' dy Williams—Love St Golim 558 225
P 7% 176 7% ! : You dont ave o zpena Andy Williams—Love Story ~ Colum 5. :
FoLrit voum ::?]",l s ::?40 ”:l “:Ow “:Dn I]ﬂlﬁ:g ::F;B;:::ilfrt “ohgated” Anne MU"aY_ Capit 598 225
ol L - s | owsw | san | o b tn S Ed Ames—This Is RCA 698 256
cm '?,':" B%I . - T 5{001 _]'A Space 'ggyssey wﬁl\g ggg %gg
OB TAPE YOU 155 OF  Cuirantess ary Travers—Mary arBr 4. !
E.‘JEB:L‘- = % " st g M'w"mﬁ‘;::{'::.‘.-.!::-" R Creedence Clearwater

TTETTR TR Revival-Pendulum Fanta 498 1.96
Freoe I you mat ceunn Miles Davis—Bitches Brew Colum 598 2.25
$tCoRDS oa YES YES YES YES YES NEVER! 5, vou wani are sent Love Story—Soundtrack Param 598 225
TARLST o T Do Perry Como—It's Impossible RCA  5.98 2.25
MUST YOU 5106 5106 516 516 506 |NOLONG E""{"’“"";f gafit ggg %%g
WAIT FOR Mo shipping on cycle antana—AoDraxas Olum J. .
Tl e ekt s mess weeks | WAITS! Worst of Jefferson Airplane RCA 598 2.25 |

S RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA—The World's Largest Record and Tape Club



Any 1 Tape

or

T0 BUY ANYTHING EVER!

Yes, take your pick of these great hits right now! Choose any 3 Stereo LPs (worth up to $20.94) or any 1 Stereo Tape (cartridge
or cassette, worth up to $13.96) FREE. .. as your welcome g'ft from Record Club of America when you join at the low lifetime
membership fee of $5.00. You can defer your selection of FREE items and choose from an expanded list later if you can’t find
3 LPs or 1 Tape here. We make this amazing offer to introduce you to the only record and tape club offering guaranteed discounts
of 33%2% to 79% on all labels—with no obligation or commitment to buy anything ever. As a member of this one-of-a-kind club
you will be able to order any record or tape commercially available, on every label—including all musical preferences. No automatic
shipments, no cards to return. We ship only what you order. Moneyback guarantee if not satisfied.

500 ARETHA FRANKLIN
Live At Fillmore West

507 STEPHEN STILLS 2
Atlan LP, 8TR, CASS

105 THE JAMES GANG
Thirds

ABC LP, 8TR, CASS
264 GUESS WHOD

In Canada
Wand LP, 8TR, CASS

AT LAST A RECORD AND TAPE CLUB WITH NO “OBLIGATIONS”—ONLY BENEFITS!

414 BOBBY GOLDSBORO
Come Back Home
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS

W

|

4-0'6“ i J, ]
Moy N

LU

52 WOODSTOCK TWO

{2 record set)

Cotil LP

305 PDQ BACH
Stoned Guest
Vangu LP, 8TR, CASS

803 NEIL DIAMOND
Tap Root Manuscript
Uni LP, 8TR, CASS

Ordinary record and tape clubs make you choose
from a few labels—usually their own! They make
you buy up to 12 records or tapes a year—usually
at list price—to fulfiil your obligation. And if you
forget to return their monthly card—they send
you an item you don't want and a bill for $4.98,

$5.98, §$6.98, or $7.98! In effect,

ou may be

charged almost double for your records and tapes.
BUT RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA
ENOS /LL THAT!

We're the largest all-label record and tape club
in the world. Choose any LP or tape (cartridges
and cassettes), including new releases. No
exceptions! Take as many, or as few, or no
selections at all if you so decide. Oiscounts are
GUARANTEED AS HIGH AS 795: OFF! You always
save at least 331539. You get best sellers for as

low as 99¢.

NO AUTOMATIC SHIPMENTS
With our Club there are no cards which you must
return to prevent shipment of unwanted LPs or
tapes (which you would have to return at your
own expense if you have failed to send written
notice not to ship). The postage alone for return-
ing these cards each month to the other clubs
costs almost an additional $2.40. We send only

what you order.

HOW CAN WE BREAK ALL RECORD
ANOD TAPE CLUB RULES?
We are the only major record and tape club NOT
OWNED ... NOT CONTROLLEO . . . NOT SUBSIDIZEQ
bg any record or tape manufacturer anywhere,
Therefore, we are not obliged by company policy
to push any one label. Nor are we prevented by
distribution commitments from offering the very

newest LPs and tapes.

SPECIAL INTROOUCTORY MEMBERSHIP OFFER
Join RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA now and take

advant
ship 0

e of this special Introductory Member-
. Choose any 3 LPs or any 1 tape shown

here {worth up to $20.94) and mail coupon with
check or money order for $5.00 membership fee

S &

400 BEST OF GORDON
LIGHTFOOT VOL. 1l
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS

i

Cartridge

Cassette

660 MARVIN GAYE

On
. CASS

What's Goi
Tamla LP, &

370 JAMES TAYLOR

And The Original

Flying Machine

Eupho LP

268 FLIF WILSON

Pot Luck

Scept LP, 8TR, CASS
766 PARTRIOGE FAMILY
BALBUM

Bell LP, 8TR, CASS

(a small handling and mailing fee for your free
LPs or tapes will be sent later). If you can't find
3 LPs or 1 tape here, you can defer your selec-
tion and choose from expanded list later. This
entities you to LIFETIME MEMBERSHIP—and you
never pay another club fee, Your savings have
already more than made up for the nominal

membership fee.

LT

120 MAMAS & PAPAS
IF You Can Still Be-
lieve Your Eyes & Ears
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS

604 BREWER & SHIP-
LEY Tarkio
KamSu LP, 8TR, CASS

403 FERRANTE & TEI-
CHER Music Lovers
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS

NOW YOU CAN CHARGE IT

If you prefer, you may charge your membershiE
to one of your credit cards. We honor four di
ferent plans. Check your preference and fil.-in

your account number on the coupon.
LODK WHAT YOU GET

= FREE Lifetime Membership Card — guarantees
you brand new LPs and tapes at discounts up

. Never less than Y5 off.

® FREE Giant Master LP and Tape Catalog-—lists
thousands of ali readily avzilable LPs and
tapes (cartridges and cassettes) of all labels
{including foreign). . . all musical categories.

® FREE Oisc and Tape Guide — The Club's own

to 79% ..

* FREE ANY 3 Stereo LPs or any 1 Tape shown

obligation to buy anything ever!

All LPs and tapes ordered by members are
shipped same day received (drders from the
Master Catalog may take a few t!ags lo

RECOROS ANO TAPES GUARANTEEQ—
and completely satisfactory or replacements will

be made without question.

If you aren’t absolutely delighted with our dis-
counts (up to 79%)—return items within 10 days
and membership fee will be returned AT ONCE!
Join over two million budget-wise record and

tape collectors now,

Mr.
Magazine, and special Club sale announcements 43; Mrs
which regularly bring you news of just-issued o Miss
new releases and *'extra discount” specials. O gt
o
here (worth up to $20.94) with absolutely no 2 city
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S
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE & Acct. £
E Signature
= CANADIANS
-
©

Shown Here

760 PARTRIDGE FAMILY
Up To Date
Bell LP, 8TR, CASS

L
L RO
Agunl
*

50 CROSBY, STIL
Nash & YoUNG "
4 Way Street
(2 record set)

Atlan LP, 8TR, CASS

600 OCEAN
KamSu LP, 8TR, CASS (

Worth
up to
$20.94

260 DIONNE WARWICKE
Very Dionne
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS

123 STEPPENWOLF
For Ladies Only
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS

103 STEPPENWOLF 763 S5th OIMENSION
Gold Love’s Lines,

Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS Angles & Rhymes
Bell LP, 8TR, CASS

NOW YOU CAN
HARGE IT, TOO!

Yes—Rush

me the

RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA
CLUB HEADQUARTERS
YOREK, PENNSYLVANIA 17405

Giant Master LP & Tape Catalog, and Disc
Guide at this Special Membershi
me 3 FREE LPs or 1 FREE
indicated below (with a bill for a small mailing and
handling charge). | enclose my $5.00 lifetime mem-
bership fee. This entitles me to buy any LPs or tapes
at discounts up to 79%, plus a small mailing and
handling charge. | am not obligated to buy any rec-
ords or tapes—no yearly quota. If not completely
delighted 1 may refurn items above within 10 days
for immediate refund of membership fee,

X970X

me a lifetime Membership Card, Free
Tape

Offer. Also send
ape which | have

3 FREE LPs

L.

or O

or 1 FREE TAPE
[ 8 track

[0 cassette
Defer Selection—send expanded list.

State Zip.

All Servicemen write Soc. Sec. 3
CHARGE IT to my credit card. | am charging my
$5.00 membership (mailing and handling fee for each
FREE LP and tape selected will be added).

Oiners Club ] Master Charge
American Express [] BankAmericard

Expiration Date

Prices vary
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will be serviced in Canada by Record Club of Canada.

mail coupon to above address. Orders

stightly. .

RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA—The World's Largest Record and Tape Club
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COFFEE than up by the round-bellied stove in the
Jack Daniel’s sawmill.

Visitors in the Hollow say it beats anything from
home. The reason, so say our sawyers who make the
coffee, is water from Jack Daniel'’s limestone cave spring.
And theyre probably right. For
100 years, our limestone spring
water has kept Jack Daniel’s
whiskey free of any iron taste.
It likely does the same for

CHARCOAL
MELLOWED

0

DROP

0

BY DROP

coftec. If you're down our way
and drop in for a visit, you
mighe just ask if there'’s a pot
on the sawmill stove.

TENNESSEE WHISKEY - 90 PROOF BY CHOICE © 1971, Jack Daniel Dishillery, Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc.
DISTILLED AND BOTTLEO BY JACK DANIEL DISTILLERY - LYNCHBURG (POP. 361), TENN.

born in 1932. In 1956, after a three-year
stint at college, he entered the family
business—in this case, the American
Mafia, in which his father was a top
boss. For a short period. young Bill
prospered, but then people began to
shoot at him. Before heing jailed early
this year on a credit-card-lorgery rap. he
had become all too accustomed o “a
routine of endless waiting. tedium, hid-
ing. excessive smoking. overeating. lack
of physical excrcise. reclining in rooms
behind  drawn shades, being bored to
death while trving 10 stay alive. With so
much time and so little to do with it,
the Mafia man tended to become sell-
consumed and sclf-absorbed, locusing on
mimuiae and magnifving ir, overreacting
to cach sound. overinterpreting what
was said and done around him. and he
responded 1o it. believed it prefenved to
believe it. for it made him larger than
he was, more powerful. more romantic,
more vespected and  feared.” Unfortu-
nately, much the same condition afilicts
Honor Thy Father (World), Gav Talese's
chronicle of Bill Bonanno’s lile. Talese.
who in The Kingdom and the Power
twned the stately corvidors of The New
York Times into Byzantine passages of
intrigue. now in overstulfed prose makes
the Malia seem a grim. grav model
ol Amcrican propricty. He views the
Aaha as a dving ethnie organization
down 1o irs last 5000 troops. its members
more sinned agamst than sinning by a
Government  whose  appropriations 1o
fight it exceed the orgamization’s gross.
Then why write about 2 Well, if Jew-
ish-American sons cm write about the
crimes of their mothers. why shouldn’t
Twalian-American writers twrn to  their
fatherhood of crime? The Maha may be
lading in other places—but it's still
flowrishing in publishing.
-

The earliest wdemifiable North Ameri-
cans located 10 date :ve women. The most
authentic claimant to the title is the
Laguna Girl. found in California in
1933. Her closest vival is the Midland
Woman. lound the same year in Texas.
Next comes Minnesota Minme, a teen-
who have lallen or been
pushed into Lake Pelican some 10,000
vears ago—that is, if she wasn’t merely a
Sioux lass buried in a much deeper
grave than was usual for her dav. Such is
the kind of love 1o be absorbed from a
substantial and prolusely illustrated book,
The First Americon (Harcourt Brace Jovano-
vich), by C. W. Ceram (better known in
Woodstock. New York, and in literary
centers as Kurt W. Marek), who in 1919
gained fame with Gods, Graves and Schol-
Whereas the carlier work was a
popularly  written  journalistic tale ol
archacological adventure in many parts of
the world, the new one is a sober, well-
researched guide 10 the science of Ameri-
can archacology. The moving history of

dAger (LIHAY

fars.



True Tangent Tracking
First time in an automatic turntable!

The diagram over the photograph shows how
the tone arm articulates, constantly adjusting
the angle of the cartridge, and keeping the
stylus perpendicularly tangent to the grooves
throughout the record. Space-age pivotry and
computerized design have made it possible to
play the record at exactly the same angle as
it was cut. Reproduction is truer, distortion
sharply reduced, record life lengthened.
Consider that there are 3,600 seconds of
arc in a degree—and that a conventional
tone arm will produce up to 4 degrees tracking
error—or 14,400 seconds at full playing radius.
Compare this to the Zero 100 tracking error,
calculated to measure a remarkable S0 sec-
onds (160 times lower!) and you will see why
this Garrard development obsoletes the arm
geometry of every other automatic turntable.

[0 Test reporis by some of the industry’s most
respecled reviewers have already appeared,
expressing their enthusiasm. These reports are
now available with a 12-page brochure on the
Zero 100 at your dealer. Or, you can wrile
to British Industries Company, Dept. K-111,
Westbury, New York 11590.

Mfg. by Plessey Lid. Dist. by British Industries Co.

L [ r r. F

( ' J ! ] Garrard’s newest model,

is the only automatic turntable achieving zero tracking error.
Modestly priced at $189.50, this most advanced record playing

unit is a fabulous array of imaginative, responsible innovations:
Variable speed control; illuminated strobe; magnetic anti-skating
(an entirely new principle); viscous-damped cueing; 15° vertical
tracking adjustment; the patented Synchro-Lab synchronous motor;
and Garrard’s exclusive two-point record support. An engineer-
ing triumph, the articulating tone arm, is demonstrated below.
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The Unhiteable

AMPHORA “Green’ has made
the pipe smoker’s impossible
dream come true. It is a rich
aromatic blend that has no bite
at all! Every puff, even the last
few, are 100% biteless.

Your friends will appreciate
AMPHORA “Green’s” rich
aroma, It is crisp and autumn-
like. Definitely pleasing. And
you’ll like its cool taste and
slow-burning characteristics.

Try a pouch of AMPHORA
“Green" today. Discover why
pipe smokers have made un-
biteable AMPHORA Number
One™ in America.

AMPHORA AMPHORA AMPHORA, AMPHORA
Brown Blue Re GCreen
Regular Mad Argmane  Full Aromane  Rich Aromatic

"AMPHORA-America’s Largest
Selling Imported Pipe Tobacco|

the Indian peoples throughour the cen-
turies serves as a binding thread 10 the
narrative. The grim, reproachiul story of
their ill meaument by the white man is
told lairly and without passion. The early
American did not have a highly devel-
oped civilization. In 2000 vears, the Indi-
ans developed neither wheel nor plow,
and the only animals they domesucated
were the dog and the turkey. They did
not develop a script nor an alphaber.
But one wribe, the Natchez, had a social
system that was an astonishing mixoure
of class consciousness and blood mingling.
There were Tour casses subordmate to an
absolute monarch. The king was the
Great Sun and below him were the Suns,
the Nobles, the Honored Men and final-
lv—the Stinkers, But a Great Sun had to
mariy a Stinker, and there were rules lor
the Suns, Nobles, ¢tc., which ensured that
their children would travel systematically
up and down the social scale. If a lemale
Sun married a Stinker, he was not allowed
1o eat with her and had o stand in her
presence, just like any other Stinker. IE
she decided that he no longer pleased her,
she could have him obliterated and take
a new Sunker to her hearth and bed.
Squaws’ lib. The First American is a good
Ceram wrap-up. If Indians ave your bag.
have a look at john Upton Tarell's
American Indian Almanac (World), a fasci-
nating relerence guide 1o the wavs and
whys ol the red man.

Robert Penn Warren's new  book,
Meet Me in the Green Glen (Random
House), is a night rider of a novel
walloping out ol the notso-old South,
stitving Faulknerian ghosts. Love, sin,
remorse and race are mixed moa Lamil-
iarly bitter brew. The style is nothing if
not high. powerlul when it 1sn’t flamboy-
ant, compelling when it isn't downright
unbelicvable. Cassie Spottwood. the un-
loved wife of brutal Sunderland Spott-
wood. sees an unknown figure coming
down a Tennessee hill road in a drizle
ol rain, It's Angelo Passetto, Sicilian
with shiny black hair. recent fugitive
from his own accidentally cviminal past.
Angelo brings love and sex. both of
which Cassic seizes with passion  but
with a taciturnity bordering on aphasia.
Between her hill-country muteness and
Angelo’s phonetically spelled-out dialect,
there develops an annoyingly inaudible
code that leaves the reader with his ear
pressed tighter and tighter against the
dialog. tryving to catch some clue to the
inner workings of these people. In vain.
The story moves on in predictable lash-
ion to murder, miscarriage of justice,
madness. suicide—remorseless gothie pat-
terns stitched into cach chapter. There
are moments in Meet Me in the Green
Glen that ring with authenticity, where
both cruelty and love are made human,
and where the physical landscape is ren-
dered with a fine brush. But oo olten

for the success of this novel, the characters
are jerked by the strings of the story
rather than moved by the inexorabilitics
ol their own natures.

It used to be the press that was called
the fourth branch of government, but
now, as Paul Dickson makes clear in
Think Tanks (Atheneum), this title really
belongs to an institution that barely
existed 25 vears ago. Researching. ana
Iyzing and advising on every imaginable
subject, from megadeaths to the efficiency
ol New York Citv's fire department, these
Strangelovian organizations, such as the
RAND Corporation {(where Daniel Ells
berg had access 10 the Pemtagon papers)
and Herman Kahn's Hudson  Institue,
have sprung up faster than  back-vad
marijuana plants since the end of Womld
War Two. “Thev produce few tangible
goods other than paper,” writes Dick-
son. “Their major product is thought
rescarch usually reduced to writien ve-
ports or studies that are policy alier-
natives, evaluations, designs, theories,
suggestions. warnings. longrange plans.
statistics, predictions, descriptions of tech-
niques, tests, analyses, or, simply, new
ideas.” There seems no limit 1o the
market for such expertise, with hundreds
of millions of dollars being invested 1n
it each vear—too much, Dickson argues,
for military purposes. From his visits 1o
several of the bigger tanks, Dickson de-
scribes their personalitics and projecis—
at any rate, those not hidden heneath
secret stamps. Dickson does not deny
that an  overwhelmingly technological
sociery needs its specialized problem solv-
crs. but he makes a strong case that
their role in determining the future is
oo great to allow them o play it with-
out much closer public sautiny. This
book is a beginning. Perhaps the former
fourth branch of government will take
it from here.

-

Why now a book on the Attorney
Generalship of Robert Kennedy? Main-
ly becawse when Vicor S, Navasky
began Ius research lor Kennedy Justice
(Atheneum) in earlv 1966. R F. K. was
alive and doing well ¢nough to be con-
sidered an  eventual successor to  his
brother. Credit is due to the author for
sticking with his subject. As a nonprac-
ticing lawyer (Yale, 1959) and practic-
ing journalist (Monocle, New York
Times Magazine), Navasky has exam-
incd R.F. K''s role, stvle and administra-
tion in a conscientious and levelheaded
way. He is especially revealing about the
relationship between Kennedy and J. Ed-
gar Hoover, whose 'BI budget was slightly
over 40 percent of the Attorney Gener-
al's total. Kennedy got the FBI involved,
against its inclination. in the civil rights
movement and in the hght against orga-
nized crime. But in the process, says
Navasky, R.F. k. enormously enhanced



Canonet QL 17 As automatic at midnight as it is at noon.

It’s an amazing compact camera
that offers you the automation
you’d expect in the daylight hours,
plus full computer electronic flash
automation anytime.

This carry-it-anyplace camera
gives you quick and precise range-
finder focusing. The extraordinary
40mm f/ 1.7 lens rivals those on
cameras costing many dollars
more.

And here’s a camera that won't
let you make a mistake. The bright
viewfinder shows f/stops, has over
and under exposure warning indi-
cators. In fact, in the automatic
setting the QL 17 will not operate
during over or under exposure
conditions.

The Canolite D electronic com-

puter flash automatically sets the
correct f/stop when you focus.
There are never any guide number
and distance calculations to cause
delays and missed pictures. If you
are too close or too far away for
correct flash exposures, neither the
shutter or the flash will operate. 1f
you are using fill-in flash, the sensi-
tive CdS meter selects the correct
exposure for either the flash or the
background assuring perfect pic-
tures even under this most difficult
of shooting situations.

The Canonet QL 17 offers
focusing down to 2V2 -feet, shutter
speeds up to 1/500 second. And
it uses the Canon Quick Load sys-
tem, the fastest film loading system
yet devised for 35mm.

Canonet QL 17. We believe it’s
the most automatic precision cam-
era you can buy. But you can use it
100% manually if you prefer. So
you can always be as creative as
you desire.

Canonet QL 17 with electronic
flash and carrying case, under
$165 (suggested list price). Just
one of the fine selection of Canon
cameras at your Bell & Howell/
Canon dealer.

Canon
¥ BeweHoweL

Cancn Cemeras, made in Tokyo, Japan. by
Canon, Inc., are exclusively sold and serviced
throughout the U.S. and Canada by Bell & Howell.
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If mono was for one ear

and stereo is for two ears, then

what’s 4-channel for?

We first heard that classic misinterpreta-
tion of mono and stereo in the late 1950’s.

The full version, as told to many a wide-
eyed novice, went something like: “Sure. If you
had only one ear, mono would be perfect. But
you have two ears, so you’re not hearing it right
unless you have stereo.”

Now that 4-channel sound reproduction is
a reality, it’s time to lay to rest, once and for all,
this ear-counting fallacy. We at Fisher are par-
ticularly anxious to have every music lover un-
derstand the basic idea behind 4-channel, since
we’re the first to manufacture quality 4-channel
equipment on a large scale.

So, let’s get it straight:

The number of channels in a multichannel
system has nothing to do with the number of
your ears. Theoretically, the more channels the
better. There have been wide-screen movies with

as many as eight channels on their sound track.
But four channels, reproduced by four correctly
placed speakers, seem to be the practical opti-
mum for home use.

Other things being equal, 4-channel is an
even bigger improvement over standard 2-chan-
nel stereo than the latter was over mono. The
reason is that, for the first time, your ears can
have complete directional information.

In any live listening situation (except pos-
sibly outdoors), sounds reach you from all direc-
tions, in a 360-degree circle. The direct sound of
instruments or voices usually comes from the
front, but reflections off the walls come from
everywhere. Mono reduced this to a small point
source; stereo opened up your perspective over
a 90-degree arc from front left to front right.
But with a 4-channel system as shown in the il-
lustration, you get the full circle: all of the orig-
inal direct sound and reflected sound, all from
the original directions. You are there.

Complete Fisher 4-channel systems come
in two price ranges: expensive and very expen-
sive. But there’s also a Fisher 4-channel con-
verter that, for $299.95 plus the price of two
speakers, will turn your present stereo system
into a true 4-channel system.

In any case, if you care enough about music
to have gone from mono to stereo, you’ll sooner
or later graduate to 4-channel. It’s just a ques-
tion of time, rather than the number of your ears.
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Fisher/#

We invented high fidelity.

—

For more information, see history-making offer on right.



the power of the Burcau through a
“Faustian bargain™ that allowed it to
function more or less autonomously.
Confrontation would have been politi-
cally prohibitive. Navasky is tough on
the quality of judicial appointments,
many of which incduded segregationist
judges, and on the passive theory of
Federalism that guided the Justice De-
partment’s civil rights strategy under
Kennedy. About two thirds of the book
examines Kennedy's tactical and admin-
istrative approach to running the Justice
Department; the tactics were idealistic-
pragmatic and the administration was
seat of the pants and often inspiring.
The final chapters describe the family
code of the Kennedys and how it affect-
ed politically sensitive prosecutions.
(Mostly, it didn’t affect them—except to
build a stronger case; you don’t lose
cases involving friends or fellow Demo-
crats.) In R.F. K.’s relentless pursuit of
Jimmy Heoffa, the lesson to be learned is
that righteous zeal is sometimes blind to
higher priorities that the Government's
chiel Iegal officer ought to follow. On
the whole, according to Navasky, Kenne-
dy’s impact on the department was bene
ficial, even uplifting. It was also intensely
personal, charismatic—and transient.
-

Somehow, novels about publishing sel-
dom get off the ground. Even when
jazzed up with sex, an editor’s life con-
sists chiefly of reading a lot of dull
manuscripts. And his ministering to au-
thors lacks the drama ol, say, being a
bartender. So film critic/novelist (and
rLavBoy regular) Hollis  Alpert gets
quite a few brownic points for his reada-
ble new novel about the magazine biz
—The People Eaters (Dial). Alpert sets
off the staid complacency of The New
Yorker (here disguised as The Metro-
politan) against the brash muckraking
of New York magazine (here New York
Scene). He knows his circulation ABCs
and his editorial galley slaves, and uses
his expertise to tlluminate a conflict of
wills and libidos between the dedicated,
sell-effacing Morton Bellish—who gets
the AMetropolitan chair—and Robert
Mackey, who gews the shaft and tries
to catch up by publishing the sort of
magazine real New Yorkers would read.
Mackey enlists a swinging stable of scrib-
blers: No addict of the late-late ralk shows
can  faill to recognize Tom Wolle,
Judith Crist, Rex Reed or John Simon.
From board-room baccarat to boudoir
athletics, from sneak previews to literary
strip teas, the action seldom stumbles. A
tip-topical entertainment.

For many centuries, sickness and
death were accepted as punishment from
the gods for sins that only the guilty
themselves knew they had committed.
Modern man is free of such superstitious
ignorance—except in the case ol venercal

discase. As Theodor Rosebury makes
clear in Microbes and Morals (Viking),
syphilis and gonorrhea are still viewed,
by the public at large and the medical
profession as well, as justice mcted out
to copulating sinners. Dr. Rosebury,
emeritus professor of bacteriology at
St. Louis® Washington University, docu-
ments the price society has paid, and is
still paying, for clinging to such myths.
The idea that Columbus discovered not
only a new land but a new discase,
which his sailors took back to virginal
Europe, is demolished by detective work
on documents going back to the Old
Testament and ancient China. The smug
middle-class notion that V. D. afflics
chiefly the ignorant poor is punctured by
Dr. Rosebury’s long list of the educated,
the renowned and the rich who have suf-
fered and died from the corkscrew-shaped
spirochete of syphilis or the deflated-bal-
loon gonococcus of gonorrhea. And the
contemporary belief that soaring V. D.
rates can be traced to a fornicating
younger generation proves to be non-
sense when statistics are careflully evalu-
ated. As the author states, not until
socicty takes a less judgmental and more
clinical approach is there any hope
that venereal discase can be detected
and weated on a large enough scale
to encourage the hope of its eventual
elimination.
-

All those parentheses in the title of
James Beard's How to Eat (and Drink) Your
Way Through a French (or liclian) Menu
(Athencum) are to let you know that
the book is primarily a wanslation of
typical IFrench menus into simple Eng-
lish—Italian food and French and Ital-
ian wines are discussed almost as an
alterthought. One of the doyens of the
culinary world. Beard keeps his alpha-
betically listed descriptions of dishes and
ingredients both lively and frce of se-
mantic fat; he calls Bowtllinade des Pé-
cheurs, for example, “A version ol fish
soup with a very fancy name, but it's a
simple, honest mixture of fishes.” This
no-nonsense style ol writing makes How
lo Eal immensely casy to read lor pleas-
we as well as for reference. And is
57 x 97 size will slip nicely into a suitcase
(or even a roomy coat pocket) right next
to your Michelin red guide.

Ll

Also noteworthy: Three of our favor
ite funnvmen have come up with books
this season. Getting Even (Random Housc)
is Woody Allen’s collection of inimita-
bly Allenesque refleciions on the world
around him, some of which have en
livened these pages. In How a Satirical
Editor Became o Yippie Conspirator in Ten
Easy Years (Putnam), Paul Krassner gives
us “a collection of stuff I've done during
the first ten vears of The Realist” i
vou're acquainted with The Realist, that's
sufficient reason to get this book; il you're

We invented
high fidelity,

sowe havea
big stake in

imaking people
undersgtand it.

That’s why
we're \mlllng
to pay you
doliar to read
our book.

Here's all you do:

1. Clip and fill out the coupon below.

2. Call the telephone number in the
coupon to find your nearest participating
|Fisher dealer. (We'll pay for the call.)

3. Go to this dealer’s store and present
the coupon.

You'll receive a free copy of the new
1972 edition of “The Fisher Handbook,”
you may have a demonstration of Fisher
stereo equipment—and you’ll be handed a
crisp new dollar bill.

That’s all.

No strings. No catch. No obligations.

Fisher/#

We invented high fidelity,

When properly filled out and presented by anyone
over the age of 18 to a parlu:a ting Fisher dealer,
this ¢ will be exc d for a copy of the new
1972 edition of “The Fisher Hand‘l;ook"gm the sum
of $1.00 (one dollar). This offer is available strictly
on a one-lime basis through participating indepen-
1 dent Fisher dealers. who may discontinue the offer
|  atany time. Coupon is void where taxed. restricied or
1 prohibited by law. Offer expires November 30, 1971.

=

Name.

Address

City. State Zip____

For the name of your nearest participating
Fisher dealer, call (800) 631-1971 toll free,
In New Jersey, call (800) 962-2803.
ASIPB-2

Bonus! Worth $29.95! The bearer of the
above coupon will receive a free Fisher HP-70 stereo
headphone set (normally $29.95) with any purchase
of Fisher equipment from $250.00 up.
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AMERICAN
MOTORS
INTRODUCES
THE
GUARANTEED
CAR.

[f anything goes wrong with one ot our 72
and its our fault, well fix it free. Anything,




AMERICAN MOTORS 1972
BUYER PROTECTION PLAN.

For years, car buyers in this country
have been saying that instead of shiny
new chrome every year, what they really
want is a good car they can count on.

That's why American Motors and its
dealers put together their 1972 Buyer
Protection Plan.

Here’s how it works:

A STRONG GUARANTEE
IN PLAIN ENGLISH.

4

When you buy a new 1972 car from an American
Motors dealer, American Motors Corporation guarantees |
to you that, except for tires, it will pay for the repair or re-

lacement of any part it supplies that is defective in material
or workmanship. |

This guarantee is good for 12 months from the date
the car is first used or 12,000 miles, whichever comes first.

All we require is that the car be ly maintained
and cared for under normal use and service in the fifty |
United States or Canada and that guaranteed repairs or |
replacements be made by an American Motors dealer. I

This guarantee gives you 12-month or
12,000-mile coverage on a lot of things
most car warranties don’t. It covers air
conditioning, battery, radio,wiper blades,
front end alignment, light bulbs—literally
everything we put on the car except tires.

In other words, if something we did
goes wrong with one of our’72’s, you
won’t have to pay for the parts or the
labor.

We will.

A MORE THOROUGHLY-CHECKED CAR.
FROM THE FACTORY AND THE DEALER.

Naturally, we wouldn’t be backing our
cars like this if we weren’t more sure of

Ambassader

@ﬁ:@‘ Co Lo o —

them than we’ve ever been before. For
1972, we’ve put in more quality control
steps, more tests and more people to see
that every car leaving our factory is as per-
fect as man and machine can make it.
At the dealer’s, it’s checked over again.

Every car (not one of 50, one of 5, every
one) is road-tested for starting, handling,
braking and overall performance. When
the serviceman completes the test, he
signs his report and slides it over the sun
visor, where you can see it.
igns his name to
something, you
can be sure he’s
done hisjob. And
» done it right.

A LOANER CAR WHEN YOU NEED IT. FREE.

Not only do we offer you a strong guar-
antee, we've set up a system to back it up
without inconveniencing you.

If you have to leave your’72 overnight
for guarantee repairs, over 2,000 dealers
will loan you one of their —
cars. A nice, clean,
well-equipped
car in good
condition. Free.

A DIRECT LINE TO DETROIT. TOLL-FREE.

We’re making some big prom-
ises, and we fully intend to keep
them. But, just in case you have a
problem, we have a way of han-
dling it. When you buy a’72, you
get the name and toll-free num-
ber of a person in Detroit.

If you call, we promise you
you'll get results. And fast.

These aren’t just fancy words.

We mean it.

Nobody in the business does
as much for you after you buy a
car, and it takes a lot of time, men
and money to do all of these
things.

But we think it’s worth it.
exactly what they say
they want, we should

Since we're giving
sell more cars than I I

American car-buyers
we'veeversold before. American Motors
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u’re missing a vital part:
the Medico filter

MEDICO

LT C6 ' TRADE A
EL TRADE MARK ____ e
S sMEDIC

The 66 baffles in replaceable, absorbent
Medico Filters trap juices, tars, nicotine.
They keep your mouth cleaner, cooler.
Change the filter and your pipe is clean.
Nylon bits are guaranteed bite-proof.

Imported Genuine

Briar

Meemmay

Medico Filter Pipes: $2.50 to $25. Medico
Filters: regular, menthol, charcoal, 10 for 15¢.

For beautiful color catalog, write Medico,
745 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022,

Dept. A48. Please enclose 25¢ for handling.

Leather
Covered

Always ask for
Medico Filters

M E D1 C O Filter Pipes

give pleasure and peace of mind

]
¢

essential

The fragrance that brings
out the playmate in her,
turns on the playboy

in you! Half ounce of
Playboy's Playmate
Perfume, TE2000 $15.

Shall we send a gift card
in your name? No C. 0. D. orders;
send check or money order
(including $1.00 per item for
handling) to:

Playboy Products,

Playboy Building,

919 N. Michigan Ave.,
Chicago, lllinois 60611.
Playboy Club credit
keyholders may charge.

BPLAYMATE®M
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not acquainted with it, that’s an cven
better reason. And P. G. Wodehouse, 90
years old and eternally youthful, offers us
Jeeves and the Tie That Binds (Simon &
Schuster). Humor, indeed, bridges all
generation gaps.

Jack Newfield, who contributed The
Death of Liberalism to the April
PLAYBOY, has put together a collection of
several years' worth of articles and titled
it Bread and Roses Too (Dutton). Most ol
these examples of “advocacy journalism”
first appeared in The Village Voice.

DINING-DRINKING

Shandygoff, at Polk and Washington
streets in San Francisco, is an impecca-
ble example of a new culinary phenom-
enon—gourmet natural-food dining. To
protect his friends against smog, tension,
high blood pressure, cholesterol and
chemical contamination, Rubin Glick-
man, the young lawver who is the Hon-
ored Tounder ol Shandygaff. realized
that great cooking, spring water, organic
veggies and freshly baked breads are
not enough. His secret added ingredient
for a happy, healthy life—beautiful girls,
The delicous creatures of Shandygaft ri-
val those of the Trident in Sausalito lor
groovy smiles, shining macrobiotic teeth
and braless deportment under their bal-
last of yoghurt, omelets with mushrooms
cultured by pure hearts, and even—
Shandygalt is not autoaatically vegetarian
—clam, fish and shrimp dishes. If tie-
dveing and whole-grain cercals can do it
for these ladies, they also seem to do it
lor the tennis players, dope lawyers, hip
bohcmians, dealers, entertainers, artists,
rolling stones and greedy gurus who in
ever-larger numbers have discovered the
lunch-and-dinner happenings at Shandy-
galt. This is no franchise operation
(“Have decorator, will wavel”). The
banners of imaginary nations that hang
from the ceiling, the verbal-pun mural in
the men's room, the colors and lettering
and menu are all the result of earnest,
inspired tinkering. But those seeking a
bastion of hip dogmatism should seck else-
where. Squares are not twned away: A
regular dientele of Liude Old Ladies,
chortling with vigor, gobbles Raw Fresh
Vegetables in Season seated next to rock-
band strays. (Of course, no ashtrays wme
offered. But you can smoke behind the
green door that says roowms and nobody
will object.) Shandygalf believes in wine,
however, plus loahng, relaxing and herbal
teas. Unfiltered honey, soy delights, fer-
tile eggs, raw milk and the omnipres-
ent yoghurt—oh, how to explain the
hedomism of it all? Here, the name
Shandygaft refers to a wine-and-orange-
juice combination: juice squeezed on
the spot; Chablis, alas, unstamped by
the healthy, loving feet of the attendant
ladies. The place has become a treat and
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Stereo Tape Club of America

*With one year membership and minimum tape purchase,
six now and one a month for a year; speakers exira.

$119.95
reg.
price

COMPLETE
HOME
SYSTEM

with built-in amplifier and Z deluxe
stereo speaker units in handsome wal-
nut cabinels. THE PLAYER 15 FREE We
will bill you only special member’s
price of $29.95 for speakers. [ | check
COMPLETE HOME SYSTEM in coupon

1972 MODELS

$79.95
reg.
price

HOME PLUG-IN SYSTEM

Pre-amplified model. Plugs info your
present stereo record system. Beautiful
walnut gran finish. THE PLAYER IS
FREE. No speakers needed, plays
through your own stereo system. [}
chech HOME PLUG-IN SYSTEM i Coupon.

0 TAPE CARTRIDGE PLAYER OF YOUR CHD

$89.95
reg.
price
S DELUXE
: AUTO
S ¥ SYSTEM

Complete with easy installation kit and
2 deluxe flush mount speakers (no drill-
ing holes). THE PLAYER 15 FREE. We
will till you only special member’s
price-of $11.98 for speakers. [ check
DELUXE AUTO SYSTEM wn coupon

SELECT ANY 6 STEREOC TAPE GARTRIDGES TO START MEMBERSHIP

Only Stereo Tape Club gives full selection of all l1abels, arlists, new releases.

POPULAR |

=

ROCK_ANO FOLK

1319—WNEN YDU'RE SMILING,
Nat King Cole (Pichwick)
1321—FRANK SINATRA'S

GREATEST HITS (Reprise) ..
1344 _RAINDRDPS KEEP FALL
O.M. NEAD, B. ). Thomas (Spir). .6.98
1347—THE RAY CHARLES STORY,

VOLUME |l (Atlantc) .. ........ 698
1348—THE GOLDEN SOUNDS—POP,
Various Arlists (Captol} ....... 6.58
1345 —GREATEST MITS,

Bobby Goldsboro {U. Artists) ... .6.98
1353—T0M, Tom Jones

PPasrol] .....ieiicciiaaaas 5.98
1355—MNOW I'M A WOMAN

Mancy Wilson (Capetol) _ ... ... 698
1355—GREATEST NITS, Barbra
Stressand (Columbia) ..........6.98
1361—YERY DIOMNE, Diomoe
Warwich (Scepter} ............ .58
1363—ELEN CAMPBELL'S

GREATEST WITS (Capitel} ..... 638

1364—LOVE'S LINES, ANGLES L
RHYMES, 5th Oimension (Bell) .. _6.98
1IE5—THAT'S THE WAY IT 15,
Eivis Presley (RCA) ...........&
1366—FOR THE GOOD TIMES,

pean Marlin [Heprise) .6.98
1I6T—SWEETHERRT, Engl L}
Humperdinck (Parrot) PR 1 |

1368—EVERYTHING IS GODD ABDUT
YOU, The Lettermen (Capitol) .. .6.98
1369—CLOSE TO YOU,

The Carpenters (ABM} ... .. 6.98
1370—CHAPTER TWO,

Roberta Flack (Atiantic) ....... 6.98
1371—SHE'S A LADY,

Tom Jones (Parrot) ............ E.58
1372—CARPENTERS,

The Carpenters (REM] __....... 698

2318—GREATEST HITS, Herb

Alpert, Tijuana Brass (ARM) ...6.98
2319—MAGIC PIANOS OF

FERRANTE L TEICHER (Sunset) . .6.98
2324 COME SATURDAY MORNING,

Jachie Gieanson (Capitel) .. ... .6.98
2326—0RANGE COLORED SKY,

Gerl Maempfert (Oecca) ........6.98
2327—FROM MONTY, WITN LOVE,
Montovan: (London) ...........6.98
2328—BURT BACHARACH

(AEM) .5.98

8307T—COWBDYS & CDLORED
PEDPLE, Flip Wilson (Atlantic) ..5.58
B316—REST DF BILL COSBY,

Ball Cosby (Warner Bros.) ...... 638
B321—LIYE AT SING SIN
Moms Mabley (Mercury)
B327T—THIS 15 A RECORDING,

Lily Tombn (Polydor) .. _......638
8323—THE BEST OF PETER,

PAUL & MARY (Wapner Bros.) ... 5.58
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2301—LADY SOUL,

Aretha Frankhn [Atlantic) ..... .B.98
3312—THE BEST OF WILSON
PICKETT (Atlantic] ............ 698
3314—HISTORY OF

OTIS REDDING (Alco) .......... 698
3730—THE BEATLES 1 & 2

tAppte) (Twin Pack) .......... 12.90
335T—DEM-YU, Croshy, Stills,

Nash L Young (Atlantic) ....... 5.9
3366—LIVE, CREAM,

Cream (Atlantic) ... ... ..... (%1}

I —WOODSTOCK, Various
Artists (Cotitiion) (Twin PR} .. 17.98
A37T2—LIVE AT MONTEREY, Jirni

Hendix /Otis Redding {Rep) ... 6.58
3373—5PIRIT IN THE DARK,

FAretha Franklin (Atlantic) ..... 6.98
3374—ABRAXAS, Sanlana

pColumbia) ¥ 0L O e e 698

3376—LIVE AT LOMDDN'S TALK DF
THE TOWN, Temptations (Gordy) 6.98
3377--LED TEPPELIN NI,

Led Zeppeln (Atlantec) ........ 698
3379—STEPHEN STILLS,
Stephen Stills tAtlantic) .......6.98

3381—FAREWELL LIVE, YOL. 1,
Oiana Ross, Supremes (Motown) . . 6.58
3382—PENDULUM, Creedence

Clearwater Revival (Fantasy) ... .6.98
J383—THE SUPER HITS, Vol. 5,
Varipus Artists (Atlanlic) ...... 6.58
3383—SUPER BAD,

James Brown (King) ............ .58

1385—METAMORPHOSIS,
Iran Butterfly (Atlantic) .
3386—2 YEARS OM,
Bee Cees (Atco) .......
338T—STICKY FINGERS,
Rolling Stones (Atco) ..
3388—BEST OF WILSON
VOLUME 2 (Atlantic) .... i
3389—4 WAY STREET, Crosby,

Stills, Nash & Young (Atlanlic) ..9.98
3350 —ALL THINGS MUST PASS,

Geo. Harrison (Apple) (Twin Fk) 13.88
3392—THE SKY'S THE LIMIT,
Temptations (Gordy) .. &

3393 —MAYBE TOMORROW,

Jackson 5 (Motown) _._....... 5.90
3394—50NGS FOR BEGINMERS,
Graham Mash (Atlantic) ...... E.98
3395—TOUCH,

Supremes (Motown) .......... .E.98

B§326—TAF ROOT MAMUSCRIPT,

Neil Diamond (Unn) ... ...... &
BI28—TUMELEWEED COMMECTION,
Elton John (Uni) .........c... 698

[ coOuNTRY AND WESTERN

[0 4301—TIME 1| GET TO PHOENIX,
Clen Camptel (Capstol) ....... . 6.58

7328—TCHAIKDVSKY: SWAN LAKE
SUITE (westminster-Geld) ...... 698
If coupon removed write to:
Stereo Tape Club of America
1480 W. 178th 5t., Gardena, Ca. 248
# Trademark 1571 Stereo Tape Club of Amenca

[] 4322—THE GOLOEN SOUNDS,
COUNTRY, Various Artisls: Haggaed,
James, South, Owens, (Capitol) .. 6.98

[ 4325—HELLO DARLIN,

Conway Twilly (Decca) ........ 698

[0 4326—FIGHTING SIDE OF ME,

Merle Haggard [Capital) . ..... 538

[ 4327—FROM ME TO YOU,

Charley Pride (RCA) ... ...... 598

[0 #328—JOHNNY CASH SHOW,

Johnny Cash (Columbia) ........ 598

I JAZZ

[] 5307—THE BEST DF WES
MOMTGOMERY (Verve) ......... 690

[0 5312—MEMPHIS LUNDERGROUND,
Herbie Mann (Atlantic) ....... 553

[] S315—LIVE AT THE WNISKEY
A-G0-GO, Herbie Mann (Atlankic) 6.98

[] 5323—THE BEST DF RAMSEY
LEWIS, (Cadel) ........-..-.. 5.98

[] 5325—MONGO "7,

Mongo Santamana (Atlantic) ...5.98

[ 5326—FREE SPEECH,

Eddie Harris [Atlantic) ... ... .6.58

[ 5327—MELLOW DREAMIN’, Young
Holt Unlimited {Cotidlion) ..... 6598

[] 5328—SECOND MOVEMENT, Eddie
Harris & Les McCann {Nianlk(] 6358

[ srow ano cuassicaL )

[] 6301—0R. ZHIVAGO, Original
Sound Track (MGM) ........... 1.58

[ E310—MMR, Criginal
Broadway Cast (RCA) ..........7.98

[] 6312—ROMED & JULIETTE,

Original Scundtrack (Capitol) . 6.58

[0 5321—LOVE STDRY, Original
Sound Track (Paramount) .. ..... 198

[] &322—HOMER,

Driginal Sountrack (Cotillion) 598

[ £323—PARTRIDGE FAMILY ALBUM,

5. Jones, 0. Cassidy (Bell) .. .. 688

[] &32&—JESUS CHRIST SUPERSTAR,

A Rock Opera (Decca) (Twin Pk) 12.98

[ §325—N0, HO, HAMETTE, Oniginal
Broadway Cast (Columbia) .. ...7.98

[] 7303—CERSHWIN RHAPSODY IN
BLUE, Lon. Fest. Orch. [Lon) .. 6.98

[] 7315—THE GDLOEN SOUMDS,
CLASSICS, Various Artists (Cap) 698

[0 7320—TCHAIKOVSKY 1812
OVERTURE, Jubin Mehta (Lon.) . .6.98

[0 7322—BEST OF BEETHOVEN,
(Westminster-Gold) [ — X

[] 7323—RaVEL: BOLERD,
{Westminster-Gold) o

O
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~ WHY WE GIVE YOU THE FINEST
8-TRACK STEREO PLAYER FREE

We are America’s largest all-label, all-arlist sterec tape
cartridge club. We want to introduce you to the newest,
most advanced, most convenient way to enjoy music in
your home, car or office — with trouble-free compact
stereo tape cariridges that play continuously, switch
tracks automatically and last practically forever. We are
so convinced that you will enjoy this spectacular new
sterec sound in a cariridge, thal we are willing to give
you the player free, as a membership gift, just so you'll
buy your tapes from us — all the newest, factory-fresh
releases direct from all the major recording companies
— never at more than regular price, and you can save up
to 50%, get free bonus tapes every month, enjoy extra

Club benefits and the Club Magazine..

The STEREOMATIC tape player we give you free, as a
membership gift, is superb. It must be good to keep you
as a customer. It is made especizally for Club members
by one of the finest manufacturers in the world, to meet
strict Club specifications that assure you brilliant high
fidelity stereo performance for many years of trouble-
free service. We know you must be delighted. That's why
we are willing to send it to you al no risk or obligation
on your part. If you like it. KEEP IT. It's yours FREE just
for buying stereo tape cartridges you would want to own
anyway. If not, return it and your membership is can-
celled. You pay nothing and owe nothing. To take advan-
tage of this fabulous new membership offer, complete
the coupon and mail now.

Stereo Tape Club of America

1480 W. 178th ST., GARDENA, CALIF. 90248

Please accept my membership and send FREE Stereo-
matic B-track tape- cartridge player checked below:
[1 COMPLETE HOME SYSTEM (speakers $29.95}

[0 HOME PLUG-IN SYSTEM ({no speakers)

[0 DELUXE AUTO SYSTEM (speakers $11.98)

Also send 6 cartridges | am buying now to starl
membership. (Select 6 and print numbers below.)

= B | [ &=l
L 1L ] | ]

Bill me for these plus shipping and handling. | mzz
pay in 3 monthly instaliments if | wish. I not 100%
satisfied, | may return player and cartridges in 10
days and membership is cancelled. | owe nothing.
(Fill in all info. If military, use military address)

Name Age
Address

city _State 2 | EE—
Phone______ Area____[) Home (] Bus. [ Other
Credit Rel e |

Credit Card? (If any. check one): [J BankAmericard
[ Master Charge [J Amer. Express [J Diners Club
Accl. #__ ___IF YOU WISH TO CHARGE
ABOVE ORDER TO CREDIT CARD. CHECK HERE..[]
Military Only: Rank E- Serial # __
Date of Discharge_________Length of Service
MY MAIN MUSICAL INTEREST IS: (check one)

{1 Popular  [] Rock & Folk  [J Show & Classical
In eddition to the & certridges | am buying now lo
start membership, | agree to buy one 2 month for a

year at reg. Club price plus postage and handiing.
{Tapes you'll want anyway, thousands to choose from.)

SIGNATURE (REQUIRED)

J1171P

LR T R
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Handcrafted to take it.
And take along.

Take it along . . . for years and years of
enjoyment. Zenith's new Urbanite, model
C1340W, has a Handcrafted chassis—
ruggedly built for long-life dependability.
Lightweight cabinet, less than a foot high.
12" diag. screen.

At Zenith, the quality goes in
before the name goes on.®

ENITH

Simulated TV Picture

— s =

The 1972 economy mol.

Introducing Americon Tourister soft-sided luggoge. The luggage that locks great
ond weors well But doesn’t leave a huge deficit in your budget

It's available in five sizes And the strong vinyl sides expand to hold a lot of extro
things. (Shown here, our men's one-suiter carry-on, $27.50.)

The luggage comes in bermuda brown and tourist gold. And the prices/
start al $20 Which is prelty economical, no matter what the state of your
own economy is

American Tourister soft-sided luggage. From $20.

American

Tourister

o1 l{rml)!{r to the glory of eggs, fruit,
vegetables and givls, bringing it all to-
gether for a beuer world. Its habitués
like it as it is; so, though we can't resist
telling you, please don’t tell your
friends. Shandygaff is open Tuesday
through  Saturday, noon to midnight;
Sunday, 4 rarn o 10 ea; cosed Mon-
day. Reservations are not necessary—yet.
No aredit cards accepred.

MOVIES
Columnist Pete Hamill wrote the
scemario  for Do, a4 myth-debunking

Western shot in Spain by director Frank
Perry as if he wanted to make sure the
myth were dead. Characters named Doc
Holliday, Kate Elder and Wyatt Earp
are played, respectively, by Sty Keach,
Faye Dunaway and Harris Yulin—all
speaking a brand of dialog that sounds
like a New York newshound's parody ol
John Wayne on the Late Show. “Beans
make ya fart” is a fair sample o
Faye's contribution to gracious living in
the American West, as interpreted by
Hamill and Perry, whose theme seems to
be that all our mythic heroes were sick,
dirty, violent, decadent and otherwise
far-lrom-perfcat creatures. So that's why
the mnation’s values are screwed up.
Though Faye struggles valiantly to simu-
late normal human behavior, director
Perry overwhelms her with his determi-
nation to make everyone act a legend
come to life as a waxwork. He succeeds
in spades with Keach and Yulin, who
utter each line m measured cadences,
sotto voce, their eyes fixed in the middle
distance, where a man can see Destiny,
scems  like, if he remembers not 1o
blink. Somchow they even manage to
walk in slow motion, which is plumb
aazy. Made crazier by a strained “mod-
ern” view of Holliday as a consumptive
opium addict, probably the object ol
Earp's latent homosexual desires. John
Wayne won't like any of this, nor do we.
Too goddamn boring.

Working in a more conventional
mode, Burt Lancaster, Robert Ryan and
Lee J. Cobb project magnitudes ol star
power that all but vanguish Lewman, a
slight Western about a proud marshal
(Lancaster) trying to bring some bad
guys to justice in a fronter town where
the sheriff (Rvan) has been bought and
paid for by a rich, powerful rancher
(Cobb). It must have sounded like
High Noon to British producer-director
Alichael Winner, a competent craftsman
who evidently relished the opportunity
to work out West with a trio ol impor-
tant American acors. Lancaster remains
expressionless throughout, while his co-
stars  perlorm  well-practiced wricks tha
could ecasily be spliced into a dozen
ather pictures frown for frown. Only



RUM SCREWDRIVER
T3 CATCHING ON.

Anyone who has ever put vod-
ka in orange juice knows what it
comes out tasting like.

Orange juice.

On the other hand, put Puerto
Rican Rum in orange juice and
you end up with something that
tastes like something else.

The taste of White or Silver
Puerto Rican Rum doesn’t dis-
appear behind the orange.

[t complementsit witha subtle
littletasteof its own, just enough
to remember it by.

Every PuertoRican Rum s dis-
tilled at high proof.

And filtered with charcoal and
aged for added smoothness.

So make your next screw-
driver with Puerto Rican Rum.

It']l taste more like
what youdrink before din-
ner,and less like what you
drink before breakfast.

THE RUMS OF PUERTO RICO

€ 1971 Commonwealth of Puerto Rico

A Rum Sercwdriver is made like any other
serewdriver, except with Puerto Rican Rum . For a
Sfree book of the many drinks you cun make with rum,
write: Rums of Puerto Rico, 666 Fifth Ave., N Y.,

NY. 10019,
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,Cuervo
nventea

the
Margarita. (4

1 part Cuervo,
1-1/2 oz.

1 part Arrow Triple Sec,
1-1/2 oz.

1 oz. lemon or lime juice.
Mix ingredients,

shake with shaved ice
and serve in

salt-rimmed glasses.

America's largest selling Tequila.

80,86 PROCF. JOSE CUERVO® TEQUILA. IMPORTED AND BOTTLED BY © HEUBLEIN, INC., 1971, HARTFORD, CONN.

blonde Sheree North (remember?), play-
ing an old Hame who confronts the mar-
shal with a plea for mercy, manages to
transtorm her allotment of dichés into a
moment of truth.

-

What u-ri|cr-(lil'm'tur-]ll'uduct:r-lml'r;tlm'
Bruce Brown did lor surfing in The
Endless Summer, he does for motorcycle
racing in On Any Sundsy. On several
counts, Sunday is even better, because
Brown and a dozen diligent cinematog-
raphers stop at nothing that might in-
hibit the vicarious thrill of crouching
berween the handlebars of a bike that
burns up track at 165 mph. Brown's
marration has the same gee-whiz tone
as belore. “You guys are nuts!” is his
typical response to the spectacle of men
who saw the casts off their fractured
limbs or wrap a scarf around broken
noses  rather than  give up another
chance 1o bust themselves up on wheels.
Why do they do it—when the prize is
apt to be nothing more than a tinny
trophy? Sunday’s answer is drowned out
by the roar of a revved-up motor, fol-
lowed by a steady. spontaneous hum of
enthusiasm. Thrills, spills and unfailing
good humor characterize the simple
pleasures of cycling as Brown sees them,
whether at the grueling Six Day Trials
in El Escorial, Spain, or at the 100 Mile
Grand Prix that annually draws 1500
amateur and prolessional racers to tiny
Elsinore, California, Contributing to all
this good clean mayhem are such ac
knowledged easy riders as Mert Lawwill,
grand national champion of 1970, and
Malcolm Smith, a virtuoso whose swing-
ing style in the saddle may remind
viewers of a bike-borne Fred Astaire. Fi-
nancial backing for On Any Sunday was
provided by Steve McQueen, the star of
Le Mans, featured far more effectively
here as an amateur speed demon who
holds his own in several bruising events.
Brown’s slow-motion gimmickry and a
musical score that reeks of 4 Man and a
Woman are lorgivable attempts to make
motorbike racing look as lyrical as bal-
let; at best, he achieves a kind of raw
physical poetry in spite of himsell. But
Sunday is never dull.

-

Bacteriological warlare between Rus-
sia and China has decimated the world’s
population and left Los Angeles—some-
time after 1975—a dead city. At first the
only recognizably human survivor is
Charlton Heston, as a scientist who man-
aged to immunize himsell against the
global plague. Pitted against him, because
he represents the destructive power ol a
modern technological society, is a tribe
of hideous mutants led by a night
creature  nmamed  Marthias  (Anthony
Zerbe), who declares the scientist pguilty
of “medicine, weapons, machines, elec
tricity,” and says: “We mean to cancel
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the loud in your stereo
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gives her a pain in the head get a Marantz.

It's not that she’'s got super-duper sensitive hearing (like
that spotted beagle two doors down), it's because most women
hear better than men. so when she screams turn down the
sound what she really means is turn down the damn distortion
because the distortion is driving her bananas.

Not so with Marantz stereo. Take the new Marantz 2270
stereo AM/FM receiver for $499. It delivers a walloping 140
watts RMS power at less than 0.3% distortion. . .which means
virtually NO DISTORTION. And because Marantz measures
distortion at continuous full power through the whole listening
range—it won't bring tears to her eyes or
a pain to her head. NO MATTER HOW
LOUD. Other companies measure
power and distortion only in mid-
die listening range. So they quote their
highest power and lowest distor-
tion only in the middle. But on the low
and high sides their power is down

and their distortion is up. So if you pay for 140 watts be sure
you get 140 watts at both ends and in the middle.

With Marantz you get exactly what you pay for. If all you
need is 30 watts, take our model 2215 for $199. Want twice as
much power? Our model 2230 gives you 60 watts RMS for
$299  And our model 2245 at $399 delivers 90 watts RMS. ALL
CONTINUOUS POWER throughout the entire listening range.

No matter which model you choose. remember this.
You're getting Marantz quality. The same quality that goes into
the magnificent model 19 FM stereo receiver (shown) that

costs $1000. YES. A cool grand. But it
- 1s the absolute, ultimate, very best
there is.

Visit your Marantz dealer. And
take your wife along. (Or that spotted
beagle two doors down.)

) ¢ 4 T = 8§ o<V s 0 ¥V &
We sound better.

1571 Maraniz Infernational. S A, PO Box 885, Sun Valley, Cait 81352 In Evrope 40, Aue de Chalclan, 1050 Brusagls, Belgium In Canada: Electrohomes Lid | Kilchener, Onlona. Send for es calaiog



The lighter
that works
like lightning.

It's the revolutionary Maruman lighter.

the world vou civilized people made.”
Though sluggish in sections, The Omega
Mon is an unusually intelligent science-
fiction thriller based on Richard Mathe-
son’s novel I Am Legend, adapted with
care by John and Joyce Corrington
(who also wrote the screenplay for I'on

PLAYRBOY

No flint, no wick, no battery. Richthofen and Brown. reviewed below).
All it needs is clean butane fuel. Heston gives a  dynamic, thoughtlul
performance—underscoring  his  patent-
ed virility with a touch ol wry detach-
ment as he talks to himsell, rages at fate
or sits disconsolately in an empry thea
ter watching (obviously for the 100th
time) the dear departed protagonisis ol
Woodstock. He subsequently finds some
provocative companions in misery and
hits it oft best with black actress Rosa-
lind Cash, as a girl whose charms instant-
ly dissolve all color barriers. First-class
photography can be taken for granted
in a major Hollywood hlm with money
to spend, yet cinematographer Russell
(The Misfis and Spariacusy Metty dou-
bles and triples Omega Man's impact
with his powerful images of L. A. as a
still-glittering, ghostly metropolis  sud-
denly returned to the Dark Ages.

~

EETETD ,
"
AT e ey vy
L) 2!

S~

e ol

L5
i,
R
el Pl ~

WSS EL S

Its almost magical ceramic element creates a quarter-inch lightning
bolt when you press the thumbpiece. This ignites the butane fuel—so de- _ _ e
pendably, you'll get years of lights. It's just that simple. Lean, handsome John Phillip Law,

At jewelry, tobacco and department stores. Ten handsome designs and whose clean-cut profile has so far ex-
finishes. From $15 for chrome to $27.50 for fine gold plate. cused him from really serious acting,

Maruman Distributed by: Consolidated Cigar Corp., Allied Products Div.. plays Baron Manfied von Richthofen,
25 Allen St., Bridgeport, Conn. Germany's World War One llying ace, in
Von Richthofen ond Brown. Opposite @aw,

Don Stroud has the bewer role and
makes the most of it as Canadian fighter

lf you,ve been saVing up pilot Roy Brown, who supposedly shot
for a Pioneer AM-FMreceiver  Jiiviiwaihpi
you ]ust got a break. shuttles back and forth across the English

Channel, collecting ghimpses ol the wo

A price break on Ploneer’s two most regular prices, these feature-packed SR G TR SRR (] L
rice br s = : - S A e 5

soﬂght—aﬁer stereo models. Save AM-FM stereo receivers are even more fatetnl hour of combatz ‘Brown, ‘the tool

$40.00 on the versatile 180 watt so0 now. Available at Pioneer hi-fi dealers. technician whose skill and  detachment

SX-1500TD with microphone mixing.  U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp., presage the inhuman elhciency of modern

Now only $359.95, including 178 Commerce Rd. Carlstadt,N.J. 07072 wirlare; Von Richthofen, the old-line

;:iér;?ggTf‘.;g?g‘;zgsg&?qooe\.n;ﬂﬁmp m pIONEEl“" LEuropean aristocrat for whom war was a

$269.95. Tremendous values at their

tournament, an airborne joust. the su-
preme test ol a gentleman’s courage and
gallantry. There's a basic intelligence in
the flm’s conception that makes up flor
much hokum concerning an  incidental
character named Hermann Gocering and
some forced sexual cuteness among the
Red Baron, a blonde (Karen Huston) and
a Fokker wriplane. Director Roger Cor-
man, his reputation inflated by a series
of stylish horror fitms before he cracked
the big time, hasn’t yet kicked some of
the low habits he picked up on the
shock circuit. Von Richthofen and Brown,
however, is loaded with promising signs
[or his [uture.

when you want something better

For the first half hour or so, the film
version of Jacqueline Susann’s The Love
Machine (adapted by Samuel Tayvlor)
looks and sounds like one of those
good-bad movies that audiences love 10

Where-To-Buy-t? Use REACTS Card — Page 223.



Seagram’sV.O.

For people who do everything just right.

They seem to do everything. And they do it nght. Even when
It comes to having a drink. It has to be Seagram's V.O. Very special.

Very Canadian. Very right. Known by the company it keeps. ;
Seagram’s\/o Canadian
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With Old Spice Stick
Deodorant. Fast . ..
dry . .. hard-working
protection that
doesn't mess around.
Use it in the morning
. . . protects you

all day.

The 8-Track PRO

ROBERTS 808D

8-TRACK CARTRIDGE PLAYER/RECORDER DECK

RECORDS... 8-track cartridges from any source with
professional resuits!

PLAYS... cartridges with magnificent ‘big stereo’ sound!

Also available in complete system with matching speakers.

The Pro Line ® ®

ROBERTS ol

Where-To-Buy-lIt? Use REACTS Card — Page 223,

hate, or at Jeast to hoot at. The impulse
to just lean back and enjoy author Su-
sann’s vulgarity proves almost irresistible
when Robert Ryan, as the sober chief of
a TV network, weighs a major program-
ing decision in his sumpiuous executive
suite, finally wheezing, “Look at those
pictures on the wall . . . Picasso, Ma-
tisse. You think those fellows plaved it
sale?”” Few recemt movies have offered
such pearls of dialog. Unlortunately,
Love Machine soon lapses into a boring
board-room melodrama about a showbiz
barracuda named Robin Stone  (John
Phillip Law again), who pumps “guts
and excitement” into TV and is kept
busy producing similar results with the
gitls he wkes to bed. Dyan Cannon, as
the network chairman’s rvestless wile, cas-
ually performs her predictable acts of
bitchery, and Jackie Cooper is ¢ffective as
a scarred warrior in the struggle for
corporate power. But Love Machine's
cleverest stunt is a dry performance by
David Hemmings as a homosexual pho-
tographer, the hero’s one-and-only friend.
Hemmings escapes the pervasive air of
mediocrity by keeping himself  aloof,
coolly projecting disdain for his lines, his
colleagues and the movie as a whole.
That attitude seems just right,

Hamming it up as two rascally repre-
sentatives of Her AMajesty’s government,
John Gielgud and Ralph Richardson
make great sport of their rvoles in Eagle
in a Cage, an otherwise insignificant
movice about the last days of Napoleon's
exile on St. Helena. As the doomed cap-
uve ecagle, Kenneth Haigh shows a re-
markable resemblance 1o Rod Steiger in
Walerloo and acts accordingly, spouting
axioms abour war and peace and man’s
infinite corruptibility for the benefit of
his aides and mistresses (Billie Whitelaw
and Georgia Hale perform very well as
the Lautter). One would swear, by the
sound of it, that the whole show was
adapred scene lor scene from a stodgy
English historical play, but writer-pro-
ducer Millavd Lampell and  direcior
Fielder Cook evidently brought down
this flapping FEagle on their own.
Though Gielgud and  Richardson try
everything short of straw hats and tap
dancing to knock a semblance of life into
it, they arive too late,

In The Red Tent, Russian and Italian
film makers unite with an English
speaking cast to re-create a real-lile dis-
aster based on accounts of the 1928
polar expedition led by Ttalian general
Umberto Nobile, an ambitious but inex-
perienced man who set off a wragedy of
arors when he wried wo fly a dirigible
over the North Pole. The mighty airship
crashed in an arctic wasteland, ultimately
cost the life of Norwegian explorer
Rouald Amundsen (lost while scarching
for survivors) and occasioned a  nasty
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A Beautiful Way to Get Tuned In!
KENWOOD KR-7070A

with Automatic Tuning / Remote with Volume Control
300 WATTS (IHF) = 3-FET = 4-IC = XTAL FILTER = FM/AM

Visit your nearest
Authorized KENWOOD
Dealer . . . or for
complete
specifications,
write. ..

@ KENWOOD 15777 So. Broadway, Gardena, Calif. 90248
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card packer. 4

In a flock of honasome leﬁthers from $5.0010 $12.50

scandal. Though the actual events retain
their fascination and were filmed in deso-
late northern snowscapes where 1ales ol
incredible hardship are easy to believe,
the movie itsell is as much a wreck as that
divigible. Peter Finch miscast as Nobile.
Sean Connery subdued as Amundsen and
Claudia Cardinale as a girl who refuses
1o give up hope lor her fiancé are moved
around like cutouts by Soviet directon
Mickail K. Kalatozov (remembered in
the West for his poignant The Cranes Are
Flying). Already handicapped by its aca-
demic rhythm and trite dialog ("He's
not dead. If he were, I would know it,”
pines Clandia), the tale unfolds in the
shaky dramatic structure of a trial scene
—a recurring lantasy staged 40 years larer
in the mind of the weary, dishonored
Nobile, who summons ghosts [rom the
past to decide his guilt or innocence.
Guilty—all of them!
-

Billy Jack exploits sex and violence
while ostensibly preaching peace and
love, yet director T. C. Frank and his
scenarists cannot be accused ol cynicism.
In fact, utter sincerity is the saving grace
of Billy Jack. a disarming drama star-
ring Tom Laughlin in the title role as a
half-breed Indian war hero who dofis his
Green Beret and comes home to Arizona
to defend the ancient rights of his fore-
fathers. Billy also stands twall  against
small-town ignorance and prejudice on
behalf of a prairie school, where trou-
bled teenagers with longish hair and
hippiec manners try 1o work out their
hang-ups with touch therapy and that
sort of thing. As the determined school-
ma'tm in charge, newcomer Delores
Taylor (Mis. Laughlin in private life)
also Lrkes complete charge of the movie
itself. With a prematurely aged [ace that
doesn't match her supple, athletic body,
Delores is plainly an amateur, but an
inspired one, whose simple sense ol
truth curies her to emotional  peaks
that a more experienced actress might
give an anm to achieve. She is beaten,
raped and humiliated in sundry other
ways before Billy Jack runs out of das
tardly deeds for a passel of bigots and bad
guys. While the general level of percep
tion remiins low to medium, the movie
occasionally  generates  something  like
the [reshness of street theater—impro-
vised on the spot by people who believe
i what they're doing, even when they
don't do all of it well.

The credits for The Marriage of @ Young
Stockbroker promise a kind ol satire that
never nuterializes in the movie, based on
a novel by Charles Webb, author ol The
Graduate. For his debut as a director,
Lawrence Turman (who produced The
Graduate) hired Richard Benjamin o
play the hero, one ol those contemporary
young clods with a rebel’s heart thump
ing away inside his stuffed shire. As the
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restive wile, lissome Joanna Shimkus
finds her California-modern home a trap
and would like 1o run off to New York
o enter modeling school. In addition,
she takes a rather dim view of her hus-
band’s slipping out the bathroom window
with binoculars o play Peeping Tom.
Twman's standard direction does litle
Lo I]'(‘hh('l’l lll) il OSCrics (_)l more or l['.'i'i
obligatory scenes—the imprompru inter-
lude with a trned-on blonde at the
beach, the loncly auto ride with a pop
tune whining on the sound track, the
provocative moment or two with wiley's
meddlesome sister and, of course, the
visit. with an asinine Jady psychiatist.
What 1t all comes o in the end is the
rediscovery that an upper-middle-class
marriage  arranged  around  tennis-club
membership and i retivement plan leaves
much to he desired.

Bette Davis and  Ernest Borgnine,
crudely disguised as hippies, double up
on a motorbike and pull a series of
bank robberies in Bunny O'Hare. The
movic’s central idea—if you can call it
an idea—appems to be a seniorcitizen
spool of Bonnic and Clyde, with Bette
cast as a lunatic little old lady who has
been cruelly mistrcated by her grasping
children and heartless banks. Set in the
Southwest, Bunny even manages a smidg-
en of social significmce in the figure of a
reactionary police licutenant (Jack Cas-
sidy) who vows 1o stop the crime wave by
arresting every goddamn hippie in the
state. This brand of antiestablishment
comedy is apt to embarrass voung and
old, rich and poor, radical and conserva-
tive. Bunny also marks a sethack for die-
hard Davis [ans. who must grieve over
Hollywood's insistence on catering to the
worshipers of youth by exhibiting its
classicst grande dames in gargovle roles.

.

Somewhere in Arizona,  courageous
sportsmen gather for the fine fun of
shooting down helpless  buftaloes  that
are herded into a pen and destroyed as
a form ol population control. Nearby,
half & dozen confused city kids from a
amp (“You send us a4 boy, we'll send
you a cowboy™) plot a dawn raid to set
the animals [rec. Of course, their well-
meaning prank ends in vagedy. Can a
young, idealistic outsider ever hope to
win against gun-slinging middle-aged [as-
cists? Thus goes Bless the Beosts & Chil-
dren, Stunlev Kramer’s version of a novel
by Glendon Swarthout; and let no man
say that Kramer limits himsell to pid-
dling themes. Unhappily, his intentions

once again  considerably ourweigh  his
direcrorial skills. lor he is a most con-
ventional storyteller, as well as a pop
moralist who shrinks [rom wunderstate-
ment as il it were the plague. Beasts &
Children, photographed on location, is
competently  overacted by six young
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performers in roles that could have been
worked out on a computer: There's the
Jewish comedian’s son, the son of a
Jew-baiting bigot, a couple of sibling
rivals, a fatherless child of divorce and
a sensitive boy whose parents fear he's
a fag. At moments, Kramer's absolute
conviction ahout the importance of
what he’s saying gives his film some
forward drive; but more often, he seems
merely a journeyman moviemaker trying
Lo turn (_-_\;pluii:ltitm into art.
-

Completed in France in 1966 and
banned for two years by the French
Ministry of Information, The Nun is
based on Diderot’s 18th Century classic,
La Religicuse. Anna Karina, in the title
role, has a modern sensual quality rath-
cr at odds with the inviolable virtue of
Diderot’s heroine, Suzanne Simonin, but
her passionate performance nonetheless
makes the film exhilarating. Stylistically,
it's an awkward piecce—lifeless at the
beginning, hasty at the end—vyet Di-
derot saves the day with his fascinatingly
true, cruel tale of a nun who peti-
tioned through the courts to be released
from her vows, lost the case and was
hounded by Church, state and Family
for the rest of her life. Though The
Nun is an attack on the abuses of abso-
lute power rather than an antireligious
work, its offensiveness to Catholic pres-
suré groups comes as no surprise, for
there are scenes of stolid nuns victously
humiliating their sister under a Mother
Superior's approving eye—plus a cele-
brated episode set in a convent popu-
lated by flamboyant Lesbians and ruled
over by a nymphomaniac. To a 1971
viewer, Sister Suzanne's views of moral-
ity, recdom and justice may scem slight-
Iy square: but very lew squares have had
her instinet for spectacular controversy.

French cinematographer Raoul Cou-
tard, whose brilliant camerawork has en-
hanced the reputations of such directors
as Godard, Truffaut and Costa-Gavras,
produces equally helphul results for him-
self as writer-director of his first feature,
Hoa Binh. The ritle is Vietnamese for
peace, and the movie would be interest-
ing il only because so few contemporary
films have attempted to cons ey the feel
of life in the warravaged villages of
Vietnam, Yet, despite the fact that it
wias showered with European prizes and
carned a 1971 Academy Award nomina-
tion as best foreign film, Hoa Binh
remains little more than a colorful illus-
trated essay. The format is the day-by-
day chronicle of a pitiably young boy—
one of war’s innocent victims—who
must fend for himsell and a baby sister
when Daddy marches oll to join the Viet
Cong and his dying mother is taken
oft to a hospital. Thus, political issues
are shunted quietly aside, as if there were
no arguable question about a man’s
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obligations to his sick wile and starving
children taking precedence over his duty
1o fight the American imperialist pigs.
The end comes, however inconclusively,
when father and son run to embrace
cach other outside the nursery walls. As
joviul-reunion  scenes go, Coutard’s s
well done on a level of drama that re-
duces  devastating human  problems  to
a simplistic party line.

L ]

There ought to be a special citation
—perhaps a bronze phallus with oak-leal
cluster—for virginal GIs who have nobly
sacrificed their innocence in Army come-
dies. As hero of Welcome to the Club,
newcomer Brian Foley plays a morale
ofhcer and practicing Quaker who ulti-
mately loses his cherry to blonde, busty
Lee Meredith. Lee s aelerred to in sev-
cral scenes as “a stacked WAC,” evidence
that Club wakes place during the postwar
U. 5. occupation ol Japan. Though osten-
sibly set in Hiroshima, the high-jinks at
H. Q. were actually filmed in a Danish
hotel. which bears no more resemblance
1o Hiroshima than Welcome to the Club
bears 1o M. A.S. H. Except for Jack
Warden, cast as a jauntily obscene gen-
eral and flving so high that the seript can
hardly touch him, the film's verbal japes
about sex, race and religion beg for dis-
honorable discharge. When the Quaker
hero is driven 1o curse, lor example, he
says, “Up thine”

RECORDINGS

Because she possesses an abundance of
talent, Jonmi Mitchell has always tried to
respond to new musical challenges, Blue
(Reprise) is her most ambitious under-
taking so far. and it indudes evervihing
from pop lolk ballads 10 what used 10
be called art songs. Not all ol it works;
Joni seems unable to resist cute whimsi-
cal images, and Aly Old Man, lor in-
stance. contains some prewy bad musical
clichés. Yer there are great songs here,
such as Carey, splendid accompaniments
by S[l‘ph(‘n Sulls, James Taylor and
Sneaky Pete, and Joni's capricious, beau-
tifully expressive voice—Iull of a Kind
ol hip sadness, elling of maveling and
loving.

-

Last year, London Wiinwright III
was considered something ol a hnd. His
first Atlantic album displayed a plain-
tive, highly personal sivle of modern
folk balladry. Wainwright's cracking, slid-
ing tenor voice wrapped itsell around
vividly conceived [amasies, childhood
memories and satiric observations in a
way that made some ol us suspeat we'd
discovered a new Dylan, one ol senti-
ment and deep [eeling. Yeo the album
was frequently detached and monotonous
in mood and manner. Album It (Atlantic)
shows how far Waimnwright has come in
human perceptions and musical depth.
The crazy, oblique vision that pervades

Me and My Friend the Cat is the open-
mg clue to his approach of forming an
alliance with unlikely people and objects,
Nice Jewish Girls provide a [ateful atac
tion for a “country gentile” such as Wain-
wright describes himsell: Be  Careful,
There's a Baby in the House admon-
ishes how babies puncture adult sham
and [akery: in Samson and the Warden.
hair is the issue as Samson. busted lor
pot, cries for mercy at the hands of the
warden; in Plane, Too, a childlike selec-
tivity of observation conveys all vou'll
ever need to know about mir wravel.
Loudon Wiinwright II1 has developed
his crabbed style 1o maturity, and Album
11 s a deligha.
-

The Jazz Crusaders ave dead. Long
live The Crusaders. The group debuns
its shortened name on Pass the Plate
(Chisa) and it's a smashing bow, in-
deed. Messrs. Henderson. Hooper, Sam
ple and Felder have their [unky sound
so totally together, the interplay is un-
canny. Guitarist Arthur Adams has been
incorporated into the proceedings, as has
the dancing of Philemon Hou on the
Tap 'n Shuffle seement of the extended
title number. An LP destined for many
replays.

O> all the female vocalists around,
Nina Simone is parhaps the most mov-
ing. Nothing she has done could he
considered surlacy or shallow, and Here
Comes the Sun (RCA) is no exception.
‘The title ballad, Just like a Woman, My.
Bojangles and New World Coming are
sterling examples of her hauntingly evoc
ative, strictly  Simone approach to
song. The large studio backing doesn't
do very much 10 help  Miss Simone's
cause, but, happily, this is a case ol artist-
ry triumphing over overproduction.

.

Tarkus (Cotillion), by Emerson, Lake
& Palmer, is i [rustrating collection by a
very capable English rock group—Irus-
trating because there is much good mu-
sic here as well as lots of overblown,
empty stulf. Side one contains a rock
tone poem whose program is described
in the Fanciful pictures decorating the in-
ner sleeves. Tarkus, it seems, is born in
i volcmo and emerges, hall armadillo
and hall mrmored tank. for a series of
encounters with other primordial, armed
monsters, Oh, wow! What a dynamite,
killer idea! Side two redeems things
somewhat with fine piano on Jeremy
Bender by Keith Emerson, a fl;l})py Fil-
tiesstvle Are You Ready Eddy? and the
rhythmic interest of Infinite Space.

Bring together Woody Herman's hard-
driving young band and the rock gui-
tar ol Mike Bloomfield and you have
something Brand New (Fantasy), a mind-
blowing session of jazz-cum-rock-cum-
blues. One ol the most astonishing



TREAT YOUR FRIENDS - TREAT YOURSELF
PLAYBOY CLURB’S BIG
CHRISTMAS
GIFT KEY PACKAGE
ONLY §25

A Playboy Club Key
for city-club,country-club
luxury throughout the

Playboy world.

WO e
\

VIP Magazine. A year's
subscription to the Club's
news-packed quarterly.

And inside VIP you'll
find certificates®
redeemable for 12
consecutive issues of
PLAYBOY magazine
—a $13 value if
purchased separately.

All these Holiday exira gifts plus a
whole year of wall-to-wall luxury
for only $25. In 17 major cities,
Playboy keyholders are just a whim
away frem a delightful luncheon,
cocktails, dinner or a big evening's
entertainment at their centrally located
city Club. Business becomes a pleasure,
and pleasure is certain when you're sur-
rounded by beautiful, attentive Bunnies and
all that Playboy luxury!

Playboy year-round country Clubs offer
resort life that's famous for nonstop
excitement and variety. Keyholders
will return again and again to the
Playboy Club-Hotels at Great Gorge,
McAfee, N.J. (opening mid-December),
and Lake Geneva, Wis. At the Playboy
Plaza Hotel in Miami Beach, the
Playboy Towers in Chicago and

the Playboy Club-Hotel in
Jamaica, rooms, food, refresh-

ments and services may be

TO: PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERNATIONAL, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, lll. 60611
1 would like to order the Playboy Christmas Gift Key Package. | understand
that the Package includes a Playboy Club Key, $10 in Bunny Money* to spend
at the Club, a one-year subscription to VIP with certificates® for 12 consecutive
issues of PLAYBOY magazine, and a cenlificale® redeemable for the Playboy
Bar Set. Cost of the gift is $25 (or $25 Canadian), the price of the Initial Key
Fee alone. At the end of the first year, there will be an opporiunity to renew
the Key for a second year.
[ Enclosed is a check for $ for.
Gift Packages for my friends and/or myself.

or ] Charge to my Playboy Club credit Key no.

or [J Bill me later. u_l ] |r‘ ‘ ‘ Hj

Send the Playboy Club Christmas Gift Key Package to:

Playboy Club Christmas

Reciplent's name (please print)

Address

City State Zip

| BUNN VI ONEY;

G

$10 Bunny Money* to spend
at the Club for drinks, Playboy's bountiful
buffets or dinner in the Penthouse
or VIP Room

The Playboy Bar Set,

custom made to add

Playboy status to home
entertaining.

charged to the Playboy Club credit Key.

Just $25 gives him the ONE Christmas gift

that becomes uniquely his own . . . a
Playboy Club Key, good for a whole year of
the life that only Playboy can offer. Wher-
ever he goes in the Playboy world, he's in-
stantly welcomed to the best of everything.
At the end of his first year, he has the
opportunity to renew his Key for a
second year.

Wwe'll tell him about all of his
fabulous gifts in a handsome
holiday Christmas an-
nouncement card signed
in your name. It's such a
great Christmas pack-
age, you may want to
order one for yourself!
*Bunny Money and cenifi-
cates redeemable in any
MNonh American Playboy

Club or Club-Hotel except
California and Michigan.

[] Send the gift card and certificate for his Playboy Bar Set 1o the recipient.

Gift card to read from

or ] 1 wish to present the gift personally. Send gift card to me.
and [] | want the gift for myself.

My name (please print)}
Address

Stat Zi
City tate ip P1026
Use separate sheet of paper lo order additional gift packages. 25/0

" Y

y y and certifi o able in any Morth American Playboy Club
or Club-Hotel, except in California and Michigan. Offer expires Jan, 31, 1972.

KEYHOLDERS MAY DIAL A BUNNY FOR SPEEDIER CHRISTMAS SHOPPING .. . WE CONFIRM BY MAIL. Atlanta (404) 525-4626 * Baltimore (301) 837-1111 * Playboy
of Boston (617) 536-7900 * Chicago (312) 944-3010 * Cincinnali {513) 241-8580 * Denver {303) 292-1300 * Detroit (313) 962-0011 * Jamaica 974-3222 * Kansas City {816)
421-5080 * Lake Geneva (414) 248-8811 * London Mayfair 6666 * Los Angeles (213) 657-5050 * Miami (305) 751-7543 * Montreal (514) 288-5181 *. New Orleans (504}
523-5001 * New York (212) 752-3100 * Phoenix (602) 264-4314 * St. Louis (314) 652-4700 * San Francisco (415) 434-2550



PLAYBOY

66

Gilts
peace

Relief Grain

Prime Grain
Contour Stem
$12.95

Collector’s
$35.00

Kaywoodie—for a friend, a son, a father, a
husband, a lover — or just to let someone
know you're still there. The thought is great
and so is the smoke. The special briar, the
handwork, the detail all add up to a good,
rich taste—with lots of flavor. And if you've
never smoked a Kaywoodie you really ought
to try one.

Send 50¢ for complete catalogue. Tells how to

smoke a pipe; shows pipes and sets from $350 1o
$6.95; other products. Write: Kaywoodie, N.Y.

10022, Dept. D34. @
KAYWOODIE.

The hand-made pipe

features of the recording is the contribu-
tion ol pianist-composer-wrranger Alan
Broadbent. whose tunes and charts are
superb, Bloomfield has no trouble at all
getting into the Herman groove and the
other soloists are first-rate (Bobby Bur-
gess” bonework on Broadbent's Lowve in
Silent Amber is a thing ol absolute beauty
reminiscent ol Bill Harvis at his best).
Hail the still-thundering Herd.
-

The revival of Charles-Valentin Alkan
proceeds apace. A French contemporary
of Liszt and Wagner, Alkan was a schol-
arly eccentric who composed copiously
and imaginatively for the piano despite
an almost total fack of recognition in his
liletime. Today his Toremost advocate is
Raymond Lewenthal, the performer, an-
notator and narrator of a collection ti-
tled Funeral March for a Papagallo and Other
Grotesqueries of Alken (Columbia). The
atypical title piece is a dullish nonsense
dirge lor voices and woodwunds, notable
chiefly [or its anticipations of Erik Satie.
Otherwise, the album surveys the mor-
dant and mellilluous keyboard music that
was Alkan’s specialty. Pianist Lewenthal
serves it all up with dazzling virtuosity.

-

The Byrds mayv be flving again, but
don’t bet on it. Since they have always
been a  derivative, yet  entertaining,
group, it's hard to tell where theyre
going next. Byrdmaoniox (Columbia) con-
tains Filtics vock, happy Jesus music,
political and film satire, country hoc-
down preuy-pretty  rock—
none ol it terribly memorable. The bhest
things are Tunnel of Lowe, a satiric
fantasy on death and the bomb, and
Katlhleew's Song, one of Roger Mc
Guinn’s nicer ballads. The album’s
cover shows the four Byrds in metal lile
masks. What that siguifics is anybody’s
auess.

music  and

o

Vivid instrumental and vocal textures
abound in The Yes Album (Atlantic). the
third by this Britsh group. The close-
harmony, upper-register singing will re-
mind you of Croshy, Sulls, Nash & Young,
but it's generally more competent, cer-
tainly more ambitious. In fact, during
one or two of the long numbers, Yes's
ambition borders on pretension. When
the blend of texture and structure 1s
right, as in I've Scen All Good People,
they make heautiful music.

The vocals of Jimmy Rushing arc like
old friends—familiar, warm and depend-
able. On The You and Me That Used to Be
(RCA), Rushing is given stalwart back-
ing by the likes of Ray Nance, who
teams up with Zoor Sims, and Al Cohn,
who is paired with Budd Johnson, both
duos working with pianist Dave Frish-
berg, bassist Milton Hinton and drum-
mer Mel Lewis. The tunes are oldies,

but, oh, my, are they goodies: Fine and
Mellow, I Surrender Dear, My Last Af-
faiv, More than You Know. Thanks a
Miltlion and others of that lustrous ilk.
It's good to have Rushing arcund to
remind us what swinging singing is all
about.
L]

Redwing (Fantasy) had its origins as
a group in Sicramento seven veawrs ago
and, in various guises. has been fighting
the music business and looking lor the
Big One ever since. Now it's got Andrew
Samuels playing grand lead guitar and
seems to have discovered a unique siyle
and voice—somewhere  between  The
Band’s and the Grateful Dead’s. This is
hard-nosed electric country music, subur-
banized, amplified and sanitized. Yet it’s
powerful stulf: Listen 1o Hogtied. Red-
wing has served its apprenticeship well.

We can’t take the title of Ramsey
Lewis’ new LP, Back to the Roots (Ci-
det), too seriously. Lewis has ncver real-
Iy been away from the roots. He and his
trio (drummer Monvis Jennings, Jr., and
bassist Clevelind Eaton, Jr.) have always
put forth ample helpings of funky soul
filled with exuberance. fecling and tech-
nical skil, il not innovation. The trio
1s augmented by organist Charles Stepney,
guitarist Gerald Sims and the top-drawer
harmonica ol Bobby Rush on the utle
tune and Up in Yonder. Lewis and Com-
pany are unilormly outstanding through-
out.

-

Tom Paxton has remained true to the
folk traditions of Woody Guthrie, Pete
Seeger and Burl Ives. He has also mm-
proved his own singing over the years to
the point where he can combine humor,
satire, pointed seriousness and pathos in
a variety ol good songs. His latest collec-
tion, How Come the Sun (Reprisc), docs
just that. Paxton often superimposes a
modern point of view on raditional
material: Particularly effective here are 1
Had to Shoot That Rabbit and General
Custer, which make, rc-;pccli\'cly. a seri-
ous and a humorous point about Vict-
nam military psychology.

-

Blood, Sweat & Tears finally redeems
the promise of its first album (and com-
pensiates for some of its intervening dis-
asters) with B, § & T; 4 (Columbia). The
disc is well produced, for a change: the
arrangements are sophisticated and bit-
ing, the musicianship of a high caliber.
David Clayton-Thomas is outstanding.
both singing and playing guitar on Go
Down  Gamblin’; while Fred Lipsius,
who did Al Kooper's John the Baptist
and Steve Katz's Valentine’s Day. is
probably the best arranger in the band.
Bloed, Sweat & Tears is nine men who
have learned how to develop instrumen-
tal patterns in a considerable variety of
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pop stvles. Thev're still first and best in
the ficld they created.
-

It is an article of faith among the
avantgarde that contemporary music
has no significance other than to give
meaning to the glut of sounds that sur-
round us in everyday life. In accord
with this dubious dictum, Mauricio Ka-
gel has composed Der Schall (Deutsche
Grammophon), meaning “The Sound,” an
exercise wherein five dexterous players
pluck, blow, whack and otherwise ma-
nipulate a bizarre assortment of 54 in-
struments. These implements run  the
gamut from tortoise shell to telephone.
It's a moot point whether the resultant
din is better suited to starting or stop-
ping a conversation.

-

Orville Stoeber / Songs (Uni) is an in-
teresting recording, indeed. The words
and music are by Stocher (except for
Ronald Tavel's lyrics to No More Mas-
terpieces and  wwo e. e, cummings
poems) and the voice is distinctly Stoe-
ber's—a trained tenor that seems right
at home with the cummings poctry or
his own raunchy Seventh Avenue, rock-
ing Annabelle Lee and melancholy Like
an Ocean. Stoeber also plays guitar and
is helped by Harry Palmer on guitar,
Ray Barrett on piano and organ and
George Duvivier on bass. A compelling
talent, Orville Stoeber.

