ENTERTAINMENT FOR MEN MARCH 1971 » ONE DOLLAR

PLAYBOY

12 PAGES ON THE
GIRLS OF HOLLAND

CANDID INTERVIEW
WITH DICK CAVETT

PLAYBOY TESTS
THE MINI-CARS

A REVEALING
PORTRAIT OF
MAYOR DALEY




Lee Four-Pocket Bells. You're
on top of it, man. A cut above the rest. With
four patch pockets instead of the ustal two. Four-
button fly. And fabric that feels like velvet but it's a brushed
cotton sateen. The fit goes like this. Low on the hipbones.
Lean in the leg. Super-wide in the bells. Yeah, super. in Cherry-
wood. Barely Pink. Mist Green. Beige. Wedgewood Blue.

From $8.50. At fine stores everywhere.
One up in style

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




THE NEW TOYOTA COROLLA
has no reason to be afraid

of heights. This year it's
almost ten inches longer than
it was last year. (161.4 inches
long.) So even six footers can
stretch out, And almost two
inches wider. (59.3 inches
wide.) So four good-sized
people can expect no battles
with leg cramps or arm cramps
or neck cramps.

All this room is nice. But the
Corolla’s $1798* price includes
much more than space.

It includes a stylish body.
Front fender sidelights neatly
tucked into a wrap-around
grill. Two air scoops at the

windshield. Larger taillights.

It includes things to help
keep the car around long past
its time. Four coats of paint.
An undersealed chassis to drive
away rust and corrosion. A
frame and body welded into
one piece. And a five-main-
bearing engine.

It includes luxury and
convenience items. White
sidewall tires. Tinted glass.
Thick snap-down nylon carpets.
Fully reclining bucket seats.
All-vinyl interior. Glove box.
And a recessed rear parcel shelf
for more storage area.

It includes a 73 horsepower
engine that cruises at 78 mph.
Yet still squeezes about 28

miles from each gallon of gas.

And it includes a sealed
lubrication system. So the
chassis never has to be greased.

It doesn't include air
conditioning or automatic
transmission or AM/FM radio
or sterco tape deck. They're
extra. {Oh well, you can't
have everything.)

By now, it should be obvious
that $1798 gets you plenty.
Even if you're six feet tall.

Seven feet. That's another
story.

TOYOTA

We're quality oriented

Most cars under $1800
are for people under six feet.

‘Manufacrurer's suggested retarl price. 2 Dr. Sedan S!793 D0 Fastback $1918 200 Wagon $1958. Accessorics, opwns, dealer preparanion, freight and 1axes exira
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PLAYB"- THE LAST OF THE BIG-CITY BOSSES in_ America, Ri(thﬂl'(l :[. ]_');IIC}-', runs Chi_('ngn like a ficfdom. In

an era in which eloquence and charisma are considered indispensable political assets, he lacks both
to an almost laughable degree. Yet his counterparts, the “new politicians” such as John Lindsay of New York City
and Carl Stokes of Cleveland, must sometimes leel like trading a litde ol their charm for a shot of Daley's power.
Chicago’s four-term mayor (he runs lor an unprecedented fifth term next month) is seen by many as repressively
reactionary, by others as an elfective, tough-minded executive; but for writers, whose only access to the man consists
ol press conlerences, where he pours out a curious blend of invective and non sequiturs, he is an elusive, complex,
almost inscrutable figure. Mike Rovko—whose personality portrait of Daley, Hizzoner, is expanded in Boss—Rich-
ard J. Daley of Chicago, to be published later this month by L. P. Dutton—began working as a reporter at about
the time his subject became mavyor 15 years ago. Since then, Daley has accumulated virtually unparalleled polit-
ical power—he was courted by both Kennedy brothers in their Presidential bids—and Royko has become the star
columnist of the Chicazo Daily News, exposing the city’s political machinery to his corrosive wit and sarcasm.
Dick Cavett, the subject of this month's Playboy Interview, has managed to bring to television—in the course ol
his down-and-up career in that middlebrow medium—a refreshing air of insouciance and intelligence. Since taking
over as ABC’s entry in the latenight talkshow derby, Cavetrt has atracted outspoken and provocative guests and
given them a chance to tell his unusually loyal audience what's on their minds. In addition to [eaturing none ol the
Gabor sisters, Cavett presents such unusual and compelling personalities as Orson Welles, Norman Mailer, con-
sumer crusader Ralph Nader and prison reformer Tom Murton, last month’s Interview subject. Turning the
tables on Cavett, former Associate Editor Harold Ramis herein interviews the interviewer at length and in depth.
George Axelrod, author ol such Broadway hits as The Scven-Year Itch and such screenplays as Haow to Mur-
der Your Wife, contributes this month’s lead fiction. Where Am 1 Now When I Need Me? is the gleeful tale of a
tough-tuck writer who has the good lortune to meet one of New York’s most beautiful, expensive and loony call-
girls. A book-length version will be published by Viking Press in May. Another familiar name in this montl’s fiction

i
AXE FLACRKS

PURDY QULEN HIGDON KALIN : IFOLKES URBA
line-up is Ellery Queen. In The Tloee Siudents, the problem is. ol course, academic and, just as naturally, solved
with the flair that has made Queen (who is really Fred Dannay) one of the finest mystery writers around.
The great white shark is perhaps the most mysterious and territying member ol a species that has not evolved
since its first appearance 370,000,000 years ago. Writer Peter Matthiessen and a film crew sailed oll the coasts of Al-
rica and Australia in quest of these vicious predators and, after days ol fruitless searching, fially found and photo-
graphed several of the sharks. This strange and dangerous adventure is related in Shark!, parts ol which will appear
in his book Blue Meridian: The Search for the Great White Shark, 1o be published this spring by Random House.
Unlike the shark, man is constantly changing in order to survive. But he'll have to do a hell of a lot better at
it, according to Polluted Man, by Articles Editor Arthur Kretchmer. Having given up hope that the environmental
crisis would be met with any kind of official action, Kretchmer decided to consider the problem from the perspective
ol human adaptability. An exhaustive study of anthropology texts gave him the background he needed to design a
new man capable ol handling smog, noise, pollution, garbage, computers and his fellow human beings. Another
form of survival, in the upward-mobile world ol business, 1s studied in Hal Higdon's rules ol Executive Chiess, a
game of moves and strategies as subtle and carefully planned as those ol its classical counterpart. Youthlul radicalism,
a topic that seems to provoke shrill analysis from almost every quanter, is considered in two unusually thoughtlul
essays by sociologist Richard Flacks and psychoanalyst Bruno Bettelheim, who disagree over The Rools of Radical-
ism but argue calmly and cogently. To see why many of today's alienated young have flocked to Holland this past
year, Associate Travel Editor Reg Potterton and Stafl Photographer Alexas Urba visited this liberated land and
produced the evocative leature Amsterdam . . . and the Girls of Holland. Rounding out the issue: The Box, James
Kahn's story about some perils of the postal service that go beyond rain, sleet and snow; Ffolkes' Infferno, a vision ol
the nether regions by the British cartoonist; The Mini Revolution, a test-driven appraisal ol the current small-car
crop by Contributing Editor Ken W. Purdy; and many other fine features 1o make yours a memorable Mare h.



vol. 18, no. 3—march, 1971

PLAYBOY.

CONTENTS FOR THE MEN’'S ENTERTAINMENT MAGAZINE

PLAYBILL . e L s e e R T UM |
DEAR PLAYBOY . ... . ... PR | |
PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS. oot o e _— 21
THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR ... ... L 45
Smaort Rainwear P. 125
THE PLAYBOY FORUM... . . Ll s N oy P S |
PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: DICK CAVETT—candid conversation . .. 69
WHERE AM | NOW WHEN | NEED ME? —fiction.. _______ GEORGE AXEIROD 80
A PLAYBOY PAD: WALK-IN WORK OF ART—modern living..________._________ 85
POLLUTED MAN—fantasy ... ... T ] ARTHUR KRETCHMER 90
THE CURIOUS STORY OF CHERIE IN WONDERLAND —pictorial . e, 93
SHARK!I =ariel0: i i srinrrassmatraaiissiroessiaie e aarees .PETER MATTHIESSEN 98
THE MINI REVOLUTION—modern living ... ... KEN W. PURDY 102

THE ROOTS OF RADICALISM —articles _BRUNO BETTELHEIM and RICHARD FLACKS 106

SNOW BUNNY —playboy's playmate of the month ... . ... . 110
PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES—humor. . S e L e e S e LU [ || -]
MEXICO, SI!—food and drink..._ ... ... THOMAS MARIO 120
THE BOX—fetlon n . oo e s s o STARES TICARHR 123
SMART ENOUGH TO GO OUT IN THE RAIN —atftire.. .. _ROBERT L. GREEN 125
VARGAS GIRL—pictorial. ...... e s ATBERTC SWARGAS ! 1128
THE THREE STUDENTS —fiction............_ ... ... ... ...ELLERY QUEEN 131

FROM RUSSIA, WITH LIMERICKS —humor. . .. .J. F, O'CONNOR 133

AMSTERDAM —travel REG POTTERTON 134

... AND THE GIRLS OF HOLLAND—pictorial ... .. ARSI TR B L . 136

THE HOLE IN THE BED—ribald classic.._. . ... ... 149

‘ﬂ EXECUTIVE CHESS—artiele ...............ccoovnncicicnecieccirirsnssnerneenn HAL HIGDON 150
£ %

: 4 ‘ ‘.' HIZZONER—personalily.. .. ... i .MIKE ROYKO 153
A\

f % FFOLKES' INFFERNO—humor... ... ... MICHAEL FFOLKES 154

[ DN ,
= JIMMY THE LOG—h oo B KUBAN 197

Playbay Pod P. 85

CHMICAGO, ILLINGIS 60611 RETURN POSTAGE MUST ACCOMPARY ALL MANUSCRIPTS, DRAWINGS AND PHOTOGRAFHS sup-
ALL RIGHT IN LETTERS ENT TO PLAYBOY WILL RE TREATED AS UNCOM-

GENERAL OFFICES: PLAYEOY HUILDING, 91% N, MICHIGAN AVE.,
MITTED IF THEY ARE TO BE RETURNED AND NO RESPONSIDILITY CAM BE ASSUMED FOR UNSOLICITED MATERIALS
OITIONALLY ASSIGNED FOR PUBLICATION AND COPYRIGHT PURPOSES AND AS SUBJECT TO PLAYEOY'S UNRESTRICTED RIGHT TO EDIT AND TC COMMENT EDITORIALLY. CONTENTS COPY-
RIGHT © 1571 BY HMH PUBLISHING CO, INC. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. PLAYBOY AND FABBIT HEAD SYMBOL ARE MARKS OF MMH PUELISHING CO. INC., REGISTERED U. S. PATENT OFFICE,
MARCA REGISTRADA, MAROUE DEPOSEE. NOTHING MAY PE REPRINTED IN WHOLE OR IN PART WITHOUT wRITTEN PERMISSION FROM THE PUBLISHER. ANY SIMILARITY DETWEEN THE PEOPLE
AMD PLACES [N THE FICTION AND SEMIFICTION IN THIS MAGAZINE AND ANY REAL PEOPLE AND PLACES 15 PURELY COINCIDENTAL. CREDLTS: COVER: MCODEL PEGGY SMITH, PHOTOGRAPHY
BY DAVID CHAN, CTHER PHOTOGRAPHY EY: ACME. P. 3: 6. ARSENAULT, P. 106-107. A. CLIFTON, P. 3 (2); T. KEYSER, P. 3; R. KLEIN, P. §9: P. MARSHALL, P. 3; L. MC SORLEY, P.
83, BE; M. MILLS. P. 3: A. PAPPE. P. 94.95 (5); 5. SEED. P. 3; R. SEYMOUR, P. 3; 4. SIERACKI. P. 3; ¥

PLAYBOY, MARCH, 1571, VOL. 18, NO. 3. FUBLISHED MONTHLY BY HMH PUBLISHING CO. INC., IN HNATIONAL AND FREGIONAL EDITIONS. PLAYBOY BUILDING, S1% N
MICHIGAN AVE., CHICAGO, ILL. 60€11. SECOND-CLASS POSTAGE PAID AT CHICAGO, ILL., AND AT ADDITIONAL MAILING OFFICES. SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE U. 5., $10 FOR ONE YEAR



Like anything that lets you be
yourself.
It happens every time. Get inlo a

Mustang and something gets into you.

- Is it because Mustang has more
rooflines than all its competitors?
A choice of six different engines?

Or is il because Mustang offers so
many options to select from—so many
ways to make it uniquely, totally
- personal?

Is it something simple, like an
instrument panel that gives you

organized information for a change?
Is it the proud new profile of
this Mach 1? Is it the NASA-Lype
hood scoops and competition
suspension you get at no extra cost?
No. Mustang is more. IU’s greater

than the sum of its paris. It’s some-

thing you have to discover. Like
yourself.
Your Ford Dealer will help you
make Mustang an original creation.
Ford gives you bhetter ideas. (A
better idea for safety: Buckle up.)
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Announcing Comman
Protein Hair Thickener.

(Itactually thickens thin hair.

It thickens thin hair. It gives fine hair
body. It makes thinning hair look
thicker. Its unique protein formula ac-
tually builds hairup...adds noticeable
fullness. Itcontrolshair naturally with-
out oil, without grease. New Com-
mand Protein Hair Thickener. It does
what it says.

©) Copyright 1971, Alberto-Culver Co., Melrosa Park, lil.
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you'l like it
all ways.

What youfind so easy fo likeina
Daiquiri is just as easy ta like in

a screwdriver, with tonic or on the e
rocks. You see, Bacardi rum is \ “a
smooth and light. And it hasa very &, '

subtle flavor that's dry not sweet. ~, -
In fact, Bacardi is so dry, it makes great 3
martinis. So use Bacardi light rum the way

yau use gin or vodka. And you'll like it right
off. Another way.

BACARDI.rum-the mixable one

SEMD FOR YOUR FREE BACARD! PARTY KIT @197] BACARD! IMPOATS INC. BACARDI BLOG , MIAMI FLA 33137 RUM &I
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aravich 1967
His hair was still wet behind the ears.
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Pete Maravich 1971.
Introducing Vitalis Dry Control.

Sure. Years ago, Pete Maravich wet his
hair down with oils, grease and water. Most
guys did back then. .

But this is 1971. And Pete knows better.

Today he likes his hair dry. No oils. No
grease. No water.

So he combs his hair casual. And he
knows it'll stay that way with new Vitalis
Dry Control.

Dry Control is a different kind of hair

groom. It's a spray that keeps your hair in
place without slicking it down. It's dry. It's
casual. And it's natural.

In fact, it's even more than natural. It's
supernatural. Because you know it's there...
but you just can't see it.

And that's what most guys want today.
Unless they're still wet behind the ears.

The Supernatural.

You know it's there, you just can’t see it.
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f you want, I want to
' 2. i E:::: " find my
You mean... r ror teddy bese.
r 1. W as a cigarette good taste? Yy —
Winston tastes should.
good like a \_ y 3
cigarette should. . g

[Wmslon

| _ LS
Next time you're out in your nght but they sure know how to
Bi-plane, why not buy a pack of  make it right with specially proc-
Winstons. Winston may not say it essed|FILTER BLEND]|" tobaccos.
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THE UNMAKING OF A MUSCOVITE
William F. Buckley's report on Mos-

cow, A Million and One Nights in Soviet
Russia (rLavsoy, December 1970), is one
of the most scintillating and illuminating
picces I've ever seen on this melancholy
subject, and one that reinforced my dec-
ades-long nondesire 1o visit Sovict Russia
or any part thereol.

Reuben Maury

Chiel Editorial Writer

The News

New York, New York

What is there to say except thar Bill
Buckley's piece was delightlul to read and,
mdeed, a work of art—if you dehne a
work of art as something made out of
nothing by sheer observation, imagination,
allectionateness and  wit. In effect, the
author was faced with a nonevent, a can-
celed occasion, since the Russian Commit-
tee had deaded it was a good time to slim
the door in Uncle Sam’s [ace. In addition
to having a nonevent 1o report, Buckley
was popped by the same Committee—
which failed 1o keep him o aliogether—
mto a stringently maintained  vacuum
bottle, for it is surely obvious that the job
of those Ninas and Violas and whoevers
was to keep him surrounded, keep him
from mecting people and exchanging real
information with them and really seeing
things. They'd have pumped the air out of
that bottle if they could have. For him 1o
hitve managed, despite all these handi-
caps, to tell so much and so amusing a
story, so unbelievably without a taint of
mitlice in circumstances that would most
ceviainly have justified it, is some kind of
Hemingway high ol reportage, I'd say.

Sophie Wilkins

Edior

Borzoi Books

New York, New York

Bill Buckley sure used the Damascene-
Buckleyan blade on the Russians. One
thought occurs—that, essentially, Russian
ofhcialdom is not p mmarily brutal, bigot-
ed and vicious, surely not subtle, but
simply, in the dictionary sense, childish,
A urzlll}' smart people—say, the French
or the Spaniards—would know that ridi-
cule is the weapon that in the end will
slay communism, that the muzhiks who

poke around in the tash and swill for
mutilated copies of Solzhenitzyn or 1If
and Pewrov will eventually belly-laugh
the humorless, absurd, bureauncratic carni
catwres to death. That i1s what Cervantes
proved in Don Quixote about the Age ol
Chivalrty—namely, that when the com
mon [olk begin to Inugh, the circus is up.
Robert Maoses
New York, New York
A consullant in stale- and municipal-
plannimg  affairs throughout the U.S.,
Robert Maoses will be remembered  as
president of the 9841965 New York
World’s Fany and consolidator of New
Yorle City's parl and parkway systems.

Frank Shakespeare and Henry Loomis
[director and deputy director of USIA]
jein me in agrecing that Buckley's obser-
vitions are witty, perceptive and compas-
sionate.

Kempron B. Jenkins

Assistant Director

United Stares Information
Agency

Washington, D. C.

ALL OUR YESTERDAYS
There are few writers today who have
the “common touch.” but of those who
do, Richard Brautigan is far and away the
best. Little Memoirs (pLavisoy, December
1970) managed o be both touching and
evocative without being saccharine. Those
of us who were kids during World War
Two and were responsible for the old
tires, the mountamns of wistepaper and the
oceans ol discarded cooking  grease—all
dutifully saved as part of our eftorts 1o
spit “right in der Fithrer's [ace”—may
remember it only vaguely. But Brautigan
remembers it very well, indeed: T am in
his debt for the warm glow ol nostalgia
that I felt after reading his picce.
Simon Porter
New York, New York

Some ycars ago, 1 was drinking cof-
fee at the 1/Thou coffechouse in San
Francisco's Haight-Ashbury and was intro-
duced to a slender fellow whose mus-
tache and oversized hat had just about an
equal droop. He was a poct, our mutual
friend said, but so was everybody else on
the street. The poet and 1 shook hands
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and ignored each other. It was a pleasure
meeting him again in the pages ol your
December issue. The two pages ol Little
Memoirs were well worth the price of
the entire magazine—and equal to any-
thing that was published in In Watermel-
on Sugar or Trout Fishing in America.
Halloween in Denver struck me partic-
ularly as vintage Brautigan—slim, taut
prose. as beautiful in its way as the
Golden Gate Bridge and practically as
tough. :

Richard O'Farrell

Los Angeles, Calilornia

For an economy of words. Richard
Brautigan is just about the best going—
the man writes prose haiku. Corporal
was a nice bit of nostalgia. The Literary
Life in California | 1964 was a humorous
picce with a surprising—in a literary
sense—twist  ending, but Halloween in
Denver was pure dummond. Hilarious,
bittersweet.  charming  (in the  classic
sense). T looked down at her and she
looked up at me and our eyes met in
laughter, but it wasn't o loud, because
suddenly we weren’t at home. We were
in Denver, holding hands at a street
corner, waiting for the light to change.”
Writing prose may be. as somebody once
expressed 1t a compulsion, but writing
poetry is a gilt of God.

Malcolm Roberts
Detrvoit, Michigan

NOTES ON THE UNDERGROUND
Jacob Brackman's The International
Comix Conspiracy (reavsoy, December
1970) was very timely and exwemely
accurate, What T liked best about Brack-
man’s picce was that he dide’t underesti-
mate the political power and polemical
influence ol these artistic mind-zaps. Too
many people think ol these books as
idiotic pornographic pop objects, which
thevre not. It's quite obvious that every-
where, especially in areas where political
consciousness has not developed at an
average rate, kids (like myself, T'm a teen-
ager) would much rather dig on a Zap or
a Bijon than on boring Marxist bullshit,
These comix are as much a part ol the
revolution as other, more politically ori-
ented hooks.
R. Wirick
Mansheld, Ohio

Brackman said that I “atributed juve-
nile murder. suicide and maladjustment
10 the overstimulation of horror comies.™
To claim that I ever said that is non-
sense. It is erecting a straw man who is
supposed to have made ridiculous state-
ments, so that he can be knocked down.
What I wrote in Seduclion of the Inno-
cent was entirely different. 1 found that
the excess of violence and brutality in
mass media, of which comic books are
now only a minor part. can have an
adverse effect on immature minds and

can be a conwibuting factor—no more
—to different kinds ol maladjustment.
Various lactors interact and affect im-
pressionable minds. My conclusions are
based on careful clinical studies that
have been conhrmed by leading behav-
ioral scientists. As far as the new semi-
underground comix are concerned. they
belong to a very difterent area. Their
very crudity and utter vulgarity will hy
themselves  prove self-defeating in the
fong run.

Fredric Wertham, M. D.
New York, New York

I greatly enjoved  Jacob Brackman's
article on the comics. 1 always felt the
medivm got a royal screwing from sell-
serving censors and  kiddie  protectors
who took the guts out ol it. Now, at long
last, Bob Crumb and cohorts are vevers-
ing the process with some screwing ol
their own. Some ol their stuft is brilliant,
some of it is lousy—Dbut all ol it is free ol
death-dealing censorship. And. as always
happens in matters ol this sort, the good
stulf will thrive and the bad will disap-
pear. It is about time to give comics a
chance to become an adult art form.
Movies did it. Why not comies?

Al Jafiee
Mad Magazine
New York. New York

As Mad-dicts know, Jaflee is vesponsi-
bie for much of the well-loved nonsense
that appears in those pages.

When the underground comix suffer
increased  circulation, they will subse-
quently be watered down. R. Crumb
enjovs freedom in doing his thing be-
cause he is not divectly stepping on any
big pockethooks. Like all artists. he is
allowed 1o make his most trathful state-
ment belore he is discovered by the
masses, or, in the vernacular of the estab-
lishment, untl he becomes a “success.”

Bob Montana
Meredith, New Hampshire

Montana is the creator of dvchic, Jug

head and crew.

With the birth of the underground
comix, whole new creative vistas have
opened up for cartoomists. Instiead of
conforming to the Comics Code, under-
ground publishers have devised a rating
system, much like the rating system used
by the motion-picture industry in this
country. All underground comix are X
rated and clearly state “Adults only™ on
their covers. Now comic books again en-
jov the same freedom from censorship as
novels and motion pictures. People are
shocked by underground comix because
for the past 15 years, under the Comics
Code, comix haven't been allowed 1o
communicate with adult readers. Today's
comix reflect the same moral armosphere
that is refleaed m today’s novels and
movics. But movies and novels—unlike
comics—have been allowed the Treedom

to make a gradual wansition from what
they were in the Filuies to what they are
now, Unul the underground comix began
publishing, comics were stifled. Compar-
ing a pre-1953 issue ol Two Fisted Tales
Comics with Brjou Funnies is a lot like
comparing the motion picture Singin' in
the Rain with Myra Breckinridge. As co-
publishers ol Bryou Funmwes, Skip Wil
liamson and I have received a pile ol
letters from cartoonists who worked on
comic books in the Forties and Filties.
Their joy at the advent ol the undea
ground comix seems to be unasiimous.

Jay Lynch

Bijou Publishing Empire, Inc.

Chicago, Ihinois

Lyncl's is the head behind Navd 'n

Pat, an cver-popular underground-comix
duo.

Brackman says, “A Comics Code Au-
thority. controlled by the [lolks who
I)uhlish Archie, pressured national distrily
utors into dropping comics that lacked
their own censor’s Scal of Approval.”
Apparently, the cquation resulied Irom
the simplistic deduction that 1 am the
publisher of  Archie comics and also
president of the Comics Magazine Asso-
ciation ol America, ol which the Comics
Code Authority is a componer.

But the C. M. AL A, from the time of s
organization, in 1954, to the present day,
has consisted of more than 80 percent of
all publishers ol comics magazines in the
United States. Does it make sense that
competing publishers would submit con-
wol of the contents and distribution of
their publications 1o a single competitor?

It is equally absurd to state that the
Comics Code Authority pressured nation-
al distributors into dropping comics that
lacked the Code Authority’s Seal of Ap-
proval. Even Brackman must know that
such action would have subjected the
Code Authority. the C M.AL AL and s
members 1o antitrust, restraint-ol-trade
action by the Government or by publish
ers who were denied distribution. The
fact is that those publishers who have
not joined the C. M. AL AL and have not
participated in its sclf-regulation program
have continued to obtain national distri-
bution for their comics publications,

John L. Goldwater

President

Comics Magazine Association
of America, Inc

New York. New York

Brackman veplies: “After the Kefawoer
Committee heavings on the hovrors of
comics, Goldwater helped formulate the
Plan by which most comics publishers
agreed to vegulate themselves. He denies
that the C. M. A_A. or any of s members
applied *pressuve’ (through magazime dis-
tributors or otherwise) agamst comics thai
violated the Code’s guidelines. He would
like us to belicve that they simply passed
into sudden  public disfavor and  disa -
peared from the newsstands. The truth i
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that screws were turned—nothing illegal,
but ‘pressure’ Goldwater was on the
front lines of the batile to save American
youth from all sorts of corruptions. But
he wasn’t mevely a disinterested moral
waltchman. As publisher of the inoffensive
(unreal, unimaginative) Archie, he stood
to gain from the curlailnent of his far-
out competitors (such as William Gaines,
who al that time published the E.C. hor-
ror line, as well as Mad). Goldwater would
like us to believe that there wasn’t any-
thing like censorship in the comies ficld,
but there was, and it worked. For more
than ten years, it took a daving publisher
to go up against the Code”

POET AND PRIEST
I read your December 1970 Robert
Graves interview with much interest, T
share his liking for Queens and his dislike
of free sex and of drug abuse. Those por-
uons ol his wstimony seem to me sound;
in other mawers, be strikes me as shightly
dalt but seldom dull. An LEnglishwoman
once said to me, “The touble with Robert
Graves's religion is that there’s nobody
in it."” Now it appens that some “hopeiul
young people” in California are conduct-
ing wildwood celebrations of the White
Goddess. Graves regards  such  activity
as a rejection ol Calilornian values, I
am afraid thar it sounds all oo Califor-
nian to me. It's perfecly all righe that
he doesn't think there’s been any good
poetry in America since Frost and Cum-
mings. [ expect he reads little of our
stufl, and why should he? Graves is one
of the best poets going, and should save
his time for writing. Let lesser people be
“well informed."”
Richard Wilbur
Department of English
Waeslevan University
Middletown, Conneciicut
A well-known poet himself, Wilbur is
the author of “Loudmouse” and “Walking
to Sleep.”

It has been evident for a long time to
those who enjoy Graves's work as a poct
that, as aitic and sell-appointed sage, he
had very litde to offer. The poct in
Graves is, for the most part, canny
enough to keep a tight rein on the
evidently strong impulses tempting the
man to sell-display; his best poems show
powers of sell-criticism. But the desire to
shock and dazzle, to acquire a popular
audience without Torfeiting his cherished
reputation for cecentric idiosynarasy, has
betrayed him in much of his general
prose into making many merely eye-
catching gestures. The more blatant the
contempt he shows lor evidence, logic
and consistency, the more delighted he
appears; he might also be emulating
McLuhan.

Most of Graves's opinions seem to be no
more than good conversational gambits

to liven up a party: few of them stand
up to examination. His explanation of
things by racial origin—thar having a
German ancestor helps him to under-
stand the Germans (though one, he is
carclul to imply, born before the evil
forces took hold of German life)—de-
rives from a 19th Cenuy fiction and
leaves just about everything still to ex-
plain.

Finally, it is sad to see Graves succumb-
ing to the blandishments of discipleship:
to sce someone who once disclaimed any
ambition o set up the White Goddess for
worship—who had a saving realism about
her—now locking kindly on some voung
people in Calilornia who have taken his
book The White Goddess *as their
Bible,”

Prolessor M. C. Kirkham
University ol Toromo
West Hill, Ontuio

Professor Kirkham edited “Poetry of

Robert Graves.”

Graves scems to me 1o be getting away
with murder, but I like him for . His
technique is 1o give and to tuke away in
the same breath. He is with the past but
wints to throw it away. He is on the side
of youth but condemns lots ol their mo-
rality. We need a liule bit more of this
kind ol confusion and he certainly pro-
vides it in the interview. If someonce like
me, from that middle generation he pro-
fesses 1o detest, were o tell the sur-
rounding poets to get with the “whole
history of the English linguage” and to
throw in a litle Latin, too, he'd be
laughed ar; but rom  Graves's mystic
fastnesses, he can say the most conservative
things about literature and still have
people worshiping his White Goddess in
California. All power to him,

Reed Whittemore
Liuterary Editor
The New Republic
Wishington, D. C.

SHARING A SECRET

I was most taken with Dan Blocker’s
fine piece of fiction, The Best-Kept Secret
(rLavsoy, December 1970), because ol its
charm, its look at a certain long-gone
America (or is it really long-gonce?), its
insight into people and. above all. its
absolute honesty. But 1 sure as hell
wast't surprised—not by any ol it. My
own “best-kept secret™ is that Dan Blocker
15 every bit as much ol a gemus as ole
Doc Woods was in the story, and mavbe
cven more. Perhaps not as a writer, be-
cause it takes more than even one good
story to be certain of that, but absolutely
without qualification as an acor. I wrote
the part of Hoss Cartwright with Dan
Blocker in mind, having seen him do his
stuff on The Restless Gun. No other actor
in the world (and TPve seen them all)
could have done more with a part, or for

a television serics, than this great, com-
passionate, gentle giant of a man from
Texas.
David Dortort
Burbank, California
Dorlort is execulive producer of “Bo-
nanza” and “The High Chaparral”

WATCHING THE WASTELAND

I would like to make one additional
paint that wasn't touched upon in my ar-
ticle, The Wasteland Revisited (PLAYBOY,
December 1970).

Television is the single largest pur-
vevor of prejudice and contempt toward
women in the counury. It tells women,
“You've come a long way, baby,” and
then portrays women who buy their
kitchen detergents from little gremlins,
who order their cleanser from knights on
white horses riding through their gar-
dens and who need a “"man from Glad™
to help them wrap food in plastic.

Television—in programs and commer-
cials alike—has consistently treated wom-
en as sex objects to be manipulated.
rather than as whole persons. With the
urging of television, nine-year-old givls are
already being sold the sex-object mmage
—and $2,000,000 worth of brassicres an-
nually. When we are told that “Cigareties
are like women. the best ones are thin
and rich,” we have about summed up
television's auitude.

Nicholas Johnson

Commuissioner

Federal Communications Commission
Washington, D. C,

Nicholas Johnson's article on what'’s
wrong with television really makes a per-
son stop and think and think and think.
The majority of people who turn the tbe
oft should heed his call and do somcthing
constructive about removing  the nimny
biased views expressed on television. It is
easy to flip oft a switch, but it is dilhicult
and bothersome to correct a social prob-
lem. Undoubtedly, we are headed toward
a TV revolution; but how long will it take
for people to realize that they ave being
brainwashed by a small group ol individ-
uals (namely, network executives)? I, as
Johnson states. the majority ol Americans
are turning their sets off, they arve sull led
to believe that they are a minority. Even-
tually, this majority must demand to have
one-sidedness removed  from  the tube.
Let's begin right now by telling it like it
is, lor this is the only way we can remedy
our plight.

Richard W. Hopson
St. Lonis, Missouri

A tip of the antenna must go 1o Mr.
Johnson for his fortitude in attempting
to buck the suangle hold that the net-
works and their executives hold on the
American people. As a member of the
broadcast-news community, I can under-
stand what troubles  Johnson, since his
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troubles are those of myself and my col-
leagues. Information, as he says, is today
repeated, not reported, even by those
commercial stations that “quasi-investi-
gitie” stories. More and more Americans
are being inundated with facts without
being made more knowledgeable. Our
country continues 1o hurtle along at a
breakneck pace, without looking behind
to see what it has done. The communica-
tions industry must help. Maybe Nick
Jolinson can become its Ralph Nader.
Robert Steinhardt
Director of Finance
New York Radio-WNYU
New York, New York

Alter reading Johnson's article, 1 have
two questions: How did this man sneak
into the Nixon Administration and what
can we do to keep him there?

Ellen Emmert
Cooksville, Maryland

ARS GRATIA POPULI
Congratulations on your pictorial Mul-

tiple-Choice  Art (prAvroy, December
1970y, which included an assemble-n-youn-
self art construction. T could hate you for
giving away the Ernest Trova piece, lhow-
ever. We labored [or over six months 1o
produce our lowest-priced multiple (S5
retaily and it doesn’t even have a center
fold. We do have a philosophy though:
art for the sake of people, Oh, well, back
to the drawing boards.

Hugh Abramson

President

International Polygonics

New York, New York

IGHTENING EXPLOSION

Thank you for the Masters-Johnson ar-
ticle Ten Sex Myths Fx ploded (rLavsoy,
December 1970). Their calm presentation
ol historical evidence and medical [act
should aid even those good folk still hold-
ing muddle-minded prejudices. With 1en
ideas under discussion, F'm sure that on a
least one (]ll('.‘i[i(‘)ll or 5o, every reader was
in need of such aid—or, perhaps, just
reassurance.

E

TFred Buzzerd
Wheaton, Marvland

I wish 1o make an addendum 1o Ten
Sex Myths Exploded regarding sex during
menstruation. Being a medical student, |
have studied the works of the great Jewish
physician and  philosopher  Moses  Mai-
monides, In one ol his works, On Paisons
and Then Antidotes, there is a discussion
ol the poisonous quality of menstrual
blood. It seems likely that this idea was a
widespread beliel in the medieval Near
East. Maimonides himsell did not dispel
this beliel, but he did comment that he
lacked any personal experience regarding
it and that he had incuded it primarily
lor the reader’s information. Possibly, this
particular  beliel was born 1 ancient
times, giving comprehensibility to Frazer's

reference in The Golden Bough o the
Talmudic idea that a woman passing be-
tween two men at the beginning ol her
period will kill one of them. In [act, it
may be one of the main reasons behind
the set of Judaic laws regarding menstrua-
tion, hence possibly explaining Maimon-
ides’ reluctance 1o completely dispel the
idea in his writings.

Frank Greenberg

Rutgers Medical School

Piscataway, New Jersey

PRETTY PAULA
Your splendid photo lavout ol Paula
Pritchett (New-Model Model, prLavsoy,
December 1970) was one of the finest and
most tasteful ol its kind I have seen in
rrLAvBoY. My spedial compliments to pho-
tographer J. Barry O'Rourke. The pic-
tures you selected have the  aesthetic
qualities of a Maje—touched with soul
—as well as being excellent studies ol a
charming and physically atractive girl. Tt
was precisely because of Paula’s grace,
her completely unaffecred  sexuality—
beautiful as anvthing in nature is beauti-
ful—that I cast her in the film I directed.
It is gratifying 1o find that rrayvsoy saw
her m the same wav. Had 1 seen your
pictures before completion ol the movie. 1
might have done certain seenes in a dif-
ferent way. Through no [ault of yours, the
title mentioned in your text is an error.
Adrift, the film's original title, has been
restored. This. 1 hope, will be the last bit
of confusion in the melodramatic and
troubled tale related to the making of
the film.
Jan Kadar
New York, New York

LOVE 1S TUNNY
With wepidation. I read The Star-

Crossed Romance of Josephine Cosnowski
(pLavsoy, December 1970), Jean Shep-
herd’s humor story about adolescent love.
1 was afraid that it would be another
tasteless Polish “joke,” which would en-
gender on my part another chauvinistic
defense ol Poles and Polind. Happily,
Shepherd saved me the trouble. We need
more  of such  intellectual  warmth  as
Jean Shepherd's, whose perspicacity has
emancipated him [rom the stercotype of
the writer who can write only in terms of
SLEreotypes.

Bernard Pajewski

New Britain, Connecticut

QUOTE COMMENTS

Kudos Tor collecting some of the Nix-
on Gung’'s insightful and heart-warming
vemarks in Rend Us Asunder (reavsov,
December  1970). T was amazed and
amused particularly with the quote from
Billy Graham. the official White House
theologian, Some so-called clergymen here
and there have the strange notion that
leading “radical” groups isn’t all that out-
rageous. Especially when the groups are
radical (firmly rooted) in the faith. The

faith has always had some heady things
to say about brothethood. and caring for
the oppressed, and war, and the dignity
of human life—and touchy things like
that. Now Billy tells us that we who are
so covetons of being called “Reverend”
certainly don’t ger our ritles lrom God.
Wow, what a decapitating blow! Since
Billy has alwavs made it clear that, if
there has ever been any confusion be-
tween him and God, it's God who's been
mistaken; we so-called dergymen and our
“radical” followings are now deprived
of any legitimate point of reference, ei-
ther human or divine. As with the other
profound Nixon Gang expressions, 1
woutld guess that it was with fuel like this
that another Great White Leader (albeit
with a small wace of that forbidden
Hair) began warming the ovens about
30 years ago.

The Rev. Thomas E. Sagendorl

Director

Intertfaith Action Council of

Greater Fling
Flint, Michigan

Your December 1970 issue quotes me as
saving, “Il people demonstrated in a
manner to interfere with others, they
should be rounded up and put in a
detention camp.” Once again. I feel com-
pelled to deny absolutely and unequivo-
cally the accuracy of this quotation. I did
not think the thought implicit in those
words; and I did not use those words in
public or privatte discussion.

The quotation first appeared in the
May 1969 issuc of Atlantic, in an article
by Mrs. Elizabeth B. Drew. On April 26,
1969, the very day the Department of
Justice learned ol the contents ol Mrs.
Drew’s article, the Justice Department’s
Public Infornuition Oflice issued my ur-
gent statement that: I never suggested
putting anvone in a detention camp . . .
there has never been any consideration
in the Justice Department for the esiab-
lishment of detention camps for student
demonstritors or  any  other kind ol
demonstrator.”

The Nixon Adminisuation has never
discussed the use ol detention camps [or
political demonstrators. The possibility is
inconceivable. In lact, we have specfi
cally and publicly asked for the repeal
ol the Emergency Detention Act of 1950
to allay any fears or suspicions—howevel
unfounded they may be—that sueh a
move is contemplated, Having said this
and said it repeatedly. it is not lair, it
secems Lo me. 1o permit a contrary infer-
ence about Government policy to exist
merely hecause of a single onesentence
statement mistakenly atibuted 1o me
during the course of a privite interview.

Richard G. Kleindienst
Deputy Artorney General
Washington, D. C.
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

¢'ve olten thought there should be a

hustler’s hall of fame. IF there were,
we'd expect to find in it most of the ace
con artists Barry Rosenberg discussed in
his article last April—bandis like Min-
nesota Fats, Bobby Riges and Titanic
Thompson. But there would have to be
a corner in this museum for the litde
the unsung, unknown masters of
this or that street-corner shell game who
come upon other people’s money like
inflation—uaking it quickly and subtly,
and then disappearing. Their game—and
it can be anything—is always beautifully
designed o weight  the their
[avor. Their talent is usually oflbeat or
unlikely enough that the sucker doesn’t
suspect until it’s 1o Lite that he's ken
a gemtle shellacking.

A friend of ours recently shared with
us a story about onc of these anonymous
hustlers, who we think is a cmdidate for
honors. Not surprisingly. he didn’t catch
his assailant’s name, but as lfor his cog-
nomen, it has to be The Speller. Our
friend had wken advintage of an hour's
break from his morning appointments in
New York to visit the Museum of Mod-
crn Art. When he was through. he hailed
a cab o [ront of the muscum for a
ten-block ride through AManhattan's heavy
noontime trafhic. The cabby, a big man
with a clissic Brooklvn accent. asked,
“Where toz,” got his answer. lmllt:d slow-
Iy o the line of cus on 53rd Swreer and
then said over his shoulder, “Whadda ya
do fer a livin'z”

“I'm in publishing,” was the answer.

“Oh, yeahz That's great. Say, vou must
know how w spell prewy good. huli?”
And he looked into the remview mirror
1o watch his passenger’s cyes.

“My spelhng is fine, nothing extraor-
dinary, bue all rvight.” said our friend.

“Well, listen. I got a littde game 1 like
ta plav with passengizz. ya know. ta
passi time in traffic like this. just fer Tun,
What I do is, sce. I give ya a woid, and
il ya can spell ic ya rvide fer ree. And if
ya can’t. va pay double the meeta. OK?
It's just fer fun, make da time pass, ya
know?”

Our Iriend said no.

“Aw, come on, yer a perfessional, it’s

ouys:

odds in

ver business, fer chrissakes. It's just fer
fun. Hell. yer Tare’s gonna be a buck ten
or so. What's ta lose?”

“Too many nooks and corners in the
English  language,”  said  our [riend.
“Chances arve just too high that you've
ot a word I've never even heard. I'm
not that confident.”

“Jeez. buddy” The tone from the
[ront seat was becoming one ol exagger-
ated disgust. 1 mean. it's not like you
wits 2t plumba or somethin®. Ya got edu-
ciion. I mean, you woik with woids.
Look. I won't give va a hard one. Come
on.” The cab had stopped for a red light
and the driver ook the opportunity to
turn around for his answer.

“No. I don't like the odds,”
fricnd.

The driver slumped. trned back, and
the cab stnted off again, There was a
hall minute’s silence and then he said,
“OK, awright, lListen. You don’t wanna
play, that’s yer privilege. it’s OK. But I
gotta passa time in this cab. Just have
some Tun, ya know. So I'll well ya what,
vou give me it woid. Any woid ya want.
I T can’t spell it, ya ride free. H T an,
v pay fawe times da meeta, Awright?”

“I don't know.”

"Aw, come on, you kiddin? Ya jus
got trew tellin® me how goddamn rough
de odds was.” The voice was angry now.
“You gimme any woid ya want. Watsa
matta witchoo? It's a game, a dumb
gitme. Ya won’t play it one way and va
won't play it de udda. Christ! Ya got
an innerestin’ job, vight, but man, dis
hackin—I mean 1 have ta play liule
games like dis to keep me from goin’
crazy. Unnerstan’? I'm willin® 1 take a
chance on losin® my money just so's T
don’t get bored ta deat”. So's I don't beat
my old Iady when I get home. See what |
mean:”

“All vighe, all right. I have a word,”
siaid our friend,

“OK,” said the cabby, and our [riend
reports that his tone changed at that
precise moment to that of a relerce.
“Awright,” he “Numba one, no
proppa names: numba two, no foreign
woids; numba tree, in case ol any beels,

said our

said.

Websta’s Sevent” Noo  Colleg’nt is de
autority.”

At which point he reached over.
opened the glove comparument and took
out & dog-cared copy of the dictionary.
He set it on the seat next to him and
sadd, “Awright. let’s have ic.”

“Syneccdoche,” said our friend.

The cabby’s hand instmtly went up in
the air, lorefinger extended.  “Synec-
doche.” he rep ated, pronouncing the
word perlealy (si-NEK-duh-ki). Then he
strung  the letters out one at a tme,
“"S-Y-N-E-C-D-O-C-H-E.”

He dropped his hand onto the wheel,
eves on the waflic, and said, “Hell, T ain't
hoid dit woid in yems. I's a doozy.”

Our Iriend got out of the cab in the
400 block of Madison Avenue and hand-
cd a hve-dollar bill o the driver. who
tipped his cap. "See ya,” he said, and
drove off.

Some time ago. yvou may recall, a
tongue-in-check suggestion was made that
a newspaper consisting cntirely ol good
news would enjoy a wide readership. And
subsequently, it was said, Mickey (Fed)
Agnew took the jape scriously. and con-
curred that such a publicaion  should
indeed do well. We wended then—as we
do now—to agree with the Vice-President
(itsell newsworthy, perhaps), but we lore-
sece one major stumbling block  should
such a venture ever be Lumched. The
problem lies in the tacit
{(which has no basis in reality whatever)
that good news is the same for evervbady.
Well, not so: cearly not so. For example,
we recenty read that Dormis Day, that
ambulatory  pickle  jar of  entrenched
wholesomeness, had skunked the Internal
Revenue Service out of  S445,000  via
fumiy business deals over a  [our-vear
period.  More  recently, we it
Nixon’s own hand-picked commitwee 10
mvestigate student dissent had come up
with a report conceding that, indeed, stu-
dents hadd a lot to dissent about—to the
consternation of Government lurdliners.
who had been all set 1o make points
with the Silent Majority based on what
they were sure would be an antistiden

assumption

resud
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report. To us, these bits of news were
Iit spots on a darkening horizon of
tional and international evens—except
for a twinge of regret that the IRS
has scored against anyone. But we inust
acknowledge that there are many people
(non-rrAavesoy readers all) who would not
agree with us. It's just one more bit of
evidence that polarization permeates all
aspects ol our lives. Perhaps, in these
dichotomized times, what's needed is two
good-news newspapers—or, more likely, an
honest, [ree press that reports all the news
without fear or favor, so all may cheer or
weep, as their inclinations move them.
-

The Chicago Daily News reports that
a local man kept receiving unwanted
subscription-renewal notices [rom a trade
magazine,  In  desperation, he wrote
prceaseb on the envelope of a hinal-final
notice and returned it to the sender.
Browsing through the magazine several
weeks later, he found his name listed
in its “Deceased” column.

-

Our Good Old Days Award goes to the
§00 [lellows at Cornell University who
staged a panty raid on a coed dorm.

e

“The nostalgia was unbearable,”  said
Sergeant James  Cunningham  of  the

school's police. *“The tears were practical-
ly runuing down my checks.”
-

A Reuters news report out of Rio de
Janciro could conceivably take Salem—
and every other cigarette—out of the
country for good. Three top Braziltn
medical specialists have found that non-
smokers enjoy a more intense sex lile,
because cigareties poison the nervous sys-
tem and impair performance. That's the
best reason we've hemd yer lor kicking
the habit.

-

Sign of the Times: Dolton, Illinois’
Sandridge Methodist Church  recently
sported a large psychedelic sign reading
115 PLACE.

-

Nobody has been able to prove conclu-
sively that sex films are therapeutic, but
owners of Manchester, England’s Tatler
Theater—which showed a nudie movie
not long ago—are still looking for who-
ever lelt behind a wheelchair alter a
recent show.

L]

It's a good thing that the Supreme
Revolutionary Council of Somalia, Afri-
ca. abolished the wibal hlood-money sys-
tem belore women's lib found out about
it. Under the system, a vencrable Torm
of war reparation prevalene in Alvica,
tribes paid 100 cunels to the opposition
for every male warvior killed in baule.
The going price lor ladics bumped off
along the way was only 50 camels.

Gaming-table prizes awarded at the
annual, black-tiec WAIF ball—a heavy-

weight  Hollywood  charity  benefiting
overscas  orphans—customarily  include
fur coats, automobiles, color-television
sets and refrigerator-freezers donated by
local merchamts. Hollywood Reporier
columnist Hank Grant undoubtedly
boosted attendance by publicizing one of
the more exotic prizes to be handed out
at last year's ball—an all-expense-paid
divorce, donated by a Beverly Hills
attorney.

“Belore man ever learned to blow,
suck, scrape or pluck, he learned to
hang.” From a slang history ol sex? No
—just the lead sentence in a Music Bust-
ness Weekly article on drums.

An  educational-newsletter report on
New York's Street Academy Program—in
which concerned teachers comb ghetto
neighborhoods to induce dropouts to re-
turn to  school—straight-facedly stated,
“Nearly 50 strectwalkers are afliliated
with the program, more than hall work-
ing in the public schools.”

-

The Roval Canadian Mounted Police
crime-detection lab in Edmonton, Alber-
ta, emplovs a man to analyze marijuana.
His name, believe it or not, is Joynt,

We don't know the hourly rates, but
there’s a place in Logan, Utah, called the
Balling Motel.

BOOKS

The advance blurbs for James Jones's
The Merry Month of May (Delacorte)
claim that it’s “about” the 1968 student/
worker upheavals in France. Actually, it
is about another kind of disruption: the
sexual sell-induluence. and its clfects, of
an American [amily living in Paris—with
the révolution de mai as background.
Harry Gallagher is a sareenwriter having
an aftair with a scornful black woman
named Samantha-Marie, who happens to
have a letch for Gallagher's virtuous
wile. Gallagher's son, Hill, is a student
of cinema at the Sorbonne and every few
pages or so he demonsuates his radical-
ism by calling everything either crap or
aud. When he learns about his father
and Samantha-Marie, whom he also lusts
after, he joins the rock throwers in the
streets. Meanwhile, Gallagher's good wile
decides  to appoint  hervsell  surrogate
mother to Samantha-Marie and the up-
shot of this is, yes, that the two end up
in bed together, Following that, Galla-
cher's nolonger-virtuous wile throws her-
self at the nawrator, the family’s hest
friend, who wries to calm her: “Louisa,
vou're distraught.” This narrator, Jona-
than James Ha ey 111, ]nlrpul'lmlly the
editor of a literary review, bears the
burden of Jones's style: “Sex, while un-
deniably pleasant, and not somcething to

be avoided, always seemed to me some-
thing that the pursuit of cost a great deal
more cnergy than the final results were
worth.” Whew. In the end, Hill. his youth
ruined for unspecified reasons, retreats to
a cave in Spaiu, cluiching his I Ching,
while Jonathan James Hartey III, a
moral jellvlish like most ol the chavacters
in this novel, mutters that if only he had
gone to bed with his hest friend’s wile
long ago, when he had the chance, things
might not have gone sour. The Merry
Month of May is contrived, naive and
highly readable, and will probubly make
its author big bread. But those who have
admired his carlier works may wish
Jones would reread them before begin-
ning his next book.

-

The New York Times's Fred Graham
is the pre-eminent journalistic interpreter
of the Supreme Court. His prolound
understanding of the High Court and its
role in the American constitutional system
illumines The Self-Inflicted Wound (Macmil-
Lan). With his lawyer's eye for the rele-
vant, Graham uses the landmark decisions
of the Sixties (Mapp, Gideon, Escobedo,
Mirvanda, Wade, ¢t al.) to take the reader
behind today’s law-and-order rhetoric and
reveal, swep by step, i layman’s lan-
guage, how and why the Court, under
the leadership of Earl Warren, lound it-
sell compelled 1o take the initiative in
the reformation of law-enforcement and
criminaljustice procedures. what effects
this judicial revolution is likely to have
on our socicty and how political and
public pressures to undo the revolution
have led to the constitutional crisis now

facing the Court. The paradox is the
problem: At the very moment in our
history when the need to reflorm our

system of criminal justice found the Su-
preme Court enlightened and courageous
enough 10 accept the task of giving real
meaning  to  the Bill ol Riglis, of
afirming the Constitution’s promise of
equality for all Americans. a mounting
wave ol violent crime, racial tensions
and urban unrest led a fearridden pub-
lic to resist the Court’s leadership. If, as a
result of its embroilment in political and
judicial controversies, the Supreme Court
should now decline 1o stand as the sole
and final guardian of the rights ol the
individual against the power of the state,
then we must all be prepared to answer
the question that lies at the heart of
Graham's book: “"Who will police the
police if the Supreme Court has in fact
[aileds”

-

Richard Brautigan peers out at you
from jacketland, the very model of a
modern midday cowboy. But behind the
Buifalo Bill mustache and the glasses is a
cat who knows what he's about. Three of
his most popular works of fiction and
poctry—Trout Fisling in America, The
Pill Versus the Spring Hill Mine Dis-
aster and In Walermelon Sugar—were



Introducing the Li’l Something
our least expensive 2-Door Sedan

$1736*

The Li'l Something, our all-new
1200 2-Door, acts bigger than its britches.
And costs less than it looks.

Sixty-nine husky horses charge up
hills and pass on freeways. Gallop up to 300
miles on a 10 gallon tank of gas.

Big ideas about room and comfort
pamper four hefty Americans.

And Li'l Something no-cost extras
include whitewalls and a locking gas cap.
Body-fitting front bucket seats. Like all
Datsuns, it delivers complete.

Count on 0-60 in 14.8 seconds.
A few flicks of the all-synchromesh 4-speed
stick shift does it. No-panic stops, too, rain
or shine. (Front disc brakes!) And you won't
be bugged by cross winds —or most of the
other bugaboos that haunt small cars.

The Li'l Something —a lot of car for
very little money. Do yourself a small favor.
Test drive a Li'l Something today.

DATSUN

PRODUCT OF NISSAN

The Datsun 510 (below). Expen-
sive 96 horsepower overhead cam engine.
Fast. Expensive fully independent rear sus-
pension. Comfortable. Expensive front disc
brakes. Safe and sure.

All these expensive car features..

And an import exclusive —the optional
3-speed fully automatic transmission from
Muncie, Indiana!

Datsun 510 zips to 60 in a sporty
13.5 seconds. The standard all-synchromesh
4-speed stick is precise, smooth.

Wide-opening doors. A 13 cubic
foot trunk that gobbles up luggage and gro-
ceries. You'll wonder where we found all that
handy room.

But the biggest bonus is the boost
your budget gets. A complete luxury com-
pact at a sensible price.

Datsun 510 —another proud
product of Nissan. Sales and service at over
1000 dealers in U.S. and Canada.

Drive a Datsun...then decide.

Our most expensive 2-Door Sedan
Datsun 510

*Plus lax, license, local freight. if any, D&H (excepl Hawaii). Prices and specifications subject to change without nolice.
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The music goes rotnd and round

and it com

New Dual-Dimension speakers with top-mounted treble horns,
bottom-mounted woofers, and twin deflector cones drive the sound
up, down, and all around. You're surrounded with beautifully
balanced stereo anywhere in the room. Hear The Quadrille, model
B595, a complete stereo system at your

Zenith dealer};s. ENT.
At Zenith, the quality goes in 2}
before the name goes on®. NEW DUAL DIMENSION

CRAEOF SOUND

i

Knaeck...

Playboy has it! Classic sweater
shirt in doubie knit zephyr wool.
White, black, gold, blue, brown,

grey. S, M, L, XL. WA108, $30

Playboy Products, Dept. WB10801, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.. Chicago, lllinois 60611
Please send me:

Quantity Code No. Color Size Cost
e __Waice $30
WA10B $30

Add %1 per item for shipping b
No C.0.D. orders, please.

[J Send item(s) to me. TOTAL §
[J Send gift and a gift card in my name. (Allach recipients’ names and addresses.)
[J Payment enclosed. (Make checks payable 1o Playboy Products.)

[J charge to my Playboy Club credit Key no. LLJ" I ] l. _I J__[j U

My Name

Address__ (please pnint)

City __ =

______State SR Zip AR

released last vear in a one-volume edi-
tion. His Luest work is The Abortion: An
Historical Romance 1966 (Simon X Schuster).
For vears. our haion has centered on
the urban, the neurotic, the uptight. Now
along comes  Braudgan  and  opens  a
strange little window way up in the awic.
Air and sunshine flow in. Abortion is a
lopsided fable about a man who has left
the world 1o live in 4 special kind of
library in San Francisco, where “the un
wanted, the Iyrical and haunmed volumes
ol American writing” are brought by
their authors at every hour of day and
night. The titles sound like a vinity
publisher’s wightmare: The Steveo and
God: Leathey Clothes and the History of
Man: The Culinary Dostoeoski, Into this
nuiusolcum comes Vida, o girl wath a
body so spectacalar that it has ruined
her lile. People ave always staring at her.
She moves in with the no-name marrator,
gets pregmant. They go 1o Tijuana lor an
abortion and retwrn 1o hind the hibrary
taken over by a tough lady. Thus are the
characters thrust o the real world. Vida
gets a job as a topless dancer and the nar-
rator sits at a table across from Berkeley's
Sprmll Hall, collecting contributions for
something called The America Forever,
Etc. The passivist has become an activist,
Lile goes on. A sunny, funny hook.

Those Tor whom “kw and order™ con-
stitutes true Americinsm ignore not only
the origins ol this county but also the
persistent strain ol dissent throughout
American history. 1t is the contentious
clement in our native griain that Leon
Fricdman celebrates in The Wise Minor-
ity: An Argument for Droft Resistonce and
Civil Disobedience (Dial). A lawyer who
has worked Tor the American Civil Liber-
tics Union and is now director ol the
Ford Foundauon—financed  Studies  on
Disorderly Trials. Fricdman [ocuses on
“illegality as a tactic in political or eco
nomic reform movements i America.” 1t
is his conviction that “disobedicnce to
the Lvw can be the strongest lubricant ol
the democratic process. hs educative role
i defining gricvances and injustice
American socicty has been aucdal in
every period ol our history.” The book
abounds in fascinating parallels between
present dissent and the bautles ol the
past: the use, for instance, ol “conspiva-
cv” statutes to break the first labor un-
1ons, and the denial 10 Susan B Anthony,
as later to Bobby Scale. ol the right o
act as her own attorney in a crucial trial,
Fricdman deals with such phenomena as
the disobedience (not always civily ol the
abolivionists,  the  early  women'srights
groups, workers, farmers and dralt resist
ers. Although he has obvious allection
for the radical-pacifist thread in Ameri
cin dissent—-lrom  the Quakers,
would not serve in the Revolutionary
War, to A. J. Muste and Marun Luther

who



if you've got the time,
we've got the beer.. Miller:
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F_qbulous savings

As your introduction,

| 1 [Frank smaTRas

GREATEST HITS
= Shapgers in
the Night
= Semethn’
S Shpd
= Forget
Domar:

HARPER VALLEY
PTA
gl

LCottar Faich
Satan Place

| 8 OTHERS

JEARNIE C_RILEY |

5 Any 3

8—track cartridges

for $100

only

and handling
when you join now, and agree to purchas?
- as few as four additional cartridges during the
» coming year, from the more than 600 to be offered

* That's Lle

Or...if you have no tape cartridge equipment, take this

complete 8-track cartridge system

fOr $ 2 9 gz i

when you join by buying three cartridges now, and agreeing
to buy only twelve additional cartridges dunng the coming
two years, from the more than 1,000 to be offered.

The richness of full stereo sound — with
the convenience of 8-track cartridges!
Here's everything you need to enmr the new world of 8-track
cartridges! Precision-engi d to high C bia st

the System—with its solid s!ate design and rich walnut-
vinyl finish—includes a Player with Program Indicator to
control 4 stereo channels (B tracks) of music that play avto- S8
matically or can be switched from channel to channel with
the touch of a finger. The Amplifier has right and left speaker
Volume Controls, plus Tone Control 1o adjust bass and treble
balance. The Twin Speaker Enclosures have sensilive yet
heavy-duty speakers for maximum stereo fidelity. From Japan,
Dimensions: Player is 836" W x 432" H x 1034" D. Amplifier
is 63" W x 314" H x BY4” D. Each speaker is 714" W x
915" H x 414" D.

Here's the most advanced, most convenient, most
trouble-free way for you and your family to enjoy
sterec music in your home! It's the famous. 4-piece
component COLUMBIA 8-TRACK TAPE CARTRIDGE
SYSTEM . . . at a truly fabulous bargain price!

With the Columbia 8Track Cartridge System,
you'll have everything you need to enjoy the full
stereo fidelity, plus the effortless convenience of
B-track cartridges in your home! Cartridge tapes
never need rewinding, play continuously — switch
automatically from track to track . . . and the System,
with its two beautiful, matched speaker cabinets,
provides superb stereophonic sound!

You might expect to pay up to $99.95 — even more
—for this Systern at fine stores in your area. Yet now
you may have it for only $29.95 — a price even below
our own cost—when you join and buy three cart-
ridpes of your choice at the regular Club price of
$6.98 each, under terms outlined in this advertise-
ment. Note that you may charge the System to one
of your credit cards, if you wish.

@ 1971 CBS Direct Marketing Services SC-537/571
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YES, THAT'S RIGHT! You may have any 3 of the best-selling
8-track cartridges shown here—ALL 3 for only $1.00! That's
the fabulous bargain for new members who join now and
agree to purchase as few as four additional selections in the
coming year. As a member you will receive, every four weeks,
a copy of the Club's buying guide. Each issue offers scores of
different cartridges to choose from—the best-sellers from
over 50 different labels!

If you want only the regular selection of your main musical
interest, you need do nothing—it will be shipped to you auto-
matically. Or you may order any of the other cartridges of-
fered ... or take no cartridge at all . . . just by returning the con-
venient selection card by the date specified. What's more,
from time to time the Club will offer some special cartridges
which you may reject by returning the special dated form pro-
vided . . . or accept by doing nothing.

YOUR OWN CHARGE ACCOUNT! Upon enroliment, we will
open a charge account in your name. You pay for your car-
tridges only after you've received them—and are enjoying
them. They will be mailed and billed to you at the regular Club
price of $6.98 (some special cartridges somewhat higher),
plus a mailing and handling charge.

FANTASTIC BONUS PLAN! Once you've completed your en-
rollment agreement, you'll get a cartridge of your choice FREE
(plus 25¢ mailing and handling) for every two cartridges you
buy! That's like getting a 33%% discount from regular Club
prices on all the cartridges you want, for as long as you want!

Columbia Tape Club
aservice ql
Columbia
House

Terre Haute.Inchana 47808

r e —n T o
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COLUMBIA TAPE CLUB
Terre Haute, Indiana 4780B

Please accept me as a member of the Club. I've indicated below the
three cartridges I wish to reccive for $1.00, plus mailing and handling.
I agree to purchase four more sclections during the coming year at the
regular Club price under the terms outlined in this advertiscment . . . and
I may cancel my membership any time thereafier. If I continue, I will be
eligible for the Club’s generous bonus plan.

SEND ME THESE 3 CARTRIDGES (fill in numbers below)

My main musical interest is (check one box only):
[ Easy Listening [] Today's Sounds [] Country

B42-8/4F

O Mr.

O Mrs. s

[ Miss (Please print) First Name initial Last Name
Address

City State Zip

[0 Check here if you want to receive the Columbia 8-Track Tape Car-
tridge System for only $29.95. Enclose your check or money order as
full payment. (Complete satisfaction is puaranteed or your money will
be refunded in full.) You'll be billed $6.98 each for your first three car-
tridges (plus a mailing and handling charge for the cartridges and
System), and you merely agree to purchase as few as twelve additional
cartridges during the next two gears at the repular Club price. (Be
sure lo indicate in the boxes above the three cartridges you want.)

If you wish to charge your System, your first three cartridpes (plus
mailing and handling) to a credit card, check one and fill in your
account number below:
[0 American Express

[J Midwest Bank Card

O Diners Club
O Uni-Card

[J Master Charge
O BankAmericard

Expiration Date.

" B42.9/5S B43-1/6S

P e e e e e e e e o —————— e — —

Mail this coupon today!
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BEHIND
EVERY
PUSSYCAT,
THERES A
GREAT
BOURBON.

B e
Only Early Times
makes the Pussycat
perfect. The Pussy-
cat? It's the national
prize-winning drink
that’s made when
you shake a packet of ““Instant
Pussycat Mix,” water and Early
Times. This orange-sweet sour mixes
up as quick as a cat. Remember; it
only happens with Early Times.
Ask for Instant Pussycat Mix at
your favorite food or liquor store.

To get a set of 4-10%: oz. Pussycat glasses
& 4 packets of Instant Pussycat Mix®,
send $2.95 to: Early Times Pussycat Glasses
P.O. Box 378, Maple Flain, Minnesota 55359

*offer valid only where legal-limited time only.

KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKY « B6 PROOF
EARLY TIMES DISTILLERY CO..LDUISVILLE, KY. octoc sn

King—TFriecdman docs not rule out vio-
lence. “Not to challenge immoral laws,
to work only by peaceful methods of
democratic veform. often is not ¢nough.
Those most strongly feeling the evil of
the law—the wise minority—are not pre-
pared to wait.” A weakness ol his argu-
ment lies in his lailure to examine Tully
what the alternatives to violence might
have been in those instances where he
justifies a few killings in the pursuit of
redress for onerous grievances. Aside
from a rather cavalier dismissal ol the
sanctity of human life, Fricdman's book
—whose title is dvawn from Thorean—is
a stimulating reminder of how many
fundamental reforms were sparked by
disobedience to the law.
-

“For Marion, who knows who she real-
ly is . . . / And for all of us, who arc
trying to know who we really are.” This
is the dedication to Touching (Double-
day), Gwen Davis’ first novel since her
bestselling The Pretenders, and it sug-
gests at once the book’s sensibility and its
subject. In Touching, Miss Davis, who
combines old-Tashioned romanticism with
contemporary concern, turns her attention
to that much-explored but ever more
pervasive phenomenon: the group en-
counter. High in the never-never hills of
California, the narrator, an unhappily
married [eminist  journalist, and her
friend Soralee—the book’s real heroine
—attend a nude marathon masterminded
by a part charlatan, part egomaniac, part
genuine sensitif, Dr. Simon Herford. As
the marathon proceeds through progres-
sively more intense stages, narrator Mari-
on recalls in flashbacks her relationship
with Soralee and the entangled affairs of
Soralee’s own life—the most striking of
which are her ironic relationship with an
“ideal” young hushand and a lover long
past youth. In Soralee, Miss Davis has
attempted to create a character of mythic
proportions—and she nearly succeeds.
But, ultimately, she exhausts the reader
by describing vather than  distilling  vi-
brancy, beauty and  desirability almost
too Lirge for life—or, at least. fTor novels,
The details of the marathon, however—
with its characters as beset as they are
believable, its disturbing incidents and
the eritical eye turned on the proceed-
ings—have a realism and candor that
make the book difficult to put down.

The last and by no means the least of
the great Hollywood tycoons is Darryl F.
Zanuck, virtually the only movie mogul
of legendary stature o retain control
ol a major studio. Despite recent efforts
by Broadway's David Merrick to topple
Zanuck from his throne at Fox, D. Z. goes
on and on, still hanging in there as the
perennial wonder boy whose career dates
back to Rin-Tin-Tin epics and proceeds
with nary a dull moment to Patton and
Tora! Tora! Tora!. How Zmnuck did

it and does it is told in a crackling
bLiography, Don’t Say Yes Until | Finish Tolk-
ing (Doubleday). In the spirit of the
title, author Mel Gussow tackles the
whole Zanuck saga—never havd-selling
but conveying it with wit, cool insight
and casually punchy prose. Zanuck
doesn’t corform to the stereotype ol a
studio chief. He isn't Jewish, like most
of his colleagues were, but springs from
America’s  white-Protestant  heartland,
Nebraska, where he  apparently  de-
veloped his own brand of chutzpah. Dur-
ing one prodigious carly year as a writer
in Hollywood, he turned out 19 leature-
length seripes. The rest is history,
perhaps sustained hysteria, that departs
from the norm because of Zanuck's re-
markably varied imterests. Hunting lions
and elephants in Alrica, polishing his
French in Paris, playing championship
polo in England or cutthroat croquet on
his lawn with practically anyone who
could bear the heat of competition are
only a few of his pet diversions. He scoffs
at his reputation as one of moviedom's
mighticst  swordsmen, though Gussow
knowingly explores Zanuck's celebrated
liaisons with Bella Dinrvi. Juliette Greco,
Irina Demick and his current Genevieve
Gilles. On the subject of his political
bedlellows, Gussow is pithyv: “He usually
votes Republican and likes Presidents
whoever they are.” Zanuck comes through
as a personable, or at least understandably
human, hurricane—which helps o make
Don’t Say Yes a blueribbon enury in its
league.
-

As a writer, psychoanalyst and teacher,
Erik Erikson has greatly inlluenced psy-
choanalytic  thought in  America and
other countries. Robert Coles, a [ormer
student of Erikson’s at Harvard and
himself a forcelul writer and social ana-
lyst, has written an absorbing intellec
tual biography of this seminal thinker.
Erik M. Erikson: The Growth of His Work
(Bostoa-Liue, Brown) wraces the odys-
sey of this explorer of “history and life-
history” from LEurope, where he knew
Freud and was analyzed by Anna Freud,
to America, where he has done his most
important work. In the process, much is
reveiled of Erikson the man as well as ol
his thoughts and teaching. Through Erik-
son’s work with Sioux Indians, blacks,
students, diverse adolescents—as well as
with  such figures as Gandhi—there
emzizes his hasic contribution: "It can
be sazd ihat through his writings on the
subject of “identity” he accomplished the
singie most important shilt in direcuion
that psychoanalysis required il it was to
become at all usclul for other disci-
plines.” Erikson focuses on the growth,
through the various cydes of cach indi-
vidual's life, of an “cgo identity . . . an
accrued confidence that starts from the
very first moment ol life but in the
second or third decades reaches a point
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of decisive substance, or indeed fails to
do so.” His investigation ol this suruggle
for identity, and its interaction with so-
cictal forces throughout a man’s lile, has
had ramihcations in political science. so
ciology, anthropology, history and cthics,
By placing this motil in the perspective
ol both Erikson’s development and the
intellectual cwrrents of his time, Coles
has provided much additional informa-
tion about the social and cultural history
ol the past hall century in America,
Lurope and India. It is a remarkable
achievement that should not only send
the reader o such of Erikson's books as
Cluldliood and Society and  Gandhi’s
Truth but also back to Freud and then
o more of Coles’s own work,
-

The author or compilers of Genesis
gave less than a chapter to the story ol
Abraham’s feelings as he prepared 1o
sacrifice Isaac. Kierkegaard wrote a book
on it and now, in Farragan's Retreat
(Viking). Tom McHale has written a
comic melodrama about it in the Phila-
delphia Irish idiom. Abraham has become
Arthur Farvagan, a successful frish busi-
nessman; his son s Simon, a dralt-dodg
ing hippie whom Arthur is commanded
to kill by the stand-ins for a dead God—
Arthur's alcoholic, 100 percent American
sister. Anna. and his equally  insane
brother. Nothing is very real or pleasant
about this second novel by the author of
Principato, but then the same s true
of the news we read. see and hear every
dav. It begins to be funny, and very
vy indeed, when we realize that how-
ever many  tongues McHale is gifted
with, they are all in his cheek. The
Catholicism of the Farnagans is superbly
superstitions,  alll American,  un-Clristian
add often hilarious. Nor do other [aiths
escape scot free. Savs Emilio Serahna,
a Mafia figure being watched by a pair
ol Federal agents: “Those two outside
are Protestants. You can tell by their
haircuts.” Something ought to be said
about another aspect of the story—
which. 1o keep the Biblical  parallel.
might be called the Wrth of Savah.
What did Savah do when she heard what
Abraham had mended? The Bible does
not admit the question, but Muriel, the
mother ol Simon i McHale's version,
has a grand old time killing the killers
aned driving her Avthur o what he want-
cd 1o do all along—put a buller in his
own head, the only deliverance from evil
he ever really believed .

.

It used 10 be a commonplace among
dissenters that history is a tale written by
the victors. Now the victims are having
their say. For example, in No More Lies:
The Myth and the Reality of American History
(Harper & Row). Richard Claxton Greg-
ory (otherwise known as Dick) has con-
structed his own adversary approach to
historiography. With the help of editor

James McGraw, he knocks off some [a
vorite. mvths of American  historv—the
Puritan  Pilgrim, the Happy Contemed
Skwve, the Courageous White Seuler, The
writing is idiomatic (some ol it straight
[rom Dick’s campus monologs) and, in its
mixture ol autobiography, historical nar-
rative and  analysis, and contemporan
analogies, No Morve Lies could well make
history bulls out of the voung. A
more substantial addition to the revision-
ist artillery is the two-volume To Serve the
Devil (Ramdom House), by Paul Jacobs
and Saul Landauw with Eve Pell. Volume
one 15 concerned  with  “Natives  and
Slaves"—Indians, blacks and  chicanos:
volume two is about “Colonials and
Sojourners”—Hawaiians,  Japanese, Chi
nese and Puerto Ricans. For each seg-
ment, the authors provide an informative
prolog to a fascinating set of priminy
source documents. The fust black docu-
ment is a 1771 Petivon lor Freedom. Ol
mordant cultural-historical interest is an
1865 New York Times editorial fiercely
opposing any hnther admission to this
country of Chinese, with their “heathenish
habits and  heathenish propensities.” A
long list of white marauders figures in Bury
My Heart ot Wounded Knee: An Indian His-
tory of the American West (Holt, Rinchart
& Winston). In this powerful and piin
ful book, Dcee Brown, head librarum
at the Umniversity ol Hhimois and an ex
pert on Western Amervican history, has
written, as he says, “a narrative ol the
conquest of the American West as the
victims experienced it, using their own
words whenever possible.” Though the
book reads like skilllul fiction, tragically.
it 15 not. Yellow Woll of the Nez Pereds
once said: “The whites told only one
side. Told it to please themselves. Told
much that is not true. Only his own best
deeds, only the worst deeds of the Indi-
ans, has the white man wold.” That bal-
ance is beginning to be righted.
Foremost. perhaps. of the many qual-
ities and quirks of Norman Mailer is his
unpredictability, That's about all vou can
predict about him. Of a Fire on the Moon
(Litde, Brown) when he  Iost
wended his way into the journalistic
market place. This is Mailer's extended
account of the moon story, the flight
ol Apollo 11, originally  commissioned
by Life in a muliligure deal. Onctime
engineering student Mailer attempts 1o
explain the cosmic event in simple me-
chanical terms, while practicing livérnenr
Alailer attempts to explore the simple
fact of the event for its cosmic metaphor.
(He finally sees it as a devilishly engi
neered triumph of square WASPitude.)
Unflortunately, for most of the way, he
has little choice but to retell what most
of the world saw on TV, [vom blast-off to
splashdown. And even though the flight
may have been epochal—and  Mailer
does provide some excellent color and

began
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background—reading  his book is like
watching the rerun of an old loothall
game. Not even his interpolation of the
crack-up of his fourth marriage succeeds
in breathing life and immediacy into
what must finally be written olf as a
vather ill-lated launch. But then Mailer,
more than most. is entitled to his occa-
sional abor.
-

Among the things ol lile that are enor-
mowusly  hard 1o believe is that P G
Wodchouse is in his 90th vear and that
he has just produced his 74th book ol
enormously complicated  llippancies. Bt
age does not wither nor custom stale, and
The Girl in Blve (Simon X Schuster)
as mgenious. as ingenuous and as hilar-
ious as its 73 predecessors. In a decaying
English manor house, assemble a batch
ol wypically ill-assorted Wodehousemates:
a4 young poct about to mherit an es
tate, a beautilul girl who loves him for
his money. another beautilul gl who
simply loves him, an American corpori-
tion Lwwyer and his Kleptomaniacal sister,
a  British burrister who  collects  valua-
ble miniatures, a surly butler. Romances
ke hre and  die fortunces are
found and lost again, and a Gainshor-
ough miniature turms up in the dimned-
ost places. It is heartening, in a world of
clumge, that not an iot ol subtle mean-
ing has vet evaporated Irom a simple
Wadchouse “Ho!™ or “Ah!”

Vi

DINING-DRINKING

Some of Chicago’s most interesting res-
taurants are olf the well-trod sirloin-and-
haked-potato il and one ol the best
and newest ol these is Bengal Lancers (2324
North Clark Street), less than a 1wo-
dollar taxi vide out ol the hotel district.
Ir's one flight up, in an unprepossessing
browunstone that fronts on an even more
unprepaossessing  shopping  street. . But
vou'll Torger all that once yvou're scared
in the comfortable “nondecored™ dining
room and start sampling the Indian food
proflered by owners Chablani, Dixie and
Shulman. It is merely sensational, partic
ularly the appetizers, which range rom
samaosa (diced potatoes  prepared in a
blend of o score ol spices and stufled
into feather-light pastey rolls) 1o alu
vaela (porato balls cooked with mustard

seedsy o owr Lavorite,  pakora (deep
Ivied  friveers made  with  chicken,  ego-

plant. mushrooms or  shrimp). If vou
consicddler voursell o venchernman, wy the
mulligatawny, oo, Otherwise, leave some
room for the eimrees. The main courses
are, vou guessed i, curvy dishes in vary-
inz hut consistently  delicious  guises—
chicken  and  nuts, meanballs  (don't
knock it il vou haven't tried it), beef,
shrimp, and 2 vegeunian curry tha is far
more exotic than you might imagine.
The curries are accompanied by saffron
rice with almonds, subzt (a vegetable

side dish). cucumber and yogurt. a su-
perh  chumey  and  a dhoice ol 1wo
breads, both of which are to American

breads  whae  the Tajp Mahal is 1o
a White Tower. The dessert menu is
lmited  but includes such  delights  as

gulal jamon—an  edectic amalgam  of
brown sugar, saffron, honey, almonds
and raisins soaked in rose water—and
Eheer, Indian rice pudding made with
saffron and nuts. Appropriately, Bengal
Lancers stocks a generous complement ol
English beers, incuding Watney's Red
Barrel, which provide the perlect coolant
lor a spicy curry. There is also an
assortment ol wines available. You won't
Imd one of the Lancers” most beguiling
attractions on the memnu. It's a sari-
garbed  waitress named  Geraldine. who
is prety, attentive, cordial and ubiqui-
tously elhcient. Bengal Lancers s open
lor dinner every day except Monday
from 5:30 rac w 11 e (Gl 1 oA
Friday and Saturday). Since seating is
Limired. reservations are advisable on the
weekend  (929-0500).

MOVIES

Let any veliable movie historian chart
the dechine and fall of the bellv Lugh
and the awful outh emerges: The god of
mirth is moribund in Hollvwood. It's too
bad. because Hollvwood's dlaim 1o great-
ness rests most securely  on comedy:
Witness the golden age of the silents,
dominated by such geniuses as Chaplin,
Keaton, Langdon and  Llovd. Though
excellent m their wav, almost all of the
best of vecent comedies inspire the Kind
ol Lghter that dies in the throat. These
satives. built on a bhedrock of bitter social
commentaiv—AL A S H., Joe., The Boys
in the Band and Catch-22—tend to be
coldly black rather than sidespliningly
Tunnv. Much less admiable but nonethe
less making it are Andy Warhol movies,
Robert Downev's  Pound  and  mean-
spirvited creations such as Myra Breckin-
rielge and Wherve's Poppa?, which invite
audiences to leer and snigger at the creeps
on display. We go o see them becaause
todayv—with lamentably lew exceprions-
that’s what passes for comedy. We pay
our money, bur do we have much ol a
choice?

Some moviemakers themselves have be-
come nostalgic for the pure visual comedy
ol vestervear. And such men as Richad
Lester, Blake Edwards and Mel Brooks,
m their different ways and with varving
degrees of success, have been wving to
revive the old spime Taoday, @ broad
romp such as Start the Revolution With
out Me, done in vintage style, cm casily
be mistitken for a milestone il i delivers a
hearty Laugh once every ten minutes,

Why has so much of the fun gone om
of comedv? There are pundits who insist
that the reasons are psychological. NMay-
be they have something, The past jitery

decade has produced perhaps one not-so-
light classic—Dr. Strangelove, a black
comedy to end all comedies in the age ol
the bomb. Can anyone be really amused,
or amusing, alter all. with  doomsdary
at hand? Whatever the reasons, 1odav’s
stylish young taste makers—though hip
to drugs, love and revolution—are sorely
lacking in humor. Perhaps the discussion
is academic, since the decline ol comedy
is inextricably connected with harsh eco-
nomic realities. The great silent come-
dies cost more and ook longer to make
than the average dramatic hlms ol the
time, because the men who made them
were not hacks but young, relatively in-
dependent artists who, if they had 1o,
would spend days or weeks perlecting i
single unforgetable gag. When the hig-
studio organization men ook charge, they
demanded  finished  saripts and  shoot-
ing schedules. The panty was nearly over
and filmdom’s [ruitful age of innocence
began to evolve into the big husiness we
know now. Which means that comedy
has become. by and large, a package ol
big-hox-oflice names cavorting on an casily
exploitable topic. Everything goes into it
bur the key ingredients ol ample time and
incomparable talent.

For now. we can only call on exhibi-
tors to bring back the downs ol yore.
That movicgoers. given hall a chance,
can sull laugh themselves silly is shown
|)§' The Films of Buster Keoton, ('0|l:lf_',('.
of en features and 21 shorts made by
Keaton between 1917 and 1927, (Many
ol the shorts, long presumed lost, retain
title frames translated into German, Pol-
ish or whichever language thev bore
when film curator Ravmond  Rohauc
found them) Ableady triumphant in
New York. London and Panis, the collec-
tion will tour major Amencan cities and
return 1o New York's Elgin Theater for
five more giddy weeks this spring. aeat-
ing a new generation ol fans for a man
who called himsell a low comedian hut
who curied pure physical comedy 10
incredible heights of artistry. Keaton was
only 22 when he began o write, direct
and perform in these exercises in exqui-
sitely comrolled  chaos and, within one
frantic decide, he had  carved
niche in hlm history alongside the great
Chaplin-—or a cut above him. according
to partisans who argue that Keacon's in
SHNCUVE CNEMAtic SeNse wis superior.

As an honored guest av the Venice
Film Festival in 1965, the vear belore he
died. Keaton  told  reporters  that he
loathed  large  screens,  frequent  close-
ups and most ol the modern comedies on
the premises. “Years ago,” said Keaton,
“T got shots in pictures that sl send
cameramen  home  staring into space.”
Keiton's hoast is made good in Sherlock
Junior (1924) and Seven Chances (1925).
both filled with cinematic dreams, chases,
Iandslides and astonishing special effeas
that have never been surpassed. Under

out  his
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the Matened porkpie hat thae became his
tademark, Keaton's beanatiful, impertarh-
able lace refleas childlike innocence and
stubborn confidence as he plunges imo
sunreal Lnmasics of persecution—in which
nun, machines and the elements are all
massed against him. Evervthing was 1oo
much for him, but he could never admit
defeat, and his greatest comedies (The
Nawigator, The Geneval or take your
pick) are epics of insine perseverance.

The important  difference  between
Keaton and Chaplin, which may pady
explain Buster's appeal 1o modern audi-
ences, is that Keaton  plaved  all  his
characters cool, never swiking a note of
sentimentality in- the manner ol Chap-
lin's  vamp. Buster,  who  linguished
through his latter veirs inventing comic
business for Red Skelion and Abbote and
Costello, or playing bit pans in heach
epics, just happens 1o have been one ol
the Tunniest men on the Face ol the carth.
Il the Keaton show comes 1o town—any
town within reach—drive. fly, run, stow
away or Iveak in to see it. You may find
out why you love movies.