-

Gary McFarland., an  erstwhile jazz
musician who has broadened his musical
spectrum considerably in recent years. has
teamed up with Peter Smith—vocalist,
Iyricist and designer (he did the cover art
for the LP)—to produce Butrerscotch Rum
(Buddaly), a lovely album with more than
a strong hint of Randy Newman in its
nme McFarland-Smith songs. The tunes
—with McFarland and Smith sharing the
vocal chores—deal with contemporary
and classic themes (love, loneliness, drugs,
religion, creativity) and the back-up group
is made up ol crackerjack jazzmen and
studio musicians.

THEATER

If there's anything more pretentious
than relevant opera, it’s rock opera. And
if there’s anything that shares the worst
of both worlds, it's Jesus Christ Superstar.
Expecting the worst, we caught the au-
thorized Robert Stigwood production in
Highland Park, a Chicago suburb, and
were only slightly disappointed. Not
long ago, some underassistant West
Coast promo man discovered that a rock
band could siring together half a dozen
isolated songs by theme, segue them
neatly with background musique con-
eréie or tambowra drone and present
them as an clecuricwrapped nickel bag
for the stoned listencr. Ever since, most
of the intelligence and professionalism

in rock music have been thoroughly
hyped and windbagged, until, finally,
the inevitable Jesus Christ Superstar.
And, regardless of what your sideburned
clergyman says, J. C. 8. is neither rock nor
relevant. Skimming off the style of other
artists’ more original substance, Swuper-
star's writers, Andrew Lloyd Webber
and Tim Rice, “sear vour senses” (in
the publicist’s words) with a little deriv-
ative Hendrix here, a pinch of ecarly
Motown and Gospel there, some Paul
McCartnev neoragtime and, of course,
just a tokenful of ad-agency soul with
the obligatory screaming Negroces. There
are lew bars in the whole production,
ambitious though it is, that bear any
resemblance to good gut-funky, churnin’,
bubblin’, git-down rock. To [eel how
sexless, middlebrow and masscult this
stuff is, just twn on the Stones—Iull
volume—lor comparison. Part of the
problem is that rock has no business
associating with opera; onstage, in con-
cert or on record. Opera embraces themes
somewhat larger than life, with a score,
and counts on vocal power bevond the
range of ordinary men. Rock at its best
celebrates the spontancous in musical
interaction and exults in the free play of
natural, common emotions. Given the
overwrought frippery of which they are
prisoners. the Stigwood Superstar troupe
—featuring a cast of 20 singers, a 32-
picce orchestra, six-man rock band, plus
musical and lighting directors—puts on
an impressive, if not quite unparalleled,
show. By theatrical standards. the pro-
duction is well enginecred and musical
director Marc Pressel keeps orchestra,
band, chorus and soloists together, nice-
ly mixed and moving. Bass Bob Bingham
(Caiaphus) and tenors Alan Martin
(Herod) and Lyle Countryman (Pilate)
not only have fine voices but, because
they have some sense ol drumatic craft,
they steal the show. Jeff Fenholt, as Jesus,
is so Christlike that we were tempted 10
mount. him on our dashboard. As an
actor, he's almost as plastic, although he
sings well enough. Carl Anderson, a black
Judas, brings to his role as the agonized
betrayer exactly what the script calls for
—unbridled hamminess—and Yvonne El-
liman (Mary Magdalene), as the arche-
typal “hooker with a heart,” ve-creates her
cast-ilbum hit I Don’t Know How to
Love Him with all the spirituality of
a night-club chantootsie. It’s doubtlul,
however, that we've seen the last of
Jesus Christ Superstar nor of the hordes
of lesser imitators currently being
mounted by cashbox carnivores who de-
light in the quick buck. the big sell and
the cheap shot. Jesus was no Jumpin’
Jack Flash, he was the Prince of Peace.
And though the Stones might dubiously
claim that rock holds out its greatest
sympathy for the Devil, we hope that
the form will eventually do better by
the gentle prophet than this.
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A pothead friend has assured me that
il grass is kept in the freczer, it will
increase in potency. Right or wrong:
J- B.. San Franaisco, Calilornia.

Wrong—heeping pot in the f[reezer
will not increase its potency. On the
otlher hand, one rvesearcher for the Na-
tional Institute of Menlal Health keeps
his stash in a freezer to prevent a loss of
potency, which he belicoes may gm(ilm”y
happen. Some rvesearchers contend, how-
ever, that while grass may lose some of ils
punch initially, it quickly stabilizes. Prob-
ably the safest place for grass is where it
15 cool and dry.

I'\'c always considered myself a  red-
blooded American, with all the normal
desives of one; but at the age ol 26. 1
have to acknowledge a major failing.
Alter achieving an orgasm with a woman,
I'm usually incapable ol performing again
during the same evening. Friends my age
tell me thevre good for two, three and
sometimes lour go-arounds. Not long
ago, a bed partmer quoted some sex
statistics by way of questioning my man-
hood. I'm alraid she mav have been
right. What's wreng with me?—M. A,
St. Louis, Missouri.

Only your definition of manlhood.
There are no novms for sexual perform-
(ance, H”ﬂ‘ hf’{l‘!"””l {f)”i',l‘]-‘”!‘.\l‘)ﬂ.\ fare nsie-
ally based on bullshit, lack of knowledge
or inability to capitalize on one’s sexual
sirengths, whatever they may be. If you

can go only one round, then make it a
good one, a vound lhat is not only
salisfying but memorable, cuen ecstatic.
If you sense that your pariner prefers a
longer program, add more preliminaries
and perhaps a it of posiplay. Just don’t
measure yourself by the lies of others.

D;m:'Ing has always interested me and
I would like to go into it professionally.
Unfortunately, my parents are dead set
against it. primarily because my father is
convinced all male dancers are “[ags,” as
he puts it. Despite his opinion, 1 intend
to enroll in a baller school this winter;
but I would like some arguments to help
change his viewpoint. Any suggestions?—
AL T, Philadelphia. Pennsylvania.

You might ask your father how many
professional dancers he's known person-
ally. You mught also take him to a per-
formance of Edward Villella of the New
York City Ballet. Villella has been both
a champion wellerweight boxer and an
award-winming bascball playey. Though a
dancer obuiously should be judged for
Iis terpsichovean talent rather than for
his sexual prefevences, Villella himself has
this to offer on the subject: “I think the

homosexual clement is kind of a tived
old idea and it’s diminishing.” The mus-
cular skill and sense of liming vequired
of a good dancer is shown lo best advan-
tage in modern ballet, swhich has an
explostoe  masculinity when compared
with the delicate grace of classical bal-
lets such as “Swan Lake” and “Giselle”;
vour father’s opinton of dancers is prob-
ably based on the latter, But lo consider
a man effemmalte because he dances for a
living is like considering a wonan mascu
line because she's a doctor.

-'-hc man I'm thinking of marrying is
divorced, intelligent and handsome, and
I am very strongly auracied to him.
However, he has been leading a lile
involving heavy drmking, sex orgics,
wife and date swapping, nudism and the
like. I'm not involved with any ol this
and he doesn't want me to be. His
notion is that after we're married, I'll
remain [uthiul while he continues to
play—perhaps keep a mistress—i[ he
leels the need. He says he can’t live any
other way, but the thought of a marriage
like this is something I just can’t accept.
Is my attitude outmodeds—N>Miss G S
Birmingham. Alabama.

No, your boyfriend’s is. His double
standard ideas ave a throwback to the
Victovian age. Based on what you've told
us, we feel that his values arve so different
I'."”T.'l )'f)i-‘!‘s fﬂ"f(lll{ e fﬂ'”lt T(,'t.'f)”l”?ﬂ”[(
your marrying him.

Hm-ing finally decided that since 1
don’t love America I would be beuer
olt leaving it. 1 have made up my mind
1o emigrate to Australia. What worries
me, aside from whether or not they'll let
me in. is what the job situation is like
there. What's the scoopz—C. P., Lincoln.
Nebraska.

Australta, with a scant 12000000
people to fill the entire continent, is hun-
ary for immigrants and has an annual im-
migralion program with a larget for the
fiscal year [1971-1972 of 170000 ncuw-
comers. Requivements are good health,
good chavacter, enongh money to live on
while youw're job hunting and a skill that
Australia can use—chich is practically
any skill. No sponsor is requived nor 15 a

jpromise of a job necessary, since chances
of finding one are excelleni; Australia has
enjoyed full employment for the past 23
years. Consular officials intervview poten-
Lial immigrants and discourage those who
they feel will not fit into Australia’s
primarily “European conmmunity”; this
means that, while all races with needed
aptitudes will be considered, unshilled
whites will be discouraved and unskilled
blacks and Ovientals stand wvirtually no

Chantilly
can shake her
world.

Chantilly

HOUBIGANT
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The begim—ﬁng of a
beal-ttiﬁ-il past.

PERFUME FROM $8.00.
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Jack Daniel’s
Cerllennial GI&SSCS 1 guarantee that

nowhere else anywhere can you find these
ndsome ghms. They were made up to
founding of the Jack Daniel

Distiflery. Each one holds 12 ounces and is
made of clear j'ass with raised black and
gold-backed-on letters thal won't come off
no matter what. A set of six is $6.50. Please
add $1.00 for postage
and handling.

Tennessee

Walking
Sticks

o My friend Willard Walton

in Lafayette hunts these

isted, knotted-up tree

limbs. 'lhen Ile lnms them down into fine

walking sticks. Most are 34 to 37 inches long.

1f you're real tall or a mite short, let me know

50 | can look for a special size. Ask for handle

or knob. They're $10 either way. Please add
$1.00 for postage and handling.

Atan/ T perie
Send check, money order,
Bank Americard or Master Clwl'!e.
luding all b and si ..
(Tennessee residents add 3% sales tax).

For a catalog full of old Tennessee items,
send 25¢ to above address.

\
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W. C. F1ELDS

COMMEMORATIVE PLAYING CARDS

Once-in-a lifetime opportunity to acquire the most talked about
and wanted collectors item ever offered! 16 of W. C. Fields most

g gquotes have b

LIMITED EDITION SO ACT NOW!

d forever on these plastic-
coated playing cards, A mslalgl: treasured gift for card nhy:rs
of any age. Mail the coup d below.

guarantes if not overwhelmed.

MAIL TO. W. C. Fisldhouse

NAME
ADTRESS
an SFATE

IF NOT SATISFIED, RETURN CARDS WITHIN 10 DAYS AND MONEY
WILL BE CHEERFULLY REFUNDED.

[J ONE DECK $1.75
FP.0. Box 1106 [J TWO DECKS $3.00

ROSEMOUNT, MINN. 55068 PLUS 25¢ POSTAGE PER OROER

(PLEASE PRINT)

ZiF CODE

“FREE W.C. FIELDS PDSTER - oecks runchasen

chance of permanent vesidence. The Pas-
sage Assistance Program will pay at least
S§375 (U.S. dollars) toward the fave for
each family member (cconomy aduit air
fare from California to Austvalia is $531)
after arrival; if you stay less than two
years, you mnust repay the loan. In fiscal
1970-1971, 5500 Americans emigraled lo
down under, up from 3817 the previous
year.

M}' girl, who is French, told me that
she could no longer bear 1o be my girl-
friend and that she didn’t wish to con-
tinue our sex relationship. She insisted,
however, that she really valued my
[riendship and invited me to accompany
her to Europe next summer; she has
many friends there with whom we could
stay at no expense. She excites me. The
proposed trip excites me. But the idea of
a Platonic friendship with her does not
excite me. Should T go to Europe with
her>—H. F., Dubuque, Iowa.

If the givl and the tip turn you on
that much, you have little to lose by
going. A summer without sex—uwhich is
the worst that can happen—won’t be the
end of the world. Meanwhile, don’t ac-
cept the finality of the Platonic pleteau
and, above all, don’t carry on like a
puppy who's been put out of the house.
Prove yourself on her turf, in Europe,
and you may find a future together.

Reccnt press reports about vitamin C
frequently mention rose hips as an ex-
cellent source of the vitamin., What arve
they and why are they so good>—T. K.,
Little Rock, Arkansas.

Rose hips ave the swellings at the base
of the flowers that enclose the seeds.
In the fall, vose hips are bright ved and
can be harvested [or food. The vilamin-
C content of a cup of pared rose hips is
equal to that of 10 to 12 dozen ovanges;
in countries that have few citrus trees,
such as Russia, the collecting of vose hips
for their ascorbic actd is a large industry.

For almost a year, F've been a confidant
and  advisor to a buddy's girlfviend.
They are currently having serious prob-
lems and she has been leaning more and
more on my counsel. Unfortunately, I've
fallen in love with her. I've been careful
not to let her know it, because of her
decp involvement with my friend. Now
that things are cracking up, however,
I'm tempted to make my own pitch for
her affections. You can see the difficulty
of the situation and why I need advice
on how to proceed—M. W., Akron, Ohio.

As to proceeding at the momenl—
don’t. Yow'd be laking unfair advantage
of privileged information and yo'd
probably lose your buddy’s friendship.
Also, the givl may wvery well look upon
vou solely as a friend and would not
appreciate the added complication at this
time. After the breakup, however—if they

do break up—it’s another story. You
should then advise your friend of your
intentions and inform the givl that you are
changing your status from confidant to
contender.

l hope to start college soon, but money
1s somewhat tight. Some friends tell me
that it's still possible to get a Government
loan, while others say the program has
been discontinued. T read about such
loans in the May 1969 Playboy Aduisor
but wonder if vou would fill me in on
the cwrrent sitnation—N. B., Topeka,
Kansas.

The National Defense Student Loan
Program is still op;-mtr‘ng; but you're
right, money s tight and it may be
difficult to borrow the maximum al
lowed by law. In practice, the Govern-
ment lends the money to the school,
which in turn lends 1t fo the student, so
the amount may differ somewhat, depend-
ing on the school. 4 maximum of $1000
per yeay may be borrowed by undergradu-
ates (graduate students may borrow up lo
$2500 annually) al three percent interest;
repayment schedules, which wsually run
from §I5 to 825 per month, begin nine
months after graduation (or dropping
out). If you go on to leach, you can de-
duct ten percent of the loan per year for
five years, for a tolal of 50 percent. It may
also be possible to borrow the money
from the stale, under somewhat different
terms; information about this and the
money ilself is available through your
local bank.

On my third date with an attractive
girl, she told me that T was the guy. On
the founrth date, she said she wanted us to
become engaged on her birthday, two
months hence, and married six months
after that. I dig this girl and admit
she's taken over my thoughts, but I'm
confused now that she’s taking over my
life as well. I'm wondering if things that
work so fast can work so well. I need
help with a decision because I may find
myself totally committed to marriage be-
forec I'm sure about what I'm doing.—
D. M., Phocnix. Arizona.

Why not stop being a listener and lell
the girl that a few dates do not constitule
a proposal of mwviage? Let her know you
like her and want to continue seeing her,
but that it's not a license lo chart your
futurve as if it were a moon shot.

I am planning to take a trip soon and
will be flying for the first time. Is it safe
to pack aerosol cans and glass botiles
containing alcohol and cologne to be
transported  in  high-flying  jets>—Mus,
J. P., Minneapolis, Minnesota.

It's quite unlikely, but in the event of
a sudden change in pressure, the items
you mention could explode. The contents
of your cans and boltles are under some
strain as il is, since the plane is pressurized
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Jeep '72-
tougher guts,
brighter looks!




Now with even more power, even more style.

Nothing can stop them now! Here are the mightiest
4-wheel drive vehicles ever to carry the Jeep name.
They're coming your way built with -
tougher Jeep guts than before—includ-
ing more powerful engines, both sixes
and V-8s.

But that's only the beginning. These
new Jeep vehicles are handsomer, too! '
With bright new colors. Fancy new interiors. And
the look of even more fun.

Just check that whole line, from front to rear.
At the head is the sporty Jeep Commando—with a
brand-new front end that makes it the most stylish
Commando ever built. The brash, runty Jeep—even
more rugged and dependable than before. That

Drive your Jeep vehicle with care and keep America the Beautiful.

country gentleman, the Jeep Wagoneer—the most
comfortable 4-wheel drive family wagon you can
buy, now more of a pleasure to drive. And the Jeep
Truck—which this year proves that the

strong can get stronger.
Only Jeep dmlc: s give you so many
4-wheel drive modcls and 5lylu; to
‘N choose from. With more accessories and
more special equipment than they've

ever had.

They're waiting for you now—the best Jeep
vehicles in automotive history. So for '72, take the
leap to Jeep 4-wheel drive.

Toughest &-letter word on wheels.

Vi Jeep
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You should see all
our fall shows.

/en have a special 3
2 night package deal at
our Heno hotel. Includes room,

RENO AND LAKE TAHOE NEVADA




fo the equivalent of an altitude of only
3000 fecl. Jets that fly above 35,000 feet
sometimes have difficulty maintaining
deady pressurization and a sudden drop
in it could spell hell for founlain pens.
aerosol cans, ele,

A friend recently told me that the hest
applejack he has ever tasted was made in
France and that it was, in fact, a popu-
lar drink over there. Was he putting me
on? Do the French really make applejack
and, if so. does it differ in any way from
the American version?>—T. W., Seattle,
Washington.

The French do, indeed, make apple-
jack, or apple brandy—zwhich they call
calvados. Both applejack and caloados
are made from distilled apple cider and
are aged in wood. American applejack is
usually aged two to five years, French
calvados at least ten. Both arve bottled at
under 90 proof.

l‘\'c heard that in the near future it
may be possible o produce offspring
asexually—indeed, even artificial insemi-
mation will not be needed. This sounds
like science fiction to me, but a friend
insists that it's a possibility. Can you
give me the word on this so I can tell
my friend it's nonsense?—D. B., Chicago,
Hlinois.

The process, called cloning, is not
nonsense and has already been tried
with frogs. It consists of replacing the
nucleus of an ovum with the nucleus of
some specialized cell from a donor’s
body (the donor can be male or female
but must be an aduwlt). The offspring
is then an identical genelic duplicate of
the donor. Among the possibilities is
that parents could have children thal
wounld be genelic duplicales of famous
people—if the celebritics were willing lo
be donors—or they could make geneli-
cally exact duplicates of themselves, if
they so desived. There are, of course,
many moral and scienlific quesiions o
be answered—it has yet to be iried on
human beings—including the right of a
person not to be “manufactured” and
the intriguing question of what would
happen to the process of evolution if
cach new generation were identical fo
the last. For a fictional presentation of
cloning, see “Nme Lives,” by U. K. Le
Guin, in our November 1969 1ssue.

All reasonable questions—from  fash-
ion, food and drvink, stereo and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, laste and eliquelte
—will be personally answered if the
wriler includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Miclu-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Ilinois 60611. The
most provocalive, pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.

1
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1
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NEW HONEYWELL VISIMATIC615:

Perfectly exposed
pictures...automatically

Here's a 35mm camera with an electric eye that measures the light
on the subject youre photographing and sets the correct lens open-
ing and shutter speed. All you do is focus and shoot. The electronic
shutter does the rest. You don’t have to worry about setting lens
openings and shutter speeds by hand. Because that's done
electronically!

With the Visimatic 615, you can take perfectly exposed, sharp color
slides. Or prints in either color or black and white. In sunlight or
candlelight. And the Visimatic is small and compact enough to take
wherever you go. Wherever the action is!

A green light in the viewfinder means go. There’s plenty of light for
a perfect picture. An amber light means caution. The shutter will
remain open a little longer to compensate for low light. So, brace
your arm or use a tripod to avoid camera movement. If you prefer,
vou can use flash. of course.— electronic, cubes or bulbs.

Focusing is fast and easy with the split-image rangefinder method.
Slimpl\_' aim, bring the two images in the viewfinder together and
shoot.

Other features include a Honevwell Lumetar 40mm /2.8 lens, a
battery tester, shutter release lock, durable die-cast aluminum con-
struction and a film counter that automatically goes back to zero
when you load a fresh roll of film.

Complete and mail the coupon today for the name of your nearest
Honeywell dealer. And for the many more good reasons why you
should give a Visimatic 615 for Christmas. Or get one for yourself.
The price? Under $100.

Honeywell
Hs

106-784

Honeywell Photographic, P.O. Box 22083,

<4 Denver,; Colorado 80222
..,r
Please send FREE Honeywell Visimatic 615 literature to:
Name
Address . i
City State/Zip -

Where-To-Buy-1t? Use REACTS Card — Page 223.

-
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[Dont waste time with less powerful
stylers,get Schick’s Styling Dryer]
o~

This guy starts with a lot of wet
hair. So do you, probably.

Now, if you have a low-power
styler, what happens?

If you're in a hurry, your hair
won’'t be dry enough to get the
natural look you want.

And, even if you have the time,
using a styler that just drags along
is pretty ridiculous.

But, with the extra powerful
Schick Styling Dryer, you have no
problem.

What's more, the extra power
combines with the brushing—to
give your hair a fuller, more natural
look. Soft. But with real body.

The guy here has it. And he got
it fast, even with his longer hair.

~ New Control Spray that
| doesn’t stiffen hair.
.~ Don't ruin the whole natural
\ thing with a stiff spray.
| Get Schick’s new Dry Styler.

It has protein. Protein is

I the real key here. It helps
| give you that good con-
trol, without giving you that

stiff, strawhead look.




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

an interchange of ideas between reader and editor

on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy”™

GOVERNMENT GOON SQUAD

Kenvon F. Ballew was a law-abiding
citizen of Silver Spring, Maryland, with a
spotless record; however, hearing from
an informer that Ballew's apartment con-
tained illegal weapons, two dorzen or
more minions of the law broke down
his door with a baueringram. When the
bewildered Ballew tried to delend him-
self with an 1817 revolver, they shot
him in the head and pushed his wife,
dressed only in her panties, into the
hallway. They then proceeded to wreck
the apartment. There were no illegal
woapons.

One might expect to read of such
things in a history of prewar Nazi Ger-
many. It is horrilyving to learn of it
happening here.

C. D. Prewite
Mt. Sterling, Kenwucky

The recent Federal law-"n'-order move-
ment has backfired to the point of
teaching even conservatives the virtues
of due process and the dangers of
the police-state tactics. Many condoned
storm-trooper attacks on Commies, hip-
pies and dope fiends. but recently, an
innocent citizen, Kenvon I, Ballew, of
Silver Spring. Maryland, zot a bullet in
the head for trying o protect his apart-
ment with an antique muzzle-loader: His
front door was crashed in by a mob of
beaded, bearded hippies who turned out
to be enforcers of the 1968 Gun Control
Act searching for hand grenades. The
grenades that Ballew had were harmiess
and legal, the man was a law-abiding citi-
zen and the agents of the IRS Alcohol,
Tobacco and Fircarms Division were
acting on rumor instead of inlormation.
So what happens? The conservatives are
in a snit because a law-abiding gun buft
got himself drilled by trigger-happy
cops dressed like hippies and the liber-
als are enraged that Federal officers
acted in such an irresponsible and un-
constitutional manner. y

I'm writing to The Playboy Forum
because this incident has received so
linle publicity despite its seriotsness
and its implications. The Federal Gov-
ernment is capable of abusing its power
and  using (;('h!iI])OvlikC tactics, which
shoukl be a warning to those who think
owr law enforcers have been handcuffed
by Supreme Court decisions concerning
warrants, scarches and the rights of the
accused. The case also poimts up the
helplessness of the private citizen who

becomes the victim of a police blunder.
Naturally, the Treasury Department is
defending its actions by pointing out
that the man did have guns in his
apartment (mostly muzzle-loaders and all
legal) and did confront the A.T.F.D.
agents with one of them (a cap-and-ball
revolver), At a grand-jury hearing, the
agents testified only under a grant of
immunity from prosecution wnd no one
expects any indictments to be retwrned.
The Montgomery County police who,
without a warrant of their own, accom-
panied the Feds on the raid, have re-
portedly charged the wounded man with
ageravated assault and artempted mur-
der because his muzzle-loading revolver
discharged as he fell 1o the floor with a
bullet in his brain. Mcanwhile, the vic
tim lies in a hospital bed paralyzed for
life—if, indeed, he lives—and neither he
not his wife has any effective legal re-
course against the agents, the A. T.F. D.
or the Government, whose combination
of negligence and stupidity has ruined
their lives.

Ironically, just a few weeks Iater, some
newspaper veporters paid a late-night
call on U.S. Supreme Court Chicf Jus-
nce Warren Burger, who opened the
door with a pistol in his hand. He's
lucky his visitors weren't agents of the
Federal Government,

Wavne Billings
Washington, D. C.

A POT-SMOKING GRANDMOTHER

I am a grindmother who is well edu-
cated (having obtained three degrees—
two of them at night, while supporting
my daughter and my baby sitter) and
fairly conservative. I'm a product of very
old New England and Southern Lamilies
with lots of blue blood and even some
money.

1 have enjoyed marijuana off and on
for 17 years. I've never forced anyone in
my company either to smoke with me or
to do anything else they didn't want to
do. I've never used so-called hard drugs
—they scare me silly. I haven’t wied 1o
foist responsibility for any of my actions
on the Eact that I was high and couldn’t
help myself. I don't believe T've ever
seent a violent act committed by anyone
in a group with which I was turning on.
My daughter has ried pot, with my
approval and cooperation, and doesn’t
care for it. 1 believe it’s much less habit-
forming than cgarettes, coffee, bromides,
laxatives or chewing gum—and it's a

“| don't want
lofeel a
straw head!”
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lot less harmful than many of them.
Another point: I am asthmatic. One
ume when 1 was in the mountains on a
hot muggy day without my medication, I
started 1o wheeze. A friend handed me a
pipeful of pot, saying that it would help.
It did. Since then, I've checked with an
M.D. I can wrust. He says that pot is
known to be helpful in asthma attacks.
This enjoyable substance could put me
in jail. Could it be that I might have to
pay with years of my life because some
other person was so afraid of what he
might do with his inhibitions relaxed
that he made it a crime for me to relax
mine?
{(Name withheld by request)
Charleston, South Carolina

THE ALIENATED

I would like 1o thank pLavsoy for its
cfforts 1o have the punitive aspects of
our marijuana laws repealed.

I was serving, until paroled, a [our-
year jail sentence for possession of one
ounce of marijuana. Now that I'm out
of prison. every day brings a new prob-
lem to light. On my first day of freedom,
I asked about a job that had been
promised 10 me. Apparently. there is an
ordinance against parolees working on
certain jobs until they've been off parole
for one year. So. I'll have o wait until
1973 10 do the kind of work for which
I'm qualified. As an alternative, I wied
enrolling at a university. but this plin
was stopped in the admissions office. I've
also found that it is nearly impossible to
get automobile insurance.

I expected these problems and I wry
not to ler them bother me much, but I
do feel alienated from this society and
its Government. I'm on the verge of
detaching mysell completely. The longer
it takes to change the marijuana laws,
the more rebels those laws will produce.

(Name withheld by request)
Denver, Colorado

A CRIMINAL

I don’t want this letter to appear as
a plea for sympathy. since I am old
enough to take responsibility for my
actions and their consequences: nor do I
wish it 1o seem an attack on the establish-
ment, the Government or the country as
a whole, because I've spent two years in
the service of my counwry and, depend-
ing on the outcome of my twrial, I hope
to remain in the Navy another two years.
[ ask those who read this letier not to
dismiss it as the ravings of a “dope
crazed hippie protester,” as some people
have actually called me.

I have been arresied for possession of
four marijuana plants. As a result. un-
der Mississippi law, which is lenient
compared with that of some other states, 1
face up 1o five years in prison and up to
a S2000 fine. To that fine, add the $1500
I've already spent for lawyers. For whar
am I being penalized? Even if 1 were

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

BABY CORRUPTION

HUNTINGTON, LONG IstAND—William R.
Baird, Jr., persistent crusader for popu-
lation control, has chalked up another
arrest for publicly promoting contracep-
tives. Because he wiolaled no specific
state or local birth-control law, Hunt-
ington  police arrested lum on the
charge of endangering the welfare of a
minor—a If-month-old girl whose moth-
er conldn’t find a baby sitter—by “ex-
posing” her to the sight of birth-control
devices during a lecture. The mother
was also arvested and charged. At the
police station, the baby was exposed
again lo contraceplive devices seized by
the officers as cvidence, bul no charges
were filed against the police. Baird had
been arrested scuen times previously and
has spent a total of 42 days in jail in
four states for lecturing on or dispens-
ing contraceptives. With the support of
the Playboy Foundation, he successfully
challenged the anti-contraceplive law in
Massachusells, although the case has
been appealed to the U.S. Supreme
Court; he is presently attacking similar
statutes in Wisconsin.

JAILING THE WIZARDS OF OZ

LoNvoN—After Brilain’s longest ob-
scenity Irial, lasting fve and a half
weeks, a judge has incurred the wrath of
the country’s youth as well as some
Members of Parliament by sentencing
three undevground-newspaper editors io
prison teyms ranging from nine lo fifteen
months. The three editors of Oz, which
has a national circulation of about
10,000, were found guilty of publishing
and matling obscenity—a “school  kids
issue” devoted largely to sex and radical
politics—but the prison senlences were
unexpected. A motion by 13 M. P.s stai-
ed that the senlences discrediled  the
British system of justice and would be
regarded by the young “as an act of ve-
venge by the Establishment against dis-
senling wvoices.” The National Council
for Civil Liberties termed the sentences
“savage and vindictive.” One of the de
fendants told the judge, “You will show
the world that your generalion, which
appears to be listening with every cour-
tesy, is, in fact, deaf.”

PROMISCUITY CAMPS

LONDON—A  British geneticist with a
special talent for alarming sexual con-
servatives has now proposed children’s
camps wheve youngsters can enjoy as
much sex as they feel like. Dr. Martin
Cole, a lecturer at Aston University, told
a religious conference that such camps
—dubbed “promuscuity camps” by the

newspapers—wounld help teach children
sexual responsibility, starting with the
requirement that they bring their own
contrace ptives. Asked about the distress
this might cause unliberated parents,
he explained that parents are distressed
by their children anyway. Dr. Cole
launched his career in controversy with
a sex-cducation film, “Growing Up,”
which included a masturbation scene.

ABORTION-LAW CONFLICT

California’s abortion law is under a
new round of attacks. The state Court of
Appeals in San Francisco has ruled that
“a woman has the constitutional right to
terminate her pregnancy subject only o
reasonably imposed state vestrictions de-
signed to safeguard the health of the
woman and protect the advanced fetus.”
The court struck down the law’s require-
ment of prior approval by a committee
of doctors and decided, in effect, that
abortions may be performed in hospitals
by physicians any lime during the first
20 weeks of pregnancy. In a Los Angeles
case, however, another appellate court
upheld the present law. The contradic-
tory decisions probably will be appealed
to the state supreme court.

The California supreme court is also
expected Lo veceive the case of Dr. John
S. Gwynne, a 29-year-old Santa Ana fly-
sician who operated an abortion clinic
in open defiance of the law; and a San
Francisco altorney, Zaide Kivtley, is plan-
ning to challenge the law by means
of a class action on behalf of several
“fertile women and others similarly situ-
ated,” asking the court for a declaratory
judgment that any legal restriction on
abortion is an unconstitutional infringe-
ment of individual vights.

Y.D. PREVENTIVE

CARSON CITY, NEVADA—Some 200 pros-
titutes working in about 40 of Nevada's
legal brothels are being asked by state
health authorities to test the drug Pro-
gonasyl for the prevention of syphilis
and gonorrhea. Progonasyl has been
used for the past two decades in trealing
vagmal inflammation and car and nose
infections, but it has never been tested
systematically as a venereal-discase pre-
ventive. Amerex Laboratories in San
Antonio, Texas, is donating  $15,000
worth of the drug, and participation in
the six-month experviment is voluntary.

BAIT BITES BACK

DETROIT—A cily policewoman has been
fired for refusing to pose as a decoy pros-
titute. The police boavd based its action
on willful disobedience to an order, but




the woman’s allorney claims the order
was unlawful because to follow her in-
structions—luve potential customers by
means of appearance and gestures—would
constilute entrapment. Her dismissal is
being appealed.

REJECTED AS G-WOMEN

WASHINGTON, D, C.—]J. Edgar Hoouver is
under fire from a new direction: Two
women have sued him and the FBI for
court cosis and damages of at least
§10,000, alleging sex discriminalion in
turning down their applications to be-
come special agents. Cynthia Edgar, an
atde to U.S. Representative Bella Abzug
of New York, and Sandra Nemser, a
Denver attorney, peltitioned a U. S. Dis-
rict Court io declare the FBI's male-
agents-only policy unconstitutional.

OPERATIONS WITH COMPLICATIONS

After a music teacher underwent a
sex-change opervation from male to fe-
male, the school board of Bernards
Township, New Jersey, first sought her
dismissal, then offered a compromise:
She could continue teaching at her old
salary if she formally resigns (thereby
losing 14 years' tcnure), oblains a new
teaching certificate under her female
name and switches from elementary to
high school. Because an untenured teach-
er can be dismissed at any lime, she
turned down the offer and said she
would fight to keep her old job and
privileges.

In Sania Ana, California, a woman
has sued her spouse for a divorce and
$1.500.000 in damages because he changed
his sex from male to female, which, she
charges, has deprived her of a husband
and caused severe emolional suffering.
The doctor who allegedly performed the
operation has been named as codefendant.

HORMONE CONTROL

WEST BERLIN—A drug that sharply re-
duces male sex drive is being studied
by West German law-enforcement and
health officials as a possible means of
treating cerlain sex offenders, especially
child molesters and rapists. The chemi-
cal counteracls the hormone androgen,
which in males controls sexual arousal,
sperm  production and potency. It is
reportedly effective up to six months
after treatment, but causes no permanent
changes. 4 U.S. pharmaccutical firm is
experimenting with the same drug, but
for the purposc of conlrolling excessive
male hormone production in women,
which can cause abnormal hair growth
and masculinization of the body.

BELL GLETS WRUNG

sAN Fraxcisco—The Pacific Telephone
and Telegraph Company has agreed to
list a homophile organization in ils San
Francisco Yellow Pages and to publish an

advertisement inviting homosexuals to
contact the group to learn their legal
rights. The agreement follows a three-year
legal baltle during which the company
had refused to list the Society for In-
dividual Rights on grounds of laste.
S.LR., in ils appeal lo the state wlili-
lies commission, pointed out that the
P. T. & T s sensibilities were not offend-
ed by adverlisements for strip joinis.
sex-mouvie theaters or a café called
Magnolia Thunderpussy.

Despite the phone company’s capiiu-
lation, 8. I. R. said il intends to continue
pressing for a stalesupreme-court dect-
sion that would legally establish its rights.

TWO FOR TEA

saN Fraxcisco—The San  Francisco
Committee on Crime, which earlier
wrged police to concern themselves more
with violence than with vice, has stirred
up further trouble by recommending the
repeal of laws against marijuana. In its
final repori, the prestigious but con-
troversial commillce argued that while
sociely should work to discourage pot
smoking, “criminalization has failed.”

Independently, the American CGivil
Liberties Union in San Francisco an-
nounced it will sponsor a state bill to
legalize the sale and use of marijuana.

POSSIBLE ADDICTION CURE

NEW YORK clty—The scientific divec-
tor for the Institute of Applied Biology
has reportedly developed a drug lhat
safely and quickly cures physical addic-
tion to narcotics, barbiturales and cven
alcohol. According to the “Addiction and
Drug Abuse Report,” use of the new
drug, perselenide, developed by Dr.
Emanuel Reviei, eliminates the wusual
withdrawal symptoms and ends physical
addiction after a week of treatment with-
oul creating new drug dependencies. In
tests, perselenide has Deen claimed 90
percent effective, although some subjecis
have reverted to theiv former drug habils
because of psychological dependency or
social  pressures. One vesearcher has
claimed that two perse pills will sober a
drunk in 15 minutes.

BLACK LIST WARMED OVER

WASHINGTON, D. c.—The Subversive Ac-
tivities Conirol Board—dormant for
some 15 years—has been reactivaied to
investigate tadical groups that Altorncy
General  John N. Miatchell believes
should be officially designaled as subver-
sive. The SACB was revived by an Exec-
ulive Order from President Nixon giving
it new powers to update the Attorney
General’s list of subversive organizations
by mecans of hearings similar to those
held by Scnator Joe McCarthy in the
Fifties. (See letter titled “Burying the
Bill of Righis” in this month’s “Playboy
Forum.”)

found guilty of this so-called crime, I
have harmed no one. If anybody can
explain why years should be taken
out of my life or why anyone else
charged with possession of marijuana
should be wreated as a criminal, I'd like
to hear it. Before attempting the expla-
nation, however, please make sure you
understand the meaning of the word
freedom.

Kemneth L. Vnuck

Meridian, Mississippi

CRIMES AND PUNISHMENTS

James and Ceonnie Eye, a young cou-
ple from Woodsfield, Ohio, have re-
ceived 20- to 40-year prison sentences for
selling five dollars’ worth of marijuana to
a neighbor. The Eyes did not actually
own the pot, they were holding ten
dollars’ worth for a friend. The Eyes'
next-door neighbor, invited in for a
friendly dinner and a toke, promptly
tipped off the local sheriff, who gave the
neighbor a marked five-dollar bill to try
to make a buy. The couple refused to sell,
but the neighbor pleaded and was final-
ly successful, whereupon the Eyes were
inmediately arrested. The Jawyer whom
they hired persuaded them 1o plead
guilty (to avoid the ill will of the
court), to pass up a trial by jury and to
place themselves at the mercy of a
three-judge tribunal. Upon their convic
tion, the lawyer stated that he had no
plans to appeal the sentences.

End of case. The couple are now in
prison and their son is in the hands of
relatives, not to enjoy the company and
guidance of his paremis until (barring
their parole) well after his majority.
The sheriff, who considers the sentences
too lenient, is proud of this successful
entrapment and basks in the congratula-
tions of the local IFBI for “breaking™ the
case. One of the sentencing judges has
been quoted as saying the case would be
a good lesson to the youth of the com-
munity, and we may assume that—since
there was no public outary against the
sentences from the community itself—
the vast majority of the citizens agree
that the sentences were right and proper.

If anybody wants to kmow what's
wrong with the country, there it is in
a nutshell—Costa-Gavras could use the
case as the script for another Z. It is
mpossible not to hate such a country as
ours that has so little actual regard for
human decency and justice while pre-
tending to have so much. When the
time comes to burn it down, the number
of helping hands will be legion.

James Abel
New York, New York

The same judges who senlenced the
Eyes later ordered Connic Eye veleased
from prison on two years' probation and
said they would hear a motion for James
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Eye’s velease. This possibility was sug-
gested by Bob Greene in a Chicago Sun-
Times story that brought the case to
national atlention:

The lavyer who defended the
Eyes . . . apparently feels the couple
may be pardoned and released from
prison al some future dale, “after
things die  doun around here.
They're hkind of being used as an
example for other young people.”

PLAYBOY received a number of lellers
on the Eye case, of which James Abel's
was typical. Bob Greene slates that he
has recetved morve mail commenting on it
than on any other story he has ever cov-
ered; as with PLAYBOY's correspondents,
the letier writers were sickened by the
senlences. “They're prouviding a lesson
for others in our arca,” Greeme quoles
one of the judges as saying. When will
these judges learn the lesson they so badly
need? As William Robinson’s letler (fol-
lowing this one) poinis out, scientists are
continually accumulating cvidence prov-
ing the virtual harmlessness of marijuana.
The information 15 available to all, and
no compelent or conscientious judge
could fail o be aware of il. In the light
of this, the treatment of people such as
James and Connie Eye is inexcusable.

The number of establishment publica-
tions finally publishing the wuth about
pot continues to prow. The latest is
Medical World News, which published a
summary of preliminary findings by
marijuana researchers, all of whom were
approved ol and supplied with grass by
the National Institute of Mental Health.
The findings. of course, are Lamiliar to
most readers of the underground press,
in which similar information was pub-
lished years ago.

The article itself comments that
present group ol rescarchers has de-
bunked the myths about pot being ad-
dictive, causing antisocial behavior or
leading 1o hard-core heroin addiction.
The research includes the lollowing [as-
cinating facts: In a preliminary report
dealing with the ability of alcohol drink-
ers and marijuana smokers to drive cars,
the smokers made far fewer ervors than
the drinkers. A computerized examina-
tion of over 700,000 hospital admissions
mn Los Angeles between 1961 and 1969
revealed that only nine were for possible
marijuana  psychosis and that most of
these did not prove out or were mild
cases. As with social drinkers, it was
observed that social smokers usually
know when they've achieved the high
they want and then stop smoking. Medi-
cally speaking. pot may he a better mus-
cle relaxant than reserpine and might
be useful in treating hypertension. It
may also act as a painkiller and be
useful in controlling migraines, as well as

the

a potential antiasthmatic and local anes-
thetic. The deleterious effects nmay be
summed up in the comments of Dr.
Edward F. Domino, professor of phar-
macology at the University of Michigan
Medical School: “Perhaps more than any
drug, it is a social irritant that elicits
rather remarkable hehavior reactions in
both users and nonusers,”

Of great interest are the Army studies
conducted between 1955 and 1959 (see
Forum Newsfront, July) and only re-
cently declassified. The implication here
is that the Government knew the truth
about pot all the ume but, despite
this, persisted in the persecution of
users and condoned the often outrageous
prison sentences handed down rather
than risk a political backlash from the
silent majority by refuting one of its
favorite myths. After the Pentagon pa-
pers. of course, the fact that ouwr Gov-
ernment of political hacks and gutless
wonders conceals the truth from its own
people should come as no surprise.

William Robinson
Los Angeles, California

POT AND PERJURY

I was quite interested to read Barry
Wittman’s letter abour “Dr.” Louis Sousa
who claimed that marijuana leads 1o
genetic damage (The Playboy Forum.,
May). I was even more interested to
discover that Louis Sousa is not a doctor
but a former laboratory technician ar a
hospital in Paterson, New Jersey. who
disappeared after he was indicted [or
l)('l'_]lll')'.

Here in California, a religious group
called Ambassador College Press is dis-
tributing a pamphlet titled “New Facts
About Marijuana.” The source of facts
abour  marijuana  causing  birth  de-
fects is given as “Dr. Luis Souza of St.
Dismas  Hospital in  Paterson, New
Jersev.”

Funny coincidence.

William R. Fiedler
Biggs, California

Ambassador College Press might be
embarrassed to learn some new facts
about its alleged marijuana expert. In
order to be certain that there is not
more than one “Dr. Louis Sousa (or Luis
Souza),” vraveoy called St Disinas in
Paterson, New Jersey. The only person
whose name vesembled Lowis Sousa ever
connected with St. Dismas was the lab
technician referved to in Willman’s lei-
ter, who is not a doctor and who was dis-
charged in 1965. SI. Dismas is not now a
hospital but has been a drug vehabilita-
tion center for six years.

A cat has only nine lives. A lic has
9000.

THAT A.M. A. POT REPORT

I've been fascinated by the controversy
about the Kolansky-Moore marijuana
report published in The Journal of
the American Medical Association and,

accordingly, I wrote a letter to the
J.A.M. A editor pointing out three
major scientific defects in the Kolansky-
Moore study. My criticisms were quite
lengihry, bur 10 some extent similar to
those in the August Playboy Forum.

To my astonishment. 1 received a re-
ply from J. 4. M. 4., which thanked me
for my “scholarly critique” and then
stated frankly that the Kolansky-Moore
report was offered as “purely anecdotal
and not, as you rightly state, an example
of ‘scientific research.’

Michael Knapp
Southern Oregon College
Ashland, Oregon

THE DANGER OF POT

For those of us who fancy the weed,
The Playboy Forum is coming to have
the emotional impact of flashing red
lights and pounding on the door at
three AM. The oceasional good news
from such places as the Netherlands or
Nebraska is  far  omweighed by the
dreary catalog of 20-year prison sentences
from clsewhere. There's no doubt about
what's happening: A significant number
of policemen and judges consider them-
sclves to be at war with the growing
number of Americans who like to smoke
a litde grass now and then.

Having been arrested wmyself some-
thing like 16 times during the past three
years, I've had good reason to think
very seriously about this subject. It
seems to me that the people who survive
best psychologically are cats who do not
trivialize the meaning of their practice
by arguing that pot is harmless. Pot is
profoundly dangerous—not to those who
use it but to those with a vested interest
in the status quo.

The psychedelic life stvle is a religious
revolution. The liberal imagination is
too limited to understand what this
means and. hence, cannot understand
the severity of the official punishments.
The fact is that the cops and judges
have more in common with the average
head (or with Charles Reich, author of
The Greening of America) than does
the ordinary liberal. Ar least, the law-
enforcement people understand that some-
thing big is happening. even if they
think it is also something bad.

The partial radicalizing of Berkeley by
voung people and freaks in the April
1971 election is just a straw in the wind.
Unless they put us all in jail, within
five years every major umiversity center
(which means every major urban cen-
ter) will be i the hands of starry-eyed
trippers and African shamans. This is
inevitable, because the essential pacifism
of the new religion will not allow it to
be perverted by those elements (Jerry
Rubin. Abbie Hoffman, et al.) who have
tried to win this spiritual revolution
into another stupid, bloody civil war.

Let me add that I regard prAvBoy as
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My five-inch (measured diag-
onally) black and white picture

is so detailed it will turn your head.

But you won't have to, because I
swivel a full 180° on my beautiful
tripod base.

I am thoroughly solid state.
Which means a future of thor-
oughly solid performance.
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Attention, Earth People.

And because I have Speed-O-
Vision you won't have to wait
for one of my performances.
Because I don’t have to warm up.
So take me to your leaders. The
ones who set the styles. With all
the excitement coming up on TV,

who says what you watch it on
has to be dull?
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a hell of a lot more revolutionary than
William Kunstler. Why Helner should
be obliged to fly in an ordinary airplane
is beyond me. He should be conveved
through the air by choirs ol angels.
Art Kleps, Chiet Boo Hoo
The Neo-American Church
San Cristobal, New Mexico

NO NEED FOR FACTS?

In our last Presidential election, I
voted f[or Richard Nixon. Furthermore,
I have often supported and defended his
actions, on the grounds that he has had
broad experience in government and
has the country’s best irterests at heart:
however, I was amazed and shocked by
the August Forum Newsfront item titled
“No Need for Facs.” If reported accu-
rately, your statement that “President
Nixon has declared he will continue to
oppose the use of marijuana and any
clforis 1o legalize it, regardless of the
findings of the present TFederal drug
commission or any recommendations the
commission may make after completing
its studies” leads me to believe that
perhaps I should reassess the man’s com-
petence. The marijuana problem, involy-
ing the jailing of our youth, is serious
enough, but who knows to what greater
issues such bias mught be applied?

Our country is in great peril, indeed,
if its [ate is in the hands of 2 man who
apparently feels that his own omniscience
supersedes facts and justifies unyielding
prejudice.

Benjamin C. Tavlor
Silver Spring, Maryland

THE WINTER SOLDIER'S LESSON

Very early in my ministry, 1 observed
the difficulty of relating Christ's radical
concept ol love to my congregations.
They seemed not only to misunderst:nd
but to be actively hostile to the ethic
that teaches one to love his enemies
and to turn the other cheek. Many
thanks, therefore, for publishing “The
Voice of the Winter Soldier” (The
Playboy Forum, August), which tells us
where we are as a result of our refusal to
love. Hopelully, John TForbes Kerry's
candid statements will help many to see
America as something other than the
myvthical “One nation under God.”

I'm wholly unable to understand how
conservative America can judge rrayvsoy
to be immoral, while at the same time
tolerating and even supporting the Viet-
nam war and its unspeakable crimes
against humanity. Will we ever under-
stand what the Gospel stresses? Christ
died for all men!

The Rev. Ben Rogers
Pensacola, Florida

PEACE AND BROTHERHOOD CHAPEL
On May 22, 1968, our cldest son was
killed in Vietnam. That August, my
wife, our younger son and mysell start-
ed constructing the Vietnam Veterans'

Peace and Brotherhood Chapel, dedicat-
ed to veterans of the fighting in that
nation, particularly the maimed in hody
and spirit, and most especially to those
who gave that most precious giflt of
all—life itself. When people ask us why
we did this, we reply, “We, who must,
will do what we must to encourage man-
Kind to preserve rather than destroy.”

On May 22, 1971, the chapel was
dedicated and John Forbes Kerry spoke
at that dedication. His remarks were
addressed to an audience of some 500,
vet he spoke as sincerely, as eloquently
and as meaningfully as he had earlier to
the Senate Committee on Foreign Rela-
tions and the nation (as published in the
August Playboy Forum).

Since then, Mr. and Mys. Philip San-
chez of Mora, New Mexico, have visited
the chapel with their three surviving
sons. In June 1971, they, too, lost their
cldest son in Vietnam. They expressed no
bitterness even though, in this supposed
winding down of the war, they were called
upon to supply one of the last sons to dic
in that war-torn country. Philip Sanchez
noted that the stalf for displaying the
American flag was a temporary one and
he offered to replace it with a proper

.pole. Was this act of [aith typical of

the American people? Will this kind of
voice be heard above the torrent of de-
ception to which we have too long been
subjected?

Perhaps the balance is delicate right
now, but the good people of our land
must tip that balance the right way.

Victor Westphall
Springer, New Mexico

ANOTHER OFFICER FOR PEACE
As a responsible member of society. a
citizen of the United States and an offi-
cer in the Armed Forces, I am asking
that my fellow citizens join with me
m demanding that our Government
end the murder of innocent men, women
and children, indiscriminate bombing and
napalming of defenseless villages and
similar atrocities against decency in
Southeast Asia. There should be no
more laving down ol American lives 1o
defend the unpopular, totalitarian and
corrupt regime in Saigon. The price we
have paid for this travesty so far is over
50,000 American lives, probably many
times that number of wounded and 100
billion dollars, not to mention the
30.000 returning American veterans who
have become drug addicts.
Le. C. F. Jamison, U.S. N.
FI'O San Francisco, California

MILITARY JOURNALISM

Sergeant Richard J. Stivers, in the Sep-
tember Playboy Forum, instructs us that
the proper role of a post newspaper is Lo
be the voice of the base commander. To
paraphrase the last sentence of Stivers'
letter: It is little wonder that there is an
ever-widening communications gap in
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the Services, when they are burdened
with sycophants of Sergeant Stivers' ilk,
who find it easier to attempt to suck the
system rather than report news,
Jim Sevmour
Austin, Texas

UNIFORMS OF THE MIND

A leuer in the August Playboy Fo-
yum mentions the aurent attack on the
peace  symbol by various right-wing
groups. A column by Glenn Hovemann
in the Gainesville Sun has some very
pertinent remarks to make about that
controversy. Hovemann wiote:

The peace symbol doesn’t descrve
such pitiful assault. It originated in
England in 1958 for the occasion of
the first large public demonstration
at Aldermaston, the site ol Great
Britain’s nuclear-weapons research
plant, in favor of unilateral nuclear
disarmament. Since “unilateral nu-
dear dissmmament” happens to be
a rather ungainly, tongue-twisting
phrase, the protesters needed a bit
of shorthand. And they came up,
ingeniously, with the peace symbol,
by representing those words with a
circle and the semaphore (or signal-
Nag signs) for N and D, which are at
positions four and eight on a clock
Lace for N, six and twelve for D,

To this account, Hovemann added a
comment on the general shortcomings ol
blind attachment to symbols—or blind
opposition to them:

It would be unfortunate for the
peace symbol, too, to become an
object of hatred as a “broken cross.”

But the most unfortunate thing
about all these highly charged signs
and symbols, whether flags, crosses,
peace symbols, swastika, hammer
and sickle, or whatever, is that they
become substitutes for thought even
while they serve as a rallying point
for their adherents. Ralph Waldo
Emerson once referved caustically to
the “prison uniform of the party to
which we adhere.” Similarly, the
symbols to which we adhere e
most often the prison uniforms of
the mind.

Andrew P. Grose
Gainesville, Florvida

BURYING THE BILL OF RIGHTS

Americans have always displayed a
peculiar genius for creating voluntary
organizations to bring about political
change. Some 130 years ago, Alexis de
Tocqueville noted: “The most natural
privilege of man, next to the right of
acting for himself, is that of combining
his exertions with those of his fellow
creatures, and of acting in common with
them.”

Since the McCarthy era of the Fifties,
this [reedom of association has been the



Pictured aboe is the
most tightfisted, thrifty
man in America.

He is Ralph Ginzburg, the New York mag-
azine publisher. No one holds on Lo money
more Lenaciously than he. Mr. Ginzburg has
made a career of perfecting and implementing
ingenious methods of making and suving money,
Now he has even launched a publication devoted
to that subject. Its name is Moneysworth.

Moneysworth is more than just a manual
of Ralph Ginzburg's personal financial ploys.
It is a brash, jolly, authoritative Fagin School
in the art and science of shrewd investment
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ial Hype?

and expenditure. It covers personal finance,
investments, consumer affairs {including prod-
uect ratings), and just about every other facet
of money management. )

Perhaps the best way to describe Moneys-
worth is Lo list the kinds of articles it prints:

The New Japanese Cars: A Rating

At Last, A Proven Method for Beating the
Stock Market—How a little-known Govern-
ment publication has been used by sophisti-
cated investors to quedruple their gains over
the past 10 vears (compared with gains of the
Dow-Jones average). Fortune magazine calls
the method “extraordinary.™
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How to Collect Social Security from Canada
and the United States Simullancously

The Third Most Expensive Iticm You'll Ever
Buy—It's vour funeral, and Moneysworth tells
how to minimize the grief.
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mail-order self-test kit for pregnancy lets her
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Eamn Interest on Your Checking Account
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vour health and pick your pocketbook.
Providing Your Teenager with Contraception
The Wisdom of Maintaining a Secret Swiss
Banking Account—Half a million Americans
can't be wrong.

America's 25 Best Free Colleges—As rated by
the students themselves.

The Boom in Going Bust—The growing popu-
larity of personal bankruptcy.

How to Get a Divorce without a Lawyer

Air Travel at 50% Off

Ski Areas without Steep Prices

Drug Combinations that Can Kill You

€7

Wheeling and Dealing for a New Bike—Which
are the best buys and how to bargain for them.

The Painful Truth about Circumcision
How to Contest a Bad Credit Rating

Indigestion Remedies that Pass the Acid Test
—An evaluation by brand name.

How Two Widows Nearly Got Merrill-Lynched
IHNustrated Sex Manuals—A buying guide.

The Link Between Heart Attack and Coffee—A
suppressed report by a member of the Presi-
dent’s Commission on Heart Disease.

The Spirit of *72—A report on the new “light™
whiskey that has the industry in ferment.

A Guide to Low-Cost Legal Abortion
Easy-Riding Motorcycles: New Models Rated

The Best of the Good Book—An evaluation of
currently-ayvailable editions of The Bible.

Safet{ Bug—A preview of the Volkswagen
model being developed to replace the easily
crushed “Beetle.”

In sum,. Moneysworth is your own personal
consumer crusader, trusted stockbroker, and
chancellor of the exchequer—all in one. Itisa
bonanza of uncanny financial intelligence.

Although launched only a vear ago, alrcady
Moneysworth has become the most widely read
newsletter in the world (with a circulation of
450,000 and readership estimated atone million).

Every week, Moneysworth is inundated
with enthusiastic, unsolicited testimonials like
the following (which are completely authentic):

®*When you wrolte up Bausch & Lomb's
stock, I bought 100 shares at 44 and soon
thereaflter sold out for 139%. When yvou came
out with James Dole, 1 bought 500 shares at T
and nine days later sold out for double. Net
profit on the two transactions: $12.996. Let
me assure vou that I shall be a Moneysworth
subscriber for life.”—Lawrence C. Gray,
Y psitanti, Mich.

#“Thanks to the advice in vour article ‘In-
accurate Billing by the Phone Company,” my
own firm—the Bayvard Pump & Tank Company

-has just received a $1.593 refund.”—Armand
DiRienzo; Bristol, Pa,

e“Moneysworth is to be commended for
the reliability of its merchandise evaluations. ¥
just bought a Canonet 35mm rangelinder cam-
era—which vou recommended as ‘First Rate’
—and have gotien some beautiful shots with it.
Moreover, thanks to Moneysworth’s buying ad-
vice | saved over 30% on its cost.”—Roberl D
Goodrich; Tucson, Ariz.

®“Your article ‘How to Fight a Traffic
Ticket’ saved me a S$200 lawyer's fee and a
ticket. I did exactly as you suggested—taking
pictures of the scene and double-checking the

statute book—and came out the winner in
court. Many, many thanks.—W.R. Wendel;
Hicksuville, N. Y.

®‘Thanks to_vour article 'How Lo Buv a
New Car for $125 Above Dealer's Cost,' I have
just purchased a Malibu Sport Coupe at a saving
that I conservatively estimate at $350.""—Ron
Bromert: Anita, Towa.

®*l am grateful for vour tip on *Tax Savings
for Teachers’—which saved me the costof a tax
accountant gnd golt me a very high income tax
refund.—Charles Bryvan; Brooklyn, N. Y,

®“Your arlicle on low-cost, unadvertised
trans- Atlantic air fares enabled me to save $108
on a vacation to Ireland. In addition, once | was
there, I sayed $64 on a car rental, thanks to
vour advice. " —~Bernard Bullon; Bronx, N Y.

o] have deposited $12,500 in a Mexican
bank, as vou suggested, and have been receiv-
ing, every month by airmail, interest at 9%. 1
am grateful to your excellent Moneysworth for
telling me about this high rate of interest.™
—Charles T. Malburn; Sarasola, Fla.

®“‘Due to vour information on stocks, |
have made over $2,200 in less than a vear.
Yours is one of the most intelligent, down-to-
carth, to-the-point periodicals ever published™
—Rulth Pantell; Yonkers, N. Y.

o“Upon Moneysworth's advice, I asked the
phone company for an itemized bill. As a re-
sult, I discovered that for years 1 had been
paying for a nonexistent extra line. Result: A
£550 refund. My trial subscription has paid for
itself 110 times over!"—George 1. Pelsche,
Washinglon, D.C.

In short, Moneysworth has become an ab-
solutely  indispensable financial mentor for
many of America’s most astute consumers.

The staff of Moneysworth consists of
several of the most Keenly analytical and
imaginative minds in the fields of financial and
consumer journalism. At the helm, of course, is
Ralph Ginzburg himself, as editor-in-chief. The
managing editor of Moneysworth is Paul A.
Riedel, of the Whitney Communications Cor-

oration, Its articles editor is Dorothy Bates,
ormerly of Scientific American. Herh Lubalin,
the world's foremost eraphic designer. is Mon-
eysworth’s art director. Augmenting this tcam
of hardnosed, experienced edilors are reporters,
researchers, product-testers, and consultants
throughout the United States. Together, they
create America’s first—and onlyv—financial
periadical with charisma.

Moneysworth is published fortnightly. It is
available t;v subscription only and costs $10
ger vear. Right now, however, we are offering

pecial Introductory 32-Week Subscriptions
for ONLY $3_ 88! This is a MERE FRACTION
of the standard price.

Moreover, we are so confident that Mon-
eysworth will prove invaluable to vou that we
are about to make what is probably the most
generous subscription offer in publishing his-
tory: We will absolulely and unconditionally
guaranice that the tips, lechniques, and inside
information in Moneysworth will increase the
purchasing power of your income by al least
15%—or we'll refund your money IN FULL. In
other words, if vou now earn £10,000 a vear,
Moneysworth guarantees that it will increase
the value of your income by al least 8 1,500—or
vou get vour money back, And, meanwhile,
you will have enjoyed a subscription to Mon-
eysworth ABSOLUTELY FREE! As you can
see, a subscription to Moneysworth is an abso-
lutely foolproof investment.,

To enter your subscription, simply fill out
the coupon below and mail it with $3.88 to:
Moneysworth, 110 West 40th Street, New
York, New York 10018.

We urge vou to act at once. In this case,
especially, time is money.

HEE S ———
- oY)

B 130w. 40TH ST. = NEW YORK 10018

a I enclose $3.88 for a Special Introductory
32-Weck Subscription Lo Moneysworth, the
shrewd. audacious new fortnightly on con-

B sumer affairs and personal finance. T un-

g derstand that thisis a MERE FRACTION
of the standard $10-per-vear price. More-
over, Moneysworth guarantees that it will

B increase the purchasing power of my in-

# come by atl least 15% or I will get my

| money back IN FULL!!
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prime target ol those seeking to silence
dissent. Condemnations and punishments
on the basis of guilt by association were
developed in many institutional forms,
such as the quasi-judicial Subversive Ac-
tivities Control Board, which was created
under the 1950 McCarran Act to rule
upon the right of nonconforming groups
to exist, and the Executive Orders of
Presidents Truman and Eisenhower estab-
lishing the Auorney General's Subversives
List of organizations to which Govern-
ment employees could not belong.

Alter two decades of litigation, a long
series of Supreme Court decisions effec-
tively dismantled much of this repressive
apparatus as incompatible with our Bill
of Rights. One result of this renascence
of our right to dissent has been the
massive challenge that developed during
the Sixties to the foreign and domestic
policies of the Government.

As a first step in a counterattack
against his critics’ freedom of expression,
on July 2, 1971, President Nixon quietly
—almost secretly—issued Executive Or-
der 11605 to accomplish the [ollowing
objectives:

1. Invest the moribund Subversive Ac-
tivities Control Board with new powers
to proceed against a variety of dissent-
ing organizations by officially labeling
them subversive.

2. Restore to life the Attorney Gener-
al’s Subversives List, which, as a result
of Court rulings. had not been updated
for 15 years.

3. Set the stage (if accompanied by a
supportive act of Congress) for a new
plague of nationwide hearings to which
troublesome critics and protesters could
be subpoenaed and subjected to the
choice of turning informer against
Iriends and associates or going to Fed-
eral prison for contempt. Armed with
the new immunity statutes that strike
down the protective shicld of the Fifth
Amendment, the SACB would possess
powers never enjoyed even by Joe Mc-
Carthy or the House Un-American Activi-
ties Committee at the height of the
Fifties witch-hunts. Executive Order
11605 eliminates the need to adhere to
such long-established norms of criminal
justice as the requirement to submit
legal evidence of wrongdoing or proof
of individual guilt for any illegal act.

The people directly and immediately
alfected by Nixon's order are the millions
ol present and prospective employees of
the Federal Government. However, the
rationale that such measures are needed
for our national security extends to any
ficld of employment relating to national
defense and sharply increases the pres
sure to cnact such statutes as the Defense
Facilities and Industrial Security Act
(HR 819), which covers even privately
employed persons who dare to express
their dissent.

In a legal analysis of Executive Order

11605, Harvaid law professor Vern
Countryman notes that the standards of
the earlicr Executive Orders upon which
the present order is based were already
“hopelessly vague.” The earlier formu-
las, however, were intended to define
only associations with or sympathy for
communism. Since the Government to-
day is confronted with numerous native
dissenters whose beliefs and grievances
camnot be related remotely to commu-
nism, Countryman suggests that Nixon
found it necessary to broaden the defi-
nition ol subversive to reach virtually
anyone who challenges the status quo.
The accused employec has liule or no
opportunity to challenge the black-listing
of any organization; he is limited in
his defense to proving that he did not
belong to or sympathetically associate
with the organization. Such a delensive
posture, il successful in saving the man's
job, will almost certainly stifle his fur-
ther expression of aiticism of the
Government.

Senate critics of the Subversive Activi-
ties Control Board (Senators Proxmire
and Ervin particularly), after failing by
a narrow mmgin to kill the SACB ap-
propriation, tried but failed to pass an
amendment forbidding the SACB to im-
plement the President’s Executive Order.

Those who believe that a free society
is worth fighting for have several courses
of action against Executive Order 11605.
One obvious course, previously suggest-
ed by the American Civil Liberties
Union, will be that of massive legal chal-
lenges. The progressive weakening of
the Supreme Court on civil liberties
issues, however, suggests that such ac-
tions should be accompanied by others
directed to the Legislative branch.

One immediate priority must be the
defeat of 5.2294 and HR 9669. which
would empower the SACB to issue sub-
poenas and punish for contempt. A
more basic, if long-term, remedy is to sup-
port passage of legislation to repeal Title
I of the Internal Security (McCarran)
Act, thereby abolishing the Subversive
Activities Control Board aliogether.

Richard L. Criley, Midwest Director

National Committee Against
Repressive Legislation

Chicago, Illinois

TITICUT FOLLIES REVISITED

Over three years ago, the state of
Massachusetts forbade the showing of
Titicul Follies, a documentary film de-
picting the depressing and often inhu-
man conditions of life at Bridgewater
State Hospital for the Criminally Insane
(The Playboy Forum, March, April,
June and September 1968). The ban, it
may be recalled, was based on a claim
that the film invaded the privacy of the
hospital’s inmates.

Apparently, siate officials [eel that the

ban alone i1s not a sufficient means of
suppressing the film. Consequently, the
state courts have appointed legal guardi-
ans for those inmates whose privacy sup-
posedly was violated, making it possible
to sue the film's maker, Fred Wisernan.
The latest of the suits against Wiseman
15 a 55,500,000 civil action.

The flm, which won several awards,
still cannot be shown here, a fact thar,
together with the intensity of the gov-
ernment’s attempts to punish Wiseman,
leads one to believe that the state is
much more interested in protecting ifs
privacy than that of the inmates of
Bridgewater.

Robert S. Shaw, M. D.
Ayer, Massachuseuts

Y. A. F. NOT INVOLVED
In the August Forum Newsfront. your

item on the election of Jack Baker to
the University of Minnesota student-
body presidency contained two serious
distortions. The conservative who op-
posed Baker in the election was a mem-
ber of the Young Americans for Freedom
but was not a Y.A.F.—sponsored can-
didate, as you implied. The Y. A F.
does not cndorse candidates for any
office. Morcover, the student who wrote
to the Minnesota Daily calling Baker a
“filthy queer” was in no way a spokes-
man for the Y. A, F.; he belonged to this
organization at one time but his mem-
bership was revoked because of his racist
and anti-Semitic attitudes. It is not in
the ethic ol a true philosophical conserv-
ative to advocate the abridgment of anv
individual’s human rights because ol
personal characteristics (racial, religious
or otherwise).

James A. Newman

Minnesota State Chairman

Young Americans for Freedom

Minneapolis, Minnesota

CONSCIENCE OF A CONSERVATIVE

I read the John Wayne interview with
great interest (rravsoy, May), buot 1
was even more interested when I subse-
quently read this story in the New York
Daily News:

Movie actor John Wayne and
Senator James Eastland (Democrat,
Mississippi) and hundreds of other
wealthy farmers have legally reor-
ganized their businesses to avoid the
impact of a $55,000 individual limit
on Federal famm subsidies, The
Waslington Post said today. Wayne
and his partners will get about
$218.000 compared with S810,000
last year, but other investors leasing
the actor’s cotron allotments in Ari-
rona will get more than 500,000,
the Post said. Eastland reportedly
has reorganized his 5200-acre cotton
plantation in Mississippi and will

(continued on page 228)



There’s a wealth of
information
on these labels...

Wines and Npirits

Yours for 10 days free from Foods of the World

The label on a bottle of wine can tell you the
reputation of its maker .. . the quality of the crop
that produced it...the kind of grapes used...
who bottled the wine and under what conditions.
Using the information you'll find in Wines and
Spirits, you can then tell from the label how ex-
perts rate the wine. .. what 1ts special “personal-
ity™ is. .. which foods it sets off 10 best advantage
.. how much it should cost.

Knowing about wines, cocktails, cordials,
before- and after-dinner drinks can heighten im-
measurably the pleasure of a meal or an evening.
The correct choices can create the particular
mood you desire for an occasion.

Introducing Foods of the World
Wines and Spirits is your introduction to TiME-
LiFE BooKSs™ series, FOODS OF THE WORLD—
superbly illustrated volumes that take you on
food lovers” “tours™ of different countries or
regions. Here are the grand dishes to go with
your fine wines and spirits . . . to make your dinner
party a full-fledged success. Each volume is com-
plete in itself—the recipes are all thoroughly
tested under the supervision of the late Michael
Field, who was Consulting Editor for the series.

Wines and Spirits was written by novelist and
travel writer Alec Waugh, in collaboration with
expert consultants. To make the volume a de-

Expcrls test lbc quality of
Scotch not only by tasting, but
by sniffing it.

Alsatian wines complement
pheasant and desserts in a
colorful Alsatian café.
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licht to the eye as well as the palate. photog-
rapher Arie deZanger travelled worldwide to
bring back beautiful pictures of wines and spirits
being prepared, served and drunk.

In Wines and Spirits, you'll learn how to make
more than 100 cockuails. cordials, punches, hot
and cold mixed drinks. You'll be told how 1o
start a wine cellar for $100, $250 or $500. You'll
understand how Prohibition set back the devel-
opment of American wines. .. and which of our
national brands are gradually catching up to the
best of the French. German and Italian products.

With this handsome book, you also get a 96-
page, spiral-bound Recipe Booklet and a 64-page
Kitchen Guide, all for only $5.95 ($6.25 in Can-
ada) plus shipping and handling.

Why not test some of the recipes in this color-
ful book for 10 days? Then you may return it.
if you wish—or keep it and pay only $5.95 ($6.25
in Canada). That will entitle you to receive. every
other month. another volume of FOODS OF THE
WORLD for the same free 10-day trial. Just mail
the coupon now—or write 10 TiME-LIFE Books,
Dept. 5802, Time & Life Bldg..Chicago, Il1l. 6061 1.
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Actual size: 812" x 117,
Hard covers, 208 pages,

: 148 illustrations in color.

Among other volumes in Foods of the World: I Written by Alec Waugh
The Cooking of ltaly » American Cooking 1 and four other

The Cooking of Provincial France i food and drink experts.

TIME-LIFE BOOKS, Dept. 5803 |
Time & Life Building, Chicago, lll. 60611
Please enroll me as subscriber 10 FOODS OF THE I
woRtp and send me the first volume, Wines & I
Spirits, plus the Recipe Booklet and  Kitchen
Guide for a 10-day Trial Examination. If, at the |
end of that time. I decide not 1o continue the ser-
ies. T owill return evervthing, canceling my sub- |
scription. If 1 keep them., 1 will pay 55.95 (56.25
in Canada) plus shipping and handling. 1 under- l
stand that future volumes will be issued on ap- |
proval every other month at the same price of
$5.95 ($6.25 in Canada). The 10-day Free Ex- |
|
|

BOTH FREE

|

|

Y6-page, 6” x 9 Recipk Book- l

LET contains directions for |

making 117 mixed drinks and |
26 hors d'oenvee and canapés.

Each volume of roops or THE |

WORLD comes with its own free |
REcipe Boorier. Hlustrated

64-page KitcHEN Guint will |

help you shop for and serve |

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

amination privilepe applies 1o all volumes and 1
may cancel my subscription at any time, just by
compliment-w mnlng meals. notifying you.

Name

{Please Print)

Address.

City

State Zip
Schools and Libraries:
Order Publisher’'s Library Edition from Silver
Burdeit Co., Morristown, N.J. 07960.
L Eligible for Titles I, 11 funds, _'




Now you can afiord

This Panasonic puts you
completely on your own without
putting your bank account out of
commission. Because the RS-253S
is your own FM radio. Your own
AM radio. Your own FM stereo.
And even more. Your own cassette
factory. Yours to record into when
inspiration strikes. Or to play back
when you have nothing to say.
But just because it’s affordable,
don’t think this Panasonic offers

price without promise. It'll deliver.

Through two big 6%" dynamic
speakers. It'll also deliver distant
stations and make sure they don’t

o make it on your own.

drift away. Because we've also
included some alphabetical magic
called FET and AFC.

When you record, you can listen
to what you sound like while
you're recording. Because we built
sound monitoring into this unit.

As well as two VU meters so you
can see what you sound like. And
adjust accordingly. There’s a
digital counter. So you can always
find your way back on the tape.
And fast forward and rewind. So
you can do your finding in a hurry.
When you run out of tape,
Auto-Stop makes sure everything

stops cold. Automatically.

And we've loaded the RS-253S
with other attributes that let you
stand on your own two feet.
Separate tone and volume controls.
Built-in FM and AM antennas.

A mike. Mike stand. And pre-
recorded cassette. As well as extra
jacks in the back so you can add
extra things later on. Like a phono-
graph. Another mike. And headset.

Make it on your own to your
Panasonic dealer. And listen to the
“Thayer,” Model RS-253S. We
think you'll agree, it’s a small price
to pay for your independence.




wnor . ALLEN KLEIN

a candid conversation with the embattled manager of the beatles

Not long ago, John Lennon and Yoko
Ono decided that the walls in Allen
Klein’s new offices needed decoraling.
The view out the windows was fine,
cven beautiful, 41 stories down to the
Hudson River, and the flooy plan of
Abkco’s offices was interesting enough:
labyrinthine hallways, through which a
visitor literally needs a guide. But the
shiny-yellow papered walls were boring.
So fohn and Yoko began hanging gold-
en records (over 100 of them, mostly
albums) that the groups Klein has man-
aged have picked up over the years.
Down the first hallway are “Beggar's
Banquet,” “Let 1 Bleed” and —~Out
of Owr Heads”—all 1,000,000 sellers by
the Rolling Stones—and on a post al
the end is “All Things Musl Pass.” by
George Harrison. “Let It Be” is just to
the right, along with “Plastic Ono Band”
and “McCariney” and “Ram,” and farther
on are walls filled with shiny platters by
The Animals, The Kinks, Herman's
Hermits, The Dave Clark Five, Donovan
and Bobby Vinton. On and on, until it's
possible for a wisitor without sunglasses
to go nearly blind from the glare by the
time he's led through a door inlo the
corner suite that Allen Klein, rvock '’
voll's only supermanager, occupies with
a curious sort of magnificence.

Like so many of the rock stars he now
represents, Klein has come a painfully
long way. His childliood was pretty aw-
ful: He spent six years of it in a New

“The music business ts about 99 percent
no-talent losers who can’t stand a winner
in their midst. 'm a winner, and if they
want lo sour-grape my success by calling
me names, let ‘em. I don't give a shit.”

Jersey orphanage and the vest with
grandparents who had only the barest
kind of income. After high school came
ihe Army, and then, with the GI Bill
and odd jobs, he worked himself quickly
through Upsala College in New Jersey,
gradualing with an accounting degree.
After totling at one or two shortlived
and tiresome accounting jobs, an old
school friend began introducing him to
performers like Bobby Darin, Connie
Francis and Steve Lawrence and Eydie
Gormé, and soon he began to ofler to do
audits for them lo find out if their
vecord companies were paying them the
royallies their conlracts called for. When
he found a company shorting the artist
—and he always did—he took a percenl-
age of the difference as his fee.

As his involvements and ambilions
grew, he went to Hollywood 1o help
produce a movie so bad that it was
never released and, deep in debt, he
returned to New York—and lo audiis.
In 1963, he met the performer with
whom le was to have his first fully
managerial velationship: Sam Cooke. The
association, which lasted until Cooke was
shot 1o death in a Los Angeles motel in
1961, began (o build Klein's reputation
as the vough-and-tumble enemy of record
companies; one of the most haied and
feared—and successful—men in the music
Dusiness.

Klein then met Mickie Most, who
produced and managed a string of

“Don’t talk to me about ethics. Every man
makes his oun. [U's like a war. You choose
your side early and from then on, yow're
being shot at. The man you beat ts likely
to call you unethical. So what?”

groups including The Animals and Her-
man’s Hermils, and he moved casily into
the then-new English vock-"w’-roll scene.
He began negotiating vecord coniracls for
the young siars and acted as financial
manager o Most; then, in 1965, came a
long-nwaited break: a chance o manage
financial affaivs for Andrew Oldham, who
was then personal manager to the Roll-
ing Stones. Two years laler, Oldham
was fired—and Klein  took over his
job. The word got around; in Janu-
ary of 1969, while he was still managing
the Stones, John Lennon hived Klein to
be his financial manager and shortly
after that, George Harrison and Ringo
Starr signed up, too. Paul McCarlney
was conspicuous by his absence, and an
explosive situation soon developed in
whieh Klein and Paul's father-in-law, Lee
Eastman, and his Drother-in-law  John,
fought for control of the Beatles and
ther company, Apple. The fight climaxed
in  England’s High Court of Justice,
where Paul McCartney inttialed proceed-
ings to dissoloc the most britliant musical
parinership vock 'n’ voll had cver seen.
Even loday, maneuwverings and  power
plays continue between the two faclions,
and the case has not yet come io (rial.
When it does, if it does, Klein will be
prepared. He is the veleran of almost as
many lawsuits as he has gold records.
Staff Writer Craig Veller, who con-
ducted this interview, spent nearly a

“If Paul McCariney doesn’t get his way,
he bitches. He may have a choirboy image
in the press and with the fans. but I'm
here to tell you it’s bullshit. If anybody
broke up the Beatles, it was him.”
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month on and of] with Klein going
through the Abkco files in New York,
nrying lo untangle the business and legal
spider webs of his professional velation-
ships with the Beatles and the Slones.
Research done, Veller then flew to Al
meria, Spain, where Klein was on loca-

tion  producing a spaghetti Weslern
called “Blindman,” co-starring Ringo

Starr. Velter reporis:

“Nothing about or around Allen Klein
ever stops mowing. I met him fust in
Tis New York offices and sat across a
semicivcle desk from him while he swiv-
eled, tipped and rocked in a black Nau-
gahyde chair with a tall straight Dack.
He s short, 56" or so, and has a round
face that has almost no lines in it, which
makes him look ten years younger and
more innocent than his 39 years. He has
a debater’s mind and siyle that picks at
every sentence and every thought of
whoever he's lalking with and is so fast
that he steps on the last three words out
of your mouth, no maller what the
conversation. And with his disturbing
speed comes the drama of surprise that
e likes so much and uses like a jousting
pole on cveryone he deals with.

“At our first meeting, in which he and
I were to meet alone and talk casually
about the possibility of an interview, he
shuffled some papers and said, “We may
as well go alecad with lunch. John and
Yoko won’t be heve for about an hour’
When they did arrive, John looking
thin but happy with his hair cut short
and Yoko looking strong but nervous
and skeptical, the four of us sat for the
afternoon and talked aboul the trouble
the Beatles were having and about
Klein’s role in it. He showed John a tax
opinion that McCariney's lawyers had
prepared and, without looking at it,
Lennon asked, “What docs it say, Allen?’

““The same damn thing we said a
year ago,” Klein told him.

““Wonderful. said John, in the ac-
cent that's always going home to Liver-
pool. “Then I don’t have to read it

“Later John told me, ‘Allen’s veally
beautiful. He handles everything, and 1
can trust him. Before he came, T was
going mad with this stuff. Across the
room, Yoko agrecd. She was on and off
the phone, looking for an apariment in
New York, and when she told John she'd
found one on the Bowery, he said, ‘Oh,
no, luv, not there. I don’t want o wall
out me door and see people dying in the
guiter; really I don’t’

“The scene in Spain, on the tip of the
Costa del Sol in July heat, was madness.
Klein had charteved the 150-foot yacht
Aventura to accommodale the press he
had brought in  from England and
France to cover the making of the
movie. But the Spanish navy was in
Almeria harbor, so the yacht had to
moor outside the breakwater in heavy
scas for almost all of the scven days we
were there. At the opening-day press

party Klein held aboard ship, jonrnalists
from four countries veeled scasick over
the decks of the heaving ship, unalble to
focus their cameras or write in their
noleboolks. And Ringo sat on the after-
deck telling stories about his five horri-
ble weeks in the merchant marine and
prefacing his advice lo the guests, ‘Keep
your knees apart and loose . . . focus on
the land . .. with a lilting phrase,
“Take it from an old sea dog, mate. . .
The captain, the first mate and Klein's
wife, Betty, were the only ones who made
il through the three hours of rocking and
volling without turning the pale-green
shade of the Medilerranean in summer.
Euven Ringo, as he climbed into the shore
launch, said, ‘Two hours of that’s enough
for anyone, innu?

“We taped most of the interview on
the movie sel, 30 miles from town in the
hot Spanish desert. A small bad-guy part
had been written into the script for
Klein and all week he grew a light
stubble in anticipation of the two days’
shooting that would become fwo min-
utes in the film. Between vehearsals and
takes, Klein and I would scramble for
Ringo's air-conditioned trailer, to the
tape rvecorder, my nolebooks and some
Spanish wine, which 1 sipped as he
talked (Klein docsn’t dvink). Ringo
came along for two of the longest ses-
sions, because he wanted to be out of
the sun and because, as he said to Klein
before we began, ‘Pd like to hear what
you have to say, too.” Ringo sal quictly as
Klein answeved questions about  the
business hassles, the lawsuits, the per-
sonal moments he'd had with the Bea-
tles; but then, as I asked tf he thought they
would ever play together again and he
hesitated Uefore answering, Ringo came
into the conwversation for the first time.

“‘You must say yes, Allen, he said,
‘Decause there’s no reason we shouldn’t
all play together again if we want to.
Then he leaned toward the microphone
on the table. “But don’t no silly d.js go
putting it out that we're thinkin’ of
getling together, "cause we're not. Still,
there’s nothin® stoppin’ us if we ecver
want to” Ringo talked about his first
face-to-face meeting with Paul in many
months, on a plane, on the way to Mick
Jagger's wedding, and then said, ‘I luy
Paul, you know, I really do,” and for a
moment, all the neatly printed legal
statements I'd  pored over, so formal,
signed Uy all the Beatles, one against
another, and enleved in evidence in the
English High Court, numbering the rea-
sons the partneyship should or should
not be dissolved, seemed strange and
distant. Even Klein, in Western gear, a
prop holster and six-gun on his waist,
the toughest, fastest wheeler-dealer in
town, any lown, sat there stutlering a
moment when Ringo was finished. The
drummer’s eyes were moisl.

“Klein and I taped all week and nev-
er got much closer to the complicated

truth of the affair than at that moment.
There were other moments, though,
when Klein was tired or in a reverie
(always when the vecorder was off),
when I sensed why John Lennon and he
are such close friends and why he and
Mick Jagger were so close for many
years. He had kept saying that he want-
ed me to meet Ringo, John and George,
so that I could see for myself that they
were happier with their careers and
their lives than they had cver been. |
miussed meeting George in New York
just before his Madison Squarve Garden
bLenefit with Dylan in August, but John
and Ringo both told me what Klein had
satd they. would about the good place
their heads were in. and they told me
they wanted Allen Klein to get a big
part of the credit for that. But for all
the charm and wit and even tenderness
he was capable of displaying when he
was with one or another of the Beatles,
Klein’s reputation in the music business
s still that of a rude, ruthless, nasty
man who acts as if he were at war with
the world. I began the interview by ash-
ing him a question about that.”

PLAYBOY: How did you get the reputa-
tion as the biggest prick in the music
business?

KLEIN: Maybe I am. And il I am, it's
because the music business is about 99
percent no-talent losers who can’t stand
i winner in their midst. I'm a winner,
and if they want to sourgrape my suc
cess by calling me names, let ‘em. I
don’t give a shit. T represent artists, not
record companies. I made a philosophi-
cal decision and 1 went with the artists:
they're the ones who need my services
most. That might not make you many
friends. but it gives vou a clearer con-
science. You can't deal. I mean really
deal, with friends. This business is just
too tough for that. and I'll tell you, one
on one, I'm as rough as anyboedy in it
PLAYBOY: Do you have to be rough?
KLEIN: Only if you want to survive. That’s
the nature of the music business, or
any business, really, where there's a lot
of money that gets made fast. Look.
a kid comes in, all he knows is music.
He cuts i record, doesn’t know anything
about contracts, taxes, the business, and
there are a lot of people who can fuck
him. But il he’s got somebody good
dealing for him, somebody who knows
how to give these guvs some of their
own shit back, it can save the kid a lot
of griel. Talk about my reputation.
what about the record companies? It's
not like I was in church kicking over
statues. T deal for the liude guy. the
artist, because that's who 1 identify with.
And I'm damn good at it. That’s how 1
got my reputation.

PLAYBOY: Why do vou identify with art-
ists instead of businessmen?

KLEIN: Because I think I'm as areative at
what I do as Mick Jagger and John
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Lennon are in their way. Everybody
thinks business runs by some kind of
formula, right? Well, 1 got news: There
are no formulas. Every time out is dif-
ferent and every artist is different. I've
done things in this business that nobody
ever thought of doing before me. It's the
only way to get anything good done. I
ask an arust, “What do you want?”
Then he tells me what he wants. And if
I agree with what he asks for, then it's
Gang Busters. The artist comes first, and
I'll do whatever it takes to get what we
want. And I mean whatever.

PLAYBOY: Regardless of ethics?

KLEIN: Don’t talk to me about ethics.
Every man makes his own. It's like a
war. You choose your side carly and
from then on, you're being shot at. The
man you beat in a head-to-head negotia-
tion is likely to call you unethical. So
what? You got to live with yourself,
that's all. When I started in this busi-
ness, I was an accountant. I'd go to an
artist and say, “Let me go to your record
company and do an audit for you.” To
see if they were really paying him five
cents on a record or whatever the con-
tract said. I'd go over the books and I'd
find that the companies were always
short. Whenever I caught them at it, I'd
take 50 percent of whatever I found for
the artist. Which was fine with the artist
—but I was making the record compa-
nies look like crooks even if it was
an honest mistake on their part. They
hated my guts. Said I was an unethical
bastard. 1 don’t know if what I did was
ethical or not: it was just my hustle. A
way to get into the business. Now, there
are moral people and immoral people in
this business, just like every other one.
But this is the environment 1 have to
fight in and I use the tools available to
me. [ think of myself as moral. I
wouldn’t kill anybody.

PLAYBOY: That's big ol you.

KLEIN: Do you think so? You can murder
a man cconomically, you know. It’s bru-
tal. He's still walking around, but he's
dead. That goes on. But I've never done
that. And I never will. Vengeance is a
waste of energy and time.

PLAYBOY: Short of destroying a man that
way, would you do literally anything to
accomplish what you felt you had to for
a client?

KLEIN: Yeah, I think so.

PLAYBOY: Would you lie?

KLEIN: Oh, sure.

PLAYBOY: Would you steal?

KLEIN: Probably. Look, you have to sur-
vive. You do whatever it takes, because
if you don't stay alive in this business,
you can’t help anybody, and then all the
discussions about cthics and morals don't
mean a thing. Yoko told me that when
she and John came to me, they were
looking for a real shark—someone to
keep the other sharks away. Now she says
sometimes I'm too moral.

PLAYBOY: Do you find your morals in
conflict with those of the people you
deal with?

KLEIN: | really don’t care what others do.
I do what I want and what [ believe. It
would be nice if everything could be
clinical and clean. But you'd have to be
pretty naive to believe you could live
your life that way. I don't think I'm
dishonest with myself or the people 1
represent. I get called everything: uneth-
ical, immoral, rude. I get things done
the only way I know how.

PLAYBOY: Are you rude?

KLEIN: I guess I'm abrupt, sure, but that’s
just me. I don't have the time to be
polite. When I'm in a negotiation, I
want to get to the point. I don’t want to
sit around making chitchat and be
bored by these people. P'm like that
about everything. Most 30-minute con-
versitions could take one minute; well, 1
can use the other 29. 1 guess that makes
me rude. If it puts people off, too bad.
PLAYBOY: Docs your tough-guy image
give you an edge when you sit down with
a record company to work out a contract?
KLEIN: There's only one thing that gives
me an edge: I'm the best. 1 know more
about this business than anybody else.
I'm always better prepared than the guy
across from me. Everything else is bull-
shit. 1 go into a negotiation knowing
everything 1 can about the situation, my
artist, who he is, what he wants, who
the guy I'm dealing with is, who his
company is and what they want. Then,
if 1t gets heavy, I hit him with whatever
he doesn’t expect. 1f he's up for a big
fight, then 1 just play it cool, let him
have a couple of things he doesn’t ex-
pect. Then, when he's oft guard, I get
my shots in. It's really like chess, know-
ing all the moves. It’s a game, for Christ-
sikes, and winning is everything. 1t's a
shame it has to get nasty sometimes.
PLAYBOY: How nasty has the game with
the Eastmans become?

KLEIN: Very damn nasty, I'll tell you.
With Lee Eastman ranting around a
hotel room in London calling me the
lowest form of scum in the world. He
did that in front of the Beatles, called
me cverything he could think of. I just
sat there and let him come out of the
woodwork. He showed everybody who
he was: emotional, pedantic, patroniz-
ing. He had the Beatles, and he could
sce he was losing them and that I was
going to get them. That's when the
trouble started.

PLAYBOY: Paul daims you started the
trouble.

KLEIN: I'm sure he does. The Eastmans
arc his in-laws, for Christsakes. But it’s
not true. The whole thing had been
building for years, really. When I got to
Apple, things were a shambles: The
Beatles and Apple had nothing: they
were broke. That’s the situation I walked
into. There was friction and misunder-

standing and nobody was doing anything
about it. I know 1 get cast as the vil-
lain, but if you ask Ringo or George or
John, they'll tell you I got them eut of
trouble, not into it.

PLAYBOY: Before you took over as their
manager, John told friends he was
afraid to go to you. Why?

KLEIN: Oh, he'd heard all the stories and
lies about me, like everybody else. And
he knew I'd said years belore, when
Epstein was still managing them, that I
was going to have the Beatles one day.
That scared him, I think. It was like I
was clairvoyant, you know; here he was,
thinking of coming and asking me for
help after I'd said 1 knew he would. He
told me that made him nervous as hell.
PLAYBOY: Why did you want the Beatles?
KLEIN: Because they're the best.

PLAYBOY: Why did you fecl you'd have
them?

KLEIN: Because I'm the best. I can even
tell you the moment when I knew for
sure I was going to be their manager. I
was driving across a bridge out of New
York and 1 heard on the radio that
Epstein had died and I said to mysell,
“I got 'em.” Who else was there?
PLAYBOY: Did you get in touch with
John or did he call you?

KLEIN: | called John. Sometime in early
1969, 1 read that he had made a state-
ment to one of the papers saying that il
the Beatles didn’t do something soon,
Apple would be broke in six months.
That was my opening. You can deal
with people who are aware of impend.
ing disaster. The Apple accountant had
written all four boys a letter saying they
were on the verge of bankruptcy. So I
started having people I knew tell John
I'd like 10 talk.

PLAYBOY: When you met him, what did
you propose?