-

The mukers ol Lide Big Mon (based
on Thomas Berger's admirable novel)
uv 1o pack so much into the movie's
rambling marvative that the viewer be-
comes  uneasy,  wondering i dircaor
Arthur Penn and scemarist Calder Will-
ingham always know exactly what they're
aming for, however high, The strength
of Little Big Man rests on Dustin Holl-
man’s leisty perlormance as an ancient
(120-odd-year-old)  [rontiersman,  “the
sole  white  survivor of Custer’s  Last
Stand,” whose colorlul reminiscences give
the picture what shape it has. Caprured
by the Cheyenne as a lad, Liule Big
Man is a kind ol pionecer Candide—a
born innocent, flung back and forth be-
tween his Indian brothers and the white
man’s world. The film editorializes with
its contrasts: The hero’s dutiful copula-
vion with his Indiin bride’s widowed
sisters seems pure and simple when meas-
ured against his uncertain relationship
with a Bible-clutching town Lady (Fave
Dunaway in fine form), who cnds up in
a whorchouse. The whites have all the
worst ol it in a gallery of caricatures
played to the hilt by Mintin Balsam—as
a medicine-show scoundrel who carelessly
loses an arm, a leg and an eve in his
ruthless pursuit ol proli—and  Richard
Mulligan as General Custer, a vainglori-
ous, genocidil maniac who is almost 100
silly 1o be an elfective symbol. The mes-
sage is made cear, then atalicized  and
underscored, that America might  have
been a Far bewer place ib lelt w the red
men. The theme is muddied by Penn with
vignewres of Indian life that are carnest
but sometimes oddly condescending, es-
pecially in the case ol one Cheyenne
who behaves like a homosexual brave
from Broadway. Hoffman alone gets

cevervthing absolutely vight, whether tan
gling with Wild Bill Hickok (Jelf Co-
revy in o a breezy spool of gunslinging
heroics or secing his Indian Lmnily shiin
in the snow in a bloody, poetic massacre
sequence that lifes Litile Big Man up 1o
shoulder level with the sereen’s classics.
-

Indian affairs are also the subject of
Flap, formerly titled Nobaody Loves Flap
ping ELagle and, belore that, Nobody

Loves a Dyvunben Indian, aflter Clan
Huffuker's  novel.  Somcone  evidently
decided  that  Flap would  prove less

offcnsive, but the least olfense in this
case might have been to keep the title
and scrap the movie. As Flapping Eagle.
Anthony Quinn joins Tony Bill, Victor
Jory, Shelley Winters and  innumerable
drunken Indians, whose main purposc—
when they arven’t whoring or helling
around the countryside in Flap’s old
wuck—is to block the construction of
superhighway thirough their tribal home-
Lind. which is already clutiered with
tourtst traps. Quinn perflorms his man-
of-the-soil shiick. acting mostly with an
extended  forefinger to point up the
script’s pleas for social justice. Waonst ol
all in this powwow are Flap's pink-and-
purple Eantasics in a local cathouse, Miss
Winters presiding. The Indians ought o
send out a war party.

Jason Rohards, opposite Tuscious Kath
arine Ross, brings tired middle age 1o
the rejuvenating fountain ol youth with
altogether better results in Fools, filmed
everywhere in photogenic San Francisco
by dircctor Tom (IVill Penny) Gries,
Robert Rudelson’s original screenplay
his almost no plot. but maintains interest
through a series of (uict exploraory
meatings between two strangers—a worn-
out, disillusioned  actor in Tollywood
horror flicks and a Tamvtastically heautiful
girl. His problem is i he em't find
mening in anvihing: hers, that she once
believed  beauty  was  synonymous  with
perfeaion and she s striving to heal the
bruises ol her bad marriage 1o a vich,
handsome young attorney (Scort HyLnds).
Fools ends with a melodramatic twist that
seems tacked onto the flnr's subtle early
scenes, deftly plaved by Robards in a
low-pitdhicd and spontancous perlonmance
superior to practically everyvthing he has
done on the saeen belore, and given
further dimension by Katharine, a givl
who has mastered the it ol listcening.
Movies are the ideal mediom for such
tlow-up studies of duracer, and Fools—
despite a certain [labbiness at the core—
is endowed with sivle and substance by
Gries. one ol Hollvwood's  consistendy
underestimated dnceaors.

Lively debate is apt o he provoked by
The Confession, based on Artur London’s
book about the Prague purge wials ol
1952 One ol three survivors among the



14 defendants, London told a harrowing
tale of repression and terror in the world
of people’s democracy, and the gist of it
is conveyed with impeccable technique
and unquestionable dedication by the
team that collaborated on Z: Greek direc-
tor Costa-Gavras and adapter Jorge Sem-
prun. Even Yves Montand is at hand
again for the key role as a deputy minis-
ter ol foreign affairs and devoted Com-
munist who finds himself unjustly jailed,
terorized and convicted of espionage.
Although Montand’s strong perlormance
should help to make The Confession
another box-office bonanza, it lacks the
plot surprises and the balanced array of
good guys vs. bad guys that made Z such
an effective thriller. Here, the focus on
one man's passive resistance to sadistic
guards and  diabolical interrogators is
narrow, repetitious and  diminished  in
impact by all the secret-police shockers
that have gone before. Politically, the
movie  oversimplifies  history, slighting
the social and political background that
would indict not just a lew power-hun-
gry pro-Soviet villains but the entire sys-
tem built up by Stalin’s heirs. Except for
a few scenes in which Simone Signoret
(Mme. Montand) wries to cling to her
Marxist ideals as the hero’s interminably
suffering wife, we never know that the
purge is part of an international out-
break of paranoia that puts thousands of
innocent people behind bars or drives
them underground. Despite the fuzziness
of Costa-Gavras’ political vision, The
Confession has its moments, and at least
it opens up to movie audiences issues of
conscience amd intellect.
.

Il little Goldie Hawn, Laugh-In's gog-
gle-eyed alummna, deserved the Oscar she
won last year for Cactus Flower, she may
well capture a Nobel Prize for There's a
Girl in My Soup. Goldic has twice as
much to do. and she does it with consid-
crable aplomb in Terence Frishy’s adap-
tation of his London and Broadway
stage hit about a swinging nymphet's
wivumph  over a r1andy TV-alkshow
host (Peter Sellers), who is no sooner
offcamera dum he’s on the make. All
right, so Goldie is a charming kook rath-
cr than an aaress—but since when has
acting talent been considered a prime
requisite for movie stardom?  British
director Rov Boulting gives Goldie the
benefit of the doubt and she coolly pops
an  otherwise  undistinguished  comedy
right into her pocket. As for the redoubt
able Peter, he wallows in his familiay
ambivalence, playing broad comedy as if
he would almost preler to be a convincing
lover. Still, he gets incredible mileage
from one good running gag—a compul-
sion to intone huskily, “My God, Dbut
you're lovely!” to every pretty face he
meets, including his own.

-

A Severed Head is crisply civilized and

literate, and damned well ought 10 be,
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since the movie was adapted by scenarist
Frederic Raphael (who wrote Darling)
from the play by J. B. Priestley, which
itsell was based on Iris Murdoch’s mor-
dant novel. Despite the pedigree, how-
ever, the high comedy-of-manners style
doesn’t come off. because director Dick
Clement is clearly putting on airs, letting
us feel the effort ol evervone present to
simulate bland detachment toward such
upper-crust diversions as infidelity, mate
swapping and incest. Lee Remick, as a
brittle English housewife, looks far too
sensible to imagine she is helplessly in
Jove with her psychiawrist (Richard At-
tenborough), only to discover in time
that she actually prefers her hushband’s
brother (Chive Revill). Of course, the
hushand (Ian Holm) has taken a mis-
tress (Jennie Linden), who also [ancies
the brother, yet they all match up one
way or another alter the shrink and his
freaky half sister (Claire Bloom) stop
sleeping together, Severed Head sounds
sexy in summary, but the mean tempera-
ture of the beds occupied here would be
barely adequate for crossbreeding sweet-
heart roses.
-

The titular hero of Brewster MeCloud
(played with sclf-effacing sweetness by
Bud Cort) spends his time holed up in
the bowels of Houston's Astrodome,
building himsell a pair of wings with
which to fly right out of this world. In
his spare time, aided by a somewhat
symbolic bird girl named Louise (Sally
Kellerman), Brewster murders several of
the meanest people in town and leaves
bird droppings on their bodies—the
mark of the sparrow. It must be clear by
now that Brewsler comes down rather
hard on the blick-whimsical side. Scena-
rist Doran William Cannon’s notions of
whimsy, alas. rely to @ great extent on
put-down gags (the film's title song is
The Stav-Spangled  Banner, by the in-
imitable Francis Scoww Key), curses and
frequent references to “this  bird-shit
shit.” Location filming in and around
Houston gives little help o divector
Robert Aluman, whose smash AL A, S, H.
raises one’s hopes too high for the earth-
bound humor ol Brewster McCloud.
Here, Altman's concepr is hazy, his tim-
ing is off and he flals away as if the
simple mechanics ol screen comedy had
never heen  invented—another case of
piling actors into a fleet of cars and
letting them chase around at random.
Altman disguises his whole company as
circus troupers for the finale, but a cast
of reliable supporting clowns led by Sia-
cv Keach, G. Wood and Margaret Hamil-
ton (Oz's perennial witch) merely looks
driven to desperation.

The white, wintry landscapes of The
Night Visitor arc bone-chilling and  fear-
some, the better to spook you with.
Speaking English, possibly in deference

to Britain’s Trevor Howard, who plays
a custy police inspector, three super-
Swedes—Max von Sydow, Liv Ullmann
and Per Oscarsson—walk on the thin ice
of Visitor’s plot with utter assurance; they
couldn't be beuer if Hitchcock or Berg:
man were leading the way, The man
actually in command is veteran direclor
Laslo Benedek, best remembered  for
Death of a Salesman and The Wild One,
and no slouch when it comes to making
little things loom large—a stealthy hand
at a window, say, or the oddly terrifying
plight of a country doctor locked in a
room with a corpse, a killer and a hyster-
ical parrot. There's no searet about the
fact that Von Sydow is the murderer,
and a fiendishly effective one, who some-
how slips away from lis cell in a for-
tress-prison for the criminally insane and
wreaks terrible vengeance on certain per-
sons outside. The victims are a despica-
ble lot who earn scarcely a breath of
audicnce svmpathy as Von Sydow races
through the snow in his skivvies to do
them in with a necktie, a paperweight
and an ax. Why and how are the ques-
tions posed. Answers come pretiy fast
and are mostly implLausible—even faintly
foolish—but spelled out with many a
satislying tingle for addicts ol the gothic
mode.

-

One thing that sets Rio Lebo apart from
a dozen previous John Wayne Westerns
is that writer George Plimpton plavs a
bit role as a bad guy. The good guys
shoot Plimpton on sight, but not before
having supplied him with material for a
television special and another first-person
book on the ovder of Paper Lion, which
recorded  his  experiences with a  pro-
football team. Maybe vou should just
skip the movie and wait for George's
report. Rio Lobo's cast perlorms strictly
by the numbers, making sillv dialog sound
downright idiotic until the climactic mo-
ment when the Duke declares, “You got
yur town back.” The bad guys who are
disposed ol along the way made the mis-
take of peddling Union secrets to the
Conlederates duving the Civil War, and
Wayne naturally makes short work of any
varmints foohish enough to besmirch our
country’s flag. From time to time, when
no one is talking, producer-director How-
ard Hawks (with the help of second-
unit director Yakima Canutt) slips in a
wigger-tight, beautifully flmed action se-
quence that does credit to the maker of
Dawn  Patrol, Scarface and a score of
comparable classics. Those, alas. were the
days.

The third part ol a quasi-autobiograph-
ical wrilogy by writer-director  Frangois
Trulfaut, Bed ond Boord has a hero named
Antoine Doinel, played again by Jean-
Pierre Leand, who was Traffaut’s An-
woine in The 400 Blows and Stolen Kisses.
Coming from so accomplished a cine-

mattic stylist as Truffaut, Bed and Board
seems a one-finger exercise as it desaribes
in straightforward [ashion the lile and
times of the newlvwedded Antoine in
relation to his work, his wile (Claude
Jade) and his oriental mistress (Hiroko
Berghauer). The most remarkable ching
about the movie i1s that Truftaut, at this
point in his carcer, chose to make a film
so naive and unprepossessing compared,
sav, with Jules and Jim. One expects so
much more of him than a wistiul Gallic
fuble about the marination of two voung
marrieds, familiarly spiced with  bovish
humor. The light touch is recognizable as
pwre Truffaut, though, when the hero,
noting that his wife’s breasts are mis-
matched, blithely christens them Laurel
and Hardy.

I Love My . . . Wife is a cynical comedy
that casts Elliott Gould as a philander-
ing young surgeon. Unfortunately, an
ambitious script by Robert Kaufman, di-
rected in strictly formula style by Mel
Stuart, too often settles for a wink and a
leer where something of emotional sub-
stance is needed. Gould, who races from
movie to movie these days with scarcely
time o slip into a fresh shirt. nonethe-
less manages a passable caricature of the
all-American  boy whose masturbatory
[anwasies are soon destroved by the reali-
ties of marriage, symbolized by a shop
ping cart full of baby food. As the young,
bride who almost overnight becomes a
fat and flaccid Hausfrau, Brenda Vaccaro
sportingly endures all the agonies ol
wifchood—including  a  final  frenzied
round of art classes, psychoanalysis and
dieting. Nothing she does, of course, can
restore the gleam to hubby's eye or dete
him from seducing patients and student
nurses, The marriage ends on the rocks
and we Jeave the misguided philanderer
in a cockiail lounge with an oft-duty
stewitrdess—which is evidently meant to
imply a fatc worse than home aud
hearth. Well, maybe. But the hero's oru
cial and not-quite-believable error is let-
ting go of a very sexy married lady.
played by model Angel Tompkins, the
kind of girl for whom any medic in his
right mind would rush straight home
from the hospital.

What can you sav abouwt a heautilul
25-year-old gl who dies? “That she
loved Maozart, Bach, the Beatles and
me. . . ." So gently muses Ryan O'™Neal,
the hero of Erich Segal's best-selling Love
Story. Ali MacGraw plays the beautiful
voung bride who succumbs to leukemia,
and, well, bring the Kleenex. Diree
tor Arthur Hiller has trinslated Segal's
precious tile into a veritable dewdrop of
a movie that brings back the days when
Bette Davis and Margaret Sullavan were
wont to find True Love just belore con-
tracting nameless Lal  diseases—excepn
that this latter-day dying swan curses like



a longshoreman. Love Story's poor litle
rich hoy goes to Harvard, mects a poor
littde poor girl lrom Raddliffe and marries
her Against His Family's Wishes. Which
means that the kids have to live on the
cheap until he can leave Harvard Law
with honors and move into a luxury apart-
ment in Manbatan., Then e happens.
And she never gets to see Paris (“Screw
Paris,” she murmurs from her deathbed).
I's a passion that lingers in one’s mind
for a good five minures.

RECORDINGS

Alter the late Janis Joplin hit her
popularity peak, she unloaded the group
that had become merely her backup band.
But that didn’t stop Big Brother and
the Holding Company. Their latest al-
bum, Be a Brother (Columbiu), is a gas.
Nick Gravenites has been added to share
the lead vocals with Sam Andrew and
the LP is a great studio rendering ol the
happy. love, energy, get-up-and-dance,
live-at-the-Fillmore sound. Down at the
bottom of the back cover of the album is
a list ol “Friends”™ who helped out with
the recording. There, in small type, is
the name Janis Joplin.

-

Magical Connection (Blue Thumb) has
puitarist Gabor Szabo at the top ol his
form. He's obviously in company he digs
(a grooving rhythm combo with which
he has complete rapport) and the items
at hand include such diverse goodies as
the Bacharach-David Close to You, Sieve
Stills’s Pretty Gal Wiy, John Scbhastian's
title item and Alex North's Love Theme
Jrom “Spartacus.” The LP is a delight
hiom beginning to end.

Note to everybody who got scared of
the Grateful Dead a few yemrs back:
You cun take your fingers out of yow
cars now. During their acid period, the
Dead produced some deep space music
that only an expanded mind could love,
but lately they've come a long way back
Irom the nether reaches—and with fine
results. American Beauty (Warner DBros.),
their most recent release, is a comlfort-
able wrip that’s well worth taking. On
solt, subdued cuts such as Ripple and
Atties of My Life, they show a sensitive,
lyrical side, like Elizabethan balladeers
wone clearic, and on Qperator  and
Truckin, n's great, cooking, move-it-on-
down-the-line rock 'n” roll all the way.
The Dead have heen through a lot ol
changes, but it sounds as though they've
fmally come home.

-

Three no-nonsense pianists with indis-
putable credentials have LPs at hand
that are really first-rate. Ramsey Lewis'
Them Changes (Cadet) finds him  play
ing electric piano in addition to his
regular ax and teaming up with stellar
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42780 LED ZEPPELIN
Atlan LP, BTR, CASS

44753 TRAFFIC —Jchn
Barleycorn Must Oie
Unifr LP, BTR, CASS

33077 JOAN BREZ—
One Day at a Time
Vangu LP, TR, CASS

16759 TCHAIKDVSKY
—1812 Overture
Mercu LP, 8TR, CASS

bk

38367 SUGARLOAF
Liber LP, BTR, CASS

o i

44381 MYSTIC MOODS
ORCH.—English
Muffins

Phili LP, 8"! CﬁSS

44758 FERRANTE &
TEICHER—Love Is

A Soft Touch

UniAr LP, BTR, CASS

30622 TEMPTATIONS
Greatest Hits, Vol 2

_Eorll;r LF, BTR,_CASS

67509 GRASSRDOTS
Mare Golden Grass
Dunhi LP, BTR, CASS

17317 CASALS —
Plays Beethoven
phil LP

33088 MOZART—
Piano Quartets
Vangu LP

44746 ODUKE ELLING-
TON—70 Birthday
cUncert (2 record set}

Solst

bl

42770 IRON BUTTER-
FLY—Metamorphosis
Atco LP, BTR, CASS

42769 KING CRIMSON
Wake of Poseidon

Atlan LP, BTR, CASS

30635 DIANA ROSS—

Everything Is Everything
Mnl?wLF BTR r,gss

38085 BUDDY RICH -
Buddy & Soul
WorPa LP 8TR, CASS

12286 DUSCHENES
RECORDER DUARTET
Baroq LP, 8TR, CASS

33469 BEST OF 8UF-
FALD SPRINGFIELD
Atco LF, BTR, CASS

d4T12 MIDNIGH'I Cow-
BOY-—Soundtrack
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS

66535 BOBBY
SHERMAN

—Here Comes Bebby
Metro LP, BTR, CASS

Atian LP a}R CASS

d2145 WGGDSTUCK—
Soundtrack (3 records)
Cotil LP

44365 JACQUES BREL
—If You Go Away
Phili LP

30607 FOUR TOFS
Still Waters Run Deep
Mnlow LP BTR,CASS

67510 THREE DOG
NIGHT-—Naturall
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS

17008 HANDEL—
Messiah (3 records)
Phili LP

38373 IKE & TINA
TURNER—Workin®
Together
Liber LP

RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA—The World’

65779 MELANIE—Can-
dles In Rain
Budda LF, 8TR, CASS

65784 MELANIE—
Leftover Wine
Budda LP, BTR, CASS

44745 BOBBY GOLDS-
BORD_Greatest Hils
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS

390 S‘TEQOIMENsION
[1] uarius
s:gl:. LP, 8TR, CASS

30628 JACKSON 5
Third Album

BT?SH $TEPPENWOI.F
Ounhi LP, 8TR, CASS

Motow LP, 8TR, CASS

66703 CURTIS MAY-
FIELD -Curtis
Curto LP, 8TR, CASS

39089 5TH OIMENSION
-—-Greatest Hits
SouCi LP, BTR, CASS

[ W

38364 CANNED HEAT
-Future Blues

Liber LP, BTR, CASS

44378 PAUL MAURIAT
—Gone Is Love
Phili LP, 8TR, CASS

38358 VIKKI CARR—
Nashville By Carr
Liber LP, BTR, CASS

12121 3 CENTURIES
OF MILITARY MUSIC
Pirou LP, 8TR, CASS

42?65 ROBERTA
LACK—Chapter Two
l\lla‘l LP, BTR, CﬂSS

65775 VERY BEST OF
LOVIN' SPOONFUL
¥amSu LP, 8TR. C-l\SS

31787 MAMAS &
PAPAS —16 Greatest

Hits
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS

30?73 OENNI$ YOST &
CLASS

Goideu Gteats
Imper LP, BTR, CASS

44728 FERRANTE &
TEICHER —-Play
Midnight Cowboy
Unifr LP, BTR, CASS

43860 ERROLL GAR-
NER—Feeiing Is
Believing

Mercu LP BTR,CASS

56611 nan: EARTH
RarEaﬁ 8TR, CASS

48794 BEVERLY
SILLS-Sings Mozart

& Strauss
ABC LP, BTR, CASS
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With our Club there are no cards which you must
return to prevent shipment of unwanted LP's or
tapes (which you would have to return at your own
expense if you have failed to send written notice
not to ship). We send only what you order.
HOW CAN WE BREAK ALL RECORO
AND TAPE CLUB RULES?
We are the only major record and tape club NOT
OWNED ... NOT CONTROLLED .. NOT SUBSIDIZED
by an'v record or tape manufacturer anywhere.
Therefore, we are not obliged by company policy
fo push any one label. Nor are we prevented by
distribution commitments from offering the very
newest LP's and tapes,
Join RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA now and take
advantage of this special Introductory Membership
Offer. 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 tee
{a small handiing and mailing fee for your free
LPs or tapes will be seni later). This entit.es you
1o LIFETIME MEMBERSHIP—and you never pay
another club fee. Your savings have already more
than made up for the nominal membership fee.

If you want to give Gift Memberships to friends

RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA-Th

and relatives, this same special offer applies to
each and every one of them. You can choose the
free selections for them, or you can allow your
gift recipients to make their own choice (in
which case we will rush them an Order Certifi-
cate with the first shipment of their materials.
As a Special Bonus to you for signing up a gift
member, we'll give you an extra FREE LP or tape
per each gift member you enroll.
NOW YOU CAN CHARGE IT

Ifngnu prefer, you may charge your membership
and any Gift Memberships to one of your credit
cards. We honer four different plans. Check your
preference and fill-in your account number on

the coupon.

LODK WHAT YOU GET

® FREE Lifetime Membership Card-—puarantees

ou brand new LPs and tapes at discounts up
0 79% . . . Never less than 14 off.

* FREE Giant Master LP and Tape Catalog—lists
2l readily available LPs and tapes (cartridges
and casseltes) of all labels (including foreign)
.. . all musical categories.

e FREE Disc and Tape Guide — The Club's own
Magazine, and special Club sale announcements
which regularly bring you news of just-issued
new releases and “'extra discount™ specials.

e FREE ANY 3 Stereo LPs or any 1 Tape shown

here (worth up to $20.94) with absolutely no

obligation to bq‘v anything ever)!
GUARANTEED INSTANT SERVICE

Al LPs and tapes ordered by members are

shipped same day received (orders from the

Master Cataiog may take a few days longer). ALL

RECORDS AND TAPES GUARANTEED -faclory new

and completely satisfactory or replacements will

be made without question.

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE i
if you aren't absolutely delighled with our dis-
counts (up to 795:)—return items within 10 daEs
and membership fee will be returned AT ONCE!
*If you and gift members can't find 3 LPs or
1 tape here, you can defer your selection and
choose from expanded Fist later.

OHOWN HERE ="

Worth
up to

TYPICAL “EXTRA DISCOUNT " SALE

$4.98 LPs average as low as §1.
$5.98 LPs average as low as $2.19
Savings of 63% or more from recent Club sales up to $3.79
per LP. Start these giant savings now...not after you
fulfill your cbligation like the other clubs.
List AVE.Club}

Label  Price  Price
Simon & Garfunkel—Bridge
Over Troubled Water
Peter, Paul & Mary—10 Years
Together
Creedence Clearwater Revival—
Cosmo's Factory

Colum 598 2.18
warBr 598 2.1%

Fanta 498 1.88
Lettermen—Reflections Capit 498 1.88
Bessie Smith—Any Woman's
Blues Colum 598 Z.18
Neil Young—After Gold Rush Repr 4
Mantovani—In Concert Londe 4
Santana—Abraxas Colum 5.
Glen Campbell—Goodtime Album Capit 5
Jimi Hendrix & Otis Redding— _
Live at Monterery Repri 5
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Yes—Rush me a lifetime Membership Card, Free
Giant Master LP & Tape Catalog, and Disc & Tape
Guide at this Special Membership Offer. )

Also send me the 3 FREE LPs or 1 FREE tape which
I have indicated below (with a bill for a small mail-
ing and handiing charge). | enclose my $5.00 life-
time membership fee. This entitles me to buy an
LPs or tapes at discounts up to 79%, plus a small
mailing and handling charge. | am not cbligated to
buy any records or tapes—no yearly quota. If not
completely delighted | may return items above with-
in 10 days for immediate refund of membership fee.

Choose 3 FREE LPs or 1 FREE TAPE

[ BTR [J CASS
or [] Defer Selection—send expanded list.
Also add . . . Gift Memberships at $5.00 each to my
request along with 3 FREE LPs or 1 FREE tape each,
(& small handling and mailing fee for gift members’

RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA
CLUB HEADQUARTERS

free LPs or tapes will be sent to you later.) {Attach
separate sheet with names and addresses of gift
members. Note on sheet either the free selections or
that you want gift member 1o choose his own free
selections. Also indicate your free bonus LP or tape
{nete 8TR or Cass.) for signing up a gift member.)

| enclose § covering my $5.00 lifetime merm-
bership plus any Gift Memberships at $5.00 each.
Mr.

Mrs.

Miss -

Rddress

City _ state____
If APO-FPO address,
add soc. security & _

CHARGE IT to my credit card. | am charging $
to_cover my $5.00 membership and any Gift Member-
ships at $5.00 each (mailing and handling fee for
each FREE LP and tape selected by both me and the
gift members will be added).
Check one: T Diners Club [7] Master Charge

] American Express [ BankAmericard

Expiration Date

—_Zip.

Acct. &

o "
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guitarist Phil Upchurch, bassist Cleve-
lind Eaton and drummer Morris Jen-
nings in a recording that makes some
striking musical comments on blacks and
the American condition. Ramsey was
never in better form or more in tune
with his material. Bobby Timmons Trio / From
the Bottom (Riverside) offers the non-
parcil of funky pianists (for a delightful
change of pace, he plays absorbing vibes
on Quict Nights of Quiet Stars and Some-
one to Watch Over Ale). accompanied by
druammer Jimmy Cobb and bassist Sam
Jones. For most of the outing. Timmons
gets into the pop ballad-bossa nova bag
with consummate ease. Although the LP
was etched in 1964 and not veleased until
now, it shows no sign of age. The capper
15 Timmons at Ins best and ar his most
familiar, scuing down his classic Moanin®
as though he was playing it for the first
time. Another funk-soul eminence is
Junior Mance, and his laest LI, With a
Lotta Help from My Friends (guitarist Eric
Gale, bassist Chuck Rainey and drum-
mer Billy Cobham), on the Atlantic Label,
15 sufbused wide freewheeling joy. The
tunres. with the exception of David Clay-
ton  Thomas’ Spimming Wheel,  have
caused no great sensations. No matter,
since the  perlormances are what  this
album is all about. Happy jazz—and that's
a rare commodity these days.
-

Two rock groups that dance a curious
line, weaving between underground and
Top 40, have cut albums that won't dis-
appoint—or  surprise—their  fans much.
Three Dog Night's Latest, Three Dog Night
—Naturally (Dunhill), features the vocal-
Laden sound  they've been selling ever
since they hit wiah Laura Nyro's Eli's
Commg and includes their latest hit, One
Man Band. At the other end of the spec-
trum {rom Three Dog's premy sound is
Steppenwoll, who, you will remember,
made it on the strength of John Kay's
pseudo-satanic voice and  his sunglasses.
This group is considered tough and heavy
by everyone who's never heard the Rolling
Stones. and it's more of the same old nasty
stull in Steppenwolf 7 (Dunhill). Among
the  meancr-than-thou  titles e Ball
Crusher, Hippo Stomp and Renegade.

Tom Ruslt pens some ol the sweetest
acoustcal-type  songs wvound, but on
Tom Rush / Wrong End of the Rainbow (Co-
lambia). he also takes on the work of
competitors in that same gentle area—in-
cuding Siveet Baby  James, by James
Tavlor. All ten vracks on the album are
the sort that get one o listen without
heing  overpowering—a  strong  message
delivered e a solt medium. Rush shares
some ol the wrtng aedits with Trevor
Veitcdh and e shouldn’t be long before
other artists snap up their material.

-

Emitt Rhodes (Dunhilly has just turned

out his first album and it's practically a

one-man show: lyrics, music, vocals, instru-
mentation, engineering and  production.
The songs are movingly beautiful and
that’s one of the problems. Unlike Paul
McCarmey's solo effort—which this al-
bum resembles—there are no drivers and
the “prety” sound can begin 1o wear
thin and dull. OQur [avorites among the
12 tunes are With My Face on the Floor
and Live Till You Die.

Miles Davis at Fillmore (Columbia)—
a two-LP package ol the septet’s lour-
night stand at New York's rock palace,
IFillmore East—is the most adventurous
ol Miles’s recordings to date. There are
no titles, just the group, spearheaded by
the Davis trumpet. stretching out and
producing music that defies categoriza-
tion—jazz, rock, Latin, avim-garde, soul—
there’s no point in trying to identify
it. Miles knows what he's into and where
he’s going: i's up to his audienee 10
keep up with lum. It's certainly worth
the effort.

.

Creedence Clearwater Revival has been
taking some Ik lately for continuing o
grind out the same old singles sound;
but on Pendulum (Fantasy), the boys have
moved into a slightly new groove. John
Togerty, who normally plays lead guitar,
has switched with suceess 1o the kevboard
on seven of the en numbers and the rest
ol the group gews ino some new instru-
mets as well, The resule s an ellore tlhae
has all the energy of past Creedence ve-
cordings but boasts a new intricacy—most
noticcable on Rude Awakeming Noo 2,
a two-part tune that's spliv by a three-
minue music concrere” s)‘mpll(mc[lc.

.

That estimable altoist Paul Desmond
has been heard livde since the breakup
ol the Brubeck [om. Now we have one
ol his most [ruuful ellorts. Bridge Over
Troubled Water (AXM), a tribute to the
song-writing skills ol Paul Simon—and a
magnilicent wibwe it is. Desmond’s lige
uidk, Timpad alto roams thvough The 59th
Street Bridge Song. Mys. Robinson, the
title ode, Scarborough Fair and six other
dandies, supported by a splendid rhythim
section that boasts Herbie Hancock and
Ron Cirter among its members.

At the fore of the impending God-
rock movement, George Harrisont has
come up with a three-LP set, ANl Things
Must Pass (Apple). Two ol the records
contain such rocking inspivational stuff
as his hit single, My Sweet Lord—and
the third, labeled Apple Jam. is an im
provised workout that boasts such blue-
ribbon sidemen as Ringo Starr, Pete
Diake, Eric Clapton and Dave Mason.
The jaum is mainly a bonus, though.
What we're veally getting here is a deep-
ly personal statement by Harrison—an

expression of his positive outlook on life,
of his faith in the old Indian belief that
music has the power to change human
destiny and of his religion itsell. The
cffort was coproduced by Phil Spector,
who, for once, has abandoned his heavy-
handed wall-of-sound style in favor of a
lighter touch. Hear Me Lord. the last
song, wraps up the set well and is just
about where the whole trip is at. It’s an
old-fashioned religious confessional deliv-
ered in revival-meeting style.
-

The title of his new album may be
David Steinberg . Disguised as @ Normal
Person (Elekwra), but we know better.
What  kind of normal person talks
about how he would say dirty things on
The Dating Game, how he once found
his dinner partner stirring his mashed
potatoes with her fingers, how he takes
umbrage with the dictionary’s definition
ol bullshit, how the Old Testament has
i all over Joe Miller's joke book as a
source of some of the wittiest monologs
making the rounds woday? Granted. Stein-
berg's a great comedian. Bur  normal?
That's a Laugh.

THEATER

Even if you're a stranger in New Ha-
ven. the Yale Repertory Theater is casy 1o
find. Look for an old brick church at the
corner ol York and Chapel sircets with
psychedelic stripes framing its tall Gothic
entranceway. The jarring  juxiaposition
of old aud new that characterizes the
Yale Rep's decor abso provides a clue 1o
the policies ol artistic direcaior Robert
Brustein, A druma oritic turned  educea
tor, Brustein Jeans heavily on classics
and oftheat new works. The current sea-
son, for example, opened last fall with
Story Theater vepertory, aninnovative
effort that went on to become a Broad-
way hit. The sccond production was The
Revenger's Tragedy, a seldom performed
Jacobean drama by Cyril Tourncur. The

critics  hailed  leading man  Kenneth
Hingh bur panned the play's pscudo-
Shakespearcan gore. (One  aisle  siter

called it Slaughtevhouse Ten, students
dubbed it Brustern's Folly) Tn January
came the world premicre of Wheve Has
Tommy Flowers Gone?, by 3l-year-old
Terrence McNally, one of the hottest
playwrights amound. Represented in New
York with hall-a-dozen plays, induding
And Things Go Bump in the Night,
Siweel Evos andd Next, he has written his
new work as a free-form comedy about a
gentle anarchist who chides the establish-
ment: I love the world; it's what you've
done to it that 1 can’t stand.” The
current  production  at  Yale (ending
March 13) is an interpretation ol Mac-
beth that Brustein describes as “an at-
tempt 1o investigate the supernatural
environment ol the play in the light ol
our own scence-iction tradition.”  In



For people who want a receiver
and atape system:

A receiver with a tape system.

We've put the receiver recordings and play pre- AM stereo tuner and high-
and tape system into one recorded tapes, too. quality amplifier. And both
compact package that saves With its optional F99B have jacks for connecting
space andgetsrid of alotof microphone, you can also things like record players,
wiring. What's more, we've = make home recordingsin stereo headphones or even
given you a choice of two full stereo sound. an additional tape deck.
different tape systems. If you are a hi-fi buff, our So, the only choice you

OurHST-399 has a HST-388 is the choice for have to make is which tape
cassette recorder that lets you. It has an 8-track system you want. No matter
you make off-the-air cartridge player that willget which you pick, you'll get a

the most out of any tape. receiver and a tape system

T Both stereo tapereceivers for alot less money than
include the same fine FM/ you’'d expect.
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April, Yale Rep will introcuace Jerzy
Kosinski's  dramatization of his novel
Steps, which won the 1969 National Book
Award for fhcuon. Kosinski is Yale's
present writer in residence, and the latest
in a succession of bright young dramatists,
including Sam Shepard and Megan Terry.
A musical production, the American pre-
micre ol Two by Bertolt Brecht and
KNurt Wedl, will close the scason. In hve
vears at Yale, Brustein has presented a
dozen world premieres, notably Joseph
Heller's We Bombed in New Haven,
Robert Lowell's adaptation of Prome-
theus Bound and  Jules Feiller's God
Bless. And, ol course, MacBivd took
flight at Yale. Brustein’s drive for proles-
sionalism has drawn crinasm [rom stu-
dents who regard a university theater as
the domain ol wainees. They feel that
the import of big names (Sir John Giel-
gud, Irene Worth, Estelle Parsons, Stacy
Keach, Nancy Wickwire, Mildred Dun-
nock) diminishes their opportunities for
juicy roles. Brustein’s reply to student
lak: “They like 1o think of themselves as
graduate students in a university theater,
but actually they've apprentices in a pro-
fessional conservatory. 1 came to Yale to
acate a well-disciplined actor who doesn’t
play himsell over and over again. This has
been the curse of the American theater.”

Kuwrt Vonnegut, Jr., sci-f seer and
black-comic wizard, has become a play-
wright—or rather, he has written a play,
Happy Birthday, Waenda June. \While it doces
not always have the exaciness of the
best of his novels, it is very Vonnegut
and very theatrical. With malice and
intelligence. it attacks the cult ol the
killer, of Hemingway as cultural and
sexual icon. and ol heroes, whoever they
are, The source is the Odyssey, with the
author’s modern-day Odysseus a super-
nanly (and  impotent) hunter named
Harold Ryan, played by Kevin Me-
Carihy. Ryan has been lost for eighe
vears in the Amazon jungles with his
bese friend, Looseleal Harper, the man
who dropped the bomb on Nagasaki.
Suddenly, wnannounced, they reanm o
avilization to find they are outdined, un-
nceded, out of jt. “Something hig must
have happened in sex while we were
gone,” observes the nervous Looscleal.
Something big has also happened  in
Ryan's houschold. Iis wife is beset
by wwo suitors, one a vacuuwm-cleaner
salesman who  hero-worships  her hus-
band, the other a pacilist who rtries to
take on the hunter with words. The plot
gets thicker and crazier, branching out to
heaven, where Vonnegut finds a mon-
strous and hilavious Nazi, a linde girl
named Wanda  June and Ryan’s al-
coholic ex-wife, Heaven, it scems, is a
place like any other and Jesus Christ is
just another guy playing shuflleboard.
Vaudeville routines, verbal sallies, farce

—Vonnegut makes his own rules, and
more power w0 him. Wanda may lack a
certaim po ish, but it has class. style and
wit i abundance. At the Edison, 240
West 47th Street.

-

The Gingerbread Lady is Neil Simon’s lirst
serious play. The odd thing s thar while
it has definite weaknesses as drama, it's
compubsively funmy. The humor is sharp,
pointed, ar times even mean. Unlike
Stmon's previous hits, Gingerbread Lady
isn't merely sitwational. It's abour some-
thing and someone, namely Evy Meara
(Maureen Stapleton), a Judy Garland well
over the rainbow, a dead-beat singer worn
down by years ol heavy drinking and ran-
dom lovemaking. A fag, desperate creature
—s0 [at that she would have killed her-
scll il she could have squeezed our the
window—she has gone for the cure, and
now, as the play beging, retums 1o her
cheap New York apartment (“a sublease
from Mary Todd Lincoln™), thin, wan
and dry. Almost immediately, she slops
back into her old wavs, which include two
misfit friends (a homosexual flop acior
and u beauty queen fighting 1o keep her
aging {ace) and a heel of a young lover.
She upples shemry ae Schraflt's, insalis her
friends, ditches her adoring  diughter—
and cracks into a thousaind crumbs, like
the gingerbread house she once gave the
daughter. The downlall lacks provoca-
uon: It is her Iriends” problems, not her
own inner ones, that send her hell-bent
to sell-destruction. And the final resolu-
tion is oo cisy. The play has second- and
third-act problems. One constantly wants
to know more—in [act, all about LEvy.
Instead, Simou showers on the wiscaracks.
LEvy huts o comeback for evervihing, except
hersell. Miss Stapleton’s Evy is coarse, sell-
centered, wounded—with all the comic
veins showing. At the Plvimouth, 236 West
15th Street.

-

Sir John Giclgud and Sir Ralph Rich-
ardson are monwments 1o the art of act-
iy, and o see and to hear them
David Storey’s Home 1s a rare theatrical
experience. Each is at the very wop of his
cralt. with  prec responses el vast
reserves ol sensitivity, which they
call upon at will—even in the absence of
words. In Home, there is a great deal
between the words. The play s cirelully
underwritten, and directed  with  sreat
cconomy by Lindsay Anderson. Nothing
is wasted. The stage is bright, and bave
—except for a wble and  chaivs, a
Nagpole and a yailing with one joint
missing. Giclgud and Richardson stride
on, sit down and exchange pleasantries.
The oh-yesses and oli-dears spin by, cach
with a specific infleciion. As the charac-
ters begin o expose closely guarded
memories, one begins o wonder how
much to believe. Soon it is evident that
this Home 1s an insane asylum, although
it is never exactly clear how dalt the two

old gentlemen are. All we know for sure
is that they are failures and their lives
are dimming. Each character plays off
the other, but often each listens only 10
himsell. Diflerences in tone and empera-
ment emerge. Gielgud is gentle, meliow
and given Lo quict carying. Ricliardson’s
sadness does not surlace so readily: he is
starchier and somewhat remore. Their ine
manners (perhaps i front?) are in contrast
to those of 1wo women patients, a randy
old ludy (Mona Washbowne) and a
prissy one (Dandy Nichols). The quar-
tet talk, walk. watch the sun ser—and
survive. The language is spare and lyri-
cal. Home is a poem. set to actors’ music.
At the Movosco, 217 West 45th Street.

Among many other things, John F.
Kennedy was always good theater. His
admirers called that “style.” Kennedy’s
critics argued that style was all he had,
that the chaom and dash of Camelot
were, at best, insubstantial qualifications
for the Presidency. Now, as bizarre as it
sounds, An Evening with John F. Kennedy
offers a replay of some of Kennedy's most
memorable performances doring his 1060
days—and it is good theater. Actor
Jeremiah Collins. 31, is the oneaman show
in 100 minutes of chonologically ar-
ranged readings ol excerpts rom | F K
speeches and press conferences and  he
looks sufficiently like Kennedy to play
the role to the hill—and not as a carica-
ture. His voice and accent are near per-
fect and his mannerisms—the hands in
the pockets or jabbing at the audience,
the grin when he's slipped through the
arms of a tackler at a press conference—
are as close 1o the remembered reality as
a re-cnacement can be. Ar the beginning,
it's impossible to avoid the suspicion that
Evenimg will be, must be, in bad taste. It
sn't. It's neither morbid nor maudlin,
anel it requires an appetite for neither to
find enjovinent in watching and remem-
bering what Kennedy said and the way he
said it, from his inaugural address 1o his
last press conference, shortly before the
trip to Texas. The mimiary alone, which
is brilliamt, wouldn’t be enough 1o sustain
or justity the resurrection but, like read-
ing an old newspaper. Evening oflers a
unique glimpse of a picce ol history as it
appeared at the time, matched againse its
appaarance now. The close of the show
—which we will not reveal—is as abrupt
as the end of John Kennedy’s Presiden-
¢y Incredibly, even though the saript is
as irrevocable as history, the end comes
as a horrilying surprise. Shocking the
audience with a jolt of unanticipated
brutality is in questionable taste, but the
producers really had no choice: Any
other ending would have been an in-
excusable lie. At the National Press Club
in Washington, D.C., on the list leg ol
a projected national tour.




We Deliver. . .

. . . entertainment made-to-order for today’s urbane man.
Riotous humor . . . intoxicating females . . . explosive fact, fiction, interviews
. . . plus much more! For delivered-to-your-door entertainment
.. . subscribe to PLAYBOY today!

PLAYBOY, Playboy Building,
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611

Please enter my subscription for

[J 1 year $10 (save $3.00 off $13 single-copy price)
[] 2 years $18 (save $8.00 off $26 single-copy price)

[] 3 years $24 (save $15.00 off $39 single-copy price)

[[] payment enclosed [ ] new subscription

[] bill me later [] renewal

7011

Name,

(please print)

addruess e -

city slatle i,

Charge to my Playboy Club credit Key no.

[ N ]

Rates apply to U.S., U.S. Poss., Canada, APO-FPO addresses only.
Credit extended in U5, US. Poss., Canada, APO-FPO only.




The Dingo Man.
He’s no ordinary
Joe.

They're part of his image.
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 “Dingo.”
If you don’t believe us, ask any girl
Joe Namath knows.

For storc near you, write:

Acme Boot Co., Inc., Dept. PL 31,
Clarksville, Tenn. 37040.

A subsidiary of Northwest
Industries, Inc.

From A(‘mc.@@ The World's Largest Bootmaker.
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I'w.-. just returned from a performance
ol life’s longest-running drama: “Man
Finds True Love But Gets Dumped
On.” I could use a few suggestions on
how to blot out the feelings of unrequit-
ed love, remorse and rage that hinder my
return to a happy bachelor existence. In
short, T need something to bridge the
gap between my deep emotional involve-
ment with a lady in my past and my
uncertain faith in meeting a finer wom-
an in the future. Someday. the chip on
my shoulder will no doubt be gently re-
moved, but what do 1 do untl then?—
A. E., St. Louis, Missouri.

I’s sink—oyr get vight back into the
social swim. “Nobody loves you when
you're down and oul,” as the song says,
and if all you do is stand around and
sing the blues, don’t expect much help
on the soprano part. The trick of keeping
warm once love burns oul is not o roll
around n the ashes but to start a new
five with another girl. It would be even
wiser to dale a number of different girls.

L fall, T sold my Harley 1o a [riend in
California and decided, for a Lok, that 1
would deliver it in person. I made it
from New York to Long Beach in just
over 83 hours, which includes the six
hours I crashed for some much-needed
sleep. T thought this was preuy fast, but
a friend insists it's nowhere near the
record for aosscountry on a motorcycle.
How dose did I come?—S. T., New Yok,
New York,

Not wvery. The record is held by 24-
year-old Tibor Sarossy, a natwralized
American, who set it in 1968, covering
the distance from New York to Los An-
geles in a zippy 15 hows, 41 minutes.
Savossy drove a BMIV R69S, logged 2687
miles on his odomeler, made four fuel
stops and averaged 58.7 mph. The only
modification to his cycle was the addi-
tion of two five-gallon jeep cans lo act as
auxiliary fuel tanks. Savossy made a sub-
stantial portion of the yun in Texas and
New Mexico during a driving rainstorm,
fainted once al an inspeclion station on
the Arizona-California border and slept
jor 12 hours when it was all over. When
interviewed later, Sarossy casually men-
tioned that American speed limits were
“archaic” and admilled exceeding most
of them during lis trip.

I 2 curious about the derivation of the
standard symbols for male and female. Is
there any connection between the latter
and the Egyptian ankh?—C. 1., Minne-
apolis, Minnesota.

There is no connection. The male
symbol, &, wvepresents the shield and
spear of the ancient god of war, Mars.

It is also the symbol of the planct
Mars. The female symbol, @, is a repre-
sentation of a hand mivvor and is as-
saciated  with the goddess of beauty,
Aphrodite. It is also the symbol of the
planet Venus.

M}- girl and T are thinking of getting
maried soon, but we are slightly hesi-
tant, as we are fust cousins. Could you
tell us if first-cousin marriages are very
rare and what the dangers might be?—
T. C., Albany, New York.

In the highly mixed and mobile United
States, furst-cousin marriages arve extreme-
Iy rare—6 out of 10000 marringes.
For Brilain. however, it is 60 in 10,000;
for Spain, 460; and for the Fii Islands,
2970. The dangers are the possibility
of disease and deformity showing up
in the children; such gene-linked ills
require a rvecessive gene plus another
similar recessive gene. The chances of non-
related people having the same vecessive
gene are remole; nol so in first-cousin
marriage, in which the husband and wife
share one eighth of their genes. Among
offspring of first-cousin marringes in the
U. S, infant mortality during the first
ten years is 8.1 percend, as opposed 1o 2.4
pereent jor the offspring of nonrelated
marriages. Malformations among the chil-
dren of velated marviages yun 16.15 per-
cent, agaimst 9.82 percent for nonvelated.
As to marniage, the aduvice of an expert
jor the British Medieal Journal bears
quoting: “My own practice with first-
cousin couples who plan to marry is to
explain the additional visk and {to tell
them that, if they really want lo marry,
it is a very reasonable nisk io take” Re-
member that many stales prolubit fivst-
cousin marviages—and, by all means, be
sure to check with your family doctor fivst
for any history of gene-connected diseases.

Whuid you tell me in which states of
the Union 1 can legally drink alcoholic
beverages if 1 am only 18 years of age?—
F. P., Toronto, Onmtario.

You can sample anything you want in
Louisiana and New York. The District of
Columbia, Mississippi, North Carolina
and South Carvolina will allow you io
drink Deer and wine only. Wisconsin will
limit you to beer. In Colovado, Kansas,
Oliio and West Virginia, anything other
than 3.2 beer is a no-no. South Dakota
will permit you to drink 3.2 becr when
you'rve 19, and ldaho allows the sipping
of stronger suds at 20. In all the vest, the
magic age is 21.

Now that women's lib is busily burning
the things that go snap in the night,
could you tell me who invented the bra

If the aroma of
Field & Stream
doesn’t remind
you of a great
autumn day in
the woods...

you
forgot
1o
light
it.

A quatity procuct of Philip Morns U.S A,
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If your pipe has only two parts

you’re missing a vital part:
the Medico ﬁlter

MEDICO uunz A

TRADE MARK st

. MEDICO

TRADE MARK

The 66 baffles in replaceable, absorbent
Medico Filters trap juices, tars, micotine.
They keep your mouth cleaner, cooler.
Change the filter and your pipe is clean.

Medico Filter Pipes: $3.50 to $30. Medico
Filters: regular, menthol, charcoal, 10 for 15¢.

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

Nylon bits are guaranteed bite-proof. Dept. A45. Please enclose 10¢ for handling.

Imported Genuine Sterling
Briar Mm’my Silver
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give pleasure and peace of mind
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Improve your game with either of Playboy’s
great putters. Choose the mallet head or new, |
left-and-right-handed blade-style longhorn.
Both boast nonslip custom grip, aluminum |
shaft, Rabbit-crested solid brass head and
black leather cover. Blade-Style (left),
MM328, $22; Mallet Head (right),
MM321, $25. Please order by product
number and add 50¢ for handling. |

Shall we send a gift card in your name? Pleasc send
check or money order to: Playboy Products, Depart-
ment MED301, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan

Ave., Chicago, Iil. €0611. Playboy Club credit
keyholders may charge.

in the first place? A friend of mine says
the French did, but I maintain  that
Americans have always led in the science
ol suspension. Who's right?—E. D, Seat-
tle, Washington.

Although theve are competing claims
Uy both French and American inventors,
the credit probably goes 1o Mary Phelps
Jacob, an enterprising lady who put to-
gether a brassteve in 1914, on this side
of the Atlantic. The standard female
undergarment of the period was the
whalebone corset. While dressing for a
dance one cvening, Miss Jacob decided
to shun the detested corset and fashioned
a breast support from two handkerchiefs
and a bit of nibbon. At first, she made
them for friends, then went into business
for herself, finally selling the patent to
a corsel company for $15,0010.

Mosl people who know me regard me
as a nice guy. And that appears o be my
problem; I'm too nice. In other words, 1
lack aggressiveness when I'm with mem-
bers of the opposite sex. All around me
arc guys a lot less gilted than I am who
have no difhculty at all in lighting up
their scorchoards, but I generally get
wrapped up in [ascinating conversations
while they're making iv with their dates.
How can I get the sell-conhdence to
make the necessary moves and sull be a
gentleman?—H. C., Denver, Colorado.

A gentleman vespects the wishes of the
lady he's with, But therve are few ladies
who don’t wish to be touched, when the
time, place and situation are appropri-
ate. Indeed, the givl who wishes to be
treated as a valuable picce of sculpture
and admired on a pedestal is vare today.
An arm around the waist can be as
meaningful as an hour of conversation
—if desived. And, if not desived, most
women know how to signify thetr dis-
taste. Bul that's the key—rather than
anlicipale o negalive reaction (as you
do), wail until it appears. Then stop.
Pevhaps  the  Austvian pocl — Raine
Maria Rilke summed it up best when he
wrote, “Love consists in this, thatl two
solitudes protect and touch and greet
each other” He didn’t say a thing about
talking the givl to death.

In a [ew months, I will be getting out of
the Service and my folks, whom I love
dearly, want me o go back 1o college.
Unfortunately, I don't want to—I'm not
academically inclined and I dislike book-
work and theoretical ideas. My pavens,
of course, are assuming I'll return; bur,
much rather than go back to school, 1
would like to become a logger. This is
no recent ambition; since 1 was 14, I've
been in love with logging, not hot rods or
sports or rock music. I've read everything
there is on the subject; 1 go to logging
contests; T think logging. I would rather
look at a loaded log truck wrning the
corner than watch a pretty girl cross the
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worth more than a degree.

You can make it worth
more. A lot more. By adding
Army ROTC to your college
curriculum.

It’s the kind of training
that develops your leadership
abilities. Teaches you how to
manage and motivate others.

The kind of instruction
that earns you a commission
as an officer in the Army.
Where you’ll get experience in
leading men. In handling big,
important jobs.

And you’ll still be young
enough to take full advantage
of this experience. In the
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four years in college a lot
smoother, too. It can give you
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coupon today. Go for more
than a degree.

ARMY ROTC. A great
way to make it.

. . B Pl3-71—=
! Army ROTC :
I P.O. Box 12703 |
I Philadelphia, Pa. 19134 :
| Tell me how I can earn more than a |
| degree in my four years of college. |
| |
} Name Date =
: Address :
I City |
| |
| State Zip |
| |
| College planning on |
= |




PLAYBOY

48

Right on!
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Great looks. . . great fabrics . . . great fit.
Get them at all the right stores. $10.00
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street. 1 consider loggers to be hard-
working, rugged and independent men
among the few persons 1 think are
really free in life. But how do I tell my
folks that>—AI. C., Portland, Oregon.

As you have told vLaYvoy—bearing in
mind that your deciston is nol one that
they’re going to accepl withoul argu-
ment. However, what might be more
logical for all of you is to declore a
moralorium on the subject for a year,
while you try your hand at logging. If
it’s not all that you expected, you can
return to college and perhaps major in an
allied field, such as forestry.

A few months ago, I met a girl who now
claims she is in love with me. 1 feel the
same about her, but I also [eel that I'm
inferior to the man who was engaged to
her for a year. While I'm sure of her
love, she nevertheless keeps talking about
him, remarking how completely she had
given hersell 10 him. We enjoy cach
other's company and have been to bed
together, but I wonder il I measure up.
I keep thinking what a man her former
boyiriend must have been. What can I
do*—C. F., Atlanta, Georgia.

Stop making your dates a threesome.
Your girl's the best judge of what a
powerhouse her ex-boyfriend was, not
vou, and if she's dating you now, then in
her eyes, if not in your own, you meas-
ure up. Even if she's still carrying some-
thing of a torch for a lost love, it’s
obuious that she thinks highly of you.
With time, her refevences to her ex will
fade. You can help her forget by vefusing
to play second fiddle to a memory.

I am a college student sharing an apart-
ment with two other guys. One of them
has a stereo that is more or less commu-
nity property, along with his records and
those of owr mutual roommate. I antici-
pate getting a steveo soon, but lor the last
lew months have used the existing setup,
though I am reluctant to add my own
discs o the communal pile—the rea-
son being the negligent way my room-
mates treat records. Music means a lot 1o
me and I would hate 1o see my collection
of oldies but goodies reduced 1o nothing
but needle scratches. Am I justified in
using the community setup but withhold-
ing my own records—L. N, Los Angeles,
Califorma.

No. There are alternatives, howcver,
You might put lavge stickers on all your
albums that say VMANDLE WITH CARE or
PERISHABLE: oF you could tall: over the
stiuation with your roommales, explain-
ing how you groove on theiy records but
would prefer not to see yours grooved; or
vou could wait uniil you gel your own
rig and. in the meantime, leave iheivs
alone. Betler yel, continue with the pres-
ent arrangement bul, from time lo time,
buy a record and contribuie it to the com-
munal pile as “house property.”

A while back, I read about a five-
year-old girl in South America who gave
birth to a son. When I repeat the story,
no one believes me, and I've {orgotten
some of the details. Can you confinm
or deny the storyi—D. W, Fayeueville,
North Carolina.

It is true. On May 14, 1939, a five-
year-old Peruvian givl was delivered of a
son weighing 5.96 pounds, theveby estab-
lishing hevself as the youngest human on
record to give birth. The child liwed and
was raised as her brother,

E\-cry time my boviriend takes me out
to lunch or to dinner, he uses one of his
credit cards to charge the meal. For once,
I would apprediate it if he would pay
cash—at least I'd feel less like a tax-
deductible item. How do T tell hin so as
not to upset cither his monthly payment
plan or his feelings>—R. C., Houston,
Texas.

What makes you think that Uncle Sam
has anyithing to do with your boyfriend
using a credit card? Most often, it’s simply
a convemwent way lo avoid carrying
around a lol of cash. Enjoy the meal
more and worry less about the method of
payment.

Shoulti a woman pretend to have had
an orgasm cven  though she hasn'e? |
have been sleeping with a wonderful man
for six months now and there are times
when, through no [ault of his, I just
can’t reach dimax. I would like to be
completely honest and tell him so when
he asks; but I'm afraid il I do, he'll feel
inadequate—>Miss O. C., Philadelphia,
Pennsylvania.

While a lttle lic will flatter your
partner’s feelings, you both ought to be
aware of the facts. Fact number one
is thal moest women do not achieve
orgasm every {ime they have interconrse,
Your boyfriend ought to learn to be able
to accept thal information without suf-
fering from a bruised cgo. Sccondly, he
should know that constantly asking yon
if yowwe climaxed—and making you
think vow've vt him if you haven't—
simply puls a continuing pressuve on you
that conld make it more difficult to have
an orgasm. Try to direct your bedrvoom
communication move toward the delights
of the tvip and less toward your ultimate
destination.

Al reasonable questions—from  fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sporls cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and ctiquetie
—anll be  personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped. self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Micht
gan Avenwe, Chicago, Illinows 60611, The
most provocative, perlinent queries will
be presented on these pages cach month.
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Cetaway,

To places you always wanted to see
but never thought you could.

You want to go.

But there are so many reasons why you
don't.

All those places, prices and promises.
The airline that clears all this up is going
to make a lot of people happy.

While it won't be hurting itself either.

So this year, TWA brings you Getaway.
The most comprehensive vacation
program in the worldl.

We give you the Getaway Book. Free.

A brief look at 19 of the great cities of
the world.

We give you three Getaway Brochures.
Free. One on America, one on Europe
and a third on Asia, Alfrica, the Orient
and the Pacific.

They help you decide where to go.

And then guide you through the maze
of prices for getting there.

We give you the independent traveler’s
guide. Free. A brochure devoted to
travelers who don't like travelling with
groups or on tours. _
We offer you the Getaway Card” F&3
Free. No yearly membership fee.

No minimum income requirement.

You can use it to charge airfare, hotels,
meals, cars, you can even cash checks in
most TWA ticket offices. And then take
up to two years to pay.

TWA's Getaway Program also gives

you TWA. America’s number one vacation
airline. The only one tlying all over
America, Europe, Asia, all over the world.
Mail in the coupon and get TWA's free
Getaway Vacation Kit. Figure it all out.
And then call your travel agent or TWA.
And find out how easy getting away
really is.

TWA’s Getaway Program
S.A./Europe/Asia/Pacific

TWA, P.O. Box 303, Farmingdale, N\ I_I 735_
Please send me TWA's free Getaway Vacation Kit.
Name
| Address
ICity
I@' travel agent is
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

A NUN’'S ABORTION

I am the doctor whose challenge to
California’s abortion law was successful
m 1969, when the siate supreme  court
declared the law under which I was
convicted unconstitutional. Since my vic-
tory, I have received a good deal of hate
mail, some from physicians, often from
Citholics. Recently, I received a thank-
you letter from a woman who had ob-
tained a  therapeutic abortion  at our
clinic. She expressed her feelings so
beautifully that 1 feel her letter should
be shared. She happens to be a Catholic
nun:

Today fecls like the resurrection
of Christ, the resurrection of every
man, my own coming back to life
from death. Resurrection is a truth 1
have taught for years and have be-
dieved for years, but today I have
experienced it in my body, felt it in
the core of my being. Your dinic
reached out its hand and touched
me, and through that touch, I was
healed and restored to life. . . .

My passion lasted for five days,
five days ol suffering, hom the
moment the nurse told me on Mon-
day that I was pregnant until I
woke after the operation on Friday
and, at the moment of waking, knew
that evervthing was all right. Your
clinic staff was so kind 1o me. I was
sobbing on the opcerating table with
the tension ol it all and, as the
nurse began to uncover my legs, 1
heard the doctor say gendy, “Don’t
touch her until she is sleeping.” He
was standing discreetly a little out of
sight so I couldn’t see him. . ..

I have taught religion and lived as
a nun for 20 years and, when this
moment of great need mrived, 1
knew no rules could [ovce me to
give up my career for the arbitrary,
momentary wish ol a man; and the
thought of the baby having to go
through orphanages and adoption
homes and loster parents was just
too much to bear. . . . It is rather
beside the point whedher the act was
done in a moment of weakness or
through force. The same principle
applics—women nced not be slaves,
thanks to the [recing and healing
power of your clinic.

May your work continue to reach
those in need and, especially, some
day may you get funds to enable you

to treat the poor. You may use any
part of my letter for publication;
you may say that I am a Catholic
nun; but please withhold my name
and place of residence.

Leon P. Belous, M. D.
Bevearly Hills, California

THE ABORTION GAP

With all the cheering about abortion-
law repeal in New York, Alaska and
Hawaii, people may think the battle for
unrestricted  abortion is won. Well, 24
hours before writing this letter, 1 gave
birth to a child whose fither had aban-
doncd me. My many attempts to secure
an abortion had been unsuccessful due 1o
the law in my state and my inability to
make arrangements in time to travel any-
where else. I will place my child with an
agency lor adoption,

I had moncy and some idea of how to
go about getting an abortion. Even so, 1
failed. It breaks my heart to think what
must happen to women withour financial
resources when they get into this predica-
ment. When will all 50 states open their
eyes and close the abortion gap?

(Name withheld by request)
Des Moines, lowa

ABORTION AND THE SERVICE

The November 1970 Forum Newsfront
mentioned that the military now OKs
abortions. T am an Air Force licutenant,

and last September, right after the De-

partment ol Delense ruling on this, my
wife and T sought an abortion for her at
all the military hospitals in our state,
from civilian doctors and at some mili-
tary hospitals out of state. We found
that hospital commanders twist hospital
policy to thwart this directive. The De-
partment of Defense stated explicidly that
“neither state laws nor local medical
practices will be a factor in making these
determinations.” However, a Navy hospi-
tal in South Carolina told us, “We will
not break state laws,” whereas in New
York, where abortion is legal, we were
told, “State laws don’t apply to us.”

It's good old catch-22. They put a wall
up every way we turned. My wife finally
got an abortion in New York City and
we are now trying, without much hope,
to get altar-the-fact reimbursement from
the Government. Regardless of enlight-
ened policy being promulgated [rom the
top, Service people seeking abortions
meet a very hostile reception.
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By the way, a telephone number pub-
lished in praveoy enabled us to arrange
the operation. Thank you. Please don't
publish our names; both of our families
are violently opposed to abortion.

(Names withheld by request)
Charleston, South Carolina

ABORTION AND MEDICINE

Dr. Robert Hall, author of The Abor-
tion  Revolution  (pravsoy, September
1970y, once co-tuthored a scientilic pa-
per on the causes of Tetal death before
the onset of labor, expressing the hope
thae medical advances would “reduce the
ante partum fetal mortalicy by one hall.”
Obviously. there was a ume when Dr.
Hall was deeply concerned with the pres-
ervation  of inta-uterine human  life.
Now, he demands its destruction.

Dr. Hall wrote that “A woman is ten
times more likely to die from pregnancy
or childbirth than from a hospital abor-
tion.” However, he withheld certain
available information: During the period
1968-1969. England and Wales had 30
maternal deaths per 100,000 legal abor-
tions. According o the British Mediwal
Journal, this is “higher than the maternal
mortality rate for all pregnancies in Eng-
land and Wales at the comparable time.”
sweden  has 40 maternal  deaths  per
100,000 legal abortions, compared with a
U. S, maternal-mortality rae ol 28 per
100.000. In New York City, under the
new law that permits abortion on request.
there were ten deaths resulting [rom legal
abortions when the law had been in eftea
less than four months, a rate of at least
A0 per 100,000.

Dr. Hall claims that the procedure ol
lezal abortion is medically very sale.
Again, he withholds vital medical infor-
nuation, for he fails to mention those
patients who will become infected or sub-
sequently sterile: who will hemorrhage
(cight percent of women obtaining abor-
tions in Colorado needed one or more
blood transfusions); who will have their
uteri perlorated: who will have significant
fetal-maternal  hemorrhage with the ac-
companving long-term dilhcultics; or who
will have, as a result of the abortion. a
subsequent  pathologic pregnancy  (pre-
mature labor, ectopic pregnancy, placen
ta previa, ctc.). Dr. Hall also fails to
mention  that there is a new rubella
vaccine that, with proper application,
will eliminate the danger of pregnam
women contracting rubella and  produc
ing deformed feruses.

In contrast to Dr. Hall's statement, the
majority of physicans and  laymen is
not in favor of abortion on demand. In
December 1965, the National  Opinion
Research Center found 83 percent of adult
Americans opposed to abortion on de-
mand. The Harris Poll of June 23, 1970,
indicated that overall only 40 percent of
the general public was in favor of abor-
ton on demand, while 50 percent was
opposed. In this same poll, 55 percent

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

THE DRAFT AS A FEMINIST PLOT

noston—Four men, indicled by a grand
jury for failing to report for military
induction, have challenged the constitu-
tionality of the 1967 Selective Seveice
Act as a discrommatory law thal  favors
women. Among the defense arguments is
the charge that “The classification of
women as unfil for military sevvice is with-
oul reason and unconstitutional” becanse
the exemption of females increases the
chances that any draft-eligible mnale wll
be inducted and sent (o war.

ANXIOUS AMERICANS

A study of 6672 Americans by the U.S.
Public  Health  Service  indicates  that
menlal-emotiwnal stress is even more prev-
alent  than  some  pessimistic  observers
have suspected, and does not always stvike
hardest at the groups popularly thought
to be most susceptible. Among the sur-
vey's conclusions:

« Nearly 20000000 Americans have
cither experienced a sevious emotional
breakdown or feel themselves close to the
edge.

« Several symptoms of slvess are epi-
demic—neroousness, mightmares, swealing
palms, headaches, dizziness, fast heartbeat,
trembling hands, insomnia, fainting and
mability to get started on projects. Nine
oul of ten women and seven oul of ten
men have at least one of these symploms,
aned wmost subjects of both sexes have more
than one.

« The “housewife syndrome” is even
worst than psychwatrists—or women's lib-
erationists—clann. Most housewives with
cluldren not only feel trapped but ex-
hihit many move stress symploms than
careey waomen,

= Single people ave much less anxiety
prone than the married; the companion-
ship of maniage does not seem 1o com-
pensate for its mereased vesponsibilities
and problems.

« If money doesn’t bring happiness, it
al least decveases anxiely. Furthermore,
ignorance is not bliss, the simple rural life
is not happier than city living and middle-
class intellectuals ave not the most newrotic
people in owr society. All styess sym ptoms
were most acute among  [hose  carning
less than 52000 per year, those with the
least education and those liing in rvural
areas, especially in the South. City dwell-
ers with advanced educations, earnmg
more than S10000 per year, weve the
least miserable of all groups.

Public Health Sevvice rvesearchers have
warned that these findings do not nec-
essarily mean that the U.S. or the 20th
Century is particularly newrotic. Since
theve has never before been a comparable

lavge-scale study, 1l is possible that any
nation m any century might veveal the
same dorments. This just might be the
normal human condition.

BETWEEN LOVE AND WAR
saLTIMORE—A Johns Hoplins Univer-
sity psychiatrist contends therve is sound
scientific basis for the slogan “Make
Love, Not War.” Dr. Jerome Frank,
speaking al the universily’s symposium
on violence, discussed the similarities be-
tween the sex drive and ageressiveness in
human beings and speculated that great-
er sexual freedom would help provide
“the alternate nondestvuctive ways for
satisfying needs now melt by violence.”

DEMOCRACY IN ACTION

LAWRENCE. RANSAs—IWhen o newly
elected Justice of the peace announced
himself to be a Yippie—White Panther
dope pusher who had shipped into office
by merely getting on the ballot, Law-
rence, Kansas, faced s greatest emervgency
since the vaid by Quantril’s gm‘rlfﬂm n
1863, The state attorney geneval stepped
in quickly and ruled that a state law
passed i 1968 abolished the justice-of-
the-peace office in many Kansas commnu-
nities, imcluding Lazworence, This may have
saved Lawvence from a hippie J. P. who
threatened, among other things, to marry
homosexuals and to continue selling a1l
legal drugs, except hevoin; but it also
abolished 1. P. offices
throughout the state—and, thereby, voud-
ed hundreds of marviages performed dur-
ing the past three vears. Though the
attorney  general assuved  these  couples
that they were still legally wed wunder
common law, Lawrence’s ousted J. P-
elect generously promused to challenge the
attorney geneval’'s yvuling for the sale of
justice and “a lot of bastavd children
running avound.”

MBS f}f’f"?'

ALPINE COUNTY REVISITED
MARKLEEVILLE. CALIFORNIA—The Gay
Libervation Front has maodified ils plans
to dake over Alpine County (“Forum
Newsfront,” Februavy). No longer do
the gay liberators intend to take com-
plete  political contvol of the sparsely
populated county through special elec-
tions; instead, they hope to establish a
froe-man governing board composed  of
two homosexuals, one Indian, one pronecr
and one skicr—a coalition they feel will
re present a cvoss section of the local popu-
lation. “It will be more democratic that
way,” satd a spolesman for the G L. F's
Alpine County Penetration Committee,
Meanwhile, in San Francisco, the Sexual
Freedom League has called on hberated




heterosexuals to integrate the proposed
colony. According to veports from Mar-
kleevalle, the county seat, Alpine County
vestdents remain  unenthusiastic al the
prospect of any sexually liberated migra-
tion, gay, straight or any combination
theveof, and local real-estate dealers have
been relurning property-purchase deposits
to persons they believe (o be homosexual,

TAMING BOISE

BOISE, IDANO—IN a sweeping atlack on
liceniious behavior, the Boise city coun-
cil has oullawed fornication, cohabita-
tion, promiscuity, loitering, nighttime
wandering, language that is abusive or
obscene and “anything that shall be
offensive 1o the seuses or threatens the
peace and dignity of the city.” The new
ordinances, aimed primarily at prostitu-
tion, were passed over strong objections
by several city-council members that the
laws invite “selective enforcement” against
any individual or group that might offend
the sensitivities of a policeman.

POSTAL PATERNALISM

WASHINGTON, b. C.—Despite the recom-
mendations  of the Fedeval  pornogra-
phy commission and increasingly liberal
court yulings, Congress has authorized
the U. S. Postal Service to escalate its war
on crotica. A provision of the Postal Re-
organization Act of 1970 now permils an
mdividual 1o notify the Postal Sevvice that
he wishes Lo recetve no explicitly sexual
advertisements whatsoever. Postal aulhori-
ties are implementing the new law with
zeal and compulers. Once a month, the
Postal Sevvice will publish an updated
name-and-address list that must be pur-
chased by any divect-mail adovertiser who,
by his own determination, sends out sex-
orienied ads. Soliciting anyone on the list
renders an advertiser liable 1o five years
in jail and a $3000 fine. Maoyeover, any
mailings that do go out must carry the
printed warning, SEXUALLY ORIENTED AD,

IN GOD WE TRUST (OR LLSE)
NEWARK, NEW JERsEY—dA New Jersey
judge, citing the state constitution, has
ruled that a Ngyear-old girl would be
“deprived of the inestimable  privilege
of worshiping Almighty God in a man-
ner agrecable to the dictates of [her]
conscience” if reaved by nonbelicvers,
and has ordered that she be taken from
the only parents she has known. Refus
ing to formalize the adoption of the
child, Judge William ]. Camaraia held
that ihe foster parvents, despite their
“high ethical and moral standards,” their
standing in the community and the fact
that they already have one adopted
child, were not qualified to adopt the
baby girl because they profess no belief
in a Supreme Being. The Ameyican Croil
Liberties Union immediately supported
the couple in filing an appeal—as did

the adoption agency, which said the
effect of the judge’s action on the child
would be “injurious in the extreme.”

ACADEMIC UNFREEDOM

Academic freedom, according to five
Towa coaches, embraces the vight to forbid
student athletes to wear long hair and
beards. At Coe College in Cedar Rapids,
the student senate charged the school’s
athletic depaviment with discriminating
against hivsute students by keeping them
off varsity teams. In apparent agreement,
the college president asked the depart-
ment lo “re-cvaluate and modify” ils
policy, taking “due account of the changes
all around us.” Calling this an infringe-
ment on academic freedom, the enlive
coaching staff resigned.

THE SYMBOL OF FREEDOM
Symbolism is a primitive bul effec-
tive way of communicaling ideas.
The use of an emblem or flag to
symbolize some system, idea, insii-
tution or personalily is a shori cut
from mund to mind. . . . Compulsory
unification of opinion achicves only
the unanimity of the graveyard. It
seems Irite but necessary o say that
the First Amendment to our Consti-
tution was designed to avoid these
ends by avoiding these beginnings.
—U.S. Supreme Courl
West Virginia State Board of
LEducation vs. Barnette, 1943

cncaco—"The Hiinois division of the
Amevican Civil  Liberties Union  will
challenge  the constitulionality of the
state’s flag-desecration law. Citing an in-
crease in arrests undey this law, Dr.
Franklyn S. Haiman. chaivman of lhe
state A. C. 1. U, said, “Ordinarily, our
soctely defines as criminal only these acts
that involoe injury to persons or proper-
ty. The flag-desecyation lawos that make it
tlegal, as does the Hlinots law of 1970,
to ‘mulilate, deface or defy’ the flag, or
to attach it 1o ‘any article of merchan-
dise,” ave one of the few exceplions o
this general principle, and make punish-
able by a fine or jail semience what are
essentially acts of communication.”

Haiman mentioned seoeral cases that
prompted the A. C. L. U_ to baitle the flag
statute.  They included a  Volkswagen
painted in red, white and blue siars and
stripes and a decal with a peace symbaol
superimposed on the Stars and Stvipes.

Shortly after Haiman's announcement,
Chicago police arvested a wholesaler for
selling flag-decorated cockiail coasters and
twa shopkeepers for selling cigarelte pa-
pers imprimted with a flag design,

In New Yok, a special three-judge
Federal court overthvew a similar state
law as an infringement on the vight of
free specch.

of women and 57 percent of black men
and women were opposed. In June 1970,
R.N. magazine found. 77 percent of reg-
istered nurses 1o be opposed 1o abortion
on demand. In Minnesota in 1967, 95.7
percent of obstet n-gvnecologists and
89.6 percent ol psvchiarists were opposed
to abortion on demand. Finally, the study
by the Royal College of Obstewrician-
Gynecologists in the British Medical Jour-
nal revealed that 92 percent ol physicians
questioned was opposed to abortion on
demand and 58 percent wanted the pres-
ent Brivish law amended 10 restrict cer
tain categorics.

Dr. Hall states that distinguishing the
truly desperate woman, overburdened by
an urgent psychiatric problem, from the
merely inconvenienced woman lacing an
evervday dilemma is “unimportant and
what's more . . . none of my business.”
Necediess to say, the recognition of “an
urgent  psychiatric  problem” is  impor-
tanrt! The responsible physician considers
this his business regardless of the difficul-
ties it mayv present.

It must be said at this point that
human life does exist m wtero, and there
are few men who cn apprecate this
better than Dr. Hall (though he now
may be hesitant to admit it). The re-
spect for this life and its continuum is
a basic desire of all men, however re-
pressed, and a basic need ol society.

It is imperative that we stimulate our
communities to provide education, pre-
natal and  posmatal care for unwed
mothers. We must encourage parents to
be persistent in their efforts to teach
their children the beauty and responsi-
bility of marriage, real love and family
life. We must develop @ more human
attitude roward the care and adoption of
children born out of wedlock. We must
promote the care ol the physically handi-
capped and the mentally retarded. We
must urge the enlargement ol counseling
services and  the guarantees of health
care,

Our inaction to date is inexcusable,
but solutions to these problems are with-
in our grasp. They will not, however, be
implemented il socicty urns to expedi-
ence as its doctrine. These problems will
be solved only by that society that chooses
to tolerate, to understand, 1o persevere. to
be patient and 10 love.

Thomas W. Hilgers, M. D,
Rochester, Minnesota
Dy. Hall replies:

How sophistical it is to suggest that
my advocacy of wvoluntary abortion is
imconsistent with my hope for fewer
spontancous felal deaths. Surely it's ob-
vious that in the latier inslance, the
pregnancies ave wanted.

How misleading it is lo udge the
danger of induced abortion by use of
selected data from other countries. The
exceptionally high mortality rate from
abortions in  Sweden, for example, is
unwersally attvibuted te the prevalence
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there of later, more dangerous abortion.

How specious it s for Dr. Hilgers to
claim that I have withheld vital medical
information—wchen  he  sclectively  cites
surveys that show opposition lo abortion
on demand and ignores another Hayris
Poll that showed 61 percent of the public
in favor; a Modern Medicine poll that
showed 63 percent of physicians in favor;
and the November 3, 1970, veferendum
i Washington state that legalized abor-
tion theve by popular vote.

How tolerant it is to unply that 1
lack vespect for life in geneval because [
value the actnal humanity of a woman
more than the potential humanity of a
fetus. While I would defend Dr. Hilgers'
vight to his point of view, at the same
time | would ask him to respect my right
io a diffevent view.

1, too, belicve in understanding and
love. Indeed, this is precisely why I favoy
voluntary abortion, for the judicious in-
teyrruplion of unwanted pregnancies will
help to assure that every child will be
loved and understood.

BREEDERS AND SWINGERS

A letter published in  the Novem-
ber 1970 Playboy Forum states: A few
people are well suited by temperament
and talent to the raising of children, and
they should be the ones 1o do it,” and
“The rest of us should be having sex
merely for fun, while making our contri-
butions to society through our work.”
The person who wrote this letter may
not have noticed it but that's exactly the
way an ant colony or a bechive is organ-
ized—with a single [emale and several
males doing all the breeding, while the
rest ol the population is sterile and does
all the work.

It worries me to think that anyone
imagines human beings should organize
their lives in such a simple fashion.
PPeople o through different stages in life:
At one stage, they may wish 1o be career
oriented and engage in sex just for [un.
At a later stage, it may be necessary
—for complete psychological [ulfillment—
for people to become parents. The
breeder [swinger dichotomy may suit in-
sects, but it won't work for humans.

Charles Woods
New York, New York

HAPPILY MARRIED SWAPPERS

Many people declare that mate swap-
ping is a symptom of a poor marital
relationship; however, such people usu-
ally lack firsthand knowledge. My hus
band and I are happily married, enjoy
sex together very much and also take
pleasure in the company and sexuality
ol some of our [riends. To say that you
like a person of the opposite sex but to
suppress sex attraction where it exists is
to impoverish your life. If a husband
and wife understand and accept each
other fully, there is no reason why they

shouldn’t enjoy sex with others when
they want to—and there are plenty of
reasons why they should.
(Name withheld by request)
Kansas City, Missouri

SEX FOR FUN
Even in this supposedly enlightened
day and age, countless writers and lectur-
ers reiterate the notion that sex withour
love 15 no good. It's naive to think that
love has to be involved every time two
people go to bed: for a marriage or a
long-term relationship, love is indispen-
sable. bhut why shouldn’t people who are
physically attracted to each other enjoy
sexual intercourse just for the fun ol i?
Unfortunately, this doesn't happen as
often as it should. because olten one or
both partners have this hang-up about
sex out of wedlock being immoral with-
out deep emotional involvement and they
leel guilty if they indulge. The lack of
simplicity among people is discouraging.
David W. Reed
Bulord, Georgia

SWEATY SHEETS

In a column titled “Worry Clinic.” in
the Colovado Springs Gazelte Telegraph,
the author, an M. D., undertakes to an-
swer the query of an “anxious mother™:

Clara tells me she and her hus-
band sleep in the nude! That
might be all right for toddlers, but
why would adult people act so juve-
nile? Any experienced housewife
knows that the sheets thus get sweaty
and  soiled much quicker, so the
laundry bills just run higher. Is this
nude sleeping just another evidence
of the younger gencration's striking
back at the so-called establishment?

The learned author confirms the moth-
er's worst suspicions and fears. Analyzing
the “hidden causative factors” of nude
sleeping, he dedlares that it is, indeed. an
attack on the establishment in the form
of mothers who made people  wear
clothes as children and adds irrelevantly,
“Unduly vepressed  kiddies may then
ransfer a lot of anti-adult hostility into
breaking rules and attacking the police,
as well as our capitalistic system.” People
have the notion that nudity is healthy,
says the doctor, but it isn’t. He warns of
“bugs, mosquitoes and  scratches  from
briars” (in Ded?). “Many young couples
get the erroneous idea that nudism helps
[an their eroticism,” savs the doctor. But
he has a betier idea about what's sexy:

Which do vou think is most eroti-
cally exciting to a virile male? .
It is the wife in the llimsy or diaph-
anous nightic! For men combine
a desire for conquest with their
basic evotic hunger. And this is in-
creased by feminine fetishes, such as
a lacy nightie, plus the challenge o

disrobe the partially clad female
hgure.

Dropping this racy line of thought, the
good doctor switches 1o a more practical
note for his finale—the very note sound-
ed by the "anxious mother™:

Young wives with little house-
keeping experience also fail 10 veal-
ize that nude sleeping produces
sweaty, oily sheets that zoom the
laundromat bills. For pajamas and
nightics absorb these odorous exu-
dates and  thus protect the sheets
longer.

So, it turns out, sleeping in the nude
is bad politics, bad for the health, bad
for your sex lile and tough on vour
pockethook. T laughed all the way to the
laundromuat.

Kip Leight
Colorado Springs, Colorado

SEX IN PUBLIC

The increasing acceptance of nudity
and sexuality, both in the media and in
public places, runs counter to thousands
of years of the development ol civiliza-
tion. Man got along happily as part of
nature—probably not wearing clothes
and probably copulating in front of his
fellows—for about 4,000,000 years. About
13,000 years ago, civilization began 1o
appear with the organized practice of
agriculture  and, according to  Freud,
every advance in civilization has  re-
quired some repression of sexuality, in
order to channel energy into work. In
the Book of Genests, Adam and Eve
acquire the knowledge of pood and evil,
become ashamed of thewr nakedness and
cover themselves and are condemned to
a lifetime of agricultural labor. Man the
food gatherer lived mostly by instinct,
but man the agriculturalist had to for-
mulate rules for living in a settled com
munity—the knowledge of good and
evil. The medieval Christians were more
repressed than the Greeks and Romans,
and the Victorian era was the most re-
pressed time of all.