KLEIN: Nothing. I didn’t propose any-
thing. I don't work that way. When I
meet with an artist, it's never to say,
“Look. you got a dollar, let me get you
two.”" I just asked him, “How can I help
you?” That's all; and alter we broke the
ice, it was a very personal sort of meet-
ing. Yoko was there and we talked about
John's music and his life and mine; we
even talked about Biafra. We were
trying to get to know each other.
PLAYBOY: Didn’t you discuss his money
problems at all?

KLEIN: Of course. He was scared to death
about the money situation. He said, “Al-
len, 1 don’t want to end up like Mickey
Rooney.” How would you feel, sitting
there damn near broke after having
made millions and millions of pounds
and about to end up with nothing—ex-
cept memories?

PLAYBOY: How is it possible to blow that
much money?

KLEIN: You mean how does it get blown
for you. He made more money for the
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parasites around him than he made for
himself. Between bad advisors and a
situation at Apple that just let the mon-
ey How, and taxes, it's casy to wind up
with nothing. And John's very generous
with his money. Too generous.

PLAYBOY: Was he giving i1t away?

KLEIN: Someumes, yeah. And there were
houses that he bought—and never saw
—with his friends living in them. I
think there's still one of those. He
bought it and a friend moved in 'cause
he needed 2 place to live and just never
moved out. And John doesn’t know how
to ask him to leave. And there were cars
he bought that disappeared and times
when he's given away like £25,000 out of
his own pocket. Because of taxes, he's
got o make £250,000 to give awav
£25,000, you know. And that’s just too
damn generous. But John does this kind
of stuff [rom the heart. He gives things
to people he cares for. You can't [ault
somebody for wanting to believe every-
body and love everybody. That's just
John Lennon. That night in the Dor-
chester Hotel, he wanted somcebody to
take the financial burden off his back.
PLAYBOY: Did Paul and George and Rin-
go feel the same way?

KLEIN: | don’t know. They knew John
was coming to sce me, but he made it
clear that he was there for himsell and
Yoko, period. He told me then that the
Eastmans were handling the Beatles
financial affaivs and that he was inter-
ested only in someone to look into his
own problems. And I said I would.
PLAYBOY: Did you get something in writ-
ing?

KLEIN: No. They asked me if T wanted
them to sign somnething, and of course 1
did. But 1 didn’t want o appear too
anxious, so I just asked them to write
informal letters to the people I'd have to
see to get information abour his money.
So Yoko sat on the floor at three i the
morning and typed the lewers. And the
next day. John called all the people who
were getting them. so that it wouldn’t
appear too sudden. So no one would get
nervous. We wanted it to be gentle.
PLAYBOY: How did John go about break-
mg it gently 1o Paul, George and Ringo
that vou were going to be involved?
KLEIN: It happened the next dav at
lunch. All four of them, plus Yoko and
Linda Eastman. were there, and one of
the Apple employees came up and said
that he had just heard from their record
company, EMIL. that I was representing
Joln. And without missing a sip from
his soup John told them, “He does.”
PLAYBOY: Did evervbody know that this
wis vour loot in the door to managing
the Beatles?

KLEIN: Come on. Sure they knew. But it
didn’t have to mean anything more than
my looking into John's finances. We
hadn't signed anything then; there was
no contritct. I guess Paul and Linda
were upset, sure, because the Easumans

represented the Beatles then. Somebody
told me that when Linda heard about it
at that lunch, she said, “Oh, shit.”” But
Paul was pretty cool. I don’t think he'd
really made up his mind about me.
PLAYBOY: How did George and Ringo
feel about it?
KLEIN: Well, we all had a meeting the
next night. I wanted to show them what
I could do. The Eastmans had proposed
a deal and T wanted to discuss it with
them. T suggested to Paul that it would
be berter if the Eastmans were there
when we discussed money, and he agreed
and said he'd set up a meeting and then
he lefe. Then George and Ringo and I
just talked. They asked what I was go-
ing to do for John and when 1 told them.
they asked me if I would do the same
thing for them. I said sure. Ringo said
later. "We had too many people in nice
suits with nice manners looking after us.
Klein was a hustler. emotionally in-
volved with the band, and I figured it
was about time I had someonc hustling
for me.”
PLAYBOY: What happened when vou had
the meeting with the Beatles and the
Eastmans?
KLEIN: Thiat was when the shit started to
fly. At that meeting. everybody, including
Paul. agreed that [ should look into their
financial positions and Apple’s. 1 could
sce that John Eastman was sulking, so,
as a political move, I asked him if he'd
act as their laiwver. Well, he refused—
said he did more than a lawyer—but the
guys put pressure on him and finally he
said he'd think it over. Paul called him
up the next day and talked him into it.
Paul needed help. too, you know, and
he wanted 1o see what I could do as much
as the other guys did.
PLAYBOY: Did Paul Know at that point
that you were uying to force the East-
mans out?
KLEIN: [ wasn't trving to force them out.
They could have staved on as lawyers if
the boys had wanted them to. But they
winted to continue to manage the Bea-
tles. which they had been doing for a
month. so it became a question of who
as to do what. And all four boys
agreed that 1 was going 1o look into the
finances and that Johnny Eastman should
act as a lawyer. But that became im-
possible alter a while. There was too
much Iriction. 1 couldn’t get anything
done, and that was what the Eastmans
wanted.
PLAYBOY: How much did you contribute
to that Iriction?
KLEIN: It was just two sides wanting the
same thing, you know. Lee Eastman got
upset and said I was sending his son to
do menial errands for me. I was just
giving him jobs that I thought he
should do as lawyer for the Beatles and
for Apple. Then John Eastman did a
very silly thing desipned o simply
obstruct anything I was doing. [ had
o put out a press release saying
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that my company, Abkco, was in-
volved with the Beatles. It's a pub-
lic company and you have to tell the
stockholders what's going on. It was a
very bland statement; I didn't play it up
and say that Abkco had the Beatles or
anything. I just said we were looking
into things for them. Well, Eastman got
very upset that he wasn't mentioned in
it and ran off 10 Billboard magazine and
gave them a completely bullshit story.
The goddamn story was something like,
“JOHN EASTMAN TAKES OVER BEATLES,
ALL OPERATIONAL BUSINESS WILL FLOW
THROUGH HIM." As soon as | saw that, 1
knew things were going downhill. It was
obvious that he knew he'd blown it and
would try anything to hang on, no mat-
ter how outrageous. His ego was hut,
that’s all. And he was striking back the
only way he knew how: emotionally.
PLAYBOY: Did you ever sit down with him
and ask why he was acting that way?
KLEIN: We had meetings with both the
Eastmans. But you can't walk to them.
They just start calling names. There was
one meeting with everybody there and
Lee Eastman really let go. And I mean
you don't want to fght with Paul's
in-laws if you can help it. It was embar-
rassing as hell. 1 didn't mind it for
mysell—sticks and stones, you know—
but for the boys, it was sad. [ think
everybody saw exactly what was happen-
ing and who the Eastmans really were.
PLAYBOY: Did you push them to it?

KLEIN: All right, look, I'm not innocent.
I engincered a situation in which I
hoped the boys would sce that the East-
mans were really doing nothing more
than interfering. And 1 think they did
sce that. All I wanted was what was
good for the group—all the boys, not
Just Paul. And sometimes what's good
for Paul isn't always good for the other
three. It was as simple as that. I repre-
sented  John, George and Ringo and
they had asked me to take over Apple,
The three of them had signed a contract
with me. Paul hadn’t. 1 was negotiating
for him because he was one of the
Beatles; but when there was a conflict, it
was up to me to protect the interests of
the three 1 personally represented. And
that's what 1 was doing, the best way I
knew how.

PLAYBOY: Why didn't you fire the East-
mans?

KLEIN: We did, or rather John, George
and Ringo did. They sent him an official
letter of termination on behalf of the
three of them and Apple Corps Lid.
PLAYBOY: Did Paul have anything to say
abour it?

KLEIN: Nothing. Lennon, Hairison and
Starkey represent a majority, and they
wanted the Eastmans out. That was it.
But the Eastmans still represented Paul,
of course, so firing them didn't really
solve everything. Because of their [amily
relationship with Paul, they were still in

a position to disrupt the negotiations I
was arranging lor all four boys.

PLAYBOY: How did Paul feel about you
at that poine?

KLEIN: He was in a tough position. 1 was
putting together deals, good deals, and
he liked them. But his father-in-law and
brother-in-law were doing things I con-
sidered bad business judgment. For in-
stance, we were trying to ger control of
Northern Songs. That was the company
that owned all the past songs of Lennon,
McCartney and Harrison and all the
copyrights of Lennon-McCartney songs
through February of 1973. The problem
wits that the Beatles never controlled
Northern. All John and Paul had was 15
percent each. A man named Dick James,
who'd been involved with Epstein,
owned 35 percent and most of the rest
was held by the public.

PLAYBOY: Why didn't Lennon and Mc
Cartney own the rights to their own
SOIlgS.‘

KLEIN: I don't know. Ask Brian Epstein,
He made the deal. Not me. That's typi-
cal of the mess they were in when I
arrived.

PLAYBOY: Was Epstein a poor business-
man?

KLEIN: Yes. Hle was a great promoter;
that was his contribution. As a business-
man, well, it was a new business when
he came in and nobody knew anything
about it. He listened to some bad advice,
I think; he had bad business advisors
around him, and the result was disas-
ter. I mean, the Beatles were almost
broke and didn't even have control over
their own songs, or even their records.
So 1 was wying to free them; get the
past back for them and free the [uture.
I wanted to get John and Paul their
songs back or else to just gee rid of their
involvement in Northern altogether. The
problem was compounded because, with-
out even offerimg his shares 10 the
Beatles, Dick James sold his interest in
Northern to a big English conglomerate
called ATV. S0 1 started to work out a
deal with the head ol ATV, Sir Lew
Grade. He's a winner, by the way. Deal-
ing with him was straight and tough
and we worked out a good deal. Good
for everybody. But the Eastmans didn’t
like it. They didn’t have any logical
reason for opposing the deal except one:
They wanted Northern for themselves.
That would have been great for Lee
Eastman, who already holds a very mm-
pressive catalog of music copyrights, And
it would have been good for Paul, maybe.
Bur everybody else would have gotten
screwed. We had meetings with some
bankers who were involved in the deal,
and the Eastmans blew up and called
them crooks. It was incredible. The
bankers refused to meet with them after
that and I had to go back and offer
our shares in Northern to Sir Grade,

PLAYBOY: Why were you interested in
selling out of Northern?

KLEIN: We couldn’t afford to be minority
shareholders, and neither could ATV, So
I worked a deal where we were to sell to
Grade and make a lot of moncey for the
boys and retain some of the rights and
ATV was going to get Northern and
some rights to songs. It was the best deal
I think we could have made then. Paul
knew about it and was happy with it
He'd been talking directly to Grade and
he liked the deal. Everybody was happy.
The board of ATV was going to meet 1o
approve it and Grade was going to call
a press conference; everything was set.
Then. on the morning of the ATV
board meeting, Grade got a letter from
John Eastman saying. “Klein has no
right to deal for Paul McCartney.” And
it was bullshit. Paul didn’t know any
thing about the goddamn letter. East-
man had written it without telling Paul
a thing. I called McCartney and we had
a meeting. Then we called John East-
man, who blew up again and said we
were all crazy. Paul told him, "I don't
care, I'm going to do what Allen says.”
And then he told Johnny Eastman never
to send another lerter like that unless
he showed it to him frst. We called
Grade, but it was too late. The board
had already decided they couldn’t take a
chance that the deal might break down.
PLAYBOY: Was Paul unhappy that the
deal didn’t go through?

KLEIN: Yeah, he lost, too. Tt was all so
damned stupid. Eastman shot that one
out from under all of ws, and I really
felt down. You know, vou can fight
something you can understand, but his
letter was just so damned irrational.
Paul knew that. I went back to New
York and he called me there and said,
“Look, Allen, I'm sorry. It won't happen
again.” He told me he wanted 1o sit
down and really get Apple going. Those
were the best moments I had with Paul.
PLAYBOY: Did you think then that the two
of you might have a close relationship?
KLEIN: | don’t know if we ever could
have been good friends. I'm not sure
that's possible with McCartney. But
avound that time. regardless of the shit
that had gone down between me and
the Eastmans, he and 1 were reasonably
close. As a matter of fact, he told a
friend later, “Klein almost had me. He
could have had me.”

PLAYBOY: What finally happened in the
Northern Songs negotiations?

KLEIN: We finally just sold our shaves to
ATV. We made a lot of money, but it
wasn't the best we could have done.
PLAYBOY: Did Paul sign the deal?

KLEIN: Hell, yes, he signed them all. All
the deals I worked out. The Eastunans
were running around saying I didn’t
represent him, but he was signing all
the deals. It was just the worst kind
of obstructionism by John and Lee
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Eastman. And these were not casy deals
to put together; the financial tangles the
Beatles were in were incredible. 1 was
in there working my ass off to get them
what they deserved; but it didn’t mat-
ter how good a deal U'd put together;
it was just pure ego from the Eastmans.
PLAYBOY: Didn’t you ncgotiate a new
recording contract for the Beatles at
that ume?

KLEIN: Yup, and Eastman tried to fuck
that up, too. It was a beautiful deal.
EMI. the record company the Beatles
are contracted 10, owns Capitol in Amer-
ica. The Beatles’ contract ran to 1976;
but after we got the Northern thing and
some others straight, I wanted 1o go
alter the big one: A new contract was
what we needed to guarantee income for
Apple and the Beatles.

PLAYBOY: What justification did vou have
for a renegotiation, if the contract ran
to 19767

KLEIN: What do vou mean, justification?
We wanted the best act in the world to
have the best record contract in the
world, that’s all. A contract is just a
picce of paper. Two parties sign it in
eood faith, hoping it indicates what
they both want out of a relationship.
But situations change, so contracts get
changed. We went to EMI and said that
the boys had misunderstood the contract
when they signed it. You can read a
contract and think you know what it
says, but without really good advice. you
can make a mistake. The contract said
that the Beatles owed EMI nine years
and 70 sides. The boys thought it said
nine years or 70 sides, whichever came
first. They'd already done 70 sides, so
they thought they were out of that con-
tract. But they weren't. So we approached
Sir Joseph Lockwood, the head of EMI,
and said, “As a moral point, the boys
thought the contract said something clse,
50 let's redo it 1o everyone's satisfaction.”
PLAYBOY: What was Lockwood's response?
KLEIN: It was cool, firm and unfriendly.
But we had EMI over a barrel. The
boys had already done the 70 sides.
They could have just sat on their asses
and not donc another song for the pe-
riod ol the conuact. And they had us
over a barrel, too, really. If we didn’t
work for them, we couldn’'t work for
anybody. Everybody would have lost. But
EMI had no choice. We had ‘em. So we
worked out a new contract. We got the
boys increased royalties, but more im-
portant than that, we got them total
control and ownership of their product
in America. The final documents were
drawn up—and then Eastman sent an-
other letter. This onc to Capitol, with
whom we were dealing in America, re-

iterating that 1 didn’t have the authority -

to deal for Paul. So I called a meeting
—all four boys, Eastman and some
others, and had the contract read out

loud to all of them. And vou know,
finally, even Johnny Eastman said, “Al-
len, I don’t know how you did it, but
this is the best record deal I've ever
scen.” And then they all signed it—in-
cluding Paul, under the Eastmans' ad-
vice. That's about the last time the four
boys really got together on anything.
PLAYBOY: Were they growing apare?

KLEIN: They were hardly even talking to
onc another. John had given up on the
gioup, almost; he was trying 1o straight-
en out his personal life, and Paul had
by then taken over musically and was
trying to run George and Ringo like
they were his sidemen or something. It
was pretty terrible, and both George
and Ringo were very disgusted. And
none of them would sit down and tell
the others how they really felt.

PLAYBOY: Wasn’'t your fcud with the East-
mans responsible for all thar?

KLEIN: Categorically, mo. It wasn’t me
who caused their personal problems. It
had started years before. Paul's just a
selfish person and if he doesn’t got his
way in everything, he bitches. That had
alwavs been true. It was the same with
Brian  Epstein.  John told me Paul
fought with Brian all the time. Paul
McCartney may have a choirboy mmage
in the press and with the fans, but I'm
here to tell you it's bullshit. It anybody
broke up the Beatles, it was him.
PLAYBOY: You make it sound as if they
were never really close.

KLEIN: I can only tell you what John said
when I asked him who he would call
among the Beatles il he was in wrouble
—you know, il he had a real problem.
He said he'd call George. That surprised
me. Then I asked him if he'd ever been
really close with Paul and he said no.
Not that he didn’t love him; he did. He
just said every time he let his guard
down, McCartney hurt him.

PLAYBOY: Did he say how?

KLEIN: Not specifically. But you know,
it’s the kind of hurt where you open up
to someone, really reach out, and then
they're just not there. A couple of times
I thought Paul and I really had some-
thing going and then the next day, it
was like it all just shpped away.

PLAYBOY: John has said that around that
time, you had him sit down and figure
out exactly which Iyrics he'd written and
which ones Paul had written. Why?
KLEIN: | thought John was losing confi-
dence in himself, and I really didn’t
know who had written exactly what, so I
couldn’t give John the encouragement
he needed. If Paul was really the main
fuctor in the making ol records—I
mean, if things were really going to fall
apart without him—I needed to know
that and be able to deal with . It
turned out, of course, that John had
written most ol the stuff. He'd forgotten
a lot of what he’d contributed and had

assumed, say, on Michelle, that because
Paul sang lead, Paul had written it
Well, John wrote the entire middle
eight for Michelle and 60 or 70 percent
of the lyric on Eleanor Rigby. He just
didn’t remember till I sat him down and
had him sort through it all. And he
pointed out a lot of things that George
had contributed that no one knew
about. Everybody thought McCartney
was this genius songwriter who did it all
by himself, and it just wasn’t true. Not
that Paul isn’t a good writer: he’s a
great writer. But he wasn't the Bea-
tles. They all did it—John, George, Paul
and Ringo. And I just thought we ought
to get that straight. I wanted to cut
through the bullshit and get to the
substance, so that when it got nasty,
there would be no surprises.

PLAYBOY: When did it ger nasty?

KLEIN: In the ecarly part of 1970, the
Eastmans told Paul that we were going
to try to hold up the release of his solo
album McCartney. We wanted the Let
It Be album to come out at the same
time as the movie, in May, and it didn’t
make sense for Paul to release his album
at the same ume. A McCartney album is
a Beatle album in the public’s eves. And
when you confuse them by bringing two
out at the same time, all you do is hurt
sales, The Eastmans told him that the
film wasn't really coming out, that we
were using it as a ploy to delay his solo
thing. Paul believed what they told
him.

PLAYBOY: Why did the Eastmans think
the film wasn’t coming out?

KLEIN: [ don’t know. We'd been dealing
with United Artists about a third film
they said they were entitled to under the
contract that Brian Epstein had negoti-
ated with them. At that point, it was
becoming troublesome, because U. A. was
giving Ringo hassles about being in The
Magic Christian and it was clear that
they were going to withhold permission
for any of the boys to be in other films
until their agreement was met.

PLAYBOY: And you wanted Let It Be to
be their thivd film?

KLEIN: Sure. Originally, the boys—mostly
Yaul, veally, because it was his film—had
intended it to be a TV film. But T had
some of my people look at a rough cut
and we decided it would work as a
generalrelease motion picture. Then I
showed the print 1o the bovs and John,
George and Ringo agreed. Paul didn't
like the idea, but Le said, “You have a
majority, so go ahead.” Then the East
mans sent another of their famous let-
ters, this one to United Artists, saying I
didn’t have the authority to deal for
Paul. They thought that would Kill the
deal, but U. A. loved the film and we f-
nally signed it with a provision in the
contract to cover the possibility of the
Eastmans® suing. Then Ringo went to
ask Paul to hold the release of his solo
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album until after the Let It Be album
came out, so there wouldn’t be confu-
sion. Paul told Ringo that since there
was no definite release date for the film,
he was going ahead. Ringo told him
that the release date was set and then
Paul really let him have it. He said he
was going to ruin Ringo, that he was
going to talk to Rolling Stone and really
get him. Incredible shit. Ringo was really
down about it and he phoned me that
night and said, “Look, Allen, it's been
ten years. Let’s just give him what he
wants.” I said fine. So Paul's album came
out and then it really got petty. He put
that tsteless self-interview into the Brit-
ish copies, saying that T didn'c manage
him and, “My plan is to grow up,” and
on and on.

PLAYBOY: Paul said later that although
you and the other thwee had nothing
whatever to do with his solo album for
Apple, you put your company’s label on
the cover.

KLEIN: Look, Abkco is a public company.
I didn't want the stockholders to think
that we weren’t managing Apple any-
more. 1 kad to put that on there. He
was making all kinds of confusing state-
ments. You gotta protect yourself.
PLAYBOY: What was vour reaction—and
that of the other Beatles—when Paul
filed suit to break up the partnership?
KLEIN: I wasn’t surprised. John and
George were very surprised, because they
were all supposed to meet in England in
January, and he didn't even call. Paul
didn’t call any of them. He just went
ahead and did it.

PLAYBOY: Were they angry?

KLEIN: No. I think just very sad and
disillusioned.

PLAYBOY: What did the suit demand?
KLEIN: It was an interim action to put the
partnership of the four into reccivership
until a trial could be held to determine
if the partnership should be dissolved.
And a receiver has been appointed.
PLAYBOY: What effect does that have?
KLEIN: It’s a legal nuisance, that’s all.
PLAYBOY: It's not disrupting any transac-
tions, negotiations, the How of cash, pro-
ductions or your managership?

KLEIN: It may affect the flow of cash, but
so what—Apple has plenty of cash. It
doesn’t affect the rest of it. Whartever
artists Apple has, other than the part-
necrship, aren’t affected by the receiver-
ship. And I manage Apple, not the
partnership.

PLAYBOY: So what does the receivership
gain for Paul?

KLEIN: Nothing, not a damn thing. He’s
in exactly the same nowhere position as
the other three. It gets him the same
frustration and annoyance it gets them.
Which goes to prove that sometimes
even when you win you lose. In my

100 judgment, the entire action was brought

for the sole purpose of trying to embar-
rass me. It's an attempt to force me out
and to gain what the Eastmans wanted:
control of Apple and the Beatles.
PLAYBOY: You don't think they really
want the partnership dissolved?

KLEIN: No. I don't. In fact, they said in
court they didn’t want the partnership
business 1o be ended—which is usuaily
the point of receivership, Our main rea-
son [or opposing the dissolution was
that the tax consequences would be hor-
rendous for all four. They knew that,
too. That’s why they asked that business
continue.

PLAYBOY: What do you think the out-
come of all this will be?

KLEIN: There's no telling. It probably
won't come to trial for another two
years—il it ever does.

PLAYBOY: Paul said in his afidavit that
one of the reasons for the suit was that
he was tired of having to get permission
to do an album, that he felt his creative
freedom was heavily impaired.

KLEIN: That's bullshit. I don't think he
really meant that—if he said it. I think
that was in an afiidavit written by a
lawyer to sway the judge. He didn't
have to get, and never really did get,
any approvals on anything. What was
made out to him as a big problem was
whether or not the Let It Be album
should come out in front of his own
individual album. If he had asked them
for it, if he had asked any of them, he
would have had it. They love him, you
know, they really do—no matter what.
But Paul McCartney can and does do
whatever he damn well pleases, from an
artistic and creative point of view and
from a business point of view. He just
thinks differently about the democratic
philosophy of partnership—this partner-
ship in particular—than 1 do.

PLAYBOY: If you were on Paul's side, what
would you tell him to do?

KLEIN: I'd tell him that if he wants to
win, he'll have to make the others be-
lieve that what he wants is reasonable.
All he needs is for one of them to agree
with him and it would be a 50-50 dead-
lock. T'd also tell him to go back to
thinking for himself,

PLAYBOY: Is there anything to prevent
Paul from dealing directly with the
other three Beatles?

KLEIN: Nothing. Not a damn thing except
advice from the Eastmans. They think it
might be bad tactically, that it might
harm their position. I've certainly never
stopped the boys from talking to him.
In fact, right before the court action
started, I had John and George and
Ringo call him. It would have been so
much simpler if they worked it out
instead of the courts. But Paul's attitude
was, “If it takes two years, I can wait it
out.” T still think it would be better if
the four of them would just talk to each

other about it. I've wanted that from
the beginning. But getting together per-
sonally is their problem, not mine. If
they were all to sit down around a table,
and the truth were known to all of
them, I think they could solve it in a
minute. The sad thing, really, is that the
Eastmans are using them as the ball and
bat to fight me. A lot has gone down.
I'm sorry they didn’t sit around a table
and get it done in front. T think the
airing of all this in public was an unnec-
essary waste of energy. It’s like a war
where no one wins.

PLAYBOY: Do vou think the Beatles will
ever play together again on records or
on tour?

KLEIN: T really don’t know. It's up to
them. Completely. There’s nothing stop-
ping them.

PLAYBOY: You take 20 percent as a com-
mission for doing most of what you do
lor them. Isn't that a lot? Wouldn’t most
managers do it for ten percent?

KLEIN: Some people would do it for five
percent and some would do it for noth-
ing. But not me. You get what you pay
for, and vice versa. Remember, no one
has to sign with me if they don't want
to. I'm not a doctor with all the penicil-
lin when there’s an epidemic.

PLAYBOY: What do you do for your 20
percent?

KLEIN: I'm their business manager. I in-
vented that term. Nowadays, everybody
calls themselves that, but it’s my inven-
tion. Tt really started when I managed
Sam Cooke. Samm Cooke was my age. You
know, these performers aren’t children;
they're not delinquents who don’t know
what they're doing. They're grownups;
they don't need personal managers, like
a parent or a warden. But they're not
businessmen. Being an artist and being
a businessman are opposites. They just
don’t want the constant involvement of
handling the business as well as the
music. It's not that they don’t have an
awareness of it: they certainly are aware;
don't ever think theyre not. George
Hurison, to use him as an example,
really reads everv damn document. And
he understands them. And if you think
that Ringo and John don’t know what
they're doing, you're crazy. Ringo knows
exactly what he has in the bank. But he
doesn’t want the day-to-day intricacies.
None of them do. They just want to
work. That’s what they all want to do.
The business thing is a bore for them. It
always has been. That’s why there’s a
need for a business manager. I'm the
best, and that's why T can charge the
Beatles 20 percent.

PLAYBOY: What do you feel you've really
accomplished for them?

KLEIN: ['ll tell you. Under Epstein—by
the way, he took 25 percent—when they
were touring, selling millions of records,
making movies, they made £6,500,000
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in six years. With me, they've earned
£9,000,000 in 19 months., How's that?
PLAYBOY: Is money your only object?
KLEIN: Absolutely not. In the last 19
months, they've also put out more al-
bums than they did in those previous six
years. That's productivity, and it comes
from freedom. Artistic freedom. Getting
the money straight allows them to do
whatever the hell they want. No de-
cision ever made during my manager-
ship of the Beatles has been done with
money as the prime concern. I'm after
freedom for my artists. That's what I got
them—and that’s why I can charge 20
percent.

PLAYBOY: When you managed the Roll-
ing Stones, did you also take 20 percent?
KLEIN: For five years.

PLAYBOY: Did you have fewer headaches
with the Stones than you've had with
the Beatles?

KLEIN: Just a different kind of headache.
At first, though, it was a snap. I started
out as financial manager to Andrew Old-
ham, who was their manager on a per-
sonal day-to-day basis. He was a fantastic
savings for me. I didn’t have to spend any
time with them. But then he got fired. By
the way, they wanted him out, not me.
PLAYBOY: [Is that when the headaches
began?

KLEIN: And how. Mostly because Mick
Jagger and Keith Richard got busted for
having “dangerous” drugs, and for a
whole year they weren’t in any mood to
work.

PLAYBOY: How close were you to them
personally at that time?

KLEIN: Very. T was in California and I got
this call that Mick and Keith had been
busted. They'd both been busted for pot
and Jagger had been charged with hav-
ing some speed in his jacket pocket. It
wasn't even his. It belonged to Marianne
Faithfull, who he was going with at the
time. But he took the rap. Anyway, I
few back for the trial.

PLAYBOY: Was Japger cool about the
whole thing?

KLEIN: How can you be cool about thar?
He was nervous as hell. Scared to death.
He didn’t want to go to jail. They got
sentenced to a year. But I got them out
on hail and we appealed the thing,
Then I gor a call that Brian Jones had
been busted for pot. And I thought,
“Oh, shit, here we go again.” It wasn't
easy. Those hassles shot a whole year.
PLAYBOY: Did you ever tell Jagger and
Richard that you thought they ought to
lay off drugs?

KLEIN: It's their business, you know. But
I got pissed the day I got them out on
bail, when Mick and Keith and Mari-
anne got back to my hotel room and
she pulled out a hash pipe and lit up. I
mean, how goddamn stupid can you
get? 1 grabbed the thing away from her
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She stood there saying the law was un-
realistic; well, T don't give a shit if it is.
I didn’t want them to go to jail. And it’s
not the money; I don't care only about
that. It’s just that if I'm involved, then
I'm responsible. It becomes my cross to
see that they stay out of prison. Their
problems are mine, and let me tell you,
I worked my ass off. Got them the best
lawyers, sat in the front row at the trial
every day. I was thrilled when they got
off. I can’t do this job any other way
than to get completely involved with my
artists. That’s why I pgot so mad at
Marianne; I was just afraid she was
going to blow it for everybody.

PLAYBOY: Did she and Jagger have a good
relationship?

KLEIN: Oh, yeah. I think she made Jagger
a man. She's a real woman.

PLAYBOY: How did you get along with
J;tggel'?

KLEIN: We got along fine. There were
times when we were very close. I wasn’t
around too much and that used to piss
him off. But we got along. He’s a great
talent, you know. There's really no one
like him as a performer. But he wasn’t
the creative power in the Stones.
PLAYBOY: Who was?

KLeiN: Keith Richard; he’s the writer,
the creator of the group’s music. If he
doesn’t produce, the Stones have noth-
ing. During the past few years, with the
drug trouble and all, they really haven't
produced much. I kept them going by
repackaging their old stuff—for which I
got shit from the press, by the way. But
I did a hell of a job for them. 1 made
more money for them in the United
States than the Beatles made, even
though the Stones sold fewer records.
PLAYBOY: Were you surprised when they
fired you?

KLEIN: Yes and no. I knew Jagger had
been talking to other people, but we'd
been working closely for three months
on a deal with Decca, and I was spend-
ing a lot of time with him, so in that
way it was a surprise. I guess I should
have expected it. He was jealous of the
Beatles. It was a question of ego—and
how little time 1 had for the Stones. I
can’t really fault him for that.

PLAYBOY: Were you giving most of your
time to the Beatles?

KLEIN: Yes. I didn’t know what else 1
could do for the Stones. I mean, I could
have made them more money, but the
Beatles were the ones in money trouble.
I told Jagger, “I was there when you
needed me, what’s your bitch?” The
Beatles needed me then. The trouble
with Jagger is that he’s like a chick
sometimes,

PLAYBOY: When you say he’s like a chick,
do you mean his bisexual image is more
than an image?

KLEIN: I better not say, or he might lose
some of his appeal for his male fans. Or
his female fans.

PLAYBOY: Did the two of you fight?
KLEIN: No. We didn't fight. It ended
formally. That's all.

PLAYBOY: What control do you still have
over their old records?

KLEIN: Well, we're the publisher and the
manufacturer of all the old product. But
we do whatever they want, since they
create the product.

PLAYBOY: How is it that you retain so
much if you're no longer their manager?
KLEIN: I get 20 percent of the deals nego-
tiated within the term of my contract.
That's the contract they signed.

PLAYBOY: How long does that last?

KLEIN: Forever.

PLAYBOY: Is that why they've fled suit
against you?

KLEIN: No, they want me to pay some
money as a guarantee, that’s all. It's
suicidal for them from a tax point of
view.

PLAYBOY: Why do so many of your busi-
ness relationships end in lawsuits?

KLEIN: That's not fair. There are lots
that get worked out. But remember,
nobody sues a failure, they only sue a
SUCCess.

PLAYBOY: Is that why Apple is suing
James Taylor?

KLEIN: That's a completely different thing.
Apple made James Taylor, gave him the
exposure, the charisma of the Beatles’
company. And then he just picks up and
walks out on his contract. Didn’t ask any-
body, didn’t talk to anybody, just went
and signed a contract with Warner's.
PLAYBOY: He said he felt stifled at Apple.
KLEIN: Well, T got news: Peter Asher, an
Apple employee, handled him while he
was at Apple, and Peter Asher handles
him now. They walked out together. So
if Taylor was getting stifled at Apple, it
was Asher who was doing it. It's funny,
you know, when people sue me, it's fine.
Nobody says a bad word. But if Apple
sues somebody for breach of contract,
we're sons of bitches, right? Bullshit.
Taylor didn’t even make an attempt to
work it out, so we're suing Taylor and
Asher for $5,000,000 damages—the money
we would have made had he honored
his contract. That's it. The man didn’t
try to sit down and talk it out, didn't
say, “I'm unhappy, let me go.” Nothing.
PLAYBOY: Did you try to sit down and
work it out with Jagger?

KLEIN: 1 tried, but he wouldn’t answer my
call. His lawyers told him not to see me.
PLAYBOY: So a five-year personal relation-
ship turns into an exchange of subpoe-
nas instead of a discussion man to man.
KLEIN: Look, you do what you have to.
There are a lot of greedy people in this
business and asshole lawyers who want
to stir up trouble. But I don't think it's
any worse than any other. How about
your business, how about yellow journal-
ism, how about politics or Wall Street or



How Norelco
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Early this year we intro-
duced the new Norelco
Tripleheader III. It de-
livered suchanimproved
shave, we were con-
vinced it could even beat
blades.

But how could we con-
vince men that any elec-
tric shaver could per-
form that well?

We proposed 3 tough
tests and hired an independent research organi-
zation to execute them.

The First Test

After using a new Tripleheader two weeks, 112
men—mostly blade users—shaved one side of
their face with the Tripleheader, the other with
a new blade—a leading chromium or platinum
one. Then the men compared the shaves. Blades
couldn’t beat Norelco for closeness. On comfort
and lack of irritation, Norelco beat the blades.
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The Machine That Had To Be Invented
To Measure Whiskers After Shaving

We combined a microscope and a special lighting
system cool enough not to affect the skin. We
added a special rotating mirror for the lens end
to see and measure the full length of each bristle.
Finally, a camera to photograph each one at 210
times life size.

This machine was the basis for...
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We beat the blades.

The Third Test

One by one, 24 men got under the microscope.
Whisker by whisker the camera photographed the
blade-shaved side and the Norelco-shaved side.
These remarkable photomicrographic meas-
urements showed the stubble for the 24 men
tested was an average of 10.8% shorter on the
Norelco-shaved sidethan onthe blade-shaved side!
How did we deliver this shaving performance?

The Unique Norelco Principle

The genius of the Norelco idea is 18 self-sharp-
ening blades that continuously stroke whiskers
away without a nick or a pinch. Inside floating
heads, they nestle into the curves of your face,
cutting smoothly, more evenly overall. A Norelco
shave feels smoother because it is smoother. But
what’s new is what we've done to the shaving
heads themselves.

The 1971 Breakthrough —
The SUPER Microgroove™ Head

Most men think you can’t get a close shave with
an electric shaver because of the metal screen
between the blades and your skin. But in the rev-
olutionary design of the Norelco floating head,
the metal literally press-
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each whisker (1) and

gently lifts the hair up y

to the rotary blades. 5

(2) So the whisker can R er bl M -
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below skin level! Close, but still comfortable.

If you haven't tried an electric shaver in a long
time, you've got a surprise in store for you. Just
as blades have changed a lot over the years, elec-
tric shavers have, too. No one ever disputed the
fact that Norelco delivers the most comfortable
shave of all. But now, when the most comfortable
shaveinhistory turns
out to be as close
or closer than
blades, electric
shaving has
come of age.

©1971 North American Philips Corporation, 100 East 42nd Street. New York, N.Y. 10017, Nercleo consumer products include:

Men's and Women's Electrie Shavers. Rembrandi Square Lotions, Sun & Heat Lamps. Heated Styling Comb. Hand-Held Hair Dryer, Hair Dryers. Electric Hairbrush. Massager. Room Heaters,
Cordless Clothes Brush, Travel Press, Colfee Mill/Coffee Maker Combinations, Car Vacuum, Hearing Aids, Tape Recorders, Cassettes, HiFidelity Components, Electronic Educanonal Kits,
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the garment industry? There are good
people in this business and there are
scum. And when there's a lot of money
involved, there are bound to bhe suits.
Lawsuits are tools ol the trade and you
use the tools you have to survive. And if
you're one of the survivors, innuendoes
start flying that you're crooked or you're
screwing somebody. You just learn to
live with it.

PLAYBOY: Speaking of innuendoes about
being crooked, would you mind explain-
ing your recent tax conviction?

KLEIN: Well, in the first place, that case
is under appeal. And it’s interesting that
charges were brought in 1966 over some-
thing that happened around 1960. 1 had a
partnership that was required to file
Federal payroll tax returns. There were
several C. P. As who were working lor me
and it was their job to do it. I had never
prepared those forms myself and I've
never prepared them to this date. Some-
one in the organization was supposed to
do it and our records indicated that we
had. The Government has no records at
all, by the way, to indicate whether the
forms were filed or not. There was never
a charge of failure to pay, because the
money had been paid. The charge was
failure to file the return itself. I think it
was the first time ever that anybody had
been tried and convicted for that. And it
strikes me as kind of ironic that all this
finally came to trial after ten years, just
exactly at the time the Beatles’ partner-
ship action was occurring in London.
PLAYBOY: Do you make any conncction?
KLEIN: I just think it’s ironic, that’s all.
At that point, it was just one more
thing. T sat and watched the press make
all kinds of statements about me during
that Beatle court action. At the time, I
didn’t think defending myself was the
best thing to do.

PLAYBOY: Do you think the press has
treated you badly?

KLEIN: In England, yes. I'm an American,
you know, and I had their Beatles. That
gave them a bias against me. But I don’t
talk to the press much, so when they
write stories [rom clippings and just
repeat the lies, 1 can’t blame them too
much. Except for being lazy. Rolling
Stone, on the other hand, is a misin-
formed, ill-guided publication that’s gen-
eraily sensational and attacks anyone who
is not aesthetic in their terms. They think
business and money are bad. And that’s
what I represent to them, so they've
taken it upon themselves o do a job
on me. It's really interesting, you know,
with all the words that have been writ-
ten about me and the Beatles and me
and the Stones, how negative the ap-
proach has been. Take somebody like
Al Grossman, He was personal manager
to Dylan, Peter, Paul and Mary and a

102 bunch of others, and when they left

him, I didn’t hear one word. But when
the Stones decided to go on their own,
there was a flood of stories about me. I
guess it would be better if 1 talked more
mysell, but I've never made many press
statements.

PLAYBOY: Why not?

KLEIN: When I first got the Beatles in
1969, the only defense for the problems
they had would have been that they
were brought about by Epstein prior to
my being involved. But I didn’t want to
say, “"Look, it was all Epstein.” He was
dead and I figured it would be wrong.
And the McCartney thing was sensitive
and too much was getting said in the
press as it was. [ thought for a long time
that if I let the shit fall on me, it would
have been easier on Paul with his family
problem and better for Epstein’s image.
I wouldn’t offend Paul and he might
come back and accept the situation and
me.

PLAYBOY: What made you change your
mind and decide to talk o the press
now?

KLEIN: T think the time has come to do
my liundry. I want people to know my
side. I've been in this business a long
time. There have been bad times, but
there have been good times, too, you
know.

PLAYBOY: When were the good times?
KLEIN: Let me tell you about Sam Cooke
and maybe you'll see something about
the humanity in this business. Saum was
really the first artist 1 had that I got
completely involved with the way I did
later with the Stones and the Beatles. In
1961, 1 was very broke when I met a
black disc jockey, “Jocko” Doug Hender-
son, who used to run the shows at the
Apollo, A wonderful man, and he wanted
1o have a theater down in Philadelphia, so
we became partners. I arranged to buy it
and have him put on shows. I figured it
would be a great way to meet the acts.
They would come in to work and I
could sit right there and, you know,
meet them as they came and went. And
the act that opened the theater was Sam
Cooke. 1 knew his music, but I had never
met him. Well, he came in and 1 got to
him. We really hit it off. And the
incredible thing was, he had no money.
This great artist, this great songwriter
had nothing, and he was under contract
to RCA Victor at the time. So I went in
to see them and we tried to negotiate a
new contract diplomatically, but it
didn’t work out. So I went back to what
I knew best, which was to do an audit
for him on RCA. We used that as lever-
age, and finally we arranged a new re-
cording deal that gave him the same
control of his product that the Beatles
have now. That’s how 1 formulated it
back in 1963. We renegotiated the deal,
got all the old stuft as well as the new

and we went ahead. The first album out
was called Good News and I gave him a
check for $250,000, which was good-faith
money from RCA. Then he wrote me a
check for 20 percent.

PLAYBOY: You were charging 20 percent
back then, too?

KLEIN: Yeah. I was embarrassed to ask
him to give it to me, but he thought it
was terrific. He was really happy. Then
he asked me if 1 would be his business
manager. I didn’t know whether I
wanted the involvement, so I said, “We'll
talk about it.” When he came to New
York a few months later, 1 said OK.
Then I told him 1o go home and take a
rest, get off the road and find out what
he really wanted to do. I convinced him
to take his time and make an album
that he believed in. I wanted him to
stop doing other people’s material. They
were trying to make him into Nat King
Cole, for Christsakes, and he was singing
songs he didn’t understand. The album
covers were like crap; everything had
been wrong. I told him 1o do what he
felt, which is what I thought he really
needed in order to find himself. I wanted
people to know who he really was. 1
knew when that happened he'd get the
recognition he deserved and wanted so
much. At that time, he was king of the
blacks, and they loved him. And he
loved it—but it didn’'t make him any
money.

PLAYBOY: Did you want him to start
performing for white audiences?

KLEIN: Yeah, sure. I got him into the
Copa. but he didn't want to go. He'd
played there in 1957 with someone like
Myron Cohen during Lent, you know,
hair slicked down, singing bossa nova.
Awlul stuff. He didn't cven last a week.
He packed up and said he wouldn't ever
play a white club again. But I felt it was
really essential, so I got him this date and
although he kept saying, “1 want 1o do
it,” I knew he really didn’t. So I took
a 70-foot billboard on Times Square with
his picture from the album cover saying
SAM'S THE BIGGEST COOKE IN Town, Then
he knew he had to do it. He went in and
Killed ‘em! Absolutely dead. He was
fantastic. I went every night, every show.
Women, white women, loved him.
PLAYBOY: Were you managing him when
he was killed?

KLEIN: Yeah, it was right around my
birthday, in December, and it was 1964
and my career had really taken off. I was
handling records for The Animals and
Herman’s Hermits and The Dave Clark
Five, which were just money deals for
me. And I had just worked out a new
record contract for Bobby Vinton, who's
a good friend, and Sam was at the top
of his form. I was veally flying. I was
going back to the orphanage where 1
grew up and I was going to take Vinton
and Cooke and do a little show for the
Kids, take some records, all that stuff.
Everything seemed perfect and I got a
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call from L. A. saying that Sam had been
shot to death in a cheap motel, and I
couldn’t believe it. It was so fucking
senseless. 1 flew to L. A, for the inquest
and about a week later I was going into
the Beverly Hills Hotel and I saw the
hooker Sam had been with that night
coming out on some guy's arm. I damn
ncar went after her. It was really a hard
time. When you do what I do, you're
two kinds of animal: You're a business-
man and you're a human being involved
with artists who have a life style that's
harder than most other people’s, It takes
its toll on you.

PLAYBOY: What do you think ir is that
m:kes life so hard for performers?

KLEIN: Everything. First of all, theyre
supposed to be creating all the time.
That’s a bitch. Every time you go into a
studio, you gotia top what you did last
time. And there’s the money. All of a
sudden. a kid who has nothing has
51,000,.000—and fans turn him into a
superhero and ask for all kinds of things.
Christ. when the Beatles started out,
their dressing vooms were full of cripples
who came to sce them as if they were
going to get healed. It's really crazy.
PLAYBOY: Were there groupies then, too?
KLEIN: Yeah, sure, that's all part of the
scene.

PLAYBOY: Your critics call you “the wulti-
nrte groupie.”

KLEIN: That's silly. Artists fuck groupies.
According to my reputation, I fuck the
artisis.

PLAYBOY: Do you get involved musically
with the groups you handle? :
KLEIN: Yes. That’s one of my strengths.
Sometimes  John or George or Ringo
will come in and want to play a song for
me that they've just written. And I'll
tell them what I think. They like to test
things out on me, and I think I can
pretry well judge what's good. I even
gave John a line for one of the songs on
his new album, Imagine. He was trving
to work it out and we were together.
Just fooling around, you know. We were
playing snooker in his house, and it was
late, and we were laughing and being
silly, and he was trying 1o work out some
lines for a song called How Do You
Sleep at Night? 1t's about McCartney
and all the shit that's gone down.
There’s a line that goes, “The only
thing you did was yesterday,” and the
line that he had following was: “And
you probably pinched that bitch any-
wity.” I thought it was too strong, not
worthy of him, so T suggested, “Since
you've gone you're just another day.”
And he loved it. John’s music is very
personal, and so is our relationship, so
there’s an involvement that way. Shit, I
love the guy.

PLAYBOY: What does John think of Paul's
solo music?

KLEIN: In a funny way, it inspires him.

106 He was really anxious about McCartney's

first album, and then he heard it and
said, “I can do better than that.” And
he has. He's been disappointed in Paul’s
stuff, mostly. There were a couple of good
songs, but 1 think maybe people are ex-
pecting too much from Paul. He's really
working in a vacuum at this point.
George and John and Ringo all have
each other to try things out on and to get
criticism from. Paul's alone, and I think
that hurts his music,

PLAYBOY: Whar do vou think is ahead for
him?

KLEIN: I'll tell you, T think things are
going to get worse for McCariney before
they get better. People are going to start
finding out that he’s not “poor little
Paul.” You know, belore George did his
benefit for Pakistani refugees in Madi-
son Square Garden last summer, he called
Paul and asked him if he wanted to come
and play. Paul said, “Sure, I'll come—if
vou'll dissolve the parinership.” What
kind of shit is that?

PLAYBOY: How did George react?

KLEIN: It made him sad. Just sad.
PLAYBOY: What kind of plans does George
have now?

KLEIN: Hc's got the confidence now to do
anything he wants. You know, I'm really
proudest of what I did for him. Nobody
knew he was a songwriter, nobody knew
the talent that was there. And I encour-
aged him w0 do Al Things Must Pass
and look what happened. Beautiful, He
wants to go on tour now, after the show
at the Garden came off so great. By the
way, 5o does Lennon. And so does Bob
Dylan. But George is really the swectest
and gentlest of the boys and I was very
proud he got his chance. He plays on
Johw's new album, you know, and he's
faniastic.

PLAYBOY: What about John? What's he
going to do?

KLEIN: Lennon is Lemmon and he can do
anything he wanis. He's a leader. He's
involved trying to get Yoko's child back
now. Her ex-husband has custody of her
daughter and it's been very difficult for
her to see the child. John wants to work
that out hefore he does anything else.
After that, well, he can do just about
anything he wants. His head is in a very
good pliace now.

PLAYBOY: And Ringo?

KLEIN: He just finished making a movie
called Blindman. It's a Western with
Tony Anthony, and Ringo plays a bad
guy. Really nasty.

PLAYBOY: Isn't that a little ot of charac
ter for him?

KLEIN: It's a real role. In most of the
other movies, he just played himself.
But I'll tell you something; Ringo’s not
all sweetness and light as a person.
There’s meanness behind those eyes il
you cross him. And he has a tremendous
amount of natural strength. If T want a
true reading on a situation, a straight
reaction with the most thought and the
least emotion in it, I go to Ringo. I

don’t think many people know that
about him. He's a very powerful and
serious guy.
PLAYBOY: Does he have a [uture as an
actor?
KLEIN: Yes. he's a professional. He works
very hard. He's a talented natural come-
dian, but we found out on this new
movie that he can play any role when
he gets down to work. I don't think he'll
ever give up his music—he loves that
too much-—but he's got a strong second
career now. And I'm proud of that, 100.
I'd donc the least for Ringo before this
flick and bzfore his 1,000.000-seller single,
And now, well, it’s just great, He's work-
ing and he's happy.
PLAYBOY: Do you expect vour relation-
ship with the Beatles to continue despite
the trouble?
KLEIN: Yes, I do. Paul's the only one who’s
got trouble. Look at the rest of them.
‘They're producing—more and better than
they ever did before. They're all happy
and they're with their families, T think
I've contributed a lot to that. It's not
how much money I make for them:
theyre the Beatles, for Christsakes.
Theyll make money no matter what.
That’s not important. I just wish people
would look at the three of them vight
now and understand why I'm proud. I've
been through a lot of shit for these guys.
But it’s been worth it
PLAYBOY: Is it an ambition of yowrs to
see the Beatles perform again?
KLEIN: Yes, ['d like 1o see it. just so that
the stigma of their split wouldn’t be
with me. Even if it’s just one time. I'd
like that.
PLAYBOY: What do you do for an encore
alter having managed the Beatles and
the Stones at the same time?
KLEIN: Ringo suggested that maybe I
ought to manage Americi. And right
now, I think I might do some good
there. I don’t know what I'll do next.
There are plenty of talented performers
I'd like 10 help. 1 especially like the
ones they say are difficult. That's a chal-
lenge.
PLAYBOY: Who would you like 10 hand!e?
KLEIN: Dylan, Joe South, Keith Richard,
Paul Simon, John Fogerty. Heavy talents,
All of them areate the music that's really
moved this generation.
PLAYBOY: Do vou think you'll get any of
them?
KLEIN: If I work hard.
PLAYBOY: Don't you ever get tired of how
hard it all is?
KLEIN: Sure [ do. Sometimes I get so dis
gusted I don't think it’s worth it. I think
I can’t take any more. But what do you
want me to do? This is the business I
know, the one I'm good at. If it gets
me down sometimes, hurts my personal
life, takes over my whole being, drains
me, that's just the way it is. If 1 didn't
love it, I'd ger out.
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WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY?
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ILLUSTRATION BY OAN CLYNE

Jfrom another world, they came
to warn of impending disaster, and
_yet—incredibly—no one listened

report
/ _onthe
o threatened
city
- fuction

PRIORITY FLASH ONE

All coordinates all plans all prints
canceled. As of now condition un-
foreseen by us obtaining this city.
Clear all programs all planners all
forecasters for new setting on this
information.

PRIORITY

Base to note well that transmission
this channel will probably be inter-
rupted by malerial originating lo-
cally. Our fuel is low and his

channel therefore only one now
operative.

SUMMARY OF BACKGROUND
TO MISSION

Since our planet discovered that
this city was due for destruction or
severe damage, all calculations and
lnlans of our department have been
based on one necessity: how to
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110 to conserve it. Two: We were

reach the city to warn its inhabitants
of what is to come. Observing their
behavior, both through Astroviewers and
from our unmanned machines launched
at intervals this past year, their time, our
commissioners for external affairs decided
these people could have no idea at all of
what threatened, that their technology,
while so advanced in some ways, had a
vast gap in it, a gap that could be defined,
in fact, precisely by that area of igno-
rance—not knowing what was to belall
them. This gap seemed impossible,
Much time was spent by our technicians
trying to determine what form of brain
these creatures could have that made
this contradiction possible—as already
stated, a technology so advanced in one
area and blank in another. Our techni-
cians had to shelve the problem, as their
theories became increasingly improbable
and as no species known to us anywhere
corresponds even at a long remove with
what we believed this one to be. It
became, perhaps, the most intriguing of
our unsolved problems, challenging and
defeating one department after another.

SUMMARY OF OBJECTIVE THIS MISSION

Meanwhile, putting all speculations on
one side, attractive though they were, all
our resources have been used, at top
speed and pressure, to develop a space-
craft that could, in fact, land a team on
this planet, since it was our intention,
having given the warning, offered the
information available w0 ws Dbut (we
thought) not to them, which made the
warning necessary, to ofter them more:
our assistance. We meant to help clear
the area, transport the population else-
where, cushion the shock to the area
and then, having done what we have,
after all, done for other planets, our
particular mental structure being suired
to this kind of forecasting and assistance,
return to base, taking some suitable speci-
mens of them with us, in order to train
them in a way that would overcome the
gap in their mind and, therefore, their
science. The first part we achieved: That
15, we managed, in the time set for it, to
develop a spacecraft that could make the
journey here, carrying the required num-
Ler of personnel. It strained our own
technology and postponed certain cher-
ished plans of our own. But our craft
landed here, on the wesiern shore of
the land mass, as planned, and without
any trouble, seven days ago.

THE NATURE OF THE PROBLEM

You will have wondered why there
have been no transmissions before this.
There have been two reasons. One: We
realized at once that there would be
heavier demands on our fuel than we
had anticipated and that we would have
jalting to

understand what it was we had to tell
you. We did not understand the prob-
lem. For it was almost at once clear to
us that all our thinking about “the gap
in their mental structure” was off the
point. We have never understood the
nature of the problem. So improbable is
it that we delayved communicating until
we were sure. The trouble with this
species is not that it is unable to forecast
its immediate [uture; it is that it doesn’t
scem to care. Yet that is altogether oo
simple a stating of its condition. If it
were so simple—that it knew that within
five years its city was to be destroyed, or
partly destroyed, and that it was indiffer-
ent—we should have to say: This species
lacks the first quality necessary to any ani-
mal species; it lacks the will to live. Find-
ing out what the mechanism is has caused
the delay. Which I now propose to par-
tially remedy by going into an account of
what befell us, step by step. This will
entail a derailed description of a species
and a condition absolutely withoui prece-
dent in our experience of the inhabited
planets.

AN IMPOSSIBLE FACT

But first, here is a fact that you will
find hard to believe. We did not find
this out at once, but when we did, it was
a moment of focus in our investigation,
enabling us to see our problem clearly.
This cily experienced a disaster, on a
fairly large scale, about 65 years ago,
their time.

A thought immediately suggests itself:
Our experts did not know about this
past disaster, only about the one to
come. Our thinking is as defective in its
way as theirs is, We had decided that
they had a gap, that this gap made it
impossible for them to sce into the im-
mediate future. Having decided this, we
never once considered another possibil-
ity, the truth—that they had no gap, that
they knew about the threatened danger
and did not care. Or behaved as if they
did not. Since we were unable to con-
ceive of this latter possibility, we did not
direct our thoughts and our instruments
hack in time—their time. We took it
absolutely for granted, an assumption so
strong that it prevented our effective
functioning as much as these creatures’
assumptions prevent them from acting
—we knew (since we are so built our-
selves) that it would be impossible for a
disaster to have occurred already, because
if we had experienced such a thing, we
would have learned from the event and
taken steps accordingly. Because of a
series of assumptions. then, and an in-
ability to move outside our own mental
set, we missed a fact that might have been
a clue to their most extraordinary charac-
teristic—the face that such a very short
time ago, they experienced a disaster
of the sort that threatens again, and soon.

THE LANDING

Our unmanned craft have been land-
ing on their planet for centuries and
have taken various shapes, been ol vary-
ing substances. These landings were at
long intervals until one year ago. These
intervals were because, except for its
unique destructiveness and beiligerence,
this species is not the most remarkable
nor interesting of those made available
to our study by our Technological Revo-
lution in its Space Phase. But 12 times
recently, during each of the periods
their planet was at full light potential,
we have landed craft, and each time
close to the place in question. This was
easy, because the terrain is semidesert
and lightly populated. We chose mate-
rial for the craft that would manifest as
their substance light—which is why we
always used maximum their planet light
as landing times. These craft were visi-
ble, if at all, as swong moonlight. The
craft we are using on this present mis-
sion, the 13th in this series, is of higher
concentration, since it is manned.

We landed as planned. The sky was
clear, the light of their moon strong. We
knew at once that we were visible, he-
causz a herd of their voung was near,
some 50 or G0 of them, engaged in a
mating ritual that involved fire, [ood
and strong sound, and as we descended,
they dispersed. Tapping their mind
streams established that they believed
ouwr machine was extraterritorial but
that they were indifferenc—no, that is
not an exact description, but remember,
we are trying to desaribe a mind state
that none of us could have believed was
possible. It was not that they were indif-
ferent to us but that indifference was
generalized throughout their processes,
felt by us as a block or a barrier. After
the young creatures had gone, we sur-
veyed the terrain and discovered that we
were on high land rising 10 mountains,
inland from the water mass on the edge
of which stands a citv. A group of older
specimens arrived. We know now that
thev live nearby and are all varicties of
agriculturalist, They stood quite close,
watching the craft. An examination of
their minds showed a different tvpe of
block. Even at that early stage, we were
able 1o establish a difference in texture
between their thought streams and those
of the young, which we later understood
amounted to this: The older ones felt a
responsibility or a power to act, as mem-
bers of society, while the young ones
were excluded or had decided to ex-
clude themselves. As this area of the
planet turned into the sunlight, it was
clear to us that our craft ceased to be
visible, for two of these older creatures
came so close we were afraid they would
actually enter the concentration. But
they showed an awareness ol our pres-
ence by other symptoms—headache and

(continued on page 250)



“Can he be re-enchanted? As the hairy beast,
he used to drive me bananas.”
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= CONTINUE

the prospects for multiplying our years of youthful vigor are bright and imminent
article By ALEX COMFORT nowever successFuiLy we dodge the misfortunes

of life, however cautious, heroic or lucky we may be, the mere passage of time kills us.
And before doing so, it impairs us, which is worse. Our chief defense against the aware-
ness of death is that it can be put forward in time—it will happen, but not yet. Set a time
limit and the defenses crumble—which is why cancer, the best-known terminal disease,
inspires such horror in modern man. It is the most recognizable counterpart of that
unpleasant skeleton that taps king, merchant and reveler on the shoulder in medi-
eval paintings of the dance of death. The rarity of untimely death, thanks to modem
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medicine, sharpens our awareness of our
other enemy, aging.

Aging means that we can name a year
in which we shall no longer be alive.
And there is another date, perhaps 15 or
20 years sooner, when, if things stay as
they are, we shall be alive, but not fully.
Death is bad enough, but before death
there is, as Yeats puts it:

the death of friends, or death
of every brilliant eye
that made a catch in the breath.

This death before death will begin,
for most of us. around 65 and will
continue until it kills us. It’s not strictly
a disease; one may hope to avoid diseases.
But age we cannot avoid. It's the only
disease we’ve all got, and, like cancer pa-
tients, we know roughly when we may
expect to fail and die of it.

If, that is, things stay as they are; and
that depends largely on decisions now
being made. Adults alive today between
the ages of 20 and 50 are the first
humans to stand a fighting chance of
seeing science begin to bring the process
of aging under control. If this happens,
as it easily could, within the next 10 to
15 years, they may share that benefit. A
relatively small investment now could
make the accomplishment nearly certain.
What amazes workers in this field of
medical biology is that so few of the bene-
ficiaries—and, indeed, so few scientists—
realize how close we are to this achieve-
ment.

In his article The Immortalist
[pLayBoy, May 1969], Alan Harrington
rightly interpreted the mood of our cul-
ture: The present generation cannot, in
fact, be immortal, but it is not prepared
to go on being mortal on the present
time scale. If Harrington's view seems
brash at first, it still represents a ground
swell of feeling that is about to be
implemented in science. We can now
begin to offer hard predictions, both as
to what is possible in the prolonging of
life and as to when developments will
take place.

Speed in attaining a scientific possibil-
ity and minimal disturbance of society
by it depend on technological forecasts.
In 1938, Hahn and Strassmann demon-
strated uranium fission and showed,
though they didn’t know it, that atomic
energy was a feasible project. The first
atomic bomb was used in warfare only
seven years later. In 1961, John F. Ken-
nedy was advised that, in the present
state of the art, an American could be
put on the moon by 1970, given enough
Government support. That this was
technically possible had been known
since before the first Sputnik. All that
was needed was the decision to go
ahead.

Students of the future call the mo-
ment at which a major possibility is seen

114 to be practicable the Hahn-Strassmann

point. Often it passes unnoticed, except
by the men on the job. This has hap-
pened with the control of human aging,
less dramatically than with nuclear fis-
sion but just as definitely, over the past
decade. We know that human aging can
almost certainly be slowed and we know
how to set about trying. The necessary
research, moreover, is cheap by AEC
and NASA standards. The whole project
would probably cost as much as one
Saturn rocket or one big-dish antenna.
The prestige for the achievement of a
“first” would be, in political terms, not
far short of a moon landing. One can
infer from this that even if aging re-
search is not promoted as a priority, it
will happen, and if it is so promoted, it
will happen fast. With the present re-
search investment, it is likely to happen
in America, with a fundamental backup
from world science.

Science has two ways of making
people live longer: It can stop their dy-
ing before their time or it can try to slow
down the figurative clock that controls
aging, so that old age and death take
longer to arrive. So far, it has done
the first, and brilliantly. Now, with some
Governmental funding, but with strik-
ingly little public awareness of what’s
afoot, it is about to tackle the second.

In any of the privileged countries, you
can expect to become old. This in it
self is new—one generation back, your
chances of doing this would have been
far less secure. Medicine and surgery,
prosperity and welfare, have ensured
that—war, accident, pollution, suicide
and bad luck aside—most of us can hope
to die of old age. We shall not, that is,
die as young adults of appendicitis or
tuberculosis, or as mature adults of
pneumonia or childbirth infection. We
are most likely, in fact, to die of heart
and vessel disease or of cancer. When we
do, unless we overeat, smoke cigareties
or inherit a bad hand of genetic cards,
we shall also be old. In spite of modern
technology and medicine, we shall get
old at the same age Moses and Pharaoh
did. The human life span has probably
not changed throughout history. What
has happened through science is that
most of us now reach the end of it.

The meaning of old age hasn't
changed, either. Though some are hard-
er hit by it than others, and though
there are Bertrand Russells and Artur
Rubinsteins, who keep the zest for liv-
ing into their 80s, aging is still loss. At
50 we become stouter and slower; at 60
we tire more easily. Then the skin wrin-
kles, the muscles weaken, and by 70 our
strength is on the average what it was at
14 or so. The mind may or may not stay
clear; but if it does, the body cannot
match it. And all the time, the mortality
from disease steadily climbs. Old age and
death are the two great intolerables and,
of these, the first is probably less beara-
ble, because we have to live through it

We say that age has its compensations,
but we don't speak of compensation
unless we've been injured, and few of
our notions of compensation survive an
open-eyed visit to an old-folks’ home.

The truth is that having assured that
most of us reach 70, conventional medi-
cine has just about reached the point of
diminishing returns. Cure of the two
present leading causes of death—cancer
and heart and vessel disease—would add
about seven years to the total life ex-
pectancy, but mainly by helping those
unlucky enough to contract these dis-
eases young. At 65, the gain would be
under two years; we should simply die a
few months later of something else, for
aging involves a steady increase in the
number and variety of our infirmities.,
We could improve the quality of life to
some extent—f{or example, by treating
our old people decently—but this
wouldn’t be much of an improvement.
The men in old-folks’ homes were once
vigorous, the women beautiful, or at
least young. The only reason we don’t
follow Yeats and Dylan Thomas' ad-
vice and recognize the enormity of what
is going to happen to us is that so far, it
has looked inevitable.

If aging on the present time scale is
really inevitable, we had probably better
accept it with dignity. But all the scien-
tific evidence is that it is not. Over the
past 20 years, and almost unnoticed
even by the general scientific communi-
ty, an international campaign has been
mounted to find out exactly what aging
is and whether—and, if so, how—its rate
can be slowed. At present, we still don't
know exactly what it is, though we have
several plausible theories. We do know
that the rate of aging can be altered in
rats and mice by relatively simple ma-
nipulations. In the next five to ten
years, there will be experiments on man,
to see whether the same techniques can
be used dlinically. If they can, then from
rat and mouse experiments, we could
reasonably expect a 20-40-percent in-
crease in the period of adult vigor—the
time, that is, before manifest aging
changes set in. Insofar as any scientific
prediction is safe, we can now say that
the length of time before we do this and
the number of adults alive today who
will be able to benefit from it depend
quite simply on the amount of money
and energy we put into the project.

Aging is, in biological terms, the in-
creasing inability of the body to main-
tain itself and perform the operations it
once did. Most current theories assume
that this results from a loss of informa-
tion at the cell level. Mammals have basi-
cally two kinds of cells—those that are
constantly renewed (skin cells, blood cells)
and those that live as long as their owner
and never divide (brain cells, muscle
cells). Both types carry the basic instruc-
tions for their orderly behavior in the

(continued on page 209)



he was given the name esteban, for that alone seemed to fit this godlike figure swept in by the tide

fiction BY GABRIEL GARCIA MARQUEZ

THE FIRST CHILDREN who saw the dark and slinky bulge
approaching through the sea let themselves think it was an
enemy ship. Then they saw it had no flags nor masts and they
thought it was a whale. But when it washed up on the beach,
they removed the clumps of secaweed, the jellyfish tentacles
and the remains of fish and flotsam and only then did they

see that it was a drowned man. And so they made a toy of him.

They had been playing with him all afternoon, burying
him in the sand and digging him up again, when someone
chanced to see them and spread the alarm in the village. The
men who carried him to the nearest house noticed that he
weighed more than any dead man (continued on page 122)

he Handsomest Drowned Man in the World .

ILLUSTRATION BY PATRICK D'ANGELO






OUR PROBE of women's sleeping

positions finds that a body at rest
tends to communicate. In his seminal
study The Interpretation of Dreams,
Sigmund Freud forever linked sleep
with libido, those energetic instincts
that, he said, have to do with all that
may be found in the word love. By
moving beyond this pleasure princi-
ple, we've discovered that even in re-
pose, the nature of the female remains
true to form. Show us a lady snug-
gled in the arms of Morpheus, then,
and we’ll predict her predilections.

TIMID. The ostrichlike
pose assumed by the lass

at left, for instance, indicates
shyness. Keep her away

from the beach; she likes

to bury her head in the sand.

COY. Though this tantalizing
tease (above) seems reluctant to
make a definile commilment,
appearances deceiwve. Help her come
to the decision she’s already made.

FRIGID. Rigid is the word on the frosty figure above. A singularly
unliberated female, she casts a cold-shouldered pall

over any advanced idea (lo say nothing of any idea you

have of advancing). We're not implying it's impossible to light

her fire, but it's more than likely you'll be the one who's burned.
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ADVENTUROUS. Her world is vich with spine-tingling exploits in lands fertile

with libidinal rewards. This miss strikes the classic though topsy-turvy

pose synonymous with a strong drive toward wish fulfillment. Whether it's
her wishes or yours she fulfills is, of course, academic. But prospeclive

partners, take note: She can wreak havoc with you if you're not up to the task.




-

"

COMPETITIVE. Historically, women have needed an extra dose of drive to
get to the top in our society. This aggressive miss likes to win, so even

in repose she strives to give her all. Be sure she gives it to you. In the

game of sex, she’ll more than likely try to make the first move. But don’t let

that deter you; just remember that in this game, there can be two winners.
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MARTYR. There are some individuals who are prone to take
things lying down. The hung-up miss above graphically echoes
the fact that her waking-hour liaisons are a cross

she loves to bear. Self-sacrificing, she responds, albeit with

clenched teeth, to any worthy cause. For what it’s worth, be worthy.

WELL ADJUSTED. As is so
fulfillingly apparent, this lovely
lady to our right has discovered

the proper formula for

pleasant dreams. A study

in total relaxation, she’s
blissfully unconcerned about
what role she is to play or,

for that matter, how much
sleep she's going to get. Her
secret? A heartfelt fond a deux.

BABY DOLL. It's easy to feel
paternalistic toward the cuddly
type above. Naturally, she digs
forceful father figures,

so come on strong, Big Daddy.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY J. FREOERICK SMITH






PLAYBOY

“ﬂ“dsnma% “I'W'lml Mﬂ" (continued from page 115)

they had ever known, almost as much
as a horse, and they said to each other
that maybe he’d been foating too long
and the water had got into his bones,
When they laid him on the foor, they
said he'd been taller than all other men,
because there was barely enough room
for him in the house, but they thought
that maybe the ability to keep on grow-
ing after death was part of the nature of
certain drowned men. He had the smell
of the sea about him and only his shape
gave one to suppose that it was the corpse
of a human being, because the skin was
covered with a crust of mud and scales.

They did not have to clean off his
face to know that the dead man was a
stranger. The village was made up of
only 20-odd wooden houses that had
stone courtyards with no Howers and
that were spread about on the end of a
desertlike cape. There was so little land
that mothers always went about with the
fear that the wind would carry off their
children and the few dead that the years
had caused among them had to be
thrown off the cliffs. But the sea was
calm and bountiful and all the men ht
into seven boats. So when they found
the drowned man, they simply had to
look at one another to see that they were
all there.

That night they did not go out to
work at sea. While the men went to find
out il anyone was missing in neighboring
villages, the women stayed behind to
care for the drowned man. They took
the mud off with grass swabs, they re-
moved the underwater stones entangled
in his hair and they scraped the crust oft
with tools used for scaling fish. As they
were doing that, they noticed that the
vegetation on him came from faraway
oceans and deep water and that his
clothes were in tauers, as if he had
sailed through labyrinths of coral. They
noticed, too, that he bore his death with
pride, for he did not have the lonely
look of other drowned men who came
out of the sea nor that haggard, needy
look of men who drowned in rivers. But
only when they finished cleaning him off
did they become aware of the kind of
man he was and it left them breathless.
Not only was he the tallest, strongest,
most virile and best-built man they had
ever seen but, even though they were
looking at him, there was no room for
him in their imagination.

They could not find a bed in the
village large enough to lay him on nor
was there a 1able solid enough to use
for his wake. The tallest men’s holiday
pants would not fit him nor the fatest
ones’ Sunday shirts nor the shoes of the
one with the biggest feet. Fascinated by
his huge size and his beauty, the women

122 then decided to make him some pants

from a large piece of sail and a shirt
from some bridal brabant linen, so that
he could continue through his death
with dignity. As they sewed, sitting in a
circle and gazing at the corpse between
stitches, it seemed to them that the wind
had never been so steady nor the sea so
restiess as on that night and they sup-
posed that the change had something to
do with the dead man. They thought that
if that magnificent man had lived in the
village, his house would have had the
widest doors, the highest ceiling and
the swongest floor, his bedstead would
have been made from a midship frame
held together by iron bolts and his wife
would have been the happiest woman.
They thought that he would have had
so much authority that he could have
drawn fish out of the sea simply by
calling their names and that he would
have put so much work into his land
that springs would have burst forth
from among the rocks, so that he would
have been able to plant flowers on the
diffs. They secretly compared him with
their own men, thinking that for all
their lives, theirs were incapable of doing
what he could do in one night, and they
ended up dismissing them deep in their
hearts as the weakest, meanest and most
useless creatures on earth. They were
wandering through that maze of fantasy
when the oldest woman, who as the
oldest had looked upon the drowned
man with more compassion than pas-
sion, sighed:

“He has the face of someone called
Esteban.”

It was true. Most of them had only 1o
take another look at him to see that he
could not have any other name. The
more stubborn among them, who were the
youngest, still lived for a few hours with
the illusion that when they put his
clothes on and he lay among the fowers,
his name might be Lautaro. But it was a
vain illusion. There had not been enough
canvas, the poorly cut and worse-sewn
pants were too tight and the hidden
strength of his heart popped the buttons
on his shirt. After midnight, the whis-
tling of the wind died down and the sea
fell into its Wednesday drowsiness. The
silence put an end to any last doubts:
He was Esteban. The women who had
dressed him, who had combed his hair,
had cut his nails and shaved him were
unable to hold back a shudder of pity
when they had to resign themselves to
his being dragged along the ground. It
was then that they understood how un-
happy he must have been with that
huge body, since it bothered him even
after death. They could see him in life,
condemned to going through doors side-
ways, cracking his head on crossbeams,
remaining on his feet during visits, not

knowing what to do with his soft, pink,
sea-lion hands while the lady of the
house looked for her most resistant chair
and begged him, frightened to death, sit
here, Esteban, please, and he, leaning
against the wall, smiling, don't bother,
ma'am, I'm fine where I am, his heels
raw and his back roasted from having
done the same thing so many times
whenever he paid a visit, don't bother,
ma'am, I'm fine where 1 am, just to
avoid the embarrassment of breaking up
the chair and never knowing, perhaps,
that the ones who said don't go, Este-
ban, at least wait till the coffee’s ready,
were the ones who later on would whis-
per the big boob finally left, how nice,
the handsome fool has gone. That was
what the women were thinking beside
the body a little before dawn. Later,
when they covered his face with a hand-
kerchief so that the light would not
bother him, he looked so forever dead,
so defenseless, so much like their men
that the first furrows of tears opened in
their hearts. It was one of the young
er ones who began the weeping. The
others, coming to, went from sighs to
wails, and the more they sobbed, the
more they felt like weeping, because
the drowned man was becoming all
the more Esteban for them, and so they
wept so much, for he was the most
destitute, most peaceful and most oblig-
ing man on earth, poor Esteban. So
when the men returned with the news
that the drowned man was not from the
neighboring villages either, the women
felt an emptiness of jubilation in the
midst of their tears.

“Praise the Lord,” they sighed, “he's
ours!”

The men thought the fuss was only
womanish frivolity. Fatigued because of
the difficult nighttime inquiries, all they
wanted was to get rid of the bother of
the newcomer once and for all, before
the sun grew strong on that arid, wind-
less day. They improvised a litter with
the remains of foremasts and gaffs, tying
it together with rigging, so that it would
bear the weight of the body until they
reached the clifis. They wanted to tie
the anchor from a cargo ship to him,
so that he would sink easily into the
deepest waves, where fish are blind and
divers die of nostalgia, and bad currents
would not bring him back to shore, as
had happened with other bodies. But
the more they hurried, the more the
women thought of ways 10 waste ume.
They walked about like startled hens,
pecking with the sea charms on their
breasts, some interfering on one side to
put a scapular of the good wind on the
drowned man, some on the other side 1o
put a wrist compass on him, and after a
great deal of get away from there, wom-
an, stay out of the way, look, you almost

(concluded on page 244)



another television first: on-the-scene coverage of the cinderella story

satire By DAN POSIN  scene: The central control booth of National Network
News. Anchor man WALTER BRINKHUNT is leaning forward, holding an earphone to one
ear. Across the lable from BRINKHUNT, chisel-fealured DFREK EVERSIDE is leaning back,
finger tips touching beneath his chin.

BRINKHUNT (looking up at camera): Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. Welcome
to our National Network News Special Report on Cinderella, brought to you by Gulf
Oil, which has relinquished its commercial time so that we may bring you full coverage.
To bring you up to date on events, Cinderella is at the moment working around the fire-
place in the home of her stepmother, hoping to go to the (continued on page 126)

and now, direct
from fairy
godmother
headquarters...
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electronic entertainment center
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Sfor the urban man of tomorrow

SINCE PLAYBOY'S LAST APPRAISAL of audio-
visual componentry and suggestions for
domesticating i (see Playboy Plans a
I)up{r.’x Penthouse, January 1970), the
electronics revolution has proceeded at a
[rantic pace, with concepts being intro-
duced that weren’t even dreamed of a
few years ago; at the same time, those
units considered the heart of any home-
entertainment system have been steadily
improved and redesigned.

To offer our readers a glimpse of what
the revolution will bring tomorrow,
PLAYBOY has designed its own Won-
der Wall—a marvelously compact com-
bination of modern electronic miracles
integrated into a single wall, free of the
welter of connecting cables and the con-
fusion of competing instrument panels,
with a remote-control console accessible
to a couple (continued on page 200)

Viewers at ease in their living room can judge
intensity and hve of gray strips ot top and
bottam af picture and then make adjustments
with either of two remote-control devices.

With hand-held remote, you can punch up «
wall function while mixing drinks ot the bar.
Readaut strip shows the units in use; ratory
knabs change valume and picture display.




The color/light show {below) moy grob your guests, but they olso hove a choice of other progroms, including video topes and TV; the moni-
tor screen encobles you fo scon the broadcast spectrum for feoture fore. When the moin screen isn't in use, the projecior con show films or
slides on the woll opposite. Moin-screen control ponel olso holds recording equipment, with storoge orea ot right for topes ond records.
Woll speckers ot for left and right differ visuolly but ore acoustically identicol; the sliding panels allow for eosy mointenonce of the units.

ILLUSTRATION BY SYO MEAD
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fairy gﬂdmother headquartefs (continued from page 123)

prince’s ball tonight. Her two ill-tempered
stepsisters are preparing for the ball,
each of whom is planning to snare the
prince. At the palace, preparations for
the ball are in full swing. The big ques-
tion is which way the fairy godmother
is going to go. If she comes out for Cin-
derella, the girl then has a chance to
go to the ball and possibly even to pick
up the prince. Cinderella needs the fairy
godmother’s support if she's going to
make it to that ball tonight. Wouldn't
you say so, Derek?

EVERSIDE: I think that's right, Walter.
As we come down here to the final few
hours before the ball, the two stepsisters
have built up such a commanding lead
over Cinderella that only the interven-
tion of someone with great influence,
such as the fairy godmother, could possi-
bly tip the advantage in Cinderella’s
favor. At this late date, it looks pretty
grim for Cinderella.

BRINKHUNT: I guess that’s true, Derek.
But we've both been in the business
long enough to know that anything can
happen.

EVERSIDE: I'm sure you're right, Wal-
ter. Difficult as things look for Cinder-
ella, I suppose the wave of a wand could
turn this whole story upside down.

BRINKHUNT: Well, let’s check in now
with our correspondents on the scene at
what should prove to be the key points
in the evening's action. First to Benton
Fenton at hearthside with Cinderella.

FENTON: We're here by the freplace
with Cinderella, who's grubbing around
under the chimney. (Leans forward with
microphone) Cinderella, would you care
to comment on your chances this eve-
ning?

CINDERELLA (dressed in rags and cov-
ered with grime): I'll get mine, Jack.

FENTON: Well, you heard it, Walter.
She’s keeping up a gritty spirit.

BRINKHUNT: Thanks, Ben. We'll be in
touch. She certainly looks like hell, Derek.

EVERSIDE: Yes, Walter. I frankly don't
see how she can make it to the ball
tonight.

BRINKHUNT: Let’s switch now to the pal-
ace. Stationed just outside the prince’s
bedroom is diplomatic correspondent
Melvin Sludge. Come in, Melvin.

SLUDGE (standing in luxurious hall-
way): Walter, we've been touring the
palace to get a feel for this ball, and it’s
certainly going to be the biggest event
of the season. No expense is being
spared. They've shampooed the rugs;
they've carted in hors d'oeuvres; they've
tanked in champagne and counted the
glasses. The prince is reportedly deter-
mined to get himself a girl, so we should
see plenty of high-stepping and eyebrow
batting from the ladies tonight. Walter.

BRINKHUNT: Good boy, Mel. We'll be
in touch with you for all the 11th-hour

details. Derek, I guess it’s time we
switched over to the nodal point of the
drama this evening. We have Chilton
Fanning stationed just ourside fairy god-
mother headquarters. Chilton?

FANNING (standing in a crowd that’s
surging around him): We have a real
mob scene out here tonight, Walter.
Everyone knows the fairy godmother
holds all the trump cards for the events
this evening. Her press secretary reports
that she’s resting and hasn't made up
her mind what action, if any, she’s going
to take,

BRINKHUNT: Thank you, Chilton, That
keeps it up in the air for us, doesn't it,
Derek?

EVERSIDE: Yes, Walter, but as long as
the fairy godmother stays neutral, the
stepsisters can certainly block Cinderella
from the ball. What we have here, I
think, is an example of the establish-
ment closing ranks against a young up-
start. It's a manifestation of the class
tensions that we find even here in
America, Walter. As De Tocqueville has
noted

BRINKHUNT: Excuse me, Derek, but we
have a report now from Benton Fenton
at hearthside.

FENTON: Walter, Cinderella has just
gone out to gather a fat pumpkin, six
mice, a rat and six lizards. She gave no
explanation for her actions, but she's
certainly working at it feverishly. She
reccived a phone call earlier, but we
don’t know if the call has anything to
do with it. This may all mean nothing,
of course; she may just be rustling up
some dinner, but we're keeping a close
watch.

BRINKHUNT: On this dinner point,
Benton, has Cinderella ever eaten these
kinds of things before?

FENTON: No, Walter. She usually eats
porridge three times a day; so if this is
for dinner, it marks a change in her
diet.

EVERSIDE: Following up this dinner
theory, Ben, is there any chance she’s
pregnant, which would explain the crav-
ing for unusual dishes?

FENTON: Well, Derek, of course preg-
nancy is always a possibility; but in
Cinderella’s case, it's unlikely. She’s been
kept working around the fireplace for the
past couple of years, so she really hasn't
had the opportunity. Of course, it’s pos-
sible a chimney sweep slid down the shaft,
but I think the chances are slim.

EVERSIDE: 1 would think, Benton, that
if she’s pregnant by a chimney sweep,
this would seriously reduce her chances
of ever marrying the prince.

FENTON: Pregnant or not, Derek, if
she has been humping on the hearth,
she’s probably through as far as any
hope of marrying the prince is con-
cerned.

BRINKHUNT: Gentlemen, I hate to in-

terrupt this speculation, but we have a
report now from Chilton Fanning at
fairy godmother headquarters. Chilton?

FANNING (struggling through the
crowd): Yes, Walter, the fairy godmother
is now leaving her headquarters. We're
trying to make our way through the
crowd. . . . Excuse me. . . . Ah, Fairy
Godmother, this is National Network
News; are you going to be taking a hand
in things tonight?

FAIRY GODMOTHER:
smoke, buster.

FANNING: Do you plan to back Cin-
derella?

FAIRY GODMOTHER: You'll find out, kid
do. Say, you're kinda cute; why don't
you stop by my place later?

FANNING: That's about it from here,
Wialter. (Sings) “That old black magic's
got me in its spell. . .

BRINKHUNT: Well, Derek, the action’s
starting to pick up. We've got a report
now from Melvin Sludge at the palace.

sLUDGE: The guests are starting to
arrive at the ball. The prince won't put
in an appearance for some time, but the
guests are piling up early. 1 guess no
one wants to miss a thing. Back to you,
Walter.

BRINKHUNT: We're heading pell-mell
toward the moment of truth, Derek.
The fairy godmother’s on the move. The
guests are arriving at the palace. The
prince is determined to get himsell a
girl. So it looks like we're in for some
exciting moments ahead.

EVERSIDE: This is the drama of America,
Walter. The surge of the lower classes
against the invisible rigidities of the social
structure, As Martin Buber has noted——

BRINKHUNT: Excuse me, Derek, we've
got to get back down now to Benton
Fenton with Cinderella.

FENTON: The fairy godmother has
slipped in the servants’ entrance here
and immediately went into conference
with Cinderella. It seems certain now
that the fairy godmother has thrown in
with Cinderella. We don’t know whether
they can do anything at this late date,
but they're going to try.

EVERSIDE: Any sign of the fat pump-
kin, six mice, rat and six lizards, Ben?

FENTON: Cinderella and the godmother
took them into the room with them,
Derek. I don’t know if they're going to
eat them or what, but theyre all in
there together.

BRINKHUNT: We go now to Melvin
Sludge at the palace.

SLUDGE (in front of whirling, dancing
Jigures): The prince has just appeared a
good hour and a half ahead of schedule.
He's now spinning into a dance with
one of Cinderella’s stepsisters, and
things are well under way here at the
palace, Walter, in probably the earliest
ball in history.

BRINKHUNT: Thank you, Melvin. Well,

(continued on page 204)
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to get that, the statutory seven before a missing person
is declared legally dead. The ones who get caught,
Irwin had observed, are the ones who work fast for
a big profit. Irwin had been ftting his plan together
for the past five years. It was almost finished. It had
to be soon, or else Irwin would blow right through the
top of his skull one of these days.

Of course, there wouldn’'t be any body found. He
knew that you didn’t have to have a body to prove a
murder, but it did make things a lot tougher for the
law. A strange, cranky old man just ups and walks off
onc fine day. Nothing else to go on. Irwin Clark, as the
imagined D. A., shook his head, baffled.

. The thing that really burned Irwin’s ass was having
to live with the old man and having to watch the same
little scene before dinner every night. Irwin had mar-
ried Adecle in the first place because even though she
was homely, she had a nice, loosc-jointed kind of sexy
look to her. It had something to do with her long legs,
slim waist and the way she walked. It gave a man the
itch.

But maybe the wrong man. In the course of the
first couple of years of marriage, Irwin had begun to
wonder. After work, the old man would sit down in
the big overstuffed chair and Adele would say, “Poor
Daddy, all worn out! Him needs a drink!" Then, play-
ing the litle girl, she would fix a highball of old
Barker's favorite rye whiskey and water and take it to
him in the living room. Small daughter taking Daddy
a cool refreshment, being careful not to spill a drop
—but the sway of her hips was definitely big-girl.

Then she sat down on Daddy's lap and Irwin—after
he’d got over taking it as a joke—didn’t much like the
way she nuzzled her breasts up against her father's
chest, nor the way she kissed him and bit his ear, nor
the way he put his hand on the inside of her thigh.
Nor the way they laughed when they did this. All in
all, it was a lousy little act and Irwin had to suffer
through it every evening.

Maybe it was living so close that was to blame. They
bad moved into the Barkers' 60-year-old bungalow
down by the C & L warehouse right after the wedding.
It was a well-worn house with a sagging screened porch
over which a lot of rusty ivy crawled. Adele and Irwin
had the third-best bedroom, upstairs front, which was
darkened by the shade of two large deodars in the yard.

As for Mrs. Barker, the old lady never said a word
that wasn't necessary. Lifelong bullying by the old man
had made her into a kitchen and vegetable-garden slave
without a thought of her own. The garden stuff and the
game—Barker was an ardent hunter on weekends—
went into a huge old freezer in the basement. It was
full of plastic-wrapped vegetables and packages of veni-
son, rabbit flesh and fish—all of which Irwin found a
little nauseating. The only good thing about all this
was that Barker was off in the woods a fair amount of
the time, murdering the fish and the animals.

The old man had started as a clerk in the hardware
store as a boy, 40 years ago. Eventually, he had saved
enough money—by dipping into the cash register now

and then, Irwin suspected—to buy the business. If you

didn’t count the little games of feelie with Adele and

the hunting and fishing, Barker's only relaxation was

Sawurday-night poker with a bunch of his old pals.
Irwin did most of the work in the hardware store.

He was the salesclerk, deliveryman, janitor and account-
ant—and always the one to take the blame when a
customer complained. Old Barker paid him $40 a week
and a promise. The promise was that someday the
store—flies, dust, unsalable merchandise, accounts over-
due—would belong to Adele and Irwin, Even so,
Irwin wanted it.

They had a queen-size bed, bought at auction, and
that was the scene of another long humiliation for Ir-
win. Adele nagged him a lot in her raspy voice during
the day. but at bedtime she took to being coy. She
always lay on her back, hair curlers glinting, nightgown
pulled up nearly to her neck. As soon as Irwin got into
bed, she would grab him and roll him into the saddle,
whether he had the itch or not. And then she went
powerfully to work. And even if Irwin had the itch,
as he sometimes did after he'd sneaked a postsupper
slug from the old man’s bottle of rye out in the kitchen,
eventually he began to think of the picture of Daddy
with his hand up Adele’s skirt—and this made him go
limp. It was a strange thing, but in all their years of
marriage, Irwin had never been blessed with an orgasm.
But Adele had, even without his help. Loud, gasp-
ing ones, almost every night. Then she would pat him
as if he were a dog.

But, as he'd found out, not even that made Adele
happy. In the darkness, she would whisper the things
she wanted him to do to her—and the things she'd
like to do to him. Such matters as Irwin had never
even heard of—he was flabbergasted. Where had she
learned all this? Later, their nighttime differences had
turned into sullen silence on his part and hate on
hers. He would lie motionless on his side of the bed
as she jabbed his ribs with a sharp finger and thought
of everything she could possibly call him: fag, square,
ladyfinger, jack-off, and a lot of others Irwin didn't care
to remember, they were so bad.

There was a [reeway being carved through the
shabby neighborhood around the hardware store. It
would pass within a block of Barker's business. Irwin
had a notion that it might be a godsend. If they put
up a sign near the new road, drivers might turn off to
buy a hammer or a gallon of paint; fishermen might
stop to buy some tackle. But Irwin had begun to catch
some hints, from a few things that Barker let slip, that
the old man was thinking of selling out and retiring.
In that case, Irwin would be cheated out of the only
legacy he had ever been able to dream of. It was a
crime. As Irwin considered the situation, his five-year-
long dream of action began to harden into a real
possibility.

One morning, from the office window, he watched
the behemoth concrete spreader down at the end of
the slope as it inched in the direction of the grave he
had picked out. R.1.P.,, Max Barker, under a 1000-
mile slab that would stretch all the way to the Mexican
border. An endless stream of cars running over the old
son of a bitch night and day. The idea made Irwin feel
good. Who would ever dig up 1000 miles of concrete
looking for old Barker?

Irwin had a wooden box hidden away in the store-
room. It contained a plastic dropcloth in which a body
could be wrapped neatly. There were also a baseball
bat, a ball of heavy cord and (continued on page136)



“Il’s just that after waiting for you to turn off the burglar
alarms, open all the locks on the door, chain up your attack dog,
check with your security patrol, reset the alarms
and relock all the locks, I got out of the mood.” 129
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N A FEW HOURs, Americans all over Europe—even
l the most resolutely expatriated of them—would be
getting together over makeshift banquets to experience,
many for the first time, the meaning of that first Thanks-
giving: strangers celebrating their survival in a strange
land. But we knew no one in Florence, and so we had

arranged to have our little feast that evening in a quiet
restaurant a block from Dante’s house.

“Yes, this is still the best view,” said my wife, puffing
a little from the climb. “Now you can get an idea of

what it was like when I was here before.”