But a countertrend began during the
Renaissance and has reached an unprece-
dented peak woday: the rediscovery of the
body. The nudity and sexuality fivst por-
trayed by Renaissance artists lor arisio
cratic patrons is now, through the mass
media, available o all. Technological
progress promises @ release Irom labor,
once again making energy available lor
sex. At the same time, the repressive
tendencies in civilization have  grown
powerful and malignant enough 1o threat-
en the human race with extuncion. The
culture that the disciplining ol instincts
made possible has certainly been a mixed
blessing. The reappearance of unrestricted
sexuality holds out the promise that hu-
man socicty is about to wanscend the
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civilization of discipline and enter a new
Garden of Eden,

John King

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

PLAYBOY AS SEX EDUCATION

If doctors and ministers would hand
out copies of pravBoy along with a mar-
riage manual, 1 think newlyweds would
have a better chance of stanting off on
the right foot. I was married at the age
of 16 and for years I didn't know that
there was such a thing as a female or-
gasm  (nor did I experience one). 1
figured something was wrong with me,
since no one I knew complained about
not enjoying lovemaking. There was sim-
plv mo one in this small, strait-laced
community to whom I could talk com-
fortably. Had T known more about the
fundamentals of sex, T wouldn’t have let
cight years of married life slip by with-
oul trying to improve my sex life,

About a year ago, my husband started
subscribing to rravsoy, and I've been
reading it, too. Both he and 1 have
become aware of what we ought to be
getting out of life sexually. I've also
been enlightened by Playboy Press's re-
cent books The Sexual Revolution and
Masters  and  Johnson Explained, by
rLavBoy Assistant Managing Editor Nat
Lelirman. After years of ignorance, I've
found myself. You can bet I'm going to
supplement my two daughters’ educations
with copies of pLAYBOY.

(Name and address
withheld by request)

FROM PABLUM TO PLAYBOY
I realized 1 was growing up when I
started to find the shortest ol Reader’s
Ingest articles 100 long and the longest
ol rLAYBOY articles oo short.
Clark 5. Hemphill
*alo Alwo, California

ANTI-CENSORSHIP PETITION
The Sexual Freedom League has long
endorsed the eradication of censorship,
and we are now urging acceptance of the
findings of the Commission on Obscenity
and Pornography appoimed by President
Johnson and repudiated by President
Nixon. The Detroit chapter of the Sexual
Freedom League is circulating a petition
supporting the commission’s conclusions,
and our ultimate goal is a nationwide
drive to awaken Congressmen 10 the fact
that thousands of their constituents do not
share the Administtion's sexual hang-ups.
Jim Willert
Detroit, Michigan

LOUD MINORITY

Listeners in Ontarvio heard one of To-
romo’s radio stations, CHUNM, broadcast
four two-hour programs dealing with sex-
ual behavior. The moderator, Larry Sol-
way, a man with 12 years of phone-in-show
experience, opened the lines for discus-

sion. People called in 1o talk about every-
thing from masturbation and oral sex to
Irigidity and impotence. A qualified M. D.
and behavioral therapist and a woman
psychologist helped 10 host two of the
broadcasts. A hftth program would have
had a phone link with Dr. David Reu-
ben, author of Everything You Always
Wanted (o Know About Sex. It was can-
celed. to the dismay of thousands.

The station had reacted in panic after
receiving severe oiticism from some lis-
teners. The moderator then resigned in
protest. This may well have been oue of
the most enlightened series ol hroadcasts
ever attempted on radio. It gave hundreds
ol people the chance 1o discuss sexual
problems openly, brought to public atten-
tion the large number of people who have
problems relating o sex and it told
people how to get guidance on correcting
difhculties. How sad that a noisy lew could
destroy something that helped so many.

Don Jackson
Torono, Ontario

CROSS-CONTINENTAL SEX

As a man who has lived in both Lu-
rope and the United States, 1 read with
great interest the lewer in the November
1970 Playboy Fonon from a woman who
wrote  about the diflerences  between
American men and  Eoropean men as
lovers. 1 hearuly oppose her recommenda-
tion that single American women skip off
to Evwrope. American women are. by and
Lnge, wo imp;ltitnl. to accept the unhur-
ried lovemaking of the typical European
male. The rvesult 1s that sex berween
American women and Ewopean men is
often disappointing to both.

With the dedine ol puritanism  in
America, there are increasing numbers of
American males who show signs ol pa-
uence, wit and sccurity and who are
actually interested in women as people.
These men will sansly the similarly ori-
ented women who don’t want to split for
LEurope. These two kinds of people usu-
ally ind each other.

(Name withheld by request)
Oslo, Norway

SEX OBJECTS

A letter published in the December
1970 Playboy Forum decries the use of
the psychoanalytical term “object” in de-
scriptions of human love and insists that
anyone who says there is nothing wrong
with this usage must never have been in
love himsell. But Freud developed his
theories by continuously observing his
own feclings as well as by studying
his patients, and if anyone understood
subjective emotions, it was Freud. That
is why his students continue to be criti-
cal of bLehaviorism's ellort to remove
from psychology the reality of subjective
experience.

Freudian terminology and the experi-
ence of love are not mutually exclusive,
Love can be a “joylul merging,” as the

December letter writer says, and still be
subjeeted, in wide-eyed curiosity, to the
question, Why? Certainly, scentific in-
quisitiveness is as human an emotion as
any other. To argue that psychoanalytic
terminology prevents the enjoymem of
emotions is to claim that Leonard Bern-
stein's familiarity with the score prevems
his enjoyment of music.

Richard Stanton

Stateshoro, Georgia

BIBLE TRUTHS

An advertisement for a pamphlet pub-
lished by The People’s Gospel Hour here
in Nova Scotia warns against the intro-
duction of sex education in our schools
and tells parents to ask themselves:
“Who will be teaching our children sex
cducation? Can we be sure that the
teachers will have a Bible evaluation of
the sancrity of sex and will seek to pro-
mote Bible morality? Will there be any
chiance of the ‘new morality” heing taught
in the sex-education. program:"

Good questions. folks. Here are some
more good ones: Can we be sure that the
teachers of biology. geology and astrono-
my will have a Bible evaluation? Will
they teach that cach species was created
scparately, that all lile appeared on
carth in six days, that the sun was cre-
ated alter the earth and once stood still
in relation to the earth to oreate a 28-
hour day and that two specimens of
cach living species were once crammed
into a single small boat?> Will there be
any chance of the “new science” being
taught in general-education programs?

(Name withheld by request)
Shearwater, Nova Scotia

ECOLOGY AND TECHNOLOGY

In the September 1970 Playboy Forum.
Gary Reed complained that it is wrong
for rLAvBOY 1o encourage luxury con-
sumerism when the earth’s resources are
dwindling. Reed also urged a return to
the simple life as a way ol restoring
ecological balance.

In your rebuttal, amid a flood of fiery
cloguence, you reply at length to Reed’s
second point and entirely ignore his first
point. T would like to debate PLAYBOY'S
basic wrgument (for example, T douln
that our present resources provide a de-
cent life for nearly 50 percent of the earth,
as you say they do, or that they can pro-
vide this for 100 percent in the near fu-
ture, as you say they will, etc.), but, more
important, T would like you to answer
Reed's first point. If you will admit that
PLAYBOY encourages luxury  consump-
tion, and if you admit that the resources
of earth are finite (not infinite), then
the exact details of Reed's solution and
your rebutal are irrelevant. You are
guilty, as he charged, of contributing to
the growing ecological disaster,

Why don’t you simply admit your er-
ror, join the conservationists and do the
world a favor by helping it to survive?
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I'm sure you don’t want to become a
dogmatic fossil of the past, so why not
change?
Mike Morgan
Glendora, California
IWhile we share your concern with
ecological imbalance, we also think that
the technological-ccological problem musi
be stated corvectly before it can be solved.
The idea that the “earili’s resources are
diwindling” is a metaphor, not a fact, and
it 15 a metaphor that, taken litevally. has
confused many wellmeaning persons. The
law of conservoation of energy, in Em-
stein’s formulation, assures us that mat-
ter and energy ave identical and cannol
be destroyed, only transformed. Ouy prob-
lem is not vanishing vesources bul mis-
wsed and misapplicd vesowrces. Although
this is known to all college physics stu-
dents, the metaphor of waste has so cap-
tured our imaginations that most of wus
misunderstand what is actually happening.
John McHale points oul in “The Fulure
of the Future”:

IWe do not produce things in the
sense of manufacturing them out of
new raw malerials only, and then
consume them so that their constitu-
ent malerials no longer exist. . . .
Vevy little has been known about
the actual reuse and discard cycle in
metals, . . . The obscunily of this
pattern leads many authorities to
tall:  about metals being  used up
through  manufaciure  when, in
effect, most melals ave almost wholly
recoverable, or could be with ade-
quale eycling design,

The President’s Science Adosory Com-
mittee veport on “Restoving the Qualily
of the Ewaivonment™ notes, for instance:

Abont 937,000 tons of copper werve
recovered from scrap in 1963, This
represented about 40 peveent of the
total supply of copper in the U.S. for
that year and 80 percent of the total
copper produced by domestic mines.

In I Seem to Be a Verh,” R. Buck-
minster Fuller estimates that we have
enteved a phase of technology in which
melals may be melied down and reused
coery 2214 years, He takes an even broad
er view m “Utlopi or Oblion”:

The fist constituent of wealth—
energy—ius thevefore nreducible. . . .
Fuvery teme man wses the second con-
stituent of wealth—his know-low—
this intellectual vesource antomatical-
Iy increases.

Energy  cannot  decrease.
edge can only increase.
I iy therefove scientifically clear
that wealth which combines eneray
and intellect can only increase.

Knouwl-

Neither veavsoy nor  these wrilers
imply that theve is no ecological prob-
lem at present; ndeed, Fulley, the
President’s commitice and McHale are

deeply concerned with solving the very
real crises of resowrees. But it is not a
disaster in which the uniwverse is being
caten ufp by man; il Is a siluation in
which the universe is being misused by
man. Air pollution, for instance, is
mervely mattey in the wrong place (ie.,
in Jwuman beings); the same chemical
clements would be wseful if rveeveled
away from the lungs. This distinction is
not trivial or mevely semantic: the wrong
statement of the problem is one of the
causes of continuing the problem. Politi-
cians usually belicve in the finite nature
of veal resources, in the Malthusian doc-
trine that mosi pr'opfr must starve or
otherwise perish so thal a few can sur-
vive and in the vulgar Darwinism that
pictures  the world as a struggle  for
“surinval of the fittest.” To quote Fuller
again:

It is wery logical that man should
fight to the death when he thinks
theve's not enough (o go around.

In a five, he loses all reason, goes
mad. and tramples his fellow men to
death as he compeles for ar.

It is also very logical that man
won't fiecht when he knows theve's
enongh to go around.

As for Fulley's thesis that the standard
of hving possessed by the vichest one
peveent of the population m 1900 was
shaved by 45 percent by 1965, this is
backed by a collection of statistics that will
quict all your doubts, if you will examine
his works at length. Fulley's prediction
that this acceleration of lixury will yeach
100 peveent of humanity within the next
30 years is, of course, less certain. We
might blow up the planct mstead—as sug-
gested in his title “Utopia or Oblivion.”
That latter conrse, howevey, is most likely
1o occur if people continue {o believe
wealth s eternally limited and must be
fought over. The graph from 1900 1o
1965 projects forward to teach 100 per-
cent in 2000 av., but this is based on the
assumption that efficiency of machinery
will increase only from the present average
of 4 peveent to 12 pereent in that time.
Theaovetically, it might jump to %0 per-
cent (and it mught do so in half the time),
for such large jumps arve chavactenistic of
madern technology.

This ulopia is, howeoer, quile impossi-
ble if people continue to think in anti-
quated Malthusian-Daywinian terms, for
cvery altruist who wants to split up the
existing wealth equally will be matched
by a conniving egotist who wanlts lo grab
as much of it as possible for himself.
Only when the reality of abundance for
all s elear to all will the worst form of
waste—warfare—Dbe  abandoned by na-
tions. Man’s natuval desive for material
well-being (and for recreation and luxury,
as well) is neither simful nor impassible
to satisfy. The sitnation of meodern man
is comparable with thet of two men
fizhting over a glass of water in the

midst of a vainstorm; Garv Reed and you
see the good water scemingly going to
waste in the mud and oy oul thal we
must conservoe the waler in the glass
maore carefully. We ave calling attention
to the downpour. and to the ways of
regaining the water that scems, bul is
not really, lost in the mud.

PLAYBOY'S IMAGE OF WOMEN

Most members of women's liberation
have been  called man-haters, but ut
would be more accurate to say they real-
Iy hate real women. I think there is a
touch of envy involved in some wom-
en's lib attacks on praveoy. I agree with
feminists who wiant to reman  feminine,
but these are not the women who join
the extreme factions of the women's lib
movement. If I were one of the shyill.
witchy members of these Iringe groups, I,
o, would launch an allout attack on
the image ol the [reeswinging woman
PLAYBOY projects. 1 mean, knowing that
men enjoy the company of well-propor
tioned, well-dressed  women who  wear
bras il their fgures require them, the
women’s lib types are rebelling agiinst
rraysoy because they know they cnn't fin
into the picture.

As an [8-year-old femimist, T would
rather spend my time keeping my hus-
band happy than attending bra-burning
demonstrations.

Christina Avcvalo
Oxnard, Calilornia

WOMEN'S (AND MEN’S) LIBERATION
I am an engineer and a happily man-
ried man. I would gladly support the
women's lib movement il the women
concerned were actually willing to do
equal work for equal pay and il they
were truly concerned with equal justice
for all people. This, however, does not
appear to be the case. | have never seen
a woman truck driver or taxi driver who
didn't use her sex as an excuse to avoid
some of the heavy lifting  occasionaliy
connected with those occupations. Nor
have [ oseen any women's b leaders
applying for the very high-paying jobs in
heavy industry that vequire truly hiod
work. The literature of this movement
never seems to discuss the most blatim
area of sexual discrimination i our
whole society—the one in which the min
is the viciim—the divorce arena. It al-
most seems that every judge has o be
prejudiced against men before he can be
assigned o divorce cowrt. Only when
women are required 1o share equally the
cost of divorce and child support, and ac-
cept a fair distribution of property, will
I assent to their demands for cquality
clsewhere.
Robert . Jolinson
Wichita, Kansas

POPULATION CONTROL IN THE AIR
Just a few years ago, we airline stew-
ardesses had to fight for the right to get
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married and to retain our jobs, which
the airline companies finally grudgingly
conceded. They still insist, however, on
firing us immediately in the case ol
pregnancy. In some instances, our hus
hands are students or are just starting
their cwreers, and our salaries arve the
major source of the family income.

The companies have the right to fire
us il o prolessional  performance s
below standard, but they have no more
tight to deny us motherhood than to
deny us wilfchood. What archaic thinking
allows it corporation to take total conrol
ol the reproductive lives of its emplovees?

Have you ever heard ol a man being
fired for becoming a [ather?

Karen Miller
San Frandisco, California

THE BUILDERS OF AMERICA
Ironworker Williaim  J. Kelly claims
that his kind of people worked to build
this counwy (The Playboy Forum, De-
cember 1970). But the Sons of Liberty,
the Minutemen and the founding [athers
were people very similar o the “protest-
ers, demonstrators, long-hairs and such”
whom Kelly abhors.
Charles Hullman
University ol Pittsburgh
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

William J. Kelly scems proud ol the
courage of his lellow ironworkers in mili-
tary combat. Even so, the courage of the
Kids he sneers at as “littde darlings”™ sur-
passes that of his narrow-minded crowd.
Il Kelly's stint with the First Division
taught him that paiotism is killing un-
armed  long-hairs, then he can ake his
plastic hat and shove it. Removing the
llag first, of course.

Steve Nichols
Rome, Georgia

FASCISM VS. CAPITALISM

Do any ol the young radicals of the
left, who cquate the extreme right with
fascism, realize that fascism differs livde
lrom lefrist totalicoianism?  Fascism s a
dictatorship by a political elite, ruling by
force. The only valid right-wing ideal is
capitalism and there is no coercion in-
volved in true laissez-Taire capitalism.

This, obviously, is not the brand of
capitalism  now  practiced  in Western
democracies. Our - present political-cco-
nomic system is based on the assumption
that people in need have an uncarned
right 1o share in the product of another
man’s ability. Wellare, public housing,
forcign aid and the redistribution of
wealth through graduated income taxes
are only a lew ways in which this as-
sumption manilests itsell. Those who
waork hard, produce and, thereby, earn
livings are actually penalized for their
own ability; a portion ol their earnings
is forcibly taken from them to support
indolent, unproductive people.

“To cach according to his need” js an
irational, altruistic justification for para-
sitism, “To each according to his ability”
is the only rational, moral and practical
principle on which a socicty can be
based.

Paul 'T. Apps
Cooksville, Outario

SLAUGHTER OF THE INNOCENTS

Former Avtorney General Ramsey Clark
wrote a provocative article. IWhen Punish-
ment Is a Crime  (rravsoy, November
1970), but he appears o have fallen for
a waditional racist wap by declaring
mental retardation to be more prevalem
in minority groups. In stwing that vevr-
dation is “approximately five times more
common in the ghetto,” Clark is clearly
dealing in unproved speculation, lor the
standard intelligence tests were developed
for white children and are  culturally
biased toward white norms, especially in
vocabuliry. Thus, muny of the black chil-
dren who are dassified as retarded may
not, in [act, be retarded: the only thing
being measured may be the inability of
the 1ests 1o deal with nonwhines,

I do not believe Clink intended 10
convey an attitude ol white supremacy,
but he has unknowingly contributed to
the chawvinist put-down ol black intelli-
gence.

Jason Brody
Lockport Area Special Education
Cooperative
Lockport, Tlinois
That ghetto conditions produce an in-

ordimate amount of mental vetardation
among the young is demonstrated not
only by intelligence tests (possibly inade-
quate) but also by numerous supporting
studies of the effects of poverly upon
small childven. As Rodgey Hurley indi-
cates in his “Poverty and Mental Retarea-
lion”:

Because of our sociely’s fatlure to
provide a suitable human envivon-
ment for all ils citizens, the children
of the poor (who offer the same
beauty and the same human poien-
tial as childven from other socio-
ceconomic classes) have a much greater
chance of becoming prostitutes, ju-
venile  delinguents, criminals, un-
em ployed—or mentally retaryded. Too
many childven of the poor become,
inevitably, waste products of a sub-
human existence.

Although much of the harm done by
poverty is psychological and reversible,
some 15 physiological and ivreversible. As
Huxley states further (documenting each
asseriion in his foolnoles):

Poor nutrition—a condition  di-
rectly velated to poverly—is among
the most significant causes of the
organtc damage that may lead to
mental retardation. Some ex perts be-
lieve that malnutrition in a preg-

nanlt woman can cause permancnt
physiological damage to the brain of
the fetus. There is strong evidence
that malnutvition plays a role in
prematurity and that theve is a high
correlation betiveen prematurity and
birth defects, including mental vetar-
dation. There Is also im pressive eoi-
dence that seoeve malnutrition of an
infant can cause nremediable brain
damage,

It is true that some black childyen are
misdiagnosed as vetavded when they sim-
ply have a diffevent type of culturally
trained intelligence. 1L ¥s also true that
some Dlack children (and some whiie
childven) are so misdiagnosed when they
actually have emotional malad jusiments
or psychoses. But a lavge percentage of
ghello vetavdation cases is veal and s
cawsed by malnutyition. To vecognize
this is not racist bul mevely honest; and
to soften the truth, out of fear that the
Jucts can be misused by racists, is 1o allow
poverty to comtmue ths dreadful slanch-
tev of the innocents on a scale that Hevod
never dreamed of.

THE MILITARY LIFE

As a veteran of the Korean War, I've
been amused by the various complaints
in The Playboy Forum about military
injustice, ranging from the banning of
flower and peace svmbols 1o unconstitu
tional pot busts to stacked courtsmartial
and  Drutal stockades, My amusement
stems from the fact that most of the
letter writers feel that the Avmed Forces
are basically good or necessary and that
it's only certain rules (or people) that
must be changed 10 make the Services fi
for human beings.

This misses the essence of military life
—that the military man is Little more
than a slave. He may believe he's been
given a rifle and uniform in order to
defend  individual freedom, rights and
dignity—these things are what this coun-
ry is all about. aren’t they? Instead, he
is deprived of all those values he suppos-
cdly holds dear and finds that many of
the people in command  fanatically
loathe any kind of individualism.

The Americane war machine simply
conuadicts  evervthing for which this
country used o sumd. Indeed, we've
gained such ficedom as we now have
only by Kecping our military somewhat
under control. But since World War
Two, militiry power has grown ecnor-
mously and, today. it lays claim 10 the
freedom and life ol nuny young Ameri-
can males. This country has become a
house divided against itsell, which is the
reason lor such turmoil in our strects. In
my opinion, the peice movement is the
only cure [or this authoritarian infection
in our body politic.

John Fiuzgerald
Chicago. Illinois



SENIOR-CITIZEN SERVICE

1 propose drafting only males over 50
years ol age, prior service notwithstand-
ing. Physical standinds would be very
higlhh and  anvone not  mecting  these
standards would be placed inoa 4-F cate-
gory but would be subject 10 re-examina-
tion every six months. Those men over
50 who are dralted would he released
[rom all moral, Eimilial, social aud finan-
cial obligations. The period ol service
would be five vears and those discharged
would reccive Tull pay and allowances.
Should death occur during service, the
draliee's estate would receive S50.000.

Young men have no business highting a
wian; let the studs stay home and give the
old goats the Ireedom they have carned.
Those older guvs wouldn't cne very
much about the purpose of the war: few
of the over-50s I've talked 1o scem inter-
ested in the rationale Jor being in Viet-
mam. The five-year military stine alter 50
might actually he a rejuvenating experi-
ence for o man. unless he got blasted
prematurely. OF cowse,  there would
have 1o be an international wreaty super-
vised by the United Nations o make
cerain that all counmries agree to un-
leash against one another no  soldiery
more puissant than their old gaffers.

By the wav, I am 52, the Lther of five
and T served in the Army from 1941 to
149416,

Ralph Tavlor
St. Charles, Missouri

MILITARY JUSTICE
Having spent four vears in the Army
as an ofhcer. T speak Irom experience on
the subject of military justice. One of my
maost vivid memaories 1s a discussion after
a court-martial in which T had acted as
counsel for the delense. One of the five
allegedly unbiased oflicers on the board
told me that he knew mv client was
guilty before the trial. When T asked
how he had known this. he replied,
blzamddly, that hie had been told so by the
accnsed man’s comminuding officer  and
that was all the assurance he needed.
Biriim Scally
Portland, Oregon

THE BIG EYE

In response to recent articles in News-
aecel and The New York Times, the
student chapter ol the Association for
Computing Machinery of the University
ol Massachusetts has adopted the follow-
g position paper:

We view with mlarm and distress
the cancerous growth ol computer
data banks in the areas ol credit
relerence and Government informa-
tion storuge. No one knowledgeable
in the arca of computers and their
applications can deny the impor-
tance ol computers to our society
and the benefus devived Irom them.
However, lor every technological ad-

vance—whether it be computers, au-
tomobiles or the like—there also
exists a danger ol irresponsible use.

Government and eredicrelerence-
company data banks can contribute
highlv benehaal and valuable serv-
ices to society. However. they must
be uwsed and designed safely. .. .
One necd only read daily papers
amd national magazines to become
aware ol the cllous and bresponsi-
ble conduct of some credit-reference
companies  that by incompetence
have maligned  innocent  people.
This flagrant misuse of the comput-
cr and computer technology is often
blmed  on  the computer  iwsell,
which his no voice to lilt in its own
defense.

The reason lor our concern is
threelold. First, we believe the pmlj-
Iem is going 1o get mfinitely worse.,
Second, we feel that we have a
moral obligation to warn the public
and urge that action be taken before
it is too late. And third, we [fear
that, in the cud, it will be the poor,
ignorant  computer  that  will  be
blamed instead of those persons who
are primarily responsible for the im-
pending holocaust.

Any system that is designed o
store private information on people
must put as its primary objective
the protection ol those people. John
Q. Public should be inlormed when
he is stored inside o compuier, given
the right periodically to inspect his
record and. if it s mcorrect, take
the appropriate action 1o correct it.
There cinnot be and must not be
scoret. winvianlable files of date on a
person in a democratic society. ..,
For what purpose should a person
be denied the right to view a record
of his past—whether it be bill pay-
ing or personal history?z Aler all, if
the mformation is correct, he is
aware of it already. I not. why not
give him a chance o correct it be-
fore unwold harm can be doner It
would scem to us that 1t would not
careate any undue problems o re-
quire all non-governmental agencies
having data files on individuals to
notily those individuals and periodi-
cally (perhaps  semi-annually)  send
out a copy of this inlormation to
them for thewr corrections. Also, at
any time, an individual should be
able o request a copy of his file 1o
review his record. He should also be
notificd il there is any change of
status in his record (for example, if
his credit rating drops o a Jower
level) and informed of the reason
[oy this. If errors are noted and he
receives no satsfaction as 1o their
correction, i court case is in order.

As  for  Governmenal  agendes
such as IRS, Census Burcau, cle,

they should be able to gather all
needed informaition to accomplish
their jobs. However, tight restriction
should be placed on them for securi-
ty. For example, . . . a computer sys-
tem can easily be designed to protect
against outside access. For the pre-
vention of an imernal breach of
sccurity, individuals working within
these agencaies should be given Gov-
crnment dearances and should fall
under the laws covering any divul-
gence of information conneced with
that clearance. . . .

We also [ecl that a Government
commission should be set up with
broad powers to regulate these agen-
cics and that strict Jaws should be
passed to provide for the rights and
safety of individuals in connection
with these data banks, . . .

Albert Zukatis
Ambherst, Massachusetts

THE NO-KNOCK LAW

I agree totally with the letter vou
published from the National Committee
to Preserve the Bill ol Rights in the
November 1970 Playboy Forum. Senate
bill 83246, in particular, by allowing the
police to raid one’s apartment without
first identifving themselves, is a long step
toward abandonment of the Constitution,
As former Supreme Court Justice Robert
H. Jackson saul of a similar law, “We
meet in this case, as in many. the appeal
to necessity. It is said thae it such arrests
and scarches cannot be made, Liw enlorce-
ment will be more difheult and uncer-
taiin But the lovelathers. after consulting
the lessons of history, desigued our Con-
stitution 1o place obstacles in the way
of a too-permeating police surverllanee,
which they scemed to think was a greater
danger to a Iree people than the escape of
some criminals rom punishment.”

To give up our right to privacy in our
homes, because the police say they can-
not function under the Constitution as it
was written, 15 to thule our freedom for
security. This is a bad bargain. It is not
just the doors ol “had people™ that be-
come vulnerable under such a law. Your
door becomes vulnerable. too.

Glenn Goshon
Vacaville, Calilornia

MARIJUANA LEGALIZATION

We have noted with interest your posi-
tive stand regarding the need for a new
and more humane approach to mari-
juana smokers. Our organization, SLAN
(Socicety Tor the Legalization and Accept-
ance ol Marijuana), holds that the only
traly humane approach is to make this
drag as Iegal as alcohol. We feel that con-
tinued efforts 1o enlorce anti-marijuana
Iaws will only increase the polarization
within our socicty and that legalization
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statutes must be enacied at once. We
seek the immediate release of all persons
under court sentence lor simple possession
of marijuana and, fuwrther, urge that all
records ol those convicted under present
nuijuati krws be expunged, so these per-
sons may  re-emter society  without  the
onus ol crimmal records.

SLAM 15 nonviolent and neiher  ad-
vocates nor moany way assists in the use
ol marijama while current laws agains
it are still in effea.

SLAM
San Frandisco, Caltfornia

MARIJUANA AND REVOLUTION

Your editors should walk prondly after
publishing the November 1970 Playboy
Forum editorial on muarijuana penalties.
Millions ol other Americans would like
to speak out with equal boldness on this
subject bur do not dare to because an
indiscreet word can bring investigations,
harassments, msurance cmeellations. poor
acdit ratings and loss ol jobs or scholar
ships. Many Americans ache to speak out
and are grmelul 10 vou Tor speaking in
their hehall.

If others would join you—il clergy-
men, educutors, Liwyers, politicians and
other  influential - people would  admit
publicly that mavijuana prohibition is as
counterproductive as was alcohol  prohi-
bition—there might be some hope lor
this country. Today's potheads are e
ther joining the revolution or watching
with passive glee as each hated emblem
ol the establishment is bombed. They
might come hack into the held of ortho-
dox politics. and  constitutional  reform
might replace guernilla winlare as the
hope of vouth. but ouly il other public
voices speak out s bravely as reavsoy,

Robert Patterson
Charlotte, North Carolina

MARIJUANA PENALTIES

reaveoy set an excellent example with
the November 1970 Playboy Forum edi
torial opposing  the existing  marijuana
Liws, and I am happy to sce that the
example has already been imitated. The
distinguished Waslungton Post wrote as
follows on a piviculie case in Virginia
and on the martjuana liws in general:

Yer for this ollense, the Common-
wealth ol v nia proposes to de-
stroy Larvy AMiller. To puc a youth
in prison for four years ar what is &
most impressionable and  formative
period ol his lile, to cut him off
from all the normal experiences of
voung numhood—Ihom a college ed-
ucation, [rom assocatton with s
peers. from the sustenince of his
family. from all hope of a normal
and healthy relationship with gils
—to brand him lorever a crinmnal
and impair his chances of employ-
ment for lile, 1o subject him in jail
1o the mlluence of older, havdened

criminals  and. quite  possibly, 10
homosexual assault and corruption
—what is to be said for a society
that would wreak such cruel and
barbarous vengeance on a youth?
What sense does it make, whay pur-
pose does it serve even from the
community's point of view: . .

It is time, besides, for Virginia
and all the other states o look at
their marijuana laws with some meas-
ure ol sobriety and proportion. Let
them, il they are genuinely con-
vinced that martjuana is more harm-
ful than tobacco or aleoholic liquor,
provide penaltics for those who mer-
chandise the stuff. But only a com-
munity itself hallucimmated with horror
storics would put its youngsters in
prison lor the folly of smoking a
reeler.

John Robinson
Wiashingion. D. C.

TRIAL PERIOD FOR GRASS
Since the abolition ol ouwr marijuina
laws is as controversial as the abolition
of capital punishment, why don't we
apply the same logic in both cases? In
England and in a number ol Americin
states, belore  capital  punishment  was
abolished, there was a wial period in
whicl it was suspended. 1 suggest that
instead ol maintining the present pot
Iaws (which haven't stopped pot smok-
ing  but have roined countless voung
lives). or decreasing penalties (a relorm
that is both oo little and oo late), or
legalinng the drug at once (a radical
proposal  that  most  of the counury
would oppose). we should attempt a
trial-legalization  period o two  years.
Within that time, anvone could turn on
in his own home (but not in the streets,
during working hours or while driving).
Potheads should invite police. sociolo
gists, psychiatnsts, clergymen and other
conservative groups 1o awtend these pare
ties, cither as participants or as observers.
At the end of two vears, Congress e then
decide whether o suspend the pot laws
pernumently or to reinstate them.
Morgan Balch
Oswego, New York

MARIJUANA AS THERAPY
The lollowing leter has been published
by the Amevican Jowrnal of Psychaatry:

Despite the fact thae there e
nuiny arguments for and againse the
use of methadone on a prophylac
ticmaintenance basis for heroin ad
dicts, even il it should prove o be
ol assistance i the normalizing or
regularizing of only 50 1o 60 percent
ol those placed on a program, that
would he at least 10 to 58 percent
greater interdiction of the use of
heroin than is likely through the use

of any other current method. By
exiending the reasoning behind this
approach and taking it into a relat-
cd, il not exactly analogous, clinical
arca, I would like to propose and
recommend an experiment.

There is, among  hippics  and
other common  drug  users, a lre
quently found clinical phenomenon.
Generally speaking. marijuana
alcohol are cither mutuaily exclu
agents or, when used together, the
amount of each used is ordinarily
considerably  less than  that which
may be employed when cach is used
alone, Whether or not this observa-
tion is merely another of the rapialy
shiflting transitional patterns within
the drug subcultures, T am not pre-
pared 1o say ar the present time. bt
may represent merely the revolt ol
the younger drug users acculturated
against the older alcohol-dominated
establishment. Nonetheless. a rather
obvious suggestion presens itsell tha
may have the same  homeopathic
premises that bode well for the meth
adone-substitution  program.

What T am proposing is that a
serious study (or studies) be under
taken within and Jor among selecied
groups ol the estimated 10,000,000
to 15,000,000 alcoholics, on a model-
program basis, to induce many ol
these alcoholics 10 switch to. or be-
come habituated to, marijuana in-
stead of alcohol. Obviously, there are
many possible pitfalls in such a pro-
gram.

Alcoholism is Tar and awav our
most serious drug problem in terms
of personal debility and human and
physical destructiveness. Clemldy, one
runs the risk of alcoholics-turned-
potheads becoming caught up in the
drug culture as a whole, which
might then lead 10 more complican-
ed and claborate drug experiments.
This cannot be ruled out, surely.

In the meantime, should  pilot
studies prove the feasibility of such
an experiment, it is quite likely. |
would feel, that at least a number ol
those twmed on to marijuana from
alcohol might very well remain line
ited to this not-tervibly-noxious
drug.

One might sl be confronted
with the problems of apathy. quict-
tstmr, abulia, and loss of ambition o
drive, which wr¢ common to those
who have become seriously habituaat
ed o the use of marijuana. But
these would surely be no worse than
the similar findings already extant
in the aleoholic population. They
would also be less disturbing than
the [requenty psychopathic and /or
violent, combative and sell-destruc-
tive featwres found in many progres-
sive alcoholics. As a grim side light,
it should be remembered that 50
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percent of automobile and plane ac-
cidems 15 autributed to  alcohol, as
well as 50 percent of all arvests for
whatever reason.

The above suggestion is not made
lightly and it is hoped that it will
not be taken so. No current program
for treaumem of alcoholism—despite
the caims of its sponsors—handles
more than a very few selected cases,
nor handles those very effeaively for
very long. for the most part,

Jordan Scher, M. D., Dircctor
Chicago Psychiatric Foundation
and Onwoanalytic Institute

Chicago, Illinois

MARIJUANA MENDACITY

Your readers may wonder why some of
the worst horror stories ol harbaric mari-
juana pemalties come Trom Texas. One
of the reasons 1s the kind of educition
that is provided here. I quote hom a
stovy in The Dallas Times Hevald, in
which a police ofliwer is deseribed display-
ing a box of marijuana o a group of
citizens:

[He] began to move through the
crowd from able to table showing
the contents of the small box, . . .
The oflicer worked his wiy to a small
boy who had come to the mecting
with his parents. “This stuff can kill
you, son. Have you ever seen it
beforer”

“No, sir,” came the meck reply.

"l know a boy who smoked this
stuff. He fell over and hit his head
and was killed.”

[The boy] was impressed. So were
his parems. So were many  other
people in the room.

I hitve worked on the staff of a promi-
nent local politician, and it appears w0
me that when any subject s discussed
in public—not  just  drugs but any
subject—the ofhcials of local. state and
Federal governments e almost always
lying. The longer I stayed in politics. the
more [raud T discovered. | understand
fully the fury and disgust ol our youth.
As Tenunessce Willbuns  once  wrote,
“"Mendacity is the system in which we
live.”

(Name withheld by request)
Dallas, Texas

MARIJUANA. ADDICTION

I have been interested in your cam-
paign against the leash marijuana Jaws
in this country. I agree that olten the
punishments do not kit the crimes, but 1
feel that vou underestimate the dangers
of Cannabis. For two vemrs (though [
now use¢ nothing), I was a heavy mari-
juana smoker. I can tell you that, in my
case, the drug was thoroughly addicrive.
I caaved it. I lived for it—and such

psychological dependence is just as bad
as physical need, though somewhat casier
to alleviate. It took concentrated effort
and many hard weeks to kick my habit.
For two years. Cannabis imprisoned my
soul—contrary 1o mv will and cevervihing
I believe . I'd say that’s prewy danger-
ous.
(Name withheld by request)
Tucson, Arizona
A similar account of addwtion to a
Cannabis drug, hashish, is groen in an
attobiographical work. “The Hashish
Eater,” by the 19t Cenlury American
wriler Fil: Hugh Ludlow: no other ac-
count of Cannabis use leading 1o such
dependency can be found. Noting that
Ludlowe was greatly influenced by Thomas
De Quineey’s “Confessions of an Fnylish
Opium-Later,” 1. Robert S, De Ropp
writes e has “Drugy and the Mind”:

No one would deny that De Quin-
cey had good veason o wring his
hands over his condition. O pivm
addiction 15 a sevious mattey amd e
Quincey was an addict in the fullest
sense of the word. Butl when Ludlow
starls sighing and groaning over his
enslavement to hashish, the rveader
who 5 Jamiliar with the properties
of the drug will Iift a skeptical eye-
brow. Theve v no such thing as
genuine addiction o hashish or any
other preparation of Cannabis. . . |
It s, by all unbiased accounts, even
less habu-foyming than tobaceo. . . .
One would not, however, wish 1o be
so unkind as to suggest that Ludlow
was a v, It i sufficient 1 we
realize that he suffeved from hyper-
trophy of the imagination.

In shovt. such experiences as yours and
Ludloie’s yeveal more about the power of
antosugaestion than abont the specific
propertics of Cannabis dyugs.

FACTS ON SPEED

The Scprember 1970 Plavboy  Advi-
sor presented  some  misinformation on
the abuse powential ol amphetimines.
The Adwisor's answer dealt only with the
low-dose-maintenance  patterns ol am-
phetamine mususe and neglected the con-
sequences of the more cnrent high-dose
cvdical-injection  pattern. In pomt - of
fact, the slogan “Speed kills” is valid.

It 1s orue that only a few die from
direct overdosage (our rescarch was able
to identify only 1T California deaths [rom
amphetamine overdose in the past three
years), but a much larger number saffer
morbidity and mortality from sccondary
elfects, such as hepatiis, infection and
violence. Speed was a major Lictor in
urning  Haight-Ashbury into a violeng

drug ghetto. In addition, a number of

the white, middle-class Junkics who now

dominate Haight began using heroin as
a downer for their anxiety and parvanoia.

David E. Smith, M. D., Dircaor

Haight-Ashbury Clinic

San Francisco, Calilornia

We agree with Dy. Smith that ampheta-
mine is a dangevous drug, especially when
misused or overused, and the Septembe
1970 “Plavboy Advisor” pomied this ot
em phatically. However, we objected to the
slogan “Speed kills"—and contimie to ye-
card it as bad rhetovie—becanse we be-
licee that one of the prime dr ug problems
m America is the cvedibility gapy between
young people and authorities in govern-
ment and medicine, As a scientist, Dr.
Smith understands that the slogan means
“Specd hills occasionally,” but that s not
what 1t says: and what 1t actnally says is an
exageeration.  E wry such overstatement
lends  to undermine  credibility,  and
youngsters who have  seen friends  nse
amplictammes without seviows side effects
are liliely to vegard othey warnings abont
s real dangers as equally unveliable. This
is lrwe of all drugs, but especially of
speed, simnce students often use these pills
to cram [or exams and Enow that ocea-
sional low-dose wsage is wsnally havmless,
The veal dangers of amphetamines be-

gin with habitual wse. and  especiatly
with high-dose coyclical injection (in the
form of methamphetamine), as Dy, Smith
points out. The side effects, then, present
a variely of symptoms of nevvonsanental
deteviovation, uwsually inchuding  depres-
stons, anxicties and  pavanoid  hallieina-
tions. Siiee a pevson in that state also
grows careless, he may not keep his nee-
dle clean, and hepatitts or mfection can
enter the picture; he may also, under
stress, take a fatal overdose. Recently,
eight doctors at the University of Souih-
ern Caltfornia Medical Center sugaested
that methamphetamme “ probably” canses
necrolizing  angilis—a  sometones  jutal
disease—n ten peveent of s wsers, but
this has not been confirmed, nor is i
clear how lone the abuse must be con-
tined before this danger arvises or if the
discase might  actually be triggeved by
other drugs. Thus, because of the laclk of
serious side cffecis on oceasional wsers of
am pletamines, we think our oviginal posi-
tion vemains sonnd: This is a potentially
very dangevous dvug, bul “Speed Lilly” i
the kind of alavmism that impedes, yath-
er than facilitates, communication with
members of the drug culture,

“The  Playboy  Forum”  offers  the
opportuniy for an extended dialog be-
tween yeaders and editors of this pub-
lication on subjects and wssues velated to
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
correspondence to The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 Norvth Michi-
gan  Avenne, Chicago, Ilinots 60611,
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o wne: DICK. CAVETT

a candid conversation with the literate, quick-willed television
host some critics have called “‘the thinking man’s johnny carson”

Take all the lalk shows in the world
and place them formal lo format on a
contimum  ranging  from trenchant  de-
bate to plastic escapism. Then take all
the talk-show hosts and line them up lip
to lip, with relentless inquisitors al one
end and vacuous buffoons at the other.
At the pomt where these two lines inter-
secl—somewhere near the mid-point of
cach—ithere are very few shows that
cavefully combine serious discussion and
comic relief, and alivact an audience of
millions. “The Dick Cavett Show” is one
of these and, as even lalk-show haters
concede, no one displays a betler sense of
balance and elegance than its facile host.

He once told a reporter. “A veal con-
versationalist 1s one who butlds on some-
thing that starts between people and is
able 1o develop it, see it change and then
improvise before your eyes. . .. I like lo
see somebody’s mind working while he's
talling and I like to come away with the
sense that my mimd has been engaged
and stretched a bit.” The mind working
here is the scholarly, inquisitive, intellec
tual side of Dick Cavetl, the side he
projects in civilized discourse with such
diverse guests as Noel Coward, Orson
Welles, Ramsey Clavk. Margaret Mead,
Ralph Nader, Lester Maddox and I. F.
Stone.

“I've had people on the show whom I
consider pigs—aol in the cwrent sense
of the word—and I think 1t broadens the
spectrum. Ao, for some veason, I'm often
extra nice Lo a person I despise.”

Born on November 19, 1936, the son
of two Nebraska schoolteachers., Cavell
has v pressive academic credentials. Afi-
er his family moved from Gibbon to
Grand Island and finally to Lincoln,
Nebraska, he veportedly posted the high-
est I.Q. in the history of that city’s
junior high schools, carned a scholarship
to Yale in 1954, appeared on the dean’s
list Iris freshman year and coasled lo a
degree in English litevature.

Stll a conscientious student (“At Yale,
my roommates would shit when I'd finish
a paper four days before it was due”),
he tries to read as many as possible of
the books to be discussed on his show, in
addition 1o the three newspapers and
numerous  periodicals he wolfs  down
with his breakfast cvery day. Pavadoxical-
Iy, Cawvett denies being an imtellectual,
explaining that he’s more likely 1o sus-
tain a stream of consciousness than a
stream  of thought. Ir's probably this
tendency toward  free  association  and
away from logic that prompted Gore
Vidal o deseribe him as “the  James
Joyee of the talkmasters, wilh an uncon-
scious mind working overlime.” Therein
lies the essence of Cavell: intellect leav-
ened with an brrevevenl, compulsive wit
and frequent forays into pure non sequi-
tur. “It’s fun to ask a guest something he's

1
“If I've established an identity, i's a
kind of dimpled winsomeness masquer-
ading as sophistication, a combination of

wit and carthiness, as if Voltaire and
Jane Russell had had a child!”

never been asked before,” Cavell has said.
“Like the time I asked Jon Brown if he
ran into much homosexuality in pro foot-
ball.” Amone other mischieoous vules Jor
good discussion, Cavell mainlains: “Do
not call altention to the deformities of the
person you're speaking with. Try to have
a language in common. Do not leave the
room during the othey pevson’s sentences.”

IUs this wry, dry wil, coupled with an
abiding childhood ambition to succeed
in show business, that's been the making
of Cavell. Inspired at the age of ten by a
magician he saw al a Nebraska state fair,
Dick put together an act of his own and
al the ripe age of 12 was earning §30 a
performance; a year laler, he won a
trophy for the best new performer al
a St. Lowss magicians” convenlion. He
made his debut as an acloy at 11 m Ter-
ence Rattigan's “The Winslow Boy”’—he
says he was the only kid in Lincoln wlho
could muster a convinang English ac-
cent—ihen went on to high school and
college productions and coentually to a
few scasons of summer stock in New
England. But after moving to New Yol
City, Cavell, like most young acloys,
Jound it almost impossible to break nto
the exclusive sanctum of regularly em-
ployed  performers;  his most  notable

“I dow’t like being vecognized that much.
At times, at's pleasant, but other tines, il's
a pain in the ass, especially when youw're
walking along and yow've managed lo
Jorget for a moment what it is you do.”

69
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roles were a bit part on “Playhouse 907
and a wounded German soldier in an
Army training film.

It was at this point, in 1960, that le
wenl o the NBC stndios with an unsolic-
fled collection of jokes he'd wrilen for
Jaclk Paar, whom he still considers the
nonpareil talk-show host. After litevally
bumping into Paar in a hallway, he
thrust an envelope into his hands, num-
bled somethung aboutl a monolog, then
waited apprehensively while Paar - pe-
rused it in the privacy of his office. Two
weeks later, after Paar wsed some of his
jokes successfully on the aiv, Cavell was
invited to leave the $50-a-week job he'd
taken as a copy boy for Time and 1o
begin work as a S360-aaweek writer for
“The Tonioht Show.” When Paar quil a
few years later, Cavett stayed on to write
for several guest hosts, among  them
Groucho Marx, Mot Sall and Merw
Griffin, but then he lefi the show him-
self to wrile comedy for Jerry Lewis and
cventually for Johnny Carson.

In 1966, encouraged by Woody Allen,
a new-found [riend, he deaded to elimi-
nate the middleman by performing his
own material, beginmimg in Greenwich
Village clubs, most notably the Bitter
End, and then moving up to move prestig-
tous night spots such as the hunary i m
San Francisco and My, Kelly's in Chicago.
In the next two years, lis former em-
ployers  Messis. Carson  and — Griffin
booked him morve than a dozen times
cach on their shows, and ABC f[eatured
Iim as a comedian on two specials before
signing hom to host Jus own morning
talle show in 1968 It gol consisient-
Iy low ratings and was dropped after
ten months—ihough FOCC Commissioner
Nicholas  Johnson had commended  the
show as an onsis in the wasteland. Still
confident in Cavett, ABC veturned him (o
the aiv as a swmmer veplacement in 1969
with a  thniceaweekly  one-hony  prime-
time talk show whose schedule was so odd
—Monday, Tuesday  and  Friday—that
Groucho Marx complamed he needed a
secrelary to venund him sehat nights it was
on. Finally, in December 1969, Cavell was
cascel into the late-night slol vacated by
Joey Bishop. In the months since his de-
but, Dick’s audience has almost doubled
to a respectable 11 peveent of all switched-
on set owners—abowt 1 000,000 viewers
weekly in 133 cities—and ABC happily
venewed lus contract.

Today, though estimates of lus salary
run as high as SIS 000 a week, Cavelt
remains velatively wnspoiled by his suc-
cess. He and lis wife, actvess Carvie Nvye
—tley mel as students at Yale—occupy a
two-story Upper East Sude apartment in
Manhattan that was formerly owned by
Woody Allen; on summer  weekends,
they rvetveat to Long Island and a late-
19th  Century clapboard house on the
dunes overlooking the Atlaniic. Once a
medalwimning  hgh  school  gymnast,
Cavell mamitains Ins 5777, 135-pound

physique by snovkeling and surfing when-
ever possible. He dvinks an  occasional
glass of wine, never smokes, hates parties
and is almost never seen al movies, plays
or might clubs. The heveulean task of pre-
paring and  performing his show five
nights a week leaves him with hitle time
or mclination for anything else, and most
of his lesuve houwrs ave spent with his
wife, reading and yelaxing,
(,'rm.wrpn'nﬂ\'. when rLAYBOY send for-
mer Associate Editor Harold Ramis—
now an actor and free-lance writer—to
interview Cavell, they shochorned their
conversation into brief breaks in Dick’s
work schedule. The dialog took  place
in Cavell’s wood-paneled office at ABC
Studios. Daphne  Productions—his  own
company, named aftery one of his dogs—
is located on Broadway, avound the cor-
ner from the 430-seat 58th Street theater
in which his show is laped. “In our fust
mecting,” Ramis reports, “he divided his
attention between me and a plate of
spaghetts. The second  sesston. it was
scallops. Chicken salad  hichlighted our
thivd mecting, But despite the distrac-
tions, I soon yealized that Cavetl is a
remarkably consistent and wunaffected per-
son, virtually the same off screen as he
is on—polite, honest, clever and  con-
gemial. The  television  industry, so de-
Pendent on superficial inages, (ends to
package  hwman beings  and  promote
them ke products. Caoett vemuaing very
much Iis own man.” Expecting—and
getting—an  honest  answer, Ramis  be-
gan the intevvicw by asking Cavell 1o
comment on the peroastoe mediocrity of
network TV, present company excluded.

PLAYBOY: It's often argued that because
ol the economics of the mass media, only
those shows tur appeal to the lowest com-
mon denominitor cin succeed on Ameri-
can television. Do vou think this is true?
CAVETT: That's a difhcult question. Must
anvthing successlul he inlerior? Certain-
ly some good things have succeeded on
television. I don’t think the medium is
all cap.

PLAYBOY: Whut percentage would you de-
scribe as crap?

CAVETT: Ninciv-five percent. I'm sorry;
that’s a ridiculous exaggeration. Make
that 93 pereent.

PLAYBOY: Do vou agree with those critics
who say that ABC is responsible for
more than its share of cap?

CAVETT: No. ABC used 1o get more than
a third of the blame back when they
were a stable instead of a network, but
their policies have changed and  their
programing has gotten better. 1 don't
think vou could sav now that ABC is
crasser than the other two networks. But
as long as people will accept crap, it will
be financially profitable to dispense it. It
becomes ain ever-descending spival.
PLAYBOY: Most of the aitics seem to feel
that  your own show is several cuts
above the general level ol programing. At

first, though, vou didn’t scem so sure of
that  yoursell, and  several reviewers
pointed out that you appeared 10 be dis-
concertingly nervous.

CAVETT: They really shouldn’t review a
new talk show for the first few weeks,
The important thing is how vou're going
to do in the long run. not how vou do
on opening night, with network execs
standing in the back and beadv-eved
agents siiting in the aisle sears. T shouldn’t
generalize, ol course; there are agents
who don’t have beady eyes—iwo, in fact.
But it was very perceptive ol the aritics to
notice that T was nervous. Probably when
I vembled, tirned rigid and then fell
ofl the dhair, they hegan 1o get thae idea.
PLAYBOY: You're obviously less nervous
now than you were then.

CAVETT: Sure. but it varies [rom night to
night. The best thing 1o do is tell your-
self that it docsn’t show one cighth as
much  as vou feel. If you're a linle
nervous, you don’t look nervous at all, If
you're very nervous, vou look slightly
nervous. And if you're totally our of
convrol, vou look troubled. Tt scales
down on the screen. Anvbody who ap-
pears on talk shows should always re-
mind himsclf that evervthing he's doing
looks better than it Feels. In straight
performing. T don’t think that holds
true. Il you think it's lousy when you're
doing it, chances are that it is—although
again, not as bad as you think. Your
nervous system may be giving you a
thousand shocks. but the viewer cn see
only a few of them. So the camera lies in
your lavor in spite of all the platitudes
you hear about its showing up the pho-
nies. It the camera really showed up the
phonies. this business would fold in
about three weeks.

PLAYBOY: Who are the most prominent
phonies?

CAVETT: I'd tell you, but some ol them
are my deavest Iriends.

PLAYBOY: Why is there so much tension
involved in doing the show?

CAVETT: In actually siting  there and
doing itz Your mind is split in about six
or more ways at all times. To the viewer,
it looks like all the host—that sownds so
much folksier than “star,” doesn’t 17—
hias got 10 do is Tollow the conversation.
But you're not only doing that; vou're
thinking ahcad. wondering whether w
change the subject or pursue it, trving to
decide whether there’s time in this see-
ment to start something new, dying in-
side when the guest launches into i long
story and you know there’s less than a
minute left belore the station break and
that the guest will be thrown and the
story ruined il you interrupt, thinking
that his last story mav involve the show
in a lawsuit and wondering il you should
say somcthing thae mighe help or let it
pass. knowing that an upcoming gucst
has said. “If that schmuck s still out
there when I come on, 'l leave,” won-
deving what it was he told you not to
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forget to ask him and wrying to decide, of
five things you wanted to get to, which
two to leave out, since time is running
out, and wondering why the audience
seems restless and what signal the stage
manager just gave you that you misscc.
Usually these things all come rogether
about the time you've just decided vour
fly is open and that’s what the ladies in
row L are whispering about and why the
stage manager signaled. It's a wonderlul
job for people who have never had a
nervous breakdown but alwavs wanted
one. It all has to do with the built-in art-
ficiality ol trying to have real conversation
with all those imposcd time limits. It's
the tension you get when someone is
telling you his life story on a subway
platform and your train is coming.
PLAYBOY: Some other talk shows are done
without a studio audience and seem much
more relaxed. Doces the audience contrib-
ure to the pressure?

CAVEIT: They're an enormous force sit-
ting there and they pull you in several
directions. It's the audience that makes
a host push for laughs, because vou're
aware of those hundreds of people who
haven't been heamd from in several
minutes, and you feel obliged to keep
them entertained. T'm always aware of
wanting to end a segment on a laugh—a
strain you don't feel in real conversation.
You have to learn to play the studio
audience and also forget them, because
the home audience is your big audience
and they don’t care if the people in the
studio are bored as long as they're inter-
ested. And one of the things vou learn—
too slowly—is that due to some mysteri-
ous process, the face and voice that may
be putting you and the studio audience
to sleep may be hypnotically fascinating
to the home viewer. Remember that
dear reader, when you host vour own
talk show. And most of you will, from
the looks ol things.

PLAYBOY: Johnny Carson often goes for
laughs by reacting with facial takes to
the camera. Do you think that's fair 1o the
guest?

caverr: If I don’t do it, it may be
because I'm aware that Carson does and
1 don’t want it to seem like I'm imitating
him. But I think it’s very effective. I've
learned to play to the camera more than
I used to because 1 think my reactions
should register somchow. A lot of mine
used to be lost because I didn’t know
which camera was on me. When 1 started
out, I did some very funny takes to the stu-
dio clock, which 1 thought was a camera.
PLAYBOY: Do you think some ol vour
gucsts may find it brritating when you
interrupt with a joke to the audience?
CAVETT: I'm aware that it can be disturb-
ing at times if 1 do it in the wrong way,
but that’s a chance I'm willing to take.
pLaYBoY: Have vou ever been reprimand-
ed by a guest for your flippancy?

cAVETT: I think I have a fairly good
instinct for when a Inugh is permissible.

If my “flippancy,” as you so quaintly call
it, has annoyed anyone, they haven't told
me. I continue to think of myself as a
comedian, and if anyone expects me to
not try to get laughs, that's their tough
luck. 1 don’t want the show to look like
it’s on the educational channel at three
pM. on Sunday, and although 1 have
certain admirers who would preler it
that way and think it’s cheap when I get
a laugh, I would never think of changing
that. When people say, “Why lower
vourself to Carson’s level?,” 1 think
that’s pukey snobbism on their part.
First, by their assumption that T think
Carson is some sort of lower form, and
second, that laughs are crass. Wrong on
both. T say what I think is amusing and
what I think will amuse the viewer,
whenever I think it fits.

PLAYBOY: Are there any guests with whom
you wouldn't go for a laugh?

CAVETT: No, | can’t think of a subject
where some kind of humor isn't possible.
If you want rules, theyre: (1) Follow
your instincts and (2) Don't ask an
archbishop il he ever balled a pig.
PLAYBOY: Like other talk shows with a
stiidio audience, yours employs an Ap-
PLAUSE sign that's flashed on and off when
you come out [or your monolog. Isn't that
almost as artificial as canned laughter?
CAVETT: 'lThough they always punch the
arrcaust sign, I don't think they keep it
going alter my entrance. But even when
applause isn't cued, 1 feel a liude silly
standing there, because I've never exult-
ed in applause or gotten the kind of kick
you're supposed 1o get from it There are
some nights when 1 catch a few grinning
faces in the audience and it seems like
those people are genuinely glad to see
me; that can help. But you can always
find some conventioneer looking wall-
eyed or nodding off. Any applause that's
clearly artificial bothers me, though. 1
remember one period on Carson’s show
when there was an irritating use of the
AappeAUse sign. I think Carson finally had
it stopped alter one night when Skitch
Henderson said that the acoustics in the
Builalo Auditorium were so good that
any musician would be glad to play
there. The audience responded with a
“spontancous”  burst of applause for
those acoustics.

PLAYBOY: If vou're not that intercsted in
the applause, why don’t you tike the
sign down and let the audience decide
for themselves when to applaud?

CAVEIT: It's not a serious problem; I'm
sure we don't use it during conversation.,
At the end of a segment. it makes a kind
of dissolve that’s nice; but when acoustics
start getting elecironically cued applause
on my show, I will personally shoot the
damn thing down. It’s almost as bad as
the kind of applause the phonies on
pancl shows get with any sentence that
ends on a positive, Norman Vincent
Pealeish note, or one that ends with
something like, “If parents vvould paddle

a few more fannies, this country would
be a beuer place to live in!" For this
kind of thing, there should be another
clectric sign that says Fart!

PLAYBOY: The major talk shows vary liule
m general format. Have you or your
producers considered any innovations for
yours?

CAVETT: When a talk show starts, there's
always a discussion of how this ouc is
going to be different. Peaple say things
like, “Maybe wc'll have people sit on
blocks of ice,” or something. And I've
wondered how it would be to do the
show with everybody standing. But there’s
very litde you can do with conversation
that would be signilicantly different. The
quality can be different, but that's a
mysterious thing I can’t be oo specific
about. It's an atmosphere. You want the
audience to sense that there’s something
about you or your show they might not
get [rom watching someone else’s show. 1
think this was certainly tme with Paar.
I used to watch him no matter who his
guests were because there was some kind
of tone in the conversation that pleased
me above and beyond the specific per-
sonalities, This is increasingly important,
because with so many talk shows now,
certain celebrities appear so much that
they become devalued currency.

PLAYBOY: Do you think many people
watch your show regardless of who you
have as guests?

CAVETT: Yeah, a lot of people write in
and say they watch the show every night.
PLAYBOY: Why? What is it about you?
CAVETT: I think it's the way I cross and
uncross my legs in a sensuous and pro-
vocative manner. People of both sexes
have conlessed to being driven to the
brink of madness by it.

PLAYBOY: Scriously.

CAVETT: Seriously, I haven't the slightest.
They ger to know you, [ guess, and get
in the habit of liking to spend some time
with you. That and maybe the show
having a tone they like, which should
ivolve a certain amount of the unex-
pected. Like in a serious interview with
Wernher Von Braun, alter he had told
how a Nazi inlormant had gotten him o
trouble with the Gestapo and Himm-
ler, T suddenly lapsed into German and
then said in English, “You don’t remem-
ber, do vou?” with a German accent,
pretending to be that informant. His
expression and the laugh that followed
are the kind of thing I, as a viewer, would
like to see now and then on this kind ol
show. $o 1 might watch every might even
il 1 weren't on it

PLAYBOY: Is there any other host you'd
consider watching every night?

CAVETT: I can remember being  really
obsessed with the Paar show. I wached
it every night; it was about all 1 lived for
in those days. It was one ol those neurat-
ic years in an actor’s life: You're making
the rounds at all the agencies, but noth-
ing’s happening and you think you're
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getting mononucleosis again, so you'd
better stay in your apartment for three
weeks and read. You wind up sleeping
14 hours a day, but you're still tired and
you don’t want to go out or see anybody.
PLAYBOY: Why do you think you weren't
getting acting jobs?

CAVETT: | couldn’t interest an agent in
me. I didn't scem “commercial.” Like
most actors, I blew a lot of money on
glossy photos; but when I got to an
agent's ofhice, T never Tooked like 1 did in
the photos. They'd say, “Oh, I thought
you were a leading man. You look taller
and heavier in your photographs.” I had
one set of pictures that made me look
like some sort of swarthy EFast Indian
type. 1 swear it looked like I had dark
skin. I think Sidney Poitier borrowed
those pictures and got his first job with
them.

PLAYBOY: You hadn’t been acting too
long before you were hired by Jack Paar
as a writer. Were you reluctant to give
up your acting career?

CAVETT: No, not reallv. T was never one
of those people who feel that if somcone
cut off my legs and moved me to Ogden,
Utah, I'd act in my wheelchair. 1 never
had that burning drive. I did have an
unfocused desire 1o be in show business,
though, and I realized after I wrote that
first monolog for Paar that I had done it
not to start a writing career but simply
to meet him. I'd been doing temporary
work as a typist, getting dressed up on
cold. dreary mornings and going down
to Wall Street to wype labels all day. I'd
sit. there and actually wy o figure out
ways to get on the Paar show. Then I
got the job as a copy boy av Time and
that led o No, I can’t tell the story
again abour Paar and the monolog. It's a
matter of public record in abour 34
places. In any case, even after 1 got the
job writing. 1 sull had a modest ambi-
tion to be a guest on the show. 1 was
sure that il I got out there, they'd see
that 1 could really talk and get laughs. 1
can even remember writing down funny
things to say on the show and stashing
them around my apartment.

PLAYBOY: Did you simply want to be a
celebrity?

CAVETT: That's possible. T haven't thought
ol it that way. But I do remember hay-
ing the desire to be recognized. When 1
wias a kid, Bob Hope came 1o Lincoln,
Nebraska, and T remember the adoring
caowds watching him get into his car. 1
thought, “God. it must be wonderlul to
live the kind of life he does!™ I had the
same fecling about Fred Allen. I'd been
to sece Whal's My Line? at the studio
one night and alterward 1 saw him stand-
ing under the marquee outside. No one
was asking him for his autograph, which
I found strange, and he started walking
toward Broadway, and I just sort of fol-
lowed him, thinking, “Jesus, that’s Fred
Allen.” As he approached the corner, two
bums stepped out of the shadows and

said, “You're the greatest, Fred. You're
funnier than Milton Berle.,” He said, “Ah,
my fan club is gathering.” Then he hand-
ed some envelopes with money in them
to the bums and walked down 1o the
subway. 1 thought, “Shit! Should T tlk
to him? Should 1 follow him onto the
subway?” I'll always regret thae I didn’t.
PLAYBOY: Were you as impressed by Jack
Paar once you started working lor him?
CAVETT: Yes. I didn’t have that much di-
rect contact with him, but there was
always a kind ol adrenaline pumping
when you worked around Paar that
aftected his whole stafl. He had a kind of
emotional quality on camera that every-
one in the press talked about, and there
was an assumption that he couldn’t be
that emotional and still be terribly bright,
It’s another kind ol snobbism I've seen
belore and since. Actually, he was funny,
quick-witted and really smart. He used to
read an awlul lot and he made a terrific
clfort to compensate lor what he consid-
ered a lack ol education. Because of his
great respect lor learning, he'd wend to
overrespect  people  he  thought  were
smarter than he was. Very often, they
weren't.

PLAYBOY: Why haven't you had Paar as a
guest on your show?

CAVEM: I'd love o and I've asked him,
but he says it would create certain prob-
lems for him that he'd rather avoid. 1
still hope he will someday. He changes
his phone number more than a callgirl
with a will w0 fail. He's one of the
oddest, most interesting and likable men
I've ever met, I wish I saw hum more
olten, but I guess nobody does. I'd give
anything to see about a month of kine-
scopes ol the old Paar Tonight Show. 1
guess they're gone lorever. It's a shame.
PLAYBOY: Alter Paar lelt The Tonight
Show, you wrote lor a number ol people
who subsequemily  hosted the show.
Which of them impressed you most?
CAVETT: 1 suppose Groucho wias the most
fun to write for because he'd always
been a great hero ol mine. I knew his
style and it was a thrill to hear him say
my lines. I even wrote a couple of things
that Mort Sahl used when he did the
show, which 1 would have thought was
impossible, since Mort's style is so tied
up in his personality. When I was doing
my act, I used to say that ene of v first
jobs was writing divty linde remarks and
selling them o children who wanted 10
get on the Art Linkletter show,

PLAYBOY: What prompted you to start
perlorming your own materialz

CAVETT: I'd had some sort of unformed
desive to do it ever since my magicact
days, but the hard thing is finding out
how to start. Where do you go 10 be a
comedian? Then, when I was working
for Paar, T was sent to the Blue Angel 10
look at a comedian who used 1o write
for Sid Caesar. He was about my age and
just gecting his act together. It was
Woody Allen. We talked a lot and be-

came [riends, and I watched where he
went and how he did it. I learned that the
casiest route was to go from Greenwich
Village clubs to television. So then, when
I was working for Carson, I started writ-
ing my act and began to appear in clubs.
PLAYBOY: What was it that you liked so
much about Woody Allen's work?
CAVETT: I thought every joke was bril-
liant and perfectly suited to his personal
ity—his look, his shape, his size and all
of that. 1 suppose, when 1 first sat down
to write my act, I was influenced by what
I thought he’d write. But it wasn't easy
for me, because I don't have a role as
clear as his to play.

PLAYBOY: Did you have any trouble break-
ing in your act?

CAVETT: Well, my first night at the Bitter
IEnd was a disaster. An unmitigated Hop.
Twenty minutes of conarete  silence.
Larger laughs have been heard in a total
vacuum.

PLAYBOY: What Kkind of material were
you doing?

CAVEIT: I'd love to know now. Onlvy
under the deepest hypnosis could thar 20
minutes come back. 1t's been wiped from
my conscious mind. It must have been a
satirvic look at the Hanseatic League or a
behind-the-scenes.  tongue-in-check spool
ol the Council of Trent. All I remember
is standing up there with perspiration
pouring over my eyebrows and into my
eyes. 1 knew that if I reached up o wipe
it away I'd only call auwention to it. 1
thought, “Maybe it isn't just me. Mavbe
it's really hot in here and everybody's
sweating.” I saw the owner of the club
discreetly leave during my act and 1 was
sure that later he'd sav 1o me, “Gee, I'm
sorry I missed your act. I hear some of it
was fine.” But afterward, Jack Rollins,
my manager, said to me, 1 know this is
going to swrprise you, but it wasn't as
bad as you think.” He thought the best
thing to do would be to perform again,
so I did. I went on at the Improvisation
for a few nights and all the things that
hadn’t worked on my first night started
to get Liughs. O course, there were still
a lot ol dismal nights alter that; it was
agony sometimes. But there were other
nights when I thought, “Now 1 have it. T
know how it works now. I'll never do
another bad show.”

PLAYBOY: Did it get any less painful when
you did?

CAVETT: Well, sometimes the face that |
was bombing struck me as hysterically
funny. Once T got an audience I'll never
forget at a place called the Duplex. A
bus drove up and deposited what was
obviously a tour. All ol the men looked
like potato [armers from some Baliic
country and the women were indistin-
guishable from the men. It was such a
small club, 1 could sce all of them clear-
ly. and every face looked like a fisl’s
prohile. When I say the silence was audi-
ble, T mean it. There seemed to be not
just silence but an eerie kind of endless
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intake of breath. I was dying so utterly
that it was hilarious to me and I began
to smirk, giggle and finally laugh aloud
at the silences following my jokes. The
bartender was strangling with suppressed
laughter to the point where he nearly
asphyxiated himself on his own carbon
dioxide. When T finished, I said, “This is
where you applaud, and I want to con-
gratulate most of you on looking remark-
ably lifelike,” and left the stage in utter
silence. I don't think a performer has
ever enjoyed an audience so much.
PLAYBOY: Did you begin to cnjoy the
work consistently once you became more
sell-wssured?

CAVETT: Somctimes it wias very, very cx-
hilarating. I'd think, “This is a wonder-
ful way 1o make a living. I feel sorrvy lor
people who don’t do this as a profes-
sion.” But that [eeling can disappear
rather suddenly. Sometimes it was terri-
ble to think I'd have to come back the
next night and do the same crap all over
again. And it could be almost as depress-
ing to do a good show as it was to do a
bad one. I'd come ofl the stage and think,
“What have I got? It’s not on film or on
tape. Only a couple of hundred people
saw it. Yeah, they laughed: but now
theyre talking among themselves about
other things and soon theyre going to
file out and a whole new group is going
to come in and I'll have to start the
whole goddamned thing all over again.”
Then, if the second show didn't do as
well as the s, I'd think, “How cin I
prove to these people that I really was
funny an hour agor”

PLAYBOY: You mmst have convinced some-
body. Didn't you think you'd finally
made it when you began to appear in
1967 on  such  new-talent  specials  as
Where I's A?

CAVETT: 1 thought they were calling it
Where It Sai. That's the only reason I
agreed to do i As owe all know, 10
adverase onesell as “in” 15 1o immedi-
ately put onesell out. I did another show
for NBC, by the way, that was complete-
v forgotten and never seen on the air. It
was Gilled The Star and the Story and it
wits ingeniously put together by Woody
Fraser, my fust producer. It was a cross
between This Is Your Life and a talk
show. We'd take a star and well s life
story in five hall-hour episodes. They
used Van Johnson for the pilot I made.
Somehow, it didu't jell, o put it mildly.
Whereas most pilot shows are “in the
am,” this one went down it. Yon may
remember on the Lmmy show when I
wis caught on cimera running upstage
to examine the celluloid streamers [es-
tooning the set. 1 thought they might be
myv pilot lor The Star and the Story.
PLAYBOY: Did vou have any misgivings
when ABC signed you to do your morn-
g talk show?

CAVETT: It was more a feeling of: “I'm
not sure it's what I want, but I'll oy i
Maybe I can do it.”

PLAYBOY: What other formats might you
have preferred?

CAVETT: Well, I had an idea for a talent-
scout-type show called Outr You Go!,
where the losers have to leave the busi-
ness. I would be a good way of nipping
in the bud tomorrow’s lousy singers,
cruddy comics and witless impressionists,
ol which we have such an endless supply
today. Instead of “Where will tomor-
row’s tilent comz from?,” its motto would
be, “Let’s tell today’s dreck where to go!™
The gilted and improvable ones would,
of course, be given subsidies for the rest
of their carcers. Il this had happened
years ago, there might be less TV, but
more people watching what there was.
PLAYBOY: Did vou use any ol your comic
heroes as a model for your new role as
talk-show host?

CAVETT: I'm sure, at given moments, 1
modeled it after evervbody I've ever
scen. I'm a good mimic. As in writing, it
has o do with hearing their voices in
your inner ear. It alfects you in perform-
ance. At times, T sit there and think, I
don’t know what I'd say, but 1 know
what so-and-so would sav.” So I'll react
as Paar or Groucho or Carson would. 1
think evervbody does this 10 some ex-
tent. Maybe not. No, some  people
wouldn’t. They would be totally original
and react only as themselves. I guess it's
an identity problem.

PLAYBOY: Do vou think vou've established
vour own identity by now?

CAVETT: Il 1 have one, it's a kind of
dimpled  winsomeness masquerading  as
sophisticiion, a sort ol cross between
Raobert Mitchum and Peter Pan,
dom beyond my vears, concealed in the
body ol a cherub, o combination ol wit
and earthiness, as il Voliaire and Jane
Russell had had a child! How the hell
am a person desaribe his wdentity? That's
for others 1o answer, vour Honor.
PLAYBOY: What qualitics ol yours do you
try harvdest to repress on the airz

CAVETT: Snappish temper. Pve [iled sev-
eral tnnes. Sometimes i's directed at the
guest, but quite olten it's some disturh-
ance that I consider inexcusable.
PLAYBOY: Are you ever simply in a bad
mood?

CAVETT: I've been Fairly lucky on that. I
don’t seem o be prone to mood swings
of an extreme nature, as they call them
in the wade. Occasionally, though, T go
imnto a show loathing it and my job. hu
once I'm out there, I'll come storming
out of that mood and be up lor several
hours after the show. Every perlormer
has this experience and nobody cin real-
Iy (-xl)l;lin it ;ulu[u.‘llc]}'. Of course, there
are other nights you go out feeling bad
and then sink with .

PLAYBOY: Arc you ever bored while doing
the show?

CAVETT: 1 wouldn't call it boredom, be-
cause I'm always on edge one way or
another, I'm not likely 1o fall asleep. But
I do find mysell acting interested in a

A Wis-

hell of a lot of things I'm not really that
interested in. I just can’t think of a
gracious alternative—something to do
when I'm not interested. Maybe I could
say, “Go ahead and talk. I'm just going
to finish this article in Reader’s Digest.”
PLAYBOY: Do you ever wish you were the
guest instead of the host?

CAVETT: It's casier and harder to be a
guest. Easier because you do your thing
and you're through, harder because you
have less time to do it and you're not
back tomorrow to redeem yourself. The
comedy guest in particular has to score
quickly. Also, there are times when some-
one with a fascinating story tells it badly
and I think [ should have wold the story
and let him nod to verilv it. But the guest
is at the host’s mercy in so many ways
that mavbe it's easier 1o be the host. Come
to think of it, the best thing is to be the
viewer.

PLAYBOY: How are guests sclected for the
show?

CAVETT: The staff and the producer do it.
I'd go berserk if T iried to do that,
mainly because I'd find objections o
evervone wha's suggested. I've Tound that
I'm much better off having the guests
sclected for me. I've done wonderful
shows with people who'd never have
been on if it had been up 10 me. No
names, please.

PLAYBOY: Docs the network ever suggest
guests for the show?

CAVETT: Yeah, people they have an inter-
est in because theyre on other ABC
shows. Some I've had on and some I've
vetoed because 1 thought they'd be wo
boring.

PLAYBOY: Can the network veto your
guests? Censor your tapes?

CAVETT: I can honestly say the network
has never insisted someone not be on.
They can, of course, censor. I've won
some fascinating arguments on that, and
so have they, But there's very lintle cen-
sorship, which is as it should he. Censor-
ship feeds the dirty mind more than the
four-letter word nsell would. If a guest
savs, “He was standing there  absent-
mindedly fingering his crowch . . " and
it's censored to “absent-mindedly finger-
ing his ;' owell, you see what hap-
pens. What's appalling s that a local
station. mamager aur take out all of
Margaret Mead's remarks and leave in all
of Ronald Reagan’s—or vice versa—il he
wants 1o, on the grounds that one “isn't
good for his community.” When this has
happened. T've gouen outraged  letters
from people hip enough 1o know it's the
local station’s doing and not the nerwork’s,
I wish people would let me know—uwith
detatls.

But you do have to think about
wounded sensibilities. If somcone says,
“The Pope’s a pimp” or “The Queen
sucks eges” or worse, I don't mind losing
it. although I could argue for leaving it in
on the grounds that the viewer has heen
cheated of forming his own opinion of
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the speaker, and that it wouldn’t do any
lasting harm. It's the pornography diché,
“No woman was ever ruined by a book.”
But even that may not be true. I did
hear of an eccentric old cock back in
Nebraska who boiled and ate a Bible,
bit by bit, on the grounds that the Holy
Writ would somehiow shine through her.
They say it played hob with her digestive
tract and she was never again able to cat
anvthing but tapioca. So there's a1 woman
who was ruined by a book. So there are
no absolutes. Have you ever played hob?
It's a shame it went out ol style.

PLAYBOY: Are you generally satisfied with
the gueests who are booked?

CAVETT: Yes, but T think thore are ways
ol planning shows that haven’t been
tried vert and I'd like 10 oy some of
them. There might be more thought put
into bringing the guests together on a
subject. Usually there isn’t time, but
olten there's a fecling that the show is
coming together at the end, and that if
we had another hour ol tape we could
do a more interesting hour than the fisst
one. But it’s hard to do that as much as
I'd like. hecansz often it's just a cas: of
who's available. You schedule your abor-
tion show for Thursday, hut then you
find out that two comedians from vour
“Salute 1o Broadway™ show will have to
be inserted into the abortion show.
That's the kind ol wouble you run into
with subject-matter shows.

PLAYEOY: Two or three of the talk shows
will olten have the same guest on within
a short period of time, usually becanse
he or she is on a promotional junket of
some kil How do vou feel about the
Lact that you're olten the second to get
such guests?

CAVEIT: Grifin has gone to Calilornia
and changed that picture, but I've had a
number of people first and so has Ca-
son. People may watch both shows to
compare the two appearances, so you
may get some viewers who wouldn’t have
watched otherwise. In that way, it may
be an advantage to have a guest second.
PLAYBOY: Is there anyone vou'd like to
have on the show who's refused to ap-
pear?

CAVETT: Oh, sure. I'd love to get Katha-
rine Hepburn and Greta Garbo—or may-
be Edmund Wilson, On second thought,
forget Edmund. He wouldn’t do it any-
way.

PLAYBOY: Do you olien have personal
Iriends on the show?

CAVETT: I'm [nicndly with some people in
the business, but there aren't many lices
I sce on the show that I also see across
my dinner table. And there e some
guests I'd vather go o a slaugherhouse
than run into off the show. OI course, you
wiant to know who they are. Since my
choice ol words is so pungent, I don’t
think I ought to mention them. Wise
viewers can tell who these people are by
the little things that happen around my

mouth and my eyes while I'm talking to
them. I don’t want to spoil the game for
the audience.

PLAYBOY: If you dislike these people so
much, why have them on?

CAVETT: I've had a couple of people on
whom I consider pigs—not in the cur-
rent sense of the word—and I think it
broadens the spectrum. I'm also curious
to sec how I'll react to them. For some
perverse reason, I'm often extra nice 1o
a person I oreally despise. Of course, I
don’t want people to think that I despise
cocryone I'm nice to—or vice versa.
PLAYBOY: Do vou expect the audience to
like & guest vou pessonally don't like?
CAVETT: They obviously do, because some
ol these people are quite popular with
the public. IT you're asking whether or not
my [eelings about the guest influence the
audience’s leclings abour him, [ haven't
thought about it. God. I'm shal'ow in a
lot of areas. T can’t pose as profound on
subjects T haven’t given any thought to.
What do I mean I can’t? I often have, 1
mean I shouldn’l.

PLAYBOY: Can you think of any guests
who've been particularly informative to
vou personally?

CAVETT: [ like to think that I'm capable
ol seeing the trath in o statement, wheth-
er it's made by a Black Panther or by
Bill Buckley, bt I'm rarely  relaxed
enough when I'm on the air to go
through an actual learning process. May-
be when I'm watching the playback of
the show I'll learn something, but it's
less likely to happen on the air.

PLAYBOY: Did you learn much from Or-
son Welles during his two  90-minute
appearances on the show?

CAVETT: Welles was, and T hope will con-
tinue o be, o wre e for me and
the audience. When asked, “Who would
you like that you cm’t getz,” 1 always
used o say, “Orson Welles, 10 name a
few.” Now I can’t say that anvmore. But
that’s one ol the most gratilving things
about doing this kind of work. I'm glad
for the benighied sonl T met who had
never heard of Welles and was thrilled by
him, and for the kids who said they'd
never seen the Lums except on my show
and thought they were “a groove.” Or the
people who said. when Fred Astxive got
up and danced, that they fele their scalp
tighten. Or when Siv Ralph Richardson
is the comedy hit of a show, talking
about his beloved motoreyvele—it all be-
comes worth it. Or Groucho killing an
audience he thinks s oo young to re-
member him. On those nights, it seems
like the best job in the world.

PLAYBOY: Who clse would you consider as
a solo guest?

CAVETT: I don't think there are that
muny people worth doing 9 minutes
with. Pierre Trudean might be [ascinat-
ing. Robert Morley certainly would be.
Mavbe Mirlon Brando. De Gaulle would
have been great.

PLAYBOY: Arc you awcd by people like
these?
CAVETT: The word awe doesn’'t describe
anything I Teel. And reverence has a
rather corny, pscudoreligious ring 1o it.
But I do thrill to grear talent 1 think
great talents should have anvthing they
want. Talented people should always get
their way, up to the point ol making it
impossible to continue a project or pro-
duction. Talent should be humored to
the breaking point.
PLAYBOY: Do vou include yoursell?
CAVETT: Yes. And let me clarify this. Anv
performer knows that what looks like
egocentric nitpicking on his part really
isn't. An actor knows that a minor
change in his or her costume or setting
prop wrong can ruin a performance. 1
know that a guest’s appearance can be
thrown by sceing his name spelled wrong
out fvont and T get furious at the peyson
whao misspelled it. Talent is a gemlike
thing. but performance is fragile and can
be wrecked by a tiny Dritation. I a
S10.000-a-week singer fires her lady valet
for bringing the wrong evelashes for a
TV appearance. it sounds cruel: but
even il she Iooks the same out front, she
may think she looks lousy and give o
lousy performance and shorten her ¢
reer. And it's easier 1o ger ladyevalot
[ This
sounds like the worst kind of aristocracy
but it's justified. Ol course, there are
performers who enjoy being swinish oo
their underlings for no reason. I hate
that. too. But the fact vemains that only
a performer knows whar makes it possi-
ble for him to perform. and you just
have o take his word for it. Or hers.
PLAYBOY: It sometimes seems that one ol
the prevogatives of talent is to appear on
talk shows drunk or stoned. How ofien
do your guests appear in that condition?
CAVETT: Twentv-three percent of the time.
I don’t know. I've had some people on
who I was preuy sure were one or the
other or even hoth, but some people are
that way without introducing any chemi-
cals. legal or otherwise. mmto their hodies.
Some just have jer fatigue. I had Judy
Garland on once in the morming and |
wis definitely aware ol something. bur it
was hard to tell with her by thar time. In
any case. I found her very appealing. 1
got the feeling I'd known her Tor a long
time. She really seemed like an o'd
friend. She was able to make that con-
vincing. I don’t think she was acting. b
i’s a quality thar some actors hive,
PLAYBOY: Do you ever find voursell sex-
ually artracted o female guests?
CAVETT: Yes. On my show as well as on
other people’s.
PLAYBOY: Do vou ever act on it?
CAVETT: Act on itz With the censor sit-
ting right there? How L would T get?
By the time I had her blouse ripped, the
(continued on page 170)
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WHERE AM 1
NOW WHEN
I NEED ME?

fiction By GEORGE AXELROD

could cathy be as wildly sexy as
she sounded in her letters—or was
it all just a practical joke?

hed know soon enough

THIS 1S A SUICIDE NOTE. A journal, if nothing
more, of these Tast days. Ir will, 1 fear, diag
on for a time, as, alas, 1 shall pull no rigger.
Not only would my courage Tail me at that
final. consummate moment of despain but my
wile, Margery, is chairman of the Sane Gun
Law Committee of Wesiport, Connecticat,
and, as an example ol her good citizenship, is
insisting that T 1w over 1o the Wesiport
police my World War Two German P-38. It
is rusty, ol course, and 1o my knowladge
has not once been fired in joy, mudh less
in anger.