We were standing at the parapet up on the Piazzale
Michelangelo, a little surprised by the distance we had
come, for we could just make out what we took to be the
roof of our pension beyond the far-off Duomo. Down
there, across the milky-green Arno at low water, Florence
lay spread out in a shallow bowl of hills—its pale-yellow
piazzas, and walls of earthy pink, and tiled roofs in
terraces of faded ocher as graphic as a high-definition
photograph in the startling clarity of the Tuscan

ILLUSTRATION BY JAMES JOSEPH




in that ancient city, now auto-polluted

and souvenir-ridden, could even
the genius of michelangelo revive
the flagging spirit of an american visitor? article By JOHN CLELLON HOLMES
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morning. “From up here, in this light,
you'd never guess that it's become a
madhouse,” 1 had to admit.

The light was the pure, emphatic
light you saw through the windows of
qualtrocento paintings, and of course
the landscape was the same. The cloud-
less blue sky was as keen and scoured as
tempered steel, the cedars were that
black-green that seems the very essence
of greenness, and the rooftops looked as
if they had been kilned out of the red
earth itself. It brought back a forgotten
memory of California foothills in the
smogless days of the early Thirties when
the air was still as clear and cool and
rational as a glass of mountain water.

“Yes, this is how 1 remember it,”
Shirley said with a trace of the return-
ee’s pensive recognition of how much
had been taken for granted before. “In
1950, it was poor and cold, and there
was still bomb damage then, but I had
my best times of all here.”

From that wide, sunny height, Flor-
ence looked as splendid as one’s bookish
hopes for it: the queen city of the Renais-
sance—as marvelously anachronistic in a
world of urban blight as an exiled em-
press punctiliously holding court in a
slum. Out of the maze of narrow, zigzag
streets, the Duomo, the Palazzo Vecchio
and Santa Croce rose above the rooftops
like a lopsided triangle of plinths in a
moiling sea; and from up there the
busts in the Uffizi courtyard—commemo-
rating the artists, philosophers and
statesmen who had ransformed this
provincial town in Tuscany into a world
city—took on flesh and walked its streets
once more in the imagination. You
could visualize them down there off the
busy piazzas, pausing for coffee on that
crisp morning amid the smells of ink
and marble dust and wet plaster: and
for a moment the genius of old cities,
cities that had grown up naturally out
of a communion of energies and ideals
until they achieved their own unique
character the same way a man achieves
his, came home with an empathetic
flash. The communitarian vision that
had once represented man's deepest urge
toward civilization, but which in our age
had degenerated into a nightmare of
cement jungles, stirred up the powerful
nostalgia one sometimes feels for an
experience one has never had firsthand.
Community! A community of men!

But the feeling evaporated with the
idiot beeping of a tourist bus pulling
onto the Piazzale. For we had just
walked through the streets down there.
Or rather we had negotiated them as
you negotiate the mad swirl of a Dodg-
‘em rtink, and knew too well that
Florence had become a community of
machines rather than of men, a museum
surrounded by a traffic jam. At last

132 Dante had something to scow! about

from his pedestal in the Piazza Santa
Croce, for he had become the sole attend-
ant of a parking lot full of Fiats. The
18-foot reproduction of Michelangelo's
David in the Piazza uella Signoria rose
above the motor scooters and delivery
vans, as vulnerable in his genitals as a
sleeper dreaming that he is naked on
Fifth Avenue. The traffic that roared in
a ceaseless drag race around the Duomo
made it one of the most treacherous
places in the world for the culture-prone
pedestrian, and contemporary Florence
would have totaled Ruskin in the first
five minutes of one of his famous morn-
ing walks.

It had taken us two days to register
the reason for our peevishness. If the
nerves were as taut as guitar strings, it
must have been the result of anticipa-
tion, excitement or our ten quiet days
in Venice. If the attention wouldn't con-
centrate on a building or a picture, it
must have been because by then we'd
seen too many buildings and too many
pictures. But not at all. Our state of
more or less permanent jangle resulted
from the sheer impossibility of walking
ten steps with our eyes lifted. There
wasn't room in the streets for the Lam-
brettas, much less the Maseratis. The
sidewalks were 24 inches wide. The for-
bidding, windowless walls of palazzi
lowered over you like escarpments. You
had to walk blocks to find a crossover,
and once you ventured out into it the
motor bikes pursued you like berserk
lemmings; and if you got across with
your legs unbroken you were little bet-
ter off than a mountain climber on a
ledge full of Sherpa. Even if you were
an old New Yorker, you discovered
nerves you hadn’t known about; and
after a while your gorge rose in the
half-crazed, splenetic fury that some-
times overcomes the urban man at that
one indignity too many. You snapped at
your wife, and cursed the drivers with a
pumping forearm, and ran like a hysteri-
cal turkey the week before Thanksgiving,
and your initial discomfort rapidly deep-
ened toward outright paranoia.

A year before, the passive Arno had
risen all in a few hours to food the city.
Along the riverside, the high-water mark
was seven feet above the streets, a height
attested to (in this city that memorializes
everything) by dassy bronze plaques. In
the Duomo (all white and pink and green
marble—the largest chunk of gorgonzola
in the world), the central floor had be-
come a fenced-in excavation, in which
you dismally expected to see that tangle
of loamy ganglia for which Con Ed is
always tirelessly probing in New York.
The damaged lower parts of the huge
paintings in Santa Croce were covered
with those ugly plastic shrouds that ob-
scure everything around building sites,
and every cellar tratloria on the side
streets exhibited a Polaroid shot of loaves

of bread or heads of lettuce floating just
under its rafters. Sull, the more perma-
nent inundation was bound to be the
automobile. The city cried out for a tral-
fic planner, but you couldn’t escape the
suspicion that he would qualify for a
strait jacket within ten days. The 20th
Century machine had ravaged the 15th
Century city as remorselessly as a horde
of army ants, turning what had been a
citizenry into a fragmented crowd, and
Florence had become less a place of
human habitation than a kind of claus-
trophobic, automated Antonioniland in
which the people, souls somehow muf.
fled behind their eyes, seemed as ephem-
eral as their counterparts in London or
New York.

Nevertheless, looking out over the city
in the blue-and-gold November light,
unmenaced for the moment by animated
metal, 1 realized that it was a sense of
flesh that was qualifying my disappoint-
ment in Florence. The massive, violent
nudity of sculpture was everywhere. The
Loggia across from the Palazzo Vecchio
was a bacchantic tableau of thrusting
breasts, and straining thighs, and phal-
luses blatant with power. In the Bar-
gello, the huge nude figures around the
inner court were stone so transmogrified
into flesh that your own flesh roused
toward them involuntarily. The harsh
and virile genius of this city during the
Renaissance secemed to have driven its
artists so beyond the austerities of their
culture (much less the pieties of Pope
or Medici) that they had ended up, like
so many closet pagans, monumentalizing
the ecstatic mystery of the body’s life
in the very squares of commerce.

A day before, I had stared at the
statue of David (the civic emblem, mini-
atures of it available in every gelateria,
a reproduction standing behind us now)
and found myself surred by a kind of
sensual awe, for the beauty of this muscu-
lar youth was rendered with an erotic in-
tensity usually reserved for female beauty,
and his noble, shameless nakedness—
the expressive weight of the hands, the
subtle downward curve of the belly, the
very cock itself—made me glimpse for a
moment the natural perfection of a man's
body in all its arrogant power, and under-
stand, as well, something of the secret
languor of a woman's response to it, even
as 1 choked on the exhaust fumes.

But despite its past, Florence was no
longer a sexy city—the way modern
London is, or Rome. You didn't sniff
that faintly acrid trace of salt in the air
that suggests seraglio excesses behind the
closed shutters of Venetian afternoons.
There was little sense of a voluptuous life
going on nearby, and the contemporary
Florentines seemed to be a mannered,
snobbish, mercantile and urbane lot—
without a hint of hedonism in their
high, cerebral foreheads and coldly

(continued on page 214)
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attire By ROBERT L. GREEN

a cheery look at the
latest garb for cold-
weather sports fans

The fellow obove brings a welcome
warming trend to the slopes in

an acrylic double-breasted fur-type
coat that features a wide notched
collar, welt side pockets and a
wide leather belt, by Stratojac,
$90, worn over wool knickers,

by H. Borenstein, $30, that

ore tucked into a pair of glove-
leather lace-up boots with notched
double soles, by Verde, $44.

FARS AGO, alfresco fall and winter gamesmen would

cheer on the home team while bundled up to
the eyebrows in bulky outercoats that resembled
sleeping bags. But today, lightweight fabrics and trim-
mer tailoring have helped make the great outdoors a
great place to be—even when the temperature takes
a nose dive. From the opening kickoff to the last
downhill run, onlookers at this year's open-air events
will find that for chill weather, leather is still king.
Body-hugging rib-knit turtlenecks also provide excel-
lent insulation and there are numerous foot-warming
boot and shoe styles, including mid-calf lace-ups and

crepe-soled suedes. Finally, for those aprés-game hours
by the fireside, there’s a plenitude of colorful and

comfortable acrylic-knit lounging suits available that
add to the pleasure of coming in from the cold.
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The tail-gating couple above are stylishly
set 1o tackle the weather. He sports

a pig-suede trench coat, by Bert Paley,
$250, checked shirt, by Sero of New
Haven, $14, patterned silk tie, by Principe,
$10, imitation-suede jeans, by Country
Britches, $25, and leather-trimmed suede
shaes, by Dexter, $20. His date wears

an Ernst Engel coat topped aoff by her
escort's mini safari hat, by Dobbs, $16.

23 &




Above: At half time, this popcorn fan fares well in

a cowhide shirt suit that features a long-pointed

collar, button cuffs and flared-leg trousers

with bellowed patch pockets, by Robert Lewis, $150,
worn with a rib-knit turtleneck, by Campus,

$7, and o wool-felt hat with sueded—alfskin band,

by Raffles, $21. The stylish indoor sportsman ot left
scores points in an Orlon-acrylic-knit lounging

suit with solid top and diamond-patterned slacks,

by Pen West, $42, plus a canvas beli, fram Gatsby's, $6.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY PETE TURNER
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musm'm mn (continued from page 128)

a pair of rubber gloves. On the lading
platform at the back of the store was a
heavy crate that had once comtained a
small refrigerator, A good-sized shovel
rested against the wall nearby. Method
and simplicity, he’d once read, are the
heart of a good crime.

About four in the alternoon, Irwin
called Adele. As the phone rang, the
thought that had been hall formed in
his mind all day now came cear. To-
night was the night. “Del, listen,” he
said, “we've got to work on the inventory
tonight, so don’t wait dinner for us.”

“Well, 1 know that,” she said impa-
tiently. “I'm going to bring you some
sandwiches.” Irwin would have liked to
have kept her away, but he had the
sudden picture of a large. somber detec-
uve asking him why—"Why, Mr. Clark,
did you discourage your wife from com-
ing to the store?”—so he agreed quietly
and hung up.

Just a litle before five o'dock, he
took the pickup truck and made a deliv-
ery—planned and timed to take him
back after the work crew had left the
highway-project site. It was a cold and
smoggy twilight with visibility no more
than 100 yards. The big slash of the
freeway had done away with the streets
of little frame houses in the vicinity and
Irwin, as he took out the shovel and
began to dig, was alone in the desolation
of raw ground and mist. He dug rapidly
and efficiently, not too narrow and not
too deep, just beyond the big snout of
the construction machine. Finished at
last, he laid the shovel nearby, wiped his
hands and drove back to the store.

“Took you forever,” said Barker as
Irwin came in. He was sitting at the
desk wearing a green eyeshade and
smoking one of his stinking cigars. But
the complaint was routine and Irwin
didn’t bother to answer; he went up to
the from of the store and locked the
door and dosed the Venetian blinds.

*This is the day you wind the clock,”
Irwin said when he came back.

“Later,” Barker said. Irwin knew that
the old man would stubbornly refuse to
do anything Irwin suggested at the time
he mentioned it. He hated to seem to be
taking orders from his son-in-law clerk.
The clock struck six. Around seven,
Adele would come with the sandwiches.

Old Barker was counting the hammers
on the display shelves and checking the
invoices. “Goddamn unsold stock. God-
damn taxes,” he said.

“We ought to have a sale and clean
house of some of this crud,” Irwin said.
“Make inventory a lot simpler.” The old
man grunted.

Irwin took the clock key from a drawer

and set up a frail aluminum stepladder.
It was the $5.98 special—the kind an-
gry customers were always returning.
He knew that Barker was watching him
out of the corner of his eye, because the
clock was a kind of fetish with Barker.
It was an old Seth Thomas he'd won in
a poker game years ago and he some-
times remarked, “That's my good-luck
charm.” Alongside the cdock was pasted
a notice that read, HANDS OFF THIS CLOCK.
TO BE WOUND ONLY BY ME. MAX BARKER.
Since just the two of them worked in
the store, Irwin considered the notice
an insult aimed at him.

Irwin put the ladder in place and
stood looking up at the clock, as if he
were giving some thought to the wind-
ing problem. Just as he'd expected, this
brought the old man to his feet. “You
know better'n that, boy,” Barker said,
removing his eyeshade and taking the
key from Irwin’s hand. Irwin was mak-
ing that trait of stubbornness work in
his favor and this first successful move
made him suddenly feel calm. Now he
was in charge of things.

He held the ladder as Barker climbed,
opened the glass front and inserted the
key. Irwin had timed the winding proc-
ess at three minutes and 20 seconds as
first the dock and then the chimes'
mechanisms were wound. The old man
always put a lot of concentration into
the job.

That gave Irwin the opportunity to
get the dropcloth and the baseball bat
and to put on the rubber gloves. He
spread the dropcloth on the floor and
held the bat behind him with his right
hand, waiting for Barker's customary
grunt of satisfaction when the winding
was completed.

Then Barker started down the ladder.
Irwin swung at his head—not a home-
run swing, just a good, sharp single to
center field was all he needed. There
was a heavy thunk; Barker slumped for-
ward, as if trying to embrace the ladder;
then the ladder tipped over and Barker
was on the floor.

Irwin stared for a moment. The old
man lay with his cigar still clamped in
his mouth, his eyes closed and his face a
knot of concentration, as if he were
thinking of something bad enough to
call Irwin. But blood was oozing out of
his ears and Irwin felt sure he was dead.

It took Irwin a couple of moments to
see that something unexpecied had just
happened—something that hadn’t been
in his plan. In falling, old Barker must
have reached out to grab something and
what he had grabbed was his precious
old Seth Thomas clock. It still lay,
clasped in his arms, with the glass bro-
ken and the case split up the side.

Irwin's first thought was to take n
from the corpse; then it occurred to him
that a broken clock would lead to a lot
of questions he didn't want to oy an-
swering. Maybe the best thing would be
just to let the old man take it with him.

He put the bat alongside Barker and
made a fairly neat package of the body
by means of the dropcloth and the
heavy cord. It took a few minutes to
drag the body out to the lading plat
form, slide it into the refrigerator crate,
nail the crate and put the load into the
pickup. Then he went back to the store,
folded up the stepladder and put it
away and saw that everything seemed
neat again. The only odditv was the
lighter spot on the wall, where the clock
had ticked away all these years. He
turned out the lights in the store but
left the office lights burning. Then he
drove down to the highway project.

With his headlights off, he had a liule
trouble finding the exact spot hed
picked our, but the warning flashers up
the road helped a bit and he soon found
the dark, monstrous shape of the con-
struction machine. After that, it was
heavy work but no great trouble to drag
the crate out of the truck and to shde it
into the hole.

His measurements had been perfect;
the grave took the coffin with only an
inch or two to spare on the sides. Irwin
got some heavy two-by-four pieces from
the pickup bed. He got a small spade—
something like an Army entrenching
tool—from where he'd stowed it under
the driver's seat. He took them with
him into the grave, where he carefully
lodged the ends of the two-by-fours into
the earthen walls on either side, making
a kind of frame that would bear a great
deal of weight.

Once that was painstakingly done,
he refilled the hole quickly and easi-
ly. The part that took the most time was
the tidying-up process—tamping down
the crushed rock so that it would look
undisturbed and, by means of a well
shielded pencil flashlight, making sure
that footprints were all rubbed out. The
only other thing was the tire tracks, but
that worried him very little, because
trucks, cars and graders had been along
the roadside for days, making the ground
a mass of ruts.

When he was finally back in the store,
he was astonished to note that the whole
planting of old Barker had taken just 31
minutes. In all his years of night dream-
ing and daydreaming, the event had
seemed to take endless time. It had
always been a terrifying, slow-motion
labor. Now, in fact, it had turned out to
be as simple as the quick packaging of a
bulky order and a speedy delivery.

(continued on page 196)
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“OK, Ruth, I've had it! And so, apparently,
has everybody else!”
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IF DANIELLE DE VABRE ever becomes an
author, as she hopes to eventually, it’s
a good bet that she'll write about a young
French-Canadian girl who spends a per-
fect winter as a ski instructor in the
Colorado Rockies. Not only is the sport
a favorite subject of hers but the plot
happens to be autobiographical. “The
idea of skiing in the Rockies grew in
my mind while I was in high school,”
explains the slope-minded native of
Montreal. “I'd skied the Laurentians in
Canada for years and often heard people
discuss the high elevation and deep
powder of the Colorado ranges.” So, a
year and a half ago, after her graduation

from high school, Danielle’s parents
agreed that, before beginning her English-
literature studies at a Montreal college,
she should have her dream adventure in
the Western U.S. "My parents knew
that if I started school right away, I
would resent being there and, conse-
quently, my concentration would suffer.”
There was one condition in their agree-
ment, however: Danielle was to finance
the trip herself. “I was counting on find-
ing a job as a ski instructor and figured
I'd need just enough cash to get me
there, plus a little nest egg in case 1 had
a hard time getting work.” The problem
of how to earn some money was solved

mass november

left the land of

the mounties for the
colorado mountains
and a dream winter
as a sk instructor

after an interview at the local Playboy
Club: For the next few months, Danielle
worked as a Bunny while waiting to hear
from the Colorado resorts to which she'd
applied. Finally, she received a posi-
tive reply from the Steamboat Springs
ski school’s Skeeter Werner, sister of the
late Olympic skier Bud Werner. “I was
elated. I'd already saved enough to pay
for my transportation, so I started pack-
ing immediately.” Danielle confesses to
fearing that Colorado would fail to match
her high expectations, but that appre-
hension was forgotten as soon as she
saw Steamboat Springs and met Skeeter
and the staff. “Steamboat’s scenery alone

Montreal native Danielle de Vabre fulfilled a deep ambition when she traveled
to the popular Colarado ski slopes and spent four manths as an instructor at the
Steamboot Springs resort. Left: Danielle prepares for a day of autdoor classes as
she pulls on the requisite long underwear; above, munching on a handful of snow,
she heads for the mountain and a group of eager-to-learn students who await her.
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Above: It's obvious from her ebullient expression that Danielle enjoys her work. Here she leads a class of beginners up the slope. While she
found that being a ski instructor came naturally to her, she rejects the idea of applying her teaching techniques in a classroom. “When you
teach skiing, you demonstrate physically, which | find easy to do; but in order to be a schoolteacher, yau have to explain orally. | become
impatient when I'm forced to do that.”” Below: After a busy morning of classes, Danielle checks out the gear in the Storm Hut ski shop.

would make the spot charming. Bul
the combination of gorgeous surround-
ings plus the friendliness of all the
people told me instantly that I was go-
ing to have a fantastic stay.” Danielle
showed her zeal by spending most
of her free time on the slopes by her-
self. “I couldn’t get enough skiing
and I really hated it when the time
came to leave, but I'd promised my
folks I would stay just four months.”
Back in Montreal, Danielle soon dis-
covered that her sojourn in Steamboat
Springs hadn't quenched her wander-
lust. “Some friends I met in Steamboat
are spending this season in Norway
and they're urging me to come. If 1
go—and I'd sure love to—I’ll send
home long letters filled with personal
mnpressions and descriptions of the
people I meet and the places I visit.
And TI'll make sure my parents save
them. I did that last year and found
that it's a great way to gather material
for the scene of a possible story.”
We're sure readers will agree that any
scene including delightful Danielle is
certainly worth writing home about.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DWIGHT HOOKER




Above left: Because Danielle was a new instructer, her colleagues decided to initiate her with a ceremonial toss in the snow. Above right:
As reward for taking the plunge good-naturedly—and to help thaw her out—Danielle is offered a drink of wine. Below left: She shares the
chair lift with fellow enthusiast Sharon Hooker. Belaw right: She works ta improve her form. “Skiing presents such a challenge, because every
run is different. I've never yet finished one that | was satisfied with. There always seems ta be some aspect that needs improvement.”
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Above: On Danielle’s last night in Steamboat Springs, she’s the guest of honeor ot o going-oway porty at the rustic Inn at Thun-
 derhead neor Mt. Werner. On her left is Skeeter Werner, one of the town’s fomous skiing clon for whem the meuntein is named.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

The hip young couple were making passionate
love on their brand-new water bed when the
mattress suddenly sprang a leak, flooding the
apartment. Lying on her back, thoroughly
soaked, the girl sighed, “Harold, when are you
going to do something about your lousy aim?"

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines overpopula-
tion as heir pollution.

A nhandsome bachelor of our acquaintance
claims that there is nothing more expensive
than a girl who is free for dinner.

Upon learning that the attractive prostitute
he’d engaged for the night was an ex—English
teacher, the inebriated chap quipped, “Teach-
er, may I?”

To which she retorted, “In your case, it

should be ‘Can Iz'

One night, a man heard howls coming from
his basement and went down to discover a fe-
male cat being raped by a mouse. Fascinated, he
gained the mouse's confidence with some cheese
and then took him next door, where there was
a large female German shepherd dog, with
which the mouse repeated his amazing perform-
ance. The fellow, very excited by this time, was
dying to show somcone his discovery. He rushed
home and woke up his wife; but before he
could explain, she saw the mouse, screamed
and covered her head with the blankets. “But,
darling,” said the man, “wait until I tell you
about this.”

“Don’'t come any nearer,” shrieked his spouse.
“Just get that sex maniac out of herel™

We know a fellow on the West Coast who says
he loves California despite its faults.

o_ur Unabashed Dictionary defines masturba-
tion as an organ solo.

The Pope stood before a hushed crowd of
attentive villagers and spoke to them, saying,
“You must not use the pill.”

A lovely signorina stepped forward, shaking
her finger. “Look,"” she chided the pontiff, “you
no play-a da game, you no make-a da rules.”

A sweer young thing was having her annual
checkup at the dentist’s and he was giving her
the usual “Now, this won't hurt a bit” line as
he bent over her to begin. Seconds later, he
drew back in shock and said, “Miss, you have
hold of my testicles!”

“Yes, I know, doctor,” she purred, “and we
aren't going to hurt each other, are we?"”

Noticing that her boss's fly was open, the
embarrassed secretary told him as she left the
office, “'Your garage door is open.”

The bewildered exec didn’t know what she
meant until a co-worker finally told him what
she was referring to. The next day, he called
his secretary into his office and said, “Yesterday,
when my garage door was open, did you see a
long red Cadillac with a hard top?”

“Oh, no,” she replied. "It was a little pink
Volkswagen with two Hat tires up front.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines sexually
sated as score bored.

An African tribal chief, enraged by the birth
of a mulatto baby in his village, angrily sought
out the local Peace Corps representative and
demanded an explanation.

The lad fidgeted nervously but finally
blurted, *“Chief, come here to the window and
take a look at those sheep out there.” Puz-
zled, the wibesman obliged him and observed
the Hock.

“Are all the sheep white, Chiefz”

“No, one black,” the native answered.

“That's right,” said the young man. “Now,
where did that one come from?”

“OK,” whispered the chief, “you no tell on
me, I no tell on you."”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines phithar-
monic festval as Brahms bursting in air.

And, of course, you've heard about the honey-
mooners who checked into a hotel and asked
for a room where they could be obscene and
not heard.

The private detective was trying to get his in-
structions straight about spying on a dient’s
wife. “Look, I don't give a damn if she's play-
ing around,” the husband explained. “T just
want to know where she is when 7 am.”

After finishing his third double Scotch, a
drunk slammed his glass onto the bar and pro-
claimed in a loud voice, “Everybody on the
right side of this bar is a bastard.” The crowd
ignored his outburst. Angered at their passivity,
the belligerent bibber downed another double
and shouted, “Everybody on the left side of this
bar is a goddamn queer.” Again there was
silence, until a young man got up and started
walking across the room. “So,” raged the drunk,
“you want to fight?”

“Certainly not,” trilled the fellow. “I'm on
the wrong side of the room.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Johes Editor, PLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contribulor
whose card is selecied. Jokes cannol be relurned.
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it 1sn't easy to be seventeen and
a high school basketball star when
three hundred hustling college recruiters

are fighting for your body

sporls By LAWRENCE LINDERMAN  Each spring, Pittsburgh'’s
Dapper Dan Roundball Classic, the most prestigious high school
all-star basketball game in the nation, matches the ten best players
from Pennsylvania against a team made up of the numberone
competitors from ten other states. College coaches from every re-
gion of the country jet in for the game, where they either recruit
players still undecided on which college to attend or keep rival
coaches away from prospects committed to their own universities.
Occasionally they have to do both, for the event, founded seven years
ago by Pittsburgh’s charity-minded Dapper Dan Club, annually
showcases at least eight of the top ten high school players in the na-
tion. Coaches call such talented prospects “blue chippers”—players
who, in their estimation, are good enough to be three-year starters for




any college team in America. Aithough nearly 100 high school sentors qualify as blue chippers each year, the number
of lads who can conceivably become superstars is much lower. In 1970, basketball’s insiders felt that only 25 prospects
possessed such skills. One of these was Tom McMillen, a 17-year-old from Mansfield, Pennsylvania, who was the most
recruited high school player in history—and the main reason coaches from more than 275 schools had come to watch
the Dapper Dan: McMillen had not yet announced the college of his choice.

Most professional observers of basketball (including Sports Ilustrated, which devoted a cover story to him) rated
McMillen the best high school player in America. A reed-thin 6’117, Tom had set a Pennsylvania scoring record of
3608 points at Mansfield High, averaging 20 points a game inhis freshman year, 30 as a sophomore, 40 as a junior
and just under 48 as a senior. An A student, he was also known to be shy and courteous, qualities that further
endeared him to college coaches, many of whom are having problems with the radicals on their teams. The ma-
jority of coaches who had come to Pittsburgh for the game had already seen McMillen play, at least on film. Ex-
tremely agile for his size, he possessed a superb offensive repertoire—jump shots accurate past 20 feet and left-handed
hooks, both of which he released with a soft delicate touch. In his senior year, Tom had scored on almost eight of every

ILLUSTRATION BY MABEY TROUSOELL
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ten fieldgoal attempts; boys are con-
sidered excellent shots if they average
50 percent. Although many tall players
achieve high scoring percentages by
standing around the basket and swffing
in teammates’ errant shots, game films
clearly revealed this was not the case
with McMillen. Furthermore, even though
he was far from the world’s greatest
jumper, he was an aggressive rebounder.
The college coaches polled couldn’t re-
call a player of his size with such well-
rounded skills. Many remarked that he
was “a real student of the game.”

McMillen is perhaps even more cere-
bral in his approach to basketball than
Bill Bradley, the New York Knicker-
bockers’ former Rhodes scholar. Two
years ago, Tom read Psycho-Cybernetics.
“I like to read about things like that—I
think the mind is really an important
thing. If you can find visually what you
want to do it's a lot easier to do it
physically. Like if you can visualize how
your foul shot’s supposed to be, can
visualize rebounding, it's easier to do. In
a way, you've got to be mean. When 1
finally go out to play, I ay to be as
ornery as heck out there. You want to
concentrate. That way you're preplaying
the game. I have about 15 index cards on
what I want to do during a game. ‘Re-
bound—be aggressive, be a team player,
watch your fouls.” Little reminders, things
to think about during a game. Everybody
has a tendency to forget or omit; this
way you don’t.”

Based on his collection of index cards,
McMillen has also evolved a set of scor-
ing values for his game performances. “I
score my game based on 15 cards. I set
goals for myself. A perfect game for me is
based on 100 points. I score my game
in a way that I can practically give
myself a letter grade. It's hard to get
100—it takes 36 points, 26 rebounds,
only two fouls, hitting 100 percent from
the foul line, 65 percent from the floor,
blocking five shots, handing out two
assists, having only one turnover. You
have to have a darned good game to get
100 points.”

On the morning of the Dapper Dan
Classic, McMillen would have gladly set-
tled for a B-minus: He awoke feeling ill
and, after attending a short practice
session at Pittsburgh’s 13,500-seat Civic
Arena, returned to his hotel room and
went to bed. He had a fever of just over
100, and not until two hours before game-
time (and after he’d received an injection
of penicillin) did the team doctor give
him permission to play.

“The game was sort of a proving
ground—Pennsylvania against the na-
tion,” McMillen said. “It's like here's
your big tryout—sort of like when Al-
cindor played against Elvin Hayes the

150 first time. In that situation, you want to

go out and play until you practically
drop, rather than play a rotten game
and say, well, I was sick—that’s no con-
solation. I was playing before a big
crowd for the first time—around 16,000.
I'd played before 8000 or 9000 belore.
They were really a good crowd, shouting
things like ‘Pennsylvania, gol’ Some-
times the crowd is behind you and you
just fit into the crowd and that helps
you over the hump. The coaches were
all there, wanting to see a performance
against the best.”

McMillen had correctly sensed the
note of cautious pessimism advanced by
a number of coaches in the stands.
George Raveling, an assistant coach at
the University of Maryland and one of
the most successful recruiters in the busi-
ness, summed it up best by saying,
“Even though one player can't win a
championship by himself, the fact is that
McMillen played in a weak high school
division and couldn’t lead his team to a
state title this year. I've seen him play
once and I'm impressed. Tonight,
though, he goes up against the best, and
then we’ll really know how good he is.”

Tom was going up against the best—
and they were determined to deflate the
growing McMillen legend. Several mem-
bers of the U.S. All-Stars had let it be
known they considered Tom the lucky
recipient of unmerited publicity. Ed
Searcy, an exquisitely graceful and rug-
ged 67" forward from New York's Power
Memorial Academy, was the ringleader
of the anti-McMillen movement. Pow-
er had easily defeated Mansfield High
earlier in the season, and even though
McMillen had scored 40 points against
them, Searcy felt that Len Elmore, his
school’s well-regarded center, was better
than Tom. “It’s not a grudge, but I'm
going to do him in for Lenny’s sake,” he
said. More vocal was Harold Sullinger,
a 677 AllStar from New Jersey, who
told one reporter, “A cat who gets 40
points a game is doing it against dudes
who don’t care. A cat who scores 20 on
me the first half is going to finish the
game with 20, because I'll break his arm.”

Moments after the game began that
night, Tom attempted a jump shot—and
Searcy, making an excellent block, nearly
rammed the basketball down McMillen's
throat. The loose ball rolled to a Penn-
sylvania teammate, who passed it right
back to McMillen, and Tom brought
the crowd to its feet by sinking a 15-foot
hook, a shot rarely attempted from that
distance. As if to prove it wasn’t a fluke,
he made three other long hook shots
during the evening, and also scored on
an assortment of jump shots and deft
inside moves 1o wind up with a game-
high total of 37 points. Pennsylvania
lost the contest, 87-81, but McMillen,
who was voted his team’s most valuable
player, left coaches slightly glassy-eyed.

After the game, Raveling had revised his
estimate. 1 told you I was impressed by
McMillen the one time I saw him play.
Having seen him in action again, I am
now superimpressed. He is probably the
best shooter his size ever to play basket-
ball. Barring an injury, I don’t see any
way he can miss being an all-American.”
The next day, the recruiters returned to
their schools in a state of anxiety, ponder-
ing what McMillen would be able to do
for (or against) their teams in the future.
Although Tom had expressed interest in
only about 20 of the 300 colleges that
were trying to land him, scores of coach-
ing staffs were now fully determined to
persuade him otherwise. For three years,
McMillen and his family had been under
an increasing state of siege and, with the
end in sight, recruiters prepared them-
selves for one final and desperate effort.
In 1896, a journalist named Gilbert
Patten, writing under the pseudonym
Burt L. Standish, began detailing the
adventures of Frank Merriwell for Tip
Top Weekly, a magazine that modestly
billed itself as “An ideal publication for
the American youth.” For the better
part of the next two decades, artists
often depicted Yale’s ace fictional base-
ball hero wearing a big white Y on his
chest and an expression of humble vir-
tue on his face, capturing the mixture of
Christian and boy-scout ethics most ath-
letes then aspired to. What would Frank
think if he could see us now? Former St.
Louis Cardinal linebacker Dave Meggy-
sey charges that injured football players
are shot up with dope in the morning
so they can ignore their injuries in the
afternoon. Former New York Yankee
pitcher Jim Bouton coyly informs us that
baseball players get their jollies from
“beaver shooting,” a series of inspired
ways to peek into windows or up a girl's
skirt. Few, indeed, are the men who now

participate in sport for the joy of it
But McMillen is a bona fide specimen
of what used to be known as a model
youth: class valedictorian, president of
the student council, first trombonist in
the school band, regional winner of the
American Legion Oratorical Contest, an
altar boy and teenaged county cochair-
man of the March of Dimes drive. He is a
Silent Majority dream come true. He was
appointed to the President’s Council on
Physical Fitness, a 15-member body com.
posed of such establishment youth im-
ages as astronaut James Lovell, Miss
America 1969 and the head of the Fel
lowship of Christian Athletes, Bobby
Richardson (a former New York Yan-
kee, who presumably was never a beaver
shooter). McMillen has channeled his
energies mainly in two directions: ath-
letics and academics. I know there are
(continued on page 158)
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intertor designer arthur elrod builds a spectacular aerie high above the greenbacked greenery of palm springs

A PLAYBOY PAD: PLEASURE ON THE ROCKS

ALTHOUGH THE HANDSOME bachelor dwelling, below, of interior designer Arthur Elrod is just a six-minute drive from
his downtown Palm Springs office, its location—a craggy ridge overlooking the city—provides the seclusion and
panoramic setting of an eagle’s nest. In creating his five-room, 5700-square-foot, air-conditioned digs, Elrod and
architect John Lautner showed their aesthetic respect for the rugged site by utilizing natural rock formations, so
that house and mountainside often mingle, with boulder clusters occasionally serving as walls. Elrod also used glass ex-
tensively—an understandable indulgence, considering the surrounding view. Consequently, there’s more than 100 feet
of frameless floor-to-ceiling windows in the circular living room and the master bedroom-study—office wing (with near-
by bath-dressing room)—plus two pie-shaped skylights set into the living room'’s massive concrete ceiling. (The pad’s
other rooms—a kitchen and a guest suite—are just off the living room next to a walled, sculpture-filled garden.)
The result is a masculine home-office where Elrod can entertain, work. or relax within  (text concluded on page 208)




Above: A roadside view of Elrod’s house. Behind the curved concrete wall topped by flagpoles, Elrod has created a lush sculpture-filled gar-
den that's next to the guest quarters. Below: Weekend entertaining usually includes a terrace barbecue. The stane stairs lead down to hillside
gardens. After dork, low-voltoge lights recessed inta the curving eaves con be switched on to illuminate the pool with o gentle glow.




Above, left to right: Two welcome visitors enjoy the tiled sauna Elred hos built into the master bath-dressing area. Soen they’ll odjourn to
the nearby sunken travertine tub. Below: An illuminated Paul Jenkins painting hangs on a paneled partition that separates the living room
from the elliptical-shaped kitchen. Bottom: The master bedroom-—study—office is paneled in courbaril, a rare wood from South America.
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Above left: Another view of the bath—dressing roam suvite. Hluminated clathing compartments provide handy storage, while, nearby, a mini
wet bar stands ready far service. Above right: Elrod’s bedside cantrol panel for regulating the pad’s light and music systems also houses an
extension phane. Below: The living room’s two skylights extend aver a portion of the poal. Moleculeshaped foam chairs are by Pesce.




Above: Elrod positioned the pad's dining center in a section of the living room where the roof line dips low, thus giving the area an inti-
mate atmosphere. The buffet is being served from a custom console that houses a set of stereo speakers. Below: Concrete beams spread
dramatically from the living room’s ceniral hub. The copper-lined ceiling sections between the spokes are tilted to admit additional light.
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people who take offense at that, but my
perspective is that I get a heck of a lot
out of basketball that I can't get from
the classroom and vice versa. To me,
they are equal day-to-day priorities.”
McMillen schedules his days and nights
so tightly as o almost preclude dating.
He wants to be a great basketball player

and, because of a handicapped child--

hood, a great orthopedic surgeon.

When Tom was born, on May 26;
1952, the doctor who delivered him told
his parents their son might never be
able to walk normally, because of a
birth defect: His knees were turned in-
ward. To correct this condition, for three
years Tom went to bed wearing a pair
of shoes connected by an iron bar; the
device restricted his leg movement and
eventually straightened his knees. Al
ready towering above his classmates when
he pot to grammar school, Tom spent
many late afternoons with his father,
Dr. James McMillen, a dentist, skipping
rope, doing calisthenics and running to
strengthen his fragile legs. “Sometimes it
was really sad,” he recalls. “I'd try to do
an exercise, really mess it up and then
I'd look at my father just knowing he
was thinking, ‘I'm going to have a seven-
foot invalid for a son.’

“After my legs got better, I had a
muscle deviation in my eyes. I couldn’t
even line up desks right, because my
eyes just wouldn’t focus.” Two eye opera-
tions cured that problem and Tom
soon found himself learning basketball
from his brother Jay, already a formida-
ble player. In 1963, when Jay was a 67"
senior at Mansfield High, more than 80
colleges invited him to earn a degree as
a fouryear guest of the management.
Jay decided on the University of Mary-
land, where he went on to become the
second leading scorer in school history.
(He has since slipped to third place.)
Jay was drafted by the Los Angeles
Lakers upon graduating, but since he
wasn't really looking for a career in pro
ball, elected instead to play in Italy
for a year on the Padua team, then
returned to Maryland, where he is now
a medical student. “When Tom was
only in the eighth grade,” Jay said a
short time ago, “I thought he'd be a
better player than I was. I can still shoot
better than he can, I think, but his
motivation is much greater and he can
do more. Tom was always aware of little
things like knowing you have to be able
to work with both hands and getting in
peak condition. The scope of his game is
very broad.”

That summer, Tom began attracting
attention in Eastern basketball circles
after attending several of the weeklong
instructional camps operated by college
coaches. When Tom showed up at
North Carolina’s camp, Tarheel coach

(continued from page 150)

Dean Smith, who couldn’t recall ever
seeing a 64”7 l4-yearold, watched him
overwhelm boys his own age and then
put Tom in with the 17-year-olds. The
result was the same. The camp gave
McMillen his first indication that col-
lege coaches would be interested in his
furure. “When my father drove me
down to North Carolina, the coaches
greeted him with the wusual nice-to-
meet-you sort of thing,” he says. “But
when Mom and-Dad came to pick me
up at the end of the week, the coaches
were so cordial it was magnificent. They
took the three of us out to dinner, and I
remember they were so friendly.”

A few weeks later, Tom entered high
school and in his first real taste of or-
ganized ball, began scoring 20 points a
game against opposing centers who were
usually three years older and 50 pounds
heavier. (McMillen then weighed 150
pounds; after seven more inches of
growth and five years of weight training,
he has built himself up to 219.) By the
end of his [reshman season, he had been
contacted by 60 colleges, and his par-
ents, two sisters, Sheila and Liz, and
other brother, Paul, were getting used to
coaches’ dropping by for coffee. “T'd
been through it all with Jay, but the
recruiters hadn't started to come around
until his junior year,” said Tom'’s mother.
“1 guess you'd have to say Tom was the
team's star player when he was a fresh-
man, and I just knew we'd be in for a lot
of trouble from the schools that wanted
him.”

At the conclusion of his sophomore
season, Tom heard from 150 colleges and
after leading Mansfield to a classB state
championship in his junmior year, the
number of schools pursuing him dou-
bled. “I didn’t go to any more basket-
ball camps alter that, because coaches
were really trying to sell me on their
schools, and it's not easy to say no to a
man you like,”” Tom says. “I didn'e
understand that the aim of all coaches is
to become your friend, because then it's
really hard to say no to them.”

Tom didn’t worry that he’d retard his
progress as a player by not attending the
camps. Over the years, he had experi-
mented with a wide assortment of bas-
ketball-practice techniques, the best of

- which he noted on his ever-present in-
dex cards, By the summer of 1969, he had
developed a demanding personal regi-
men that he rigidly followed every day.
“I keep my summer schedule worked
out on cards, covering all the skills I
have to work on, and when I practice, I
take the cards with me” he says. “It's
like I'm my own coach. You always have
a tendency to fool around when you're
practicing, but by the time you're fin-
ished fooling around, it's time to leave.
This way I get right down to work, go

through all my drills and I'm finished.
During the summer, I'll spend six or
seven hours a day out on the basketball
court. I don’t consider weight training
or running part of my pmclicc, so 1
guess 1 really use up a lot of the day
working out.”

When his senior year started, what
quickly turned into a daily avalanche of
unannounced visitors, mail and tele-
phone calls prompted Tom's mother to
sit down with his coach (and chemistry
teacher), Rich Miller, and make up two
form letters. One was a polite turnoff to
colleges in which Tom was totally unin-
terested; the other stated that he had
expressed an interest in the school but
would appreciate it if coaches waited
until after the season to see him. (Bas-
ketball, his clases and the student-
council presidency were putting heavy
demands on his time.) Coaches, of course,
ignored the letters; they'd show up at
the McMillen houschold blithely ex-
plaining they just happened to be pass-
ing through town. Mansfield, an isolated
hamlet of 4100 people in the wilds of
north central Pennsylvania, is not ex-
actly a town many strangers pass
through, especially baskethall recruiters
from states like Kentucky and Georgia.
The McMillens' telephone, meanwhile,
rang nonstop from six p.mM. to midnight.
“I wanted to disconnect it but didn't
because of my patients,” said Tom's fa-
ther. “Even the mail was getting us fed
up. Tom was receiving about 50 letters a
day from coaches, alumni and people
who wanted autographs. Imagine that!
Tom has ten cartons of the stuff put
away in our attic and he probably threw
out twice as much as he kept.”

Occasionally, matters became even sil-
lier. After one game, coaches from Vir-
ginia, North Carolina, Maryland and
West Virginia all turned up at the Mc
Millen house for coffee. “We were
waiting each other out,” reported one
recruiter present at that gathering, “No-
body would budge, so at midnight every-
one got up to go. I still don’t know how
he did it, but John Lotz, an assistant
coach at North Carolina, faked us out and
managed to stay after the rest of us left.”

When the season ended in early
March, Tom had narrowed his choices
down to seven schools: Kentucky, Duke,
Virginia, West Virginia, Pennsylvania
(where his sister Sheila is now a jun-
ior), Maryland (where Jay was checking
out the new basketball coach, Charles
“Lefty” Driesell) and North Carolina
(where Tom’s 23-year-old brother Paul
was working in a Chapel Hill bank).
The Dapper Dan Classic took place a
few weeks later, and after that, the num-
ber of out-of-state cars parked daily in
front of the McMillen home would have
convinced almost any Federal agent that
the Mafia was holding another summit

(continued on page 234)



A REVOLUTION IN THE CHURCH

article By GARRY WILLS and jbf your penance, father, do three to five al danbury...

The United States shouldn’t worry about the Soviets
in Latin America, because they are not revolutionaries
anymore. But they should worry about the Catholic revolu-

tionaries, who are. —TFidel Castro, 1967

It was a flamboyant Mass, that drear ghetto night, in the
brightly lit church. The choir attacked old spirituals with the
zest of a Fred Waring group suddenly given soul. But a hush,
as is customary, settled on the church as bread and wine were
consecrated, to the words of the Last Supper. Father Philip
Linden—young, black, tall (six feet, five), his resisting hair
frizzed up into a natural, his vestment a dashiki—picked up
the Communion bread and intoned, “On the night he was

betrayed, he took bread, broke it and gave it to his [riends,
saying, “This is my body. . . . This is my blood . . . it shall
be shed for many. . . . Do this in memory of me."”

On the night he was betrayed. The sermon had just called
to mind “our brother Martin,” for whom this Mass was of-
fered. It was Dr. King's birthday; the mule trains and Coretta
were back in town. Father Linden and his choir had come over
from Baltimore to celebrate and pray where fires had burned
all that long night after King's death, the night he was be-
trayed. Not betrayed, admittedly, by any one Judas in his
circle. Still, all his last years King had been spied on, slandered,
his every act pried into, rights of privacy denied him—treated

like an outlaw, someone to be trapped. No wonder anger broke js5g
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out in fire across the nation, anger at all King's op-
ponents, minimizers of his work, enemies of his mission,
those who would not hear, who said, “Do not listen,”
called him liar. They resembled the men who ridiculed
Isaiah, those who “say to the seers, “You shall not see,’
and to the visionaries, ‘You shall have no true visions;
give us smooth words.' " Enemies of the word are be-
trayers of its bearcr—so this was done in memory of
him, our brother Martin.

And, the priest added after Communion, in mcmo-
ry of “our sisters and brothers of the Conspiracy.”
Father Linden, you see, was a member of the East
Coast Conspiracy to Save Lives, some of whose mem-
bers had just been indicted in Harrisburg on charges
of planning to bomb and kidnap.

Recent history must seem like a nightmare confir-
mation of every red-neck’s fears. First, a Baptist minis-
ter (of all people) started a revolution, one of those
sale black oversolemn preacher types out of The
Green Paslures, with a bible full of submissiveness—
yet suddenly, that book caught fire in his hand; the
pulpit had become a force again, a source of militant
strength for blacks, menace for whites. Churches, long
the most innocuous parts of our landscape, were now
dangerous—as they had been when Patrick Henry
spoke from a pew in Saint John's of Richmond. No
wonder Southerners felt betrayed by “their” blacks
and “their” religion. This preacher was actually preach-
ing, and his words were not smooth.

Then new fears came to the Bible Belt as Catholic
priests were charged with political conspiracy—memo-
ries of the Al Smith candidacy and “How many troops
does the Pope have?” Tt was the kind of fear that had
been laughed at for a long time, pooh-poohed in the
Kennedy campaign, considered by the knowing a
mere joke in questionable taste. Catholics themselves
had spent cautious years dispelling any notion that a
priest would meddle in American politics. And they
had done their work well. By the early Sixties, there
was nothing less dangerous than a Catholic priest.

But no longer. Some priests now carry danger with
them—as friends of Philip and Daniel Berrigan have
found out. A Pennsylvania grand-jury indictment
treats visits with one of these priests in jail as “overt
acts” of conspiracy. When two other priests, as a
result of that indictment, were arrested in Baltimore,
their cardinal, Lawrence Shehan, went instandy to
visit them. Will that be considered an overt act of
conspiracy? Probably not; though another of the
overt acts—a nun’s move to Washington—was per-
formed in response to her superior's command. It
seems only fair that that superior, responsible for the
overt act, should be indicted, too. And even if Balti-
more’s cardinal escaped the law, he is treated by some
as a guilty man. After his visit to the jail, Catholics
picketed Masses at his cathedral bearing signs that
said, powN wiTH RED PRIEsTs—and if Gatholics say
that, what are the red-necks saying? A man in cleri-
cal dress and Roman collar went into a Baltimore
hardware store to buy a length of lead pipe—a trans-
action that caught the eye of a capulous gentlemnan
just over from the neighboring tavern. He wanted to
know what the unpatriotic priest was going to blow
up next. The answer given was measured: that the

purchaser was neither American nor a Roman Catho-
lic, but an Anglican visitor to this country. His critic,
badly deflated, making one last try, asked then just
what the pipe was for—and the response, this time,
was gratifyingly obscene.

Picketers angry or confused over “Red priests” are
not the only Catholics opposed to recent trends. Some
older-line liberals also feel adrift. They had argued
for years that the American scheme of church-state
separation, dividing religion from politics, was a valid
position. Jesuit John Courtney Murray, once silenced
by Rome for maintaining this view, was vindicated at
the Second Vatican Council. But by then, priests and
nuns were out marching for civil rights, speaking for
or against political candidates, running for office them-
selves, lobbying in Washington (to make laws), break-
ing into draft offices (to dely laws). There are still
some Catholic liberals who think priests and nuns
should go back into rectories and convents, let laymen
represent their Church “in the world.” But that will
not happen now. If the Church is to recruit any
priests at all, they will increasingly be movement
priests, young men sympathetic to radical causes even
when they don't actively promote them. The Berrigans
are heroes to a whole generation of young men
cntering the seminaries, staying there or leaving them
for a role as Catholic activists.

Not the least bewildered Catholics, we may be sure,
are those FBI men who pursue or spy on priests and
nuns, tap their wires, attend new liturgies, send
informers into parish circles. When Sister Sue Cordes,
working' for the Berrigan defense committee, went to
her sister’s wedding a year ago, her mother warned
her not to say too much about the peacework—the
bridegroom was an agent. Father Redmond Mc-
Goldrick, a Jesuit priest who has been arrested four
times at political protests, is on polite but guarded
terms with his FBI brother-in-law. When agents final-
ly ran down a Protestant minister who had yielded his
pulpit to Dan Berrigan, while he was loose and being
hunted, they spent 15 minutes talking about the
priest’s whereabouts and 40 minutes explaining why
they, as Catholics, felt justified in stalking priests. The
“conspiracy” and the FBI draw heavily on the same
Catholic subculture.

For henceforth in one house five will be divided,
three against two and two against three.
—Luke 12:52

Why this odd, Kafkan pursuit of Catholics by
Catholics? It is not mysterious. Catholics had in
recent decades been conditioned to a theological
animus against communism, and that attitude dove-
tailed neadly with old immigrant desires to prove
their loyalty to America. The structure of the Church,
moreover, elicited from Catholics a deep respect for
authority and made them familiar with doctrinal ways
of testing that respect. Catholics drifted naturally,
therefore, toward investigative agencies in the fiercest
Cold War time. This was as natural as the drift of
other young men to the discipline and authority of
the priesthood. The process was a mere updating
of the classic choice offered in an Italian (or other
ethnic) ghetto: While an  (conlinued on page 180)



“Rudyard, either the water bed is leaking
or one of us has a problem.”
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article By ARTHUR KNIGHT and HOLLIS ALPERT

despite the renascent
romanticism of “‘love
story,” the last barriers
fall before a wave of
totally explicit erotica
and uncensored language

ONE YEAR AGO, in PLAYBOY's Novem-
ber 1970 issue, we wrote, “The pendu-
lum has already begun its reverse
swing—and it’s bound to hit some-
body.” The pendulum referred to was
the degree of permissiveness granted
to films shown in the United States,
and the allusion was to those who be-
lieved that movies had gone too far in
their depiction of sexual activities.
In May of 1971, that pendulum made
its first strike. Jack Valenti's Motion
Picture Association of America, the
industry’s own appointed guardian of
movie morality, lost the support of
both the National Council of Church-
es (Protestant) and the National Cath-
olic Office for Motion Pictures. In a
rare joint statement, they affirmed that
“the pressures from motion-picture
companies are too great, and the spec-
ter of Governmental regulation is too
remote, for the industry as a whole
to take seriously its task of self-regula-
tion at present.”” The churches weren't
urging national censorship—far from
it. But they were arguing that, simply
for their own good, the film com-
panies should “develop a workable,
dependable and credible system of
self-regulation as an alternative to
Governmental censorship.”

The cdhurches had good reason
to suspect the functioning of the
M. P. A A. and its rating game. The
year had hardly begun when MGM,
chafing at an R (restricted) for its cost-
ly and prestigious Ryan’s Daughter—
which featured some fairly graphic
groping beneath the covers between
Robert Mitchum and Sarah Miles and
even more explicit encounters be-
tween Miss Miles and Christopher
Jones—appealed the rating and, with-
out losing a frame, had it altered to
a GP (parental discretion advised).
Even so, Metro's chief, James Aubrey,
Jr., a bad winner, declared that he
would pull his firm out of the asso-
ciation within the year (he didn’t).
Similarly, Columbia, which prided it-
self on  (text continued on page 171)

DIABOLICAL: “The Mephisto Waltz,”
reminiscent of “Rosemary’s Baby,”
casts Barbara Parkins and Alan Alda
(left) as pawns of infernal spirits.



EVERYBODY’S DOING IT: Sex onscreen took on ever more fervid permutations in 1971. Top attraction was Jack Nicholson, both
as actor (in “Five Easy Pieces,” lop left) and as divector (of “Drive, He Said,” featuring Karen Black, top right). In “Where's
Poppa?” (center left), momma Ruth Gordon busses son George Segal's derriére; and in “Rabbil Run” (center right), fames
Caan makes an ineflectual attempt to come clean with wife Carrie Snodgress. Good old-fashioned adultery provided the theme
for “Ryan’s Daughter” (bottom left), with Savah Miles and Christopher Jones grappling in the grass; and “The Hunling Party”
(bottom right) offered an orgy in the plush private railroad train belonging to a sadistic Texas caltle baron (Gene Hackman).




AND SO TO BED: With
the nude scene a stock in-
gredient in films of every
lype, the screen’s most fa-
miliar faces are discover-
ing that thetr figures are
their fortune. Clint East-
wood (left) clinches with
Jessica Walter in “Play
Misty for Me,” the story of
a top-rated deejay pursued
by a psychotic female;
Michael Caine (below),
who portrays a small-time
hood in “Get Carter,”
muscles in on Geraldine
Moffatt; and George Pep-
pard (bottom) enjoys, with
Francine York, a res-
pite from bandit chasing
in “Cannon for Cordoba.”

QUICK STUDY: High school teacher
Angie Dickinson imparts the rudiments of
sex education to John Dauvid Carson in
Roger Vadim’s American direclorial de-
but, “Pretty Maids All in a Row” (above).




PICNIC FARE: Singer Lainie Kazan (be-
low), playing a yenta madam in a Polish
border village, disrobes to distract Cossack
garrison chief Yul Brynner during a
jailbreak in “Romance of a Horsethief.”

STAR-STUDDING : Estab-
lished performers such as
Rod Taylor (right) are
buffing it these days—in
this case, with Carol While
in “The Man Who Had
Power over Women.” Tay-
lor plays @ PR man who's
not averse to private rela-
tions with hs best friend’s
wife. In “Lawman” (be-
low), marshal Burt Lan-
caster rekindles old flame
(and ex-hooker) Sheree
North. Pausing for a mo-
ment's dalliance in a
whorehouse, fugitive from
justice Kirk Douglas is
caught literally with his
pants down in “There Was
a Crooked Man” (bottom).




BARE MARKET: Playing roles that smacked of exhibitionism (above,
left to right), Leigh Taylor-Young danced in “The Buttercup Chain,” a

saga of young swingers, Martana Hill, in “El Condor,” undressed at a

window to draw soldiers’ attention from lover Jim Brown while he scaled
a fortress; Goldie Hawn let it all hang up in “There’s a Girl in My Soup”;

»

and Dennis Hopper was soaped by groupies in “The American Dreamer.”

PROSTITUTION FOR FUN AND PROFIT: A flourishing cat house in
Presbyterian Church, a muddy Western hamlet, 1s the economic main-
stay of Warren Beatty and Julie C e in “McCabe & Mrs. Miller.” In
the scene at left, saloonkeeper Rene Auberjonots joins in the fun at a
lively birthday party in the bordello. As a classy callgirl in “Klute,” Jane
Fonda (above) peels for a well-heeled customer whose thing s voyeurism.




FILM STRIFS: Buck Henry, Lynn
Carlin, Paul Benedict and Audra
Lindley play penalty poker in
“Taking Off” (left); JoAnna Cam-
eron (sequence above) is a youth-
ful nympho in “B. 8. I Love You.”




BLACK BEDFELLOWS: Freed from their near-neuter screen image, black
actors now portray fully sexual human beings. In “Shaft,” a detective thriller
in the classic tradition, Richard Roundtree displays his prowess with Gwenn
Mitchell (left) and others. Melvin Van Peebles is the brothel-raised cocksman
(and the producerfdirector) of “Sweet Sweetback’s Baadasssss Song” (above).

BEWITCHED, BOTHERED AND BEDEVILED: Religious worship, whelher of God or of Lucifer, ts the theme of several
recent releases. In “The Mephisto Waltz” (above left), Jacqueline Bisset falls fatally under the spell of a pair of Satanists. As
“Simon, King of the Wiiches” (above right), Andrew Prine performs occult rites on a district attorney’s daughter (Brenda

Scott). Barbara Bouchet is but one of the templations cast in the way of Lando Buzzanca as “The Married Priest,” an Halian

film (below left); and nun Anne Heywood is tortured for the crime of maternity i “The Lady of Monza” (below right).




GAY LIBIDO: Homosexuality blossomed onscreen in 1971. “Fortune
and Men’s Eyes” (above) featured a prison gang-buggery; and Helmut
Berger, who played a pervert in “The Damned,” was an mmverl with
Alain Noury in “Un Beau Monstre” (top right). Sapphic scenes, too,
abounded: Audiences viewed Dominique Sanda and Stefania San
drelli’s bedside mannerisms in “The Conformist” (right) and Marie
Liljedahl's interlude with Olivera Vuco in “Ann and Eve” (below).




MALE CALL: Phalluses,
symbolic and otherwise, fig-
ured prominently in four
films: “Roseland” (right), in
which hordes adore a mon-
umental member; “Pinoc-
chio” (below left), wherein
the puppet’s genitalia sup-
plant his nose as principal
growth stock; “The Stalue”
(below center), in which
David Niven suspects sculp-
tress wife Virna List of
enlisting another man o
model for his private parts;
and “Percy,” a dramatiza-
tion of the world's first
penis transplant. Stripteaser
Antonia Ellis (below right)
visils the hospital to lest
convalescent Hywel Ben-
nett’s postoperative reflexes.

BEAUTIES AND THE BEASTS: Even animals were amorous in 1971.
Carrie Rochelle (below left) puts up with monkey business in “Africa
Erotica”; and pLAYBOY’s 1968 Playmate of the Year, Victoria Vetr, star of
“When Dinosaurs Ruled the Earth” (below right), flees from a leaping lizard.
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never having distributed an X-rated
movie, preserved its integrity by bring-
ing pressure on the M.P.A.A. to
change its X to an R for Jack Nichol-
son’s Drive, He Said, despite exten-
sive frontal male nudity, even more
extensive female nudity and one scene
of clearly implied sodomy.

The fact is that whenever a major
company exerted itself sufficiently, the
ratings could be changed—sometimes
at the cost of a few discreet cuts to
save face for the M.P. A. A, some-
times by simply throwing its weight
around. The Motion Picture Associa-
tion is, after all, the creature of the
industry itself, and therefore highly
susceptible to the wishes of its em-
ployers. Significantly, Stephen Farber,
a young and decidedly disenchanted
former member of the association’s
Code and Rating Administration, not
only admitted this but noted further
that “in spite of the board’s claim that
they were obliged to give a studio the
rating it wanted, they didn't feel this
obligation toward independent pro-
ducers of sex films, who might muti-
late their films and still find themselves
stuck with an X because ‘their inten-
tion was to make a sex film.”"” In
other words, the ratings—particularly
the GP and R categories—have be-
come meaningless. Small wonder that
the churches have lost confidence in
the Motion Picture Association.

But beyond this, the pressure from
the right has continued to escalate.
Charles Keating, Jr., whose Citizens
for Decent Literature has, in the past
year especially, concentrated its fires
of hell and damnation on motion
pictures, issued an appeal to raise
$235,000 to fight those “slick pornog-
raphy lawyers” who have the ef-
frontery to defend the freedom of the
screen. Ominously, but probably cor-
rectly, he noted in his appeal, “Today,
changes in the U.S. Supreme Court
show that the time is right to get
strong cases against pornography into
the courts.” As if in confirmation,
Stanley Fleishman, a Los Angeles
civil-liberties lawyer who has become
one of the fiercest champions of free
expression in all media, privately ex-
pressed his concern that an obscenity
case coming up at this time *“is not
likely to receive as open and favorable
consideration as it might have during
the years of the Warren Court.” At
one point this past summer, the court
calendars in Beverly Hills alone were
almost 50 percent devoted to 'obscenity
cases—and in at least one instance, the
trial of  (text continued on page 186)
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ANIMATED ACTION: Screen cartoonists, defying the medium’s kiddie-matinee
tradition, are turning to sironger stuff. The sequence above f[antasizes Sarah
Kennedy's reactions to an obscene call in “The Telephone Book.” Two full-
length features likely to be X rated are “Fritz the Cai” (below), a raunchy romp
through Harlem and Greenwich Village created by underground-comix artist Rob-
ert Crumb; and a top grosser from Japan, “Cleopaira, Queen of Sex™ (bottom).
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ENCOUNTER GROPES: Beset by competition
from outright porno, sexploitation producers
have escalated the expliciiness of their films. In
Radley Metzger’s “The Lickerish Quartet,” Sil-
vana Venturelli engages in floor play with Frank
Wolff (above) in Wolff’s erotic library. “Love
Me, Love My Wife” stars Pier Angeli, Colette
Descombes and Glenn Saxon trying iroilism (left).
In “The Stewardesses,” crew captain William
Basil boards one of his airborne amours (below
left). “Ginger” reveals private eyelash Cheri Caf-
faro's own method of interrogating blackmailer
Calvin Culver (bottom). “Erika’s Hot Summer”
(below) fealures Erica (“Vixen”) Gavin and
Walt Phillips as two sides of an illfated triangle.

SEX ED 101: Drs. Phyllis and Eber-
hard Kronhausen, producers of “Free-
dom to Love,” have done it again in
another made-in-Denmark movie. This
one, “Why,” studies people of varied
sexual proclivities—such as Lesbian
lwe-show performers (above)—so inti-
mately that no American distributor
has yet bid to import it, despite its
creators’ undeniably serious intent.




STACG CLASSICS: Issued as “docu-
mentaries” were two porn-film com-
pilations, “Hollywood Blue” (iop),
featuring a Marilyn Monroe look-
alike and a gay blade who resembles
a Hollywood he-man, and “A His-
tory of the Blue Movie” (center),
with 1915°s playful “A Free Ride”
at left and stripper Candy Barr's
legendary “Smart Aleck” at right.

PORNOCOPIA: Hard-core films,
booming in major U.S. cities earlier
this year, have been subjected to so
many legal hassles that some blue-
movie makers are now hedging their

bets. Bill Osco and Howard Ziehm
of Graffiti Productions set out to
make ““Flesh Gordon,” a camp comic-
strip parody, as a hard-core feature
(above), but at last report were ton-
ing it down for wider velease. Alex
de Renzy, whose “Powder Burns’
(right) is a porno Western, says he’s
switching to straight films; and
Lowell Pichett of Leo Productions,
makers of “Love, Yolanda” (below),
has filmed his latest feature, “Cozy
Cool,” in hard and soft wversions.




KID STUFF: Youth must be served
—especially since the affluent young-
er generation constitutes the major-
ity of the movie audience. One of
1970°s cult heroes, Dennis Hopper,
has spent this year editing “The Last
Movie” (right), a film within a film
shot in a remote Indian village in the
mountains of Peru. Fhis scene de-
picts a Lesbian exhibition staged in
a bawdyhouse. Runaway romance is
sampled by collegians Barbara Her-
shey and Michael Sarvazin in “The
Pursuit of Happiness” (below left)
and by teenagers Sean Bury and Ant-
cee Alvina in “Friends” (below right).

SEXPOTBOILERS: Big budgels
were lavished on glossy screen adap-
tations of iwo popular novels this
year. Jacqueline Susann’s “The Love
Machine” stars fohn Phillip Law in
the ttle role, servicing—among
others—Alexandra Hay (above left)
and our twin Playmates, the Collin-
sons (above right). Irving Wallace's
“The Seven Minutes,” the tale of a
pornography trial, Doasts director
Russ Meyer's wife, Edy Williams
(near right), and a number of film
veterans, including the late Jay C.
Flippen as a political kingpin who
privately digs stag films (far right).




-l Y

UNHAPPILY EVER AFTER: The trouble with the men in “Carnal Knowledge” says writer Jules Feiffer, is that they
“mix up liking pussy for liking girls.” Possibly the most important film of 1971, “Carnal Knowledge” deals a death blow
to the romantic love story. Protagonists Arthur Garfunkel and Jack Nicholson see women as objects, not people—with
crippling results. Both bed, but Garfunkel weds, Candice Bergen (top left); in the scene at top night, the condom makes
its screen debut. Ann-Margret (above) finally wrings a ring from Nicholson, but that relationship soon shatters, and al the
end he’s impotent except with Rila Moreno, who, in an elaborate ritual, performs fellatio for money, not for love (below).
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“By the way, for your raise, you have to ask Mr. Peacock.”




night shift

THIS HAPPENED WAY BACK YONDER, when the railroad first
come to these mountains and there sprung up along the right
of way lots of little mining-company towns like Cokeboro. So
new you could smell the raw lumber a mile off. Folks so new
that the men still had straw on their boots and the women
went down every day to ooh and aah when the train come in.

Maud—pretty, dark hair and big eyes—come out of Hotch-
pot Holler with Jack. And Sue Charles—she was a looker,
built like a brick shithouse—come down off Tater Hill with
her husband, Coker. And Tama—Dbright-gold hair and cute as
a mockingbird—come all the way from Lithuany with Berk.
He was a little bitty [eller with a caterpillar kind of mustache
crawling on his lip. Somehow, being jumbled all together like
that in a heap in a town made everybody kind of restless.

So, ever’ morning, alter the men went down on the day
shift, the women would gather on Maud's front porch to
drink some soda and clack, Tama, who couldn’t walk no
English but a few words, would comb Sue Charles’s long
yeller hair.,

Maud mostly cnmplaincd about her troubles with Jack,
which come about from him being so tall and sightly and
nimble with the other girls. “Goes out prowling after supper
to look for some wife whose feller is on the nighe shift. I'm so
riled I haven’t let him touch me for going on two months.
And I'm hurting something terrible myself,” she said.

“I can see them men now,” said Sue Charles, “a-laying on
their backs a mile under our feet, picking at the coal and
Taughing ac his stories.”

Well, two, three weeks later, they moved Coker over to the
night shift and what do you think happened? Sue Charles
couldn’t wait to tell Maud about it next morning on the
porch. “Jack was at my door last night,” she said. “Honey-talk-
ing about how much he'd admire to come in and set with me
awhile. Set! That's what he said, but it ain't what he meant.”

“Well, that son of a bitch, he’s done fer now,” yelled
Maud, throwing her soda bottle off the porch. “Listen, Sue
Charles, did he say he’d come back?”

“He said tonight again. But don’t fret, Maud, I won't let
him in.”

“You will let him in. You'll leave the door open and be in
bed when he gets there. Only it won't be you in bed, it’ll be
me. And I'll rip his eyes out! I'll tear the skin off his back
and nail it to the wall of the company store!”

Sue Charles got so tickled Tama had te quit combing
her hair. Sue hopped around, doubled over with laughing,
and pretty soon they was all laughing like fools. And so the
trap was set, Tama even seemed to get the diilt of what they
was talking about.

from an Appalachian folk story

Ribald Classic

So that night, when Maud seemed. to be [ast asleep, Jack
slipped out of bed, dressed and left the house. Soon’s he'd
gone, Maud hit it down the back way to get to Sue Charles's
house afore him.

“Sh! Stop that giggling, Sue Charles, and get over to my
house, out of the way of bloodshed,” said Maud, climbing
into Sue’s bed. “Is Tama posted outside all right, to be the
witness?'”

“Right by the chokecherry tree,” said Sue Charles; then she
went off to Maud’s.

But Jack was in no tear-ass hurry to get down to sport. He
had the whole night before him. So, naturally, he stopped by
Lem Gaither's to have a little sip of white lightning, aged in
the ground two days. He'd nothing to worry about, because
he'd put Berk on sentry at Sue Charles's house—only Berk had
not got there in time to sce Maud come and Sue Charles go.

Well, sir, one sip deserves a swaller and one swaller
deserves a [riend to keep him company, and you know how it
is. After half a jug, Jack staggered out the door in the wrong
direction and ended up in Lem's cowshed, biled as an owl.

Now, after some time while¢ nothing happened, Sue Charles
got mighty sleepy over to Maud’s, and so she just lay down
on Maud’s bed to take a little rest. Soon she began to doze.

And Maud herselt drifted oft a litele. Precty soon, before
first rooster crow, she felt somebody slip into bed aside her.
Next, he was astraddle. “Jack?” she asked, but she was too
sleepy to get mad again. Besides, she was beginning to feel
good. She forgot all about her plan to lock her legs around
his waist and squeeze till he turned blue as a possum’s ass.
After a while, she felt a [uzzy little mustache where there
shouldn’t be one, and all at once she knew. But things had
gone so far by then that all she did was think, “So this is how
they do it in Lithuany.”

In the meantime, Jack roused himself, come home hall
sober, washed and climbed into bed. Maybe he noticed
something different and maybe Sue Charles had a notion
something was wrong, but neither of them let on tll it was
too late.

Finally, when the first light of day come, and Tama scen
nobody but her own hushband, Berk, stealing out of Sue
Charles's back door, she let out the loudest screech ever heard
in these hills. Yelling something terrible in her own talk, she
grabbed a stick and took out after Berk, with his pants half
pulled up and his little mustache bobbing up and down. She
chased him out of town, up the holler and over the moun
tain. All the way back to Lithuany, for all I know.

—Relold by David Madden
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food By THOMAS MARIO a baedeker of bread—basic, exotic, hunger-
quelling, nose-tantalizing, ifinitely variable and endlessly enjoyable

MARIE ANTOINETTE did not say, “Let them eat cake.” Her exact words, according
to Rousseau, were, “Qu’ils mangent de la brioche.”” Modern man obviously does
not live by brioche alone. From the vast panorama of the baker’s art, he can choose
pitas as made in Baghdad, Sicilian round sesame loaves and Swedish limpa, 1o
mention only a few. What's more important is that he uses them not just as filler
for his breadbasket but as a means ol brightening his party tables.

For centuries, bread has been divided into two classes. Only the well-heeled,
sell-appointed Beautiful People originally enjoyed white bread—that is, bread
made from the white interior of the grain—while the hoi pollot had to be content
to eat dark breads made from all of the wheat or from nonwheat flours such as
rye or barley. In l4th Century England, bread bakers belonged to one ol two
guilds, The Company of the White Bakers or The Company ol the Brown Bakers.
By the 18th Century, nations seemed to have drawn lines between each other based
on the color of their bread. Thus, when Gosthe fought with the Prussian armies
in 1792, he noted that on his side of the border, there were light girls and dark
bread, and that when his army later moved over the French frontier, he found
a pleasurable mixture ol dark girls and white bread. But the status of bread has
since evolved to the point where the most elegant dining rooms offer black-as-coal
Russian pumpernickel in the same cozy basket with snow-white dinner rolls.

The Middle East gave the world two magnificent products of fermentation—
bread and beer. The Egyptians, in their haste to expel the Jews, didn't allow
Hebrew bakers enough time to use yeast in their bread and thus may be credited
with having indirectly created matzohs, now the base for canapés and dips in in-
finite numbers. But the Middle Eastern bread that is most cast upon the social
waters these days is the pita—ihe flat bread disk torn apart at shish-kabob parties
and filled with anything from felafel to curried lamb at sandwich parties.

Hopping across the Mediterranean to Italy, one finds huge round loaves with
or without sesame seeds—light white bread at its plumpest best. Italians also bake
a bread they call whole wheat—it can be found both in Italy and in the United
States—but the liule golden specks of whole-wheat flour are in such minute quan-
tities that the bread, though lovely to eat, turns out to be only the most delicate
kind of distant kin to the uninhibitedly dark breads of northern Europe. Ialy also
has its specialty breads, and one of the most interesting—available in this country
as well—is pane con cicciolo, or bread with rendered [at. It looks like a large circle
of Danish pastry and is almost as rich and light, but its main flavor isn't fatry at
all but a herculean spray of coarsely ground black pepper, enough to light up the
weariest appetite at the aperitif hour.

In both Italy and France, you'll find round as well as long loaves, more round
bread in the south of France than in the north. The Italian bakers seem to excel
in big-bosomed, dome-shaped loaves, while French bakers are masters of the long
narrow loal. But when it comes to brioches and croissants, French bakers—or those
trained by Frenchmen—are nonpareil.

As in Goethe's day, you must still leave France for Germany and the Scandi-
navian countries to savor the best of pumpernickel and other dark breads. Pumper-
nickel is to rye as whole wheat is to white—that is, it's made [rom unsifted, or
unbolted, flour. And dark breads vary from the blackest of tart German Schwarz-
brot 1o Danish mellem, made with a mixwre of white and rye flours, the later so
muted that you have to taste the bread a second time to detect the presence of rye.
There are other light ryes, such as Norway's grnsle, a  (continued on page 248)
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REVOLUTION IN THE CHURCH

older brother—Dominic, say, played by
Victor Mature—joined the police force,
his younger brother Salvatore (played by
Sal Minco) went off to study for the
priesthood. And Dom and Sal were
equally good boys.

By the Fifties, of course, Dom had
moved up—from cop on the beat to
college graduate, eagerly recruited now
by the FBI, by Federal and military
investigative agencies. As the overworked
joke put it, Fordham graduates were
hired to check on Harvard graduates.
If I may cast the situation in personal
terms, one of my best [riends from Cath-
olic high school days is still in the
CIA. And both brothers of the girl 1
dated back then were in a seminary—
until one of the brothers left to join the
FBI. This was a common progression. A
Scripture scholar at the seminary where
three of the Harrisburg delendants were
trained says hardly a year went by, in
the late Filties and cavly Sixties, without
his receiving an FBI clearance sheet on
one of his former students, now applying
to the Bureau. Hoover's force was attrac-
tive to the ex-seminarian at several
levels of conscious and unconscious moti-
vation. It gave young men a corps o
join, a fellowship with an owsider’s
role as scrutinizer of men’s failings and
guardian of order. Boys who might have
been uncasy at too-abrupt re-entry into
secular life could stand partly oft from
it, still in distrust, spying on it—God’s
spies upon the world.

And if, by the Filties, Dom had
moved up from cop on the beat to
regional director of the FBI, Sal, too,
had gone to college, risen socially, taken
on new responsibilities. A pood example
is the worker priest John Cronin, who
found Communists easing into union
jobs during World War Two and worked
with the FBI to expose them. He was
thus m an excellent po,-;ilion, alter the
war, to draw on the FBI's sccret files,
which he used to draft the American
bishops' hard statement on the Commu-
nist menace. His contacts—with  labor,
Congress, Church hierarchy and the FBI
—put him at the very center of postwar
anti-Communist patriotism, a situation
symbolized by the fact that he (along with
Bishop Fulton Sheen) served as philo-
sophical mentor to [reshman Congress-
man Richard Nixon in 1947, Father
Cronin even acted as Nixon’s intermedi-
ary lor reports smuggled out of the FBI
(through Catholic agent Ed Hummer)
when the Truman Administration was
trying to halt inquiry into the case of
Alger Hiss. Later, when Nixon became
Vice-President, Father Cronin became his
very ghostly ghostwriter.

Dom and Sal, once marginal Ameri-

180 cans, were now a (largely secret) team

(continued from page 160)

at the top of things, quiet, well-inten-
tioned saviors of their country. No won-
der a myth began to shape iiself in
terms of Communist menace and Cath-
olic solution—Monsignor Sheen  guid-
ing Louis Budenz out of his Marxist
darkness into light, Whittaker Chambers
joining Clare Boothe Luce and William
Buckley on crusade, an Irish Catholic
Midwestern Senator taking on smug lvy
League Dean Achesons and Averell Har-
rimans. Rome, once suspect, now seemed
the firmest bastion of Washingion. No
wonder Catholic  patriots  rejoiced—
theirs were the country’s shrivers, godly
protectors and policemen.

Imagine, then. the harsh cheating of
expectation when Catholic loyalists were
sent out to trap their grade school teach-
ers, “the good nuns.” The awkwardness
of it showed up when churches had to
be searched; raids were actually made
on sacristics, with their surplice closets
[rom which agents had robed themselves
when they were altar boys. The FBI
men probed in a gingerly way and
asked, “Are you there, Father Dan?"—
always the polite “Father” appended,
giving the whole thing an air of the
child's game: “Come out, come out,
wherever you are.” Could it really be a
father who was hiding from the law?
Or, alternatively, if he was doing all
this, could he still be called a father?

Little in the agents’ personal experi-
ence equipped them to answer such
hard questions. They had been brought
up to consider all authority as one. in
church and state, and to think of priests
as especially allied with American values
against all “owside” forces (for outside,
read Communist). How, then, cope with
a force not only inside the country and
its citizenry but deep inside the Catholic
structure of holy things? It would be
casy enough to handle a merely selfish
or crooked Catholic gone astray. Il Dom
and Sal had become, respectively, cop
and priest, another route of escape from
the gheito had been taken by the third
brother, Rocco (played by Richard
Conte, now that Edward G. Robinson
was too old for the part). Rocco was
always the slick one, who finally out-
smarted himself, went too [ar too fast;
yet he would stagger back at the end, to
die in the flicker of candles down the
side aisle of his neighborhood church.
Dom had hunted him down, but Sal
would find and absolve him—"Are you
there. Rocco?”

These new outlaws, however, are of a
difterent order altogether. Rocco, when
caught, obligingly repenied. The real
problem with men like the Berrigans is
not that they are priests but that they
refuse 1o recognize their carimes as crime,
to give in to the good guys in the only
way that matters—giving in to their

standards and values. No, these men
cling 1o their defiance, make of it what
Catholics used 10 call “an outward sign
of an inward reality"—a sacramental
criminality. As Bureau agents poked fur-
ther into this enigma—'"Are vou there,
Father Dan?”"—did they remember dark
conlessionals from their vouth (Is Father
there, can he hear?), remember peering
through the screen until a panel shuffled
back and onc hastily mumbled, “Bless
me, Father, for I have sinned™?

Catholic boys were brought up, once,
on storics of heroic priests who kept the
seal of confession—ithe pledge not to
reveal things said 1o them by penitents
—when Government investigators tried
to learn what was said inside that box.
Government investigators. It is striking
how many Catholic saints defied Caesar
—the eternal Caesar of state power—
and how little impact that fact has had
on Catholics in America. It ook the
most. conservative and fundamentalist
kind of church in America—the South-
ern Baptist—to remind Catholics that
all Christians have a heritage of resist-
ance, from catacomb days. But by 1965,
some had been reminded. That year, a
young man named David Miller became
the first American prosecuted for burn-
ing his dralt card. He was a disciple of
Dorothy Day and the Catholic Worker
movement. When the judge sentenced
him, he turned toward prison with 2
touch of the ancient defiance and 1old
his judge, “Caesar will never have me.”
That should have been the warning sign
that fools were on the loose again. It
was almost as bad as living in the carly
days of Christianity, when Saint Paul's
moves through Asia Minor were charted
fearfully. At his arrival. men complained
1o local authorities, “The world’s trou-
blemakers are now here” (Acls of the
Apostles 17:6).

I come out of a tradition stern in
point of law and insistent in force
of obedience. There are those who
may have heard of us—the Society
of Jesus. We have a namc here and
there. — Daniel Berrigan, S.J.

Few brothers could be more different
than the Berrigans—Philip tall and fair,
the athlete; Daniel slight and dark, with
the face of a smung leprechaun. Phil,
unafraid, always needs action; he practi-
cally dragged Dan into the Catonsville
action {(or drank him into i1, through a
long night of passionate fraternal argu-
ing). Moody. emotional Irish, a bit of a
brawler like his [ather and pestered by
the ardenmt girls drawn to him, Phil is a
hard man to say no to, a good man to
have with you in a war. Dan, by con-
trast, is a bit chilly—aloof. Where Phil
inspires, Dan disturbs, in his quieter
way, probes decper; the lines in his
young-old face are the map of some

(continued on page 220)



DOG DAYS

it was a time of excessiwe heat,
unwholesome influences— and an overpowering lust
Jfor the chinese servant girl

fiction By PAUL THEROUX

THE INDIAN sam, “I take hand of woman and I squeeze and look in eyes, and
if she return look and do not take hand away, I know I can make inter-
course. If also she squeeze my hand back, it is most certain I can do it that
very day. Only thing is, husband must be elsewhere.”

He smiled and lifted his long brown hands, displaying their emptiness
like a conjurer. He went on in his lilting voice: “In Asia, namely India,
Pakistan, Indochina, Siam, here in Singapore, wherever, it is enough to touch
body of woman; even arm or what not. If they do not object to that, path is

ILLUSTRATION BY KINUKO CRAFT
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quite open. And what,” he inquired, “is
done in Statesz™

“In the States?” Len Rowley thought
a moment. “I don’t know. I suppose we
just come out and ask the girl if she
wants to.”

“Just looking and saying, ‘Cheerio, let
us make intercourse’”

“*No, probably something like, “Would
you care to come up for a drink?" "

“A drink?” The Indian threw his
head back and gave a dry croaking
laugh. His teeth were bony and stained
dink rved with betel juice.

“Or to see your pictures. Any excuse,
really. The idea is to get her up to your
room. If she says yes, you know you can
do it.”

The Indian nodded and spoke to the
empty chair beside him, solemnly rehears-
ing, “You would like to come up to take
drink, yes?” Then he said to Len, "I
think it is same as touching body. Woimnan
enjoys, but she do not like to name.”

‘That conversation had taken place in
a bar on Serangoon Roead, the heart of
the Indian district of Singapore. Len
had been out walking and had stopped
at the bar. He hadn't intended to drink.
But the Indian sitting by the door had
given him a welcoming wobble of the
head and had smiled and tapped a chair
seat and said, “Try some toddy?” They
had alked, first about toddy, then about
hot food. then about women. Len did
not ask the Indian’s name nor did he
ever sce the Indian again.

But Len had replayed the Indian's
voice many times. He found the expla-
nation satislying and revealing, such a
close glimpse into the mind of Asia
that he had never divulged it to anyone.
It was like a treasure map, described by
a casually met pirate and committed to
memory. I take hand of woman and I
squeeze. . . . It is enough to towch body.
The Indian had a way of saying body—
lie had pronounced it bho-dhee, speaking
it with wet lips and heavy tongue—that
made it sound the leering name for
something vicious.

Len Rowley was a private soul and
marriage had increased his Joncliness by
violating his veveries. His attachment to
Marian was not deep: He had lingered
beside her for nearly seven years. She
had put him through college, but now,
as an expatriate lecturer in English liter-
ature, he was paying the bills. Marian
was learning to play the guitar that
hung on a hook in their living room.
Friends found them an odd couple. Len
and Marian talked of divorce, in com-
pany; this frightened listeners, but it al-
ways seemed to Dbring them together.
Len was sometimes startled to recall that
he had been unfaithful only once—with
a prostitute in Newark, a year after the
marriage. That was like making love to
a chair tipped on its back and it cost

182 Len SI12.

The Forbeses and the Novaks were
over for drinks. In a room [ull of people,
Len became a recluse: He was still men-
tally speaking to the Indian.

But Ella Novak was saying, “In AMid-
night Cowboy, ves, that party. Remem-
ber? When Ratso faints? It was actually
filtmed at Andy Warhol'sl That was a
real party!™

“That's not quite true,” Tom Forbes
said. “It was filmed on a studio set just
like the Factory—Dbut it did have War-
hol’s people in the scene. Of course,
Truffaut has been doing that sort of
thing for years.”

Marian said, “Interesting, isn't it?
Like Eldridge Cleaver's wile being in
Zabriskie Point.”

“Which one was she?” asked Ella i
annoyance.

“At the beginning, when those stu-
dents—I hink they were studenis—were
talking. With the hair. Holding the
pencil and sort of . . . leading the
discussion.”

“Has anyone here seen Easy Rider?”
Jouan Forbes put in.

“That hasn't come to Singapore yet,”
said Ella,

“And probably won't,” said Tony No-
vak. “Unless the Film Society gets it.”

“Len still reluses to join,” said Mari-
an, looking at Len in the corner,
slumped in the Malacca chair with a
dreamy look in his eyes.

Roused, returned to the living room
by Marian’s words and the ensuing si-
lence, Len said, “Film Society. Foreign-
ers out ol focus. Teo much work reading
all those subtitles!”

“I knew he was going to say that,”
said Marian to Tony. “He's really very
puritanical.”

Len smiled. He heard, It is enough to
touch body. Bho-dhee.

“Tom and I saw it when we were on
leave,” said Joan, adding, “Easy Rider.”

“I didn't know you got home leave
every year,” said Marian,

“Ford Foundation,” Joan said and
put her hands primly into her lap.

“We don’t go home until Seventy-
three,” said Marian. “Seventeen months
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more.”
Tom Forbes asked Marian about
Len's contract and he  commiserated

while Joan Forbes explained to Ella and
Tony what happened in Easy Rider.

Len was silent. He heard the Indian’s
piratical voice and he watched the kitch-
en. Ah Meng was at the sideboard flex-
ing a plastic freczer tray and popping
the ice cubes into a pewter bucket. She
stood in the bright rectangle of the
half-open door, a shell of cornflakes and
Quaker Oats behind her head making
her unremarkable profile more interest-
ing. Her lorchead was long and sloping,
her pug nose set just below her high
cheeks; her chin was small but decfinite,

her mouth narrow and almost grim. Len
could see her stilf black hair, which was
wound in a pile on her head, and he
knew what her eyes were like: hooded,
the sly changeless shape of the skeptic's:
they were amused eves. but some would
say contemptuous. She was all but
breastless and only her hands could be
called beautiful, but it was the total
effect that excited Len, the flower and
stalk of face and body. the suaightness
of her length, her carriage. In a slim
woman, posture was beauty. She was tall
for a Chinese and she moved in nerv-
ous strides like a deer.

Len had compared her with others’
servants: The Forbeses” Ah Ho had mus-
cular legs, bowed as a pair of nutcrack-
ers. The Novaks' Susan was a pale pudgy
worried-looking little thing who always
wore the same dress and once went
bald. Tony was on the verge of firing
her, but, fortuitously, her hair grew back,
porcupiny at furst, then to her old bush.

When there was company, as on this
evening, Ah Meng wore a loose blous:
(raising to show a flat stomach when she
reached for clean glasses on the top
shell) and tight red skier’s slacks. She
went about the house swiftly, wreading
on the ankle loops ol her slacks, in bare
fect: Len found the feet attractive for
the wildness they suggested. She had
been with the Rowleys for nearly three
months—replacing the bossy old Hakka
woman—and for much of that time, Len
Rowley had been wrying to get into bed
with her.

Trying was perhaps the wrong word.
He had been thinking constantly about
it, the way he thought of the Indian’s
advice. But something a man at the
university had said made him hesitate. It
was in the stafl club. A man from phys-
ics left and Davies from economics said,
“See that bloke?” Davies told a story
that cautioned by horrifying: The man
from physics had pinched his house
girl’s bottom. That very evening, the gnl
disappeared, and the following day at a
stop light, three youths jumped into the
man's car, beat him with bearing scrap-
ers, slashed him and fled. The man still
wore bandages. The house gitl's boy-
friend was in a secret society and the
boyfriend's final piece of revenge was
upon the next girl the man employed.
She was threatened; she vesigned. This
became known and no one would work
for the man. Davies said the man was
going to break his contract and go
home, That for a bottom pinching.

This story had to be balanced against
the easy explanation of the Indian; it
made Len hesitate, but he did not put
the thought of sleeping with Ah Meng
out of his mind. Sometimes he wondered
why and decided it was lust’s boldness,
lecherv's curiosity for the new. Unlike
the man who [eels challenged by the

(continued on page 210)



TO LITERARY CRITICS, fans and cen-
sors alike, Henry Miller has long
been an enigmatic figure. But here
and in his forthcoming auto-
biography, My Life and Times,
edited and designed by Bradley
Smith and scheduled for Novem-
ber 15 publication by Playboy
Press—the 79-year-old author of
Tropic of Cancer, Tropic of Capri-
corn, Nexus, Plexus and Sexus
expresses his views on everything
from pornography to ping-pong.

pictorial essay

the renowned—and
controversial—author relates his

Jeelings about writing and painting,

sex and women, god and man

THE LIFE
dilD TIMES OF
HENRY MILLER

sex: “It isn’t the all-important
thing for me to get a lay. I'm
much more interested in

being able to have a good time
with a woman. If it's a

matter of going to bed, fine, but
if it isn’t, that’s all right,

too. I appreciate women around
like you would appreciate
flowers. They add something

to the atmosphere.”

A
4

PORNOGRAPHY: “The funny
thing about pornographic
writing is that it doesn’t
stimulate me. It doesn’t have
much effect on me at all. In fact,
I'd say it’s boring to me. I'm a
voyeur. Pictures, photos interest
me very much. But reading
about sex, no, not much. Unless
it’s done by a great artist.”
(continued overleaf)

The 18-year-old Henry Miller, top left, showed few signs of the literary talent that has earned him international acclaim. In his Califor-
nia home, below, he relaxes with guest Candice Thayer. “*With women friends coming and going all the time,"”” he says, *I'm never bored."”
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Among the women whose companionship has kept Miller interested—and young
—above, his wife, Hoki {left), and her friend Puko [right}, Israeli actress Ziva
Rodann, below left, with whom he “indulged in a lot of innocent horseplay,”
ond Candice Thayer, below right, who stands beneath a large portrait of Miller
pointed by Beauford Delaney, a close friend of the author's from his Paris days.

RELATIONSHIPS: “I think i’s quite
possible for a man to take care of more
than one woman—on condition that
the parties concerned vealize fully
what they’re in for. A lot of primitive
socteties have done it, more
particularly in cases where there was a
shortage of either men or women. A
friend of mine thinks a man should
take care of as many women as he

can keep happy. But then therve are
economic problems, no?”

APPEARANCE: “Men don’t realize
how much a woman can disregard
so-called physical attraction, how
they fall for homely, ugly, older men
sometimes. Jesus, sometimes

these homely bastards get the

most beautiful women!”

woMEN: “You know, I'm not the
he-man type and I'm always drawn to
women of strength and character.
I've noticed that. My battle with
them s a battle of wits. Also, I find
that I'm intrigued by women who are
devious, who lie, who pla




who baffle me, who keep me on the
fence all the time. I seem to enjoy that!”