But it has its uses. Ohien, in the cocktail
twilight of a summer's evening, 1 break it out
and arouse one or more of the bare-midriffed
wives of my neighbors with the tale of how I
had, in the Ardennes Forest, stooped  and
plucked the thing Irom the holster of my
fallen victim. usually an SS colonel. God,
Harvey, it’s so hard to think of you as a
soldier! Mike never got any nearer to any-
thing than the Bush Terminal in Brooklyn!
Pause. Always the pause. Then: What (asks
bare-midriffed-wife-of-neighbor, now sexually
inflamed by the mystery that Iurks behind my
disillusioned  eyes, eyes that have perbaps
seen too much) does it really feel like (o
kill @ man?

The casy shrug. The funny, twisted smile.
The wnning awiy, not wishing to speak of
it. The reaching once again for the shaker.

Actually, 1 bought it (my rusted Gernumn
P-38) in the summer of 1945 from a drunken
Army Air Force T/5 for a carton of Ches
terfields, which he, in wrn, exchunged for
a briel cjaculation and an extended and

What with bare-ass haokers, joint-smoking fuzz and
a bombed-out-of-his-skull author, the apartment
was one af Fun City’s most eminently bustable spats,

Bl
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extremely painful case of clap. Maybe I
will not turn it in after all. Maybe I will
simply lock it in the filing cabinet here in
my stucly. Margery will never know.

Sleeping pills are out of the question.

would, I know, take too few and
simply wake some hours later in a semi-
private room, trembling with nausea
and disgrace.

I have a fear of high places.

And il one wished to drown oneself at
Pebble Beach (having no pool of one’s
own and being wo well mannered to
embirrass a more alflluent neighbor), one
would have to walk out at least a quarter
of a mile over a nasty, pebbled bottom
and then one would still be only waist
deep in slightly polluted water.

Nevertheless, I am dying.

Slowly.,

But by my own hand.

- L] -

This is a suicide note.

My name is Harvey Bernstein. [ mm 46
years old. I am a failed writer; author of
three novels. two volumes of poetry and
perhaps 400 hook reviews, all of absurd
books, reviewed for absurd publications,
My stomach hurts in the morning. I have
a bottle of vodka hidden in my desk at
the office. I am employed as an instructor
at the Best-Selling Writers” School in
nearby Stratlord, Connecticut. None of
my three novels was best selling. My two
volumes ol poetry sold not at all. My 400
book reviews were all unfavorable.

My son, Bruce, is at Berkeley., He
sends me letters from time to time, when
there is wouble with the cuburetor. My
daughter, Linda, is a freshman at Bar-
nard, where she is living, oftcampus,
with Lester, a graduate student in Afri-
can hiterature. As there 15 no Alrican
literature to speak of, his time is very
much his own. And Linda's. She brought
him home to dinner last night. Guess
who’s coming to dinner? I guessed. Mar-
gery was beside herself in a kind of
cestasy. We have not failed her! We
have not failed her! was her war ey
throughout the horrid Sunday alternoon,

Lester is very black, indeed. Toward
the end of the evening, he twice ad-
dressed me as Baby in what 1 took to be
the pejorative sense. Otherwise, he was
pleasant enough. And, I suppose, in a
way, attractive. Move attractive than Lin-
da, surely, who is, when it comes right
down to it, a rather Tuzzy-looking girl.

Where, I wonder, are the rall girls,
with long, suntanned legs and blonde
hatr ftying, that I dreamed of in my
youth?

- - -

I awoke this morning filled with the
knowledge of impending death. It was
raining. It has been rainming for a week.
My dreams had been of blue water and
sun-drenched beaches and tall girls with

long, suntanned legs and blonde hair
flying, running toward me in slow mo-
tion, in the manner of deodorant com-
mercials on television,

Cold gusty wind drove the rain against
the bedroom windows. Margery, thank
God, was still asleep when I left the
house. My stomach hurt, but I have
mentioned that before. T drove (through
gusts and rain) to the ofhice.

The oflice, the Best-Selling Writers’
School of Stratford, Connecticut, is a one-
story edifice of glass and steel, divided,
within. into cubicles, where we, the in-
structors, instruct by mail under artificial
light.

Before me on the plastic surface of my
desk lay the latest installment of the
novel by Mrs. Edna Mortimer (house-
wile), a new chapter in the memoirs of
General Harrison Bradiey (U.S. A., Re-
tired), a sonnet (part, 1 regret to say, of an
extended sequence) by Charles Douglas
Potter (hairdivesser), plus numerous less
ambitious exercises by students not so
advanced as Mrs. Mortimer, the general
and Charles Douglas Potter.

My secretary, Miss Akron (whose
name falsely suggpests a beauty-contest
winner), has just brought in the morn-
ing mail. Applications from prospective
students. Each will contain a hlled-in
questonnaire and a sample of the appli-
cant’s prose. Twenty-three of them this
morning. God help me!

Mrs. Mortimer's latest installment de-
scribes the seduction of her heroine, a
movie star ineptly based on the character
of the late Marilyn Monroe, by a Jewish
psychiatrist.  Jacqueline Susann and  Phil
Roth will have a lot to answer for when
they finally reach that Great Lending
Library in the Sky.

It is raining even harder now. I think
I shall add a stab of vodka to the instant
coffee Miss Akron has just placed before
me. Then, on to Mys. Mortimer and the
seduction of Jacqueline Susann by Philip
Roth. At least, Mr. Roth relers 1o it as
“pussy.” Mrs. Mortimer speaks of it as
“her pulsating virginia.”

Self-pity overwhelms me.

The general has been given his first
command. A post in Alaska. Alaska is an
Amervican territory situated on the north-
western edge of the continent, he ob-
serves. He is thrilled and looks forward
to a winter of high advenwure. Mr. Pot-
ter’s sonnet (as usual) celebrates the
Grecian glories of the male body.

Someday, perhaps, T shall open an
envelope and out of it will fall. . . .

BEST-SELLING WRITERS' SCHOOL
Stratford, Connecticut
APPLICATION FORM AND LITERARY
APTITUDE TEST
(Please answer all questions. If more
space is vequived, answers should be
typed, double-spaced, on standard 81"

by 117 typing paper, using one side of
the sheet only. If, in our opinion, your
application shows that you have genuine
aptitude for writing, you will be assigned
io one of our instructors, all of whom,
by the way, are themselves professional
bestselling writers. Your application will
be processed as vapidly as possible and
you will be hearving from us in a very
few days. Good Fucl!

(1) NamE: Cathy. I'm a girl with only
a first name. The last names I make
up to suit the occasion. Lewis, Lovi-
bond, Lombard, Lamont. Choose one.
And cven the first name changes from
time to time and season to season.

(2) Avpress: Citics. New York, Los An-
geles. Las Vegas. Miami. Choose one.
IT T pass this 1est, vou can reach me,
if vou move swiftly, at 2931 Northern
Boulevard, Astoria, Long Island. |
shiave apartment 4D with  Joanne.
Also a gnl with only a first name
—that, too, subject to change without
notice. When we first mer, she was
Rhoda and I was Eugenie. T think my
name showed greater imagination.

(3) ace: 18.19. 20. 21. 22, 23, 24. Choose
one. Joanne (Rhoda) is the same age.

(1) sank: The Chase Manhattan. 1 have
a friend there. I have friends every-
where. I am a very fricndly person. I
enclose a signed check (in case 1 pass
the test). You fill in the amount. 1 am
also a very trusting person.

(5) PrEsENT occuration: “Model,” which
is, of course, a cuphemism. Did T spell
that vightz I have no dictionary at the
moment. Il T pass the test, T will buy
onc. Which do vou recommend?
There are so many. Actually, 1 have
done some modeling from time to
time. See enclosed photograph.

(6) EXPLAIN IN 100 WORDS WHAT YOU
HOPE TO ACHIEVE BY TAKING TINS
coukse. (Use separate sheet, as ex-
plained in the instructions above.)

SEPARATE SUELT 1
“Whin | Hope 1o Achieve by
Taking This Course”

What an ass-hole question! T hope to
become a bestselling writer. Why else
would I be taking this coursez I'm sorry.
I didn’t mean to be vulgar, but it (ques-
tion six) is so silly that T didn’t know
what to answer. Aciually, T think ques-
tions are more important than answers.
For example, does a word like ass-hole,
which has a hyphen, count as one word
or two? That is the sort of thing 1 hope
to learn. And where to begin. That's
another problem. | was born. . ., I
He plunged it into me. . . .
Those are all possible beginnings. But
which? (100 words)

(7) TO TEST YOUR LITEKARY ABILITY,
PLEASE WRITE A 500-WORD ESSAY ON

awoke. | . .



Y

z" | a2

“He did smile a funny little smile when Dupree said, ‘We'll
settle it on the field of honor.””

a3
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THE TOPIC: THE SINGLE MOST TRAN-
SCENDING EXPERIENCE OF MY LIFE.
(Please use separate sheet or sheets,
as explained above.)

SEPARATE SHEET 2
*“The Single Most Transcending
Experience of My Life”

The single most transcending experi-
ence of my life occurred in Webb Ciry,
Missouri, when I was 16 years old. As a
young girl I was very ugly because ol my
nose (which 1 inherited from Grandpa
who was known [ar and wide as Captain
Hook not because he was a captain of
anything) and my hair which was kind of
no-colored and somewhat kinky. Not
kinky like we use it today such as mak-
ing it with boots and electric tooth-
brushes etc. Just all tight and curly and
sweaty in summer. Anyway 1 was really
stacked [rom the age of 11 on but it did
me no good because of my nose and hair
etc. At the time I had a big thing about
a boy named Harold something I have
forgotten his name who was in my class.
He would not even look at me of course
because of my nose and hair etc. He saw
me once in a bathing suit at the Fourth
of July picnic and said in my hearing
that if he could wrap an American flag
over my head so that he did not have to
look at my nose and hair etc. he would
consider throwing me one for Old Glory.
Do you have to put quotation marks if
he said it but you are just telling about
it? Anyway, Grandpa died (of drink) and
my share was $600 so against the wishes
of my mother who wanted the money
for herself to open a charm and tap-
dancing school 1 took the S600 and went
to K. C. (by bus) and bought myself a
nose job. There was enough left over so
I could get my hair bleached (suicide
blonde was the shade I chose) and
straightened and be fitted for a contra-
ceptive device. That was before the pill.
Can you imagine? It seems like the Dark
Ages! Anyway believe me it was worth
the $600 and one week to the day or
night actually from when the bandages
came off I was in the back seat of
Harold's Chevy. At the big moment for
him (personally 1 didn't feel mudi of
anything as my lelt leg was wrapped
around his neck and had fallen aslecp)
he whispered for me to say the dirtiest
word 1 knew. Eager to oblige, as I am to
this very day, I did so. What 1 said was
ointment. I still think ointment is the
dirtiest word I know but I realize now
that that was probably not the word he
had in mind. Not only that but he
probably thought 1 was making an in-
sulting reference o his skin condition
which was not so hot and he had to keep
putting this stuff on it although only at
night which didn’t matter to me as he
was built great and very handsome ex
cept for his skin condition. Anyway he

was so upset that he twisted loose and
came all over my (500 words)

BEST-SELLING WRITERS SCHOOL
Stratlord, Connecticut
Miss Cathy Lewis Lovibond Lombard

Lamont
Apartment 4D
2931 Northern Boulevard
Astoria, Long Island
Dear “Cathy™:

Very funny. I assume that “you” are
one of three persons—Max Wilk, Ed
Hotchner or Max  Shulman, all good
friends and necighbors in the Westport-
Stratford area. What 1 can’t understand
is why you would take the wrouble o do
this to me! A practical joke 1 can under-
stand. But the lengths: Actually to open
an account at the Chase Manhattan Bank
under that preposterous series of names!
(“Your™ check in the amount of $500 has
cleared.y What is the purposer What harm
have T ever dome you? 1 suppose, like
most  writers, you still bear a grudge
(grudges? Perbhaps the three of you are
in this together!) over reviews 1 have
written ol your various books from time
o time. But even so. ;

All right. We've had a good laugh. 1
would be interested, however, to know
where you got the photograph. Is she
real? Is there such a girl? Do you know
her? Could 1 meet her? You see, you
bastards, your vicious, black practical
joke has worked. The seeds of doubt (or
is it belief?) have been planted. Five
hundred dollars for a practical joke?
Very much out ol character for three
internationally famous cheap skates like
you. I don’t know. I don’t know.

Bruce's car has broken down altogeth.
er. This time, it has to do with the
transmission. Four hundred dollars is re-
quested  atrmail special. Linda is  sull
with that unspeakable schwarza. Mar
gery is going through (as she has been
since the day we were married 22 years
ago) change of life. I am, unlike your-
sclves, no longer publishable. I am
failed. I am vulnerable. This is a suicide
note.

But, my God, if there were such a
girl! I could teach her and mold her!
(“And screw her,” I hear you dirty bas-
tards choriling to one another as you
read this) My lile would be changed.
There would be a reason to get up in
the morning and drive to this hateful
office and read and correct all this hate-
ful, untalented, hopeless prose. Why
does every asshole (asshole, by the way,
is not necessarily hyphenated) in the
world think he can write fiction? And
why 1is it all, the very worst of it, the
dregs of it, inflicted on me?

Frankly, Cathy, Max, Ed, Max, whoev-
er you are, I have a confession 10 make.
I have alvready been at the vodka bottle
that I keep hidden in my desk. 1 have

had three belts, plus the shot 1 regularly
sneak into Miss Akron’s version ol in-
stant coffee. It is suill raining, as 1t has
been for the past week. I am, on
this hateful March morning, in the mood
to believe.

Perhaps, Cathy, you are real!

But I must have proof! 1 will not, in
my precarious condition, devote the wan-
ing days of my life to laboring over,
struggling to correct, struggling 1o im-
prove a series of “lessons” concocted
amid roars of laughter, over drunken
lunches, by my three so-called friends.
Lessons that will later be read aloud
with ghoulish glee at some unfortunate
cocktail party. Very probably with my
wife and daughter and boogie soon-1
fear-to-be (this is an interesting use ol
the hyphen, forming, as it does, a com-
pound adjective) son-in-law present.

Max! Ed' Max! Dont do this to
me! If it is a joke, drop 1t now. You've
made your point, whatever it might have
been.

But, Cathy, if you are real, there is no
limit!

You know life, 1 know grammar and
sentence structure. Together, we can own
the world. I will teach you to become a
best-selling writer. And you can teach
me . . . what? 1 don’t know. To live, 1
.‘ill])IX)SC, Or at lt&l.‘il 1o wanl 1o. (SUmC-
times a sentence can be ended with a
preposition, but only for intentional dra-
matic effect.)

I am quite drunk now and it is only
eleven-thirty-five. 1 have suddenly be-
come very conscious of the hyphen. 1,
mysell, tend to over-use it; as I do the
semi-colon. It is rainy and cold here. As |
stare morosely through the window at
the flooded parking lot, I realize what it
is I am actually dying of. 1 am dying of
despair! 1 will mail this mysell, ill
typed as it is, as 1 do mot want Miss
Akron to see it. And 1 wish to mail it
belore I have second thoughis.

Most sincerely
(on my part and 1
hope on yours),
Your mstructor,

H. B.

Dear H. B,

Of course 1 am real. The photograph
was taken two years ago and I have put
on a pound or so since but only (so I
am told) in the right places. 1 was glad
to learn that asshole does not need a
hyphen. You learn something new every
day. 1 have never thought very much
about the semi-colon but that is interest-
ing too. I'm sure you can teach me to
become a best-selling writer.

You did not say in your letter whether
or not 1 passed the test. As a matter of
fact your letter sounded kind of crazy.
You do not sound like a very happy
person. But I guess most best-selling writ-
ers are unhappy and have a tendency to

(continued on page 92)
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WALK-IN WORK OF ART

designed for creation and recreation, a miami sculptor-
painter’s multiskylighted digs invite the sunshine n

WHEN ARTIST Sebastian Trovato felt the need for more living
space than his Manhattan apartment afforded, he decided o
seck not only larger quarters but a warm climate as well. So he
looked southward and eventually relocated in Miami, attracted
by the omnipresence ol the city’s fabled sun, yet taking wary
note of its often blistering intensity. Trovato kept both of these
As seen from the entrance terrace, the ingeniously designed home of
Sebastian Trovoto is an ortful arrangement of mossive cylindricol ond

block shapes. The entryway is just to the right of the lorge column
in the foreground. At right, o living-room view tokes in the terrace.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY BILL MARRIS




Top left, looking down from the bedroom:
Guests enjoy the heated pool, which is open
to the sky, ond later gother for dinner,
above. The textural contrast of sleek glass-

and-steel furniture against the rough ma-
sonry walls creotes o striking visual effect in
the dining rocom. At left, a couple shares
the sunken tub, where the only intruder is a
Trovato sculpture with soaps and toeiletries.

solar characteristics in mind when he
commissioned architect Milton Harry 1o
design the modern Southern mansion
pictured on these pages, specilying a
superabundance of skylights (there are six
in the studio-gallery alone) to take ad-
vantage of the natural light, but just a
few strategically placed long glass slits to
serve the purpose of conventional windows




and also limit the penetration of Florida
sunrays. The resulting masonry-and-wood
structure is a privacy lover's lortress, due
to the largely glassfree facade. Not that
Trovato’s a reduse, but he enjoys the
sealed-off ambiance because it helps him
maintain  an uninterrupted and  pro-
ductive workday, whether he's wielding
brush and chisel or negotiating with a

A detailed fioor plan, at right,
emphasizes the structurally un-
complicated layout of the hame.
Notice that the pool, located just
to the right of the entrance-ter-
race wall, is in convenient prox-
imity to the living room, making
it an integral part of the total
design and—since it's so acces-
sible—much used. Also shown,
outdoors, are the courtyard, sun
deck, storage hut and carport,
which together total 1600
square feet. Below: The living
room, with its brightly carpeted
stairway that leads up to the
master bedroom, features re-
cessed rheostat-controlled ceil-
ing lights and hanging flood
lomps that showcase the current
Trovato paintings on display.
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prospective client, since he also keeps
his business appoinuments in the
studio-gallery. Though the house looks
impregnable from without, there's a
refreshing free-to-roam feeling inside
and one is subliminally urged to do
so by a flowing, uncluttered layout
(permanent doors close only the bath-
rooms) that covers 3800 square feer.
The large studio-gallery—featuring a
stereo system (that often plays high-
decibel opera. to the owner's taste),
bar, storage wall and sunken work pit,
where guests can peruse the current
assemblage of Trovato’s work—is really
the heart of the place, since both social

The home's action central is the studio-
gallery, above, where the artist does
most of his entertaining. Dominated by a
huge rectangular skylight, it was de-
signed on two levels, with a walkway
surrounding the artist's sunken work
area. Left: A gleaming sculpture, recent-
ly a prize winner for Trovato in a local
exhibition, is an display in one corner of
the room. At right, behind the cylindrical
wall, is the bath/dressing room. At far
right, o welcome guest takes a late-hour
swim that is plainly as pleasurable for the
beholder as it is for the skinny-dipper.

SiMouLOD 1L




and creative activities take place there.
Also on the ground floor are the kitchen,
living room, dining room, pool, bath,
utility area and—adjoining the studio—
a courtyard. The second story, which is
an open bedroom, commands a pleasant
view of the pool and wropical loliage
below. Trovato has demonstrated yet
another facet of his nonlinear artistic

talent by designing as well as creating
most of the furnishings. The few excep
tions are classic Mies van der Rohe
pieces. Justifiably proud of his carefully
planned sun castle, Trovato says that, un-
like the constantly changing display of
canvases and sculptures m his studio-
gallery, there are no plans for selling this
‘T'rovato creation for many years to come.
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POLLUTED
MAN

fania g

By ARTHUR KRETCHMER
the survival of the

futtest 1s one thing—>but was

darwin ready for homo effluviens?

2,000,000 B.C.
a0 ANTHROPOID APE

THE PRIMARY PURPOSE of evolution, ac
cording to anthropologists, is to enable
the members of a species to adapt o a
hostile environment—as illustrated by
the fact that the greatest changes in
early man came about 1,000,000 years
ago, during successive lce Ages.

These days, anyone who tries to
breathe, see or eat knows that our own
environment is no slouch when it comes
to hostility, and it's our guess that an-
other set of extensive changes in man will

500,000 B.C.

JAVA MAN (HOMO ERECTUS)

come during the next half  century
or so—the Crud Age. Only those humans
who evolve and perfect organic anti-pol-
lution defenses will survive—a process
that may well be pushed along by genetic
research. (To those who argue that so-
ciety is capable of eliminating the envi-
ronmental threat to mankind, we would
point out that society works through
politics and anyone who would bet on
politics over the laws of natural selec-
tion is doomed to extinction.) We suspect
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30,000 B.C.

MODERN MAN (HOMO SAPIENS)



that the pride and joy ol the evolved
family Homo effluviens will look very
much like the specimen below.

Polluted Man’s eyes are quite large—
the better to see through the smoggy
darkness; and a transparént inner cyelid
called a nictitaung membrane  protects

ve retina from airborne
acids and particulate matter. His over-
developed, spatulate index finger enables
him to more easily push buttons—his
main activity. His poor ear, degenerated

SPATULATE ~
INDEX FINGER

HYPERTROPHIC
LUNG CAPACITY

EXPANDED BUTTOCKS

ENLARGED TESTICLES

by air hammers, automobile horns and Joe
Cocker, has grown a protective flap. The
nose just couldn’t keep up with the bad
air, and has been replaced by a far more
sophisticated set ol filters. And the mouth
—which used to swallow indiscriminately
all that mercury and DDT-—has been
augmented by a set ol pouches for storing
food that will be slowly detoxified by new
salivary enzymes. The lungs needed help
to suck the good oxygen out of all that
bad air, so their capacity has increased

ILLUSTRATION BY OON PUNCHATZ

more than fourfold. The buttocks have
expanded with overuse just as the muscles
of the long leg and arm bones atrophied
with disuse. And because smog seems to
cause sterility—rats exposed to amounts of
smog comparable o that faced by the aver-
age traffic cop have markedly reduced birth
rates—the testicles have grown to the task.
There he is, Polluted Man. Mark him
well. He may not be beautiful but he’s
one hell of a lot better equipped [or
life in the 21st Century than you are.

ENLARGED PUPILS
WITH TRANSPARENT
NICTITATING MEMBRANES

DEGENERATED AURICLE
WITH FLAP

MULTIFILTERED
RESPIRATORY SYSTEM

DETOXIFICATION
POUCHES

| WG

ARM AND LEG

ATROPHIED
MUSCLES

/

2000 AD.

POLLUTED MAN (HOMO EFFLUVIENS)
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m m l ? (continued from page 84)

drink too much from time to time. 1
once spent a weekend with a best-selling
writer (in Miami) and he drank the
whole time. He also cried a lot. After-
wird, I read two of his books (both best
scllers). They were very kinky (boots,
electric toothbrushes etc) but also very
beautiful. I must say he wrote about it a
lot better than he did it in real life. But
probably he does it better when he is not
pissed. Many people do.

Are you a best-selling writer? Have |
ever read any ol your books? Could you
send me one or two? (I will pay for
them of course) Please write soon and
tell me if I passed the test. And what
you want me to do next. Will there be
regular printed lessons or will you just
write and tell me what to do?

Your friend
(and I hope student),
Cathy

I ran into Max Wilk at a cocktail
party two nights ago. Shulman, he tells
me, is in Hollywood; Hotchner is in
Europe; so that, more or less, rules them
out. 1 dropped several not-too-veiled
hints about prostitutes with literary am-
bitions and bank accounts at the Chase
Manhattan. He looked at me blankly,
clearly assuming I was drunk. Since he
no longer drinks (gout), he assumes that
everyone else is drunk at all times. He
has a new novel. I have been asked to
review it fer the Diner’s Club maga-
zine. | reviewed an early Phil Roth book
for Partisan Review. Now I am dying
and unpublishable (except by the Din-
er's Club magazine) in Westport. Where
are the golden girls of my dreams?
Where are the reviews by Roth of my
new novels? Oh, God! Perhaps Ed
Hotchner will review my suicide note.
For Popular Mechanics.

I have locked Cathy's photograph in
the drawer where I keep the vodka. Last
night, shortly after the 11-o’clock news,
Margery turned insanely amorous. It was
not a happy occasion. 1 had already
taken my pills. She had already done
whatever it is she does to hersell at night
that makes her look rather as she does in
the daytime only more so. I could not
for the life of me get it up. Then I
thought of Cathy. The effect was extraor-
dinary. I have not performed with such
style in years. I found mysell suddenly
thinking “kinky” thoughts. I am toying
with the idea of obtaining an electric
toothbrush. How in God’s name, I won-
der, does one employ such an instrument
sexually? At the moment ol climax, I
murmured the word oimument into Mar-
gery's earplug. (She had, in her sudden
passion, forgotten to remove them.) Very
satisfactory. Of course, like so many
best-selling writers, [ was pissed.

But I am not a hest-selling writer. I
am a 46-year-old drunken [ailure.

Later, sitting alone in the dark in the
breakfast nook with a vodka and Fresca,
I cried.

It is still raining. The general finds his
new post near Juneau, Alaska (an Ameri-
can territory on the northwestern edge
of the continent), disappointing. But
there is, he writes, an ample supply of
whiskey at the officer’s mess. He is grate-
ful for small blessings.

Mrs. Mortimer’s heroine Madelene’s
virginia (sic) continues to pulsate (sic)
merrily. Sick. (Me.) Albert, the subject
of Mr. Potter's sonnet sequence, contin-
ues to bulge provocatively at the crotch
of his jeans. He (Mr. Potter), unfortu-
nately, chooses to rhyme “provocatively”
with “sock it to me” as the final couplet
of Sonnet 163.

This is a suicide note.

I must make a decision. Either Cathy
is real or she isn’t. If she is (have I
misjudged the whole matter? Are Max
and Ed and Max mnocent? Could this
be a practical joke devised by Phil
Roth and Miss Susann?), then I must
answer her letter. 1 must begin her
course of instruction. Her check was
good. She is (I have made my decision)
awaiting, with pulsating virginia, my an-
swer. Astoria {as an address) is beyond
the inventive powers of any ol the afore-
mentioned best-selling assholes. I (frank-
ly) have no idea if asshole should be
hyphenated or not. But as an instructor
of creative writing, I must take a firm (if
not bulging) position. I shall write her
in 2 moment or two. As soon as I sneak
another look/drink from my locked
drawer.

God, she is beautiful. Can she be real?

I believe! I believe! I believe!

I believe in the stork! I believe in
Santa Claus! T believe in God! I be-
lieve in the fucking Easter bunnyl

I believe in Cathy Lewis Lovibond
Lombard Lamont!

Harvey Bernstein (I have begun to
think of mysell in the third person—a
sign, I have read, of impending madness)
opens his desk drawer.

He takes out the vodka bottle and
places it shamelessly before him on the
desk. He takes out the photograph. He
studies it; thinking kinky thoughts, until
the crotch of his baggy gray fannels
bulges as provocatively as the jeans of
Mr. Potter's Albert.

He takes a belt from the neck of the
bottle. He reaches for a sheet of paper,
inserts it into his typewriter and begins
to tap the keys.

Dear Cathy,
Good news!
You have passed the test!

Iu is very important for a writer
who wishes to become a best-selling
author to choose a subject with
which he or she is familiar. As your
life appears to be a most interesting
one, I think we might begin by
having you continue with your auto-
biography, starting at the point
where you left off in your most
interesting 500-word essay. . . .

The letter itselfl ran 13 pages, growing
(I fear) more incoherent as he con-
sumed vodka: and passion, in turn, con-
sumed him. His concluding sentence was
“I love you." Which I hope I had the
sense to X out before mailing, but I do
not remember.

I am 46 years old. I drink in the
mornings. I am in love with a 18-, 19-, 20,
21-, 22, 23., 24- (choose one) year-old
prostitute whom I have never met.

This way surely leads 1o the sell-
destruction 1 so desperately seek.

The auto-da-f¢ has begun.

But it will take some time for the
flames to consume me.

(Suicide note to be continued.)
- - -

“Ouwt of your mother-grabbing mind,”
Joanne said as she wandered in from
the bathroom, drying her hair with a
large, mascarastained towel. Joanne,
formerly Rhoda and, before that, God
knows what, had been considered [or
most of her life a dumb, rather sexy-look-
ing blonde. As she had recently changed
her hair color, she was now generally
regarded as a dumb, rather sexy-looking
brunette.

Cathy found her roommate’s stupidity
essentially soothing.

One of the things that amused and
soothed her most about [Joanne was
Joanne's absolute refusal to accept the
fact that they were both prostitutes.

“Prostitute?” a recent argument had
run. “Wednesday night, Gene let me
into the Colony in a pants suit. Do you
think he'd let some cheap hooker in
there with a pants suit? A restaurateur
like Gene is a great judge of people!
He has 1o be! That's his thing! Judg
ing people. Judging, like, who should get
the right table. Judging, like, are they
good for the check. Shit like that. So, if 1
was a prostitute, don’t you think Gene
would be the first one to know i?”

So touched was Cathy by this line of
reasoning that she politely relrained
from pointing out that while her room-
mate had, indeed, been admitted to the
Colony in a pants suit, she had been
admitted as a member of a party of six,
the host being a world-famous movie star
whom that excellent judge of character,
Gene, judged (correctly) to have arrived
at the door at a pitch of drunkenness
likely to explode into violence at any

(continued on page 212)
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_ in which
the lovely miss
R latimer is
. reduced to a

shadow of her
Sormer self

=
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“Curiouser and curiouser!”’  cried
Alice as she felt herself alternately
shrinking and growing in Lewis Carroll’s
classic. Actress Cherie Latimer might

be equally mystified over what
happened to her during the editing

of MGM's newly released film Alex in
Wonderland. When shooting began

on Alex, which stars Donald Sutherland
as a film maker who can’t face

success, Cherie was cast in o dual role
—as a girlfriend and as one of some

50 fantasized figures af Alex’s idol,
Federico Fellini. But the film ran long,
Cherie’s big part was cut—"she was
fine in it, but the scene wasn't necessary
to the film,” explains director Paul
Mazursky—and naw she’s seen only
briefly as a shadowy Fellini.



Cherie (obove) and other embodiments
of Fellini—one of whom is the renowned
director himself—merge with other
images in the haunted mind of Alex.
Star Sutherland (right}, producer Larry
Tucker and director Mazursky came

to Alex fresh from box-office successes,
Sutherland in M. A. S. H. ond the Tucker-
Mazursky team with Bob & Carol & Ted &

Alice. Mazursky, who also portrays a

producer named Stern in Alex, refused to
ask his cast to do anything he wouldn’t
do himself: Inset below, bare-Sterned,

he directs a nude scene on location.

’



His first film a smash hit, Alex
can't decide what to tackle

next. He envisions films on such
relevant contemporary topics as air

pollution, the Vietnam war and the
black-pawer struggle—imagining
himself (at right and belaw) on

the beach at Malibu, surrounded
by hundreds af blacks, wha emerge
from the ocean and begin

dancing ecstatically an the

sand to the frenzied

beat of African drums.




Although Cherie—seen above with
Sutherland—has played bit parts in two
Italian films and featured roles an several
television shows, Alex in Wonderland
was to have been her first major movie.

Things are looking up again now; she's
been cost in A Kiss from Eddie.

Cherie hos been stage-struck since
childhood, but, to keep her mother
hoppy, studied interior design at the
Chamberlain School in Boston. Given
Cherie’s outstonding exterior design,
we're sure she’ll soon be able to turn
her career from shadow to substonce.
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SHARKI

article By PETER MATTHIESSEN an author—journalist and a team of film

makers set out in quest of the most fearsome creature in the sea—and find it

I fust saw sharks some 30 years ago, on the fishing grounds off Montauk Point, Long
Island. I was a boy then, awed by the silent fin, the shadow in the sea, and when it comes
to sharks, I am still a boy today. Big blue sharks and hammerheads were so common off
Montauk that one might see 70 in a single day, and once we caught a 13-foot mako that
rose¢ to fasten on a hooked luna. The mako and the porbeagle shark of cold northern
deeps share with the greal white shark the stiff cescent tail that distinguishes this family
of swift ocean swimmers—Isuridae, the mackerel sharks—from other large pelagic species
such as the blue and hammerhead, which have asymmetrical lails with the upper lobe more
extended than the lower.

Among man-cating sharks, the great white s much the largest, most dangerous and

most mysterious. A 13-foot white would weigh half again as much as that big mako and
the species is further distinguished by large black eyes—all black, like holes in a shroud.
a conical snout that gives it one of its Australian nicknames, “white pointer” (another
nickname is “while death”), and triangular teeth with a serrate edge like that of a saw.
These terrible teeth are identical or nearly so to those of its nearest relative, a great shark
common in the Pleistocene that atiained well over 100 feet in length: This was Carcharo-
don megalodon, apparently so similay to the white shark, Carcharodon carcharias, that the
extinct species and the living one are assigned to the same genus. A few ichthyologists have
wondered if the two species are nol identical, which suggests in turn the remote possibility
that somewheve in the ocean depths, feeding on giant squid, perhaps, as sperm whales do,
a few of the great megalodon maght still exist.

The first white shark I ever saw—a cadaver-coloved 17.5-fool brute weighing well over
two tons that was harpooned off Montauk and towed ashore in June 1964—also excited
the imagination of a man named Peter Gimbel and gave lim the idea for a film, to be
released this spring by Cinema Center, chronicling a search for the great white that I was
o join,

Gimbel, who got the Life pictures of the Andrea Doria where she lay sunk in the deep
ocean currenis off Nantucket, was already an established diver when—to the great disap-
pointment of his father, who wanted hun in the family company—he left Wall Street a
decade ago to make a film on blue sharks, lead a parachuting expedition into the cloud
jorests of Peru, swim under the anlarctic ice to photograph Weddell seals, and comport
himself genevally in the manner of a man bent on systematic self-destruction. “1 have no
pride or rules aboul courage,” he says. “1 go when 1 feel dominance over the situation,
and not on days when I'm afrard—those ave the days that you gel hurl” For years he has
fought off the suggestion that he is out to test himself, or is ruled by some sort of death
wish. “Danger doesn’t interest me, but I'm curious and 1 think everybody’s curious lo find
out just what their limils are under situalions that exerl a certain amount of stress on
them. I would be just as curious, for example, to know what my limits are as a gambler,
but I already know that, so I'm not curious: I'm a lousy gambler.”

Peter’s arguments are invariably well-reasoned and sincere, and yel, sensing that some
small piece of self-awareness is missing, one goes away unsatisfed. 1 have hstened to him
for years, and I always believe him when he speaks, but still the questions keep occurring.
In a careful way, with impeccable”preparations, he seeks out ways to test what he calls “the
limits,” and of cowrse this search has no real end to it but death. Stll, I don’t think this

SCULPTURE BY PARVIZ SADIGHIAN
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s a death wish, unless dread of death is the same thing.
It is as if, by confronting death over and over, he might
end some awful suspense about i, or dissipate it in some
way. More than any man I have ever met, Gimbel,
now 43, loathes the aging process in himself, “I look
into the mirror and I hate what I see there, and it’s
just happened in the last year,” he says, cursing his face
lines and gray haiv, though in fact his hair turned
quite gray several years ago. And this lack of sevenity
in the face of his own transience seems out of character
to the people around him. As Valerie Taylor says,
“Peter’s so great the way he is, he shouldn't need to
suck his tummy in and hide his bald spot when the
camera’s on him.”

Since, in some respects, our explovations have been
stmilar, I am sympathelic with Peter’s need to find out
what the limits are; the original motivations may be
ambiguous, but altacks upon this life style are often
ambiguous as well—as if the need to attack betrayed a
fear in the attacker that his own life seeps away from
um unlived.

Valerie Taylor was one of four divers who served as
principals in Gimbel's film: The others were her hus-
band, Ron—the Taylors are both Ausiralian skindiving
champions—Stan Waterman, an American underwater-
flm maker, and Gimmbel himself. Ron, Stan and Peter
served as wunderwater camevamen and Peter was also
the film’s diveclor and producer. These four, with a
small surface crew, first met i Duwrban, South Africa,
i April 1969, in the hope that the great white shark
would turn up among the big oceanic sharks ativacted
to the carcasses of harpooned sperm whales off the
enast. The whites never appeared, but the spectacle of
100 or more big sharks seen simultaneously by photog-
raphers who eventually swam freely with them in the
open water was the subject of the most striking shark
foolage ever taken by anyone until that time, though
its eminence was lo endure bul a few months. From
Durban, i that spring and swmmer, the expedition
wenl to Ceylon, Madagascar, the Seychelles, the Como-
ros and islands in the Mozambique Channel. Every-
where the greal white eluded us.

In New York in August and September, Gimbel
assembled a rough cut, or “assembly,” of the foolage,
designed to prove to Cincma Center that the film
needed a climax; the assembly was screened in mid-
October. Afterward Gimbel persuaded the company ex-
ecuttves that the Taylors had invariably located white
sharks in South Australia’s Spencer Gulf, and that even
if his oun expedition failed to do so, the material al-
ready obtained would be imfinitely more intevesting
with the addition of the Australian foolage. Since the
extra expense would be rvelatively small, it would be
folly not to pursue the seavch to the end.

PORT LINCOLN 15 LOCATED on the barren Eyre Peninsula
of South Australia, which forms the western shore of
Spencer Gulf. The foremost fishing port of Australia
and a shipping center for the wheat and livestock
ranches of this region, it is also a summer resort with
a beach front on its broad pale bay. South of the town,
toward the uninhabited tip of the peninsula, is a dry
rolling scrub of gum and Casuarina and Melaleuca
where, at dawn one morning, we saw kangaroo and

emu. Westward, the scrub dies away in the dry wastes
of the Nullarbor Plain, the never-never country of the
aborigines.

The expedition was housed at the Tasman Hotel,
overlooking the beach boulevard and the bay: a store-
house-workshop was set up in a shed behind. The origi-
nal film crew was still mostly intact, but the hard job
of production manager had been given to an Australian
named Rodney Fox, whose experience in the waters of
this region includes a near-fatal attack by a white shark.

Fox, a fairhaired, jaunty man of 30, has been in-
volved in more white-shark atnacks than any living
person and the pattern ol his experiences is weird. In
1961, when he won the South Australian Skindiving and
Spearfishing Championship—this is free diving. without
aid of scuba tanks—his chicl competitor was his friend
Brian Rodger, who had been state champion the year
before. Late one afternoon in March, during a “comp™
at Aldinga Beach, south of Adelaide, the two were swim-
ming close to each other when a shark seized Rodger
by the leg. He wrenched himself free, but the shark
came in again, and this time he deflected it with a
point-blank shot from his sling spear gun. Though the
barb scarcely demted its tough hide, the shark veered
off, and Rodger, bleeding badly—his wounds required
some 200 stitches—used the rubber sling from his spear
gun as a tourniquet on his leg, then struggled on,
unaided; he was finally picked up by a rowboat near
the shore.

Fox was beneath the surface during the attack and
was never aware of it; all he saw was the swift approach
of a white shark that came in and cirded him closely,
so closely at times that he could have wouched it with
his spear gun. Even as he spun desperately in the water,
he had to keep going to the surface to get air. Then
hie would dive for the bottom, 30 feet down, seeking
protection, and creep a little way inshore. Relentlessly,
the big shark crcled, and Fox is convinced that this
wits the one that Rodger had driven off, returning now
along the trail of Rodger's blood; since both men wore
black suits, it might have mistaken Fox [or its original
prey. This distraction, which Rodney thinks could not
have been less than ten minutes, may well have spared
his bleeding friend from further attack.

As the minutes passed and he shark persisted, Rod-
ney had to fight a growing panic. He was still a half
mile offshore, and was spending his Jast energies going
to the bowom. Even when the shark was gone, he [elt
certain that it would return, and the day was growing
late; he was most frightened of all that dark would fall
while he was still alone in the open water. But the shark
never reappeared and he got ashore.