THE REAL MILLER: “Some readers

and critics contend that there is a
contradiction between myself as writer
and as person. But they never knew
me as an individual. I believe I describe
myself in my books. There’s the
sensual me, the philosophical me,

the religious me, the aesthetic me.”

PLEASURES: “My ideal day would be,
first of all, no interruptions, no
telephone calls, no visitors and no
letters to answer that are immediate
or important. A day for myself. I
would have a good swim. And

then I would like some time during
the day for a good friend and a
good ping-pong player to drop

in, so I could spend a couple of
hours playing ping-pong.”

PAINTING: “There are times when Miller, a good ping-pong player with “a steady, defensive Zenlike game,”
1)80[)(6 look at my work and say, is challenged by Candice, above. ‘‘No matter how glamorous my opponent
‘How come we don’t see any may be," he says, *'| never let her distract me." Another of H(_enr\,,r Miller's

s 5 b 9!() favorite diversions is painting. Though he often uses symbols—as in fhe water
((O“ mued on page 246 color below—Miller says that he has no conscious reason for using them.
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Sexual Freedom in  Denmark—which
ended in a deadlock—nine of the 12
jurors had previously served on such
cases.

Most telling of all, however, is the
simple, indisputable fact that the general
public is no longer responding uncrit-
ically to the lure of vast quantities of
uninhibited sex up there on the wide
screen. The handwriting was already on
the wall last year, when 20th Century-
Fox was forced to declare a $1,000,000
loss on its allstar ode to transsexuali-
zation, Myra Breckinridge. Despite that
studio’s most intensive publicity cam-
paign since Cleopatra, there just weren't
enough camp followers to make it pay
oft. (Russ Meyer's Beyond the Valley of
the Dolls, released almost simultaneously,
did show a profit—but its costs and,
hence, its profit margin, were substantial-
ly lower than Myra’s.) Also disappoint-
ing were such determinedly with-it movies
of 1970 as The Strawberry Statement, The
Landlord, The Magic Garden of Stanley
Sweetheart and R. P. M. The mass audi-
ence was plunking for such old-fash-
ioned entertainments as Airport and
Love Story, and producers have been
trimming their sails—and their films—
more carefully ever since.

Because it takes anywhere from 12 to
18 months for most movies to go from
incubation to delivery of prints, the full
cffect of this revelation is not likely to
become apparent until well into 1972,
Portnoy’s Complaint, for example, was
being readied for production at Fox
until the red ink on Myra suggested a
prudent halt. Warner Bros. promptly
picked up the property, but it didn’t go
before the cameras until last June and
probably won’t be released until next
spring or summer—by which time no
one is prepared to say what the market
will be. Meanwhile, what we have been
seeing is a long series of pictures con-
ceived in liberty and dedicated to the
proposition that if it makes a buck, fine.
But there is no disguising the hostility
or, at best, indifference that has greeted
many of these efforts.

Perhaps the most controversial film of
the year was Jack Nicholson's Drive, He
Said, which was unveiled to a storm of
boos and hisses at the Cannes Film
Festival last spring and garnered little
caitical approbation when it opened
here a month or so later. Produced by
Bert Schneider and Bob Rafelson, the
wildly unconventional team that was
carlier responsible for both Easy Rider
and Five Easy Pieces, it is, on the sur-
face, at least, yet another reversion to
the university drug scene that clogged
the screens in 1970, when this picture
was begun. But with a difference. This
one means what it says. Despite strong

186 overtones of Gelling Straight, which it

(continued from page 171)

often resembles in story line, Drive, He
Said makes no compromises to win over
its audiences. Its protagonist, a star bas-
ketball player (William Tepper), makes
out for a time with the bored wife of a
[aculty friend, but ultimately she rejects
him. His revolutionary-minded room-
mate (Michael Margotta), usually high
on drugs, goes berserk at the film's finale,
assaults the wife (Karen Black), then runs
naked across campus, releasing caged
snakes, scorpions and rats en route. A
rejection of all forms of authority and
conformity throbs through the picture
and gives it a weird, compelling life.

Filmed at the University of Oregon,
the picture was first threatened with
legal action by the school’s administra-
tors, who apparently had not read the
script. but felt they had been duped
(although everything about the picture
suggests an Eastern college). The pro-
ducers were next faced with an X rating
from the Motion Picture Association be-
cause penises are abundantly in evidence
in an exuberant locker-room sequence
and again when Margotta, without so
much as a fig leaf, unleashes the biology
department’s experimental menagerie—
not to mention the unclad girls who fre-
quently stroll before the lens and a scene
of copulation between Tepper and
Miss Black on the front seat of a Volks
wagen that leaves little to the imagi-
nation. But the overriding seriousness of
the film’s theme and treatment, attested
to by a number of expert witnesses—in-
cluding a Catholic priest—ultimately con-
vinced the association to change its X to
an R. Drive, He Said was probably the
most far-out film to come from a major
company in 1971.

But there were others not too far
behind. Early in the year, Metro, rather
surprisingly, put into general distribu-
tion an X-rated British documentary,
The Body, that opens with an extended
traveling shot along a line of people,
most of them nude, depicting man's
(and woman's) progress from the cradle
to the grave. Although the film was ob-
viously conceived as a sincere and ambi-
tious educational [eature, demonstrating
with dlarity, imagination and olten an
exciting use of internal photography the
functions of our various organs, it includ-
ed—naturally—the processes of both im-
pregnation and childbirth, as well as one
sequence in which a young couple engage
in mutual oral gratification. So—just as
naturally—Meuro billed it as a sex movie,
thus simultaneously turning away its
proper audience and profoundly disap-
pointing anyone who bought a ticket in
anticipation of 90 minutes ol hard core.

Metro was also responsible for director
Roger Vadim's first American picture,
the allegedly comic Pretty Maids All in
a Row. Vadim, better known for his
sensuality than for his sensitivity (and

also for his predilection for marrying his
leading ladies), showed once again that
he has a keener eye for feminine curves
than for camera angles. Pretty Maids
asks us to accept a graying Rock Hud-
son as the popular football coach and
student counselor of what seems to be,
apart from its football team, an allgirl
high school. The girls—among them
JoAnna Cameron, Margaret Markov
and one with the evocative name of Joy
Bang—are uniformly luscious and
uniformly compliant. Hudson samples
the charms of eight of these pretty maids
in his office, flashing on a TESTING sign
whenever he is thus engaged. The trouble
is that this satyric scholar resorts to
throttling three of his undergraduate
inamoratas. But under his tender minis-
trations, they die happy, a smile on each
of their pretty, vacuous laces. Although
there is nudity in abundance, the sex
acts are merely suggested, thus winning
the film its R rating.

Probably the hardest look at the sex-
ual peccadilloes of the American male
in this or any year was to be found in
Mike Nichels’ brutally candid Carnal
Knowledge. Working from a witty and
incisive script by Jules Feiffer, Nichols
simultaneously probes and fays his two
main characters, Jack Nicholson and Ar-
thur Garfunkel, as they make their lech-
erous way from a college campus in the
late Forties to Midtown Manhatian today.
The film is divided into three scctions,
each centered on a different woman. In
college, where Garfunkel is tentatively
wooing Candice Bergen, Nicholson, his
friend and roommate, boldly cuts in and
beds her. Nevertheless, she marries Gar-
funkel. A decade later, Nicholson shacks
up with a buxom model (played by
Ann-Margret), meanwhile supplying dates
for his pal, whose marriage by this time
has begun to pall. In the final sequence,
Nicholson, now nearly impotent, winds
up paying for the ritualistic lovemaking
proftered by Rita Moreno.

It’s significant that the male charac-
ters continue through the film, but each
of the women is onscreen only for her
own particular sequence. Since their
men treat them as objects, it's wholly
appropriate that, although they may still
be mentioned—generally disparagingly
—they are no longer seen once their
utilitarian value has passed. There is a
depth of bitterness about the relation-
ships in Carnal Knowledge that few
American films have ever displayed and
none has exceeded. Love as a romantic
ideal still exists lor Nichols and Feiffer,
but they regard it as something remote
and unattainable. Their reality is a
world in which the male views every
female as a more-or-less desirable combi-
nation of tits and cunt (the words are
used frequently), each with her own
special techniques for castrating her
males. It's a glum world, a [rightening

(continued on page 264
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here’s a mirvor at the top of the promotional
ladder to help see yourself as your supertors see you

soRreyY, but no one really knows what makes a suc-
cessful executive. Good managers spring from such
differing backgrounds and succeed (or fail) with
such a startling array of personalities and ap-
proaches that any generalization about executive
potential is fraught with exceptions. Batteries of
psychological questionnaires are widely used in the
hiring process and management heeds at least some
of the results in making its selection. But once a
man is hired, most executives are greatly disturbed
when psychological testers suggest (as they frequent-
ly do) that testing be (continued on page 278)
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article bYdAVid STANdiSl'l You turn

at the [ruit stand on Route 7. The
country road cuwrls slowly downward
through wooded east Virginia hills to
the Shenandoah River. Ridges of rock
poke their backs through thin topsoil in
the scattered fields, and to be knee high
by the Fourth of July, the corn crop will
have to double its size in two days.

The road abruptly becomes a gooey
mix of tar and dust and gravel, twists
with the land through a few final bends
and spills out onto a 40-acre patch of
bottom land bordering the green river.
Beyond the fence that runs along the
road are two big fields divided by a tree
line, and one is already filling up with
pickup trucks, campers, trailers, convert-
ed school buses and cars. Alongside
many ol them, orange and green and
brown tents have already sprouted.

The folks are settling in for three
days at the Filth Annual Berrwville, Vir-
ginia, Blue Grass Music Festival.

‘The sign above the gate says:

WATERMELON PARK

NO ALCOHOLIC BEVERAGES PERMITTED

A dozen campers and cars are strung
out along the road in front of the gate,
waiting to pay the admission price—S12
a head for all three days—and then po-
litely scramble for a good spot to camp.
Inside on the field, a couple of jolly Geor-
gia bovs with epic beer bellies and genu-
in¢ red necks spot a driver in the line
with hair like you'd expect 1o see on a
city boy.

All smiles. “Hey there, buddy, hey you
there,” one vells, rubbing his barbershop
bald head, “how about loanin’ me some
of that there hair of vowrs*” Grins.

“Sure thing.” shouts the city boy, also
all smiles. He grabs a handful and waves
it. “How much vou wantz"

Everybody smiles as hard as he can,
and finally the line moves up a long
notch.

- L -

The blue-and-white concrete band-
stand, about the size of a boxcar, sits to
the right ol the gate on the shaved top
of a little knoll, facing the river through
a grove of old sycamores. The Shenan-
doah here is clean and fast, waist-deep
in the middle. Where it bends, the park
ends in a spearshaped tip with a tiny
sandless beach. Two dozen kids have
already discovered the pool of quiet
water there, held by a wide rock ridge
that rises and runs barely underwater

shenandoah

across the river. Below the ridge lies 30
yards of solt rapids, just wild enough to
tempt any kid with an air mattress into
shooting them, but about as dangerous
as sunning on the bank with the blue-
grass widows who sit there watching
their kids swim, talking about everything
but bluegrass.

Onstage, The Lewis Family is winding
up the three hours of hymn singing that
opened the festival. It's hymn singing
bluegrass stvle, naturally, get-up-and-go
Gospel, banjo picking for the Lord. In
front of the stage. in the shade between
the big trees, a ragged rainbow of alumi-
num chairs is growing in arched rows.
You're supposed to bring your own
seats, but in case you didn’t, there’s a
flatbed truck full of empty apple crates
over to the side, and they'll do better
than the ground. There aren’t more than
300 people watching the show now, but
by nine o'clock Saturday night, when
The Earl Scruggs Revue comes on, the
number will nudge 8000. The space up
clos¢ to the bandstand has been staked
out and claimed for hours. and there
might as well be a sign: SERIOUS BLUE-
GRAsS LOVERS ONLY—damn little talk-
ing in that section. flled mostly with
middle-aged country people in drip-dry
Dacron shirts and cotton shifts. Many of
the men study the picking and fiddling
with eyes squinted and jaws set, like
hanging judges hearing cvidence at a
murder rial, cassette tape recorders
whirring on their knees. You don’t get to
hear live bluegrass much, and they’re
going to hear it all.

Over to the right of the stage, a
tired-looking long-hair stands by a board
covered with the buttons and bumper
stickers he has for sale. He's a student at
Ann Arbor and in the summer covers
the bluegrass circuit, having just got in
from Bill Monroe’s weeklong festival in
Beanblossom, Indiana. He digs blue-
grass. he says, doesn’t know why, he just
digs it. The buttons say 1 LUV BLUEGRASS,
and his bumper stickers invite everyone
L0 GET HIGH ON BLUEGRASS,

5 o oo

“We've got a big [amily Bible that's
usually marked for ffty-nine-ninety-five,”
Liule Rov ol The Lewis Family reminds
cvervbody from the stage, “but we're
sellin® it here for twenty-five dollahs.”

The concession stand is to the right of
the stage, and to its right is a small white
fruit stand that's temporarily become
the festival office. Inside, Carlton Haney,

breakdown

at a bluegrass festival in old virginia, countryfolk and
Jreaks gather by the river for three days of downhome music
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the downhome promoter who invented
bluegrass festivals six years ago, is talk-
ing over a minor problem with one of
The Country Gentlemen while a mando-
lin player named Frank Wakefield, un-
attached, looks on. Haney is short and
solid, a [riendly man in his mid-50s.
After blucgrass, he most dearly loves
talking to people and does it in a
backthroat North Carolina accent un-
disturbed by the patch of top front teeth
he's missing.

The Country Gentleman is mid-30,
handsome and serious. If Merle Hag-
gard had had a really hard life, he'd
look like Charlie Waller. He's pointing
to a row of tents and tables piled and
hung with bluegrass goods for sale. a
backwoods shopping mall running 100
yards toward the river. It seems The
Country Gentlemen have a table where
theyre selling Country Gentlemen rec-
ords, but some independent capitalist is
selling  evervbody's records. ‘induding
records by The Country Gentlemen, and
he’s underselling them by a quarter.

“You just tell 'em, Charlie, that they
can't do that,” Haney says. “You can’t
tell “em what to charge for other people’s
albums, of course, but you can tell 'em
that they can’t do that to you. 1 told them
people last year I didn't want 'em to
come back.”

- - -

Ralph Stanley is introducing a song to
the Fridayv-afternoon crowd. He's been
on the road plaving banjo for 25 years,
and you can hear every mile in his
voice. He was hall of The Stanley
Brothers until brother Carter died five
years ago, and you can hear that in his
voice, too.

“We want to do a sacred song now,
we always include some hymns on our
program, and this is one that’s in our
latest album we get a lot of requests for

it, and it's the title of the album. Jack

Cook you got a lot of albums on the
table over there, why don't you tell "em
about a couple of the albums.” “Thank
you, Ralph. we do have a new hymn
album out, the one Ralph just said. It's
got a lot of good songs on it, it's been
out about three weeks, and we have an
album over here, the last show that
Carter and Ralph did together, recorded
live onstage [rom Beanblossom, Indi-
ana. And it's on Ralph's private label,
you can’t get it in the store, and it'd be
a good keepsake Carter does the m.c. on
it and the applause is on it, so if you'd
like to have one of the albums, why,
we'll have 'em on sale right here. If
vou'd like to. come by, and like Little
Roy says. if you come by and shake
hands with us, have some money in your
lian (I et
- - -

The pantheon of bluegrass is a long
list of unfamiliar names: Bill Monroe
and The Blue Grass Boys, The Stanley
the Lilly

Brothers with Tex an and Don
Stover, Jimmy Martin, The Oshorne
Brothers, The Country Gentlemen. As a
national American obsession, their mu-
sic ranks right up there with hog calling.
The few people who care about it live
mostly in the Southeast, with a few others
scattered through the Ohio Valley and
east Texas. For the rest ol the coumry,
bluegrass consists entirely of the theme
song from The Beverly Hillbillies and
the sound track [rom Bonnie and Clyde
—both performed by Flatt & Scruggs, the
only bluegrass group that people who
live in high-rises have ever heard ol.

Which makes sense. Bluegrass goes
back to the country, a country that bare-
ly exists anymore. The sound is out of
the mountains, high lonesome harmo-
nics sung in a rough moonshine blend
above a galloping banjo and a hard-run-
ning guitar, sweetened with a mandolin
and a fiddle that chugs in and out of the
thick of things, all in time to the string
bass. Many of the songs are traditional,
some dating back to English ballads,
and many celebrate values just as old.
The sacred songs are strictly fundamen-
talist: You stay right with the Lord and
He'll stay right with you, and it's part of
His plan when He takes a loved one
away. God isn’t even sick, let alone dead,
in bluegrass music. OF the nonsacred
songs, the most memorable are about
equally divided between absolute senti-
mentality, Mother's not dead, she’s only
a-sleepin’, and ough fuck-everybody-but-
me anarchy, Morphine yun me crazy,
cocaine’ll kill my baby, nobody’s business
what 1 do. Love your mother and fight
all night.

It's not the sort of thing that's going
to fill Shea Stadium, even though it may
be the closest thing we've got to a living
folk tradition—and a beautiful one if
you listen right. But it’s a music with
such a limited appeal right now that
even so-called country radio stations sel-
dom play it. A hit single by Bill Monroe,
the much-loved father figive who started
it all, will sell about 50,000 copies. When
Ralph Stanley stands up in front of
BO0OO people at a festival, he’s looking at
nearly a sixth of his entire market.

- - -

The Friday-afternoon sun  slants
through the trees. The crowd is bigger
now, 500 or 600. In a back row, Hanked
by his wife and 1wo restless kids, a
crewcut fiddle lover in a white T-shirt
raises his hands to whoop over a tasty
fiddle break by Tex Logan. His kids
look at him like it's just another crazy
thing the old man does. His wife looks
like she wouldn’'t mind if he didn't
enjoy himself quite so much. They don’t
see it, but about 30 feet o their left, a
girl in an Army shirt, looking too gray
and somber not to come [rom New
York, focuses her Nikon F with a 135mm
lIens on them. Click. Instant folklore.

A few minutes earlier, m.c. Fred Bar-

tenstein, a good-looking kid in his 20s
with a slight Southeast drawl, intro-
duced the group. “Ladies and gentle-
men, this is a historic moment. This is
the first tme in over a year that the
Lilly Brothers, Tex Logan and Don
Stover will appear on the stage together,
and the first time ever at a bluegrass
festival. . . ."" The group comes out, and
Logan is the stylish standout with an
L.B. ]J. Stetson, a prosperous bounty-
hunter's mustache, string tie, dark neatly
cut Western suit and cowboy boots.

Fred Bartenstein is a junior at Har-
vard majoring in urban planning, and
Tex Logan has a master’s in electri-
cal engineering from MIT. His current
hitching post is a Bell Labs think tank
in New Jersey.

- - -

By Friday night, with the stage lit
bright and the moon rising high above
the hills, it wasn't hard to -tell that this
was something more than a gathering of
Baptist dirt farmers. Most of the 4000
people in front of the bandstand had
logged their share of miles in pickup
trucks, and many had faces weathered
by too much hot sun and raw wind. But
scattered among them—isolated clumps
of chaos in a field ofswell-mowed heads
and  white shirts—were 200 or 300
[reaks, dread long-hair dope-smoking
freaks with peace symbols and head-
bands und power-to-the-people  hand
shikes. Weirdo radical revolutionaries
sitting next to right-wing racist bigots.
Always read the label first.

The small fields of energy where they
came together seemed surreal in a hopeful
way, even if the mood wasn't precise-
Iy lions and lambs. There was no hostil-
ity, but a lot of very interesting glances
got exchanged, and a number of the
freaks decided that staying on the edge
of the crowd wasn't such a bad idea. For
the most part, it was a musical truce:
I come here to listen, and you come here
to listen, so let’s us listen.

- - -

Depending on who vou were, the hit
of the evening was either Bluegrass 45
or the New Deal String Band. Bluegrass
45 consists of five ole boys from Kobe,
Japan, who play traditional bluegrass—
or “brewglass,” as they called it. They
came out like a vision from a 1961 frater-
nity party—all madras sports coats, ties,
black stovepipe slacks, white socks and
penny loalers—and sounded just like a
bluegrass band, shitkicking fiddle and all.
The cowd immediately shiflted gears
from crineal consideration to Southern
hospitality, cheering and dapping for
music they would have yawned at if 1t
had come from Ralph Stanley. Like Sam
Johnson said of dogs walking on their
hind legs, it's not that they do it well,
it’s that they do 1 ac all.

The New Deal Siring Band  didn't
come on until almost midnight, and
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“And, in any case, you must remember that the whole
statue is considerably over life-size.”
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people used to getting up at dawn just
don't stay up that late, so the crowd had
thinned considerably, leaving large
patches of empty lawn chairs as territori-
al markers. The timing was no accident.
Bluegrass 45 was one thing. but the New
Dealers. with hair to their shoulders and
East Village duds, look like a hard
rock band with the wrong instruments.
Hip bluegrass. They speeded up the
bedtime of several good people with a
bluegrass version of Bob Dylan’s One
More Night—greeted with the only genu-
ine boos ol the evening, from five or six
offended purists—and told the long-
hairs who they were by introducing a
song sayving. “We're gonna do this one
now. it’s a old bluegrass tune we learned
from The Coasters. . . .

“I took my troubles down to Madam
Ruth

You know, that gypsy with the gold-
capped tooth

She’s gol a pad down at Thirty-
fourth and Vine

Sellin® little bottles of love potion
number nine.”

One long-haired couple gave up alter
12 solid hours of bluegrass and walked
slowly back along the dark rocky river
path to their campsite, two sleeping bags
spread out on the sandy ground between
the saplings and small trees along the
riverbank, Two old friends they hadn’t
seen for a year were with them, and they
sat around a little fire until late, drinking
good cold prohibited beer and finding
out about each other again, while the
distant jam onstage cchoed through the
hills.

It turned out Saturday afternoon that
this was a convention, not a festival.
The two fields next to the bandstand
were packed with tight haphazard rows
of pickup campers and tents, and late-
comers were threading through them to
a third field half a mile from the stage.
And, like Mary Martin says, the ficlds
were alive with the sound of picking.

- - -

A wide canvas flap has been strung
between two campers, and in its shade
two banjo players, two fiddlers, a man-
dolin player and a guy on guitar are
making plenty of music. One ol the fid-
dlers is a young. skinny, shoulderless boy
about 16, and at the moment he’s seri-
ously proving he has his licks down,
paying to join up. The older fiddler
encourages him by laying back on
thythm for two or three long tunes
before showing him how a man does it.
One banjo player is shirtless and shoe-
less, wearing only khaki cutoffs, wire
glasses and a beard. He's trading runs
with 2 guy who could be a small-town in-
surance salesman, well combed, in a plaid
cotton shirt and ample trousers with
cuffs. Between tunes, the insurance sales-

man comes over and asks to see a partic-
ularly pretty run that caught his eye,
watching hard until he’s got it down. The
mandolin player has the slack jaw and
tight eyes of a rcal red-neck, but it's
doubtful that Lester Maddox would ap-
prove the shoulder strap on his mando-
lin, a gentle pale blue, embossed with
alternating white doves and peace signs.
- - -

At the end of the park downstream
from the little beach, the woods along
the bank start getting thick. In the last
clearing, the sweetest music of the festi-
val got played, It started late Saturday
afternoon, at the campsite of a lean beard-
ed guy who played a beat-up guitar that
sounded valuable. He was sitting on an
apple crate opposite a dobro player with
a prosperous gut and a canary-yellow
cowboy hat. A dobro is a beautiful in-
strument, a guitar inset with a shining
circular metal plate that’s got a complex
pattern of openings cut into it, like an
elegant Turkish hubcap. That was ap-
parently why a media-looking friend of
the guitarist was hovering around with
a camera, and looking very handy at it,
getting in there tight on the dobro.
Amnother media-looking friend stood by
close, puffing on a fat joint with choco-
late papers—almost the only visible
dope at the festival—and getting way
into the music. Occasionally the dobro
player caught a stray whiff of the grass
and shot a puzzled glance at the joint,
not like he smelled evil killer weed,
more like, What kind of cheap tobacco
you smokin’, son?

They picked together for an hour.
And just as the dobro player started
shifting his ass like he’d have to be
leaving shortly, Doyle Lawson of J.D.
Crowe and The Kentucky Mountain Boys
wandered in with his guitar. With the
scar on his upper lip, Lawson looks a
little like Stacy Keach. He said he'd
been looking three hours for someone to
do some real picking with. Two scts
onstage apparently just got him going.

Word of good jams must travel fast.
In ten minutes, other musicians started
drifting in with black instrument cases,
tuning up and jumping in. One of the
first was a short. sun-tanned, 10ish fid-
dler with an electric-blue shirt and a
toothpick in the corner of his mouth. He
frowned and fiddled like a son of a bitch
for two hours in the woods—and then
turned up later onstage, backing none
other than Earl Scruggs.

By sunset, a great golden shine on the
river. so many musicians were circled
around the two apple crates that they
had formed layers, like uneven rings on
a tree. A plump kid with horn-rimmed
glasses and a pink eager lace strolled
over, casual-like, not too interested, not
his fault he happened to be lugging his
bass fiddle with him. The New Deal
Suing Band. camped a little way upriv-
er, one by one decided not to miss this,

even though they had picked hall the
night before onstage.

Half a dozen guitars, as many banjos,
two dobros, three mandolins and a fiddle
—all lickety-picking along, fast and
smooth and happy. It was clean, ain't-
things-just-goin’fine country music, not
bluegrass, and the little crowd that sat
and stood among the tents, slightly out-
numbering the musicians, loved it. One
of them, a young balding Pennsylvania
lawyer named Pat, obliged a new ac
quaintance with a running who's who
of the personnel: Tut Taylor, antique-
instrument collector, in the canary-yellow
hat; Vassar Clements on fiddle, doing ses-
sions with John Hartford; Leroy Savage
on guitar. The skinny guitarist who
started the game was Dave Bromberg, a
New York studio musician who turned up
on the last two Dylan albums, now pro-
ducing John Hartford's latest.

“They're picking some hard stuff
here,” Pat said. “Not Iike that shit
they're [eeding the Okies on the band-
stand.”

- - -

When Bob Dylan showed up at the
1965 Newport Folk Festival with electric
guitars and a new sound laced with
rock, the hard-core folkies booed him oft
the stage. Maybe that was in the back of
Carlton Hancy's head Saturday night as
he introduced Earl Scruggs, the Special
Guest Star of the festival.

“He's one of the world's greatest musi-
cians. Now, we're gonna ask you to
listen to the show, or if you don’'t want
to, you can go over to the side. If you're
stayin’ here, you're gonna listen and
show respect for the show. . . . Twenty-
five or thirty years ago, there was a4 man
took a banjo and played it different
from other men, and they told him then
it wouldn't work, they told him then he
didn't know what he was doin’. The
banjo never could be played like that. It
was not to go with singin’, it was to go
with square dancin’. But he didn't be-
lieve 'em, they never convinced him. He
went to work with Bill Monroe, and he's
the man that taken the only native
American instrument and adapted it so
it could be used in country music. and
music around the world. And when the
history of music is written, this man's
name will be among the Top Ten that’s
ever lived.”

A ripple of noise down [ront jarred
Haney out of his history. “You'll be
quiet, or we'll ask you to leave now. Il
you want to hear what I've got to say,
you can be quiet; if you don’t, you don't
have 1o stay. I've spent a lifetime bring-
in’ you these, and you're gonna listen
or be quiet! 1 want you to hear this
man, we have longed to have him at a
festival.”

The cheers and whistles from the
crowd meant that Haney had temporar-
ily won. But there was something in the
air. And anybody wondering why had
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“I used to date someone important in Washington, and that’s
all I can say until I'm declassified.”

only to look onstage, where the equip-
ment men were setting up an electric
piano, guitar amplifiers and a set of
drums. Earl Scruggs wouldn’t be playing
pure bluegrass tonight.

Scruggs may have been remembering
the 1965 Newport Festival, too. He came
out—with his three sons on guitars, Vas-
sar Clements on fiddle and a pretty
young lady on piano—and launched
right into Nashuville Skyline Rag, a Dylan
tune. The long-hairs, mostly far away
on the edges of the crowd, let out
a joyous surprised whoop the moment
they recognized their old buddy Dylan,
but closer up front the full-time blue-
grass fans recognized that they didn’t
recognize the song and countered the
whoop with a low moan ol boos—while
small groups of oftended purists here and
there showed how betrayed they felt by
packing up their lawn chairs and march-
ing through the audience toward their
tents, They didn’t come all this way to
listen to rock ’n’ roll.

You could feel it. It wasn’t anything
to hight about, but the tension crackled
through the air for a few minutes before
fading, and in some spots didn’t fade at
all. When Scruggs followed Nashuville
Shyline with Dylan’s You Ain’t Going
Nowhere—insult  to injury—a couple
of hefty farm boys feeling their beer

194 began eying the crowd, looking for

someone to slug, the music being as
good an excuse as any. Toward the back
of the aowd, a dot of would-be hippies
were trying to re-create the wonders of
Woodstock right behind a row of quiet
country people who were trying to hear
Scruggs. One of the little Woodstock
Nation, a baby-fat teenage girl in hip
new hitch-'em-up overalls, was singing
along loudly to the music and lurching
around in a dance that was probably
beautiful if you were on acid or mescal-
ine like she was, If you weren't tripping,
it wasn't so beautiful; a blast of artificial
energy where it wasn't needed at all
Her girlfriend had a more subdued glaze
in her eyes and sat on the ground toss-
ing pebbles and rocks at two empty
Coke bottles. She finally broke one, and
everybody around her turned to look
when it shattered, and the bright shards
scemed out of place, too. But she kept
working on the sccond bottle, and one
rock, tossed too hard, took a fat bounce
and hit the back of a lawn chair.
The frail middle-aged man in it shot her
a fast angry glance, which she didn’t no-
tice, and then turned to his wife. “Fuck-
in’ hippies,” he said. “Fuckin’ hippies.”
- - -

In the cool silver moonlight, a 30-
year-old newcomer to bluegrass wanders
toward a fire surrounded by the New
Deal String Band and friends. He has a

Ph.D. in math from Michigan State and
he’s in the same Bell Labs think tank
that Tex Logan swims in, but it’s a big
tank and they've never heard of each
other. He leans against a Volkswagen
bus, listening to the picking and sing-
ing, watching the instruments flash in the
flying yellow light, grinning to himsell.
After a few minutes, his old grad school
buddy appears at his shoulder, shoving
a beer toward him. They sip their beer
in the dark, and it's 200 years ago, moun-
tain men coming together in the woods
to break the months of silence, among
people again, happy and letting loose.
America like we wish it was,
- - -

Early false dawn, with thick gray mist
rising like cold steam off the river. A
thin girl in her 20s sits by a dying fire
talking quictly to an ex-academic in a
Levi jacket and pants. Their conversation
has that special late-night seriousness and
intimacy, and they pass a bottle of Ripple
back and forth, slowly. But the mood is
abruptly brought into daylight by a guy
with hair to his shoulders and a good
paunch shoving out his orange under-
shirt. He comes wandering toward them,
smiling, and they recognize him as the
mandolin  player with the New Deal
String Band. When he gets dose, he
smiles wider and says in a somchow sur-
prising mountain accent, “Yew got any
marywana? Ah been tryin’ ta get stoned
fer three days.”

‘They laugh, and the night’s all over.

- - -

“Oh! Lordy!”

It's Sunday-morning shower time in
the river for two beer-bellied good ole
boys. They come rebel-hooting toward
the water, wearing boxer batlung
suits and trading hot-damn locker-room
shoves. It is a joy to be a hillbilly and
alive.

“Know what ah'm gonna do to yew?”
hollers one with a grin as they get close
to the water, “Ah'm gonna baplize your
ass!™

They run unnoticing through the
campsite of the same city boy they want-
ed to borrow some hair from two days
ago. Shoving each other in, they splash
shouting out into the current.

“Ohhh, Lordy.” hoots one, ducking
his head, “ah am saved!”

- - L]

If you have to leave early, you drive
out the gate and up the road 1o Route 7
with the music from the bandstand stili
rolling out across the river. And you hear
it for a long time after you can’t hear it
anymore; in random barely heard sounds
lurk faint ghostly blucgrass runs. Even
leaning back tired in your seat over the
wing two hours later, with Washington’s
scrious geometry quickly diminishing be-
neath you, you can hear hiding in the
drone of the jet engines a distant banjo,
racing with sweet steps toward home,



goseph E. Levine presents a Mike Nichols Film starring Jack Nicholson - Candice

“‘Camal Knowledge’is Mike Nichols best.
Jack Nicholson is superb. Ann-Margret is unforgettable.
Not only is the film, overall, the best-acted in years;
it is also the most mature of all those American films
that have attempted to deal with the subject of sex
in these ultra-liberated cinematic times.
Carnal Knowledge'is something very special!”

—Hollis Alpert, Saturday Review

“*(amal Knowledge' is brilliant. A feast of a film!”

—Judith Crist, N.Y. Magazine

““Camal Knowledge'is an amazing, brutally honest

film. Mike Nichols’ handling of actors is unsurpassed
among American directors!”
—Playboy Magazine

“*Camal Knowledge’is often pricelessly funny and accurate.”

—Vincent Canby, N.Y. Times
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Mike Nichols, Jack Nicholson, Candice Bergen,
Arthur Garfunkel, Ann-Margret and Jules Feiffer.
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He straightened things in the store
once again, stared for a lew moments at
the clockless wall, washed the rubber
cloves and put a price tag on them
before he returned them to the stock.
He was working at the adding machine
when he heard the sound of the old
Studebaker Adele drove.

Irwin had his back to the door when
she came in and he didn't look up.
“Max?” he called. “Back already?”

“No,” she said, “it’s me and the sand-
wiches. Where did Daddy go?' She put
her basket and Thermos down on the
desk.

“Poker game, no doubt,” said Irwin.
“You know how he is about telling
people his movements. Even when he's
going fishing for three days.”

“I know. He must have just left,
though. I can smell his cigar smoke in
here.”

“Delicious, ain’t it?” said Irwin, “By
the way, Del, why in hell would he take
that old clock of his with him?"

“The old Seth Thomas? How should
I know? He doesn’t tell me things much
more’n he tells you.” She paused and
thought a minute. “Mmm—he won it
from a sailor in a poker game one time;
calls it his good-luck piece.”

“Hell, I know that,” Irwin said, “but
that don’t explain why he took it down
off the wall, come oft the ladder without
a word and left here with his arms
wrapped around the thing.”

“Listen, was he drinking at all this
afternoon?”

Irwin considered the possible answers
for just a second and, praying mightily
that he'd grabbed the long straw, said,
“I seen him in the cellar with that old
canteen he keeps stashed away. Smelt his
breath, too. You know how he hates
inventory.”

“Well, now and then, Daddy used to
take a snort or two and go off to a poker
game with the old clock under his arm.
Said it always brought him luck—but he
wouldn’t do that when he was dead-
sober. You know where he went?”

“He got a cll this afternoon. I picked
up the phone fist, then called him. It
wasn’t one of his buddies. I didn't recog-
nize the voice a-tall.”

Irwin opened one of the wax-paper
wrappings and looked at a sandwich,
He nearly gagged. “Oof! Deer meat,” he
said. The meat was a deepred color,
nearly raw. “Look, Del, let's go over to
the Mother Goose Diner and have some
ham and eggs. I'm not in the mood for
these sandwiches.”

“You had your hand in the till?” she
asked in a voice that sounded almost
like old Barker's,

“Lady gave me three bucks for carting
away some rubbish in the truck day
before yesterday.” That was true.

Actually, Adele was happy to go
along. She didn’t get many chances to
eat out and the diner was a fairly good

“Can I see your tits?”

observation post for checking on couples
who had gone to the early movie at the
Rialto. Thus, it was after nine when
they finished coffee and drove back to
the store.

“Daddy! Adecle called as they en-
tered. But there was no reply, so she
went back and looked in the toilet cubi-
cle. Irwin sat down and began to work
methodically at the adding machine. In
a few minutes, she returned. “Maybe he
went over to North Branch to the
V.F. W. club,” she said, picking up an
old magazine.

“Could be,” Irwin answered.

He worked and Adele read until just
before 11. Then he yawned and suggested
that it was time for bed. Apparently.
she had resigned herself to the idea that
her father was going to be late that
evening and she went along without any
protest.

As he was undressing for bed, Irwin
decided to take a shower. For a moment,
as he reached inside the old-fashioned
circular curtain above the bathtub to
turn on the spray, he fclt guilty. His
schedule for baths or showers was
Wednesdays and  Saturdays—Barker al-
ways made sure that there was no lavish
use of hot water in the house. But lrwin
felt nearly invisible roadbed grime cling-
ing somewhere, some microscopic trace
of blood on his body. “By God, I will,”
he thought, stepping into the tub.

The hot water felt grand. To Irwin, it
was like the sound of freedom in the
house. He was suddenly beginning to
get used to the idea that Max Barker,
the stubborn old negative of his life, was
really gone. He felt so liberated that he
began to sing On the Road to Mandalay.

Things were sure going to be different
around here from now on, he thought.
With the old man gone, Adele would
have to do what Itwin said. He was in
charge, no doubt about it. And she
could forget those ideas of doing fancy
things in bed the way they did in Holly-
wood or someplace. No, ma’am.

- - -

The next morning, there was a
strange, easy air about the house. Irwin
slept much later than usual—until seven
—and when he woke up, sunshine filled
the room. Downstirs in the kitchen,
Adele was already getting breakfast and
he could smell the bacon and eggs
trying.

When Mis. Barker sat down at the
breakflast table, she asked, “Max didn’t
come home last night? T thought you
was doing inventory at the store?”

“Oh, Daddy went out last night,”
Adele said. “He was heading for a poker
game, looks like, but my guess is that he
got hooked into some fishing trip or
something and we won’t hear from him
for a few days.” Her voice was cheerful
and unconcerned.



“Did I ever tell you about the time
when I was carrving you, big as a house
I was, and Max went off on hunting trips
three, four times? 1 had to clerk at the
store. while he was away. My, how the
customers stared!”

“Well. this time he was running out
on the inventory business,” said Adele.
“He can’t stand jt. Lelt poor Irwin 1o
do it all alone.”

Irwin felt a sudden happy warmth.
She was criticizing the old man and
sympathizing with Irwin in the same
breath! He should have swung that
bascball bat years ago. “Aw. it’'s OK,” he
satd. 1 can work better without hearing
him bitch about taxes and the Govern-
ment and how much everything costs.”

It was a pleasant, talkative breaklast.
They each had an unaccustomed exira cup
of coltee. Suddenly, Adele said, “Ma, he
took that old Seth Thomas dock with
him. His good-luck clock. Irwin and 1
can’t quite figure out why.”

Mrs. Barker dipped a doughnut into
her coffee. “"Maybe it had got out ol kil
ter,” she said. “Maybe he aimed to get it
repaired today.”

“Oh, no.,” Adele said. “It’s sound as a
dollar; keeps good time. Why, that clock
was built 1o last forever. Daddy told me
that it used to be on a battleship and it
was built really sound and swong be-
cause of all those big guns they fire off.
Wherever it is, it’s still sure to be run-
ning.”

Irwin had never heard that litile fact
before. It was like the cold edge ol a
knife pressed against the back ol his
neck. He got up in a hurry, “I just
remembered,” he said. “Customer com-
ing in with a big order before eight this
morning.” He looked at his watch and
saw that it was already 7:45.

He ran out of the house, got into
the pickup. started it with a shaking
hand and drove as fast as he dared
down the street. There was just enough
traflic o slow him up and, at one cor-
ner, he had to wait for a stop light. He
lelt the sweat beginning to pop on his
forehead and in his armpits.

By the time he got 10 the construction
site, the men were just starting work,
Three or four of them were gathered
around the concrete spreader and a
fresh load was veady to be poured. “Oh,
God, get that machine started,” Irwin
breathed to himsell. He parked Fairly
close, but not too dose to call special
attention to himsell. His truck had been
seen around the site belore, when he'd
curied some small order down to a
foreman—usually a tool that was needed
right away.

The foreman was motioning and the
workmen were now stepping back; the
operator was about to start his machine.
Irwin glanced at his watch. The hands
were on the verge of cight.

“That’s right, Sarge. He claims he was kidnaped by women’s lib
militants and forced to commit unnatural acts.”

Bong. bong, bong, bong, bong. bong,
bong, bong. Hollow-sounding, somewhat
muffled by its earthen cover, but still stout
and true enough to withstand the salvos
ol 16-inch guns or a [all from a step-
ladder, the old Seth Thomas boomed the
hour—but only in Irwin's Imagination,
Belore it could strike, he struck, l)ushing
the horn button of the old vuck down
hard and setting up a nasal blast that
drowned out every other noise.

He held it to a slow count of ten
while the foreman gestured at him and
one ol the men threw a clod of dirt at his
radiator. Then he released the pressure
and drew away his wrembling fingers. The
last-minute inspiration had worked: the
world was silent. With his sleeve, Irwin
wiped the sweat from his forehead and
looked at himsell in the rearview mirror.
That was when he saw the old black
Studebaker parked behind him.

In the mirror, he watched Adele get
out of the car and walk up to him, smil-
ing an ugly smile. She stood on the driv-
er’s side and stared into his guilty eyes.

“Guess you believed all that junk abot
the bactdeship,” she said. “Thought it
might give vou the idea of giving tha
clock another whack. Don’t worry—the
busted old thing will never strike again.
And, all in all, T ain’t oo sorry. I won't
breathe a word. That is, unless you forget
just once to do ewery little thing I say
from now on.”

Irwin nodded humbly. “Just as you
say, sweetheart. You hold all the cards.
Please. let’s go home now.”

Yes, she'd hold the cards for just a
litlle while. As Irwin turned the truck 1o
leave, he hewrd the engine ol the con-
crete spreader come to life. He'd bun-
gled the whole thing and the escape had
been narvow, but live and learn, he
thought. He was already beginning to
figure out what might be a good spot for
Adele. Maybe about four miles down,
where the new [reeway was laid out to
run through a fairly dense and secluded
stretch ol woods.

(Y]
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FRANK LANGELLA marqueed man

I HAVEN'T a sophisticated bone in my body about success—I
adore it and wallow in it, and I hope it lasts.” Although Frank
Langella had progressed from a New Jersey high school drama
club through sceneshifting to seven years of sieady efforc hon-
ing his skills oftBroadway and in regional theater—winning
three Obie awards and a solid professional reputation en route
—he remained unknown until last year, except to a handful
of critics. Then came his film role as Carric Snodgress’ un-
scrupulous lover in Diary of a Mad Housewife, and Frank Lan-
gella was an instant sex symbol. American female moviegoers
——accustomed of late to craggily unhandsome leading men—
hadn't been subjected to such an overtly sensual cinematic
presence in years, The 3l-ycar-old bachelor was suddenly be-
sicged hy teenage groupies and button-snatching matrons, an
cxperience he assesses with wry detachment as “a blissful
agony.” Just after Diary came the release of The Twelve
Chaivs, in which Langella playcd a lovable rogue; then it was
off to France to co-star with Faye Dunaway in René Clement’s
The House Under the Trees. Despite the fact that movies have
brought him fame, Frank considers himself primarily a stage
actor. “I love making the camera my mistress,” he admits,
“but nothing can touch a live audience.” So as soon as House
was completed, he hied himself back to summer stock, where
his performance as Cyrano de Bergerac in Williamstown,
Massachusetts, broke all records—and helped Frank shed a bit
of the pretty-boy image that has lost him some choice casting
plums. “We had waiting lists of 250 for every performance,”
he says. "It goes to show that there’s an enormous audience
in this counury for serious drama.” That judgment may be
tested this month, when Langella makes his Broadway debut
in an adaptation of Thomas Wolle's autobiographical The
Web and the Rock. In our view, it's more prolmblc that there
198 is an c¢normous audience in this country for Frank Langella.




HARRY NILSSON top rated

THE RELAXED, intelligent, unpretentious music he writes and
sings seemed out of place and time when acid rock was really
booming. But today Harry Nilsson's sounds—fine blends of
jazz, soul, folk and good old-time pop—couldn’t be more
on target. A singer and songwriter with impressive record-
ing, film- and television-scoring aedits, Nilsson began his
career quictly, ghosting demonstration records, singing TV-
commercial jingles and doing recording stints with Mer-
cury Records as “Johnny Niles” when names like Bobby
Vinton were in vogue. Finally switching to RCA, he rccorded
Pandemonium Shadow Show, which won the acclaim of John
Lennon. But it was his second LP, derial Ballei—titled afier
his grandparents’ touring circus act—that really took off on
the charts; this was followed by Harry and Nilsson Sings
Newman, a tribute to friend and fellow composer Randy New-
man. (The Newman album sounds as if it were recorded with
a chorus of 100, but actually Nilsson turned in 98 separate
vocal performances, an accomplishment that may reflect his
four post-high school years as a computer supervisor for a Van
Nuys, California, bank.) Meanwhile, he formed Nilsson House
Productions and worked on music for two flms—Skidoo,
which he scored, and Midnight Cowboy, for which he sang
Fred Neil's Everybody’s Talkin’ and captured a Grammy. One
of his more recent and unusual movie efforts was an ABC-TV
“Movie of the Week™ last February, a musical [antasy called
The Point, based on his story about a roundheaded boy living
in a land where everything is pointed. For the production,
30-year-old Nilsson composed seven songs that are included in
the sound-track recording now nearing Gold Record status.
As for Nilsson's [uture: It may include more scores and albums
(his latest, While the Cat Is Away, was just released) or, he
says, “It might take me back to computer work at that bank
in Van Nuys.” For music’s sake, we hope it’s not the latter.

JEROME KRETCHMER myr. clean

WHEN HE FIRST ACCEPTED Mayor Lindsay's appointment as head
of New York City's Environmental Protection Agency 22
months ago, a number of political observers questioned Jerome
Kretchmer’s judgment. A four-term state assemblvman [rom a
Manhattan district who had built a following of young and
radical voters, Kretchmer scemed to be risking a bright political
future, He would obviously be vulnerable if things didn’t get
cleaner—just about the last thing anybody in New York ex-
pected. But while the city hasn't become exuravagantly clean,
Kretchmer—387, married, a graduate of NYU and Columbia
Law School—is now being seriously considered as a successor
to Lindsay. Tackling first those problems that secemed to require
only a little vigorous leadership, Kretchmer would show up at
six A.m—dressed in a splendid Mod suit—to see the garbage
men off on their rounds. Unlike most smiling pols who arrive
with photographers, shake a few hands, accept a ceremonial
hard hat and leave hastily for the next stop, Kretchmer had
done his homework. He talked seriously to the men about their
work and their equipment, and they responded by bringing in
the trash—enough, at least, to make New Yorkers take notice.
Then-—mindful of Lindsay's near crucihixion after the city was
immobilized by a 1969 snowfall—Kretchmer marshaled his
forces and directed last winter's snow clearings like a general
repelling an invasion. That worked, too, and while it was partly
becruse the snows of 1971 weren’t as severe as those of 1969,
Kretchmer's stock rose again. He's had some setbacks, particu-
larly in his fight against a new Con EFd power plant. “We
haven’t won any ol the really big battles,” he says, “but we've
made a beginning.” His goals indude efficient rapid transit,
realistic limits on power consumption and penalty taxes against
polluters. And the mayor's job? “It’s much too carly to tell about
that yet. Too many things—especially the mayor’'s plans—aren't
cear.” Including the air; but Kretchmer is working on that.
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WDER \/\//_\\Ll_ (continued from page 124)

lounging on the livingroom couch.
While probing the possibilities inherent
in the electronics of the immediate fu-
ture, we've incorporated existing devel-
opments, many of which are available
today at your local dealer. The major
exception is the main display screen,
which utilizes a liquid crystal, a recent
development currently in limited lab-
OraAtory usc.

Decoratively, our clectronic wall is a
model of elegant simplicity, consisting
ol functional panels of opaque Lucite
mounted on tracks recessed into the ceil-
ing and foor so they can easily be
shifted to get at the wiring behind.
Dominating the central panel and, in
fact, the room itself is the huge liquid-
crystal screen. Directly to the right is the
main control board and to the right of
that, a sliding pancl of matching Lucite
designed to cover the tape reels, monitor
screen and main controls when they're
not in use. When closed, only the dis-
play screen, a sculptured wall speaker
on the left. a storage area for tape reels
and records on the right and another
sculptured wall speaker at far right are
visible. The speakers themselves, acousti-
cally identical, are deliberately different
in appearance to break up the monot-
ony of matched sterco speakers and to

lend a provocative, unusual look to the
wall itsell.

Although the liquid-crystal screen
should prove 1o be the center of attrac
tion for most of your guests, when curi-
osity has been sated and interest starts
to lapse, you can use the projector, lo-
cated just behind the display screen. 1o
show slides, commercial motion pictures
or your own Super-8 efforts on an op-
posing wall screen. (When not in use,
the main display screen is completely
wansparent, permitting the use ol the
projector behind it: the slot in the right-
hand sliding panel is designed for pro-
jector use when the panel is closed. In
use, as shown in one of the smaller illus-
trations, the screen is opalescent and the
projector is effectively hidden from view.)

Our coffee-table console is essentially
a duplicate of the main control panel,
and a small, hand-held remote enables
you to make adjustments in sonically or
visually presented material from other
locations within the room when you're
either disinclined or unable to man
the central control board. Not shown are
acoustically balanced speakers for quadri-
phonic sound at either end of the oppo-
site. wall and remote speakers in other
rooms.

Technically

speaking, the Wonder

Wall borrows a leaf from NASA and
applies the systems approach to the
home-entertainment center, 1o eliminate
duplicate and confusing controls and to
impart an essential smoothness 1o its
operation. It also allows for the group-
ing ol similar controls and permirs a
logical sequencing ol programs originat-
ing outside the home (television, radio,
lacsimile, etc) and of material vou wish
to schedule for the cvening's festivities
(records, audio and visual tapes, cas
settes, etc.). The wall also permits the
audio and visual waping of [riends and
business associates when they call on the
Picturephone, as well as the screening,
via remote cameras. ol Avon ladies and
survey takers at the pad’s outer doors.
Our [futuristic multipurpose main
screen shows standard television broad-
casts, cable-television (CATV) program-
ing, video tapes (prerecorded, those you
mayv have recorded oft the air and those
creative cfforts made with vour own
porta-pak video-tape equipment), plus
[acsimile reproduction of print material
such as newspapers (we haven’t yet come
up with a filter to eliminate the bad
news) and  blowups of Picurephone
callers or of visitors. Finally, the panel
behind the liquid-crystal screen, as shown
in the large illustration, can be used for
a color/light show that randomly re-
sponds to musical program material—or

How do you want

(The Magnavox guide to buying

Confused about which stereo components to buy? Relax. You're not alone.
Our advice is to listen to the technical talk, check the price—but basically
be guided by your ear. Especially when you hear the sound of Magnavox...

Great Sound: Four-speed Micro changer

with two 6” high-efficiency speakers. Space-saving,
with great performance at a low price.

(Even a compact, economy model sounds great when
it's a Magnavox!} MODEL 9280, optional 8760 speakers

Greater Sound: av/rvstereo radio.

Deluxe Micromatic changer with damped cueing device,
two 6” and two 32" high-compliance, air-suspension
speakerswhich deliver as much sound quality as speakers
twice as large! MODEL 9292



that can present its swirling tides of color
in total silence, if you prefer, with you
controlling the shape and flow of the
various hues while taking your ease.

Topping the main control panel is an
independent 14-inch TV monitor to pre-
view what you wish to show on the main
screen or to scan other channels when
the plot of the late-night movie becomes
too depressingly familiar. The row of
buttons directly beneath the monitor
screen is to help you program your eve-
ning by selecting the devices you wish
turned on—ielevision, tape recorders,
light show, facsimile, etc. Once on, they’ll
be at the ready when you wish to in-
stantly switch program material.

Below this row are two laboratory
oscilloscopes bound to fascinate techni-
cally minded friends; they can be used
for distortion analysis of whatever com-
ponent you may be using or to check
the accuracy of your tuning or the preci-
sion of a station’s own transmission. The
scopes can also be used as trouble-shoot-
ing devices, monitoring not only incom-
ing signals but the signal output from
your various amplifiers and tuning de-
vices. No signal, or one that doesn’t
measure up, and you've located the de-
fective unit. Controls and indicator lights
for them are directly beneath the oscil-
loscopes.

The main portion of the control pan-

¢l, the pulse beat of the Wonder Wall,
lies just below the oscilloscopes. On the
left 1s a digital keyboard similar to that
of a telephone, on which you can punch
up any of the functions of the wall—
standard television or CATV broadasts,
FM, AM or short-wave radio, facsimile-
print reproduction, any of the various
audio and visnal tape-playing facilities,
the recording units, the color/light show,
projected slides and films, or the playback
of recorded messages and surveillance
tapes. (Your problem—and that of your
guests—lies not in what you can or can't
do with the wall but in making up your
mind what you want to do with it.)

To the right of the keyboard is a row
of “slider” switches for preset volume con-
trol of the various audio functions, as
well as for intensity control of the visual
ones. When vou switch from a television
show at moderate volume and wish soft
music, that’s what you'll get, not a blast
of sound that may shatter a mood or
wound sensitive eardrums. At far right
in the same row are still more slider
switches for color adjustment of all the
video systems. The next row of switches
allows you to tune the frequency re-
sponse of the wall to compensate for the
acoustics of the room itself. In essence,
this system enables you to hear the origi-
nal acoustics of the recording hall, as
opposed to those of your living room. 1f

you really want to hear the New York
Philharmonic at Lincoln Center, sonical-
ly speaking you'll be there.
Preprograming your evening. to allow
for the transition from $1,000,000 worth
of talent on the big screen to more
intimate entertainment endeavors, is the
function of the two rows of buttons
beneath the banks of vertical slider
switches. The first of these is for the
presclection and sequencing of program
material—television  broadcasts, radio
programs, recorded tapes—whatever fits
your fancy. These are the buttons with
which to pace the evening; you may
want to start with Laugh-In, break [or
a light show, follow with a video-taped
feature film and finish with quiet music.
Controlling the light show is the func
tion of the next row of buttons, with
which you can lend a vertical or a
horizontal accent to the swirl of colors
on the screen, program in cluster and
branching cffects and give the colors
well-defined or diffuse edges. The read-
out strips directly below these buttons
are for the tuning and recording sys
tems. The left strip indicates the call
Jetters as well as the frequency of amy
FM or AM stations to which you may be
tuned; it will also indicate short-wave
call letters and [requencies if you're in
the mood for somcthing exotic. The
right readout strip, for the recording

totreat yourear?

Stereo Component Systems)

because if anyone can get your ear and your budget to agree on the right sound,
Magnavox can! (After all, we are the leaders in stereo high-fidelity.)
Why not follow your ear to your Magnavox dealer and give a listen?

Fantastic Sound: rour air-suspension
speakers in an omni-directional system that projects
superb sound a full 360°! With AM/FM stereo radio,
recessed Deluxe Micromatic changer. MODEL 9274

- yaX @ =
Finest Sound: 150 vztts 1HF music power,

air-suspension speaker system with two 12" bass
woofers and two 1000 Hz. Exponential horns. Magnetic
cartridge, too. The Greatest! MODEL 9299
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units, shows which track is playing and
indicates the foorage run off.

The tabs below these readout strips
are the switching adjustments for all the
audiorecording systems: dubbing con-
wols, input monitoring and special
editing effeas for those users who are
semiprofessionals. Slots for video and
audio cartridges and for cassettes come
next, with their own readout strips im-
mediately above, indicating track selec-
tion and the amount of tape played. The
last bank of tabs handles the switching
adjustments for the visual recording
systems.

The motor-driven devices on the main
control board, usually hidden from view
by the sliding panel, include two audio-
tape recorders, both equipped with auto-
matic threading and reverse and capable
ol holding 1014-inch reels of tape. Below
the audio recorders is a reel well for
video tapes, either prerecorded or blank.
The last device in the vertical stack is
the wrntable, featuring a straightline
tracking tonearm and a photoelectronic
cartridge. When not in use, the turn-
tuble fits snugly into the wall as shown;
when you wish to play it, it swings
gently out to the horizontal.

Should you tire of watching the en-
chantments of the Wonder Wall itself,
you can turn on the projector and be
turned on yourself by slides, commercial
films or your latest Super-8 cinéma-verité
opus projected on the wall screen op-

posite. Adjustments for the projector lie
below the lens and cin be reached by
sliding the main display sareen slightly
to the left. The projector itsell has an
adjustable zoom lens to handle the differ-
ent focal lengths involved; a dual-trans-
port. mechanism allows for the loading of
both slide carrousels and automatic-
threading film cassertes.

Not shown in the main illustration is
the rooltop antenna, which can he rotat-
ed from the main or remote instrument
consoles. Partly hidden behind the slid-
ing panel at far right are storage areas
lor your colleciion of phonograph rec
ords and wpes, as well as prerecorded
video tapes and those you may have
recorded off the air. All recording and
playback tape units, as well as the phono-
graph pickup, can handle four-channel
material; the audio tuners are likewise
equipped with decoders [or receiving
broadcast quadriphonic programs. Built-
i Dolby noise-reduction circuitry allows
lor absolutely quiet broadcast reception
as well as playing and recording of tapes.

The two remote units enable you to
control the Wonder Wall, in part or in
full, from a distance. The main remote
is a duplicate of the primary control
panel, connected o it by Gible ind minus
only the monitor screen, test scopes and
less important switches. The more limited
hand-held remote, with its tiny built-in
wansmitter, enables you to punch up any
one function of the wall and then make

At ][] |

“Some of you used to call us ‘boy,” and that’s why now some

of us like to call you ‘mother.

2y

adjustments with the rotary controls.
For instance, you can pum‘h FM radio
as the Tunction and then adjust the
volume and change the station frequen-
cy with the control knob. The readout
window in the base of the unit indicates
frequency, units in use, erc. On tped
material, the digital tab labeled rer al-
lows you to repeat a selection. while
pressing the tab marked pis (for display)
permits the control of color balance and
intensity of visually presented material
via the rotary knobs. The remote unit
also has laahites for [ast forward and
reverse of taped material.

If you're away from home and wish to
turn on the set for recording purposes,
you can address the wall with a phone
call. Although the various control panels
allow for the preprograming of material
and for the wall to turn isell on and
off at preset times, the outside phone call
gives you the benefit of a backup system
in case you forget—or in case your plans
are suddenly changed and your date
decides she's amenable to canapés and
drinks at your place after all.

The purely Tuwristic element of the
wall, the one device that would startle
even an astronaut, is the liquid-crystal
sareen. Although not yer at your local
television salon, diances are good that
it will be available m the not-too-far-off
future (though not necessarily in the
form we've presented). The liquid-crystal
material is transparent, flows like water
and takes the shape of any comtainer into
which it's poured. Its molecules, never-
theless, are anvanged in orderly patterns
much like those in quartz or diamonds.
When an elecric current passes through
it, the liquid clouds and becomes opales-
cent, reflecting light. For viewing, a screen
made ol such material could be side-
lighted it the room were dark, or it could
reflece the normal lighting of the room,
or, il you wanted a very bright picture,
spotlights could be shone onto the screen.
Since the unit generates no light of its
own, internal power requirements are
small. RCA has already used liquid crys-
tals in making a small, fac television
screen thar olfers potentially excellent
resolution and conwast. Larger sareens
as thin as a pane of glass and capable of
showing color are a distinct possibility.

rLAYBOY's Wonder Wall, while ob-
viously a product of the mmagination as
well as of hard techmical knowledge, is
also a forecast of things to come in the
held of electronics and an indication of
what will someday be de rigueny for a
handsomely accoutered pad. And il you
think some of the leatures we've includ-
ed won't come to pass until long after
2001, think again. It was, if you'll recall,
only 14 years ago that the Russians sent
up Sputnik l—and today Americans are
driving across the surface of the moon.




THERE 1S ONLY. ONE JOY...THE COSTLIEST PERFUME IN THE WORLD
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f&i[‘y godmother headquar[ers (continued from page 126)

it's a dramatic turn of events here. Derek.
Things are happening much [faster than
anyone expected at the palace. This could
throw the fairy godmother's plans out
of whack. She apparently had an idea of
putting Cinderella into the ball just in
time to catch the prince’s eye as he wr-
rived, but this has all gone by the boards
now. It may be a case of having the
horses but being too late to the starting
gate, eh, Derek?

eversipe: That could well be, Walter.
Timing and chance can be everything.
As Camus said

BRINKHUNT: Excuse me, Derek. we're
going back down to Benton Fenton at
hearthside.,

rexton: Cinderella is leaving lor the
hall and she looks fantastic! She's trav-
eling in a beautiful gilded coach drawn
by six fine horses, @ handsome driver in
the box and six tall footmen. Walter, [
don’t care what's happening at that pal-
ace, it's a brand-new ball game from
here on in.

EvERsIDE: Ben, is there any sign of
the fat pumpkin, six mice, rat and six
hzards?

rExton: None at all, Derek. They
must have eaten them.

eversipe: That's a heck of a diet for a
girl going to a party, Ben.

rENTON: Don’t knock it if you haven’t
wied it. Derek.

prINKHUNT: Thank you, Ben, we'll
stay in touch. We've gol a report now
from Chilton Fanning at the fairy god-
mother's headquarters.

FanNING: Walter, everyone here feels
that with the fairy godmother's support,
Cinderella is sure to snap up the prince,
even though she’s getting a late start.

BRINKHUNT: Thank you, Chilton. Weil,
Devek, 1 suppose that may be true.

EVERSIDE: | guess so, Walter. I still
can’t get over that diet, though.

prRINKRHUNT: Let's go back to the pal-
ace now. Melvin?

sLUbGE: Walter, this place is agog.
Cinderella stopped the ball cold when
she walked in. The prince took one look
at her and dropped the stepsister in the
middle of her mazurka. He's been with
Cinderella ever since, and if he isn't i
love, I'm a Doberman pinscher. I'm
going to move up and see if T can get a
word with the happy couple. . . . Excuse
me, Cinderella, is there any romance in
the offing between you and the prince?

CINDERELLA (simpering): Qooh, we're
just good friends.

stupce: Well, vou heard it, Walter.
Theyre not talking. but it’s obvious
they only have eyes for each other.

sRINRHUNT: Thank you, Melvin. (Sifs
back, smiling) Well, there’s the story,
Derek. Touch and go for a little while,
bue it's all tied up now.

evirsipE:  This sort of thing could
happen only in America, Walter. Young
girl making good despite all odds and a
rotten dinner. As Betty Crocker pointed
out

BRINKHUNT: Hang on a second, Derek.
Melvin’s back on the line. Yes, Mel, go
ahead.

SLUDGE (outstdde on the palace grounds,
looking suddenly tense). Walter, we've
got a stange development here. A re-
port’s just come in that Cinderella’s
gilded coach is shortly going to change
into a large melon, possibly a cantaloupe.

BRINKHUNT: What! That's amazing!

stubcE: And not only thar, Walter,
but the driver, the footmen, the horses
and everything are supposed to turn
into a mass ol vermin.

BRINKHUNT: My God! When's this sup-
posed to happen?

sLUbGE: Qur report 1s 12:15 At

srINKHUNT: That’s not long off. Mel,
will you check this out and report back
as soon as you can?

sLubcE: Right, Walter.

BRINKHUNT (wiping his Drow): This is
fantastic, Derck. It's grotesque. To have
something like this happen to a young
girl.

EVERSIDE: It's the slender thread by
which we all hang. The underside ol life
is horror.

stunce: Walter!

BRINKHUNT: Yes, Mel, go ahead.

stunce: The reports are coming fast.
Something is, indeed, going to happen
to that coach around 12:15. It may not
change into a cantaloupe, but it's going
to change into something. There’s a
strong report it's going to change into
a member of the citrus family, possibly
a tangerine. There's also a report it may
turn into a grilled-cheese sandwich, but
this is so far unsubstantiated.

BRINKHUNT: This is incredible—

supce:  HOLD 1T, WALTER!
There's a big fuss now around the coach,
Nothing's supposed to happen for an-
other 15 or 20 minutes, but there's a big
crowd around the coach. I'm trying to
make my way through. . . . Excuse me.
. . . Oops! There's some rats runming
by. ... MY GOD, WALTER, THERE'S
A BIG SQUASH OR SOMETHING!
I'm not a farm boy, Walter, but there’s
some kind of luge vegerable here in the
parking lot,

EvERSIDE: What's that gonging in the
background, Mel?

stunce: It's just the bells, Derek, 1
guess it's midnight. Wait a minute.
There's a card sticking out of the side of
the vegetable. If I can just get my hands
on it. . .. Yes, as [ thought, I'T'S THE
PARKING CHECK FOR CINDER-
ELLA'S COACH! HER COACH HAS

BECOME THIS LARGE VEGETABLE!

prRINKHUNT: Well, Derek, this is an
astounding wrn of evenis. Everything
going so well for Cinderella when sud-
denly her coach changes into a squash
for no apparent reason.

Eversipe: Yes, although it's more spec
tacular than sertous. Cinderella is still
happily dancing with the prince.

stupcE: Walter!

BRINKHUNT: Yes. Mel. go ahead.

sLunce: I've just discovered that Cin-
derella is not that beautiful girl inside
the palace! I've just found her lying out
here on the sidewalk dressed in rags. Ob-
viously. the girl in there is an impostor.

BRINKHUNT: But how can that be? We
saw her leave for the ball all dressed
up!

sLunce: It must have been somebody
else.

BRINKHUNT; I see. . . .

sLupGt: Now there’s a whole crowd of
people from the party charging toward
us. Theyre trampling by us—I'm pull-
ing Cinderella out of the way. Excusc
me, sir, what's happening here?

cENTLEMAN: The prince’s lady has dis-
appeared. We're chasing alter her. Kind-
ly get yoursell and that wurchin out of
the way.

stubct: Well, vou heard that, Walter.
Apparently, whoever it was that was
dancing with the prince has disap-
peared, on top of everything clse that's
happened tonight. This is a fantastic
situation here!

prRINKHUNT: We'll be back with you
shortly, Mel if you've got any follow-up
on this. Well, Derek, what do you make
of all this? First the mysterious meta-
morphosis of the coach into a large
vegetable; then Cinderella is discovered
crawling around outside the palace, obvi-
ously pining away because she couldn’t go
to the ball; and finally, the abduction of
the prince’s beautiful mystery lady. Who
do vou suppose she could be, Derek?

eVERsIDE: I have no idea, Walter, and
it seems to me that a recuring theme
throughout the events here tonight has
been this whole question of identity.
First we have a coach suddenly becom-
ing a heap of garbage. Then we have a
girl who first appears to be Cinderella,
then we don't know who she is, and now
she's gone altogether. Being and noth-
ingness. Sartre’s whole existential ques-
tion for modern man of “Who am I2
Where am I going? And what am 1]
riding in to get therez?”

BRINKHUNT: Thank Derek. We
have another report now from Melvin.

SLUDGE (standing al the palace gates):
Walter, there’s chaos here at the palace.
First of all, no one seems to know who
the beautful givl is, and now she's
disappeared. This is even more tragic

you,



because she’s captured the prince’s heart
tonight. He wants to marry her, there’s
no doubt. This girl can have anything
she wants, but she's gone. There is, how-
ever, one possible clue. We've just gotten
a report on this; apparently, the girl left
behind some article of clothing that may
provide a lead to her identity. We don’t
know what this piece of clothing is—
possibly a brassiere or a pair ol panty-
hose: you know how these parties get—
but it may be possible to identily her by
secing what girl in town fits into this
piece of apparel. I've already volunteered
to help in the search.

BRINKHUNT: Good boy, Melvin.

sLupcGE: In any event, the palace guards
aren’t talking and I don’t think we're
going to have any more information
tonight.

BRINKHUNT: Thank you, Mel. Well,
Derek, it's certainly been an evening of
jumbled events. We thought we had the
whole story wrapped up some time ago,
and now the mysteries are compounded
more than ever. We've got an abduc-
tion, we've got a big vegetable in the
parking lot, we've got a scrap of under-
wear and a lot of unanswered questions.

EVERsIDE: Yes, Walter, and I think it’s
well to remember Cinderella throughout
all this. She has completely lost out.
She’s discovered aawling around outside
the palace, weeping, because she can't
go to the ball. Certainly, a fine ball like
this stands in stark contrast to the sordid
life she lives in the fireplace with her
diet of vermin and occasional chimney-
sweep boyfriends.

BRINKHUNT: Yes. Derek. It's a harsh
situation for her there.

Eversipe: And then, Walter, if we're
going to count up the winners and los-
ers tonight, certainly the fairy godmoth-
er has lost a great deal of prestige. She's
backed, after all, a complete washout.
Her influence in future balls has got to
be diminished.

prRINKHUNT: I think that’s right, Derck.
Well, we're getting on into the wee hours
ol the morning. There probably will be
no more new developments tonight. So,
unless you have any more analysis

EVERSIDE: No. Walter.

BRINKHUNT: We'll be back as events
dictate; but for mow, we'll say good
night for National Network News.

Five days laler:

rexton: And now the happy couple
is coming down the steps, Walter. The
crowd’s starting to throw rice, Cinderella
is radiant. We're going to try to make
our way through and get a word with
the happy couple before they get into
the carriage. Excuse me. National Net-
work News. Cinderella, after days of
confusion and mistaken identity, it's all
finally been straightened out and you're
now in this beautiful white gown, hav-
ing just married the handsome and
wealthy prince. How does it feel?

CINDERELLA (simpering): Oooh, we're
just good [riends.

rExtoN: Well, you heard it, Walter.
She’s still the sweet shy thing she always
was. They're getting into the carriage
now, along with the king, the fairy god-
mother—escorted by our own Chilton
TFanning—and the other members of the
wedding  party. It's pretty crowded in

that carriage, I want to tell you. Now on
to the palace for the reception. Back to
you in the booth. Walter.

prINKHUNT: Well, Derek, all's well
that ends well, as the Bard said. Cinder-
ella’s now launched on a life of happi
ness and luxury with the prince. It's a
real rags-to-riches story here.

LversipE: 1 think so, Walter. A real
Cinderella story. This girl came out of
nowhere to become a princess almost
literally overnight. It's something that
can happen only in America, Walter.
We have an open society, a dynamism
here, that makes something like this
possible.

BRINKHUNT: She's left the rat soufllés
and tawdry little chimney-sweep liatsons
behind her.

EVERSIDE: Yes, Walter, she'll be every
inch a princess from now on.

BRINKHUNT: The crowd’s breaking up
outside the church now. The wedding
party will soon be arriving at the palace
for the reception. Then, in a [ew hours,
the happy couple will jet to their honey-
moon rendezvous in Majorca, as we
have it, although this inlormation may
not be correct. But wherever they turn
up, we will, of course, be there to bring
you full coverage. So that about does it
for now, Derek, unless you have any
other analysis.

EVERSIDE: No, Walter, except to say
that if nothing else, this whole business
proves the old adage “If the shoe fits,
wear it.”

BRINKHUNT: Thank you, Derek, and
good night for National Network News.

“I love you, Phyllis. I've always
loved you. I'd do anything for you. Oh, Phyllis, my
darling, I love you so much. Pass it on.”
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people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

HURST FIRST

The SS] Hurst, a customized version of a Pontiac Grand Prix, is
billed as the first car with a factory-installed digital computer

that gives readouts on vehicle performance over various speed

ranges. Created by the Hurst Performance Research Corporation, the
SS] also boasts customized trim and wheels, electronically operated
sun roof, Hurst Auto/Stick shifter, digital tachometer, two-way
citizens’-band radio and a sentry device that warns you when

you're under radar surveillance. (If you don’t slow down in time,

you can use the optional armrest-mounted mobile phone to call your
lawyer.) Price—minus the phone and such other goodies as a nine-inch

TV, miles-per-gallon gas gauge and burglar-alarm system—about $8800.

POOR LITTLE RICH BOY

Those who are into ecology
as well as fashion should note
that Limbo, a New York City
boutique, is selling recycled
blue jeans. No kidding.
(They've scoured Marlboro
country for them.) Faded
ones go for a mere §5;
patched cost $35; ornately
appliquéd ones are $200; and
shorts, $4. Hike them up
with David Wurtzel belt-
and-buckle originals, An
American artist living in
Italy, Wurtzel has taken the
heroes and animals from
Homeric tales (incdluding
Telemachus hunting, lions,
owls and satyrs) and he's
etched them into brass
buckles on leather belts, $15,
and medallions on rawhide
thongs, $9. All are available
from A Happy Tie Company
in Manhattan.

SOUND ALIBI

It’s the classic scenario: Guy met by livid
girlfriend, vainly tries to mollify her with lame
story. Now, thanks to Leisure Data, a New York
recording firm, you can deceive a whole cast of
nonbelievers with Alibi Tapes. The eight
situations—available as cassettes or cartridges—
include the background sounds of a hotel lobby,
a crowded airport and a secretarial pool. At
$16.95, complete, they're a decided
improvement over the old stuck-clevator ploy.

LATTER-DAY LADY DAY

In Lady Sings the Blues, the forthcoming
Motown movie now in production at
Paramount, there'll be no need for dubbing;

its star is Diana Ross, who makes her

screen debut as the late, legendary Billie
Holiday. Set in the mid-Thirties, the film will
spotlight the early career of Lady Day, when she
recorded with Teddy Wilson, Basie and Shaw.




HEAVY BREAD
FOR THE BIRDS

It took John J. Audubon 11 years to
complete his monumental masterpiece,
The Birds of America. The original
consisted of 435 hand-colored folio prints
illustrating 1065 birds. This same work,
now being meticulously reprinted in Hol-
land for Johnson Reprint Corporation,
will cost $5400—which ain’t chicken feed.

COME FILL THE CUP

Tired of playing the same old games
around the office? So is the Ozite
Corporation, which has come to the
forefront with Lawnscape, a chemical-fiber
miniature putting green. At about seven
dollars a square yard, you can install it
wall to wall and contribute to the
greening of America. Well, Miss Smith,
what do you think of my putts?

TRES BON VOYAGE

To commemorate the 100th anniversary of Jules Verne’s Around the
World in 80 Days, the French Line's S. 8. France will leave New York
January 10 for a 91-day world cruise, making 25 exotic ports of call. For
$5065, you can book a low-deck cabin, but only those with accommodations
above $9080 will gain admission to the Chambord dining room, called by
Craig Claiborne “the finest French restaurant in the world.”

GETTING ORBENIZED

Robert Orben, a prolific comedy
writer, has dedicated his career to
the chortle needs of Georgie Jessels
everywhere. Now, for only §48 a
year, you can have up to 1500
topical one-liners at the tip of your
tongue by subscribing to his
twice-monthly Orben Comedy Letier,
which provides snappy patter on
subjects as intrinsically humorous
as Red China. Lotsa yuk.

PLEASURE ISLAND

Riding the crest of the water-bed wave, Craft Associates in Wilkes-Barre,
Pennsylvania, has introduced a king:size water bed (radiantly heated, of
course) that's bordered by foam chaises with a built-in Hitachi color TV,
AM/EM stereo radio and rheostat-controlled lamp. All you need is plenty
of space (Pleasure Island measures 10" x 11’), an electric socket and $2900.
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pm‘nn' mn (continued from page 151)

the same dramatically designed premises.

Elrod purposely created an unclut-
tered lacade on the road side of his home
(see page 152) to further the impact of
the spectacular view that awaits visitors,
once they've left their cars by his carport,
passed between brass electronically oper-
ated driveway gates and entered the
tentlike circular living room that has
a diameter of 60 feet. The aforemen-
tioned frameless floor-to-ceiling windows
(the glass is mitered and joined by epoxy)
provide a stunning view of Palm Springs
that’s broken only by the roof columns
positioned on the outside terrace.

But once you've admired the view,
it's the room’s massive poured-concrete
ceiling that commands your attention.
Spreading out from a central hub are
nine concrete beams that resenble the
petals of a giant flower. To add textural
excitement to the ceiling, Elrod lined
the triangular spaces between the beams
with copper and, to areate an additional
light source, he ulted each section slight-
ly, forming a series ol ceiling windows.

Because of the room's tremendous
size, Elrod wisely chose to create a num-
ber of distinctive seating oases. Directly
beneath the ceiling’s hub, he positioned
a circular hand-tufted area rug and par-
tially ringed it with two custom-designed
sofas. The pad's dining area was strategi-
cally placed close to the mammoth fire-
place at a spot where the roof line dips
low, thus creating an intimate atmos-
phere. The modern elliptical kitchen is
located near the table, directly behind a
partition on which hangs a Paul Jenkins
painting. Although the kitchen is sepa-
rated from the living room, it borrows
light from this area via Elrod’s clever use

]
=)

CARPORT
7 PARKING
/' COURT

SCULPTURE
GARDEN

=]
51 %JBO&FI CE

LINE OF

ROGF D\‘Eluall;)t q}-

5TONE
WALK

of the right-hand wall—the top of which
is paneled with glass. Several ceiling
windows also admit daylight.

To [acilitate dining and to provide a
music source near the table, Elrod hung
a curved sideboard housing a pair of
stereo speakers on an adjacent wall,
(Other speakers are built in throughout
the house and the clectronic compo-
nenis are stored behind a panel in his
study-office.)

At one side of the living room, next
to a doorway lcading 1o the bedroom-
study-office wing (see floor plan below), is
a short flight of slate steps that lead o the
terrace and swimming pool. Descending
the stairs, one passes between two natural-
rock outcroppings, left there to [urther
the integral effect ol house and mountain.

Although the layout of Elrod's pad is
intriguingly nregular, with no room be-
ing cither square or rectangular, the
over-all design simplifies the home's mul-
tiple functions, creating three distinct
zones—a  living room-kitchen arvea lor
entertaining, a private wing that con-
tuns the bath-dressing room and the
bedroom-study-office and a miniwing con-
taining the guest suite. Since cach exists
as a separate entity, Elrod can host a
party in the living roomn and, if he
chooses, completely close off his private
wing from guests.

In the 30Vx 85" private wing, glass,
rock and courbaril (a dark South Ameri-
can wood) are combined to create a mas-
culine sanctum sanctorum that includes
an ultraluxe bath—dressing room that's ac-
tually a health spa. On one wall in the
bath, a king-sized shower stall and tiled
and mirrored sauna stand side by side
just a few steps from a sunken travertine

The floor plon obove provides o cleor view of the unique room configurotions of Elred’s
single-level 5700-squore-foot digs. North is to the right; one inch roughly equols 35 feet.

tub (with whirlpool device) that's adja-
cent to floor-to-ceiling sliding glass doors
that open onto a rock garden. A free-
standing lavatory counter with ceiling-
high showbiz mirror ringed with bulbs
doubles as a room divider, separating
the bath from the dressing room. Op-
posite the lavatory, on the wall that
separates the dressing room from the bed-
room, is a series ol clear-plastic bins that
house sweaters, shirts and other ward-
robe items. By switching on the bins'
interior lights, Elrod can easily locate any
article of clothing, thus all but eliminat-
ing the frustrating hunts that plague
many busy bachelors. And so that a
nightcap can be as easily obtained as an
item of apparel, Elrod also incorporated
a well-stocked mini wet bar into the ward-
robe wall.

The 50-foot-long bedroom-study-office
that makes up the remainder of the pri-
vate wing rivals the living room in hand-
someness. A foor-to-ceiling sliding glass
door extends across a portion of one wall,
butting against giant boulders; the op-
posite wall, paneled in courbaril, con-
tains a raised freplace flanked by two
built-in cabinets. Alter dark, bulbs in
the cabinets wash the walls and limed-
redwood ceiling with solt light.

Instead of walling off the bedroom,
Elrod chose to use the upholstered four-
foot-high headboard ol his kingsized
bed as a roon divider; his desk, placed
perpendicular 1o the headboard, faces
Palm Springs and provides the owner
with another spectacular view, Courbaril
doors, behind the desk, open to reveal
closet space for suits, jackets and coats.
On the wall facing the bed is a huge mir-
ror onto which Elrod has aflixed an
abstract painting. Next to the bed is the
courbaril night stand pictured on page
154. From here, Elrod can regulate most
of the lights in his pad, thus allowing
him to darken the house in one easy
operation. And should he plan 1o do
some late-night reading or to spend a
leisurely Sunday morning in bed with the
papers, there's a control for electrically
adjusting the footrest and backrest as
well as for switching the main sterco
system on and off. A dock, mini TV,
solitaire game and extension phone are
also nearby; the phone is adapted 10
handle several incoming calls at once and
also houses an intercom system  that
connects with the living room, kitchen
and guest suite.

From its domed living-room ceiling to
its luxurious health spa, the sprawling,
spectacular home of Arthur Elrod offers
an original Far West blend of pleasure
and practicality served on the rocks.



1O BE CONTINUED

form of blueprint molecules of deoxyribo-
nucleic acid (DNA).

DNA is the key to most of modern
biology. It consists of a long spiral mole-
cule, rather like a computer tape. The
chromosomes of each cell contain a
number of these molecules, on which are
stored, in coded form, all the informa-
tion needed to turn that cell into a
complicated organism—and to deter-
mine whether the organism will be a
man, a rabbit or a peach tree. This
molecule is Jim Watson and Francis
Crick’s “double helix,” which won them
a share of the Nobel Prize in 1962; we
are just beginning to be able to read the
language of its code, which is composed
of a series of three-"letter” combinations.

DNA is like a master blueprint for
the body and its maintenance. What
happens is that from an identical blue-
print file in every body cell, copies are
taken, and these copies, in turn, are
used to specify chemical machine tools,
called enzymes. Since a baby differs from
a man, and a muscle cell from a blood
cell, the body clearly has an elaborate
program for transcribing parts of this
stored information at one time and ig-
noring, or switching off, others. If we
had a full set of plans for a Saturn
rocket, we would need to make one set
of jigs and tools for the workshop that
builds the engines and another for the
guidance-system shop. If some of the blue-
prints were locked up as soon as the pat-
terns were made, the life of that workshop
would be limited to the life span of its
now-irreplaceable tools.

Unlike engineering, in which parts
are checked and rechecked, biological
toolmaking is never 100 percent accu-
rate. In old nematode worms, Israel’s Dr.
David Gershon has found that all the
necessary chemical tools of certain kinds
are there, but about half are not work-
ing properly. It seems highly probable
that at some point in the chain, errors
enter the manufacturing process. They
may be in the original DNA blueprints,
which become smudged or switched off in
some or all of the cells with wear and
the passing of time. They may be in the
copying process or, more probably, in
the machine tools, the enzymes. The mis-
chief may be of many kinds. One kind
is the injection of “noise,” in the com-
munication sense. Random scratches on
a negative, wormholes in punch cards,
nicks in a phonograph record are noise
of this sort; they confuse the original
message. Or it may be that since muscle
cells and blood cells must clearly use
different parts of their original, total
blucprint file, some of the blueprints
they possess may become unavailable to
them and some parts of the system may
not be renewable if damaged. The dam-
age could affect nondividing cells so that

(continued from page 114)

they ceased to function properly, or it
could affect dividing cells so that new
cells formed by an old man differ from
those of a baby, becoming impaired or
foreign.

Luckily, we don’t have to find out
which of these mechanisms is instrumen-
tal in aging. We can alter its rate with-
out knowing. In fact, we are most likely
to pinpoint the kind of information loss
that's occurring by secing what tends to
counteract it. Basically, we have one big
choice: If we're dealing with a phono-
graph record that i1s scratched with use
until it's unplayable, we nced to slow
down the rate at which scratches accu-
mulate—for cxample, by cleaning the
stylus and excuding grit and dust. If
we're dealing with a record that can be
played once only and not restarted, we
might conceivably find ways of running
it more slowly—but not so much so as
to distort the music. Either of these pro-
cedures would prolong the performance.

In rats and mice, we already know of
several maneuvers that will prolong life.
The oldest and simplest of these is food
restriction. The life span of mice can he
doubled, both by gross calorie restric-

tion, which keeps them juvenile, and by
feeding them only two days out of three.
Besides  postponing aging, this regime
virtually climinates tumors in  some
strains of mice. The lack of excess calo-
ries may slow down copying generally
or cut the rate of noise injection or
conserve irreplaceable machine-tool mole-
cules. It may retard some built-in pro-
gram in the body. It may even work
simply as a challenge that makes the
natural control machinery work better.
Starved mice have big adrenal glands,
and there are some adrenal hormones
that can by themselves double longevity
in long-lived mouse strains, probably by
controlling copying processes or by pre-
venting the rejection of divergent cells.
Whether the technique of food restric-
tion would work in man, and particu-
larly whether it would work when started
in adult life, we can find out only by
trial.

Another group of approaches is based
on an area of research that made great
strides in the Sixties: immunology. Biol-
ogists are trying to understand and con-
trol the body's defenses against foreign
cells so as to ensure the success of trans-
plant surgery. They are umaveling the
machinery that prevents gralts from

“Before we start, do you have any unusual evogenous
zones I should know about?”
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taking and. in so doing, finding
more and more instances in which the
body appears 1o react against or reject is
own tssues. These conditions become
commoner with age, and it seems almost
certaim that self-rejection plays a part,
perhaps a leading part, in age changes.
Either our cells alter and become crimi-
nals or our bodilv policemen alter and
start attacking law-abiding citizens. Drugs
and hormones of the kind given to cover
wansplant operations are already being
tred with some  success as  anti-aging
agents in mice: and in some strains of old
mice, removal ol the spleen—an impor-
tant organ in the rejection process—
makes them survive o great ages.

Yer another approach is based direaly
on the error-in-copying idea. Large man-
made molecules, and molecules in organic
matertals such as margavine or leather,
perish with time through attack by chem-
1cal agents known as free vadicals. A Iree
radical has been likened 10 a convention
delegate away [rom his wile: it’s a highly
reactive chemicl agent that will combine
with thing suittable that’s  wround.
Chemists protect such things as chicken
feed, cornflakes and automobile tives by
adding to them substances known as anti-
oxidants, which mop up these unwanted
agents and slow down the perishing proc-
ess. The body contiins both free rvadi-
cals and  long-lived  molecules—among
them, the fibers that keep our skin elastic
and the blueprint molecules of DNA. II
any such perishing reactions occur with
aging, it ought 10 be possible 1o slow all
ol them down by administering some
of the nonpoisonous antioxidants now
added 10 groceries, but in far bigger
doses, without waiting o lind our exactly
where the damaging processes are located.

A position paper on ihe pracical side
of age slowing 1 animals in 1971 would
run roughly like this: (1) We now have
perhaps half a dozen ways of slowing
down aging or lengthening lile or both in
rats and mice. (2) The exact way these
methods fit wogether, the natwre of the
aging clock and whether there is one
clock or more are unanswered questions,
but we should be dose to an answer with-
in five years. (3) It's not certain that any
ol the known age-slowing methods would
work in man. (4) Whether they would
and whether they would work in adult
lile, can be found only by wying them.
(5) I they don’t, then s hikely that
similw and equally simple methods will.
(6) Human experiments will be started
within the next three o five vears, prob-
ably at more than one center.

The reason these technigques haven't
alveady been tried in man has nothing
to do with ethics; it's simply that, be-
cinse the investigators age as well as
their subjects, 70-to-B0-vear experiments
are, for praciical and psychological rea-
sons, no go. As long as we could measure

are

aging only by lollowing lifelong mortali-
v figwes, as insurimee acuaries do. ex-
periments  on  anti-aging  agents  were
confined 1o vats and mice, which live but
a few years. But we can now move into
human studies, because greater knowledge
of age changes and the advem ol auto-
mated clinical laboratories and comput-
ers make it possible to measure the rate
ol aging in the short run.

The new strategy is to choose a bai-
tery ol measurements—chemicl, psvcho-
logical and clinical-—that change with
age and lollow them over a period ol. say,
five years, starung at a given age, such as
50. The measures are picked 1o be so
varied that any [actor that slows the rate
of chaunge in all of them would be likely
to act by slowing down aging in general.
This approach reduces the problem of
how 1o retard aging in man to the size
ol an ordinary medical experiment. using
some 500 volunteers over tlwee 10 five
years, like the assessment of low-cho-
lesterol diets in heart disease,

Battery tests lor aging are one of the
few beneficent spin-offs from the bhomb.
They were developed at the Brookhaven
nuclear-research laboratories to measure
the rvate of aging in Hiroshima survivors.
(Reassuringly, the swrvivors didn’t age
faster.) Equipment like that which would
be needed 1o cury out such tests on
normal people alveady exists in many
L5 centers, such as the Kauser-Pernma-
nente Medical Centers in San Francisco.
Oakland and Walnut Creek, Californ.
We could start human experiments next
week, measuring such things as han gray-
ing, skin clasticiry, change in body chemi-
cals, hearing and mental agility as indexes
ol the speed at which aging is progressing.

Age conwrol will hit American busi-
ness and soctalservice planning within
months as it contingency and within a few
years as a fact. Umil now, the fixed hu-
man life span of threescore and wen has
been one of the few [acts that planners
have been able to depend upon. Fore-
casters i all fickls seem unaware of how
close we are to having this latherto solid
basis demolished. In spite of efforts 1o
foresee technological changes, 1t's almaost
certain that age comtrol will ake every-
one by surprise.

Similarly, the aging public scems un-
aware that a litde inlormed lobbying now
could get them longer life. There 1s a
bill belore Congress 1o set up a National
Institute of Gerontology, which could be
the biological counterpart ol NASA. So
il anvone asks, “What can 1 do today to
slow down mv own aging?” the answer is,
not jogeing, not taking antioxidants, not
hiving on lettuce alone. It s, rather, back-
ing this kind of initiative, so that we
know in time¢ what to do. There’s no
point in wasting our time on advertised
nostrums and Continental professors who
are rumored to rejuvenate Popes and the
wives of millionaires. These can only

rejuvenate someone else’s bank balance.
We had better put our money on hard-
nosed science, amd as soon as possible.

Gerontologists  today  face  problems
similar to those the rocket men had in
the Thirties: they are a hule beuer
funded but no more fully appreciated
at top decision-making levels, Probably,
only a lew million dollars stand between
these men and historic vesults. Without
the money. they will get there but too
late 1o beneht many of us.

The aim of what we're doing is clen
cnough. We're looking for some agent
that can be applied as late in lile as
possible and that will slow down all
svmptoms of aging. Success will neither
abolish old age nor pmlong it—nor, in
all probabilivy—shorten it. It will sim-
ply make it occur later. For a ten-vear
gaimn. a man of 60 who has been treated
will be as he would have been, untreat-
ed, at 50, with the same vigor and the
same diseases. At 80, he will be the man
he would have been at 70, 11 we can tam-
per with the raximeter to give us more
miles for our dollar, the journey will
be longer, bur 1t will be substantally
the same, in that we shall stll age and
dic. but we won't have to spend so big
a fraction of lile in so comlortless an
anteroom, nor enter it so soon. We aim
to create for the 1970s and 1980s «a
new medicime. based on convol of the
rates at which things happen and ground-
ed on the view that it's easier 1o alter a
rate than rewrite a program. On this
princple, it should be [ar easier 10 make
cincer or heary disease occur ten years
later than it would otherwise have done
than to prevent or curve it altogether.

What we're not uying o do is equally
clear. Were not urying to prolong old
age by keeping people alive beyond
their years of vigor; medicine 1s doing
that now, which is why geromology is
so urgent a study. Nor are we envisag-
ing longer life by prolonging childhood.
This is probably feasible and might be
easier, but it would be Lar from ideal.
Nor are we contemplating the spinning
out ol a fixed amount of life by 1aking it
in sections, punctuated by periods of
hibernation. That, too, is probably [easi-
ble, but it's a different project, of in-
terest chicfly o astronauts and 1o the
historically inquisitive.

Prediction in science is difhcult, but
we can make a few reasonable guesses
about what we can accomplish. Among
these are the [ollowing: By the year
1990, we will know ol an ¢xperimentally
tested way of slowing down age changes
in man that offers an incease of 20
percent in lile span. We will know
whether it works only when all the
subjects have died: but judging by the
tests we now have. we should not be far
off in our predictions. The agents in-
volved will be simple and cheap—dic-
tary tricks or maintenance chemicals,
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not transplants, intensive-care units nor
tailor-made serums that would be avail-
able only to the wealthy and to VIPs.

Direct application of the results will
be possible world wide, at about the
same rate as, and probably more cheaply
than, antibiotics since 1940. All countries
will elect to use them, or at least will be
unable—as with the pill in Catholic Ita-
ly—to prevent their use. How widely
people choose to use them will depend.
no doubt. on what sorts of agents are
available. If longevity requires tiresome
and lifelong dict restriction, the model
of cigarettes and high-cholesterol [oods
suggests that most of the Western public
doesn’t value Jongevity highly enough to
make itself uncomfortable. All that will
happen in this case is that application
will be delayed until we find a painless
method of geting around our sell-
indulgence.

Who will benefit can be seen only by
trial. At the moment, the odds seem fair
that a man or a woman of 50 today can
expect some benefit, provided we waste
no time; while a man or @ woman of 20
certainly can look forward to extra years
of vigor. Bearing in mind the rate of
growth in biology and the intensifica-
tion ol the research effort that would
surely follow the first and minimal hu-
man demonstration, one bonus could
lead to others. We are now contemplat-
ing a 20 percent gain—I5 extra years
belore aging sets in. It could be more or
less. Probably, we're wise to set our
sights low. The point is that in the long
run, it’s the first step that counts. That
step could be five percent, but it could
as well be ten percent, and there is
nothing but the analogy from mice to
help us guess.

Will people want to live longer? Obvi-
ously, when it seems really possible, they
will. At the moment, they are coy about
saying so, partly for fear it may not hap-
pen and partly because they think of
longer life as it is now—meaning longer
infirmity. Ask a 40-year-old if he would
like to stay as he is for another 15 years
and the answer will be different.

This 20 percent prediction is based on
research by those in the field. It jibes
fairly well, however, with studies by the
RAND Corporation and the drug firm of
Smith Kline and French, scientific predic-
tions of the future, hased on a series of
questions answered by numerous scien-
tists and experts in other fields. RAND
put the middle date for “significant ex-
tension” of human life at 2023, Smith
Kline at 1993—though this does not allow
for the wreated subjects to age and be
counted. From these studies, the 10 o 20
percent increase should not be far behind,
for example, the chemical or immuno-
logic control of cancer.

If this, rather than immortalism or
hopelul predictions of 200-t0-300-year life

212 spans, is a realistic model, it still leaves

us with some thinking to do. For a start,
our society is as geared to a 70-year lite
span as our houses are to people be-
tween five and six feet tall. A life span
with an upward limit around 70 to 80
has been the one certain factor on which
insurance, promotion prospects, pensions
and politics have been based. A 20 per-
cent gain could be absorbed—Dbut the first
artificial breakthrough will knock the
foor at one blow from under all these
calculations and from under all past
actuarial experience, because there is no
knowing, for planning purposes, where it
will stop. To some of the questions this
will provoke from citizens who find
science worrisome, il not dangerous, we
can only reply with more questions.

Population is alveady one of owr lead-
ing panics, and a justifiable one. Longer
life, if it comes as one increment only,
will mean greater numbers. This will be
adjusted by time, but only if it's a once-
and-for-all bonus, and then the bulge will
fall when population problems are begin-
ning to hit hard. On the other hand, the
gain will be wholly in the productive and
(unless we stick rigidly to already obsolete
retirement practices) nondependent years.
This, in [act, could be a gain. Today our
preproductive dependency lasts about 20
years and our po:stprmluctivc about 10,
leaving a working life of only 40 years.
In 1990, the number of Americans over
65 will be over 27,000,000 compared
with about 20,000,000 now. More years
of vigor will mean that many of these
can still be “young.” More years will also
mean more sex. but not necessarily more
children. At the moment, sexual activity
declines with age, not for physiological
reasons but through the cultural fiction
that it ought to do so and because older
people tend to play the age roles conven-
tion assigns. Longer life would give us the
option, perhaps. of effectively living two
different, consecutive lives—as we are
starting to do today, but more effectively.
Longer youth and adulthood would even
out the disaepancy in the opportunity
to do this that now exists between men
and women, who are harder hit in taking
up that option than are males. Wom-
en, it has been quipped, have a meno-
pause, but men have no womenopause.
Two separate lives, one fertile, the other
companionate? It seems possible. Against
the demographic objectors, it can be
said that the population explosion will
destroy us in any event. unless it is con-
trolled, and abstaining from the applica-
tion of gerontology will not prevent this.
Like air pollution and the arms race, it
must be dealt with now as a condition of
survival.

Sheer turnover of human Deings is
another anxiety point. People are by
nature rigid: The science and politics of
today are already dictated by what their
exponents learned 40 years ago, in a
society that's changing so fast that the

young are practically out of sight. Can
we afford a 20 percent increase in life
span, if that means a 40 percent increase
in the tenure of professors, Senators and
company presidents? Nobody knows.
What is clear is that even a shght breach
in the primeval human certainty that we
will die between the ages of 70 and 90
will produce vast changes in our sell-
estimate. Show once that aging can be
pushed back and, like the generation
that has lived with the pill, we shall
never be able to go back to the old at-
titudes. Admit that aging and death are
not only intolerable but postponable and
nothing, including our life style and our
willingness to update oursclves, can ever
be the same. In fact, if the rigidity at-
tributed to the elderly is due to aging at
the biological level, it will probably be
postponed along with wrinkles and can-
cer. If it's a social convention, it will
have to be unlemned. Since it needs un-
learning urgently today, we hardly stand
to losc.

I am as worried as anyone about the
idiotic misuse of technology. But the
potential misuse of aging research doesn’t
keep me awake at night. II it did, I
wouldn’t devote my time to it. Partial
control of human aging is something
that's going to happen. Unless we are
slothful or overcome by disaster, it's
probably going to happen within our
lifetime. and some of us will be benefici-
aries. Morally, it should be beneficial
Every gain in our ability to stave off
death increases our respect for lite—our
own and others”.

This will not be luxury medicine; it
will almost certainly not be abusable by
restriction to wealthy, prominent or pow-
erful people. In fact, rate-control con-
cepts in public health will supersede,
more economically, a great deal of the
luxury medicine that, by its diminishing
returns in quality of life, now raises
embarrassing priority issues. The only
big questions are how soon it will hap-
pen, how large the gain will be and
whether it will catch us unprepared to
iron out preventable personal and eco-
nomic¢ side effects. So far, 1 have scen
only one pension policy that writes in a
waiver in the event of a science-based
change in normal life span: The insur-
ance companies should be worrying about
that, not about the litigatory possibil-
ities ol shenanigans based on cryogenic
suspension  through  deep-freczing  an-
nuitants. The thing that really matters
is that all of us should know what's
going on and how it may shortly affect
us. If we're willing to back the workers
in the field with public awareness—and
with money—we can hope to roll back
our own old age, as well as our chil-
dren’s. The next five years will seule
whether or not we do.



WE HAD TO BUILD A 4-PIEGE
STEREQ SYSTEM WITH SWIVEL

Have you ever thought of
buying a stereo system from
JCPenney? Probably not. Like a

lot of people, chances are you
didn't even know JCPenney sold
stereos until right now.

Because you haven't
heard of us, we had to give you
something to hear about!

We had to put swivel
speakersinour 149.95 stereo
system. An AFC switch on the FM
radio. And a separate turntable
unit that will fit right on top of
the amplifier. And a headphone
jack and a dustcover, too.

We had to make our
model 1311 sound better than
all those other stereos you have
heard about.

JCPenney
STEREQ SYSTEMS !

WHEN NOBODY'S EVER HEARD OF YOU,
YOU'D BETTER SOUND BETTER.

For instance, whoelse
gives you pedestal speakers
that turn freely to direct the

- sound where you want it.

6Y--inch speakers that deliver
brilliant, clean, smooth

bass notes. And then continue to
deliver bright, rich sounds

all the way up to the clearest
highs you've ever heard from a
149.95 system.

Oran AM/FM/FM stereo
radiowith an illuminated tuning
dial and separate bass, treble,
volume and balance controls. So
you can adjust the sound exactly
the way you want it.

You even get a special
circuit that tunes in only stereo
broadcasts if you're not in the
mood for monaural. Andan AFC
switchthat locksinona
station's signal, so there's no
annoying drift or distortion.

The BSR mini-turntable
also has a lot of things going
for it. 4 speeds. An adjustable-
weight tone arm. An automatic
record-size finder. And a 45rpm
adapter that’s included
with the system.

We had to give
you avery flexible system,
too. So you could arrange
the components all over
aroom,. Or stack them
together if there's not
much space. We even give

Avallable al most lorge ICPenney stores and through our calatog. Prices siightly higher In Alaska. Hawall and Puerlo Rico,

SPEAKERS FOR 149%

you a choice of color: a sleek
walnut veneer or a striking white.

We made this system
sound better. Just like we made
every one of our 12 stereo
systems sound better. We had to.
That's more component systems,
by the way, thanyou're likely
to find anywhere else. We had
togiveyoua better selection, too.

There's one thing about
us you probably have heard.
JCPenney reliable service and
product quality. That'sa
tradition of ours that covers
everything we sell.

One other thing worth
hearing about: you can pay for
your stereo with our Time
Payment Plan. How many other
systems offer you that?

Now that you've heard of
us, why not come in and give us a
fair hearing. Judge for yourself
how much better we sound.

At JCPenney, the values
are here every day.
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Maybe the reason you never

bought life insurance before is because
you never saw a policy like this one.
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Weve created a new kind of life
insurance policy for the young family man.
You used fo have two choices:
whole life insurance, which built up o nest

egg if you lived, but its expensive;

or ferm insurance which is cheap to buy,
but if nothing happens to you, you

don't collect a dime.

Our new policy is called Protection
Plus because thats what it does. It gives
your family financial protection if you die.
And it builds cash values for you, if you live.

$75,000 of Protection Plus, ot age 26,
would run you only $40.61 @ month
(compare this to $108.86 a month for the
same amount of whole life insurance).

If you died at age &4, your wife would
collect $53,325% If you didn't, and you
decided to cash in your policy, youd
collect $13,800* You get more cash back
with Protection Plus than the savings youd
make if you bought a term policy.

Both term insurance and whole Iife
insurance can be right for certain people.
Protection Plus is geared for the young
family man who wants the best of both.

‘Assumes purchase of poid.up oddiions from dividends of cumeniscole:

-
Mail to Pacific Mutual Life, Pl

Pacific Mutual Building,

PO. Box 54040, Los Angeles, CA 90054

Please send me more information on
Protection Plus.

MName
Address

City State lp

Pacific Mutual Life

LThe Wests largest mutual life insurance company '



Dumb things people might think when you serve Italian Swiss Colony Zinfandel.
And smart things for you to say.

What they're thinking:

a) [ltalian Swiss! Tsk, tsk. The recession really hit
him hard, poor man.

b) Me? Drink that? That whatever it is2? [n my
Italian custom-tailored suit and $20 French
sculptured razor cut?

c) Next he'll say it's mellowed in wood! Huumn. Can
I trust this boy with the company funds?

d) Ohhh. I knew we should have brought some nice
Carbonet Savinon (?) for the poor dear to serve.

e) He's joking. That's it. He's joking. He wouldn't
treat me this way. I'm too valuable to his career.

- - “Ereed
Italian Swiss Colony, Italian Swiss Colony, Calif.

What you're saying:

a) "I paid a buck and change for this Zinfandel. And
it's won 3 gold medals for excellence over wines
costing more than twice as much.”

b) “Zinfandel grapes are a unique California varie-
tal. Nothing like it anywhere else in the world.
But you must know all thar."

¢) “You know, it's actually mellowed in wood? A
rare thing for such an inexpensive wine.”

d) “Funny. Some people wouldn't serve it because
of the price. They'd rather play it safe with Caber-
net Sauvignon or something ‘acceptable’.”

e) "Trouble is, people don't treat good wine with
respect unless it's got a heavy price on it.”

Does a good wine have to cost a lot to get a little respect?
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Detroit is spending $50 million
to study the rotary engine.

Experience a new Mazda
and you'll know why.

Subversive Activity

After ten hard years of applied engi-
neering, research and tesling. Toyo
Kogyo has perfected an extraordinary
new power unil that is shaking the
automolive establishment.

It's the Mazda rotary engine. And il's
far simpler and maore efficient than the
engine in your car.

Revolutionary

12724

Piston engine

As gasoline burns
in cylinders,
pistons are forced
up and down.
This vertical mo-
tion must be
changed into
rolary maolion to
turn car wheels.

Rotary engine

This logically-
designed engine
has no wrong-way
motion. No need
to change direc-
tions. It spins oul
smooth, constant
rolary motion
from the
beginning.

MAZDA ROTARY ENCINE: LICENSED DY NSU/WANKEL

*As of June 15, 1971

MAZDA MOTORS OF AMERICA, INC. 3040 E Ana Streer, Compton, Cahlormia 90221 Tel. {213) 537-2332

MAZDA MOTORS OF AMERICA [N.W.) INC. 120 Andover Park East. Sealtle. Washengion S8188 Tel 1206) CHB-0110
MAZDA MOTORS OF FLORIDA, INC. 7401 Philos Mighway, Jacksonville, Flonda 32216 Tel. {504) 737-2404-2406
MAZDA MOTORS OF TEXAS, INC. BOOOD Harwn Drwve, Housion, Tesas 77036 Tel. [713) 785-6440

MAZDA OF HAWAN 1661 Kalakaua Ave . Honolulu, Hawas 96803 Tel: (846) 5051

Firepower

The Mazda rolary is a totally dit-
ferent automotive design. Our regular
two-ralor engine equals any of the
cstablishment’s six-cylinder engines in
‘firepower’. It runs turbine-smooth with
much less of the vibration that wears
a car oul. As Road Teslt Magazine said,
*The lack of vibration and noise makes
it difficult to be aware of the engine.”
(That's partly why we decided 1o fit
tachometers.) Mazda's performance has
allracled widespread attenlion, too.
In the major 1970 European endurance
races, our rolary cars consistently hum-
bled others two and three limes bigger.

Absent Friends

Even so, the Mazda rotary engine
lacks a lerrible lot.

Things like pistons,
rods, valves,
cams, and
chains.
But don't
worry
about it.
Because our
rotary engine doesn't
need them. It funclions
at full output with only
a few moving parls.

Democracy

We know —the Mazda rotary is new
to you. And new to America. But not to
the rest of the world. Over 150,000* of
them have proved their rugged reliabil-
ity on the roads of France, Canada,
Australia and 51 other countries. Now,
for those Americans who feel they're
ready to switch, we've built some beau-
tiful cars around the rotary powerplant.
There's the already world-famous R100
coupé and the sleek new RX-2.

They're a lolally new driving experi-
ence. Al your nearest Mazda dealer.

W MAZ04

Toyo Kogyo Co., Ltd., Hiroshima, Japon.
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THANKSGIVING IN FLORENCE

beautiful eyes. You were always aware of
the burden of past distinction that had
somechow enervited the present, of tradi
tion stifling innovation. The young art-
ist, his imagination just coming into
itself, must have [elt suffocated by the
prolusion of Michelangelos, Donatellos
and  Cellinis that he encountered on
even the most casual saunter alter ciga-
rettes, and probably he ran off to Rome
to get away [rom it all. Some cities, in
burning their unique vision into the
consciousness of the world, seem to burn
themselves out in the process—as Athens
did, or Boston—and the traflic had done
for the rest.

“I suppose we ought to y to do the
Medici Chapel this afternoon,” Shirley
said, “if we're going 1o do it at all.”” She
wamed to shop for a hat and we would
have to lunch before one o’clock, when
everything closed up.

“Might as well. Alter you've seen two
thousand  Annunciations, you've scen
them all, but we've done only ten or
fifteen chapels.”

The Medici was her [avorite place in
Florence. Years belore, as a girl, the
Michelangelos there had  shaken her

{continued from page 132)

awake the way works ol art sometimes
do, permanently enlarging the moral
imagination as they speak to the senses;
but she hadn’t talked much about it
since we'd been in Florence. 1 knew she
was saving it for the right moment, a
moment that hadn’t come. But now we
were leaving for Rome the next day,
and it couldn’t be put off any longer.
“Let’s find us a frat on this side of the
viver and arm the nerves with a liter of
wine,” I said. “That is, if you can stand
a lile more broken-field running.”
She could, and we started down a
terraced walkway through an olive grove
that was fenced with simple, oaken
crosses as yer unmarked with names.
The old. earth-dun wall of the city
toiled over the next rise toward the
Palazzo Pitti, and we passed under a
portal where the ancient masonry gave
back the warm glow of the sun, and
went along a narrow, inner street that
was cool and shadowed and blissfully
autoless. Dark doorways, [ragrant with
romano and olive oil and fresh oranges,
stirred up an appetite in me that so far
Florence had failed to touch, an appe-
ute for neighborhoods, for local life, for

12

“Lionel, stop that! Il's only a picture!

districts where people cooked and
washed and slept together. Up to then
the city had seemed as unctuously cus-
todial as the guards in the museums.
Shirley bought an orange for tomorrow’s
prebreakfast hunger in a tiny shop
where dusty salami hung like reeking
stalactites and a dog lay among baskets
of artichokes, losing to his fleas. My
spirits rose a little, and we wandered on
into the “better” part of town on that
side of the river, past the Brownings’
house (Elizabeth Barrett got all the bill-
ing on the plaque; Robert wasn't even
mentioned), but couldn’t seem to find
the sort of restaurant for which I han-
kered. Not wanting to lose my temper to
the servile hustle of a waiter, I got picky,
and Shirley began to weary.

The steel shutters of the shops would
be banging down in 20 minutes, and
the streets were suddenly crowded with
noisy school children, wielding strapluls
ol books like so many young Davids
brandishing their slingshots at the Goli-
aths of the traffic. Piazza Santo Spirito
was a chaos of parked cars, and a reel of
tall, white cloud moved over the hills
across the sun, bringing a sudden chill
1o the air, like a premonition of the
cheerless, urban twilight that was still
hours away.

“How about that place?” Shirley said.
“Maybe we'd better sette {or it.”

It was a tiny fraftoria on the corner of
the piazza. Its dingy windows displayed
no menu, no prézzo fisso in three lan-
guages lor the tourist, but only some
dusty bottles of Stock and a lethargic
tomcat. Inside, there was a small zinc
bar, and the strong odor of a garlicky
soup, and a kitchen doorway full of
steam and the clatter of pots. The tables
were crowded with workmen finishing
their coftees, who took Shirley’s measure
as a matter of COIII'SL‘—-[!‘C E)'CS S'Oillg
down and then going up again with that
candid and impertinent appreciativeness
that i1s a street gallanury in Italy. We
found a table in the narrow, dim little
alcove that led 1o the toilets. The check-
ered cloth was a mosaic of wine stains,
cigarette ash and yesterday’s hardened
cheese sauce. “Look,” 1 said, “this won't
do. Not for our last day. Let's go on a
few blocks,” wanting the lunch to be
as special as Shirley’s hopes for the
afternoon.

But the signora had appeared, a large,
pretty blonde woman with an amused
eye, a supple waist that pasta and child-
bearing had thickened, and the slap-
slap-slap of bedroom slippers. She eyed
us with bold interest as she recited the
lista, flicking the ashes off the tble
with her towel and setthing the matter of
the wine right off. She liked us (you
felt she probably liked everyone at
first), but nevertheless her kitchen was
closing. Artichokes and eggs? The arti-
chokes and eggs were “molio bene.” And
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We're out to make Liebert
the best known name in quality
neckwear so we've tried hard to give
you the best made. finest looking. most
luxunous neckties in America. See how
well they go with the interesting new shirts.
About $5 50— $20.00

Look for Liebert at the finest stores in your area
LIEBERT Designer Cravats, Empire State Building,
New York. N.Y. 10001. Canada-Gentry. Inc.
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perhaps a bit of her own ravioli 10 start.
A nice insalata rossa, and then gorgonzola
and hruit—yes? Yes.

We drank the white wine that was so
dry and tart that you gulped it down
like water and ate her spicy ravioli that
was tolto bene, too, and went on to the
artichokes and the lightly beaten eguas
and found, once we had gonen o the
pears and the cheese, that we hid had a
fine time after all. Nothing would suit
my mood but that we have a Strega with
our coffee, which the signora set down
hefore the tactful smile
concierge renting a room to lovers. The
place was emptying: everyone was going
home mulled with wine to drowse or to
make love, and the signore behind his
bar eyed the signora as he rinsed the
glasses, and the signora felt the signore’s
eyes upon her, and hurried.

It was suddenly good. 1 felt lifted. An
absurd uprush of well-being came over
me, and lor a moment the hater of cities

us with of a

went back to his grumpy lair, and T said
yes to Florence—traffic and all—for the
first time. What did I care that the glut
and pollution and nerves of the modern
metropolis had reached here to0? There
was still wine, skylarking children, the
afternoon siesta, and the wise smile of a
woman who knew the important things.
There were still a few years left to this
city, at least on this side of the river,
belore it became uninhabitable to every-
one, except those who had allowed some
part of the machine into their psyches.
Bevond the chiseled flesh of the statuary,
which seemed to have withered the sen-
suality of the Florentines precisely be-
cause of its extravagant voluptuousness.
might there not still be the faint pulse
of the old Adam? Wasn't there some
meager hope as long as everything came
to a stop for an hour or two in the
afternoons?

Outside, the empry streets made it
seem a safe bet. The Volkswagens along

“But mugging is working within the system.”

the curly and the ranks of motor scooters
parked on the pavement at crazy angles
had the slightly foolish look of kids’
playthings abandoned in a [ront yard
and, once we turned toward the river,
the silence of the alternmoon hiatus re-
stored an air of human intimacy. of
architectural coherence 1o the narrow,
Renaissance  blocks down  which  we
walked. Upriver. tlree frigate swans
cruised under the silversmiths’ shops on
the Ponte Vecchio where, at mid-bridge,
the bust of Cellini mused-—the patron
saint of all artisans and hustlers. We
walked, in a warm envelope of wine,
under the dramatic Tuscan skv—the sun
coming out and going in as masses of
broken cloud scudded over the city, the
chic shopwindows along Via Torna-
buoni alternately gilded or in shadow—
and, on a certain corner where the sun
suddenly flooded down an old stucco
wall in a poignant rush of champagne
light, I knew that I would remember
forever every last crescent of tile on that
overhang, every bit of window orna-
ment, cvery single shutter slat, so abso-
lutely open to it. so unimpeded by the
gloomy reflections of the discursive intel-
ligence. was I at that moment.

This fecling of utter lucidity, this idi-
otic joy I felt in the simple unfolding of
reality itsell, lasted through the Central
Market, where some of the stalls and
barrows had remained stubbornly open
to catch the custom of lire-burdened tour-
ists from colder climates to whom an
alternoon nap was Irivolous, if not down-
right decadent. It lasted through the
piles of handbags. wallets and gloves,
the ranks ol dashboard Dawvids in plaster
or lead, the gimeracks and gewgaws, and
the whole souvenir detritus ol mass-pro-
duced bad taste that may bury Europe
one day as it has already buried Ameri-
ca. It even lasted through the ritual
ping-pong of ofter and counteroffer. con-
cerning a Russianstyle fur hat. which
Shirley conducted with an admiring bar-
rowman; it lasted because if the value of
an object can still be haggled over. one
has remained its master instead of vice
versa. But shortly I became aware that
Shirley was stalling on the Medici Chap-
el. which was only a lew streets away, as
reluctant to risk disappointment (in it,
or in herself, or in me) as a divorcée the
second time around.

The alternoon had gloomed over
while we shopped. and when the sieel
shutters rolled up again the lighis were
on in the gelaterie, where the espresso
machines hissed like toy steam engines,
and the pastry wrays glistened with Alp
on Alp ol glazed icing. The trickle of
cars was building toward a stream once
more, and you felt the city taking a deep
breath, getting its second wind. 1 wasn’t
surc I wanted the Medici Chapel. 1
didn’t feel reverent, even about Alichel-
angelo, and 1 was enjoying Florentine



sireet life for the first time. Shirley
wasn't sure she wanted it either, but we
were each too poised in tactful awareness
of the other to say anything, and found
ourselves pocketing those lovely. tissue-
thin, pastel-colored tickets of admission
that you purchase in museums all over
Italy, and following the signs through a
cypt, up a dark stone stairway, through
the ornate chapel proper, and into a
severe, domed sacristy.

Docs this smallish marble chamber,
higher than it is wide, and bathed that
day in the half-light of late afternoon
coming through modest windows far
up in its walls, constitute the pimmacle
ol Michelangelos art? I don’t know.
Though I had known his work for years
through reproductions, he was the crash-
ingly obvious revelation of my weeks in
Italy—his Dawid seeming the perfect
symbol of Florence in its boom davs:
larger than life, self-indulgent. virile
and yet somchow narcissistic in its sen-
suality; his wooden torso of the River
God in the Casa on Via Buonarroti,
limbless and decapitated though it was,
stating with unexampled power that a
titanic, Archimedean energy (sufficient
to turn us all into gods. did we but
accede to it) lay somewhere just below
the navel; and later (in Rome) the
Sistine ceiling swriking me as nothing
less than the audacious attempt of one
supremely gifted man to be done with
all the possibilities of painting in a
single, gigantic creation almost as en-
compassing as the vision of creation that
it celebrates, and yet. . . . Well, all that
was arl—egreat art that evoked pleasure,
admiration, even awe—but only art, after
all. The way Madame Bovary is art, or
Haydn's Farewell Symphony. Whercas
Anna Karenina is somehow more than
art, as is Mozart’s Jupiter. And those
statues in the Medici Chapel.

There was a straight-backed chair or
two in that austere chamber, to which
the ponderous weight of the surround-
ing marble seemed to impart a special,
tomblike chill, and Shirley took one and
sat in 2 corner, while I moved around,
studying the four recumbent nudes
(representing  Day, Night, Dawn and
Dusk) on the two sarcophagi. Footlalls
and lowered voices echoed hollowly in
the outer chapel. The wraffic outside was
a distant, muffled roar, sounding as ob-
sessive as the pgabble of game-playing
children in the street as overheard from
a quiet room. A small East Indian gen-
tleman came in, seemed embarrassed by
our presence, did a quick turn of the
room with the sell-cffacement of a dor-
mouse, and scurried away. I could hear
my own breath.

But more, 1 could feel my own body.
Those four lifesize blocks of marble,
which had been forced more than four
centuries before to become flesh at the

“In lieu of flowers, his family has requested
that donations be made in his name to any agency engaged
in the gallant struggle against venereal disease.”

behest of a human hand, seemed more
mysteriously alive than most of the
bodies I had allowed mysell to experi-
ence in a bed, and waves of sensual
understanding swept up through me. A
tendon glimmering through the flesh of
an upraised thigh, a suaining shoulder
that limned the banded pattern of the
musculature within, the soft swell of a
belly firming downward 1o the Venus
mound. the lax droop of a penis falling
to one side: to know the body as Michel-
angelo had—the way it occupies and
defines space, the way it tenses and
lapses as it discovers its own solidity—
and 1o be able to compel lileless stone
1o so awaken the living spectator that
the enigma of human sentience that
redeems the simple meat came out clear,
was to have penetrated to the sacramen-
tal core of all sexuality, to have come
beyond a fixation on the erotic into the
realm of a deeper longing, the longing of
the soul to be a celebrant in the temple
of the body.

I felt an overpowering urge to touch.
I wanted to use my hands instead of

my cyes. My own body trembled with
acaturely sympathy, and in a flash [
remembered watching a ten-year-old girl
in London’s Tate Gallery years before,
standing in front of a Degas sculpture,
unconsciously assuming the position of
the dancer out of that same sympathy of
flesh for flesh. Suddenly the stubborn,
unmoving presence of those four bodies
weighed on my consciousness with all
the baflling power of a primal memory.
I no longer denied that I knew what 1
knew. We were not broken, we were
whole. All the ephemeral people hurry-
ing through the streets were complete
and perfect, and their machines were
only rucful evidence of their distrust of
that completeness, that perfection. We
humans had recoiled from our physical
sclves, as from a mystery our arrogance
could not abide, and the fantastically
complicated watchwork we had made of
modern lifc was nothing less than an ex-
teriorization of that pathetic self-hatred.
Standing there, I found myself mourning
all the bodies I had ecver trafficked
with—their  shames, their modesties,
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their lecheries—all of itz the whole sad
illiteracy of owr sensual vocabulary, the
dance that was helplessly imprisoned in
cvery one of us, the intellectual pride
that never wene before the Fall, the bar-
ren dramas of the ego to which we had
lorced our guileless flesh 1o become the
corrupted accomplice. I missed a dozen
girls to whom I had never been the
proper lover but only played the sexual
acrobat going through his paces: and
hall a dozen men with whom a mutual
affection  had  remained nervously  ges-
turcless. We were whole, after all. We
had only to admit it. Witless as a boy
approaching a woman for the first time,
I reached up and touched the smooth
curve of a female thigh, and was shocked
to discover that it was cold, It was noth-
ing but marble, a piece of statuary, the
dead image of a living thing, another
exteriorization. And yet a compensating
warmth spread through me, and I turned
to Shirley.

She sat in her chair, back in the
shadows, unaware of me (the hardness
of the chair, the soltness of her butiocks
—all of a sudden I knew the tactile
nature of things that way), and she
scemed utterly within herself at that
moment, as il some gap had closed in
her (a gap in my awareness, 1 realized
with delight). Her face was as musingly
lucid as the face of a deer turned toward
a sunset across which wild geese eich the
long, wavering arrows that will get them
home (nothing 10 plumb, no nced to
translate the expression into the mood),
and she sat quielly absorbed in the
stittues, so completely hersell. and so
absolutely separate from me, that it was
like secing her for the fist ume. All
the disappointment in  Florence  had
drained out of her face, and her eyes were
faintly moist with reliel to discover that
17 years of winnowing cervtitude had
proved insufficient to blunt the truths of
21. She had that look of mingled pride,

“The magic has gone out of our romance, Sid. The dollar
now huys only two thirds of what it used to!"

skepticism, pleasure and irony that the
wiumphs of the species always evoke in
those who are sensible enough to expea
defeat but nevertheless refuse to relin-
(quish hope.

The redemptive power of art in bro-
ken times came over me like a revela-
tion. If we could still be roused by the
integrity of body and spirit in these
sculptires, an integrity that uldmately
had nothing whatever 10 do with aes-
thetics, it must be because we were still
integral ourselves somewhere beneath the
cracked veneer. If the powerful mystery
of senuient flesh embodied in the marble
could still awaken an answering mystery
i me, what real power could the auto-
mobiles and the anxicties exert? For
the first time, it occorred to me that
even religion might be only art in an-
other form. instead of vice versa, and 1
felt a sadden lightness, almost a giddi-
ness, of soul.

The light in the room had waned
with the waning afternoon, the shadows
had densened. and I had a swong sense
that we were the last people in that
cchoing building. Shirley got up.

“Ready?” 1 said.

“Whenever vou are.”

I wok her arm, and we left, and
didn’t look back. Ouside. the chilly
streets had the sere. musky smell of old
leives that always suggests New England
autumn twilights 10 me. We negotiated
the wafic hand in hand, and almost
overturned a baker’s boy, who was carry-
ing an armilul of fresh loaves in front of
himsell like a stack of logs. He shot us
an angry, dark-eved look, which turned
quizzical at our smiling apologies and
then dissolved into a comic shrug of the
shoulders as he went on, leaving the
yeasty fragrance of the warm bread be-
hind him.

“Ummmm.” Shirley murmuwred. “You
know, it's ridiculous but I'm starved.
Let's go home and ger readv for
Thanksgiving.”

The curs Howed around the Baptistery
opposite the Duomo, scooters zipping in
and out among them like pilot fish, and
we breasted our way upstream against
throngs ol secretaries hurrving home-
ward too. The night belore. we had
tried 1o explain about Thanksgiving to
the signora of the restaurant a block
from Dante’s house. Finallv, she had
understood that it was a curious Ameri-
can feast, in honor of a good harvest,
and she had promised us a delectable
bistecca  alla fiorentina and  a special
clhianti.

Strangers celebrating thei swrvival in
a strange land. It was true of these Flor-
entines too. It was true of all of us in
this brutalizing century, through which
everyone was struggling in his own
way to bring some vestige of passionate
mortality intact.

Y




The camera for great lovers.

We didr’t plan it that way.

Our camera, the Nikkormat FTN, is
being used as a ploy. As bait. Urbane
young gentlemen, aware that etchings
are passe. are inviting innocent young
ladies up to see their photographs.

We didn’t design the Nikkormat for
such nefarious purposes. We intended
it as a fine 35mm single lens reflex for
dedicated photographers.

But these fellows, as long on savvy as
they are short on conscience, are well
aware of the air of savoir faire a fine
camera confers upon them (especially
one made by the people who make the
famous Nikon). And of the artistic homage
paid those who make photographs.

In truth, the Nikkormat requires ailmost
no expertise or mechanical ability. But
she doesn’t know that. And, while your
first roll of pictures may not rate a one-
man show, they will be unusually sharp,
clear and well-exposed. Further, although
the camera gives the impression of being
enormously expensive, it actually costs
less than $280 with 50mm Nikkor lens.

But be forewarned. The Nikkormat
may be habit forming. Because it has a
way of getting you involved in photog-
raphy. And. as your interest grows, it
grows with you — it’s part of the Nikon
System, the most complete in 35mm
photography. So, despite the basest of
intentions at the outset, you might end
up really showing her your photographs.
And we're willing to bet they'll really
be great photographs.

Whatever your intentions, the purchase
of a Nikkormat entitles you to attend
the Nikon School, a two-day course that
teaches you the fine points of 35mm
photography for only $20. See your
camera dealer or write for details.
Nikon, Inc., Garden City, New

York 11530. Subsidiary of .GE:-Q
s e
Anglophoto, Ltd., P.Q.)

Ehrenreich Photo-Optical '
Nikkormat

Industries, Inc., (Canada:
The beginning of your involvement.

Where-To-Buy-It? Use REACTS Card — Page 223.
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REVOLUTION IN THE CHURCH

strange (,‘()llll{l')' not }'(.‘l (.'Xl)l()l'ﬂ(l. ;‘
shrewd woman, the fust time she met
him, said he should wear warning bells
on the curved-back toes of green boots.
The world's troublemakers—not  a
bad description of these brothers. First
came Phil, daring authorities over and
over again to jail him—untl, ac last,
they did. He was the first priest to go to
jail in America as a political prisoner.
Yet Phil inside wasn't nearly the embanr-
rassment that Dan was to prove outside.
For [our maddening months, the FBI
pursued him while he preached. wrote,
broadcast. was photographed, was inter-
viewed, moved with pedagogic elusive-
ness, made his very absence felt as an
omnipresence. During this whole time,
did any agent recollect tales of priests
being hunted—of Topclippe promising
Queen Elizabeth T to find all the Jesuits
in her realm: of the principled ascetic
who, having let Graham Greene’s “whis-
key priest” slip through his hands, had
to vindicate the purity of his new re-
gime by finding and exterminating this
remnant of the shabby past: or of the
SS troops—some probably Catholic—who
arresied Father Alfred Delp for resist-
ance to Hitler: or of the men who ran
Yadre Miguel Pro to earth in Mexico?
I's an interesting  coincidence that,
just one month before the FBI's director
claimed that Catholics had plotted to
kidnap a Government official. 14,000
British Catholics gathered in Rome 1o
celebrate the canonization of 40 Welsh
and English martyrs [rom the 16th and
17th centuries. These had all. in difter-
ent ways. defied the English govern-
ment;  indeed. their canonization  had
heen held up for years because of tick-
lish invelvement in anti-Tudor and His-
panophile poliucs. These mareyrs lived,
perforce, underground, among enemies
of government—Catholics of the more
defiant sort, rebellious nobles, the crimi-
nals always used by or against such
undergrounds, desperate men, many of
them with blighted hopes or bitter pasts.
Two such men, both priests. were
caught planning 1o kidnap King James
in 1603; they were so wild-eyed that
their own coreligionisis tipped off the
authorities. And once this “bye plot”
(by-plot) was discovered, investigation
linked it with an even skimpier “main
plot,” interesting to authorities because
Walter Raleigh seemed to be involved
in it. Raleigh, greatly feared by the
government, was indicted with a pack of
Catholic sympathizers (only one odd
man in the lot, douwr Pwitan Lord
Grey). The overt act cited against Ra-
leigh was a conversation in which he
was told that the king of Spain would
pay well for his services. Raleigh an-
swered that such a erime ol conspiracy, a

920 mere discussion of possibilities, would

(continued from page 180)

put all subjects at the mercy of any man
who said objectionable things in their
presence. The priests were executed, but
Raleigh lived—in the Tower, his death
postponed  (though he was elfectively
put out ol action).

It was a Jesuit, Henry Garnett, who
informed on the would-be Kidnapers of
Ring James: but he got linde aedit for
the act. It was ascribed to Jesuit hawed
lor all priests not of their order. Lli
beth’s and  James's ministers were bril-
liant at secting one part of the Catholic
world against another, a policy the king
himself called “using  tame ducks 1o
catch wild ones” When Father Garneut
was himself caprured, and denied any
knowledge of Guy Fawkes's Gunpowder
Plor—he knew of it. but only under the
seal of conlession—his prison suard was
suborned o feign conversion by Gar-
nett, arrange a mecting with another
priest and then listen in while Garnett
made his confession. It was a world
where no one was completely safe, nor
prool against government bribes and
Jrressures, .-ipics and provecalenrs.

Yet some men moved through that
compromised time of plot and counter-
plor with almost ablutionary innocence,
The 10 canonized in Rome represent a
mere tenth of the Catholics. mainly
priests, who were killed on England's
gallows. Equivocal men and those who
dabbled in politics were excluded from
consideration-—not only the two priest-
kithmpcrs but men like Garnett, tangen-
vally involved with Guy Fawkes. Those
left for canonization, after this winnow-
ing, were men like Robert Southwell,
the Jesuit poet, a kind of minor Blake
nodding in on England a century early:

The same you saw in heavenly seale,
Is he that now sucks Maries teate.

Southwell recurned 1o England, alter
ordination as a priest in Rome, bringing
the Catholic sacraments 1o his fellow be-
licvers. The very simplicity of his aim
scemed to give his work a charmed pro-
tection. Clothed like a swashbuckler, he
lived next door to one of Elizabeth's
own London houses, jusi across rom the
Earl of Leicester, at a time when other
priests avoided London as too dangerous
(they were scattered about the country,
in Catholic mansions equipped  with
priest holes to hide them). Southwell
was pure Elizabethan in all but his
religion; he boasted of his love for the
Virgin Queen, a lady who (like him)
“hath for her self made Choise of a
single lile.” In time, Southwell made his
way to her Majesty's gallows—berrayed,
like most of his fellow victims, by a need
to keep in touch with the Catholic un-
derground in all its aspects, both careful
and carcless. Loneliness and  despair
were the enemies, and community the
main psychic need of these men, no

matter how risky its purchase. Southwell
bribed his way into prisons (o assure
condemned priests that they were not
alone in their ordeal.

But Southwell had no illusions abourt
certain of the Catholics he mer. In an
appeal he wrote 10 the queen, he did
not try to excuse all men of his [aith,
only asked her to remember, “It were a
hard Course (o reprove all Prophetis for
one Saul.” He also knew that the strong-
est men have their weaknesses. As he
wrote of Saint Peter:

Muse not to sce some mud in cleer-
est brooke,

They once were brittle mould, that
now are Sainles.

When Catholic hotheads let them-
sclves be drawn into the so-called Bab-
ington’s plot by government provocateurs,
Southwell compared them to “simple
Isaac,” who carvied the fire and fuel
to his own execution. But he also
mocked the government for its exagger-
ated reaction, its attempt o whip up
fear over this plot—"hues and Cries
aised, frights bruted in the peoples
cares, and all mens eyes filled with such
a smoake, as though the whole Realme
had bene on fier, wheras in truth it was
but the hissinge of a few greene twigges
of their owne Kindling, which they
might without any such uprores have
quenched with a handfull of water, but
that it made not so much for their
purpose as these buggish and terrible
shewes . . [and] generall demonstra-
tions of a needles feare.”

Down the bleal corridor

Philip's typewriter, like the stick of
a blind prophet

Avgues the deities blind.

Tom Lewis ponders tomorrow,

From swine tending at Lewisburg
prison

To Baltimore court one scene and
the same;

The parable of Jesus

Keeps sane his gentle spirit.

Wherefore, John Urey, make com-
mon cause with us

Indicted felons. . ..

—Daniel Berrvigan, Trial Poems

Dan Berrigan is very conscious ol his
Jesuit forebears. He has written poems
and essays on Jesuits in the French
Resistance and worker-priest movemen;
on Pére Sébastien Rasle, S.J., who min-
istered 1o American Indians; on John

rey (sce the poem above), a priest
who helped Bahamian slaves escape
through the American colonies, who was
executed under British law—like the
Elizabethan Jesuits—by being “hanged,
drawn and quartered.” He comforts
himself with the thought that Phil in
the Lewisburg hole has at last brought
the priest hole to America. He re
read Southwell in the underground and
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recalled the martyrdom of French Jesuits
by North American Indians. One way
Dan Berrigan contrasts himself with
Phil, a Joscphite priest, is in terms of
their two orders: “Philip doesn’t have as
strong or passionate a sense of belonging
to his order as I do. . . . His congrega-
tion's traditions are by no means as old
or as exciling or as imaginative; his
order hasn’t undergone the test of so
many centuries.” When psychiatrist
Robert Coles interviewed Dan under-
ground, he was told what the Jesuit
order means in his life:

The Jesuits of the 16th or 17th
Century lived underground in Eng-
land to vindicate the unity of the
Church. They were willing to do so
rather than sit back and take no
action to signify their sense of hor-
ror at the breakaway of England, an
event which was to them a life-and-
death question. And Jesuits have
died to vindicate the truth of the Eu-
charist in other European countries,
These were, of course, religious ques-
tions posed in a religious context,

Protestants can speak in the same
way about their martyrs. The differ-
ence now is, as a man like Bonhoef-
fer illustrated for us, that the
questions are  being  posed across
the board in a way that says: Shall
man survive?

In his belief that the spivit has differ-
ent missions in different ages. Dan Ber-
rigan refers to Dietrich Bonhoeffer, the
evangelical pastor who moved f[rom
absolute pacifism to violent resistance
against Hitler. Eberhard Bethge has de-
scribed Bonhoeffer's own sense that
Christians have a constantly varying wit-
ness to bear against the world:

Like Kierkegaard, Bonhoeffer had
always believed that "Luther would
say now the opposite of what he
said then,” whereby he would really
be saying the same thing, the vital
thing. Once, faith had meant leav-
ing the cloister; faith might come to
mean a reopening of the cloister;
and faith might also mean taking
part in politics.

Dan spelled out the continuity indif
ference this way:

I can’t conceive of myself as a
Jesuit priest dying on behalf of the
Eucharist, dying to vindicate the
truth of the Eucharist, except in a
very new way—except as the Eucha-
rist would imply the fact that man
is of value. . . . Today, in other
words, the important questions have
an extraordinarily secularized kind
of context. So I find myself at the
side of the prophets or the martyrs,
in however absurd and inferior a
way, and I find no break with their

tradition in what I am wying to
stand for. . . . I cannot pose in such
a time as ours these questions as
sacred questions involving what I
conceive to be a kind of Platonic
dogma—cven though I hope 1 be-
lieve as firmly in the reality of the
Eucharist as 17th Century Jesuits
did; and that belief is sull very
much at the center of my under-
standing of my life. For me to be
underground because of my posi-
tion and deeds with respect to the
Vietnam war—well, I find in that
predicament a continuity of spirit
with what other Jesuits stood for.

The sense of a large moral heritage,
of belonging in the great line of Chris
tian witnesses against the world, gives to
the Berrigans and their followers an
insouciance that often looks like arro-
gance. They don't care abour the things
that interest so many others, the here-
and-now little issues. even of their own
Church. They call debate about things
like papal infallibility or birth control
or priestly celibacy Mickey Mouse issues
that have nothing to do with Chrisuan-
ity. One of the nuns working on the
Harrisburg defense committee explained
the solidarity on largely personal issues
felt  throughout the Catholic under-
ground. “I always wanted to work
against the war, but 1 was afraid. I
worried that T wouldn’t be able to stand
it if I went to jail. Phil gave us a sense
that we could support each other, we
would never be alone, we would stand
together.” At the Lewisburg prison, Phil
Berrigan ended up in the hole for leav-
ing his assigned prison sector; onc of the
Catonsville prisons was being threat-
encd with homosexual rape and PPhil rook
him away from danger.

This determination to keep in touch,
to provide one another mutual comfort,
involves some risk—sympathetic hearing
even to desperaie people, assurance to
those jailed that resistance will continue,
dangerous communication with fugitives
and those in prison. It is said that
Jimmy Hoffia's extensive mail service in
and out of Lewisburg prison was offered
to Phil, but he preferred to trust com-
mitted movement  types—and was  be-
trayed by a bogus movement type.

Still, despite the dangers, those whose
priorities are so radically dilferent scem
to move through our diminished times
with strange jauntiness, a refusal to be
cowed by the institutions of menace
and punishment. Dan during his four
months of risky preaching and clever
escape  displayed some of Southwell's
own panache. He stayed invisible by
sheer audacity—as when he spoke to an
audience full of FBI agents at Cornell,
then escaped in the 12-foot-tall papier-
miché costume of an apostle, left over
from a mime group’s act. The agents

had been waiting for the talk to end so
that they could arrest him unobtrusive-
ly but he slipped away in a symbol far
too obvious for them 1o see, twirling
blind yet untouched through danger,
safe in the guiding hands of his friends.
The lawmen had come to arrest a small
priest and they let a large apostle go.
The incident sums up all J. Edgar's
bungling attempts to bring down this
new kind of hero; each act just in-
creases their stature.

When the Berrigans and seven others
were convicted of destroying Catonsville
draft files, Dan said, “We agree that this
is the greatest day of our lives,” and
politely asked the judge if they could
ofier a prayer. The poor robed man,
aware of judiciary action to keep prayer
out of classrooms, did not know what to
do with his own courtroom. There is
nothing these people do that is not
dangerous in some way, these world-
troublemakers. At last the judge submit-
ted to his ordeal by liturgy, as the
convicts linked hands and recited their
Pater Noster. Some of the Elizabethan
martyrs, when sentenced to death, had
sung in the courtroom a Te Deum, the
wraditional hymn for celebrating victories.
Mutual comfort at the scaffold became a
task that Catholics imposed upon them-
selves, treating the gallows as an aliar,
gathering there for prayer. One man,
brought out late, saw a number of his
fellow priests lined up for execution,
shouted, “Here's a jolly company,” and
ran up the staivs. Another, when the sun
came out—and caused a shiver in the
superstitious  crowd—laughed off the
supposedly favorable sign by saying,
“Soon I shall be abhove yon fellow.”
When Edmund Campion was told to
stop praying in Latin, just before his
death, he said, “I pray God in a lan-
guage we both well understand.” What
cn you do with people who will not he
had by Caesar? Even while he ran, Dan
Berrigan reminded his pursuers: “We
have chosen our fate; we have not been
condemned 10 it.”

When Father Dan was captured at
last, he was whisked past newsmen, his
handcuffs lifted in a crippled wave of
the V sign—a baflled hawk, his wings
pinned back, but the eyes still bright
and mocking. Reporters asked what he
would do now and he grinned back,
“Resist.”” When priests and laymen made
a “pentecostal fire” of Chicago dralt files,
police found that a 20-year-old among
them had just recently left jail, after
serving time for a similar oftense. When
Dorothy Day, that veteran resister, leader
of the Catholic Worker movement, was
asked what Catholics could do about the
war, she said, "Pack the jails with our
men. Pack the jails.”

Dan Berrigan has in large part inher-
ited the constituency of Dorothy Day,
who kept alive the ardent Catholicism
of the outcast through our country's
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militaristic Forties and apathetic Fifties.
She looked, for a while, old-fashioned in
the cool liberal Sixties of Jack Kennedy,
when a new image was given the official
Church by Pope Jolin and the Second
Vatican Council. That was a time of
swinging nuns—Sister Corita Kent cele-
brating consumer America to show she
was “with it,” Sister Jacqueline Gren-
nan, the “Jackie” of religion’s Camelot.
Americanism, once considered a heresy
in Rome, became an orthodoxy as si-
lenced theologians won  all their old
batlss (a decade oo late to matter) at
the Council. Dorothy Day was invited
over to Rome and she went with her
custom:ry way ol obliging Church supe-
riors. But there was always something
unbought under her deference. How
could she be bought off? She deals in a
coinage no Pope can ming at his palace:
in young lives—poor lives, desperate
lives. She was jailed. in the apathetic
time, for sitting on a park bench when
sirens wailed the least compiacent people
in the world—sour, jaded New Yorkers
—into bomb shelters. When all the rest
were fooled, she wasn't. She wrote what
unned out to be the first pages of a grow-
ing prison literature on the Catholic left
and gave us one of the frst glimpses into
the crazed Lesbian cages we call women's
houses of detention.

It was Dorothy’s young people—men
like David Miller and Jim Foresi—
who were restive. even under Kennedy;
who moved from cdvil rights toward
peace activisim; who knew the war at
once for what 1 was and said. “No
incense to Mars, not cven a pinch.”
They burned draft cards: one, in crazy
ardor, even burned himsel, and Dan
Berrigan, preaching at his funeral, real-
ized he must take these young people
mto dangers less ultimate and  [utle;
into dangers, nonetheless; they had
shown their mettle for that. New Catho-
lic radicalisms were coming to birth else-
where; Ramparts began as a slick kind
of Commonweal West, then aliernated
futility with opportunism. Products of
Catholic schools were now writing the
Port Huron Statement and running the
Free Speech Movement.

The change in tone between Dorothy
Day’s time and Dan Berrigan's can be
scen in the reaction of officials. They
moved from chagrined permissiveness to
hysterical repression. Though Dorothy
was aurested for delying the airraid
diills of the Fifties, she had often been
on picket lines where New York's finest
managed to ignore her and her people,
though arresting others. Even more im-
portant, Dorothy was never in nouble
with Church awthorities. Cardinal Spell-
man et her carry on her work in his
diocese—without encouragement or en-
dorsement. true. but also without major
hindrance. Partly. I suppose, he didn't
think a mere woman could be all that

dangerous; and Dorothy, for her part,
was  reassuringly  “churchy”—orthodox
on purely doctrinal marters, content
with the Latn Rite and silences of li-
turgical Romanita. But Dan was a priest
and he experimented with new Alass
forms and would have no trouble get-
ting into jail; he must be taken care of.
Spellman pressured Berrigan's Jesuit su-
periors to ship him off to Latin America.
ut then something new happened, some-
thing Spellman hadn’t counted on, had
spent a whole career not counting on,
though only now did he realize it:
Catholics throughout the country rallied
behiid Dan (who had gone off obedi-
entdy to Cuernavaca). The resulting fu-
ror backed Spellman up  against  his
cathedral wall. Berrigan was  brought
back in honor and a new age ol resist-
ance was born, to state authority and
Church officials.

This was something that could not be
coped with i the old way—Spellman’s
way, or Cardinal McIntyre's way (in Los
Angeles). or J. Edgar Hoover's way. Now,
instead of Dom and Sal working together,
cop-priest with priest-cop, Tom (named
for Saint Thomas Aquinas) Foran was
prosccuting  Tom (nmamed for Saint
Thomas More) Hayden. Rocco had be-
come Mario Savio. Catholic judges were
listening to Thomistic arguments on
higher law and conscience and the limits
put on Caesar, then reluctantly sentenc-
ing the priests who used all that semi-
nary learning in cowrt to a harsher penal
monasticism. Tame ducks were brought
in to catch wild ducks; alveady, four
Irish Catholic prosecutors were lined up
for the Harrisburg wial. Monasteries and
convents were hiding draft resisters, nuns
raided draft boards and an underground
railway had grown up to support [ugi-
tves. This underground, despite wild
things done Dy and in it, had been sur-
prisingly successful. Dan, ol course, got
caught; but only in time, and while court-
ing maximum publicity, and alter being
given high FBI priority. But people for-
get that at least 11 convicted Catholics
are still loose in the underground, includ-
ing onc of the Catonsville Nine, Mary
Moylan.

[The prophet Jeremiah was] a man
profoundly in touch with his tradi-
tion, a man profoundly at odds with
his wadition. —Danicl Berrigan

Those Catholics who go underground
would not be so offensive to “normal”
Catholics if it meant going out—leaving
the Church, the priesthood, the Chris-
tian [cllowship, once and for all. Tim-
orous episcopal “fishers of men” would
gladly shake these fish out of their nets:
but the unwanted catch just laugh and
hang in there. Phil writes to Dan,
“We'll muckle through lor old Mother
Church.” Dan says that the institutional

Church nibbled away at Christ—yvet
Christ was there to be nibbled at. Phil
answers, “Yes, she is a whore. but she’s
our mother.” Part a whore and part a
queen, and these sons admire her even
when she embarrasses them (in a time
of world danger, the Vatican newspaper
gets most worked up about the subject ol
miniskirts). Mother may be a wacky dame
at best, but these disturbing sons—Phil
raucous, Dan ironic—pay her the compli-
ment of hnding her “serious” (Phil's
word—the statement released when his
Baltimore Fouwr burned dralt files was
signed, “Seriously yours™) and “interest-
ing” (Dan’s cooler word of accolade).

No wonder the agents of law—all
those submissive ageuts of Americanism
who wear collars and miters as well as
badges—Iear such men and women, yet
fear to move against them, They must
be enemics—good Lord, they think the
Chwich is disreputable! These agents
have never thought her that. nor found
her dangerous. The Church’s encmics,
they feel, are men who call her Mother
while remaining unrepentant, those cler-
ical black sheep. And if such criminals
persevere, then these agents will lollow
their consciences (however unhappily),
will hunt priests down, mrest and im-
prison them. vemain goad  Catholics
even when the good nuns accuse them
of being good Germans. The Berrigans,
it scems clear to these men. have hurt
the Church even more than they have
hurt their country: Bless me, Father. but
you have sinned—and the night you
eluded uws, our gentemanly agreement
and forbearance at Cornell, was the
night we were bemayed. And so the
“bird watcher” on Block Island who
captured Dan prayed audibly over his
deed, ad majorem Dei gloviam (10 God's
great glory). It is the motto of Dan Ber-
rigan's religious orvder; his captor was
saying that fie was the wue Jesuit, dis
tinguisher of duties, maintaining his al-
legiance o the great J. Edgar in the sky.

One can understand the agent’s prayer,
his caim o0 be acting for his Church
as well as the state, The Berrigans have
turned against their fellow Catholics in
cernain ways, destroyed that good, sale
name built up by years of protesting
that, as John Kennedy put it the
Church has nothing to tell politicians.
They have brought down the precarious
public dignity of the priesthood, ex-
posed even the most sacred things to
vidicule and  prolanation—so  that  a
White House dignitary can make jokes
about sex-starved nuns, something even
Paul Blanshard would not have dared
back in the Filues. But, in fact, it was
not Kissinger who cheapened the nuns'
life so much as braless “sisters™ in bell-
bottoms showing up at protests where
fowr-letter words fill the air and naked
kids splash in nearby fountains. Were
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At the end of every day there ought to be a time when a man can truly relax.

If you've got the time...

all Sister Ingrid Bergman’s movie vows
taken in vain?

It was the delicate balance Catholics
had achieved in this country, which the
Berrigans are now destroying; on the
one hand, Catholics grew up “sale,”
tusted as fully American; yer they had
their own little enclave of comlorting
Lamiliar  things, some borrowed, some
adapted, some preserved—all lorming a
disunctive texture, a weave ol memories.
The child was nurtured in the closed
jewel box of a Catholic educinon—
open the lid, little girls in white trned
around and around w the Latin mu-
tme.  Catholics “belonged”  in
America, yet had special ways ol belong-
ing to one another, waditional means ol
recognizing one another anywhere (the
telliale vocabulary, hsh on Friday, girls’
hats on Sunday). The recurrent things
were instantly recognizable—the  pame-
less unsunned laces of the nuns, each
looking like the one who used 1o teach
you; the otherworldly
priest in ill-ficting clothes; the porcine
maonsignors putfing on cigars. The cigar
box style of art—garish manullaed Ma-
donnas, baby saints, Jesus as a Latin
lover without the hair oil. All these
things held “the people of God” 10-
gether without pitting them against the

sic-box

undertipping

226 people ol America—ol whom, indeed,

the people of God were a part, and the
most accommodating part.

All these symbols had a binding effect
on those inside the Church and im-
pressed those outside with the institu-
tion’s weight and presence, made the
Church a pillar of society, a sowrce of
stability in “the Free World” (as John
Kennedy liked to call it). That was the
Catholic contribution o America, one
long labored ar, finally achieved. then
celebrated; and, ar the moment of vic
tory, bewrayed. Benayed [rom within by
those who should have proved most
loyal. By priests who changed the parish
liturgy and then deserted the pm‘ish.
leaving those who liked the old uncom-
fortable with the new, unable 1o o back
or rest in what they had or find a new
goal they could move toward. Betrayed
by nuns who no longer taught the girls
in white dresses a catecdusm music they
could dance to, in time with the machin-
ery of tuth. No wonder the young
were ready o lollow false prophets.

And not only the young. Even Dom,
the good cop, is confused. When a de
fense lawyer asked an FBI man outside
the cowrtroom in Harisbwrg il he
thought priests would advocate or in-
dulge in violent politics, the agent said,
“Why not? Look at the Crusades.™ In
that sentence. abysses open to swallow
peor Dom. The Crusades—a holy wan,

waged by kings and led by priests,
church and state one authority, all its
parts selb-confirming, none self-doubting.
But the Harrisburg delendants are op-
posed to war, the wmrrior-kings and
chaplain-priests. Where does that put
the agent, along with his God and ].
Edgar? They are the crusaders, men of
political force and holy war. By staving
out of politics, the Church has tacitly
endorsed and been endorsed by our war-
Luwe state, and now finds itsell at bay,
along with the warmakers.

One part of Catholicism is a captive
of the state and the other part is trying
to free it. This latter part of the Church
not only looks free itself but has a
greater sense of identity, of continuity
with the past. By comrast, the oflicial
Church looks lost, out of comtact with
its own principles; the timorous parish
prays in a mishmash of styles, all [orced
and unfelt, while Dan Berrigan speaks
confidently out of what he calls “the
ennobling common patrimony.” It has
been the Catholic lot, in America, to
Iive “in a kind of moral slum. across
the wacks from our pasi. [ Their]
minds wear the of their an-
cestors, a cothing that was once befitting,
literally. but is now simply a folklove.”

Berrigan 1s interested in the substance
of that past, what it means to carry
forward its spirit, not its clothes and

costumes



trappings, priestly rags, dimmed jewels.
Christianity’s basic documents and ideals
are what he preaches from. Asked what
he did while on the run, he answered an
interviewer: “Every day, at some point,
I read some New Testament and medi-
tated upon it; it's a strict Jesuit tradition
10 us. Scripture as a point of depar-
ture [or prayer, and I love the whole
penumbra of those words in history.”
More and more he sees his task in terms
of the difficulty of being a man of tradi-
tion. "A man can claim to be going
somewhere only if he has come from
somewhere,” for “we are what we have
been”"—those who reject their past lose
the main thing given to them by that
past. themselves. Yet, comelatively, “a
man can claim to have come from some-
where only if he is going somewhere”—
we are what we must become.

Less and less does the merely recent.
the [ashionably liberal, sound in Dan
Berrigan’s prose. Once, for instance, he
praised the cosmic optimism ol Teilhard
de Chardin. Yet as he moves toward a
Gospel conservatism, he has come to
recognize the demonic in our cult of
progress, our “obscene olympianism
based on technology.” He contrasts the
reaction of Sartre to the Hiroshima
bomb, the rending awareness of tragedy.
with Teilhard’s rosy encomium to that
mushroom, a bomb cloud whose drift
proves that all things that risc do not.
necessarily, converge. Dan’s eyes look

down, to the evil [ruit dropped [rom
that mushroom—charred bodies and =
scured carth, and the city of man un-
done in an instant. Teilhard, who called
the Geophysical Year “Year One of the
Xtmsphcrc," had to domesticate in that
pulsing mental sphere even these mush-
rooms ol the mind. What would he have
said about our moon landing? Presuma-
bly, what Nixon said: “The greatest
week . . . since creation.”

Dan found in the moonshot a symbol
of our cultwre’s “moral weightlessness,”
and he sought chains. The prisoner and
the astronaut, seared bodies and the
cloud, the children and the mushroom
—those are the choices we move among,
and Dan Berrigan has made his choice.
He stands [or roots instcad of rockets,
tradition over progress, tragedy over -
rogance, weakness over power, Gospel
over Caesar, Nor is this unique with him.
Much serious religion tends, today. to be
politically radical and theologically con-
servative. This is not ue only of Catho-
lies like Dorothy Day and the Berrigans
and Cesar Chavez but of Protestants like
Martin Luther King and A. J. Muste.
William Swringfellow and William Cof-
fin. and of Jews like Arthur Waskow
and Len Rodberg. Despite all the verbal
play, olten tendentious, over the [act
that radical can mean rooted, 1t does
scem now that what goes downward is
what converges. Men mect cach other
returning to their sources. That is why,

apparently, each of the [aiths has turned
new attention back on its own and one
another’s prophets—and, behind  them,
to those great figures ol the past Irom
whom the very term prophet derives. If
Saint Paul was called a woublemaker.
Ahab had carlier called Elijah  *“the
woubler of Israel” (I Kings 18:17).
Prophets were men rebuking kings, call-
ing power back to God. No wonder the
bearers of such warning were not wel-
comed—mnot  Elijah  in Samaria, not
Amos in Bethel; neither Isaiah in Jeru-
salem nor Jonah in Nineveh. All the
seers have been told that they must
not see; all visionaries have been ordered
to give up their visions.

This is not because they are innova-
tors. Prolessor Delbert Hillers has dem
onstrated  that  prophets called  Kings
back to an older wradition of the Lord's
covenant; and R. B. Y. Scott writes that
“They were social revolutionaries be-
cause they were religious conservatives.”
Prophecy looks simultaneously backward
and forward, assigns men fresh tasks
with an urgency born of ancient obliga-
tion. In this way, prophets summon men
into history, down to where the deep
streams run, led by the oldest springs.
Even Jesus, who looked forward when
he said, “Do this in memory of me,” also
looked backward to the prophets (to
Isaiah 53:12. to blood shed for many)
on the night he was bewayed.

..we've got the beer.

% 1971 The Miller Brewing Co., Miiwaukag, Wis™|
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receive about $160,000 from the
Government, only slightly less than
last year.

It appears that conservatives such as
Wayne and Eastland don’t object to
Government handouts to themselves:
they only object when the recipients are
poor people.

Joseph Robinson
Newark, New Jersey

FORCED TO MARRY

I'm a pediatrician with 22 years of
experience in private practice and I am
now secing the offspring of young adults
whom [ cared for during their infancy
and childhood. One ol the situations
that I see frequently is an infant
brought in by its grandmother or other
relative. Usually, the mother is working
at some unskilled job because she be-
came pregnant, had to ger married and
was divorced soon aflter the birth of
the child—for whose support she now

)

(continued from page 86)

has to work—and has left the child to
be raised by a surrogate mother.

This could have been prevented had
the young woman been adequately in-
structed in contraception, or, failing this,
had abortion been available to her. II
abortion is unacceptable on moral or
religious grounds. an alternative is to
go to one of the many homes lor unwed
mothers operated by religions or social
organizations and, after (lt‘.-ii\'er}'. to give
the child up for adoption.

Fortunately, some of the stigimma at-
tached to pregnancy out of wedlock is
disappearing Irom our society. II the
self-righteous people who object to early
dissemination of birth-control informa-
tion and the liberalization of antiabortion
Taws will exercise some introspection and
realize that it could happen to them or
their children. possibly they might open
their minds a bit.

J- D. Coffey, Jr., M. D,
Natchez, Mississippi

N

“An apple for me? Well, I'll be damned!”

THE INTRA-UTERINE DEVICE

My wife and I were among these who
were concerned by the many reports ol
the possibility of dangerous side effects
occurring in women who use birth-control
pills. While we knew the danger was
very slight, this information, combined
with the fact that mv wife suffered vari-
ous kinds of discomfort, apparently from
using the pill, was enough to convince
us that she should switch to a diaphvagm.,
We find it messy, however, and a nui-
sance, because you either have o pre-
meditate your lovemaking or interrupt
it. We're considering switching again. this
time to the intra-uterine device, but we
are. wondering why this method hasn’t
become more popular in the United
States. Is there anything wrong with i?
Also, we've heard that the 1. U. D. can't
be inserted in women who haven’t had
children, which is the case with my wife.
Is this truer

Charles Harris
New York, New York

Early I. U. D.s produced such side ¢f-
fects as cramps, excessive bleeding and
frequent unintended expulsion, which
led (o a negative attitude toward them
on the part of many doctors and patients.
Now, however, according to Medical
World News, new I. U. D. designs being
marketed, or about to be, are more
efficient  and comforiable than  their
!)rl"ﬂ'l.'(’(.’.!sf}fs. oan bC I'.H.'El".'l'l'f'd .i'-ﬂ women
who have not borne children and are
free of the factors that produced side ef-
fects. Several of the new devices use cop-
per filaments or copper powder blended
into the plastic as an antifertility agent.
Medical World News reports:

The new 1. U. D.s are not free of
all the problems of their predeces-
sors. Insertion is sull followed by
some degree of spolling, usually in
the first few months of use. They
may also induce cramping in nulli-
gravidas [women who have never
been pregnant] for a day or two,
and the wearer’s menstrual flow is
generally heavier than that of wom-
en without I. U. D.s. None of these
side effects is considered serious,
though, in light of the convenience
and prolection the new devices
promise.

If 1.U.D. boosters are right in
predicting that these improved de-
vices will win physicians to their
side, the 1970s may well be a decade
in which intra-ulerine contraceplion
maounis a real challenge to the pill,
sterilization and its other riwals as
the bivth controller of choice.

VIRGIN LIBERATION

It appeawrs o me that Wendy Robin
and the other members of the American
Virgin Liberation Front (The Playboy
Forum, July) could find something
more constructive to do than publicly
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promote their virginity. Considering the
large number of oppressed people in
this country, the idea that virgins need
liberation scems a bit absurd. Further-
more, why advertise a commodity whose
essence lies in not being available 1o a
consumer?

Theodore Merrill

Glens Falls, New York

SHAFTED

I think my experience gives me
a rather unique perspecive on the
women's liberation movement. Four years
ago, my wile announced she was leaving
me and our children; she had a good
job, a mew car and a single boyiriend.
At the ume, I had my own shop, but I
soon discovered thar I had o sell it—
there was no way of raising three chil-
dren and running a seven-days-a-week
business ar the same time. I sold at a
loss and have worked ever since at part-
time jobs (during the children’s school
hours). Needless to say, part-time work
is low paying, and this does not exactlv
cheer me when I contemplate the [ace
that my ex-wile, with her higher-paying
job, got half of my savings (from my old
business) when our divorce became final.

On the other hand. I enjoy the chil-
dren very much. I have also discovered,
alter four years of monotonous house-
work, that I can understand the despair
and rage that motivate the women's lib
movement. I have kept my sense of
humor, and 1 am not going to use up
my energy hating all women for what
one wonnn did to me.

Nonetheless, after the way I have been
taken financially, I am in no position to
meutry again, and the nights are lonely
after the children go o bed. I Gind
myself very sympathetic to those critics
of women's lib who emphasize that, if
women want equal rights, they damned
well better accept equal responsibilitics,
too.

Any public revelation ol my economic
and other problems could lead the local
Department of Social Services to take my
children away lrom me “for their own
good.”

(Name and address
withheld by request)

WOMEN AND DIVORCE

In past issues of rrayvsoy, when I
came across lewers in The Playboy Forum
written in favor of men's liberation, using
the present divorce laws as the point of
departure, 1 regarded them as merely the
macaate analyses ol a handhul of mis-
informed men. The recent increase in
numbers of letters supporting this view,
however, indicates that the misconception
is more widespread than I had assumed;
I will attempt 10 dear it up,

That the divorce liws as they exist
today are oppressive 1o men is an un-

239 deniable fact. But unless we understand

and correct the myths that are behind
the creation of such unfair laws, we will
not be able to make consistent and
necessary changes in all manifestations
of these myths (not only the divorce
Taws).

The current sex roles are a modern-
ized version of what used to have its
ground in  biological necessity. Only
when we stop thinking of women as
helpless creatures who can’'t provide for
themselves without male aid can we per-
mit the climination of divorce laws de-
sighicd 1o protect them. Only when sex
disciimination in all areas. but particu-
larly in the business world, is ended can
we allow the divorce laws o be de-
stroved. for only then will women be
sell-sufhcient. If the divorce courts are
pro-lemale, it is in an extremely back-
handed fashion. A socicty that considers
women incompetent to leave the home is
forced by that very reasoning to take on
responsibility for them.

The women's liberation movement is
fighting against divorce liws. The di-
vorce laws prove that in  exploiting
women, men have exploited themselves.
This is what the women’s liberationists
memn when they say, “Women's libera-
tion is good for evervbody.”

Joun Kent
Worcester, Massachusetts

HEALTHY SWAFPING

L have always been incensed by the
nearly ubiquitous assumption that per-
sons who engage in spouse swapping e
probably newrotic or, at best, using the
activity in an attempt to deal with the
miscry and boredom of an unhappy
marriage. Consequently, 1 was glad 10
read that research done over a period of
four years by a University of California
at Riverside graduate student, who is
also a licensed munriage counselor. may
lay this puritanical attitude 1o rest once
and for all.

The rescarcher, Carolyn Symonds, was
reported in the Riverside Press-Enter-
prise as saying that she has “heard psy-
chologists criticize swinging because all
the swappers they know are thuse who
come 1o them lor dherapy. . . . From
their limited sample, they've generalized
all swingers as unstable, neurotic or
psychotic.” She, on the other hand,
lound the mate swappers she met (at
about a dozen parties) to be at least as
mentilly and physically healthy as the
average married couple; they came from
marriages of varying degrees ol satisfac
tion and stability and they entered the
activity for a variety ol reasons, includ-
ing plain old curiosity. They “are on the
whole responsible  middle-class  people.
In public places they conform to the
norms of middle-dass behavior,” says
Mrs. Symonds.

In short, it scems that swingers are
not only undeserving of the legally and
morally disparaging attitudes of their de-

tractors but they are also undeserving of
the psvcholegical judgments often made
implicitly by more “tolerant™ folks.

Jed Rosenthal

Los Angeles, California

SEX AND THE OLDER WOMAN

A story in the Chicago Sun-Times
declawred: “IF thinking about sex is any
criterion, there are more dirty old (and
middle-aged) men than dirty old (and
middle-aged) women around, a Duke
University psvchiatric team has found.”
The newspaper reported that the psvchi-
atrists found that only six percent of a
group of men aged 46 to 71 reported
they had lost all interest in sex. while
one third of the women in the same age
group said they no longer thought about
it. Furthermore, 12 percemt of the mid-
dle-aged men reported no sex activity,
while for the women the percentage
leading sexless lives was 44 percent.

I find it hard to believe, even grant-
ing cultural conditioning, that the sex
drive is feebler in middle-aged and older
women than it 1s in middle-aged and
older men. Are these findings really
scientifically sound?

Thomas Scott
Chicago, linois

PLAYBOY contacled Dr. Eric Pfeiffer,
who together with Dr. Adriaan Ver-
woerdt is conducting this research on
sexual behavior i middle life at the
Duke University Center for the Study of
Aging and Human Development. Dr.
Pfeiffer explained that it would be in-
corvect o conclude that women naturally
lose inlevest in sex al a younger age
than men. Women in the middle and
older age groups ave perfectly capable of
sexnal actioity and would have the de-
sive for it af there were acceptable op-
portunitics avatlable to them. However,
wonten oullive men, on the average, by
scven years and marry men an average
of four years older than themselves.
These figures add up to Il years of
widowhood. Although unmarvied mid-
dle-aged men have  socially condoned
sexual outlels and tend to vemarry
quickly, neither of these conditions pre-
vatls for middle-aged women withont
spouses. Since an interest tends to fade
out if theve is no hope of gratifying it,
lack of available stimulus, not biolosical
factors, 15 probably the cause of the
greater decline of the sex drvive in older
women.

STAMPING OUT PORN

Although San Francisco is often de-
picted as being at the foreltont of the
sexual revolution, this city's district at-
torney is doing his damnedest to destroy
thar image. I know becaunse, unfortunate-
ly. I became involved in his attempts to
enforce a strialy puritan morality.

In March 1970. I produced a series
of risqué skits, one of which includ-
cd a 350-sccond simulated act of oral
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intercourse. On two occasions. the San
Francisco vice squad witnessed the skits in
my presence and no arrests were made.
On a later viewing, however, while I was
out of town, the police photographed
the skit in question, arrested the partici-
pants for performing a lewd act and for
performing an act of oral copulation,
and issued a for my arrest,
charging me with “conspiracy to per-
form an act of oral copulation” and
with “aiding and abeuing an act of oral
copulation,” both of which are felonies
under California law.

At my trial, the D. A, argued that an
actual act of oral copulation had taken
place on the stige. No testimony was
introduced to support his contention;
furthermore, I was not present when the
act supposcdly ook place; no one saw or
heard me suggest, imply or command
that the actors should do anything but
fake it; and, fnally, the police testified
that the script, which they had read,
called for simulation. The jury was not
convinced, however, and since it was I
whose name was on the marquee and
who paid the perlormers, I was found
cuilty.

I am now serving two sentences of up
to 15 years cach. The district attorney,

warrant

encouraged by his success in my case,
has made similar charges against various
theater owners, movic producers, etc.
I hope their attorneys are more persua-
sive than was mine.
Lloyd Downton
Vacaville, California

THE RADESKY REPORT

The taxpayers and citizens of Califor-
nia have been victimized outrageously
by one Donald A. Radesky. a sergeant of
the Los Angeles Police Department, who
has been traveling about the state its a
selfstyled expert on the subject ol com-
munity standards in pornography. It
scems that with two other ofhicers of the
L. A. P. D. Sergeant Radesky conducied a
survey of 1600 Calilornians in a number
of cities to determine how average citi-
zens lelt about nudity and sexual activity
onstage, in movies and in magazines.
He has used the results of the survey
in testilying against a number ol per-
sons charged with obscenity. Not sur-
prisingly, since they are members of the
L.A.P.D. vice squad, Sergeant Radesky
and his colleagues found that a major-
ity of the good people of California
are morally offended by bare-breasted
women onstage and in movies, by totally

“Can you call back later? Right now, he’s on an ego trip!”

nude women onstage, in movies and in
magazines, by totally nude men in all
media and by depictions of various other
sexual deviations in all media.

Charles McCabe, who writes a column
called “The Fearless Spectator”™ for the
San Francisco Chronicle, commented on
Sergeant Radesky's supposedly scientific
approach to determining community
standards:

The modus operandi, as reluc-
tantly described by Sergeant Radesky
under cross-examination in a recent
Sacramento  hardwore pornography
trial, was as follows:

The vicesquad men would go
into a supermarket in, say, Nevada
City, flash a badge to identify them-
selves, say they wanted to know
something ahout moral standards
“in your community,” and then
proceed to ask some 20 questions
about sex matters, including attitudes
toward masturbation, sodomy and

oral copulation. . . .
The survey was loaded in a num-
ber of directions. The boondodks

were given disproportionate weight.
Large citics. with considerable por-
no outlets, were incompletely repre-
SEnTed T

Sergeant  Radesky has absolutely
no background in statistical analysis
or survey work. He never completed
his high school education, though
he has since acquired credits at a
Southern California junior college.

His court appearances are cffec-
tive, and also mildly comic. Belore
his appearance, he gives the local
D.A. a list of the questions he
would like to answer, and a sum-
mary of his testimony. Those who
have heard him say his testimony is
like a phonograph record.

McCabe pointed out that Sergeant Ra-
desky “is in cffecc making law in an
important aea, rather than enforcing
it.” Summuawrizing the case apainst this
farcical enterprise, McCabe wrote:

That vice cops should be looked
upon as authorities on the prevail-
ing community taste in morals is to
abandon wholly any idea of [airness
in these proceedings, which are
Joused-up as it is in a welter of
counflicting  lirws. Cops as armed
preachers are abswrd in any case. In
the case of Sergeant Radesky and
his diligent colleagues, they are a
form of madness. The robbery laws
are being imade by the thieves.

I recall that in the February Playboy
Forum a letter from Radesky's superior,
E. M. Davis, chicf of police in Los
Angeles, stated: “I believe very strongly
that police should not lobby to make
certain actions crimes, nor should they
lobby to climinate certain actions from
the status of a aime. The police job is



1o effectively enforce the law.” One won-
ders if Chief Davis was aware of Ser-
geant Radesky's specious survey. which
was conducted at public expense. If so,
Chief Davis' claim to be interested in
impartial law enforcement would ap-
pear to be equally specious.

John Peterson

San Francisco, California

LATRINE WORDS AND CROTCH SHOTS

For a long time, I have enjoyed
reavboy. The format, articles and art-
work have always been characterized by
high quality.

Lately, however, I note increasing use
of fourletter words and very revealing
photos. This, in my opinion, merely
cheapens a hitherto fine magazine. 1
enjoy risqué stories and pictures, bur
not those that border on vulgarity. 1
have discussed this with others, and the
majority of my friends and acquaint-
ances—including my 16-yearold son—do
not see any reason why rLavsoy should
stoop to publishing latrine words and
crotch shots.

I hope this comment will penetrate
your ivory tower.

Jack R. Ellison
Seaule, Washingron

Since questions of good taste, vulgar-
ity and obscenily are decided subjectively,
we won’t ry lo convince you that owrs is
the right approach to these matlers. Far

from dwelling in an wory tower, we
work hard at keeping up with the changes
taking place in our socicly, and we think
there now exist millions of intelligent,
educated, responsible and  productive
citizens n this country who enjoy the
appearance of the human body in ils
natural state and who prefer 1o see the
English language printed as il is actually
used. Such people may, in [acl, object lo
your calegorizing cerlain ferms as latrine
words and may consider the phrase crolch
shots an insult to the body. But these are,
as we said, subjective matters. Our job is
to make our own editorial judgments with
as much integrity and honesty as possible.

BEAUTY VS. IDEOLOGY

I have been listening to women'’s liber-
ationists on TV and reading their articles
in magazines. Many of them claim that
PLAYBOY is an exploiter of women and
that the Pliymate of the Month feature
treats women as sexual objects; 1 have
heard this so often that [ began to feel

guilty about buying vour publication. (Of

course, the guilt didn’t stop me from pur-
chasing pLAYBOY; it just made me ¢njoy
it less. Missionaries who lay guilt trips on
others in hope of changing their behavior
never stop to consider that.) Thinking it
all over several times, I have finally de-
cided that these new feminists ave hysteri-
cal and unfair.

The Playmate, I have noticed, is pre-
sented in a series of photos and text that
depict the young woman as an individu-
al. These girls have bosses, co-workers,
boyfriends, girlfriends, pets, parents,
brothers, sisters, carecrs and, ofien, seri-
ous ambitions. It seems to me that
rrAaYBOY doesn’t degrade them; but the
women's libbers must humiliate them
terribly by calling them such choice
epithets as objects and hunks of meat,

Claiming that any nude photograph
dehumanizes its subject is just a modern
form of puritanism. The new feminists
can’t seem to see humanity, beauty and
sexuality as a personal wrinity: they insist
on separating these categories and set-
ting them in opposition, just as the old
puritans did. This is a revolutionary
and progressive ideology? It's a regres-
sion to the days when the Church forbade
artists to paint nudes.

Dennis A. Newman
Racine, Wisconsin

“The Playboy Forum” offers the
opportunity for an extended dialog be-
tween readers and editors of this pub-
lication on subjects and issues velaled to
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
correspondence o The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 North Micli-
gan Awvenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611,
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TOM MCMILLEN AFFAIR  (continued from page 158)

conference. To take some of the heat off
himself and his family, Tom announced
he would make a decision on April 15th
and asked the recruiters to stop harass-
ing him. The only ones who listened
were those who knew Tom was giving
their schools final consideration.

By early April, McMillen had cut his
list to three: Virginia, North Carolina
and Maryland. He decided to see each
ol the coaches once more before making
his choice. “LEven that wasn’t casy,” he
remembers. “Each coach wanted 1o be
the one who talked to me last.” Vince
Gibson of Virginia went up to Mansfield
on April 10th; North Carolina’s Dean
Smith sat down with Tom on the 11th
and on April 12th, Maryland’s Driesell
drove up with assistant coach Joe Har-
rington. (Harington had been  Jay's
tcammate and roommate at Maryland
and had spent so much time with the
McMillens he was practically considered
a member of the family.)

The next day, unable to get any peace
at home because of interruptions by
coaches and newspaper reporters, Tom
moved into his high school principal’s
country house for a few days. He took
with him about 40 pounds of literature
on the three schools, plus several reels
of their game flms. “I didn’t know it
then,” Tom says, “but 1 was probably
too methodical about the whole thing,
going much too deeply into each school.
I was comparing [acilities like libraries
and player personnel. And there wq
no easy way to judge the players, be-
cause coaches only sent up game films
in which their players looked like all-
Americans.”

Around 11 par on April 14th, Me
Millen wlephoned Dean Smith in North
Carolina and said, “Coach Smith, how
will T look in Carolina blue?” Smith was
clated; but the next morning, he got a
call from Rich AMiller, who told him
Tom’s parents were opposed to his choice
and that a final decision wouldn't be
reached for several weeks. At that point,
Jay McMillen began lobbying for Mary-
land. “I'd never talked openly to Tom
about coming 1o school down here,” he
said, “but when I became convinced that
coach Driesell wouid be able to make
Maryland’s basketball team ‘the UCLA
ol the East,” as he likes to put it, I told
Tom that College Park, Maryland, was
the place for him.”

Tom wasn’t in a receptive mood. “I
wouldn't give Jay the time of day,” he
admits. "1 know he was only looking out
for me, but at the time I thought he was
being dominecring. There T was, getting
hounded by so many people on the out-
side, and when my brother comes home
for a visit, what does he do but give me
the same spicl about one institution that

234 I'd been hearing for years.”” To further

complicate the situation, McMillen want-
ed to reach a decision before the end
of June, when he and 43 other invited
players would spend three weeks in Colo-
rado trying out for the 12-man 1972 U.S.
Olympic Development Basketball Team,
which would alterward make a three-week
summer exhibition tour through Europe.

On June 24th, Tom announced he
would enroll at the University of North
Carolina. “I liked coach Dean Smith
and his assistants,”” he says, “and making
a decision gets the pressure off. I'd once
thought that when I picked my college,
it would be a happy day, but the only
thing 1 remember fecling was relief.
And not oo much of that, either—my
folks weren't pleased about me going to
North Carolina.”

Tow’s parents did not attend the
press conference ar which he made pub-
lic his decision. For reasons that would
not become known until many months
Iater, they both bitterly resented coach
Smith. “Tom’s been brainwashed,” Mrs.
McMillen said at the ume. The next
morning, newspapers  throughout the
country speculated about the family's in-
ternal conflicts, and many reporters were
highly eritical of Dr. and Muys. McMillen,
A surprising number ol coiches, however,
publicly sympathized with them. “I'm
disgusted to be associated with a group
of men—and I'm talking about college
basketball coaches—who are splitting up
families,” commented Villanova's  Jack
Kraft. “It’s not just McMillen, it’s all the
superstars. When coaches split up a fam-
ily, it’s about time for everybody 1o take
stock of themselves and time for the
authoritics to do something.”

- - -

College basketball coaches don’t start
out as cynical, ruthless, high-pressure re-
cruiters; they're made that way by a
hypocritical athletic system that preaches
mightily about amateurism while rak-
ing in immodest profits. Although college
basketball teams don't earn the million-
dollar profits a big-time football pro-
gram can generate each year, schools
with aremas seating 12,000 people or
more can net as much as 5200,000 a sea-
son. Basketball’'s lower operating costs
make it a far more sporting proposition
than foothall for most schools; approxi-
mately 5700.000 is needed to underwrite
a single lootball season at many major
universitics, but the average expense for
basketball is about $130,000 and many
manage it with a third of that.

Universities, one needs to point out,
don’t engage in intercollegiate athletics
merely for money. UCLA's John Wood-
cn. the most successful coach in the
history of college basketball, says, “A
fine athletic program produces increased
student morale and inceased diploma

value.” Even campus radicals will turn
out to watch a Lew Alcindor or a Sidney
Wicks, and by increased diploma value
Wooden means that employers frequently
smile on job seckers from colleges made
famous by their basketball teams. Just a
small sampling of such schools would
have to include Dayton, Duquesne, Jack-
sonville, Kansas, Kentucky, La Salle, Loy-
ola ol Chicago, Marquette, New Mexico
State, Niagara, North Carolina, Provi-
dence, St. Bonaventure, St. John's, San
Francisco, Santa Clara, Temple, UCLA,
Utah and Villanova.

But there are many other reasons bas-
ketball is so important to colleges. The
publicity that winning schools reccive
quickly translates itself into ever-increas-
ing numbers of freshman-class applicants,
whose growing ranks make it necessary
for a college to expand its physical plant.
Just as businesses seek to grow, so, too,
do universities. Successful basketball sea-
sons have also been known to boost
annual alumni contributions, which have,
in turn, helped erear such nonathletic
edifices as science buildings and libraries
on scores of campuses. Obviously, then,
a victorious basketball team means a great
deal to a great many colleges in a great
many ways. To a coach. however, it pri-
marily means continued employment:
Should he fail to produce a winner, out
he goes.

The only way a coach can build a
nationally ranked team is to acquire the
services of at least one or two superstars.
But the nature of the sport makes it
difficult to come up with the players
most in demand: talented lads who are
close to seven feet tall. The selectivity
involved thus makes the recruiting of
high school basketball stars far more pres-
surized than the annual man hunt for
college football players. While schools
can always find plenty of 6’3" strong-
armed quarterbacks, there simply aren't
enough wuly excellent tall basketball
players to go around. Fewer than a dozen
such prospects come out of America's
high schools cach year; so when coaches
encounter a phenomenon like Tom M-
Millen, who possesses a surleit of skills as
both a pivot man and a forward, they
natwrally go just a liule bit crackers.
When, after all, was the last time either
Chamberlain or Alcindor was seen pop-
ping 20-footers through the nets?

Coaches quickly learn about prospects
like McMillen in a variety of ways:
through newspaper and magazine re-
ports and reporters, high school and
other college coaches and athletically
inclined alumni and f[riends they culu-
vate throughout the country. They also
rely on several high school player-rating
services; although N. C. A. A. regulations
prohibit member schools from doing so,
they subscribe to these confidential re-
ports and guard their copies zealously.
The two most authoritative, it's generally
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thought, are published by Howard Gar-
finkel (covering primarily Eastern basket-
ball) and Dave Bones (national).

But even without building an exten-
sive information network, a college
coach can find players easily enough.
The greatest sources of raw basketball
talent are America’s big cities and the
biggest of these, New York, is a basket-
ball scout’s paradise. If New York play-
crs are the most desired commodities in
college basketball. it's only because they
have consistently been good investments
and, during the Sixties, practically domi-
nated the sport. In 1963, Lovola of
Chicago won the National Collegiate
Athletic Association championship using
two starters who were graduates of New
York high schools; three New Yorkers
led the University of Texas at El Paso
(then Texas Western) 1o an N.C. AL A,
title in 1966. The rest of the decade was
reserved for UCLA's Ferdinand Lewis
Alcindor. a  graduate of Manhattan's
Power Memorial Academy. Power is a
member of the Catholic High School
Athletic Association, which each year
turns out some of the nation’s finest
players; two C.H.S. A A, alumni. Mar-
quette’s Dean (“The Dream’™) Memin-
ger and South Carolina’s John Roche,
were all-Americans this past season.

Jack McCloskey, Wake TForest's re-
spected coach, notes, “New York players
have a well-earned reputation for being
tough and hungry out on the court, hut
they're no different from any other kids
when it comes to deciding on a college.
If you don't convince them you're inter-
ested in them as individuals as well as
players, they'll go elsewhere.” But coaches
don’t really enjoy wooing prospects and
privately agree with John McKenna,
Georgia Tech's assistant athletic director,
who recently said he'd never return to
coaching, because of the “fawning on
teenaged athletes that the job requires.”

Recruiting was not always so complex
and cutthroat. In the late Forties, a kind
of neighborhood school system was still in
effect: Any university in or near a big
city usually produced fine basketball
teams. But the first wave of college bas-
ketball scandals changed all that. In
1951, it was discovered that players [or
City College ol New York, then rvated
number one nationally, and Long Island
University had been fixing betting point
spreads and for games in return for pay-
offs [rom gamblers. CCNY and LIU cor-
rected the problem by de-emphasizing the
spori—and by so doing, unintentionally
restructured college basketball recruiting,
Unsure il New Yorks other colleges
would continue big-time compctition,
young men began deserting the city for
universities in other parts of the nation.
When Wilt Chamberlain - accepted  a
grant-in-aid 1o the University of Kansas
in 1955, he Turther set the style for East

236 Coast players. "1 was supposed 1o have

been made all kinds of lavish offers by
various schools, involving money, cars,
big jobs after graduation and help for my
Family,” said Wile alter he left Kansas at
the end of his junior year to tour with
the Harlem Globetrotters.  “Actually,
there are very few such offers. But there
was every kind of high-pressure salesman-
ship. Coaches seldom try to sell you on an
cducation. They wtry to sell you on other
things—campus jobs, summer jobs, big
athletic programs and affluent alumni.”

That kind ol selling still prevails, but
i the case of an honest and {airly sophis-
ticated young man like Tom McMillen,
many more approaches must be attempt-
cd. Most coaches delivered almost identi-
cal sales pitches that Tom listened to,
with increasing irritation, for three years:
He alone was the hinal ingredient the
coach needed to take his team o the na-
tonal championship; the coich’s offense
was geared o a player of exactly Tom's
talents; the publicity Tom would receive
by playing at the coach’s college would
lead w his becoming an all-American
and getting a lucrative pro  contract;
campus life was the best in the country;
the school’s coeds were the pretiest; the
school’s weather was ideal (if it wasn't
ideal, the coach would offer something
like, "Who wants to live in a place
where it's hot all year long?™). A few
recruiters were bright enough to spot Mc-
Millen’s interest in academic excellence
quickly, and every time a professor ac-
complished something newsworthy Tom
would get a copy ol the college press
release accompanied by a personal note.
McMillen was also thoroughly Familiar
with two other sandard atoractions: a
major schedule and a spacious, modern
home court. This last is a crucial selling
point and an important reason such
basketball powers as UCLA, Notre
Dame, Purdue, South Carolina, New
Mexico State and Princeton have all
built new arenas in the past several
yeirs. But Jerry Couboy, a former assist-
ant coach at Davidson and now head
coach of Pittsburgh's Point Park College,
observes: “You can't finally tell what will
be important to a 17-year-old, although
we all uy. I know of one school that lost
a great prospect because he didn’t like
its uniforms.”

Because boys like Tom McMillen are
hotly pursued by the nation’s most
famous schools, they varely come in con-
tact with the handful of heclance re-
cruiters found hanging
around high school gymnasiums in every
major Lastern ciry. Free-lancers. who are
known as spooks, procure players for
remotely situated schools that will pay
at least 51000 per player. The spooks’
best markets lie in the Western half of
the nation, although in the past few
years business has been picking up in
the South, particularly in Florida. It's a

who can be

shabby scene, since the spook will get a
chance to carn his comunission only
when the player he's after has compiled
an abysmal academic record and is just
below the level of a superstar. (If he's
that good, scores of colleges will accept
him as a probationary student.) If the
prospect hasn’t been graduated from
high school, the spook can still sell him
to any number ol junior colleges where
he can make up his academic deficien-
cies by merit or by favor. He will then
transfer to a big-time basketball college
where he'll be eligible to play in his
junior year. Spooks never talk about
anything as mundane as the value of a
college diploma to their kind of recruit.
since these athletes are rarely graduated.
Instead, they talk money. The current
average wage [or a ballplaver attending
a “rencgade” school (one that will flout
just about any N. C. A. A. recruiting regu-
Iation in its quest for national sports
publicity) is about S200 a month. Much
of it will be paid in the form of game
tickets and merchandise the player can
easily sell on campus.

Ilegal recruiting practices, however,
arec hardly the exclusive domain of
spooks and their clients. Many high
school boys, especially those from urban
ghettos, can be easily persuaded to at-
tend a school by such inducements as
the use of an automobile, a handsomely
furnished offcampus apartment, a com
plete wardrobe, a stereo rig, a color tele-
vision and a high-paying part-time job
(such as making sure no one absconds
with the basketball court). It's exceed-
ingly rare for all of these items to be
dangled belore the often-jaded eyes of
an outstanding prospect, but it’s just as
rarc for none of them to be. And if a
blue chipper is on the take, all he has to
do is indicate it and too many coiaches
will quickly contact local businessmen
willing to support the team in such a
fashion.

I[ a highly soughtafter blue chipper
is still undecided after all the standard
inducements (legal or otherwise) have
been presented, a coach will enlist the
aid of illustrious alummi or well-known
friends of the university. James Brown,
the top prospect from Washington, D. C.,
in 1969, was personally contacted for
Harvard by Senator Ted Kennedy. In
McMillen's case, several schools pulled
out all the stops. The University of
Virginia, aware of his career aim, in-
vited him to watch an operation per-
formed by Dr. Frank McCue, its famed
orthopedic surgeon. Dr. McCue alter-
ward sat down and 1alked medicine
with Tom—and also informed him
of the excellent premed training he
could receive at Virginia’s medical
school. The University of Marvland had
Tom to lunch with Senator Joseph
Tydings and Governor Marvin Mandel.
West Virginia dispensed  with  alumni
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“That was pretty good, but you seemed preoccupied or something.
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altogether and introduced Tom to Lyn-
don Johnson.

In the end, however, McMillen's
choice of North Carolina brought to
mind words spoken by Jack Kuhnert,
former coach of Power Memorial. “I've
seen a lot of boys pick a lot of colleges.
All ten seniors on our team received
basketball scholarships one vear. And in
almost every case. it tned out that the
coach who was the first 10 pay attention
to the ballplayer was the one whose
school the boy selected.” Noreh Carolina’s
Dean Smith had been the hrst college
coach to notice McMillen, and Tom had
chosen the Tarheels. But while on that
summer tour of Emrope with the Olympic
Development Team, McMillen had begun
to re-examing his decision.

“Right after I left for Europe,” Tom
said a few months ago, 1 realized our
whole family had been pressured until
we'd all become hypertense.” McMlillen
had listened oo carelully. he maintains,
10 the countless teams of recrnirers who
had wvisited his home. “I'd let them

troop in night after night, the head
coiaches who brought along deans and
faculty advisors. It had taken me two
whole years to decide on North Caroli-
na, Maryland or Virginia. They're all
members of the Adantic Coast Confer-
ence and offer about the same combina-
tion of basketball, academics and social
life. When we were plaving in Russia, it
occurred to me that I would be happy at
any ol those schools. Thinking that way,
I decided to weigh my parents’ feclings
on the subject when I got back home.”
Tom's mother wanted him to attend
the University of Virginia, mainly be-
cause she admired coach Vince Gibson,
an old family [riend who'd coached at
Mansficld State College [or six years
before moving on to Charlottesville. Dr.
MeMillen wanted him to go to Mary-
land, so that Tom could play under
coach Lelty Driesell, who'd wurned tiny
Davidson College of North Cmolina
into a baskethall powerhouse before be-
ing hived away by Maryland the year
belore. More importantly, Mansheld s
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“Is there someone else, Harry?”

only a six-hour drive from College
Park, compared with a ten-hour trip
from Chapel Hill, North Carolina—and
Dr. McMillen had rarely missed secing
Tom play a game during his four years
of high school competition. “I'd have to
say I rationalized about the distance
factor when I originally made my deci-
sion to go to North Cwolinag,” Tom
said. “At the time I thought, “Well, it’s
not such a long drive.” After I came bick
from Russia, 1 realized it was quite
drive and I do want my father to sce me
play, T've always wanted that. We're
very close and we'd miss each other a
lot, especially if it wasn't necessary.”

Tom’s parents were in agreement on
North Carolina: They didn’t want him
to go there. because they were unaltera-
bly hostile to coach Dean Smith. Al
though Smith incurred resistance simply
for representing a school other than the
two Tomr's parents preferred, at least
two incidents deeply offended them. Be-
fore Tom announced for the Tarheels,
Smith sent him a package of University
of North Carolina baskethall equip-
ment, which Dr. and Mrs. MeMillen
lelt was a tactic designed 1o make Tom
feel obligated to UNC—and. as such,
was a breach of ethics, however slight.
More serious was an incident that took
place one evening when Smith visited
the McMillen home shortly after the
close of the 1970 basketball season.
Smith asked Tom to telephone another
superprospect, 747 high school all-Amer-
ican “Tom Burleson. 10 break the happy
news that hoth of them would be play-
ing for North Carolina. Tom stepped
into the kitchen to tell his mother he'd
be making a long-distance call but that
the family wouldn’t have to pay for
it—Smith would allow McMillen to
charge it 10 his credit-card number. Mrs.
McMillen ordered her son not o mike
the call, explaining that since Burleson
haduw’e yet selected a college, Tom would
be acting as a recruiter for North Caroli-
na by calling him. AMinutes later, she
entered the living room and found Tom
on the telephone with Burleson. Dr.
McMillen is still angry about it. “Smith
smiled sheepishly at my wile and told
her Tom insisted on placing the ¢ll.
That was an owrighe lie.”

Equally unseitling to the family (and
rarely alluded t0) was the fact that
before the start of Tom's senior year, his
brother Paul had been persuaded by
Tarheel recruiters 1o switch from  Pigts.
burgh’s Duquesne University law school
to North Carolina. When Paul dropped
out a few weeks after the semester be-
gan, he conveniently procured a job as a
bank officer in Chapel Hill. Such in-
triguing tactics were not confined to
Carolina, however. It was an open secret
that Maryland's Driesell hired Joe Har-
rington as an assistant coach primarily



because of his close relationship with
Tom and his parents. Harrington never
disguised the fact. “But I couldn't ever
come on like a recruiter does,” he says,
“because 1 happen to like Tom a lot and
T wasn’t about to betray a trust I'd shared
with the McMillens for six years.”

A few days after returning from Eu-
rope, Tom, his father (who had just
gotten out of the hospital), and Len
Snyder (whose brother owns the Buffalo
Braves, a professional basketball team)
drove down 1o Occan City, Maryland, for
the Labor Day weckend. Harrington
drove up to see them. “Tom began asking
me questions about Maryland's campus
and subjects he wanted to take as a fresh-
man,” Harrington says. “In the past, he
had asked neuwral questions, but now I
could see he was oft North Carolina and
really thinking about Maryland for the
first time. I was starting to get my hopes
llp.

When McMillen got back from Ocean
City. coach Gibson of Virginia received
a telephone call from a friend in Mans-
field informing him that Tom definitely
would not emroll at North Carolina;
Gibson flew up to Tom’s home a day
later. After a talk with Tom and his
pavents, Gibson asked Dr. McMillen if
he objected to the school. “He said no,”
Gibson told a reporter, “and I looked at
Tommy and his face just lit up. Right
then I figured I held all the aces. Later
on that night. Tommy asked me ques-
tions about stuff he would need for
school. I knew we were in.”

The next night, however, Jay Mc
Millen drove up from College Park and
he, Tom and their father stayed up
until six ar. exploring every aspect of
the three schools. Tom had to make a
final decision by morning, when college
registration would begin. After a few
hours, it became clear to all three that
Tom's choice would finally hinge on
who his freshman teammates would be.
Jay reports. “Tom had gone through
four years of high school playing against
teams that would sumound him with
their three biggest players. He didn't
want to go through college ball the same
way.”

The three men sat down and began
reviewing freshmen who would be play-
ing for the three schools. For the firs
time in many years, North Carolina had
suffered bad luck in the recruiting wars.
Burleson, the prospect Tom had phoned
for Dean Smith, had signed with North
Carolina State, and neither of UNC's
two top Irash, 6'8” Bobby Jones and
66" John O’Donnell, was considered
a true blue chipper. (If Burleson had
been teamed with them, however, Tom
would have opted for North Carolina.)
Without another highly rated player to
take some of the scoring and rebound-
ing pressure off McMillen, North Caro-
lina was quickly eliminated. Virginia's

“It's my first

freshmen were weaker than the Tar-
heels”. The team’s big man, 6"9” Lanny
Stahurski from Pittsburgh, was not rated
a potential superstar—and he was the
Cavaliers’ only exceptional player. That
left Maryland. In his first full year of
recruiting, coach Driesell had signed up
three high school allstars and an under-
rated ball handler—and all four seemed
to perfectly complement  McMillen’s
abilities. Mark Cartwright, 6’117, who
chose Maryland over 200 other colleges,
was a fine outside shooter who could
help out underneath; Jap Trimble, a
superb 6°4” scorer from Power Memo-
rial, would [urther keep defenses from
sagging on McMillen; and Rich Porac,
Tom’s roommate at the Dapper Dan,
was a less heralded playmaker who
might be able to feed McMillen as many
as 16 points’ worth of assists a game,
The key man, however, was Power Me-
morial’s 6’9” Len Elmore, generally con-
sidered the rebounding equal of any
high school player in America. Elmore’s
delensive skills are reminiscent of for-
mer Boston Celtic Bill Russell, and his
natural position is center. At the other
schools, Tom might have wound up
playing center, but he feels his best
position is forward—where he would ob-
viously be used at Maryland.

The next morning, Virginia’s Gibson
was astonished to learn Tom had left
town with Jay and was heading south
for College Park., That alternoon,
Paffaive McMillen was finally concluded
when Tom registered for classes at the
University of Maryland. “When I got
there,” he says, “all I wanted to do was
get things back to normal—playing bas-

time, too.”

ketball and artending classes.” When the
news reached North Carolina, coach
Smith said that Tom had been set upon
by his parents; Dr. and Mrs. McMillen
began receiving threatening and obscene
letters from people in North Carolina.

In his freshman year, Tom averaged
29.3 points on the court and a nearly per-
fect 3.98 in his classes. The freshman Ter-
rapins, rated the best in the country,
finished their season with a 16-0 record,
all the more remarkable because Elmore
suffered two leg injuries and had to sit
out most of the season. This year, at
least three of them will start for Mary-
land’s varsity, which is already being
touted as one of the top ten college
teams in the nation. In addition, Mec-
Millen was selected to several pre-season
all-American squads.

Mrs. Margaret McMillen is calmer
now, but she still won't talk about what
she feels was the roughest year of her
life. “Every day I just thank God that
1970 is over with,” she says. “I hope 1
never have to bear the brunt of such
pressure again.”

Tom feels just as strongly as his mother
does. “When it was all happening to
me,"” he says, “I used to sit back and say,
‘Boy, I am going to figure out some way
to make recruiting better.” I never really
cime up with one, because I was too
involved in trying to avoid the recruit-
ers. I'm just glad it can only happen to
you once. And now that it's over, I want
to put it all behind me and never, never
think about it again.”
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Brut for Men.

If you have
any doubts
about yourself,

fry
something e

Ise.

After shave, after shower, after anything.

Brut by Fabergé.

DOG DAYS

(continued from page 182)
unwilling, Len was aroused by those
who were passive, who would say yes
instantly. He didn’t like the devious
ploys of love, and it was Ah Meng's
obedience (“Shut the door.” “Yes, mis-
ter.”) that made an affair seem possible.

For his lust he blamed his dog days.
In some of the books he lectured omn,
they were mentioned as days ol excessive
heat, unwholesome influences, practical-
ly malignant. The dog days were the
hottest time of the year; the days Len
passed replaying the Indian's words and
staring into the kitchen at Ah Meng
were the hottest in his life. And it was
literally true,

But hotter on Thursdays, Marian’s
Film Society night. These nights Len
sat, soaking his shirt with sweat and
wondering if he should make a move.
Ah Meng would be in the downstairs
shower, the one that adjoined her room,
sluicing herself noisily with buckets of
water and hawking and spitting. Later
she would sit on the back stairs, holding
her small transistor to her ear.

The story of the man in physics re-
strained him, but there was something
more. It was shame. It scemed like ex-
ploitation to sleep with your house girl.
She might be frightened; she might sub-
mit out of panic. The shame created
fear and fear was a stupid thing: It
made you a simpleton, it unmanned
you, it turned you into a zombi. It was
as a zombi that he had passed nearly
three months.

“Early class tomorrow,” Tom Forbes
was saying. He was in the center ol Len’s
living room, strewching and  yawning,
thanking Marian for a lovely evening,

Len looked up and saw that cveryone
was standing. the Forbeses, the Novaks,
Marian, waiting for him to rise and
say good night. He leaped to his [eet
and then bent slightly to conceal his
tumescence.

- - -

“What's on?” asked Len, who was
marking essays on the dining-room ta-
ble. Marian clawed at objects inside her
handbag,

“Knife in the Water,” she said, still
snatching at things inside the bag. She
mutiered, “Where are those car keys?”

“They usually show that one,” said
Len. “Or a Bergman.”

“And some cartoons,” said Marian,
who hadn’t heard what Len had said.
“Czech ones,” she said, Ionking up, dan-
gling the car kevs.

“Enjoy yourself,” said Len.

“I've told Ah Meng 1o heat the casse-
role. Tell her whether you want rice or
potatoes.” Patting her hair, snapping
her handbag shut, Marian left the house.

As soon as Marian had gone, Len
pushed the essays aside and lit a ciga-
rette. He thought about Ah Meng, the
man in physics, what the Indian had
said. It occurred to him again—this was
not a new perception—that the big mis-
take the man had made was in pinching
the girl’s bottom. That was rash. The
Indian would have advised against it.
There were subtler ways.

Ah Meng was beside him.

“Yes?” He swallowed. She was close
enough to touch.

“Want set table.™

“OK. I'll take thesc papers upstairs.
Make some rice.” Distracted, he sounded
gruff.

And upstairs at his desk, he continued
to pursue his reverie. A squeezed hand
wits ambiguous and had to be blameless,
but a pinched bottom signaled only one
thing—and was probably offensive to a
Chinese. Also: If Ah Meng had a boy-
friend, where was he? She took a bus
home on her day off. A boyfriend would
have picked her up on his motor bike, a
secrct-society member in his car. The
Indian’s way scemed unanswerable: His
method was Asian, bottom pinching was
not.

“Mister?” Ah Meng was at the study
door. “Dinner.”

Len got up quickly. Ah Meng was in
the kitchen, scraping rice from the pot,
by the time he had reached the second
landing. He was breathless for a mo-
ment and he realized as he gasped for
air that he had hurried in order to catch
her on the stairs.

He ate forking the food in with one
hand and with the other retuning the
radio each time the overseas station
drilted off into static. He stared at the
sauce bottles and forked and fiddled
with the radio knobs.

He put down his fork. It made a
clank on the plate. Ah Meng was in the
room and now leaning over the table,
gathering up silverware, piling plates,
rolling up place mats. She said, “Col-
tee, mister?”

Len reached over and put his hand on
hers. It was as sudden and unexpected
as if his hand belonged to someone else.
His hand froze hers. She looked at the
wall. I itake hand of woman and I
squeeze . . . but the damned girl
wouldn’t look him in the eyes! It was
getting awkward. so. still squeezing, he
said, with casualness that was pure funk,
“No. I don’t think I'll have a coffee
tonight. I think 1 will have " He
relaxed his grip. Her hand didn’t move.
He tapped her wrist lightly with his
forefinger and said. “A whiskey. I think
I'll have a whiskey upstairs.”

Ah Meng turned and was gone. Len
went upstairs to think; but it ok no
deep reflection for him to know that he
had blundered. It had happened too




fast: The speed queered it. She hadn’t
looked at him. He thought, I shouldn’t
have done it then. I shouldn’t have
done it at all.

Al Meng did not bring the whiskey.
She was in the shower Dbelow Len’s
study, hawking loudly. Spiuing on me.
He took his red ballpoint and, sighing,
poised it over an essay. “The Canon-
izalton is a poem written in indignation
and impatience agaimnst those who cen-
soredd Donne because of what is gener-
ally considered to have been his——"

Len pushed the essay (Sonny Poon’s)
away, threw down the ballpoint and put
his head in las hands.

The front door slammed. The house
was in silence.

This is the end, he told himself, and
immediately he began thinking of where
he might find another job. He saw a
gang of Chinese boys carrying weapons,
mobbing a sueet. He winced. An inter-
viewer was saying, “Why exactly did you
leave Singapore, Mr. Rowley?” He was
on a plane. He was in a dirty city. He
was in an airless subway, catching his
cock on a turnstile’s steel picket.

There was a chance (was it too much
to hope forz) that she was just outside,
on the back stirs, holding her little
transistor against her ear. He prayed it
was so and in those moments, leaving
his study, he felt that strange fear-induced
fever that killed all his desire.

He took the banister and p:‘cl)nrcd to
descend the stairs. Ah Meng was hallway
up. climbing purposefully, silently, on
bare feet. There was a glass in her hand.
She wore pajamas.

“I heard the door. I——""

“I lock,” she said. She touched his
hand and then bounded past him, into
the spare bedroom. Len heard the bam-
boo window blind being released and
heard it unroll with a flapping ratdle
and thump.

- - -

His first thought the next morning
was that she had left during the night.
Shame might have come to her, regret.
an aftertaste of loathing. There was also
the chance that she had gone to the
police.

Len dressed hurriedly and went down-
stairs. Al Meng was in the kitchen,
dropping slices of toast into the toast
rack as she had done every morning
since the Hakka Marian
took her place at the able across from
Len and Ah Meng brought their eggs. Ah
Meng did not look at him. But that
meant nothing: She never did.

Marian chewed toast. spooned egg
and stared fixedly at the cornflakes box.
That was habitzal. She wasn't ignoring
him deliberately. Everything seemed all
right.

“How was the hlm?"”

woman left

Marian shrugged. She said, “Russian
film festival next month.”

“lvan the Terrible, Part One,” said
Len. He pgrinned. But he could not
relax. That girl in the kitchen. He had
made love to her only hours before. Her
climax was a forlorn cry of “Mister!™
Aflterward, he had told her his name
and helped her pronounce it.

“I thought you'd say something like
that.” Marian turned the cornilakes box
and read the side panel.

“Just kidding.” said Len. "I might
even go to that festival. 1 liked the
Russian Hamlet.”

“You'd hate all the others,” said Mar-
ian. She looked bored for a moment,
then her gaze shifted to the tablecloth.
“Where's your lunchz”

Every morning, it was beside Len's
plate, in a paper bag, two sandwiches
with the crusts trimmed off, a banana, a
hard-boiled egg, a tiny salteellar, rambu-
tans or mangosteens il they were avail-
able at the stalls. Ah Meng, neat and
attentive, made sharp creases in the bag,
squaring it. The staff-club food—maybe
it was the monosodium glutamate?—
gave him a headache and made him
dizzy.

Today there was no lunch bag.

“Must be in the kitchen,” said Len.
“Ah Meng!"”

There was no cry of “Mister?” There
wils no cry.

“I don’t think she heard me,” said
Len. He gulped his colfee and went into
the kitchen.

Ah Meng sat at the sideboard, sipping
tea from a heavy mug. Her back was to
him, her feet hooked on the rung of her
stool.

“Ah Meng:”

She didn’t turn. She swallowed. Len
thought she was going to speak. She
sipped again at her mug.

“My lunch. Where 1s it?™

She swallowed again, gargling loudly.
That was her reply. It was as if she had
said, “Get stuffed.”

“Is it in the——" Len opened the
refrigerator. The lunch was not inside.
He was going to speak again but
thought better of it. Marian was around
the corner, at the table—out ol sight
but probably listening. Len found a
paper bag in a drawer. He put three
bananas in it and looked for something
more. He saw a slice of bread on the
sideboard and reached for it. Ah Meng
snatched it up. She bit into it and sipped
at her mug. Her back seemed to wear
an expression of triumph. Len left the
kitchen creasing the bag.

“Got it.,” he said. He went behind
Marian and kissed her on her ear. She
was raising a spoonful of egg o her
mouth, which was open. She stopped the
spoon in mid-air, held 1t, let Len Kkiss,
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and then completed the interrupted
movement of the spoon to her mouth.

That evening, when Len returned
from the department, Marian said, “Ah
Meng wants a raise.”

“Really?” said Len.
just gave her one.”

“We did. At least you were supposed
to. I wouldn’t put it past you to hold
back the five dollars and buy something
for yourself.”

*No,” said Len. He ignored the sar-
casm. He had given Ah Meng the raise.
He remembered that well: It was one
of the times he had been about to
seize and press her hand; but he had
handed over the money and panicked
and run. “I did give it to her. When was
that> About a month ago?”

“I told her she gets more than the
Novaks” Susan and doesn’t have chil-
dren to mind. She gets her food and we
pay her Central Provident Fund. I don't
know what more she wants.”

“What did she sayz”

“I thought we

“She insisted. ‘Wamt five dollar,
mem,” ” said Marian, imitating absurdly.
Her mimicry was all the more unpleas-
ant for the exaggerated malice of its
ineptitude. “IUs not the five dollars, it's
the principle of the thing. We gave her
a raise 2 month ago. If we give in this
time, she’'ll ask again next month, I
know. 1 told her to wait until you came
home. You're better with her.”

“Maybe we should give it to her,” Len
said. “Five bucks Singapore is only one-
sixty U.8.”

“No, I expect you to be firm with her.
No raise this month!™

In the kitchen, Ah Meng faced him-—
was that a sneer or a smile? Len said,
“Mem says you want a raise. Is that
right?”

She didn't blink. She continued to
SNCEr, or perh:ups smile. There was a red
mark, just at the base of her neck, near
the bump of her shoulder bone, a slight
love scratch. From his own hand.

“Says you want five dollars more.”

OOOOGQOOQOOQOOOOC
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“I think 1t’s bad for our young people to see
all that sex going unpunished.”

Her expression was that of a person
looking at the sun or facing a high
wind. It was a look only the Chinese
could bring off. It revealed nothing by
registering the implausible, severe pain.
But this pain had to be discounted, for
the face, on closer inspection, bore no
expression at all: The eyes were simply a
shape, they were not lighted, they gave
Len no access.

Marian, out of sight, called from the
dining room, “Tell her if she does her
work properly, we'll give her something
around Christmas!™

“If you do your work properly,” said
Len loudly, taking out his wallet, fishing
around and discovering that he had
three tens and two ones, and then giv-
ing her a ten, which she folded small
and put into her handkerchiel and
tucked into the sleeve of her blouse,
“il you do your work properly, we
might give you something around
Christmas. But we can’t give you any-
thing now.”

The might came to him on the spur
of the moment and Marian, who over-
heard, thanked him for it

Len felt cold and started to shake. He
went upstairs and clicked his red ball-
point at the unmarked essays. His dog
days were over. But something new was
beginning: intimidation. He didn't like
it.

For the next few school days, he stayed
up until Marian went to bed. Then he
made his lunch in the kiichen, remem-
bering to crease the paper bag, and this
he placed on the diningroom table,
which was set for breakfast.

On Tuesday he had an idea. Marian
was having her Pernod with ice on the
veranda, a touch she learned from a for-
eign film; she played with the small glass
and watched its doudy color.

“Is Ah Meng around:" Len whispered.

“At the market. We ran out of salt.”

“Then 1 don’t have to whisper.” But
this was a whisper. Len had downed five
stengahs on the way home. “Marian, seri-
ously. I think we should fire her.”

“Why?" Marian frowned.

Len expected to be challenged, but
not so quickly or (Marian was squinting
at him) aggressively.

“Lots of reasons,” said Len. starting.

“I thought you were so pally with
her.”

“Me? Pally? That's a laugh.” Len
forced a laugh. He heard its cackling
falsity as a truly horrible sound and
stopped. “Here, look what she did to my
pants.”

Len stood and showed Marian his leg.
On the thigh was a brown mark of an
iron, the shape of a rowboat. Between



the Conrad lecture and the Donne tu-
torial, Len had borrowed an iron from a
Malay woman at the junior-staff quar-
ters and he had scorched his pants in his
locked and darkened office. “Burned the
hell out of them.”

“That's a shame,” said Marian.

“Burned the hell out of them,” Len
repeated.

Marian said, “You know, I've never
said anything, but she’s done that lots of
times to my dresses. She scorches the
collars.”

“That's it, then! Out she goes!”

“OK, Len, if you say so. But there's
going to be trouble with the Labor
Exchange. Il be just like the Novaks.™

“What about the Novaks?"'

“Investigated,” saik Marian. “By the
Labor Exchange. Alter Susan's hair [ell
out, Tony said he didn’t want to sec her
around, couldn’t stand that bald head,
or so he said, The Labor Exchange came
to investigate—Susan  told them, of
course—and there was a great 1o-do.”

“I didn’t know they did things like
that.”

“Went on for weeks,”
The Pernod was to her lips.

Ah Meng entered the house and went
into the kitchen.

“I'll speak to her,” said Marian.

“That's OK. I will—they're my pants,”
said Len.

He went into the kitchen and closed
the door. Ah Meng's back wis to him;
she was removing small parcels wrapped
in newspaper and bound with rubber
bands from her marker basket. Len made
himsell a gin and tonic.

“1 guess we ran out of salt, eh?”

Al Meng walked past him and closed
the refrigerator door hard.

Len went out to the veranda.

“She says she sorry.”

said Marian.

A S
Thursday came. Len asked, barely dis-
guising the desperation in his voice,
“Say, Marian, how about letting me go
with you to the Film Society? We can go
out to cat afterward. What do you say?"

“Are you puting me on:”

“No, honest to God,” said Len, his
voice cracking. “Take me. I won't make
any comments. I'd love to go.”

“Mister is going with me,” said Mar-
ian to Ah Meng later.

Momentarily, Ah Meng faced a high
wind; then she turned away.

The film L' Avventura. Len
watched with interest. He murmured that
he was enjoying it, and he meant it
At the end, when Sandro sits abjectly on
the bench and wrings his hands and starts
10 cry, blubbering with a pained look,
Len understood and he snuggled close to
Marian in the darkness of the Cultural
Center. Marian patted him on the knee.

WS

Afterward, as Len promised, they went to
the Pavilion and had cold silky oysters
with chili sauce and tankards of stout.

Marian said, “We should do this
more often,” and at home, confidential-
Iy, “Keep me awake, Len,” which was the
whispered euphemism she used when
she wanted to make love. Len was tired
but put the fan on [ull and made love
to Marian with resolve, allowing his
vigor to announce his new fidelity. Then
he turned the fan down.

He lay on his back, his hands folded
across his chest, l)r()cceding feer first into
sleep: but even much later, in the still-
ness of deep night, sleep was only to his
knees. His eyes were open, his mouth
clamped shut and he was :11)])l'chensi\'(r,
at that stage of fatigue where one’s mind
is vulnerable enough to suggestion 1o
be prodded and aluwmed and finally
reawakened by a sequence of worry-
ing images, broken promises, papers not
marked, unpaid bills. He shooed his
thoughts as they appeared tumbling and
circling like moths atracted to the glow-
ing bulb of his hallawake brain. He
made an effort to switch off his mind—
as one would a lamp in an upper room
on a summer night, so as to quiet
what had collected and not to attract
more, But something in that darkness
stung him: It was the thought of his
lunch.

He went down to the kitchen. The
sleepiness made him look like a granny
in rumpled pajamas and electrified hair
—like the clderly Hakka woman with
the simian lice and loose sam foo, her
silk trousers with cuffs a yard wide, her
narrow  shoulders and square swollen
knuckles. He muttered like her and nod-
ded at what he was doing and, just like
her, in the curious conserving motion of
the very old, [ussed nimbly with his
hands and at the same time shuffled
slowly in broken shoes. He opened and
closed cupboards, found a lunch bag, cut
tomatoes, and he dealt our bread slices
onto the sideboard as if starting a game
ol solitaive. With his impatient finger-
nail, he pecked the boiling egg into its
suds of froth.

A hand brushed the back of his neck.
It was a caress, but he reacted as il
dodging a dagger swipe.

“You scared the life

Al Meng took his hand and did not
let go. "Ren.” she said, giving his name
the rising intonation ol a Chinese word.

Len shook his head. He said, “No.”

Al Meng pressed his hand. She was
unhwried. looking at him without
blinking. She tugged. Len tried to pull
away. But she was the stronger; with his
free hand. Len turned the gas oft under
the cooking egg. She led him 1o her
room. He would have time before dawn
to finish making his lunch,
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Handsomest Drowned Man ......... o poge 122

made me fall on top of the dead man,
the men hegan to feel mistrust in their
livers and started grumbling about why
so many main-altar decorations for a
stranger, because no matter how many
nails and holy-water jars he had on him,
the sharks would chew him all the same,
but the women kept piling on their
junk  relics, running back and forth,
stumbling, while they released in sighs
what they did not in tears, so that the
men finally exploded with since when
has there ever been such a luss over a
drilting corpse, a drowned nobody. a
picce of cold meat. One of the women,
mortified by so much lack of care, then
removed the handkerchief from the
dead man's face and the men were left
breathless, too.

He was Esteban. It was not necessary
to repeat it for them to recognize him.
If they had been told Sir Walter Ra-
leigh, even they might have been imn-
pressed  with  his  gringo accent, the
macaw on his shoulder, his cannibal-
killing blunderbuss. but there could be
only one Esteban in the world and there
he was, stretched out like a sperm whale,
shoeless, wearing the pants ol an under-
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sized child and with those stony nails
that had to be cut with a knife. They
had only to wke the handkerchief off
his face to see that he was ashamed, that
it was not his fault that he was so big or
so heavy or so handsome, and if he had
known that this was going to happen, he
would have looked for a more discreer
place to drown in, seriously, 1 ecven
would have tied the anchor from a galleon
around my neck and staggered off a cliff
like someonce who doesn’t like things, in
order not to be upsetting people now
with this Wednesday dead body, as you
people say, in order not to be bothering
anyone with this filthy picce of cold
meat that doesn’'t have anything to do
with me. There was so much truth in his
manner that even the most mistrustful
men, the ones wha [ele the bitterness of
endless nights at sea fearing that their
women would tre of dreaming about
them and begin to dream of drowned
men, even they and others who were
harder still shuddered in the marrow of
their bones at Esteban’s sincerity.

That was how they came to hold the
most splendid funeral they could con-
ceive of for an abandoned drowned

e

“And did the lady wish an adult or child’s portion?”

man. Some women who had gone to get
flowers in the neighboring villages re-
turned with other women, who could
not believe what they had been told,
and those women went back for more
flowers when they saw the dead man,
and they brought more and more, until
there were so many flowers and so many
people that it was hard 10 walk about
At the final moment. it pained them to
return him to the waters as an orphan
and they chose a father and mother
from among the best people. and aunts
and undes and cousins, so that through
him all the inhabitints of the village
became kinsmen. Some  sailors whao
heard the weeping from a distance went
off course and people heard of one who
had himself tied to the mainmast, re-
membering ancient [ables about sirens.
While they fought for the privilege of
carrying him on their shoulders along
the steep escarpment by the cliffs, men
and women became aware for the first
time of the desolation of their streets,
the dryness of their courtyvinds, the nar-
rowness ol their dreams as they laced
the splendor and the beauty of their
drowned man. They let him go withow
an anchor, in order that he might come
back il he wished and whenever he
wished, and they all held their breath
for the fraction of cenunies the body
took to [all into the abyss. They did not
need to look at one another to realize
that they were no longer all present,
that they would never be. But they also
knew that everything would be difterent
from then on, that their houses would
have wider doors, higher ceilings and
stronger floors. so that Esteban's memory
could go everywhere withour bumping
into the beams and so that no one in
the future would dare whisper the big
boob hunally died, too bad, the hand-
some [ool has finally died, because they
were going to paint their house fronts
gay colors to make Esichan’s memory
cternal and they were going to break
their backs digging for springs among
the stones and planting flowers on the
clifls. In future years, at dawn the pas-
sengers on great liners would awaken,
suffocated by the smell of gurdens on
the high seas, and the captain would
have to come down [rom the bridge in
his dress uniform, with his astrolabe, his
polesiar and his row ol war medals and,
pointing to the promontory of roses on
the horizon, he would say in 11 lan-
guages, look there, where the wind is so
peacelul now that it's gone to sleep
beneath the beds, over there, where the
sun’s so bright that the sunflowers don’t
know which way 10 tmn, yes. over there,
that's Esteban’s village.
—Translated from the Spanish
by Gregory Rabassa
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HB"HH m“-'-en fcontinued from page 155)

pornographic, obscene things in your
paintings? Why is that?” I don’t know
why. It never occurs to me when I'm
painting. T don’t paint [rom a standpoint
of ideas. T express my ideas in writing.
Painting is a day-byday spontancous
thing. Whatever comes out comes out.”

CREATING: “What am [? Am I supposed
to be a citic? I'm not, especially of my
own work. I don't know what to re-
Ime myv work to when I look at it. The
primary thing lor me is simply the pleas-
ure of picking up the brush and secing
what happens. That's another thing,
that expression ‘what happens.” Rather
than planning and delivering and exe-
cuting, I let things happen. It there's to
be any judgment about my work. or criti-
cism or appreciation, it has to be done by
the viewer, not by the doer. The doer is
finished with it the moment he's done it”

“What God did was to bring about
order, In other words, He did not create.
That's the definition in my mind of an
artist, that he is only a man who re-
aranges things™

wriTING: “I get a sensual enjoyment
out of reliving an experience—mayhe
cven an increased enjovment. The ex-
perience seems heighiened. There's a
double play going on. The first time you

do something, you're not conscious of it,
as it were. You don't look at yourself in
the mirror. Then, when you're writing,
i’s just like looking in a mirror and
watching yoursell doing it all over again.
And you fknow you're performing this
time. That's the difference between the
conscious and the unconscious action.”

“It's not what I have written, it's the
writing itsell. Because that’'s my life,
writing. The pure act itsell is what is
most important. What 1 say is not so
mmportant. Olten it's foolish, nonsensi-
cal, contradictory—that doesn’t  bother
me at all. Did 1 enjoy it? Did I reveal
what was in me? That's the thing. And,
of cowrse, T don’t know what's in me.
That's the really important thing. The
dilference between me and other writers
is that they stwruggle 1o gét down what
they've got up here in the head. T strug-
gle to get out what’s below, in the solar
plexus, in the nether regions.”

£ros: “I think ol sex as a very natural
thing, like birth or death. I don’t think
it has to be given special consideration
as a subject. 1Us a big part ol lile—half
of lile, il you like, but I don’t sce that
we need put such great emphasis on it
Lawrence did, however. It was a big
thing in his life. I think somewhere he

“Is this your first visit to California?”

said there were two roads to salvation;
one was the religious route and the other
was the sexual. Well, 1 don’t think of sex
as a liberating force.”

“For me sex wasn’t an evervdav thing.
Attached to the woman's cunt was al-
ways the woman herself. The woman was
the most interesting thing. The cunt was
important, sure, but that wasn’t the whole
of it, except in some rare cases. When
men reler o a woman as ‘nothing but a
cunt’ or, rather, ‘all cunt,” that’s mean-
inglul, too. But I was always more in-
tevested in the woman. the whole woman.
More than that, I'm always interested in
the mind. What is she thinking? What
is this mind that I'm grappling with?
Ger at it! Penenvate it!”

“So many men look upon a relation.
ship with a woman from the sexual
angle. It's the thought of sex that's in-
teresting to me.  Evervthing about it
everything connected with the realim of
thonght intrigues me. OF course. 1 have
a great imagination. I cm wonder and
be mystificd abour how it’s done here
and there, everywhere, by what variety
of types. and so on. But sex isnt an
mperative. I can go withour, oo.”

Ace: “I don’t think yon ¢ draw any
specific conclusions about the ellect of
the dillerence in age between hushands
and wives. It depends on the individual.
With a man ol creative nanwre, age
doesn’t matter greatly. Look at Pablo
Casals or Picasso. With younger women,
you're not only the father again but the
teacher and the lover. too. As for the sex
end of it, that again depends on the
individuals concerned. T know some
marriages where there is verv little sex,
but the relationship is a good one.”

Love: “I'm a man who's constantly fall-
ing in love. Pcople say I'm an incurable
romantic. Perhaps I am. In any case, I'm
gratelul to the powers that be that I'm
that way. It’s brought me sorrow and
jov; I wouldn’t want it any other way.
People work better, areate beuer, when
theyre in love.”

ninseLk: ““There must be something per-
verse about me. What T mean is thar
I want 1o be the opposite of what I am,
and yet, to be very Irank amd honest
with you, I'm very happy just as I am. I
wouldn’t want 10 change. There it is—a
frightful contradiction. T admit it shame-
lessly. 1 stress this matter of being versus
doing, because it’s not just my conflict,
it’s the conflict of the modern world. We
are at the stage now where we can look
Hpon our adivity—not our aeation but
our activity, and say it stinks. It is the
ruination ol our world. This busy-bee
activity, this senseless activity. That's
what I'm against.”

Living:  “It's hard for some people
to understand how one can enjoy life
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when living at the bottom of the pile.
Yet I think that that is the most impor-
tant thing that ever happened to me,
to be without anything, no crutch of
any kind, cut off completely from all
help. You have to find it every day, this
help; you have to learn to live from day
to day. Sure, you suffer and vou're miser-
able, but it’s so [fascinating that you
become thoroughly alive. You live by
your instincts, just like the animal
That's a great thing for us overcivilized
people to know, how to be a bird of prey,
an animal, wolfing every meal, begging,
being humiliated time and again, ac-
cepting it, being pushed down and then
bouncing back again. Each day you get
through is something of a mirade.”
“Every day men are squelching their
instincts, their desires, their impulses,
their intuitions. One has to get out of
the fucking machine he is trapped in
and do what he wants to do. But we
say ‘No, I have a wife and children,
I'd better not think of it.” That is how
we commit suicide cvery dav. It would

be better if a man did what he liked
to do and failed than to become a
successful nobody.”

peATH: “It has become intriguing to
me, because in the past ten years, I have
become sharply aware that one day I am
going to die. Till then, I hardly ever
thought about my own death. How do 1
feel about it? What do 1 think about
it? Well, nobody knows anything about
death. It's a complete blank. No one ever
came back from the grave. I have such
areat, great faith in life that it’s difhcult
[or me to think of the absence of life. I
regard death as a wansition [rom one
form of existence to another.”

“I have no real plans for the future.
Every day when I wake up, I want to
say, ‘Le bel aujourd’hui] and there
shouldn’t be anything more to it. I want
to live the day in whatever fashion I
like. and I have no fashion. I'm at that
wonderful, beautiful point where I
don’t see the need for any prescribed
way of living.”

“I don’t know, man—sometimes I [eel
you're wrong for the movement!”

EEARING

(continued from page 179)
rye-wheat mixture still made from the
viking recipe. It’s areamy white in color,
but the rye flavor shines forth like the
midnight sun. Grisle is a luscious bread
to include in any smgrrebrgd (open-
sandwich) party. The rve spectrum also
includes German Bauernbrot, an extreme-
ly tender farm loaf made of three kinds
of rye flour, magnificent for open sand-
wiches or for toasting. And Kommishrot,
a recangularshaped dark bread, was
created in the German and Austrian army
commissaries of the 1880s; it's a rich dark
bread whose scemingly rough textwure
turns tender in the mouth.

In America, the dawk bread with the
crispest crust and the tenderest crumb is
Jewish sour rye. (America’s contribution
to the bread world, the so-called quick
breads, such as mufhns and biscuits, us-
ing baking powder rather than yeast, are
more closely allied to cake than o
bread.) But many aficionados prefer
West Coast sourdough, a bread so rav-
ishing in flavor and so gluttonously en-
joved that it often dwarfs the seafood
dinners with which it's served in San
Francisco’s whar(side restaurants.

Experienced amateur chefs who really
know which side their bread is buttered
on are wise in leaving the baking of
bread to the professionals. One can eas-
ily be enticed by the few ingredients and
apparently simple directions in a bread
recipe. The best French bread. for in-
stance, contains but flour, salt, yeast
and water; and the prospect of punch-
ing dough and shaping it into a glo-
rious loal that will turn golden in the
oven takes the [ancy of many a man
whaose kitchen is his hobby. But the four
simple ingredients, like the four strings
of a fiddle, can produce a lovely melody
or cacophony.

On the Continent, a young man who
wints to learn baking as a aaft usually
spends five years as an apprentice and
four years as a journeyman. Even with
this long training, most of the master
bakers in the fine bakeries seem to be men
in their late middle years. The amateur
who auwempts to make bread normally
finds one kind of white flour available—
flour that isn’t specifically designed for
bread but intended as an all-purpose
ingredient for sauces, soups, soufflés, etc.
The professional baker, on the other
hand, can choose from literally hundreds
of grades of flours, from different grains
harvested in different parts of the coun-
uy, and blend them into incredibly sub-
tle combinations. Scotsmen are realistic
when they say, “Happy are they who
find their bread already baked.”

It's possible to judge the qualities of



many a loaf of bread with a single
glance. Plastic bags, sealed wax paper
and all the other inventions of the plas-
tic world are successful, indeed, in keep-
ing bread soft for days. But who ever
decided that softness alone was the qual-
ity men wanted when they broke bread?
American packaged sliced white bread
—and we have no quarrel with those
who fortify, vitaminize and mineralize it
—has for years gone unchallenged as the
world’s worst bread. Its pale exterior
isn’t a crust that shatters into succulent
crumbs but a thin skin covering a
spongy body. If you have a choice of a
wrapped or unwrapped specialty bread
such as narrow party rye, buy the un-
wrapped for its lively natural flavor. And
shun breads that list calcium propionate
—added to retard spoilage—among the
ingredients. The true bread connoisseur
knows that the loafl was made for eating,
not for storing. To any man who has the
use of a [reezer for keeping his bread
fresh overnight or, if necessary, for days
at a stretch, the concept of bread spoil-
ing is a stodgy anachronism. A few mo-
ments in the oven will bring a frozen loaf
almost back to its bakery [reshness.

Even with the honest baker's best in-
tentions, breads differ widely in quality,
and certain guidelines are helpful. The
best loaves are large for their weight.
The top crust of white bread should be
a deep golden brown, with no cracks or
unintended bulges, and the bottom crust
a lighter brown. If it’s French or Italian
bread, it should have a fairly thick top
crust that's crisp but not tough and that
shatters a trifle when cut. It should have
a characteristic resonant sound when
thumped on the bottom. Each slice
when pressed should be resilient. ‘The
crumb should be tender and never ropy
or lumpy. The holes or pores of the
cut slice may be consistently large, as in
gluten bread, or small or closely knit, as
in a fine sandwich bread. Lastly, a supe-
rior loaf fresh from the bakery will carry
an indescribably pleasant oven fragrance.
It may disappear after a few hours, but
when you've caten the bread, the aroma
lives on in the mouth and remains there
as a delightful aftertaste, like the subtlest
of wines or soft cheeses.

The English word companion, whose
derivation implies one who shares bread
with another person, isn’t the same as
the Itwlian companatico, which means
those things that go well with bread, of
which the most obvious is a swipe of
fresh sweet butter. But there are many
other accompaniments. In Italy, for ex-
ample, children home from school raven-
ously gobble their fettunta, which is
simply a thick slice of crisp bread doused
heavily with olive oil and sparingly with
vinegar, salt and pepper. And American

hosts may avail themselves of the many
variations on the usual oven-toasted gar-
lic bread. Instead of slicing the bread
three quarters of the way through belore
spreading it with garlic butter, cut the
loaf horizontally in half. Spread both
halves generously with butter containing
a crushed clove of garlic, then sprinkle
them lightly with oregano; fit the halves
together; bake in a 350° oven 10 to
15 minutes; slice each half into two- or
three-inch chunks. Or, lollowing the same
procedure, spread the bread with a mix-
ture of butter, grated onion or onion
juice and very finely minced fresh tar-
ragon. Or butter the bread, then sprinkle
it with dill salt and very finely minced
fresh dill or dill weed. Herb-minded
hosts can explore the possibilities of
companatico indefinitely.

For some Americans an ultracasual
party means sandwiches, and the party is
successful only if the bread and what's
between it are equally superb. If you're
planning to make sandwiches in quan-
tity using sliced bread, it pays to go
to a delicatessen-restaurant noted for its
sandwiches and buy the bread there.
Deli bread will usually be larger, lighter
and infinitely more stable for handling
than the usual store specimens marked
sandwich bread. When it comes to he-
roes or hoagies, the same advice cannot
always be given. Many a quick-food
shop specializing in heroes now uses
breads that are hardly more than over-
erown frankfurter buns. For a real hero,
you need bread of heroic proportions.
Sandwich caterers in large cities will, on
special order, supply six-foot heroes
filled cither with an assortment of Ital-
ian sliced meats and cheese or with a
trio of Jewish corned beef, pastrami and
tongue.

If you're planning to make your own
heroes, you'll want a long loal of genu-
ine French or Italian bread so crusty
and delicious that a chunk can be torn
off the loaf and enjoyed even without
butter, Best bet is to go to one of the
cthnic bakeries catering to TFrench or
Italian bread savants. The irresistibly
tempting flavor and the slightly irregu-
lar shape of such Dbread stimulates the
sandwich maker to cast caution aside
and fill his heroes with a rich array ol
meats, pepper salads, anchovies, artichoke
hearts, capers or anything equally delec
table within reach of his hands and
imagination.

There’s a famed French version of the
hero called pan bagnat, a specialty of
Provence, particularly Nice. The name
means bathed bread and there are two
possible baths: olive oil and vinegar, o1
salt water, olive oil and vinegar. For
those who haven't been introduced to
pan bagnat, the very idea of dipping
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crisp French bread into water may be
startling il not offensive. Be assured that
the finished sandwich is as pleasant as
leaping into a cool pool on a sweltering
day.

A long loaf of bread (sometimes it's
an individual round bun) is split hori-
zontally, dipped briefly into cold salt
water (one teaspoon salt to a pint of
water) but not in such a way that the
crust turns soggy. It’s then doused very
liberally with olive oil and sprinkled
lightly with vinegar. The bread is
covered with sliced tomatoes, green pep-
pers, pitted black olives, sautéed sliced
mushrooms or pickled mushrooms, arti-
choke hearts, onions, anchovies, capers,
radishes—anything that has the effect of
turning the sandwich into a glorious
bread salad. Sliced eggs may be added,
but most pan bagnat men prefer ingredi-
ents that are moist rather than dry. The
bread halves are then put together,

wrapped in foil, topped with a heavy
weight, such as several large cans of food,
and chilled in the refrigerator for at
least a half hour. Then serve—and savor.
The golden oil in the sandwich will
soon ooze out onto your chin and hands,
so oversize napkins should be provided.

Obviously, bread is not only the staff
of life but a magnificent complement to
meat, fish and birds at festive groaning
boards everywhere. Like wine, its colors,
flavors and uses are legion. If “Let them
eat brioche” was a cruelly asinine thing
for anyone to have said, Frenchmen
showed their practical wisdom in their
proverb “Sans pain, sans vin, l'amour
n'est rien”” *“Without bread, without
wine, love is nothing.” Make doubly sure
you have a crisp loaf of bread and a
glorious jug of wine the next time you
plan your paradise enow.

“Howard, just what is that supposed to mean—'T here
he is and here I am’?”

L

threatened city

(continued from page 110)
nausea. They were angry because of this
damage being done to them—which they
could have alleviated by moving farther
off; but at the same time, they were feel-
ing pride. This reaction highlighted the
difference between them and the young
—the pride was because of what they
thought we represented; for, unlike the
young, they believed we were some kind
of weapon, either of their own land
mass or ol a hostile one, but from their
own planet.

WARMAKING PATTERNS

Everyone in the System knows that
this species is in the process of self-
destruction, or part destruction. This is
endemic. The largest and most powerful
groupings—based on geographical posi-
tion—are totally controlled by their
functions for warmaking. Rather, each
grouping is a warmaking function, since
its cconomies, its mdividual lives, its
movements are all subservient to the
necd to prepare for or wage war. This
complete dominance of a land area by its
warmaking machinery is not always visible
to the inhabitants of that area, as this
species is able, while making war or
preparing for it, to think of itself as
peace-loving—yes, indeed, this is ger-
mane to our theme, the essence of it.

RATIONAL ACTION IMPOSSIBLE

Here we approach the nature of the
block, or patterning, of their minds—we
state it now, though we did not begin to
understand it until later, It is that they
are able to hold in their minds at the
same time several contradictory beliefs
without noticing it. Which is why ra-
tional acuon is so hard for them. Now,
the warmaking {function of each geograph-
ical area is not controlled by its inhab-
itants but is controlled by itsclf, Each is
engaged in inventing, bringing to perfec-
tion—and keeping secret from its own
inhabitants as well as from the “enemy”
—highly evolved war weapons of all
sorts, ranging from devices for the ma-
nipulation of men’s minds to spacecraflt.

SUBSERVIENT POPULATIONS

For instance, recent landings on their
moon, much publicized by the geograph-
ical groupings that made them and fol-
lowed breathlessly by the inhabitants of
the whole planet, were by no means the
first achicved by the said groupings. No,
the first “moon landings’ were made in
secret, in service of one grouping's domi-
nance in war over another, and the
slavish populations knew nothing about
them. A great many of the devices and
machines used by the war departments
are continuously under test in all parts
of the earth and are always Dbeing



glimpsed or even seen [ully by inhabit-
ants who report them to the authorities.
But some of these devices are similar (in
appearance, at least) to machines of
extraterritorial origin. Citizens reporting
“flying saucers’—to use one of their
descriptive phrases—may as well have
scen the latest of their own grouping's
machines on test as onc of our observa-
tion craft or observation craft from the
Jupiter family. Such a citizen will find
that after reaching a certain level in the
hierarchies of officialdom, silence will
blanket him and his observations—he
will in various ways be repulsed, ridi-
culed or even threatened. As usually
happens, a council of highly placed
officials was recently ordered to take evi-
dence and report on the by-now-innu-
merable sightings of “unidentified flving
objects,” but this council finished its
deliberations with public words that lelt
the situation exactly as it was belore.
The official report nowhere stated that
there was a minority report by some of
its own number. This is the level of
behavior in their public representatives
tolerated by them. Large numbers, cv-
erywhere on the planet, see cralt like
ours, or like other planets’ aalt, or war
machines from their own or other geo-
graphical areas. But such is the atmos-
phere aeated by the war departments
that dominate everything that these in-
dividuals are regarded as mentally inad-
equate or deluded. Until one of them
has actually secen a machine or a space-
craft, he tends to belicve that anvone
who claims he has is deranged. Know-
ing this, when he does sec something, he
often does not say so. But so many
individuals now have scen things for
themselves that there are everywhere all
kinds of dissident or sullen subgroup-
ings. These are of all ages and they cut
across the largest and most widespread
subculture of them all. that of the
young of the species who have grown up
in a society of towal war preparedness,
are nawrally reluctant to flace a [uture
that can only mean ecarly death or
maiming and who react in the way
mentioned carlier, with a disinclination
to take part in the administration of
their various socicties. The older ones
scem much more able to delude them-
sclves, 1o use words like peace when
engaged in warlike behavior, to identify
with their geographical areas. The
young ones are clearer-minded, more
asily see the planet as a single organism,
but are also more passive and hopeless.
We put forward the suggestion that the
greater, or at least more purposive ener-
gv of the older ones may be because of
their comparative narrowness and iden-
tification with smaller ideas. We are
now able to explain why the young we
met on the night we landed moved
away. Some had already had the experi-
ence of insisting to the authorities that

“Now, try to keep the smoke down, listen to the music
and pretend you're not middle-class.”

they had seen suange machines and ob-
jects of various kinds and ol being dis-
couraged or threatenced. They would be
prepared to publicize what they had
scen in  their own newsshects or 1o
spread it by word of mouth; but, unlike
their elders, most of whom seem unable
to understand the extent to which they
arc subjugated to the nceds of war, they
would never put themselves in a posi-
tion where their authorities could cap-
ture or question them. But the older
ones of the area who had seen our pre-
vious 12 aalt, which had all landed there,
had evolved a different amitude. Some
had reported what they had seen and had
been discouraged. One or two, persist-
ing, had Deen deseribed as mad and had
been threatened with incarceration. But,
on the whole, they had taken the att-
tude of the authorities as a directive to
mind their own business. Discussing it
among themselves. they had agreed to
keep watch on their own account, not
saying too much about what they saw.
In this group are two spies, who report
to the war departments on what is seen
and on the reactions of their fellow agri-
culturalists.

FIRST ATTEMPT AT A WARNING

Now we come to our rll".‘l il[l(fll'l])l to
communicate a warning. Since the 20 or
so clders were already on the spot and
were unafraid, staying on the site where
they believed we might redescend—they
did not know it was only the strength of
the sun’s light that made us invisible—

we decided to use them and again made
contact with their thought streams, this
time in an attempt 10 project our mes-
sage. But there was a barrier, or at least
something we could not understand, and
it was time consuming for us. We were
alveady aware that we might run short
ol power.
INCAPACITY FOR FEAR

Now, of course, we know we made a
‘\Fl'l')ng assessment, fm', (.'Xlll_'(;[l'llg tllﬂl
the news of the expected disaster would
jam their thought machinery in panic,
we fed it in very carefully and slowly,
tking an entie day and night. When we
hit the block, or resistance, we put it
down to fear. We were mistaken. This is
perhaps the time 1o state a psychological
law we consider basic to them: This is a
species immune [rom [ear—but this will
be claborated later, il the power holds.
At the end of the day and night. still
meeting the same resistance, we allowed
ourselves another period of a day and a
night to repeat the message, hoping that
the fear—as we then saw it—would be
overcome. At the end of the second
period of transmitting, there was no
change in their mental structure. I ve-
peat, none. We know now what was far
from our understanding then, that we
were telling them something they al-
ready knew. As we were not prepared at
that time to entertain that hypothesis,
we decided that this particular group of
individuals was for some reason unsuita-

ble for our purposes and that we must g5
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try an aliogether different type, and
preferably of a different age group. We
had tried mature individuals. We had
already suspected what we since have
confirmed, that in this species, the older
they get, the less open they are to new
thought material. Now, it so happens
that the place where our cralt descended
is in an area much uvsed for the before
mentioned mating rituals. Several times
in the two day-and-night periods of our
attempt with the older group, young-
sters arrived in various types of metal
machines from the city—and had quite
Soon gone away, senusing our presence, il
they did not see us. They all arrived in
daylight, But on the third day, as the
sunlight went, lour young ones arived
in a metal conveyance, got out of it and
sat fairly close to us on a small rocky
rise.
SECOND ATIEMPT AT A WARNING

They looked like healthy, strong speci-
mens, and we began to transmit our in-
lormation, but in greater concentration
than we had used with the older individ-
wals. But in spite of the increased power,
these lour absorbed what we [ed into
them and reacted in exactly the same way
as their elders. We did not understand
this and, taking the chance of setting
them into a panic Hight, concentrated
our enure message (which had taken
two entire days and nights with the
mature group) into the space ol time
between the sunlight's going and its re-
turn. Their minds did not reject what
we said nor jam up in fear. They were
voicing to one another, in a mechanical
way, what we were leeding into them. It
sounded like this, over and over again
—with variations:

*“They say we have only five years.”

“That's bad.”

“Yeah, it's going to be real bad.”

“When 1t comes, it's going to be the
WOrst y(.‘l.."

“Half the city might be Killed.”

“They say it might be as bad as that.”

“Any ume in the next five years, they
say.”

It was like pouring a liquid into a
container that has a hole in it. The
group ol older ones had sat around lor
two days and nights repeating that the
city was due for destruction, as if they
were saying that they could expect a
headache, and now these [our were
doing the same. At one point they
stopped the monotone exchanges and
one, a young lemale, accompanying her-
sell on a swringed musical instrument,
began what they call a song; 1hau is, the
vocalizations cease to be an exchange
between two or more individuals, but an
individual, or a group, very much en-
larging the range ol tones used in ordi-
nary exchange, makes a statement. The
these  {our

mlormation we  led into

emerged in these words, from the young
female:

We know the carth we live upon
Is due lo fall.
We know the ground we walk upon
Must shale.
We Eknow, and so . . .
We cat and drink and love,
Keep high,
Keep love,
For we must die.
PIIASE | ABANDONED

And they continued with their mating
rituals. We then discontinued the emis-
sion of thought material, if for no other
reason than that we had alrcady used up
a fourth of our power supply with no
result. This, then, was the end of Phase
I, which was the attempt to transfer the
warning material into the brains of se-
lected members of the species for auto-
matic telepathic transmission to others.
We set about Phase II, which was to
take possession of the minds of suitable
individuals in a planned campaign to
use them as mouthpicces for the warn-
ings. We decided to abandon the fust
phase in the belief that the material was
running straight through their mental
apparatus like water through sieves be-
cause it was so foreign to the existing
mental furniture of theiv minds that they
were not able to recognize what we were
saying. In other words, we still had no
idea that the reason they did not react
was that the idea was a commonplace,

PHASE 11 ATIEMPTED

Three of us therefore accompanicd
the four youngsters in their machine
when they retrned 1w the cry, because
we thought that in their company we
would most quickly find suitable indi-
viduals to ke over—we had decided
the voung were more likely to be usclul
than the mawre. The way they handled
this machine was a shock 10 us. It was
suicidal. Their methods ol transport are
lethal. In the time it took to reach the
suburbs of the city—between the lighien-
ing of the dark and the sun’s appear-
ance, there were four near collisions
with other, equally recklessly driven ve-
hicles. Yet the [our youngsiers showed
no fear and reacted with the mechanism
called laughter; that is, with repeated vio-
lent contractions of the lungs, causing
noisy emission of ai. This journey, thei
recklessness, their indifference to death
or pain made us conclude that this
group of four, like the gsroup of 20 older
ones, was perhaps untypical. We were
playing with the idea that there are
large numbers of delective animals in
this species and that we had been un-
Iucky in our choices. The machine was
stopped to refuel and the [our gor out
and walked about. Three more young-
sters were sitting on a bench huddled



against onc another, in a stupor. Like all
the young, they wore a wide variety of
clothing and had long head fur. They had
several musical instruments. Our four
attempted 1o rouse them and partly suc-
ceeded: The responses of the three were
slow and, it secemed to us, even more
clumsy and inadequate. They either did
not understand what was being said or
could not communicate what they un-
derstood. We then saw that they were in
the power of some kind of drug. They
had quantities of it and the four wished
also to put themselves in its powcr. It
was a drug that sharpens sensitivity while
it inhibits ordinary response: The thiree
were more sensitive (o our presence than
the four had been—they had not been
aware of our presence in the vchicle at
all. The three, once roused lrom their
semiconsciousness, secemed to sce, or at
least to feel us, and divected toward
us muttered sounds of approval or wel-
come. They seemed to associate us with
the sun's appeamance over the roofl of
the refucling staion. The four. having
persuaded the three 1o give them some
of the drug, went to their vehicle. We
decided to stay with the three, believing
that their sensitivity to our presence
was a good sign. Testing their thought
streams, we found them quite free and
loose, without the resistances and ten-
sions of the others we had tested. We
then took possession of their minds—
this was the only moment of real danger
during the whole mission. Your envoys
might very well have been lost then,
dissolving into a confusion and violence
that we find hard to describe. For one
thing, at that time we did not know how
to differentiate between the effects of
the drug and the effects of their senses.
We now do know and will attempt a
short description. The drug causes the
mechanisms dealing with functions such
as walking, talking, eating, and so on, to
become slowed or dislocated. Meanwhile,
the receptors lor sound, scent, sight,
touch are opened and sensitized. Bur for
us, to enter their minds is in any case an
assault, because of the phenomenon they
call beauty, which is a description of
their sense intake in an ordinary condi-
tion. For us. this s hke entering an
explosion ol color: for it is this that
is the most startling difference between
our mode of perceiving and theirs:
The physical structure of  their  level
appears in vibrations of brilliant color.
To enter an undrugged mind is hard
enough for one ol us; to keep one's
balance is difheult. As it was, it might

casily have happened that we were
swept away in contemplation of vivid
color.

NECESSITY 10 COXDENSE REPORT,
POWER FAILING

Although the tempiation o dwell on
this is great. we must condense this

report if we wish to keep any use of this
channel: The pressure ol local material is
getting very strong. In bricl. then, the
three youngsters. reeling with pleasure
because of this dimension ol brilliance
we of course all know about through
deduction but. I assure vou. have never
cven approiched in imagination, shout
ing and singing that the city was doomed.
stood on the side of the road until one
of the plentiful machines stopped for us.
We were conveyed rvapidly into the
city. There were two individuals in the
vehicle, both young. and neither reacted
in any way to the warnings we were
giving them through the minds or. rath.
cr, voices of our hosts. At the end of the
rapid movement, we avived in the city,
which is large, populous und buil
around a wide indentation of the shore
of the water mass. It is all exmremely
vivid. colorful, powerfully affecting the
judgment, and it heightened the assault
on our balance. We made a tentative
decision that it is impracticable for our
species to make use of this method: of
actually possessing sclected minds for
the purpose of passing on information. It
is too violent a transformation for us.
However, since we were there, and suc-
ceeding in not being swept away into a
highly tinted confusion of pleasure. we
agrecd to stay where we were and the
three we were possessing lelt the vehicle
and walked out into the streets. shout-
ing out the facts as we thought them:
that there was little doubt that at some
moment between now and five years
from now, there would be a strong vibra-
tion ol the planet ar this point and that
the greater part ol the city might be
destroyed, with severe loss of life. It was
carly in the day. but many of them were
about. We were waiting lor some sort of
reaction to what we were saving, interest
at the very least: queries: some sort of
response 1o which we could respond
ourselves with advice or ollers ol help.
But of the very many we met in that
brief progress through the streets, no
one took any nolice at all. except for a
glance or a short indiflerent stare.

CATTURE BY THE AUTHORLTIES

Soon there was a screeching and a
wailing, which we at first took to be the
reaction of these creatures to what we
were saving, some sort ol warning, per-
haps. to the inhabitants, or statements
that measwres  toward  sell-preservation
must be taken; but it was another vehi-
cle. of a military sort, and the three
(we) were taken up from the streets and
to a prison because of the disturbance
we were making. This is how we under-
stood it alterward. At the wtme, we
thought that the authorities had gath-
ered us in to question us as to the
revelations we had to make, In the hands
of the guards, in the sueet and the
military vehicle and the prison, we kept
up a continuous shouting and aying
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out of the facts and did not stop until a
doctor injected our three hosts with
some other drug, which caused them
instantly to become unconscious. Tt was
when we heard the doctor talking to the
guards that we first heard the fact of the
previous catastrophe. This was such a
shock to us that we could not then take
in its implications. But we decided at
once to leave our hosts, who, being in
any case unconscious. would not be any
use to us for some time, even if this meth-
od ol conveying warnings had turned out
to be efficacious—and it obviously was not
—ind make different plans. The docion
was also saying that he had to treat large
numbers of people, particularly the young
ones, for “paranoia.” This was what our
three hosts were judged to be suffering
from. Apparently, it is a condition when
people show fear of forthcoming danger
and try to warn others about it and then
show anger when stopped by authority.
This diagnosis, together with the fact that
the doctor and the authorities knew of the
coming danger and of the past catastro-
phe—in other words, that they consider
it an illness or a [aulty mental condition
to be aware of what threatens and to
y to take steps to avoid or soften
it—was somcthing so  extraordinary
that we did not then have time to
evaluate it in depth, nor have we had
time since to do so. because AND
FINALLY, TO END THIS NEWS FLASH, A REAL
HEART-WARMER. FIVE ORDINARY PEOPLE,
NOT RICH FOLKS, NO, BUT PEOPLE LIKE YOU
AND ME, HAVE GIVEN UP A MONTH'S PAY
TO SEND LITTLE JANICE WANAMAKER, THE
CHILD WITH THE HOLE IN THE HEART, TO
THE WORLD-FAMED HEART CENTER IN FLOR-
IDA. LITTLE JANICE. WHO 1S TWO VYEARS
OLD, COULD HAVE EXPECTED A LONG LIFE OF
INVALIDISM; BUT NOW THE FAIRY WAND OF
LOVE HAS CHANGED ALL THAT AND SHE
WILL BE FLYING TOMORROW MORNING TO
HAVE HER OPERATION, ALL THANKS To
THE FIVE GOOD NEIGHBOKS OF ARTESIA
STREET— . . . the expected interrup-
tions on this wave length: but, as we have
no way of knowing at which point the
interruption began, to recapitulate, we
left the doctor and the guards in discus-
sion ol the past catastrophe, in which 200
miles of ground was ripped open. hun-
dreds of people were killed and the whole
city was shaken down in [ragmems. This
was succeeded by a vaging fire,

HUMOR AS A MECHANISM

The doctor was discussing humorously
(note previous remarks about laughter,
a possible device for velease of tension
to ward off or relieve fear and, there-
lore, possibly one of the mechanisms
that keep these animals passive in the
face ol possible extinction) that for
some years after the previous catastro-
phe, this entire geographical grouping
referred to the great fire, rather than to

g54 the earth vibration. This circumlocution

is still quite common. In other words, a
fire being a smaller, more manageable
phenomenon, they preferred, and some-
times still prefer, 1o use that word, in-
stead of the word for the uncontrollable
shaking of the earth itself. A pitiable
device. showing helplessness and even
fear. Bur we emphasize here again that
everywhere else in the Svstem, fear is a
mechanism to protect or to warn. and in
these ereatures, the function is faulty. As
for helplessness, this is tragic anywhere,
even among these murderous brutes. but
there is no apparent need for them to
be helpless, since they have every means
to evacuate the city altogether and to——
E NEW SUBURB PLANNED TO THE WEST.
THIS WILL HOUSE 100,000 PEOPLE AND WILL
BE OPEN IN THE AUTUMN OF NEXT YEAR
FULLY EQUIPPED WITH SHOPS, CINEMAS, A
CHURCH, SCHOOLS AND A NEW MOTORWAY.
THE RAPID EXPANSION OF OUR BEAUTIFUL
CITY, WITH ITS UNIQUE CLIMATE, 1T§ SET-
TING, I1TS SHORE LINE, CONTINUES. THIs
NEW SUBURE WILL DO SOMETHING TO GOM-
BAT THE OVERCROWDING AND——

THE JETTISONING OF PHASES I, IE AXND 111

In view ol the failure of Phases T and
II, we decided to abandon Phase III,
which was planned to be a combination
of I and IT—inhabiting suitable hosts
to use them as loud-speakers and, at the
same time, putting material into avail-
able thought streams for retransmission.
Before making {urther attempts to com-
municate, we needed more information.
Summarizing the results of Phase II,
when we inhabited the three drugged
voung, we understood we must be cu
ful to assume the shapes of older ani-
mals, and those of a technically wrained
kind, as it was clear from our experience
in the prison that the authorities dis-
liked the young ol their species. We did
not yet know whether they were capable
of listening to the older ones. who are
shaped in the image of their society.

INABILITY T ASSESS TRUTH

While at that stage we were stll very
confused about what we were finding, we
had at least grasped this: that this spe-
cies, on being told something, has no
means of judging whether or not it is
true. We on our planet assume, because
it is our mental structure and that of all
the species we have examined, that il a
new face is made evident by material
progress, or by the new and hitherto
unexpected juxtaposition of ideas that
explains it, then it is accepted as a fact.
a truth—until an evolutionary develop-
ment bypasses it. Not so with this species,
It is not able to accept information,
new material, unless it is from a source
it is not suspicious about. This is
a handicap to its development that
is not possible to exaggerate. We choose
this moment 1o suggest, though of neces-
sity briclly, that in future visits to this

planet, with information of use to this
species (if it survives), infinite care must
be taken to prepare plenipotentiaries
who resemble in every vespect the most
orthodox and harmless members of the
society. For it is as il the mechanism
fcar has been misplaced from where it
would be useful—preventing or sofien-
ing calamity—to an area of then minds
that mitkes them suspicious of anvthing
but the familiar. As a small example, in
the prison, because the three young ani-
mals were drugged and partly incoherent,
and because (as it has become clear to
us) the older animals who run the society
despise those who are not similar to the
norms they have standardized, it would
not have mattered what they said. If they
had said (or shouted or sung) thar they
had actually observed visitors from anoth-
er planet (they had. in lact, sensed us, felr
us) as structures of finer substance mani-
festing as light—if they had stated they
had seen three roughly man-sized
creatures shaped in light—no notice at
all would have been taken of them. But
if an individual from that section of
their society especially trained for that
class of work (it is an infinitely subdi-
vided society) had said that he had ob-
served with his instruments (they have
become so dependent on machinery that
they have lost confidence in their own
powers of observation) three rapidly vi-
brating light structures, he would at
least have been credited with good faith.
Similarly, great care has to be taken
with verbal formulation. An unfamiliar
fact described in one set of words may
be acceptable. Present it in a pattern of
words outside what they are used 1o and
they may react with all the signs of
panic—horror. scorn, lear.

ADAPTATION TO THEIR NORM FOR
THEIR DOMINANT ANIMALS

We mmcarnated as two males of mature
age. We dressed ourselves with the atwen-
tion to detail they find reassuring. An
item of clothing cut differently from
what is usual for older animals will
arouse disapproval or suspicion. Sober
tones of color are acceptable: bright
tones, except in small patches. are not.
We assure vou that if we had dressed
cven slightly outside their norm, we
could have done nothing at all. It is the
dominant males who have to restrict
their choice of clothing. Women's garh is
infinitely variable, but always changing,
suddenly and dramatically, from one
standardized norm to  another. The
young can wear what they please as long
as they are not part of the machinery of
government. The cutting and arranging
of their head fur is also important.
Women and the young enjoy latitude in
this, too, but we had to see that our
head fur was cut short and kept fat-
tened. We also assumed a gait indicating
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soberness and control, and facial expres-
sions that we had noted they found
reassuring. For instance, they have a way
of stretching the lips sideways and ex-
posing the teeth in a sort of facial
arrangement they call a smile that indi-
cates that they are not hostile, will not
attack, that their intentions are to keep
the peace.

Thus disguised, we walked about the
city engaged in observation, on the
whole astounded that so little notice was
taken of us. For while we were fair
copies, we were not perfect, and a close
scrutiny would have shown us up. But
onc of their characteristics is that they,
in fact, notice very little about one an-
other; it is a remarkably unnoticing
species. Without arousing suspicion, we
discovered that everybody we talked to
Knew that a disturbance of the carth was
expected in the next five years, that
while they “knew” this, they did not
really belicve it, or seemed not to, since
their plans to live as if nothing whatso-
ever was going to happen were unaltered
and that a laboratory or institute existed
to study the past upheaval and make
plans for the forthcoming one—— . . .
AT THE BASEBALL GAME THIS AFTERNOON,
A PORTION OF THE SCAFFOLDING GAVE
WAY AND 60 PEOPLE WERE KILLED. THERE
HAVE BEEN MESSAGES OF  SYAMPATHY
FROM THE PRESIDENT, HER MAJESTY THE
QUEEN OF GREAT BRITAIN AND THE POPE.
THE MANAGER OF THE SPORTS STADIUM
WAS IN TEARS AS HE SAID: “THIS 1S THE
MOST TERRIBLE THING THAT I HAVE EVER
SEEN. 1 KEEP SEEING THOSE DFAD FACES
BEFORE MY EYES.” THE CAUSE OF THE AC-
CIDENT IS THAT THE BUILDING OF THE
STANDS AND THEIR MAINTENANCE, AND THE
PROVISION OF CRUSH BARRIERS, ARE SUB-
JECT TO MAXIMUM PROFIT BEING EARNED
BY THE OWNERS. THE FUND SET UP AS THE
CORPSES WERE CARRIED FROM THE STADIUM
HAS ALREADY REACHED $200,000 AND MORE
KEEPS POURING———

THE INSTITUTE

‘We entered the Institute for Prognosis
and Prevention of Earth Disturbance as
visitors from Geographical Area 2—one
allied at this time with this area and,
therefore, welcome to observe its work.

A short description of this organiza-
tion may be of use: There are 50 of
their most highly skilled technicians in
it, all at work on some of the most
advanced (as advanced as ours in this
ficld) equipment for the diagnosis of
vibrations, tremors, quakes. The very
cxistence of this institute is because of
the knowledge that the city cannot sur-
vive another five years—or is unlikely to
do so. All these technicians live in the
city, spend their free time in it—and
the institute itself is in the danger area.
They are all likely to be present when

256 the event occurs. Yet they are all cheer-

ful, unconcerned and—it is casy to
think—of extreme bravery. But after a
short time in their company, discussing
their devices for predicting the upheaval,
it is difficult to resist the conclusion that
like the youngsters in the machine for
transportation, who steer it in such a
way that they are bound to kill or maim
themselves or others, they are in some
way set not to believe what they say—
that they are in danger and will most
certainly be killed or maimed together
with the rest of the population—— THE
FIRE BROKE OUT AT DAWN, WHEN FEW
PEOPLE WERE IN THE STREETS, AND WAS SO
POWERFUL THAT IT REACHED THE FOURTH
STORY FROM THE BASEMENT IN MINUTES.
THE SCORES OF PEOPLE IN THE BUILDING
WERE DRIVEN UPWARD BY THE FIRE, A
FEW MANAGING TO NEGOTIATE THE FIRE
ESCAPES, WHICH WERE MOSTLY ENGULFED
IN FLAMES. AN UNKNOWN MAN IN THE
STREET PENEIRATED THE RBUILDING, IN
SPITE OF THE SMOKE AND THE FLAMES,
AND RESCUED TWO SMALL CHILDREN LEFT
CRYING ON THE SECOND FLOOR. ANOTHER
TWO MINUTES AND IT WOULD HAVE BEEN
TOO LATE. HE INSTANTLY PLUNGED BACK
INTO THE INFERNO AND BROUGHT OUT AN
OLD WOMAN ON HIS BACK. IN SPITE OF
PROTESTS FROM THE BY-NOW LARGE
CROWD, HE INSISTED ON RE-ENTERING THE
FLAMING BUILDING AND WAS LAST SEEN AT
A SECOND-FLOOR WINDOW FROM WHICH
HE THREW DOWN A BABY TO THE PEOPLE
BELOW. THE BABY WILL SURVIVE, BUT
THE UNKNOWN HERO FELL BACK INTO THE
FLAMES AND———

A BASIC MECHANISM

We believe we have established one of
their mechanisms for maintaining them-
selves in impotence and indecision. It is
precisely this: that they do continuously
discuss and analyze. For instance, the
technicians of this institute are always
issuing warnings to the city's officials
and to the populace. Their prognoscs,
one after another, come true—that mi-
nor vibrations are likely to occur in this
or that areca—yet warnings continue to
be issued, discussion goes on. So accus-
tomed have they become to this state of
affairs that we found it was not possible
to discuss active means for prevention
with them. They would have become
suspicious that we were some sort of
troublemaker. In short. they do not find
frightening discussion about the tim-
ing, the nature, the power of probable
carth convulsions, but they are hostile to
suggestions about the possible transfer
of population or rebuilding of the city
clsewhere. We have said that this is an
infinitely subdivided society: It is the
institute’s task to warn, to forecast, not
its responsibility to suggest solutions.
But this mechanism—the role of talk—is
only part of a much deeper one. We
now suspect that a great many of the
activities that they themsclves see as

methods of furthering change, saving
life, improving socicty are, in [act,
methods of preventing change. It is al-
most as if they were afflicted with a
powerful lassitude, a lack of vital ener-
gy. which, in fact, must resist change,
because it is so easily exhausted. Their
infinite number of varietics of oral, ver-
bal activity are expenditures of vital
energy. They are soothed and relieved
by stating a problem, but, having done
this, seldom have the energy left to act
on their verbal formulations. We have
even concluded that they feel that by
stating a problem, it becomes in some
way nearer solution PROTESTS THAT
THE THREE SKYSCRAPERS ON THIRD STREET
ARE TO BE PULLED DOWN IN ORDER TO
BUILD THREE MUCH HIGHER BUILDINGS,
INSTEAD OF PUTTING THE MONEY INTO
PROVIDING LOW-RATE ACCOMMODATION FOR
THE CITY'S POOR, OF WHICH RECENT
SURVEYS REVEAL THERE ARE 1,000000 OR
MORE, NEARLY A QUARTER OF THE TOTAL
POPULATION, AND ALL IN ACCOMMODATIONS
SO INADEQUATE THAT: o (1)
stance, debates, discussions, verbal con-
tests of all sorts, public and private,
continue all the time. All their activi-
ties, public and private, are defined in
talk, public or private. It is possible that
they are so constituted that for them, an
event has not occurred at all unless it has
been discussed, presented in words——
35 CONVENTIONS IN THE MONTH OF MAY
ALONE TOTALING 75000 DELEGATES FROM
EVERY PART OF THE CONTINENT, WHILE
AT THE SAME TIME, THE TOURIST
FIGURES FOR MAY TOPPED THOSE FOR ANY
PREVIOUS MAY. THIS YEAR 1S ALREADY A
RECORD FOR CONVENTIONS AND TOURISM
GENERALLY, PROVING THAT THE ATTRAC-
TIONS OF OUR CITY, ITS SITUATION, ITS
CLIMATE, ITS AMENITIES, ITS REPUTATION
FOR HOSPITALITY, EVER INCREASE IN EVERY
PART OF THE CIVILIZED GLOBE. IT Is
ESSENTIAL TO STEP UP THE BUILDING OF
NEW HOTELS, MOTELS AND RESTAURANTS
AND To-—— . . . the one thing they do
not scem able to contemplate is the solu-
tion thar has seemed to us obvious ever
since we observed their probable future
and decided to devote so much of our
own planet’s resources to trying to help
our sister planct—to evacuate the city
altogether. This is incredible, we know.
Of course, you will find it so.

INDIFFERENCE T0 LOSS OF LIFE

We can only report what we find—
that at no point have the inhabitants of
this city even considered the possibility
of abandoning it and moving to an area
that is not absolutely certain to be de-
stroyed. Their attitude toward life is
that it is unimportant. They are indif-
ferent to their own suffering, assume
that their species must continuously lose
numbers and strength and health hy
natural disasters, famine, constant war.
That this attitude goes side by side with
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infinite care and devotion to individuals
or to small groups seems to us to indi-
cate—— THE DONATED SUM 1§ TO BE USED
TO BUILD A MEMORIAL, TO BE ERECTED IN
THE SQUARE. IT WILL BE IN THE SHAPE OF
A COLUMN, WITH THE HEAD OF WILLIAM
UNDERSCRIBE, THE DECEASED, IN RELIEF ON
ONE SIDE.

LAID TO REST
UPON THE BREAST
OF NATURE
GONE BUT NOT FORGOTTEN

WILL BE CARVED ON THE OTHER. JOAN
UNDERSCRIBE, WHO LOST HER HUSBAND
FIVE YEARS AGO, HAS WORKED SEVEN DAYS
A WEEK FROM SIX A.M. UNTIL TEN AT
NIGHT AT THE AVENUE MOTEL TO EARN
THE SUM NECESSARY FOR THIS SIMPLE BUT
MOVING MEMORIAL, SHE HAS JEOPARDIZED
HER HEALTH, SHE CLAIMS. THE FIVE YEARS
OF UNREMITTING TOIL HAVE TAKEN THEIR
TOLL. BUT SHE HAS NO REGRETS. HE WAS
THE BEST HUSBAND A WOMAN EVER HAD,
SHE TOLD OUR REPORTER . . . on the
point of deciding there was nothing we
could do against such total indifference
to their condition; but since they are at
least prepared to talk about situations,
we devised a plan THE BIGGEST
ENTERTAINMENT EVER, COMBINING THE
WORLD'S TOP CIRCUSES, ICE SHOWS, NON-
STOP POP CONCERTS FOR THE ENTIRE
WEEK, DAY AND NIGHT, NOT TO MENTION
THREE OPERAS FROM THE WORLD'S GREAT-

EST, THE BRITISM NATIONAL THEATER
COMPANY IN THAT PERENNIAL ATIRAC-
TION, THE INTERNATIONAL CULTURAL

STAR ACE, THE THREE SISTERS, WHICH WILL
BE ATIENDED BY OUR OWN FIRST LADY
AND HER CHARMING DAUGHTERS AND A
GLITTERING ARRAY OF STARS, INCLUDING
BOB HOPE .. . “calling a conference”
is to gather a large number of individu-
als in one place, in order to exchange
verbal formulations. This is probably
their main anxiery-calming mechanism;
they certainly resort to it on every occa-
sion, whether under that name, called
by governments, administrative bodies,
authorities of all kinds, or under other
names, for very often this procedure is
social. For instance, a conference can be
called a party and be for pleasure, but
discussion on a theme or themes will be,
in fact, the chief activity. The essential
lactor is that many of the creatures
assemble in one place, to exchange word
patterns with others, afterward telling
others not present what has occurred——
THE CITY'S CONSERVATION YEAR 1s OVER
AND MUST BE COUNTED A REMARKABLE
SUCCESS. IT BURNED AN AWARENESs OF
WHAT WE CAN EXPECT SO DEEPLY INTO ALL
OUR MINDS AND HEARTS THAT INTEREST 1S
NOW NOT LIKELY TO FADE. A CONFERENCE
TO—— . . . opinion.

THEIR EDUCATION

The ability to define these, and to
differentiate them from those of other

people’s, forms a large part of their
education. When two of these creatures
meet for the first time, they will set
about finding out what opinions the
other holds and will tolerate cach other
accordingly. Nonstimulating, easily tol-
erated opinions can also be called “re-
ceived ideas.” This means that an idea
or a fact has been stamped with ap-
proval by some form of authority. The
phrase is used like this: “That is a
received idea.” “Those are all received
ideas.” This does not necessarily mean
that the idea or fact has been acted on
nor that behavior has been changed.
Essentially, a received idea is one that
has become familiar, whether effective
or not, and no longer arouses hostility
or fear. The mark of an educated indi-
vidual is this: that he has spent years
absorbing received ideas and is able

sadily to repeat them. People who have
absorbed opinions counter to the cur
rent standard of ideas are distrusted and
may be called opinionated. This descrip-
tion is earned most easily by women
ind young people.

By that time, we were well known
to everyone in the institute as Herbert
Bond, 35 years old, male, and John
Hunter, 40 years old, male. We had
learned enough 10 avoid the direct
“Why don't you take such and such
steps?” since we had learned that this
approach caused some sort of block or
fault in their functioning, but ap-
proached like this: “Let us discuss the
factors militating against the taking of
such and such a step”; for instance, mak-
ing sure that new buildings were not
erected close to the areas where tremors
or vibrations must occur.

This formulation was initially success-
ful, evoking the maximum amount of
animated talk without arousing hostility.
But very shortly, suong emotion was
aroused by phrases and words of which
we list a few here: profit motive, conflict-
ing commercial interests, vested inter-
ests, capitalism, socialism, demoaracy—but
there are many such emotive words. We
were not able o determine, or not in a
wiy that our economic experts would
recognize as satisfactory, the significance
of these phrases, since the emotions
became too violent to allow the confer-
ence to continue. The animals would
certainly have begun to atwtack one an-
other physically. In other words, the
range ol opinion (sce above) was too wide
to be accommodated. Opinion, that is,
on matters to do with disposal and
planning of population. Opinion con-
cerning earth disturbance was virtually
Unaninmotis.

BARBARIC SYSTEM OF TOWN PLANNING
UNIQUE IN OUR SYSTEM, BUT SEE
HISTORIES OF PLANETS 2 AND 4

It appears that their population dis-
posal, their city planning, is not deter-

mined by the nceds of the people who
live in an area but is the result of a
balance come to by many conflicting
bodies and individuals whose reason for
participating in such schemes is self-in-
terest. For instance: Before the violence
engendered by this subject closed the
conference, we had gathered that the rea-
son a particularly large and expensive
group of buildings was built directly in
the line of maximum earth disturbance
was that that part of the city commands
high “rents”"—that is, people are pre-
pared to pay more to live and work in
that area than elsewhere. Nor can the
willingness of the builders and planners
to erect buildings in the maximum danger
area be put down to callousness, since in
many cases the individuals concerned
themselves live and work there THE
EMERGENCY UNIT AT THE HOSPITAL IN
WHICH A TEAM OF TEN DOCGTORS AND
NURSES WORKS AROUND THE CLOCK TO
SAVE LIVES THAT WOULD HAVE BEEN LOST
AS RECENTLY AS FIVE YEARS AGO—AND ARE
STILL LOST IN HOSPITALS NOT EQUIPPED
WITH EMERGENCY UNITS. THE PATIENTS ARE
USUALLY THE VICTIMS OF CAR ACCIDENTS OR
STREET FIGHTS AND ARRIVE AT THE UNIT IN
A STATE OF SEVERE SHOCK. SINCE AS SHORT
A DELAY AS FIVE MINUTES CAN MAKE THE
DIFFERENCE BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH,
TREATMENT 1S STARTED As THE PATIENT IS
LIFTED OUT OF THE AMBULANCE o
as a good deal of the anger was directed
against their own voung, we leflt the in-
stitute and returned to the center of the
city, where we again made comtact with
the young.

THE INSTITLTE FOUND NOT USEFUL
The young ones working at the insti-
tute in menial and assistive positions
were all of a different subculture, pat-
terned on the older animals in clothing
and behavior. The young animals we
met in the city were 1n herds, or smaller
groups, and not casily contacted by Her-
hert Bond and John Hunter, who. being
older and dressed in the unilorm of the
dominant males. were suspected of being
spies of some sort. We therefore reincar-
nated ourselves as two youngsters, male
and female, having agreed to spend a
fourth of what was left of our supply of
power in wrying to persuade them to
agree on one issue and to act on it. For.
like their elders, they discuss and talk
and sing endlessly, enjoying pleasurable
sensations of satisfaction and agreement
with others, making these an end in
themselves. We suggested that in view of
what was going to happen to the cty,
they, the young ones, might try to per-
suade all those of their age to leave and
live elsewhere, to make [or themselves
some sort of encampment, if to build a
new city was beyond their resources, at
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any rate, a place in which refugees
would be welcomed and cared for.

FAILURE WITH THE YOUNG

All that happened was that a number
of new songs were sung, all of a melan-
choly nature, all on the theme of una-
voidable tragedy. Our encounter with
these young ones was taking place on the
beach and at the time of the fading of
the sunlight. This is a time that has a
powerfully saddening effect on all the
animals. But it was not until afterward
that we understood we should have cho-
sen any time of the day but that one.
There were large numbers of young,
many with musical instruments. Half a
dozen of them converted the occasion
into a conference (sece above) by ad-
dressing the mass not as their elders do,
through talking, but through singing—
the heightened and emotional sound, The
cmotion was of a diflerent kind from
that at the conference at the institute.
That had been violent and aggressive
and nearly resulted in physical attack.
This was heavy, sad, passive. Having
failed to ger them to discuss, either by
talking or by singing, a mass exodus
from the city, we then attempted discuss-
ing how to prevent individuals [rom
massing in the most threatened areas
{we were on one at the time) and how,
when the shock occurred, to prevent
mass deaths and injuries and how to
treat the injured. and so forth.

DESPAIR OF THE YOUNG

All these attempts failed. We might
have taken a cue from the drugged
condition of the three whose minds we
at first occupied and from the indiffer-
ence to death of the four in the metal
conveyance. We have concluded that the
young are in a state ol disabling despair.
While more clear-minded, in some ways.
than their ¢lders—that is. more able to
voice and maintain criticism of wrongs
and faults, they are not able to believe
in their own elfectiveness. Again and
again, on the beach, as the darkened,
versions of this exchange took place:

“But you say you believe it must hap-
pen. and within five years.”

“So they say.”

“But vou don’t think it will?”

“If it happens, it happens.”

“But it isn’t if—it will happen.”

“They are all corrupt, what can we
do? They want to kill us all.”

“Who are corruptz”

“The old ones. They run everything.”

“But why don’t you challenge them?”

“You can’t challenge them. They are
too strong. We have to evade. We must
be fluid. We must be like water.”

“But you are still here, where it is
going to happen.”

“So they say.”

A song swept the whole gathering. It
was now quite dark. There were many

260 thousands massed near the water.

It will happen soon,

So they say,

We will not live to fight
Another day.

They are blind.

They have blown our mind.
We shall not live to fight,
We live to die.

MASS5 SUICIDES

And hundreds of them committed
suicide-~by swimming out into the water
in the dark, while those who stood on
higher ledges by the water threw them-
selves in A DONATION OF $500.000 TO
BUILD A BIRD SANCTUARY IN THE PARK, THIS
WILL HAVE SPECIMENS OF EVERY KNOWN
SPECIES IN THE WORLD. IT 1S HOPED THAT
SPECIES THREATENED WITH EXTINCTION DUE
TO MAN'S CRUELTY AND UNCONCERN WILL
FIND THIS SANCTUARY A USEFUL BANK
FROM WHICH THEY CAN REPLENISH AND
STRENGTHEN VARIETIES UNDER THREAT:
- . . very low stock of power. We decided
to make one last attempt, to concentrate
our material in a single place. We de-
cided to leave the herds of young and to
retinn to the older animals, since these
were in authovity. Not to the institute,
since we had proved their emotional in-
stability. It was essential to choose a set
of words that would not cause emotion
—a received idea.

Now, the idea that the behavior of an
individual or a group can be very differ-
ent from its, or their, sell-description is
already part of their mental furniture
and is enshrined in many timeworn word
sets. For instance, “Don’t judge by what
he says but by what he does.”

We decided 1o reinforce this soothing
received idea with another of their anxi-
ety-reducing  devices. We have already
noted that a conference is such a device.
A variety of this is to put ideas into
heightened or emotional sound, as was
done by the young on the beach. We
decided that neither of these was suitable
for our last attempt. We considered and
discarded a third that we have not yet
mentioned. This is when disturbing or
unpalatable ideas are put into ritual
form and acted out in public to small
groups or relayed by a technical device,
“television,” which enables visual images
to be wtransmitted simultancously to mil-
lions of people. A sequence of ¢vents that
may fall outside their [ormal code of mo-
rality, or be on its border line, will be
acted out, causing violent approval or dis-
approval—it is a form of catharsis. After
a time, these sequences of acted-out events
become familiar and are constantly per-
formed. This way of trying out, of
acclimatizing unfamiliar ideas, goes on all
the time, side by side with ritual acting
out of situations that are lamiliar and
banal—thus making them appear more
intervesting. This is a way of making a life
situation that an individual may find
intolerably tedious and repetitive more

stimulating and enable him to suffer it
without rebelling. These dramas, of both
the first and the second kind. can be of
any degree of sophistication. But we de-
cided on a fourth mechanism or method:
a verbal game. One of their games is
when sets of words are discussed by one,
two or more individuals. and these are
most often  transmitted through the
above-mentioned device.

We had reassumed our identities as
Herbert Bond and John Hunter, since
we were again contacting authority, and
approached a television center with
forged credentials from a geographic
area called Britain, recently a powerful
and combative subspecies, which enjoys a
sort of prestige because of past aggres-
siveness and military prowess.

LAUGHTER. FUNCTIONS OF, SEE ABOVE

We proposed a game of words. on the
theme “Don’t judge by words but by
actions.” The dehate took place last
night. To begin with, there was a good
deal of laughter, a sign that should have
warned us. This was not antagonistic,
“laughing at,” which is found disagreea-
ble but which, in fact, is much safer a
reaction than “Taughing with.” which is
laughter of agreement, of fecling flattered.
This is commonly evoked by ideas that
are still minority ideas, and the minori-
ties consider that they are in advance of
the mass. The aggressive and hostile
laughter is, in fact. a safer reaction be-
cause it reassures onlookers that a balance
is being kept, whereas the sympathetic
laughter arouses feclings of anxiety in
those watching. if the ideas put forward
arc challenging to norms accepted by
them. Our thesis was simple and as al-
ready outlined: that this society is indif-
fevent 1o death and to suffering, Fear is
not experienced, or not in a way that is
uscful to protect society or the individu-
al. No onc sces these facts, because all
the sets of words that describe behavior
are in contrast to the facts. The official
sets of words are all to do with protec-
tion of oneself and others, caution about
the future, pity and compassion for
others. Throughout all this—that is,
while we developed our thesis—we were
greeted by laughrer,

These games have audiences invited 10
the places where they are played, so that
the makers of the ritual can judge the
probable reaction of the individuals out-
side all over the city in front of their
television. The laughter was loud and
prolonged. Opposing Herbert Bond and
John Hunter, professors of words from
Britin, were two professors of words
from the local university. They have
rules ol debate, the essence of which is
that cach statement must have the same
weight or importance as the preceding.
The opposing professors’ statements, of
equal length as ours, stated the opposite
view and were light and humorous in




“Laverne, honey—it’s your bath night.”
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tone. Our turn coming again, we proved
our point by stating the facts about this
city's behavior in the [ace of a certain
disaster—but we did not get very far. As
soon as we switched rom the theoretical,
the general, to the particular, the laugh-
ter died away and violent hostility was
shown. There is a custom that if people
watching a ritual dislike it, they send
hostile messages to the relay point. What
Herbert Bond and John Hunter said
caused so much violent emotion that the
technical equipment used for listening to
these messages broke down. While the
two local prolessors maintained the calm-
ness of manner expected during these
games, they were nervous and, the ritual
over, they said they thought they would
lose their employment. They were hostile
to us, as being responsible. They com-
plained that as “foreigners,” we did not
realize that these rituals must be kept
light in tone and general in theme.

When we two got to the door of the
building, there was a mob outside, most-
ly of older animals, very hostile. The
managers of the ritual game pulled us
back and took us up to the top of the
building and set guards on us, as appar-
ently the mob was angered to the point
of wishing to kill us—again, the focus of
their anger was that we were foreign. We
complied, since there was no point in
arcating further disorder and—— BRiNG
YOUR DECEASED TO US, WHO ARE FRIENDS
OF YOUR FAMILY, FRIENDS IN YOUR DIS-
TRESS, TREATED WITH ALL REVERENCE,
CARED FOR AS YOU CARED WHEN MOTHER,
FATHER, HUSBAND, WIFE, BROTHER OR
LITTLE SISTER WAS STILL WITH YOU, THE
SLEEPING ONE WILL BE BOURNE TO THE LAST
HOME, LAID GENTLY TO REST IN A PLOT
WHERE FLOWERS AND BIRDS WILL ALWAYS
PLAY AND WHERE YOU CAN VISIT AND MUSE
« . . IN YOUR LEISURE HOURS, YOU WILL
ALWAYS HAVE A HAVEN WHERE YOUR
THOUGHTS CAN DWELL IN LOVING HAPPI-
NESS ON YOUR DEPARTED FRIENDS, WHO-
. . . We are running very short of power,
There 1s nothing more we can do. This
mission must be regarded as a failure.
We have been able to achieve nothing.
We have also lailed to understand what is
the cause of their delectiveness. There is
no species like this one on any other
planet known to us.

As the guards on our place of deten-
tion relaxed their vigilance, we simply
demaierialized and returned to the craft.
They will think we “escaped or perhaps
were the subjects of kidnaping by the
still-hostile crowd that we could see from
the top of the building where SHOCK-
ING AND DISGUSTING PROGRAM THAT OF-
FENDED IN A WAY NO OTHER PROGRAM HAS
IN THIS COMMENTATOR'S MEMORY. IT IS
NOT WHAT WAS SAID BY OUR TWO VISITORSs,
IT WAS THE WAY IT WAS SAID. AFTER ALL,
WE ALL HAVE TO LIVE WITH “THE FACTS”
THAT THEY SO NAIVELY SEEM TO IMAGINE
ARE A REVELATION TO US. FOR SHEER BAD

TASTE, CRUDITY OF TONE, UGLINESS OF
MANNER AND INSENSITIVITY TO THE DEEPER
FELLINGS OF THE VIEWERS, NOTHING CAN
DE COMPARED WITIT PROFESSORS BOND AND
HUNTER LAST NIGHT,

DEPARTURE FROM THE PLANET

We are now reassembled as our origi-
nal six and will shortly be returning. We
have a tentative conclusion. It is this:
that a society that is doomed to catastro-
phe, and that is unable to prepare for it,
can expect that few people will survive
except those already keyed to chaos and
disaster. The civil, the ordered, the con-
[orming, the well-tempered can expect to
fall vicum at first exposure. But the
vagabonds, criminals, mad, extremely
poor will have the means to survive. We
conclude, therelore, that when, within
the next fve years, the cruption occurs,
no one will be lelt but rhose types the
present managers of society consider un-
desirable, for the present scciety is too
inflexible to adapt—as we have already
said, we have no idea why this should be
so. what is wrong with them. But per-
haps concealed in this city are groups of
individuals we did not contact, who saw
no reason to contact us, who not only
foresee the future event but who are
taking steps to——

The West Coast Examiner

Sam Baker, a farmer from Long
Ridge, said he saw a “shining round
thing” take off 100 yards away from his
fence yesterday evening as the sun went
down. Says Sam: “It rose into the air at
such a rate it was almost impossible to
lollow it with my eyes. Then it disap-
peared.” Others from the same area claim
to have seen “unusual sights” during the
past [ew days, The official explanation is
that the unusuaily vivid sunsets of the
past month have caused strong reflections
and mirages off rocks and stretches of
sand.

MILITARY SECTOR III TO H.Q.
(10r CONFIDENTIAL)

The UFO that landed some time in
the night of the 14th, and was viewed as
it landed, remained stationary for the en-
tire period of seven days. No one was
scen to leave the UFO. This is exactly in
line with the previous 12 landings in the
same spot. This was the 13th UFO of
this series. But this was rather larger and
more powerlul than the previous 12.
The difference registered by Sonoscope
15 was considerable. This UFQ, like the
previous 12, was only just visible to
ordinary vision. Our observer, [armer
Jansen H. Blackson, recruited by us alter
the first landing a year ago, volunteered
that this one was much more casily seen.
“You had to stare hard to see the others,
but 1 saw this one coming down, also
lifting off, but it went up so fast I lost it
at once.” The suggestion [rom M8 is

that all 13 are observation craft from the
Chinese. The view of this section is that
they are from our Naval Department 15,
and it is my contention that as they have
no right of access to this terrain, which is
under the aegis of War Department 4,
we should blast them to hell and gone
next time they try it on.

AIR FORCE 14 TO CENTER

The alightings continue—number 13
last week. This was also unmanned. Con-
firm beliel Russian origin. Must report
also two [urther landings to the south of
the city, both in the same place and
separated by an interval of three weeks.
These two craft identical with the series
ol 55 alighting to north of city last year.
The wwo southern landings coincided
with the disappearance of 11 people, five
the first time, six the second. This makes
450 people gone without trace during
the past two years. We suggest it is no
longer possible to dismiss the fact that
the landings of these craft always mean
the disappearance of 1wo to ten people
with the word coincidence. We must face
the possibility that all or some are
manned, but by individuals so dissimilar
in structure to oursclves that we cannot
see them. We would point out that Sono-
scope 4 is only just able 10 bring these
types of craft within vision and that,
therefore, the levels of density that
might indicate the presence of “people”
might cscape the machine. We further
suggest that the [acetiousness of the
phrase Little Green Men might mask an
attitude of mind that is inimical to a
sober evaluation or assessing of this pos-
sibility.

Confirm at carliest if we are to contin-
uc policy of minimizing these disappear-
ances. We can sull find no common
denominator in the type of person taken
off. The only thing they all have in
common is that they were, for a variety
of reasons, somewhere in the areas in
which these craft choose 10 descend.

The West Coast Examiner

Our observer at filling station Lost
Pine reports that groups of people are
driving south out of the city to the area
where the latest UFOs are known to
descend and take off. Last night they
numbered over 50,000

AIR FORCE 14 TO CENTER

In spite of Total Policy 19, rumors are
out. We consider it advisable to cordon
off the area, although this might precipi-
tate extreme panmic situation. But we see
no alternauve. The cult called Be Ready
for the Day is already thousands strong
and sweeping the city and environs.
Suggest an announcement that the area
1s contaminated with a chance leak of

radioactivity.
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REX i0 GINERNA

world, because neither the men nor the
women derive any lasting pleasure from
their frantic lovemaking. And lovemak-
ing without love becomes, as in the final
sequence, a commodity to be bought
and sold. Women's libbers could hardly
agree more, although they probably hate
the picure for showing it like it is
instead of the way they want it to be.

Carnal Knowledge came as the culmi-
nation (though not necessarily the conclu-
sion) of a series of movies that, generally
in the guise of comedy, have been recon-
sidering—among other things—the ven-
crable institution of marriage. There was
a time when the saeen insisted that
everything alter the wedding bells was
unadulterated bliss. Part of the shock of
Who's Afraid of Virginia Woolf?, at
least in its screen incarnation, was its
revelation  that married life could be
sheer hell. Then, as wile swapping en-
tered the vocabulary (and immediately
became the theme of several low-budget
exploitation pictures), the major compa-
nies began to consider the possibilities
in such films as Bob & Carol & Ted &
Alice, Divorce—American Style and, this
year, I Love My . . . Wife and Doctors’
Wiwves. Invariably, however, the proper
pairs ultimately sorted themselves out
and the marriage was saved, just as it
always had been in the past.

Carnal Knowledge is exceptional in
that it suggests, quite casually, that there
was nothing worth saving in the Gar-
funkel-Bergen marriage and nothing in
the Nicholson—-Ann-Margret relationship
worth  marrying. Not coincidentally,
Jules Teiffer’s script for Little Murders
also takes a rather dim view of connubial

(continued from page 186)

bliss, and not only in his devastating
glimpses into the home lifc of the
Chamberlains and the Newquists. When
Marcia Rodd proposes to Elliott Gould,
it's because, as she puts it, “l want a
strong, vital, self-assured man that I can
protect and take care of.”

Robin Stone, the hero of Jacqueline
Susann’s The Love Machine, is clearly
the kind of strong, vital, selEassured
man that no woman has to protect or
take care of, although in the course of
Jack Haley, Jr.’s racy filmization of the
novel, quite a number try. Most promi-
nent among the ladies making the effort
is Dyan Cannon, as the oversexed wife
of a television-network executive (Rob-
ert Ryan) who is less effective in the
bed than on the board. Clearly the ball-
breaker type, Miss Cannon discovers
Robin (John Phillip Law) as a newscast-
er on her husband’s network and has
him promoted to the head of that de-
partment less because he is newsworthy
than because he is bedworthy. But when
she discovers that his attentions have
strayed, she proceeds to have him ousted
on a morals charge—as a homosexual!
His swish photographer pal (David
Hemmings), who has Deen supplying
Robin with girls, provides the pretext.
The film, true to the novel, includes a
gamut of sexual encounters with glamor-
ous models, ambitious career girls and
even an owsized whore (whom Robin
beats furiously in an all-toorare fit of
sclf-loathing for his indiscriminate appe-
tites). But however tawdry and treacly,
it's all handled with a veneer of polish
and sophistication; and what with the
luxury of its settings, the boldness of its
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“Damn it all, Leda! One of these pillows is leaking—
the whole bed’s full of feathers.”

language and its behind-the-scenes reve-
lations of how a TV network supposcdly
operates, The Love Machine has every
possibility of becoming the Airport of
1971.

Columbia reportedly paid more than
$1,000,000 to Jacqueline Susann for the
rights to her novel, gave her husband,
Irving Mansfield, the title of executive
producer and used Jackic herself for a
bit part as a television newscaster.
Fox has been somewhat more reticent
about revealing the sum paid to Irving
Wallace for his best seller The Scuven
Minutes, but it turned the filming over
to that shrewd, fastshooting ex—king of
the nudies, Russ Meyer, who willingly
relinquished that title after last year’s
Beyond the Valley of the Dolls. The
Seven Minules, like The Love Machine,
contains only an occasional flash of nu-
dity. It is concerned, instead—as s
Meyer himself—with the question of what
constitutes the candid treatment ol sex
and what is to be construed as pornog-
raphy. The costly running battles that
Meyer has fought with the censors over
his previous works have scemingly come
into focus in this story of an ambitious
district attorney  (Philip Carey) who
busts a bookstore for selling an alleged-
ly lnrnogrnpllic novel, The Seven AMin-
ules. (The minutes referred 1o are those
it takes a woman to achicve orgasm.)
All is cleared when the presumably de-
ceased author (Yvonne De Carlo) takes
the stand and reveals that her book has
had a positively therapeutic effect on an
impotent young man charged with the
brutal beating of a girl while under the
influence of her lascivious literature. On
the surface, Meyer's treatment is his cus-
tomary tongue in cheek; but beneath his
slick handling of obviously exploitable
material is the indication that he really
means every anticensorship harhb  he
shoots out.

More frankly exploitational were such
films as Avco Embassy's The Sporting
Club, a horror story set in a Midwest-
ern upperclass resort whose privileged
members enjoy blood sports not limited
to wild fowl and game. An all-out oigy
climaxed this ugly film's festivities until
the distributors toned down their prints
for release. In Impulsion, architect Ale-
jandro Rey returns from a business trip
to find his wife in bed with his best
client. After murdering the man, he
returns from another tip to find her
balling his teenage son (by a previous
marriage). In B.S. I Love You, young
Peter Kastner, playing a producer of
television commercials, wends his way
upward through the advertising jungle
by bedding his boss (Joanna Barnes)
as well as her nymphomaniacal daughter
(JoAnna Cameron). Melvin Van Pee-
bles’ Sweet Sweetback’s Baadasssss Song,
with its self-imposed X rating, for all its
anti-Whitey indignation wends to em-
phasize its hero's prowess in a succession
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of beds. Where’s Poppa? offered its
famous “tush™ scene, with Ruth Gordon
hungrily Kissing the bared behind of her
son, George Segal. John Cassavetes” Hus-
bands supplied its trio of foot-loose
males on a drunken toot in London
with an equal number of agreeable bed
partners. In most of these pictures, nudi-
ty is rampant, and in all of them, sexual
activity is central to the development of
the story.

But along about the middle of the
year, the studios began to get the mes-
sage desperately being flashed not only
by their own M. P. A. A. but by box offices
all over the country. Excessive erotica
was out. An X or even an R on an
expensive picture could cost them mil-
lions at the till. The studios began mak-
ing “voluntary” cuts—even when the
film makers protested. Von Richthofen
and Brown, a tepid account of aerial
combat in World War One, had origi-
nally been spiced with such moments as
the pilot making out with a girl on the
wing of his plane. Ironically, when it—
and other such amorous interludes—djs-
appeared, there was liule left to the
movie. Universal's Two-Lane Blackiop,
the subject of a gaudy prerelease layout
in Esquire, emerged with most of its
gaudiness excised. Similarly, Cinema
Center's The Christian Licorice Store,
which had gone into production as the
most with-it and farout picture of the
vear, proved a tame and routine offering
once its sex scenes had been clipped.
Even films already in release, such as
Carnal Knowledge and The Sporiing
Club, were subjected to additional scissor-
ing in the interest of public acceptance.
‘The pendulum was taking its toll.

Symptomatically, Universal, which en-
joyed a modest success and wide critical
approbation with its film Taking Off,
decided to cool it a bit after the initial
engagements, One of its comic high-
lights was a madrigal, Ode to a Screw,
sung deadpan into the camera by a
girl who, with marvelously Elizabethan
sang-froid, repeats the word fuck several
dozen times. Universal bleeped out the
offending word for showings in more
sensitive areas following its first runs,
Taking Off, directed by Czech-born
Milos Forman, was but one of the many
films of 1971 that prolonged the youth
cycle begun a year ago. In Forman’s
picture, the daughter of a middle-class
couple (delightlully portrayed by Buck
Henry and Lynn Carlin) runs off to
Greenwich Village to make her way as a
folk singer. At the end of the film, she
returns with her intended, a particularly
hirsute rock musician, to the bosom of
her family—after her parents have Leen
exposed to a pot party and an experi-
mental game of strip poker. Queried by
the father, the musician explains that he
earned $290,000 last year—but adds bit-

266 terly that his taxes will help support the

very establishment he has been singing
Agains.

If Forman’s film is gently satiric, Mak-
ing It (the titles of these youth-oriented
movies are distressingly similar) offers a
more astringent view. Kristoffer Tabori
makes it with just about everybody on
his college campus, including the 30ish
wife of his physed instuctor and an
18ish coed who soon believes she is
pregnant. She isn’t, but his mother is, by
a since-deceased inamorato; and in the
film's rather gruesome finale, the boy is
forced to look on while Mom is aborted
because the doctor assumes that he was
responsible for her condition.

Unwanted pregnancy is also the
theme of Friends, in which two teenagers,
Sean Bury and Anicee Alvina, run off to
the south of France and discover the
delights of unmarried love—until Ani-
cee is unfortunate enough to have a
baby. In Summer of 42, another of
1971's numerous coming-of-age movies,
17-year-old Gary Grimes loves 22-year-
old Jennifer O'Neill from afar. When
she learns that her husband has been
Killed in the war, she makes poignant
love to the boy in a long, silent and
strikingly sensual scene. Perhaps the high-
light of the film, however, in both humor
and audacity, is a sequence in which
young Grimes embarrassedly outwaits all
the other customers in a drugstore so he
can buy a packet ol prophylactics without
attracting attention. (A scene in Carnal
Knowledge has Garfunkel actually dis-
playing a condom on the screen—a movie
first.)

Red Sky at Morning closely follows
the pattern of Summer of ’42, with the
exception that young Richard Thomas
Is initiated into the mysteries of love by
a girl his own age. And in Glen and
Randa, a low-budget enterprise by Jim
McBride that's making its way through
the art-house circuit, teenagers Steven
Curry and Shelley Plimpton (who spend
the first 20 minutes of the film running
through a wilderness without a stitch)
learn all about sex, if nothing else, in
a world supposedly devastated by the
bomb. At the film’s end, with Randa
alarmingly pregnant, Glen devises a
decidedly unorthodox coital position
that, with an assist from grizled
Woodrow Chambliss, permits him to con-
tinue his lovemaking despite her abdom-
inal encumbrance. When love finds Andy
Hardy these days, the accent is on the
hardy.

Further pointing up the as-yet-unnar-
rowed horizons of the permissible is a
new emphasis on penises. As few as two
years ago, Robert Forster’s heavily shad-
owed but still obviously nude romp
through a sequence in Medium Cool
was enough to earn the picture an X.
Today, far more protracted—and unshad-
owed—male nudity (as in Drive, He
Said) garners an R. In The Last Movie,

Dennis Hopper strips his private parts of
their Iast vestige of privacy when he uses
them 1o ravish an obliging chick (while
a passing priest looks on with less shock
than envy).

But beyond the occasional viewing of
a penis, several 1971 offerings cen-
tered their entire plots on the male
organ. This was hardly surprising in the
case of a film like Pinocchio, a rather
clever—if obvious—adaptation of Collo-
di’s fairy tale that rendered it no longer
suitable for the Kiddies. It was produced
specifically for the sexploitation market
and abounded with bouncy, bosomy
girls, all anxious to sample Pinocchio’s
outsized endowment (which, incidental-
ly, was never exposed to the camer).
But it was the highly respectable Cinera-
ma corporation that presented The Stat-
ue, in which no less a star than David
Niven sets off in jealous pursuit of the
man who modeled for the penis on the
larger-than-life statue of himself carved
by his wife, Virna Lisi. Since the statue
resembles him in every other respect, he
is certain that the part in question be-
longs to one of her lovers. And in Percy,
imported from England by MGM, the
hero (Hywel Bennett) spends much of
the film searching for the anonymous
donor of the penis transplant that gave
him a new lease on lite. Along the way,
as in Pinocchio, he encounters innumer-
able bed partners—Elke Sommer, Brite
Ekland, Adrienne Posta and Sue Lloyd
among them—all eager to sample his
new “Percy.”” As a sort of reverse to the
coin, Anne Heywood is seen in I Want
What I Want as a rather girlish young
man who does a Christine Jorgenson
and emerges as a very womanly young
woman. For anyone interested, the surgi-
cal details are spelled out in extenso.

Homosexuality also figured promi-
nently on the screen this year. Until
1970’s The Boys in the Band, the homo-
sexual had been generally represented
cinematically by rabbit-faced Franklin
Pangborn or by W. C. Fields's recurrent
nemesis, Grady Sutton. Either he was a
figare of fun and derision or he was
barred from the screen altogether. To-
day, the homosexual is often portrayed
sympathetically—although he may also
be a figure of [ear. In The Love Ma-
chine, David Hemmings is at first amus-
ingly bitchy; later, he becomes Robin's
lethal foe. In Get Carter, a gutsy crime
melodrama starring Michael Caine, the
ferocious beating that Carter takes early
in the film is clearly inspired by his
betrayal of an earlier homosexual rela-
tionship. Fillain, also British made (and
also for MGNM), offers Richard Burton
as a homicidal homo with a special
affection for the razor. In addition, he
has a nasty penchant for beating up his
pimping lover, Ian McShane, belore
making love to him. Gene Shalit, NBC's
acerbic movie critic, pondered aloud
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Burton’s own penchant for such roles,
after his appearance last year as a homo-
sexual barber in the disastrous Staircase.
“He certainly didn’t Iearn it at home,”
pwrred Shalit.

On the other hand, Ken Russell’s opu-
lIent film biography of Peter Ilich Tchai-
kovsky, The Music Lovers, makes that
tragic composer's homosexuality the key
to both his greatness and his misery.
Although in love with the fluttery Count
Chiluvsky, Tchaikovsky—played by a
bearded and teary-eyed Richard Cham-
berlain—marries the neurotic Nina Milu-
kova (Glenda Jackson) in the hope of
straightening himself out. The marriage
is a preordained failure, as dearly indi-
cated by a scene in which a nude Miss
Jackson writhes on the floor of their
train compartment in a vain attempt to
rous¢ the ardor of her new husband.
After their divorce, she progresses to
nymphomania and madness, epitomized
at the finale by a weird sequence in an
asylum where, like a caged animal, she
whirls among the waving, outstretched
arms of the male inmates in the surround-
ing cells. Tchaikovsky himself has a lurid
homosexual fantasy in which he shoots the
heads off all the female members of the
cast to the cannon booms of the 1812
Overture, then commits suicide. The
Music Lovers may leave something to be
desired as biography, as history and as a
valid study in abnormal psychology, but
it's marvelously baroque moviemaking.

Similarly, nwntl a few years ago, the
theme of homosexual love (albeit unre-
quited) that runs through Thomas
Mann's Death in Venice was enough to

bar this splendid, tragic novella from
the screen. Last year, after The Damned
demonstrated that even the most overt
forms of depravity could secure impor-
tant play dates in this country, director
Luchino Visconti was commissioned to
begin production of Mann’s neglected
classic. Death in Venice is a gentle story
—indecd, less a story than a character
study of the moral disintegration of an
aging composer (Dirk Bogarde) through
his growing infatuation for a beautiful
14-year-old Polish boy (Bjorn Andresen).
The boy, aware of his power, does no
more than grant the man a fleeting smile,
but this is enough to make the composer
stay on in Venice despite a spreading
cholera epidemic. Done with exquisite
taste, and with a perfect re-creation of
its Venetian pre-World War One set-
tings, it is a film of rare beauty and even
rarer understanding of the power of a
homosexual attraction.

But the year's most flagrant display of
homosexuality is to be found in John
Herbert's adaptation of his controversial
prison drama, Fortune and Men’s Eyes.
Herbert made the film, like the play,
deliberately shocking in order to point
up the need for prison reform, particu-
larly in the area of placing first offend-
ers among hardened criminals and
known perverts. Young Wendell Burton,
given six months for the possession of
marijuana, is locked in a cell with three
experienced  convictis—Queenie, Rocky
and Mona. Quecenie, as the name im-
plies, is a flaming fag who immediately
wants to set the boy up as the “old

lady” of a con who can protect him. But
Rocky, in a Irightening sequence set in
the prison shower room, forcibly buggers
Burton and makes him become his lover.
There is a chillingly graphic gang-bang
in a recreation hall and dialog—especial-
ly Queenic’'s—even more explicit as the
innocent boy 1s gradually shaped into a
homosexual tough. The action, every bit
as sordid and sadistic as it sounds, cli-
maxes with an obscene parody of a Christ-
mas pageant in which Queenie, in drag,
dances a striptease for the assembled
prisoners and staff during which he
wantonly exposes himself full in the face
of the warden’s wife. Fortune and Men’s
Eyes makes The Boys in the Band look
like Laurel and Hardy in Pardon Us.
The screen image of the Negro has
undergone an  even more significant
change within the past year or so. Was
it only three years ago that Stanley Kra-
mer was hailed as an interracial trail
blazer for permiuting Sidney Poitier
to kiss (however discreetly) Katherine
Houghton in Guess Who's Coming io
Dinner? Traditionally, blacks have been
portrayed on the screen as asexual,
wholcsomely  exemplified by Poitier
among the nuns in Lilies of the Field,
Last year's Watermelon Man, of course,
showed Godfrey Cambridge married to a
white woman—but that was because he
thought he was white as well. In 1971,
all that seems to be changing. The
black is now playing himself as himself
and luring into the moviehouses vast
numbers of black patrons who are posi-
tively reveling in the very idea that a
man of color might have a sex life as
interesting and varied as his Caucasian
counterpart’s. The trend is perhaps best
illustrated by Melvin Van Peebles’ Sweet
Sweetback’s Baadasssss Song—independ-
ently produced, directed and starred in
by Van Pecbles—which has gained an
enormous following in the black com-
munity. Gordon Parks's Shaft, starring
Richard Roundtree in the title role, has
also captured considerable support, de-
spite extensive pruning by MGM. As
originally hlmed, its detective hero—a
kind of blackface Bogart—is scen ball-
ing his mistress in the opening sequence,
just as a girl is being Kidnaped on the
street outside. The screams of the girl
mingle with the orgasmic moans of the
mistress. Although this scene is missing
from the picture as released, Roundiree
has ample opportunities to display his
sexual prowess in the footage that re-
mains uncut. Uncle Tom has all but
disappeared; Tom Cat is taking his place.
The ladies of women’s 1ib also forced
their way onto the screen in 1971, with
Jane TFonda——one of the movement’s
more ardent spokeswomen—scoring par-
ticularly as the shrewd, intelligent, ma-
nipulative (and  manipulated) callgirl
in Klute, a superior murder melodrama,
Julie Christie, the opium-puffing bordello
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madam in McCabe & Mrs. Miller, also
does much to dispel the myth of male
superiority—even to the point of de-
manding a cash payment in advance
from her business partner, Warren Beat-
ty, before he can sleep with her. The
hard-core porno market, inevitably, has
contributed its mite: The Sensually Lib-
eraled Female, produced by something
called the Institute for Adult Education,
demonstrates how women can get along
without men-—by masturbating, with or
without mechanical assistance. And from
New York’s underground Newsreel Films
came The Woman's Film, a 45-minute
compilation of oncamera interviews that
argue the case for women's lib in ways
that are variously impressive, irresistible
and downright irritating,

Another  provocative theme  that’s
been receiving major coverage in the
press. although scant attention on the
screen as yet, is the growing proclivity of
young priests to desert the holy Church
in favor of holy matrimony. Last year,
there were Act of the Heart and Pieces
of Dreams, both of which explored the
subject with a romanticism bordering on
sentimentality. There is a certain irony
in the fact that the two flms that dealt
with the topic this year, a good deal less
tearfully, were hoth made in Italy, a
Catholic country; our native film mak-
ers, apparently, are not nearly so anxious
to take on the religious establishment.
Perhaps producer Carlo Ponti’'s own
well-publicized  difficulties in legalizing
his marriage to Sophia Loren had some-
thing 1o do with his decision to back
Dino Risi’s bitter and cynical comedy,
The Priest’s Wife, which co-stars Signora
Ponti and Marcello Mastroianni. At any
rate, there is no disguising its anticlerical
intentions, particularly when, alter hav-
ing impregnated Miss Loren, priest
Mastroianni is first advised by a superior
to keep her as a mistress if he likes, then
dissuaded from lcaving the Church by
promotion to a cushy job in the Vatican.
Although the film is played for Liughs—
apart from a touching visit to a mar-
ried, disillusioned and defrocked priest
—and it’s made clear that Sophia is the
pursuer, not the pursued, the script is
dotted with enough sharp jabs at the
clergy to make any good Catholic squirm.

Far more pointed (which is perhaps
why, at presstime, it hasn't yet been
shown in the United Swates) is Marco
Vicario’s The Married Priest. The story
of a handsome and virile young Sicilian
cleric (Lando Buzzanca), it emphasizes
his growing inability to cope with the
sexual temptations he  encounters in
Rome-—and especially those proffered by
a comely callgirl (Rossana Podesta). At
first, as her spiritual father, he tries to
reform her; but since marriage is the
only kind of reformation that interests
her, he lays plans to leave the Church.
Again, the Church hierarchy intervenes,

270 suggesting hypocritical ways in which he

can, in effect, have his cookie and eat it,
too. Actually, The Married Priest gocs
considerably further than The Priest’s
Wife in delineating the pleasures to be
derived from such an arrangement, as
personifiecd by such tempting post-
prandial delights as Magali Noel, Barbara
Bouchet and Silvia Dionisio. Despite
pained outeries Irom the Catholic news-
papers, both films were immensely pop-
ular in Italy.

Nor have the nuns escaped scot free.
One of the year's more startling releases
was Warner Bros.” Xorated The Deuils,
written and directed by Ken Russell (of
Women in Love and The Music Louv-
ers). Based on Aldous Huxley's The
Devils of Loudun and John Whiting's
stage adaptation of the novel, Russell's
script depicts graphically the well-docu-
mented debauchery in an Ursuline con-
vent in the year 1632. The randy Father
Grandier (Oliver Reed) is the object of
the nuns" overwrought aftections. His
very presence wriacks the good sisters
to undrcamed-of heights of eroticism—
particularly Sister Jeanne (Vanessa Red-
grave), whose humped back and canted
head mike her the least likely candidate
to share his virtually communal bed.
Whereupon the sister claims that she has
become possessed by the Devil, and a
sadistic young priest is dispatched by
Richelieu to take care of both Grandier
and the sister. By the time he arrives,
the nuns are running naked and hys-
terical through the convent, heaping
obscenity upon obscenity. (A Warner
minion, sent to England shortly before
the film's release, eliminated some close-
ups ol nuns masturbating, nipple sucking
and engaging in oral copulation, but the
action that remains in the long shots is
more than merely sugpestive)) Perhaps
the film's most shocking moment comes
when the official exorast, a brawny and
intense young mian, secks to flush out the
Devil from Sister Jeanne's lustful body by
pumping a noxious, bubbling brew be-
tween her legs with a giant bellows. Its
moral secems to be, as Grandier hauls
himself to the stake on his broken legs,
that any man who succumbs to his hu-
manity by messing around with women
must expect to come to a bad end.

By a curious coincdence, Jacques
Rivewe’s The Nun, based on Diderot’s
18th Century classic anticlerical novel, La
Religicuse, opened in New York almost
the same day as The Devils. The coinci-
dence is heightened by the fact that the
film had been made—and banned—in
France in 1966. In it. Anna Karina, sent
to a convent by parents who would
rather avoid the expense of a dowry,
revolts against the cruelty of her superi-
ors and the monotony of life behind the
walls. Although deeply religious, the girl
is transferred to another, more worldly
convent—where she promptly enkindles
the Leshian desires of her mother su-
perior (Liselotte Pulver). By now a bit

mad, Sister Suzanne flees to the world
outside, only to find it even more cor-
rupt. The story ends with her suicide.
The French had banned the film origi-
nally at the insistence of the Catholic
Church, though Rivette’s essential bitter-
ness—like Diderot’s—seems directed less
against the Church than against selfish,
mean-spirited parents who hypocritically
consign their daughters to the religious
life rather than spend their monecy to
rear and educate them to a proper place
in society. In Silvio Clementelli's The
Lady of Monza, Anne Heywood suffers
an even worse fate than Sister Suzanne,
As Sister Virginia, she is raped, gives
birth and is sealed alive in a brick cell.

Meanwhile, as outlined by John Bow-
ers in PLAYBOY'S The Porn Is Green last
July, there has been a vast upswing in
the American porno market—a blossom-
ing, however, that is not precisely a
boom. For one thing, thanks to the
enormous expansion of the minitheater
operations (over 100 in Los Angeles
alone), exhibitors are now beginning to
complain about “overseating™—a neat
cuphemism for the fact that there are
considerably more seats in the hard-core
theaters than there are customers to hll
them. Consequently, where once they
were getting five and six dollars a ticket,
many houses have now reduced their
prices to two and a hall and three dol-
lars, with further discounts for couples
(heterosexual, that is). One Los Angeles
theater, the Xanadu, offers “‘six hours of
continuous hard adult erotica™; others
tout free popcorn. And in Texas, there’s
a theater that. in addition to its mara-
thon hard-core entertainments, provides
free coffee and sandwiches for its more
indefatigable customers,

If the exhibitors are beginning to feel
the pinch, the producers of porn pic-
tures are being hit even harder. Because
production values are hardly a primary
consideration in this field, it has been
invaded by a small army of amateur and
semiprofessional film makers who can—
and do—supply stag reels and hard-core
features for astonishingly little money.
But in their all-out competition for the
dollar, they have been consistently push-
ing down their rental prices, thus cut-
ting sharply into the profit margin of
what is already a very risky production
operation. In addition, the operators of
porno houses have already earned the
reputation of being extremely unreliable
about giving the producers an honest
accounting of their take, or even about
making any payments whatsoever. And
the porn producer is hardly in a position
to sue. Lowell Pickett, a San Francisco
hard-core film maker, recently stated that
the only way he could afford to expand
his production arm was by creating his
own chain of theaters. “Otherwise,” he
said, “I'm at the mercy of the exhibitors”
—and he indicated that the quality of
their mercy is decidedly strained. Or, as
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Harold Marenstein, a New York pro-
ducer, succinctly put it, “Not only are
you lucky to see any rental money; you're
lucky to get your print back.”

But the field has certainly increased in
visibility, if not in viability. Last Decem-
ber, the same enterprising Pickett in-
troduced San Franciscans to the First
International Erotic Film Festival, a
week-long affair that attracted consider-
able attention not only in the local press
but nationally and internationally. In
January and February, he played high-
lights from the festival at the Sutter
Cinema and he plans to repeat the ex-
periment early next year on an expanded
basis, possibly in San Francisco's historic
Yalace of Fine Arts. Meanwhile, Ken
Gaul, former managing editor of Screw,
will stage the First Annual New York
Erotic Film Festival this month. Last
March, Bill Osco, a Hollywood hard-core
producer, opened his Harlot ar a Beverly
Hills art house as a benefit for the Los
Angeles Free Clinic, with all the lights,
limousines and television coverage nor-
mally reserved for prestigious studio pre-
micres. Even the hard-core homosexual
houses are expanding their operations.
New York's Park-Miller (formerly the
Flenry Miller) Theater just off Times
Square, with an estimated weekly gross of
530,000, now stages an annual amateur
homo-film festival that just about packs
the house, Deciding that “gay is beauti-
ful,” last summer, two Chicago theaters—
the Bijou and the Newberry—began
showing only fag films.

Perhaps the most revealing index to
the new permissiveness in the field of
sexploitable entertainments, however, is
the fact that domestic production has at
this point completely displaced the Eu-
ropean in audience favor. Last year's
Without a Stitch, imported from Den-
mark, was the last foreign-made sexploi-
tation feature to score in the Amecrican
market. I Am Cwrious (Blue), Her and
She and Him, Nana and The Laughing
Woman all proved to be major disap-
pointments to their distributors. And
even after fighting Quiet Days in Clichy
through the American courts for the
right to show it in this country, Grove
Press turned the picture back to its
Scandinavian producers early in the year
after it had parnered a meager $75,000.
The sole film to come from Europe in
1971 that carrvied anything stronger than
the domestic fare was Denmark’s Animal
Lover, purporiedly a documentary on
the subject of bestiality. It showed, with
documentary candor, a particularly un-
attractive farm girl having sexual rela-
tions with a pig, a stallion and a dog.
When Animal Lover was successfully
prosecuted in notoriously tolerant San
Francisco (with a penalty of six months
in jail and a $1000 fine for the theater

977 operator), enthusiasm for the subject

promptly waned throughout the coun-
try. An American essay in the same field,
Deviations on Gratifications (which per-
haps unintentionally forms the acronym
DOG). got no farther than Los Angeles.

The strongest entry in the 1971 sex-
ploitation sweepstakes was undoubtedly
Sherpix” The Stewardesses, which 1o date
has grossed $10,000,000 at the box of-
fice. Its primary novelty is the short-lived
1953 vogue for 3-D movies, here applied
to the nudie field. Although abundant-
ly fleshy, The Stewardesses is far from
pornographic, merely recounting the
sexual misadventures of a group of air-
line hostesses once they get on the
ground. There is considerable group
groping and considerable nudity, but
sex acts are merely implied—which may
explain its success with audiences who
would never dream of entering a hard-
core house. Indeed, after its nitial en-
gagements in sex houses in San Francisco
and Los Angeles, Sherpix refused to go
the way of all flesh any longer. In Bos-
ton, it played the huge downtown Music
Hall Theater with a special 70mm print.
In Milwaukee's respectable Riverside,
according to Fariety, “Pic did $36,000 in
one week, biggest take at that house
since The Swiss Family Robinson in
1954.”

If the border line between a nudie
like The Stewardesses and a hard-core
film is not always clear to the novice,
there were a number of pscudo docu-
mentaries in 1971 to help fix the bound-
aries. A History of the Blue Movie and
Hollywood Blue, for example, were sim-
ply compilations of old stag reels—often
the very ones that were kept under lock
and key at the Kinsey Institute only a
few years ago. Fitted to commentaries
drawn largely from our own findings, as
published in pLAYBOY in November 1967,
they had the sole merit of bringing the
stags out of their snigegering sub rosa
world of legionnaire smokers. As docu-
mentaries, and hence with the redeeming
social value that was considered necessary
to discourage legal action, they were
shown without interference in virtually
every large American city.

Hollywood Blue, produced by Bill
Osco, atracted extra attention by in-
cluding two shorts that seemed to mark
the cinematic debuts of two young per-
formers who later rose to stardom. One
depicts an encounter in a park between
a saillor and a Marine, and its stag
action leaves little to the imagimation—
including the identity of the future star.
As Joyce Haber put it in a “blind" item
that ran in her syndicated Los Angeles
Times column last February, “Discussing
whether the boy in question is really the
star ol today has been the very ‘in’
game at New Hollywood parties for
weeks. I'm here to tell you that the
‘game’ is unnecessary. To see that scene
in Hollywood Blue is to get the answer

—but fast.” An inspection of the still on
page 173 of this issue might seem to
confirm Miss Haber’s positive identifica-
tion; but it’s worth remembering that
both Miss Haber and the correspondents
of Variety were all too ready to accept
the heroine of The Applcknockers and
the Coke Bottle, another of the shorts in
Hollywood Blue, as Marilyn Monroe—
simply because the film's commentator
said so. Although the truth will proba-
bly never be knmown for certain, since
the film was obviously made about the
same time as the famous MM calendar
photo, many feel that the girl isn’t Mari-
Iyn at all but a look-alike named Arline
Hunter, who enjoyed brief popularity in
girlie magazines of the ealy Fifties as
“the poor man’s Marilyn Monroe.”

Not all the porno documentaries of
1971 have consisted of clips from stag
reels. Making the Blue Film, like Alex
de Renzy's Pornography in Denmark
last year, shows something of the actual
filming of stag movies, extended inter-
views with several of the uninhibited
performers in these films, plus excerpis
from more of the stags of the past.
Kama Sutra 71 opens with a kind of
slide-lecture travelog of the famed erotic
art that adorns several of India’s ancient
temples, then gets down to business with
an Indian man and maid demonstrating
—uagainst sleazy Hollywood backgrounds
—the techniques and positions described
in that wellknown handbook of love.
Famous Homosexuals of History is just
what the title implies, tailored for the
gay trade. But perhaps the year's most
absurd cffort in this direction is The
Flanders and Alcott Report on Sex Re-
sponse, which, to the accompaniment of
unctuous pseudoscientific narration, re-
veals how a dozen or so young men and
women got over their various sexual
inhibitions. If the “patients” in this film
had any inhibitions to start with, they
certainly overcame them with incredible
alacrity.

Hovering between porn and cinéma
vérité is Lawrence Hauben's Venus, a
selt-consciously arty account of the film
maker's six-week aflair with actress Sally
Kellerman. The picture has three basic
shots. One shows Sally fixing her face
interminably at a vanity mirror and
making small talk with Hauben about
the film he proposes to make. Another is
a rather claustrophobic view of Hauben's
pad, accompanied by a tape-recorded tele-
phone call in which Sally is pleading with
him to come back to her (to which he
replies eryptically, “You work at a very
cmotional and subjective level™). And
the third is an even more cramped view
of his bed, with the two of them balling
in various positions. The picture, shot
perhaps two or three years ago but only
just revised for release, reveals Miss Kel-
lerman as vain, vulnerable and very hu-
man—and Hauben as a creep exploiting



“Your not getting the job, Miss Fawcelt, has absolutely
nothing to do with your tendency to lisp.”
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for all it's worth his brief intimacy
with a girl who has since become a star.
The American Dreamer, with Dennis
Hopper in the title role. is the opposite
side of the same coin. Film makers Law-
rence Schiller and L. M. Kit Cinson are
obviously hero-worshipers. Hopper is a
star. and they respect everything that
made him not only a cultist actor but a
cultist director. And Hopper, apparently
responding  to  their  admiration,  gave
them everything they could hope for—
including a naked stroll through an Ari-
zomt town and a bathtub scene with two
groupic types soaping him down. Both
Penus and Dyeamer, in the name of
documentary, represent an invasion of
privacy thir makes one wonder il their
subjeats knew or cared that their privacy
was being  invaded—or if thar might
have been what they wanted all along.
The newest twist in the porno field,
one that began to appear at the end of
1970. is the invoduction of a siory line
to set up and carry the stag action.
Olten. the stories are as uncomplicared as
a nursery tale. In Mona, the trail blazer
in this ficld. the heroine is a nymphoma-
niac (it's as simple as that) and the
narrative merely follows her as she gives
oral gratihicition 1o assorted voung men
in a varicty of unlikely places, imcluding
an art theater during a perlormance. In
Love, Yolanda, an aging but still sexy
actress, mumaging the carcer of her
niece, arranges for her to meet a succes-
sion of chigible young men and finally
throws an orgy for her as a sort of
coming-out party—because “that’s the
wiy vou get jobs in the movies.” The
hervoine of Harlot auends Hollywood
High. but the kind of homework she
enjovs has nothing o do with classroom
assignments. She may be averse to pay-
ing bus fares. but she’s more than gencr-
ous in rewinding anyone who gives her
a ride home from school. The film’s
highlight is a three-way giapple—strictly
hard core—uop a Los Angeles office
building, caught by a lnrli(:optcr with a
ielephoro lens. Interestingly enough, the
performers  in these  films—generally
voung and atractive—are beginning to
shed the anonymity thar has vaditnon-
ally swrounded  stag-film  making, and
such “stars” as Fifi Watson, Fran Spector
and Mary Rexroth are now building
their own followings in the porn circuit.
But while all these films intersperse
hard-core action with the narrative loot-
age. many ol their producers are already
beginning 10 have  second  thoughts.
Not only is the hard-core market severely
restricted, it's also subjeat to constant and
costly hinassment through police raids and
vicesquad  aackdowns. Court cases can
drag on for wecks, with legal fees
mounting by the hour. (One San Iran-
cisco exhibitor was recently fined S1000
for showing a porn movie but declared
that the wial wanscripts alone cost him

274 over 51200.) Because dramatic films are

far more expensive to make than straight
stag reels, since they involve actors (as
opposed to performers), scts, costumces
and considerably more complicated shoot-
ing for dialog sequences, their producers
are being forced 10 look beyond their
original field. Bill Osco and Howard
Zichm, for example, began their Flesh
Gordon as an opulently budgeted stag
movie but ultimately re-edited it for
general release. The producers of films
such as My Secret Life, based on the
anonymous memoirs of an exceedingly
promiscuous  Victorian gentleman, ave
happy to accept an X rating. because
it (quite fairly) points up the flm’s
crotic content. At the same time, because
the specifics of the gentleman’s secret
lile are spelled out on the sound track
rather than on the screen, the film was
able to open in New York ar Loew's
State 1T on Broadway. Had it been the
other way around, My Secret Life would
have remained searet, indeed.

Typical of today's market is Lea Pro-
ducrions' handling of the San Franasco-
made Cozy Cool. A gangster adventure
picture with perhaps 12 minutes ol stag
action in its almost two-hour running
me, 1t was released in two  versions—
one X and one R. In the R version,

although all the sexual activity relevant
to the plot is retained (the heroine has
been instructed o reach orgasm with a

vival gangsier at precisely 1:20, so that
he won't notice his sale is being blown),
the details of penctration, as well as
cose-ups of fellatio, have been removed.
As in the solt-core sexplonation films—
and in most Hollywood movies—the sex-
ual aas are implied rather than depice-
ed. While 1t remains to be seen whether
Cozy Cool will enjoy the best of both
worlds, the very fact thar it has been
cdited in two versions further emphasizes
the cooling of the market for hard-
core material. The wvouble, it would
seem, is not that the public is repudiat-
ing sex per se but that its now begin-
ning 1o reject those pictures that offer
nothing but sex. Significamly, it’s the
hard-core market—particularly as repre-
sented by the “sex-education™ documen-
taries—that’s being hit the hardest.

One development that this entive field
15 watching with unconcealed interest is
the booming video-cassette marker. “Cas-
seties will be the greiest pornography
road-show library going,” predicts  Joe
Solomon, an independem distributor of
sex  Nilms. Several ]erlllccrs, including
such front-runners as Russ Meyer and
Radley Metzger, admit that they've al-
ready been approached by one or anoth-
er ol the cassette manufaciurers—bun
most add that, to date, the offers have
not been accompanied by had  cash
Recalling the early days ol television,
when piciures sold for a f[raction of
what they might have earned a few years
later, most of the film makers have

adopted a wait-and-see policy. No doubt.
this aditude is augmented by their
awareness that at least half a dozen
cassette systems, all totally incompatible,
are presently vying for position. There
is real fear that in making a deal with
one company or another, they might be
backing the wrong horse—and at the
wrong time, as well. On the other hand.
producers {reely say that once the cas
sette marker settles down. many of their
more pressing problems will be over.
Pictures will then be rented or pur-
chased by consenting adults for showing
in the privacy of their own homes. thus
minimizing the ever-present threat of
police and vicesquad raids on N-rated
movichouses. And the makers of sex
films. whether of the nudie or hard-core
cty, will have access to the wider
amdiences (and additional income) they
could never hope to reach through com-
mercinl television.

Presumably also awaiting this happicr
day are any number of Ewopean pic
tures produced with one eye on the
home market, the other on the Ameri-
can distribution that so unexpectedly
cvaporated during the past year. In
Demmark, Drs. Phyllis and  Eberhard
Kronhausen [ollowed their Freedom to
Love with an even more forthnight doc-
umentary viwiously titled 1Why Do They
Do Itz and simply 1Why. The film.
made in three sections. involves straight-
forward interviews with a white and
black Lesbian couple, with two hetero-
sexuil couples who make a living by
performing their sex acts in public, and
with a country girl who, in both the
literal and the hgurative sense, takes
care of animals. Although the film's sci-
entific thrust is underscored by the fact
that the hlming took place before a
large audience of Copenhagen university
no American distributor has
yet bid for the picture. Nor has anvone
picked up Denmark’s entry for  last
year's Academy Awards, Lone, a sensi-
tively divecied. semifactual story of a
promiscuous teenage girl that climaxes
with a clinically detailed account of her
abortion. shot in huge and disconcerting
close-ups of damps. lorceps and probes
being forced up her vagina.

In Germany. where the hilm scene is
particularly depressed, most theaters in
major citics are now running sex films
almost exclusively, and the majority of
movie companics are hoping to stay in
business by supplying them. Successiul
films of the past year or so have included
such titles as The Monk with the Whip,
The Oldest Profession in the World,
Count Porno and His Girls and To the
Main Thing, Darling, all of which are
practically sell-explanatory. A new series
on teenage sex, inaugurated with School-
girl Report, moved on this year to Girls
and Gynecologists. Notwithstanding  its
cducnional- TV qile, the inflormative




Introducing an old way
to enjoy tobacco.

If you're one of the millions who
like to smoke, chances are you think
that smoking is the only way to
really enjoy tobacco.

Well, we have news for you:

There’s more than one way toenjoy
the pleasures of the tobacco leaf.

As a matter of fact, people have
been partaking of these pleasures in
ways that have nothing to do with
smoking for hundreds of years.

Satisfying the aristocrats:

Take the aristoeracy in England.

As far back as the 16th century,
they considered it a mark of distine-
tion—as well as a source of great
satisfaction—to use finely-cut, finely-
ground tobaceo with the quaint-
sounding name of “snuff”. At first,
this “snuff”’ was, as the name suggests, inhaled through
the nose.

Just a pinch:

Later on, the vogue of sniffing gave way to an even
more pleasurable form of using tobacco—placing just a
pinch in the mouth between cheek and gum and letting
it rest there.

Now, hundreds of years later, this form of tobacco is
having the biggest growth in popularity since the days
of Napoleon.

And what we call “smokeless tobaceo” is becoming a
favorite way of enjoying tobacco
with Americans from all walks of life.
Anything but obvious:

Why is “smokeless tobacco” be-
coming so popular in America?

There are a number of reasons.

One of the obvious ones is that it
is a way of enjoying tobacco that is
anything but obvious.

In other words, you can enjoy it
any of the times or places where
smoking is not permitted.

Thus, lawyers and judges who
cannot smoke in the courtroom,
scientists who cannot smoke in the
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Smokeless Tobacco. A pinchis all it takes.

N

laboratory, and many people who
like to smoke on the job, but aren’t
allowed to, often become enthusias-
tic users.

In the same way, people who work
or play with their hands get the com-
fort of tobacco—but don’t have to
strike a match or worry about how
to hold (or where to put) their ciga-
rette, cigar, or pipe.

The big four:

The four best-known, best-liked
brands of ‘“‘smokeless tobacco’ are
“Copenhagen”’, “Skoal” and the two
flavors of “Happy Days”.

All four are made by the United
States Tobacco Company, but each
has a distinctive flavor and person-
ality. (To make sure that distinetive
flavor is as fresh as it should be when you buy it, all
cans are dated on the bottom.)

Copenhagen, the biggest-selling brand in the world,
has the rich flavor of pure tobaceo. Skoal is wintergreen-
flavored. And Happy Days comes in either raspberry or
mint flavor—so it’s especially popular with beginners.

But if “‘smokeless tobaceo’ has many advantages for
lovers of tobacco, we must also admit it has one
disadvantage.

How to useiit:

It takes a little more time and practice to learn ex-
actly how much to use (a “tiny
pinch’ is the best way to describe it)
. and exactly how to useit.

To get over that minor problem,
we'll be happy to send you a free
booklet that explains how to get the
full enjoyment of “smokeless to-
baceco” —as well as a few pinches that
you can try for yourself.

(Write to “Smokeless Tobacco”,
~ United States Tobacco Company,

. Dept.P11, Greenwich, Connecticut
06830.)

Once you get the knack, you’ll find
you have something else, too: Another
great way to enjoy tobacco.
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aspects take sccond place to the exploita-
tive. In cach of the seven cases treated—
one the victim of multiple rape, an-
other with venereal disezse, a third suffer-
ing because she believes her breasts are
too small—the girls tirn up nude for
their examinations, and then the flm
switches to graphic llashbacks to display
the origins ol their troubles. In Grimm’s
Fatry Tales for Adulls, the tales have
been perverted with a vengeance. Prince
Charming must rouse his Sleeping
Beaury sexually: and the Wicked Queen
doesn’'t want Snow White's heart, she
wanis 11{.'1' SCX 0l'g.‘lnsv——!0 it SNO“"
White (Marie Liljedahl, who once
played in Inga) not only writhes naked
amid frogs and snakes. she also performs
fellatio on a bull. OK. which was Ger-
many'’s official entry for last year's Acad-
emy Awards, is another of the European
films that is having trouble finding Amer-
ican distribution. Its purportedly antiwar
theme centers in excruciating detail on a
squad of American Gls in Vietnam who
gang-bang. then murder a native girl.
Despite all this. even Germany for a
time debated whether or not o mvite, to
its Berlin Film Festival, Pier Paolo Paso-
lini’s Decameron, based on Bocciccio’s
ribald classic. Cannes. which is hardly
the world’s most puritanical festival, had
carlier rejecied it; and the Germans
themselves were of two minds right up
to the deadline. Described by a Fariety
correspondent as “the most sexplicit pic-
ture of the year and probably in the
history of Italin cinema,” 1the film is
veportedly a multiepisode treamment of
Boccaccio’s bawdy tales, one of which
imvolves a young man who, pretending

to be deaf and dumb, becomes the stud
of his local convent. Despite Pasolini’s
reputation, there is considerable ques-
tion as to whether it can ever play Amer-
ican theaters, even though it took one
of the top awards at Berlin, where it was
finally admitted.

France, increasingly hamsuung by
ever-tightening  censorship, managed to
produce few films in 1971 that generated
auy real excitement. Significantly. one of
the best, Louis Malle's Le Souffle an
Cocur (The Murmuring Heart), which
won accolades at the Cannes festival,
wits deemed objectionable by the French
precensor board because it includes a
youthful initiation into a brothel, a juve-
nile seduction and a scene in which the
teenage hero makes it with his mother. As
was true of Malle's carlier The Lovers,
none of this is played for shock value but,
vather, as an insight imo the growing
awarcness of a I4yem-old boy. The hlm
hasn’t been released in this country.

The English studios were in such deep
wouble in 1971 that virwally any pic-
ture of interest—The Music Lovers, Get
Carler, The Dewvils—was made for, and
prepaid by, an American company. One
of the kinkier of these, produced by
Hammer Films lor fun-loving American
International, was The Vampire Lovers,
a rather skillful interlacing of sex and
horror. Instcad of the amiliar Lugosi-
style vampire, we see the living dead
represented by cmvaceous Ingrid  Pire,
a sultry bruneuwe fatally drawn to crea-
uwes of her own sex (though the fatality
is unfailingly theirs). Miss Pitt, who
recurs in the film as Carmilla, Mircall
and Marcilla, also departs from the
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“Next time, Harriet, get rid of your bubble gum!

vampire norm by nipping her victims not
on the neck but on the breast, which
adds not only a 1ouch of Leshianism but
also a frisson of vovewrism whenever the
doctor must examine a shapely corpse for
the tellale marks. And where a stake
through the heart was formerly good
cnough to dispatch the doughtiest vam-
pire, now nothing less than decapitation
sufhices.

From Belgium came another vampire
tale, Daughtervs of Darlness, descoribed
by its director, Harry Kiimel, as “a
Gothic [Lriry tale lor full-grown adulis.”
They had beuer be. In it, the lovely
Delphine Sewrig (of Last Year at Marien-
bad) arrives out of scason at a plush
Ostend hotel with' a most voluptuous
companion, and the two girls begin o
terrorize . young honeymoon couple.
(The groom, we discover, is something
of a terrorist himsell: In a sudden trans-
port ol rage, he beats his bride with his
belt) We also discover soon  enough
that MAiss Seyrig is a vampire, the
Bloody Countess of the 16th Century,
who owes her youihiul good looks to
some 800 virgins in whose blood she has
bathed in her time. While still sucking
the blood of virgins in nearby Bruges,
she begins for some reason to concen-
uate on the no-longer-virginal girl ac
the hotel, and her companion becomes
equally interested in the young hus
band. It is sex cum sadism o its last
exquisite detail, when the vampive and
the bride bash in the face ol the hus-
band and enjoy his blood together.

The Laliams wavel the sexual-sadistic
route in Il Gallo a Nove Code (The
Cat o' Nine Tails), this one obviously
beamed at the American market by rea-
son of its co-stars, James Franciscus and
Karl Malden. A mystery melodrama
written and directed by Dario Airgento
(who Iast year hlmed the spine-tingling
The Bird with the Crystal Plr.rmagt'), it
includes incest, homosexuality, vast doses
of sadism—Kknifings, garrotings, a death
plunge down an elevator shati—and the
cool beauty of Catherine Spaak as she
ofters hersell, nude, 1o Franciscus. It was
rated GP for the United States.

And this points up not only a major
weakness in the coding system of the
Motion Picture Association of America
but the next bauleground on which the
pro-censorship lorces here seem likely to
regroup. For a long time, it has been
argued that the reason Americin pic-
tures have been so violence prone is that
they have been sexually deprived. 1f
love cannot be [reely expressed, so ran
the argument, it finds ultimate expres-
sion in acts of sadism and masochism.
Back in the days when the Production
Code, with its arbitrary *Thou shalts”
and “Thou shalt nots,” ruled the screen,
this seemed true enough and explained
a great deal about our movies. For the



past few years, however, the Code has,
in effect, been suspended. There 1s very
little of sex. love, nudity or pe 10
that can’'t be shown on the American
screen—and not llcccss:u'il}' with an X
rating.
But for all the permissivencss of the
screen today, violence has not
d. Quite the contrary. It has
grown stronger, more prevalent, more
obscene. In The Grissom Gang, most ol
the cast is machine-gunned in glorious
Metrocolor before the film has run its
cowmse. In The Hunting Party, Gene
Hackman takes an obviously perverted
pleasure in stalking an outlaw gang with
i high-powered rifle, splauering them all
over the landscape, then vengefully
shooting his unlaithful wife (Candice
Bergen) in the crotch. In The Beguiled,
a group of convent girls and teachers
avenge themselves on  their  seducer,

Clint Lastwood, by sawing off his leg
—in cdosc-up. Throm cuttings, wrisi
slashings, genital  smashings,  knifings,
beatings, amputations, shotgun blasts thae
sprinkle the scenery with gore—these
have become a customary ingredient of
today’s standard screen fare. And, more
olten than npot, rated GP. Where the
European censors are far more apt 1o
award an X lor excessive violence, the
M. P. A. A, remains obsessed with sexuali
ty and nudity; and the ner effea of this
has been 1o render its rating system
somnewhat less than satslactory as La
as cither “parental guidance” or the
churches are concerned.

And so, to the backlash against the
new permissivencss in sex onscreen than
began last year, there 1s now added the
lnl]lnl[ill‘_ Il';l'l Tllil'[ our "l(_]\jl"l ANE g]‘(!\\r‘-
mg o violent lor their own or oul
own—good, Without question, these two
issues are being hinked by the pro-censor
lorces in their redoubled ellorts 10 gain
the support ol otherwise liberal movie-
goars In moving o shackle not only
violence but sexuality onscreen.

Also without (]utsli(_m, the M. P. AL ACS
rating system, with its imprease classifi-
cations and blinkered concentration on
nudity, has helped create this situation.
For true decency implies more than the
mere absence ol lewdness, just as true ob-
scenity extends beyond simply the ex
it depiction ol sexual behavior.
violence belong on the sareen if they
are there as an inrinsic part of the
film maker's artistic and moral statement
about his world. But neither mt no
morality can be legislated. They can
ouly be encouraged and supported by
those enlightened audiences who see be-
yond the surlace ol the acuon into the
spirit that motivates it. The saddest fact
is that the industry, il only in its own
sell-mterest, has failed to take the initia-
tive to make this happen.

Metaxa 92 Proof Greek Specialty Liqueur. The distilled spirits in Metaxa
are grape brandy. Imported ta the U.S. solely by Austin, Nichols & Co., Inc.
New York, N.Y. When in Athens, visit the Metaxa Caves.

The blessingisnot
in living,
but in living well.

Seneca 8 B.C.-65 A.D.

METAXA is extravagant. At about 9_live alittle.



PLAYBOY'S ERECUTIVE QUIZ

expanded to play a role in promoting him
as well. Promotions, top management in-
sists. should be based on something more
solid than test scores,

The main criterion is past performance,
as judged by executives who themselves
have been promoted over the years. The
men who grant promotions like to think
they have good evidence to support their
decisions, but, since a promotion means
elevating a man 10 a new and more dil-
ficult job, evidence from the past is never
conclusive. When all is said and done,
the decision to promote 1s made on the
basis of a gut fecling in those who do
the promoting. They call this feeling
business instinct.

Successlul executives are perhaps the
only people who know what business in-
stinct is, and even they have trouble
defining it, though they'll tell you that
they know it when they see it. And for
them, that’s quite enough. But the con-
cept of an occult business instinct raises
the hackles of the psychological-testing
community. With some justification, the
testers feel that any behavioral trait, if
acarately enough defined, can be meas-
ured on a properly constructed psycho-
logical test. 1T such tests haven’t worked
in the past, the reasoning gocs, either top
management has failed to define its terms
adequately or the test has not been refined
to the necessary degree of sophistication.

Testers being what they are, it's not
surprising that they tend to blame the
top echelon. If the firm's key man had
a degree in behavioral science, then sure-
ly he could tell the testers precisely what
he was looking for. But, of course, if he
had such a degree, he’d be evaluating
Rorschach tests in the personnel depart-
ment instead of running the company.
The argument is circular and, therelore,
endless. Most likely, it will continue to be
resolved in favor of management, which,
after all, can always fire its testers, bt
testers can seldom reciprocate.

Even though management usually re-
mains unwilling to rely on such tests in its
promoting process, this hasn’t prevented
the testers from using them on captive job
applicants. The results have been sur-
prising. Nowadays, in addition to test-
ing an applicant’s suitability for the job
he's applying for, the testers can make
cerily accurate judgments about his poten-
tial for future advancement—measuring,
in effect, whether he has the skills to
qualify him for higher positions,

The quiz that follows was developed by
rraysoy’s own industrial psychologist. It's
based on one that has been in use for
a number of years and has shown a high
degree of accuracy in predicting man-
agement performance. It is as authorita-
tive as any briefl questionnaire can be, at
this date, and we have checked its valid-
ity in a survey of 150 executives whose

978 scores have been compared with ratings

(continued from page 187)

given them by their superiors.

Of course, you will not achieve an
accurate self-cvaluation unless you answer
all questions with ruthless honesty. No
person from personnel will be interpret-
ing the results, and your boss would most
likely ignore them anyway, so there’s no
reason not to be candid.

1. How much anxiety or discomfort
have you felt when speaking before a
large group?

a. very little
b. little
c. some
d. much
e. very much

. In the past, how often have people
misunderstood your writing?
a. never
b. rarely
€. sometimes
d. often
€. very olten

3. How often have people misunder-

stood what you have said 10 them?

a. never

b. rarely

C. sometimes

d. often

e. very often

How much difficulty have you had

writing reports over the past several

years?

a. very little

b. little

¢. some

d. much

e. very much

5. How olten have you found it difficult

to sell idcas to your superiors?
a. very seldom
b. seldom
C. sometimes
d. often
e. very olten
6. Based on past experiences, how self-
confident would you say vou are?
a. extremely, sometimes to an unreal-
istic degree
b. very
. somewhat more than average
d. about average, and realistic about
it
€. not very
7. How olten have you set difficult goals
for yourself but still attempted to
reach them?
a. very often
L. often
C. sometmes
d. seldom
€. never
8. Over the past year, how often have
vou taken risks?
a. generally
b. [requently
¢. sometimes
d. seldom
e. hardly ever

2

-

9. How comlortable have you heen in
new places and situations?
a. very comfortable
b. comfortable
c. sometimes comfortable, sometimes
uncomlortable
uncomfortable
e. very uncomfortable
10. How have you usually reacted to new
opportunities?
a. have taken advantage of all
h. have generally tried to take ad-
~vantage of all
c. have taken advantage of some
and not others
d. have not had many opportunities,
but have taken advantage of the
ones you've had
e. have failed o take advantage of
many
11. How often have you found that work-
ing with others interlered with get-
ting your own job done?
a. never
b. rarely
€. sometimes
d. often
e. very olten
12. Which of the [ollowing comes closest
to describing you?
a. [riendly and outgoing, with many
friends
b. very jolly, life of the party
¢ have a few really close friends and
a number of acquaintances
difficult to get to know, but friend-
ly after a time
e. mostly enjoy being alone
13. Your favorite jobs have been those
in which you:
a. interact with many people
b. work with a medivmssized group
c. work with a small group
d. work closely with one person
e. work by yoursell
On social occasions. when you have
encountered a stranger, you have gen-
erally:
a. introduced  yourself immediately
and tried to start a conversation
b. introduced  yourself  immediately
and carried the conversational ball
c. introduced  yourself and  waited
for him to respond
d. waited for him to make the first

=

d

11

move
e. avoided such encounters
15. How often have vou found that

working with others increases tension

or destroys your concentration?

a. never

b. rarely

C. sometimes

d. often

c. very often

16. In the past, you have handled vour

personal finances by:

a. closely budgeting  yourself and
keeping exact records of what you
spent



“How long's it been since you had your eyes checked, Mr. Oglesby?”
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“They say Europe has dried up as a souice
of restaurant personnel.”

=3

- keeping records and spending ac
cording 1o a general plan
. not keeping records but planning
your expenditures
. trying to watch budgets and keep
records but without much success
». playing it strictly by ear
. How do you feel about tasks requir-
ing routine opcrations and repeti-
tious calculations?
a. rather enjoy them
b. don't mind them once in a while
c. indifferent, can take them or leave
them
d. dislike them but would undertake
them if well paid
e. don't like them under any circum-
SLances
To what extent do you keep regular
hours and run your life by a schedule?
a. to a great extent
b. considerably
c. somewhat
d. slightly
e. not at all
Il something in your home needs fix-
ing, you typically:
a. auend to it immediately
b. put it off until a few important
matters are cleared up
c. put it off until you have most other
things out of the way
d. let it go until absolutely necessary
c. call in a repairman
How well organized do you consider
yoursclf?
a. extremely
b. largely
c. moderately
d. shightly
e. not at all

™

-

-~

How much have red tape and ad-
ministrative rules and regulations
bothered you on previous jobs?

a. not at all

b. very httle

c. somewhat

d. quite a bit

e. tremendously

. How do vou feel about economic

SUCCESS?

a. it’s the most important thing in
lile

h. it’s important

c. 1t's nice to have

d. it's not important

e. it makes no difference at all

How often have you tried out wild

or experimental ideas on your busi-

ness associates?

a. never

h. rarely

¢. sometimes

d. often

¢. constantly

How much have you enjoyed dis-

cussing commonplace topics with con-

ventional people?

a. very much

b. often

c. sometimes

d. rarely

¢. not at all

How do vou rate vour creativity

compared with that of your associates?

a. not creative

b. slightly creative

C. average

d. more creative than most

€. very creative

10

26. How much has it bothered you to be

notified at the last minute of work to
be done?

a. not at all

b. little

c. somewhat

d. considerably

e. very much

. How would you describe your capac

ity for tolerating ambiguity, frustra-
tion and contusion?

a. very great

L. greater than average

c. above average

d. about average

e. probably less than average

. In the past, when you were in the

midst of a problem, an interruption:

a. didn’t bother you at all—you even
enjoyed it

b. didn’t bother you much

c. bothered vou only a little, but you
preferred not to be interrupted

d. annoyed you, but not extremely

e. annoyed vou very much

_ You have generally preferred 1o

work on:

a. so many things that you can’t
finish them all

b. many things simultaneously

¢. several things at a time

d. a couple of things at a time In
order 1o remain interested 1n your
work

e. one thing at a time so you can do
a thorough job

When vou have thought deeply

about something and reached a con-

clusion, how difficult has it been for

someone 1o change your mind?

a. nearly impossible

b. very hard

c. quite hard

d. somewhat diflicult

¢. not difficult

. When you're out with friends, how

often are you the one who sugpgests

where to spend the evening?

a. almost always

b. Irequently

c. about as often as anyone clse in
the group

d. rarely

e. never

. How long have you generally persist-

ed in pushing to have an idea or a
I)I’Oj(_'(_'[ :i((t‘l)l('.d:‘
a. as long as possible
b. a long time
c. for a while
d. not very long
e. not at all
. When in school, yvou were:
a. extremely ambitious
b. quite ambitious
c. about average in ambition
d. not very ambitious
e. not at all ambitious



34

36.
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40.

41.

How displeased have you been when
your suggestions were ignored?

a. very much

b. much

c. some

d. litle

e. very litle

5. In dealing with a new person, have

your initial impulses been coopera-

tive or competitive?

a. very competitive

b. largely competitive

c. about halt and half

d. largely cooperative

C. \.'{fl')’ COOPC!'H[I\'C

Which of the following was most

typical of your school relationships?

a. You were usually a leader.

h. You were sometimes a leader.

c. Evervone was about equal.

d. You usually followed somecone
else’s lead.

€. You gencerally tried to conlorm.

. In the past, how have you usually be-

haved in conferences or on commit-

tees?

a. You felt free to express your
views and easily swayed others,

b. You felt [ree to express your
vicws, but others didn't always
share them.

¢ You were relucant to express
vour views, but they were usually
well received.

d. You were reluctant to express
your views and unsure of their re-
ception.

e. You usually didn’t participate.

When vou were in school, how

much did you influence other people?

a. very much

b. much

€. some

d. licele

e. very little

Compared with others, how do you

think you have rated as a super-

visor?

a. in the top one percent

b. in the top ten percent

c. in the top 20 percent

d. in the upper half

e. in the lower half

In past group discussions, to what

extent have you wried o make others

sce your point ol view?

a. to a great extent

b. to a large extent

c. to a moderite extent

. to a shght extent

e. not at all

If a subordinate challenges your de-

cision, you are willing to listen closely

and change your mind on the basis of
new f[acts:

it. nNever

b. seldom

C. sometimes

d. usually

e. always

Lip Savers are more fun
than that other chapped
lip stuff.

As much as you
might have liked
the good old stand-by
lip balm, you've got to

*  admit that it was never much
fun. So you probably used it
only when you really had to. After
your lips began to chap.

But Lip Savers are fun. They taste
good, smell good, and feel good. They glide
on, never cake on.

And if just plain fun isn‘t enough, here's
something that is. Lip Savers will help keep your lips from
ever getting chapped in the first place.

So pick your favorite Lip Saver flavor. There's
Spearmint, Orange Mint and Lime. And Unflavored.

Use Lip Savers and you'll never use that other
stuff again.

Don’t wait until your lips are chapped
to use Lip Savers.

1971 SEA & S%1 CORP., RENG, NEVADA
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44. You think it is very

42. You allow subordinates to participate

in decision making, but you make the
final decision yourself:

a. never

b. seldom

¢. occasionally

d. usually

e. always

43. If an employee does an unsatisfac-

tory piece of work, you keep an eye

on him:

a. so management won't get uptight

b. until he begins to show
improvement

c. until he shows moderate

improvement

until he shows considerable

improvement

e. until he achieves excellence

important 1o see

a fan deal from

d

that your stalf gets

higher management:

a. strongly disagree; it's up to higher
management to decide what's fair

b. disagree

¢ it depends

. agree

c. strongly agree

45. You have private conferences with

cmployees to help them improve:
a. never

b. seldom

c. now and then

d. often

e. at every opportunity

46. When you appraise a subordinate’s

performance, you discuss both his
strong and his weak points, indicat-
ing ways he can improve:

a. never

b. seldom

€. sometimes

d. usually

e. always

47.

48.

19.

50

ik

52,

You believe in promotion only in
accordance with ability; sentority
should not be considered:

a. strongly disagree

b. disagree

c. it depends

d. agree

e. strongly agree

You [eel it is necessary to increase
your subordinates’ knowledge of the
company so that they can relate their
work to corporate objectives:

a. not at all

b. very slightly

¢. somewhart

d. in most cases

e. always

You are conhident that your subordi-
nates will do satisfactory work with-
out constant pressure from you:

a. strongly disagree

b. disagree

¢ it depends

d. agree

e. strongly agree

You try to let your staff handle their
own jobs even when they make mis-
takes:

a. never

b. seldom

€. sometimes

d. usually

e. always

You are as interested in keeping
cmployees happy as in getting them Lo
work hard:

a. not at all

b. very slightly

c. somewhat

d. in most cases

e. always

When the quality or quantity of
departmental work is not satislactory,

“Ah, what do we have here? Scorpio rising?”

53.

54.

o
T
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59

60

you wiarn subordinates that your own
superiors will crack down unless there
is an improvement:
a. never
b. seldom
€. somclimes
d. usually
e. always
You want to know what your em-
ployees do on their own time:
a. never
b. scldom
c. sometimes
. usually
c. always
You feel that grievances are inevita-
ble and you try to smooth them over
as best you can:
a. never
b. rarely
¢. sometimes
d. usually
e. almost alwayvs
You disapprove ol unnecessary con-
versation among  your subordinates
during working hours:
a. very strongly
b. strongly
c. somewhat
d. slightly
e. do not object at all
You don't feel that employees need
to understand the reasons for doing a
job:
a. strongly agree
b. agree
c. depends on the situation
d. disagree
¢. strongly disagree
For the sake of harmony, you'll over-
look violations of petty or unimpor-
tant rules:
a4, never
b. seldom
C. sometimes
d. often
c. always
Problems among your workers will
usually solve themselves without in-
terference from you:
a. strongly disagree
b. disagree
c. it depends
d. agree
c. strongly agree
You encourage subordinates to gen-
crate their own projects rather than
wait for orders:
i, never
b. seldom
¢. occasionally
d. frequently
c. very frequently
Other things being equal, all workers
on the same job should receive the
sime pay:
a. strongly agree
b, agree
¢. it depends
d. disagree
e. strongly disagree; merit should
be rewarded



61. You give the most difficult jobs to
your most experienced workers:
a. always
b. usually
€. sometimes
d. seldom
€. never
62. You hesitate to make a decision that
will be unpopular with your subor-
dinates:
a. never
b. seldom
C. sometimes
d. uvsually
e. always
63. You watch work closely and criticize
whenever necessary:
a. always
b. usually
C. sometimes
d. seldom
e. never
64. If an inexperienced subordinate has
trouble with a diflicult jnl), you put
him to work on something else:
a. never
b. seldom
c. occasionally
d. usually
e. always
65. You give broad assignments and let
subordinates do their own planning:
a. never :
b. seldom
c. occasionally
. usually
e. always
66. You are very concerncd that your
subordinates are content and that
they have the things they need:
a. not atall
b. to a shght extent
¢, somewhat
d. usually
e. almost always

SCORING
The first 40 questions measure charac-
teristics in eighe broad categories direct-
ly related to management success. Add
up your score for each category, count-
ing cach A answeras 5, B as 4, C as 3, D
a5 2 and E as 1.

COMMUNICATION

Total for questions 1-5
SELF-CONFIDENCGI

Total for questions  6-10 _
SOCIARILITY

Total for questions 11-15
WORK HABITS

Total for questions 16-20
MANAGEMENT ORIENTATION

Total for questions 21-25
FLEXIBILITY

Total for questions 26-30
INITIATIVE

Total for questions 31-35
LEADERSHIP

Total for questions 36-40

Total for questions 1-40

Harvey Wallbanger
is taking Bloody Mary’s
place at brunc

Even the best of drinks cloy after a
time. So more people are switching
from Bloody Marys to Harvey Wall-
bangers at brunch.

Simple to make. Take 6 ounces of
orange juice, add 1 ounce of vodka,
and then splash %2 ounce of Galliano
over the top.

The o.j. gives it the freshness of
morning. The Galliano lends the i
intrigue of night. )

Next time, why not let
Harvey Wallbanger fill in for
Bloody Mary.

Fond of things Italiano?
Try adrink with Galliano.

McKESSON LIQUOR CO., 1970
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Communicatton involves the clarity of
vour thinking, vour ability to convey it
precisely in both speech and writing and
your composure when dealing with oth-
ers. The better managers in our sam-
ple group generally scored above 16.

Self-confidence measures how you face
new places and people, how you relate
to others, how you tke advantage of
opportunitics, how willing you are to
tuke risks and your own view of vour-
sell. (A poor sell-image almost always
indicates correspondingly mediocre per-
form;mu") Good ]'I'Idll:lgemﬂ'llt mMEn score
above 19,

Soctability indicates how you conduct
voursell with others—whether vou act
ageressively in soaal situations or follow
the crowd, and how much you enjoy
working with other people. The better
nlilll:lgcrﬁ score ahove 18.

Work habits bespeaks vour ability to
be a selistarter and self-organizer, as
well as to cope with the detail work that
is usually involved in canving a job
through 1o completion. A good score
exceeds 17.

Management orvientation simply shows
how well you like mumagerial tasks.
Lone-woll prolessional or creative types
score especially low in this category. The
better managers score above 15.

Flexibility is a measure of vour capac-
ity to handle a variety of projects at one
time, to tolerate conlusion and disorder
and to keep your cool when confronted
with last-minute reversals and interrup-
tions. Also included in this section are
vour reaction o rigid schedules and
vour prelerence for o job that keeps vou
in motion. The best executives score
above 15.

Initintive mdicates high ambition, com-
Jetitiveness, persistence and the extent o
which you believe in your ideas. Good
management men score above 19.

Leadership measures your past and
present influence over the people yon
have met, your ability to keep your head
while under fire and your willingness
to accept responsibility. A good score is
above 20,

A total of more than 125 [or all eight
characteristics  strongly  indicates  good
executive performance and good poten-
tial. If vou scored this high overall but
dipped below the good scores in a few
categories, those are areas in which 1m-
provement will help you become a better
minager.

Il your total is below 99, vou've
flunked the test. You are not just inade-
(quate management material, vou prnl;:t-
bly are not management material at all.
But before considering vourself a failure
as a human being, hang in a bit longer.
First, add up the totals for the first
five categories—communication, self-con-
fidence, sociability, work habits and
management orientation. Solid research
has shown that many characteristics of

oga successful managers are conspicuously

absent in creative people. The man of
lertile and inventive mind has often had
an unhappy childhood and has been
somewhat antisocial ever since. He Fre-
quently underestimates his talents, re-
sents working on any schedule but his
own, rebels against authority, tends to-
ward extremes in both thought and action
and simply cannot fit the moderating role
that comes so casily to the successful
executive,

With a total score under 75 in the
first five categories, you would be delud-
ing yourself to expect much success in a
management career. You'd be miserable
il you wied and, given the increasing
sophistication of today’s personnel-test-
ing apparatus, vou'd have a tough time
gewting there in the first place. Prospec-
tive corporate emplovers don’t  want
you, because you don't want them. In-
stead, strive to work on your own. in
whatever creative field most appeals 10
vou. Rather than being a corporate staff
engineer, sct up your own office. Or,
depending on vour interests, you might
belong i medicine, architecture, show
business, education, the wrts, law, vou
name it. An organization man you aren’t.
Thoreau would have scored perhaps 30
in these five categories, and Michelangelo
and Da Vinci wouldn't have done much
better. Count your blessings, but ignore
the rest of vour score.

- - -

The remaining 26 questions measure
the style and effectiveness of your execu-
tive leadership. For these questions, A
answers count 1; B, 2; C, 3; D, 4; and L,
5. Add up your total for questions 41
through 51 and then compute your total
for questions 52 through 66.

STEP ONE

Total for questions 11-51
STEP TWO

Total for questions 52-66

A high score on step one—anvthing
over 15 or so—indicates that you are
capable of getting muaximum perforn-
ance from your subordinates by achiev-
ing a fine balance between strictness and
permisstveness that fosters a work envi-
ronment neither authoritarian nor anar-
chistic. You are fair and open-minded
and you can expect the work of your
subordinates to rellect these good quali-
ties. The best executives in our sample
averaged 44 on step one: if your score
was near that (or, especially, above it),
vou are blessed with the psychological
make-up of a first-rate manager. A score
substantially under 44, however, indi-
cates that vou have a problem, and step
two may help you hind it.

Step two measures deviation from the
ideal norm wherein the manager neither
drives his workers mercilessly nor lets
them trample all over him. The perfect

score for step two is 45. In our sample,
almost all the good executives clustered
between 40 and 50. A score that deviates
significantly from this range, whether
higher or lower, indicates a manager
who is not getting maximum perform-
ance from his emplovees. He has, in
lact, committed the basic error described
by both Confucius and Aristotle: stray-
ing from the middle path.

If you scored above 50 on step two.
vou are probably too lenient. Executives
who rate exceptionally high here are
often criticized for being “overly demo-
cratic.”” They place great emphasis on
friendship  with  their employces—so
much so that performance suffers. If
you [all into this category, you shy away
[rom criticizing employces even when
they need it, you waive the rules so
[requently that you can't rule the waves
and you hesitate to hand out difficult
assignments, perhaps preferring 1o do
them yourself. (One of the unarguable
[actors in executive success is not the
ability to do a job well but the ability to
eet others 1o do it well)

With a score well below 40, you have
gone too far in the opposite direction.
Your department is not achieving maxi
mum  productivity, because the staff
worries more about your unlavorable re-
action than about doing its job. In
extremis, your employees are paralyzed
with fear. Executives of this type are
overly domineering, insensitive to the
needs of subordinates and run their de-
partments the way Victorians ran homes
for wayward girls. Such managers usualiy
claim to be preoccupied with production.
Actually, they are sabotaging production
by fiiling to take advantage of their
workers” individualism. If you find your-
sell in this category, loosen up.

One hnal word: A corporation is a
social mamix in which many personali-
ties meet and merge. If social psychology
has  demonstrated any proposition  be-
vond doubt, it is that interpersonal net-
works tend to reinforce themselves. If an
executive is too permissive, the reason is
not totally his own personality; it is
partly a creation of the matrix itsell. He
may, for instance, be reacting to an
overly dominant superior or 10 a profes-
sionally oriented boss who is so creative
as to ignore management problems, or
even to i boss who is himselfl too people
centered, Whatever the case, each per-
son in the web is subtly and uncon-
sciously maintaining the habits, good
and Dad, of all the others. A worthwhile
use for this quiz, therefore, is as a group
project. A brain-storming session after
ward might shed surprising light on how
defects in some executives are actual-
ly responses to those above and below
them. This is well worth learning. No
failure is incurable unless everyone in-
volved tacitly agrees to wreat it as such.
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To ota 1ntroduces a hardtop
For times when you wish you had a station wagon.

THE NEW CORONA HARDTOP has
a back seat that gets out of the
way when you need more room.

Just fold it down. And long,
clumsy items fit right through
the trunk into the spot where
the back seat was. Altogether,
you get about six feet of
continuous cargo space.

While the Corona gives you
plenty of open space, it also
comes pretty well filled with

standard features. The kind you
usually pay exira for.

A front passenger seat that
flips down and slides forward
all by itself. So you can get in
and out of the back a lot easier.

Power brakes with front discs.

Fully reclining bucket seats.
Snap-out nylon carpeting.
Locking glove box. Plenty of
convenience lights. Trouble
light. Tinted windows.
Whitewalls. Wheel covers.
Chrome trim. Bumper guards.
And even a can of touch-up
paint.

Under the hood, the Corona
has a powerful overhead cam

engine that lets you cruise as

fast as you're allowed to cruise.

Yeu still gets great gas mileage.
So you see, when you buy a

Corona you get a roomy,

practical, powerful hardtop.
Or is it a station wagon?

TOYOTA

We're quality oriented

For your nearcst Toyota dealer, call B00-243-6000 toll-free. (In Connecticut, 1-800-882-6500.)



Enjoy better tasting tap water with an
activated charcoal water filter. Get

this $12.99 value water filter for just $5.00
and two Tareyton wrappers.

Send check or money order (no cash) to: Water Filter,
Dept.H, P O. Box 4486, Chicago, lll. 60677
Offer expires Dec.31,1972.
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Filter for better taste the Tareyton way
with activated charcoal.

Enjoy the mild taste ofTareytc;ﬁ .
with the Activated Charcoal Filter.
King Size or100’s.
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: ) King Size: 17 mg. “tar~, 1.1 mg. nicotine: 100 mm: 18 mg.~1ar", 1.2 mg. nicotine;
- &v. per cigarette, FTC Report Nov. '70.
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