Fox becime state champion that year and was runner-
up the next; in 1963, it was expected that he would
regain the South Australian title, and Ron Taylor, who
was champion of New South Wales, thought that
Rodney was the man to beat for the championship of
all Australia. Once again the South Australian competi-
tion was held at Aldinga Beach, which is noted for its
plentiful fish and is only 34 miles south of Adelaide,
and this time Fox was swimming near Bruce Farley, the
cook—deck hand on the ilm-expedition motor ketch, the
Saori. That Sunday, there were 10 divers in the com-
petition, which was based on the number of fish species
taken as well as total  (coniinued on page 152)



o o

“Now that we know each other, Mr. Radcliff, can’'t you
stop referring to me as ‘occupant’?” 101




THE MINI REVOLUTION

modern living By KEN W. PURDY

RATTLESNAKE RACEWAY is a private road circuit, six miles from Midland, Texas, on: Rp.ute 319 once the legenc -strewn
Pecos Trail. It was not called Rattlesnake Raceway out of whimsy:® the’ flat, arid oounh'ysnde around it, sparsely
covered with coarse grasses, tumbleweed, mesquite and other desert vegétation, supports a formidable population.
of Crotalus atrox. The snakes come out of the bush to sun themselves on the warm coricrete of the track, atuidnv—
ers now and then run over one; sometimes they-go back and stone it to death. Out past the perimeter of the pmp-
erty, there are grcwes of pecan trees, whlte-doued cotton fields and, fallow; the warm red "l"exas earth, T.his Is. ml
. country: There are 58,000-0dd people in Midland, and an o;l-company headquarters for mq 80 of them, ' - :
4 . Rattlesnake Raceway is the test track for the building-and-racing firm of Chaparral Cars, Inc, and it m the .
~ 57 most sophuucated circuit in private hands. One must go to, General, Motors to\find.. anythmg bmnParable ‘The'
PR radm-telemetry cqulpmem at Rattlesnake enables Chaparral technici ans to produee as many as eight | siinultaueom
Seh T, qztnote readouts on 2 mMoving car up to five nulcs away: Q\peed,“laq,eral‘ g forcf. englne ,mvoiumhs pé' ‘yminute, the
*, . time inh second fractions required tg shift from tlm'd’ to fourth' .Léece]eratlon ra“te m;dm oh Photoelectuc, _'
L p et cellsm the track and it can be wetted ¢ down from. Iiegmping to: m%ntmt wa,m;ado s\vallable to rimmon the cir- -
@ _\'_ 3 et had not been Open_lo any pubhcanon for-exterid testmg. At waq, the! 1deal iélt(p, Iorm mn aaqaylﬂga“l‘! quhcom
W

)

{ M pacn autpmobiles that were likely to demonsuate an 5}5 t di&‘erghcgs-
% be impossible to cstablish pre;uél! by aeat—of-ﬂi;—pams ev_hl__l_:n‘a\t:gn:.
' '.__ ,:\"'_!_ Am)thEr advantage was,m'ulu]?fe li:s’l.l % of .the by rts
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plqybr)' tests 14 small cars—leading combatants in the
growing subcompact battle between detrot
and the foreigners—to see whether or
___ not motown’s auto makers have
| what it takes to stand
) up against the.
invaders

‘the project; Don Gates, chief vehicle engineer, formerly chief of the Product Performance Engmeermg Group at

Chevrolet Research and Development; Wesley Sweet and Harold Gafford, race mechanics; Jim Hall, founder of

Chap'ﬁrral and one of the legendary figures, both, as drivér and bullder, in U. . road racing; and Chaparral execu-

tive vice-president Cameron R, &rg&singer, ‘who created Watk.pm Glen, oldest of Amencali road races. We all
"drove the cars (Austin Améfica, Capri, Colt, Cricket, Datsun 310, Fiat 850, Gremlin, Opel '1900; Pinto, Renault

" R10, Saab 99E, , Toyota Cm)na,.Vegh GT,. Volkswagen Supet Beetle) many miles on the circuit and on the road.”

W *im Hall is pammlaﬂ sensitive to' a vehicle’s performanoe on Rattlesnake, because in'the deve]opment of his
" own caxs, which have: been fabulomlx successful here and in ‘Europe, he has driven more’laps on it than he can

remenber, certainly lngh in the thousands. ‘For a two-nnle course, it has a lot of variety: a double 90-degree corner,

B oA Jlong straighit with a fast bem:l m the :mi:ldle. a hatd cnmer thae tightens up wickedly the farther one gets into-it-
'% and an np]nll hll.nl:l bend. Thel; tbdeq a skld pad of a lﬁﬂ-iooi radms that runs around the bui.ldmg housmg the -

f md;o and l;emrihqg eqmpmemn It was, on thls cm:mt and m the simps down ihe lané from 1t that Hall a:ncl hn‘

‘the'i

Ty A : y \ 3 \ i i
is ﬁ;éwn at Ratﬂnm -qu \mh cII of th iesi ours. 'Coumm:lo:kvms frorn Puuly: Cnlr ‘fjnh, Cﬂclm.ﬁpo[ 1900, :
Wﬂ'; \"ugu GI;.\(bIhwugan Supgr Bu!lt',,‘Ausf'n qurlca Saab 995, Fidt QS().l Dq,lsuh 510 Ranuult RID nnd Gromlm

A -ng s
o ¥ _.-‘-...




adhesion, for example), and it was on
Rattlesnake Raceway that the almost
incredible Chaparral 2-]J—the “vacuum-
cleaner” car designed for Hall by a team
of ten men led by Don Gates—first ran.

Purdy takes o Gremlin around the Rattlesnake Raceway test track. The apparatus taped

to the fender electronically tronsmits information to recorders housed on the skid pad.
The track, right—one of the country’s most sophisticated festing circuits—provided

Purdy and his team with microscopically precise data on every aspect of performance.

The new small cars come to the U.S. Building complex off to the left of track houses Chaparral Cars’ shops and offices.

market under the force of compelling
logic: The Volkswagen showed the way
20 years ago, and when the sales of VWs,
Renaults, Fiats and the like began to
round ten percent of the U.S. total,
Detroit policy setters had to concede that
somebody out there wanted them besides
car snobs, budgeteers and eccentrics. The
returns are in now, and they affirm
what many experts in various ficlds have
felt for some time: We cannot indef- |
initely justify 3000-pound, 300-horsepow-
er, nine-miles-per-gallon vehicles for the
transportation of one or two people. It’s |
likely that in 25 years the four-car fami- |
ly will be commonplace and that all
four autos will fit comfortably into today’s '
two-car garages still standing. 1

The equation contains factors beyond | '
the obvious ones of economy, ecology, B
historical imperative, Ralph Nader's |
stunning appearance on the national
scene in the role of David against the §
industry’s Goliath, and Federal interven-
tion. One of those factors is the post-War §
travel and (continued on page 130)%

MAKE AND MODEL S Rt E%?i j%f%?- gsoe T.g %“:??g '.i.;éga:n%es‘ jg":%‘i OG:%E“ r:% ] mn:”
Austin America 77 mph 22.1sec. 328 148ft. .81 68 80 615 954 12261bs. 907.2 Ibs.
Capri Sport Coupe 9 15.8 214 132 91 67 75 59 964 1346 9778
Colt 2-door 91 13 32 158 J1 62 16 58 972 125 867.3
Cricket 85 16.6 29.8 133 90 66 76 64 922 1438 8461
Datsun 510 2-door 90 18.6 30.6 145 83 60 78 B.5 R0 5 ] 275 B O76.5
Fiat 850 Sport Coupe 91 172 445 139 81 69 80 62 955 1057  590.1
Gremlin 99 143 25.6 183 .66 66 18 SO0 R OOR S ] 5445 1279 3
Opel 1900 Sport Coupe 97 13.8 29.1 132 91 68 4] B RD S3NN 130 4 NG 83
Pinto 81 20 303 162 J4 69 82 60 955 M3 10112
Renault R10 83 17.6 36.2 149 81 66 78 615 953 1216 8763
Saab 99E 4-door 93 15.9 294 151 .80 61 12 615 101 133.1 10417
Toyota Corona 4-door 91 155 299 147 82 67 18 615 956 1447 9483
Vega GT 95 12.8 30.8 127 95 11 _ 19 59 995 1418 9769
Volkswagen Super Beetle 78 19 326 132 91 64 19 63 916  1224° 9167

*A hard application, just short of locking the wheels.
**The force that is trying to move the car sideways and is being resisted by the car's adhesion to the ground.
1 The combination of all the forces that cause the car to decelerate: friction resistance, rolling resistance, air resistance—the higher
‘the figure, the greater the drag.



MAKE 41D MoDEL oo oMb legm  Wmesbsse  JHER, MECN  Beflemn  Fast
Austin America 19.6 4836 146.75in, 93.51n. ??.9-4 58@5250 69@3000 $1815
Capri Sport Coupe 21.5 521.2 167.8 100.8 97.6-4 711@5000  91@2800 2395
Colt 2-door 20 462.3 160.6 95.3 97.5-4 100@6300  101@4000 1924
Cricket 23 451 162 98 91.4-4 70@5000  83@3000 2000t
Datsun 510 2-door 19.6 520.6 162.4 95.3 97.5-4 96@5600  100@3600 1990
Fiat 850 Sport Coupe 16.9 314.6 142 185 55.1-4 58@6400  47.7@4000 2111
Gremlin 247 655.3 161.25 96 232-6 135@4000  215@1600 1999
Opel 1900 Sport Coupe 20.8 489.5 171 95.7 115.8-4 90@5200 111@3400 2326
Pinto 238 539.1 163 94 97.6-4 75@5000  96@3000 1919
Renault R10 194 467.1 167 89 78.6-4 56@4600  70@2300 1799
Saab 99E 4-door 213 555.4 171 97 104.3-4 95@5500 97.7@3000 3315
Toyota Corona 4-door 231 505.5 166.9 95.7 113.4-4 108@58500 117@3600 2281
Vega GT 22.5 520.8 169.7 97 140-4 110@4800  138@3200 2546
Volkswagen Super Beetle 19.5 5159 161.8 95.3 96.7-4 60@4400 81.7@3000 1985
fiProjected figures.

{Base prices will vary according to locality, dealer and, for imports, proximity to port of entry.
1iPre-introduction estimate.
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By BRUNO BETTELHEIM

To UNDERSTAND why authority in this
country is under such vehement attack,
one must look to American fathers. Just
as the ineptitude, moral collapse and
failure of nerve of the French aristocracy
paved the way for the great Revolution of
1789, so the loss of a distinct role for the
fathers has much to do with today’s
rebellion of the young. Freud [ound the
roots of Victorian emotional problems in
the excesses of stern, authoritarian patri-
archs. Conversely, if some modern boys
engage in rampages, 1 believe we can
trace it to the virtual abdication of their
dads from any sort of clear-cut position
in the family.

The presemt situation is the logical
result of developments that began in the
19th Century. In the past 70 years, women
have achieved biological and technolog-
ical liberation. The advent of contra-
ception, while it did not greatly reduce
the actual number of children reared to
maturity (which was formerly decreased by
miscarriage, stillbirth and childhood dis-
eases), did put an end to the incessant
pregnancies that had drained women’s
time and energy. And with the general
economic prosperity resulting from tech-
nological progress, women in the upper
classes of the Western nations became
able, as economist Thorstein Veblen saw
it, to lead lives of ceremonial futility.
Thus, in the early years of the 20th Cen-
tury, the popular notion of normal life
was that of man doing the productive
work, while woman was an ornamental
consumer.

This notion never quite matched reali-
ty, certainly not among the working
classes, but it dominated the imagination
of the well-to-do European and Ameri
can bourgeoisie until World War Two.
Eventually, Lhough, women became dis-
satisfied with their empty existences. The
War presented an opportunity to become
more active. Many wives and mothers
went to work. Others became socially con-
cerned, vigorously involving themselves
in reformist and humane activities—the
P.T. A, the League of Women Voters,
Planned Parenthood, local women's clubs,
charities and the like. The socially active
housewife was able to be as busy as her
husband, but her activity sprang from
interest rather than necessity. As a result,
her commitment was exciting, dramatic,
but not necessarily enduring. If politics
palled, she might turn to gardening.

As for the father, at the opening of this
era he usually believed that his work was
vitally important, because without him
the family could not survive. “I have to
take care of them,” the middle-class fa
ther proudly told himself. “I am respon-
sible. They are weak. Without me, they
would perish.”

Sometimes, after a husband died, a
woman might go to work and be more of
a financial (continued on page 124)

THE ROOTS OF
RADICALISM




a psychoanalyst and a sociologist By RICHARD FLACKS

dz'agngsg the envz'ronmental factors WHAT ARE THE CAUsES of student radical-
. ism? There are good reasons for public

t}m.t moldyoungpeople into puzzlement over this question. After all,
. we have never had, in our society, such
enemies or dqfenders ?f”m status ?“9 massive and thoroughgoing rejection of

our institutions and culture, never be-
fore such hostility between the genera
tions. Many- Americans can understand
protest by hungry or unemployed or tyr-
annized people—especially when it oc-
curs in other parts of the world—but
why should advantaged, wellfed kids
rebel against our system? There are all
kinds of answers. The most popular the-
ories—it's all a conspiracy, or it’s all
rooted in the neurotic afflictions of cod-
dled misfits—are the most comforting
because they allow us to believe that the
problem lies with the students and with
controlling them rather than with the
system. But such theories rarely have the
benefit of test against reality, since they
are rarely proposed by men who have
walked on a college campus lately, let
alone studied student protest firsthand.

In 1965, several of us at the University
of Chicago undertook an intensive study
of a group of radical students—kids who
had been arrested in civil rights demon-
strations, had worked full time organizing
rent strikes in a ghetto, had been leaders
of campus SDS chapters, or had in other
ways demonstrated a strong commitment
to civil nights, anti-poverty and anti-war
action. There were 50 activists in our
study, as well as 50 students who had
never been involved in any form of protest
activity. We interviewed each student—
and, in most cases, his parents—at length,
to try to find out how the families of one
group differed from those of the other.
The two groups were drawn from the
same suburbs and neighborhoods in
the Chicago area. In effect, we designed
the study as if to say: Take two kids who
live next door to each other, who have
similar school and neighborhood experi-
ences: Is there anything about their fam-
ily backgrounds and upbringings that
would lead one toward active protest and
the other toward political complacency
and indifference?

Here, in summary, are the kinds of
things we learned:

« Both sets of fathers were financially
successful and were likely to have bachelor
or advanced degrees. But there was this
difference: The activists' fathers tended
to be professionals—doctors, lawyers, ed-
ucators, scientists, social workers, ministers
—whereas the nonactivists’ fathers were
more likely to be corporation executives
or independent businessmen.

+« The acuvisis' mothers were much
more likely to be college graduates than
were the mothers of the nonactivists. The

majority of the activists’ mothers worked
at full-time careers, often at a prolessional
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level. The majority of the nonactivists’
mothers were housewives; those who did
work did not tend to be involved in
careers.

« The activists’ parents were over-
whelmingly liberal and sympathetic to
the causes in which their kids were in-
volved, although they weren't politically
active themselves to any marked degree.
The typical nonactivist's parents were
moderate Republicans, and not political-
ly involved or interested.

» The activists' parents were intellec-
tual and culturally sophisticated. They
read extensively, had intellectual discus-
sions at the dinner table, went to con-
certs and museums and were generally
involved in the world of ideas. They
expected their kids to share these inter-
ests and tried to encourage them to be
intellectually active and artistically crea-
tive. The nonactivists’ parents filled their
leisure time with entertainment, recrea-
tion, sports and hobbies. They expeced
their kids to do well in school but didn’t
tend to have intellectual aspirations for
them.

« The activists’ parents werc nonreli-
gious, although a small number had strong
religious commitments, usually to a liber-
al church. At the same time, they ex-
pressed firm humanitarian convictions
and expected that their children would
lead lives that would be socially useful
and giving, as well as personally satis-
fying. The nonactivists’ parents attended
church more frequently and a small
number were highly committed to tradi-
tional denominations. They hoped that
their kids would be successful, healthy
and happily married but didn’t expect
them to be idealistic.

« The families of activists tended to be
egalitarian in structure, with both par-
ents sharing power and authority. These
parents said they were strongly commit-
ted to permitting the children autonomy
and a voice in family decisions. In non-
activists’ [amilies, the lather tended to be
dominant, the mother took most of the
responsibility for housekeeping and child
raising, the kids were more subordinated
and restricted. The parents of activists
expected high imellectual achievement
and strong social responsibility ol their
kids, but were less likely to try to enforce
conventional moral standards with re-
spect to sex and appearance. Parents of
the nonactivists were much more conven-
tionally morahistic. Thus we found that
the term permissiveness was too vague
and misleading to apply to either type of
family. Parents of the activists encouraged
their children to be expressive and indi-
vidualistic, but they were not at all
permissive concerning standards of school
work, cultural taste and their kids' re-
sponsibility for the welfare of others.
Many of the activists’ parents impressed us
as cxtremely thoughtful about raising
their children to [ulfill their potentialities

for creativity and atizenship. The non-
activists” parents were less concerned with
sell-expression and  individuality, more
concerned  with having  their  children
adhere 1o conventional standards ol per-
sonal morality and  success.  Swrict,  dis-
ciplinarian parents were very rare in both
groups.

How can these findings help us under-
stand why a [raction ol the student pop-
ulation, in the emly Sixties. broke the
then-prevailing crust of cimpus apathy
to launch a movement of active protest?
First, it's clear that most of the early
New Leftists came from a rather special
kind of lamily background that set them
off from other students. The early activ-
ists weren't rebelling against their par-
ents’ politics, nor did they convert to
radicalism. For the most part, they saw
themselves, and were seen by their par-
ents, as acting upon values and ideals
that had been taught at home. Thus, six
years ago, if one wanted to know who on
a campus would be an activist, the best
single predictor was parental liberalism.
(It would be a very poor predictor to-
day, in view ol the general move toward
radicalism and action among students.)
But the early New Leftists weren't ex-
actly following in their parents’ foot-
steps. Almost none ol the parents we
interviewed were activists themselves. Al-
most all had given priority to their pri-
vate lives and to occupational success.
Moreover, although they supported what
their kids were doing, it was clear that
the parents were liberals rather than
radicals.

As we reflected on our findings, they
scemed to suggest that the psychic
cnergy for the emerging New Lelt had
deeper roots in the family situation. Be-
ing born to affluence and sccure social
status can have surprising elfects. We
usually expect that material comfort
leads to smug conservatsm. But middle-
class American culture has traditionally
placed occupational success at the center
of life’s gouls, at least for men. Today,
however, it's plausible that many upper-
middle-class youths—those with fathers
who are already successiul and who have
tasted the Iruits of aflluence for themselves
—have lost interest in the acquisition of
money and conventional social status as
compelling personal aims. This would
be particularly true for the large number
ol students in our survey whose [athers
frequently emphasized to them thai
there are other things in lile besides
making it in the status race—these
other things being sell-fulfillment, aes-
thetic and intellectual enrichment, and
being of service to others. One of the
roots of student unrest, then, has to do
with the declining viwlity of conven-
tional success as a motivating force for
certain high-status young men.

Another thing we learned was that
cgalitarian, democratic family styles tend

ta produce young people who are disposed
to resist rigid hierarchy or arbirary au
thority when they encounter it outside the
family. In a sense, many of the aciivists we
studied were raised by design 1w be
skeptical of authority, to expect it 1o be
responsive to people under it and to
have a strong sense of their own integrivy.

The sharing of authority and responsi
bility between the parents in the Limily,
we found, may also have profound elfects
on the character of offspring. The activist
group included many boys who did not
understand masculinity ro mean domi-
mance, toughness and power seeking, and
who were rather freely capable of ex-
pressing, rather than repressing, tender,
aesthetic and passive emotions and im-
pulses. Many of the girls did not under-
stand femininity  to  require  passivity,
dependence and  imellectual  subordina
tion; instead. many were rather capable of
being assertive, independent and intel-
lectually aggressive. The males were re-
pelled by the military and by violence:
they were not only philosophically paci-
fist. but pacifist o the very depths of
their psyches. The girls were repelled by
housewifery and the suppression of their
potentialities in the service of males: not
a few of them got a taste ol women's
liberation with their mothers” milk.

So the student lelt of the Sixties was
initiated by young people of an essential-
ly new kind of character structure:
reared to look [for happiness, not in
property or status but in intellectual
searching and soaal service; reared to be
opposed to power secking and to sub-
mission to power; reared to experience
anxiety and guilt about vielence and
privilege, but to be more self-confidem
about expressing themselves and taking
risks. They were inevitably disillusioned
by school experiences that were authori-
tarian or intellectually swliifving and
were necessarily turned off by the youth
culture of the Filties, which was bland,
crewcut  and  charcoalgray. And  even
though they had all the skills, capacities
and social connections [or academic
achievement and worldly success, they
were inescapably and  profoundly es-
tranged from the bureaucratically ori-
ented careers and suburban  life  styles
that lay before them if they followed
their parents’ footsteps.

In 1960, this new type of youth was a
small minority of the siudent popula
tion. But their arrival on the scene was
the result of an important historical
process, because they were the latest gen-
eration of a rapidly growing scctor of the
American work [orce—the brainworkers.
For the past half century, our socicty has
been requiring and producing a steadily
growing number of pcople whose careers
require very high levels ol education,
and who are usually not engaged directly

(continucd on page 177)



“You must be Sagittarius with Leo ascending!”







SNOW
BUNNY

lake geneva’s cot tontail-

playmate cynthia hall
takes a frosty
fun-and-games foray
into the ivy league

READERS OF our August pictorial Bun-
nies of 1970 could have predicted that
the step from cottontail to Playmate
sas in the cards for Cynthia Hall, a rep-
resentative of the Bunny brigade from
the Playboy Club-Hotel at Lake G
Wisconsin. Cynthia’s own view:
“I'm just lucky, I guess. Things scem to
have a way of working out for me.”
Cynthia’s determination—as well as her
natural assets—helps considerably in
making events “work out” for her.
Example: After completing a course

in dental assistantship, which included

a three-month on-the-job-training stint

with a dentist in the Chicago suburb of
Western Springs, Cynthia found a scar-
city of openings for permanent positions
in the field. “So I just decided to pack
up for my [avorite vacation spot, south
ern Wisconsin, and see if 1 couldn’t find
some kind of job there,” she reports. At
the suggestion of a friend, she apphed
for employment as a Bunny at Playboy's
al wsons resort at Lake Geneva—and
was hired on the spot. Cynthia is enthu
siastic about her work. *1 think it's been
good for me, 100,” she says. “I used to be
shy, but no more. Meeting so many new
people has cured me of that. And Lake

In the Bunny Mother's office ot Lake Geneva, Cynthia is delighted to receive an invitation

to spend a weekend at Dartmouth. Joined by another cottontail, April Franz, Cynthia flies
to Boston (below left), then Bunny-hops to a warm welcome at the Lebanon, N.H., airport.




Geneva 1s the perfect setting lor an out-
door girl like me. I've always been crazy
about riding and the stables here at the
resort are just fine. I'm also getting a
chance to learn a lot more about sailing.”
Sometimes, though, the pace becomes
too hectic. “Every so olten,” she admits,
“I really wish I could just get away and
spend some time in a (UIELET  ALMOS-
phere. Even though it's great 1o be able
to see top singers or comedians per
forming every night here, you can be
gin 1o [eel overexposed 1o the nonstop
entertainment scene. You enjoy it until
you realize that you're reaching the point
where you're just pretending to have a
good time.” So when her summer sailing
crewmate Jack Galley called to invite her
to spt'nd a winter weekend at the com-
paratively remote—and virtually snow-

bound—campus of Dartmouth College

in Hanover, New Hampshire, Cynthia ac-
cepted enthusiastically. But she confesses
having harbored a few misgivings about
the wrip. “I'd visited college campuses
in the Midwest belore,” she says, “but
never an Ivy League school. I was afraid
the students would be either very aloof—
you know, snobbish socialite types—or a
bunch of bearded radicals. Well, I was

Cynthia and April check over the weekend’s
schedule of events posted on the bulletin
boord ot Dartmouth’s Bones Gate fratemity.

i~ ¢




At the Hanover Inn, where they're staying, Cynthia and April discover a gift shop that stocks old-fashioned penny candy—and are
unable to resist clowning around with wax mustaches (abave). At left below, the girls help their escorts build a snow sculp-
ture of the Playboy Rabbit, constructed in the visitors’ honor. Below right, Cynthia and date Jack Galley root for Dartmouth at a
basketball gome between the Indians and an Ivy League archrival. (Despite their enthusiastic backing, the Dartmouth team lost.)

PHOTOGRAFHY BY DAVIO CHAN
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wrong on both counts. Most of the guys
I met, particularly those studying law or
pre-med, scemed to be quite concerned
about their educational progress; yet
they put their books aside on the week-
end to relax. They were very friendly
and certainly not revolutionaries.” Al-
though the Dartmouth campus and

its students made a favorable impres-
sion, Cynthia was even more struck by

the New England countryside. “The
woods, the mountains and the lakes,
and the slower pace of life there, seem
almost Waldenesque,” she recalls. “I
really think that someday I might con-
sider moving to New Hampshire, or
maybe Vermont. Certainly one could
find plenty of places there to enjoy a
little solitude.” But life in rural New

England would provide quite a con-
trast to her present career at a luxuri-
ous resort and Cynthia’s not sure she
really wants to give up the bright lights
of Bunnydom. Whether or not she
decides to follow in the footsteps of
Thoreau, we can’t predict; but guests
at Playboy's Lake Geneva spa will be
rooting for her to remain in Wisconsin,

One of Jack’s Dartmouth fraternity brothers persuades Cynthia to try out a few new dance steps with him at an informal afternoan
party in Banes Gate house (abave). As the weekend draws to a close, Cynthia and Jack manage to slip away for a late-night dinner a
deux at the Hanaver Inn (below left) before her departure with April far Boston to catch a homeward-bound flight. Back at Lake
Geneva, below right, Cynthia writes to Jack, telling him how much she enjoyed the weekend—and hoping far a return invitation.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

The young businessman was enjoying a private
afternoon interlude with his secretary when his
wife burst into the office and found them in a
rather compromising position. *“How dare you
make love to that woman?” she shrieked.

“I had to, sweetheart,” he calmly apologized.
“She was getting jealous of my receptionist.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines maidenhead
as a pot-smoking virgin.

And, of course, you've heard about the fresh-
man coed who decided not to sign up for a
course in sex education when she heard the final
exam would be oral.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines unliberated
female as an Uncle Mom.

An inebriated chap was brought before the

local judge. “You are charged with habitual

drunkenness,” the magistrate said solemnly.

“Have you anything to offer in your defense?”
Came the reply, “Habitual thirst.”

We know a handsome bachelor Semator who
hired a ravishing blonde as his assistant and
then made her the object of a long Congres-
sional probe.

An overweight American in Japan passed a
shop that advertised: LosE 10 PouNDs IN 15
MINUTES. 1 YEKN. Intrigued, he entered, paid
his yen and was ushered into the presence of a
beautiful young girl, completely naked save for
a small sign hanging from her waist, reading:
IF YOU CATCH ME, YOU GET THIs. After 15
fruitless minutes of pursuing the adroit and
speedy damsel, the puffing, sweating American
left the place, sexually frustrated but, indeed,
ten pounds lighter.

The next day, he passed another shop, in
the window of which was a card reading: rose
200 POUNDS IN 15 MINUTES. 2 YEN. He entered,

aid his two yen and was immediately con-
ronted by an enormous, ugly sumo wrestler,
who advanced upon him menacingly. The
brutish wrestler was naked save for a sign
dangling in front of his loins. It read: 1F 1
CATCH YOU, YOU GET THIS.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines the pill as
something girls use to take the worry out of
being close.

When his new patient was settled comforiably
on the couch, the psychiatrist began his thera-
py session. “I'm not aware of your problem,”
the doctor said, “so perhaps you should start
at the beginning.”

“All right,” the man agreed. “In the begin-
ning, I created the heavens and the earth.”

A conservative gentleman agreed to present
the awards at the annual high school athletic
banquet. When he arrived, he was outraged at
the general appearance of the teenagers n the
crowd. “You can't tell what they are anymore,”
he complained to a bystander. “Look at that
one over there, with hair down to his shoulders.
From the back, I thought he was a girl. And
that one with the cose-cropped hair, smoking
a cigarette, is it a boy or a girl?”

“It's a girl,” snapped the bystander, “and
she happens to be my daughter.”

“I'm sorry, sir,” stuttered the visibly em-
barrassed man. “I never dreamed you were her
father.”

“I'm not,” came the heated response. “I'm
her mother.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines sexual revo-
lution as a pleasant uprising.

Can you exElnin to me how this lipstick got on
your collar?” the suspicious wife sneered.

“No, I can’t,” the husband replied. “I dis-
tinctly remember taking my shirt off.”

The Las Vegas blackjack dealer saved his mon-
ey carefully, quit his job and bought a funeral
parlor. But after operating the business for
several months, he decided to sell out and go
back to dealing.

“I don’t understand why you're selling out,”
said one prospective buyer. “You've got ten
stiffs lying there. Business must be great.”

“Business is lousy,” grumbled the unhappy
dealer. “Only one of those is a real customer.
The other nine are shills.”

We also know a practical young miss who
bought a negligee with fur around the hemline
to keep her neck warm,

A lovely young bride telephoned her mother
on the morning after the wedding night and
complained bitterly about her husband’s be-
havior. “We were making love and someone
knocked on the door,” explained the unhappy
bride, “and he had the nerve to get up and
answer itl”

“You mean he just left you lying there?” the
elder woman gasped.

“I wish he had,” sobbed the girl, “but he
took me with him!”

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Parly Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
11l 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.



i

EI\.LPT'_:.‘ . '
R s
14

——

I,- \:Fit- _
il !
X1 b
1 s
| Ll
==
N :‘\ -\:‘\‘ A —;:..L'.
| ]
5 :fl'- ‘.‘

“You really miss the sea, don’t you, Captain?”’

j .
."
|
.
—
AEV A
}
¥ ') i
. ™ \ J
- .
Ak
Y

119




mexico,
)
e

neighborly dishes to turn
a feast into a fiesta

food and drink
'l‘ THOMA/ MARIO

HOWEVER COLD OUTSIDE, baby, it's
bound to be a hot night in when
the host makes liberal use of
chili peppers. As Brillat-Savarin
said of a meal sans vin, a Mexi-
can meal without their fiery
flavor is like a day without sun.
Even so, a chililess evening
would not “be entirely chilly,
since south-of-the-border cuisine
embraces a vast and varied fiesta
of dishes, with an abundance of
contrasting or complementing
flavors and textures. Hosts in
the Southwest have alwavs taken
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Mexican food for granted. But
the farther north you go from
the Rio Grande, the more sur-
prised people are to discover
that this jubilant fare was
around for centuries before the
conquistadors were converted to
such New World pleasures as
tomatoes and corn, chocolate
and vanilla.

Next to its versatility, what
appeals most to the gringo is
the earthy casualness of a Mexi-
can menu. The Mexican party
table—like most Mexicans—is a
mestizo, a mature blend of
native Indian and European
influences. Its proudest and
most characteristic inhabitant,
of course, is the enchilada,
with its Continental filling of
chicken and cheese in a crepe of
corn, covered with green Mexi-
can tomatoes., Though invented
by sun dwellers, it and most of
its culinary compaiieros are per-
fect for a cold-weather buffet,
whether it be aprés-ski, aprés-
theater or aprés any other kind
of winter [un. Their warmth
is reflected in the cheerfully




PLAYBOY

122

pagan Mexican pottery platters and bowls
and the tablecloths that form an ideal
backdrop for the meal.

The host who invites his cliff-dwelling
friecnds 1o join him for a citified fiesta
should be prepared to pass on a few tips
in tiempo: The seasonings and spices in
the dishes are lively but not volcanic;
for the ashestos-tongued, there should be
a scparate bowl of relish made from
the hot jalapeno peppers. The host may
also assure the more timid among his
guests that the ceviche, or raw-fish appe-
uizer, 1s indeed “cooked”—in a marinade
of fresh lime juice—and has both the
lavor and feel of conventionally cooked
scafood, plus lively accents of olive oil,
wine vinegar, fresh tomatoes, oregano,
cumin and cilantro, a combination of
seasonings sure to arousce the most jaded
appetite.

Mexican food is best washed down
with icecold beer or sangria. Mexican
beers, several of which—notably, Bohe-
mia and Carta Blanca—are available
north of the border, are rich brews, more
closely akin to the European malts than
to their very light American counterparts.
Sangria, made of young red wine and
fresh fruit juices (see Paella y Sangria,
rLAYROY, June 1969), is always intended
to be gulped and swallowed rather than
nosed and studied, and provides the per-
fect counterpoint to such dishes as crisp
tacos stuffed with becef, lettuce and Mont-
erey Jack cheese. Mexico’s best-known gift
to the cocktail world, the margarita, is not
only a standard bar offering today but,
like the martini, is also beginning to ap-
pear in many forms. One of the best is the
derby margarita: 1 jigger tequila, 14
oz. each lime juice, and riple sec, 1 oz
orange juice and 15 cup crushed ice
whirled in a blender and poured over
rocks in an old fashioned glass rimmed
with salt. Mexicans play the hand game
when drinking tequila; they place a dab
ol salt between the thumb and index
finger of the left hand, the right hand
is used to pour tequila and squeeze lime
juice into the mouth; the trio of move-
ments in quick succession—licking salt,
drinking tequila and squeezing lime juice
inte the mouth—has mfinite possibilities
for party variations and fun. Among after-
dinner drinks, the first that comes to the
mind and the lips is Kahlaa, the Mexican
coffee liqueur. [t makes a superb dessert
cocktail-—the coffee alexander—which is
concocted by shaking, with ice, 34 oz
Kahlua, 34 oz. brandy and 14 oz heavy
cream. Among nonalcoholic drinks, there’s
the famed Mexican hot chocolate, a drink
so wantonly vich and swooth that it
should only be offered several hours after
mealtime, very late at night or in the cold
hours of the dawn. In Mexico, it's
whipped to a froth with a long wooden

device, the molinillo. The molinillo can
be bought at stores selling Spanish-Ameri-
can products, but the blender does a much
better whipping job, especially in the fol-
lowing formula from our adobe hacienda:

Pour 8 ozs. hor milk, 1 oz. melted biwer
chocolate or an envelope of premelted
bitter chocolate, 14 teaspoon ground cin-
namon, 4 teaspoon vanilla powder, 1
tablespoon orzata or orgeat (almond
syrup) and 2 teaspoons sugar into a
blender; blend for 10 seconds at high
speed and pour into a preheated mug.

Mexicans will hold a fiesta at the drop
of a sombrero. And you shouldn’t need
any excuses other than those of good
fellowship and a gourmet’s interest in
fine food and drink to stage your own
yanqui fiesta. The following recipes will
draw olés [rom your guests.

GUACAMOLE WITH TOSTADAS
(Serves cight)

2 large cloves garlic

2 medium-size ripe avocados

2 tablespoons fresh lime juice

14 cup butter

2 to 4 teaspoons very finely minced

chili peppers in vinegar, drained
2 teaspoons juice from chili peppers, in
jar or can

2 teaspoons grated onion

2 tablespoons heavy cream

Salt, freshly ground pepper

8 tortillas

Fat or oil for frying

Cut the garlic in half. Rub a mixing
bow! thoroughly with the cut sides of the
garlic. Discard garlic. Remove skin and
seed of each avocado and mash avocado
well with fork. Avocado may also be
puréed by forcing it through a fine wire
strainer; avocado aficionados prefer the
slightly coarser texture of the fork-
mashed pulp. Stir lime juice into avoca-
dos. Melt butter in small pan and hea
until butter turns nutty brown in color.
Add to avocados. Cut chili peppers in half,
remove seeds and mince until chili pep-
pers are almost a purée. Add to avocado
mixture along with juice from can or jar.
Add omion and cream. Sprinkle with salt
and pepper. (Peppercorns are a complete-
ly different spice from chili peppers and
their favor shouldn't be neglected in
Mexican dishes.) Mix well. Turn ino
serving bowl, cover and chill unul serving
time. Cut each tortilla crosswise 1o make B
sections. In an elearic skillet with 1 in.
fat, preheated at 370°, fry tortilla sections
until light-brown. They are now tostadas
and are used at the buffet table to scoop
up the giacamole.

CEVICHE
(Serves eight)

114 Ibs. (net weight) flounder or sole
fillets, freshly cut from whole fish

34 cup fresh lime juice or lresh lemon
juice
Sale, celery salt, pepper
3 medium-size scallions
3 medium-size tomatoes, peeled, seeded
and cut into V4-in. dice
2-0z. jar pimiento strips, drained
14 cup olive oil
3 tablespoons wine vinegar
2 tablespoons very finely minced
cilantro
3/4 teaspoon oregano
1/, teaspoon ground cumin
2 reaspoons very finely minced fresh or
canned chili peppers
Cut fish into 14-in. dice. Place in a
bowl with lime juice. Chill overnight.
Drain fish. Wash under cold running
water. Drain well and pat fish dry with
paper toweling. Sprinkle gencrously with
salt, celery salt and pepper. Cut scallions,
white and solid part of green lengthwise
in half. Cut crosswise into 14-in. slices.
In mixing bowl, combine fish, scallions,
tomatoes, pimiento strips, oil, vinegar,
cilantro, oregano, cumin and chili pep-
pers. Toss well. Marinate 4 to 6 hours.

MEXICAN BUFFET ADORNMENTS

Hot dishes on a Mexican buffet table
are always blessed with side dishes or
garnishes that are strewn over or mixed
with the hot food on the plate in any
freewheeling style guests prefer. Besides
the hot jalapesio relish below, a bowl of
rice, a bowl of iceberg lettuce shredded
as fine as cole slaw and mixed with
minced scallions or onions are intimate
stand-bys. Monterey Jack cheese or long-
horn cheese cut into thin julienne strips
or diced is especially good on stuffed
facos. A stack of whole tortillas fried in
hot fat till crisp are frequently offered.
Even bewer with Mexican-sauce dishes
are lg-in. tortilla strips cut into 114-
in. lengths, [ried about a handful at a
time in I in. hot fat umil light-brown
and generously salted.

JALAPENO RELISH
(About 1, cups)

14, cup minced onions
I teaspoon very linely minced garlic
2 tablespoons peanut oil
1 cup fresh tomatoes, pecled, seeded and
cut into 14 -1n. dice
I4 cup finely minced canned jalapeno
chili peppers
14 cup vinegar
Sale
Sauté onions and garlic in oil until
onions are tender, not brown. Add oma-
woes, chili peppers and vinegar. Simmer
slowly 10 minutes. Season with salt. In-
gredients reduce during cooking so that
total yield is about 114 cups. Cover and
chill overnight.
(continued on page 168)



fiction By Jumes Rahn  being stuck inside a mailbox offers a golden
opportunity to do some light reading—but it really can’t beat an orgy

scnool. one day became irrelevant to
Aaron and he quit, feeling suddenly im-
mensely [ree, a great burden lifted.

A job, he must have a job.

He decided to work for the Post Office.
His beat was [rom 45th to 47th and from
Woodlawn to Cottage Grove. Most of
the time, he whistled his days away,
oblivious of occasional black snarls; but
this time, he had some trouble. He had
just opened the big red-and-blue mailbox
on the corner of 47th and Ingleside when
six young men sauntered up, smiling and
rolling, saying:

“Hey, it’s Uncle Saml”

“Uncle Sam, what you say, my man?”

“Hey, man, you ltwe in that mailbox?”

“Yeah, man, he lives there. Going
home, Uncle?”

Weak smile.

“Hey, let’s put Unde Sam in the mail-
box.”

This banter continued for a while and

then they stuffed Aaron into the mailbox,
his knees folded up to his chest, back
against the back of the box, arms around
his drawn-up legs, hat on. They shut the
door, locked it with his key and, finally,
walked away, laughing and slapping skin.

Well, he thought, what am 1 going to
do now? This is pretty fucking embar-
rassing; how am I going to feel when
they get me out of here?

After about a minute, he started yell-
ing; yelled until he was hoarse and then
rested.

I'm going to die in here, he thought.
Gotta hold out until the next pickup.

He thought of yelling again but that
hadn’t seemed to help, so he started
counting to pass the time—500, 600, he
couldn’t keep it up, because he thought
it was driving him insane. He did iso-
metric exercises for a while—arm ten-
sions, leg flexions—beat his head against
the side of the box, then just sat still. He

THEBOK

spent nearly an hour composing a ballad
about his situation, while intermittently
tearing  his fingernails on  what  felt
like a loose flap ol metal near the back
of the box: when it was finished, he
sang his song ten times, wondering what
passing people thought about a singing
mailbox. Not much, he decided. It even-
tually occurred to him that his position
presented an ideal opportunity for propa-
gandizing, indoctrinating, so he began a
rather lengthy diatribe against Nixon,
capitalism, alienation, anti-Semitism.

Maybe it will start a fad, he thought
—mail a letter and get a message.

He began to get very hot, worked off
his shoes, socks, unbuttoned his shirt.

If only someone would mail a letter.
I'm going to die, that's all. Heatstroke,
maybe.

He wedged a shoe into the letter-drop
opening, getting a litde light and some
ventilation.  (continued on page 210)

WLUSTRATION BY VINCENT LEWIS
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success than her man had been. In faa,
wealth has slowly been accumulating in
the hands of women so that today, as a
class, they possess more riches than ever
before (though, unquestionably, economic
power is still a male province). But the
fiction of the indispensable father con-
tinued to be generally believed. Again,
World War Two marked the water-
shed for this notion. The women who
stayed at home had proved their self-
sufficiency. The men who had gone forth
to conquer fascism came back with a
great longing for peace and comfort and
were bemused by the increasing com-
plexity of the American corporate econ-
omy. Novels of the Forties and Fifties
such as The Hucksters and The Man in
the Gray Flannel Suit, popular works
of sociology such as The Organizalion
Man and The Lonely Crowd tell the
story. The American man, having lived
through the Depression and the War,
having to live now through the Cold
War, settled with a sigh into the bar-
rackslike suburban developments that
mushroomed around the big cities. Since
prosperity and personal affluence with
its pension plans seemed to assure sur-
vival and security, his life was no longer
ruled by necessity but by the wish for
ever greater comfort. Its purpose seemed
directed toward acquiring superfluous
adornments, rather than essentials. It’s
easy to achieve sell-respect—and with it
the respect of others, which comes from
the inner security they feel one possesses
—if one’s work provides his wife and chil-
dren with the necessities of life. But
when men were not working for survival
and were not alter real, intrinsic achieve-
ments (such as are inherent, for exam-
ple, in scientific discovery), or at least
after power, but merely after luxury,
only their busyness prevented them from
realizing how devoid of true meaning
their lives had become. Today, the chil-
dren of such fathers are in their late
teens and early 20s.

In these affluent families, the father
often describes his work as a ratrace.
Indeed, the successful businessman scur-
ries through a maze of corporate politics,
spurred on by a yearning for such re-
wards as profit sharing, pension plans,
stock options, bonuses, annuities. He is
often a minor functionary in a bureauc-
racy whose purpose, other than to grow
larger, tends to be ill-defined. His work
often secems pointless to him, as he is
shifted [rom one position to another
with little say about his destiny. And if
he listens to social critics inveighing
against environmental pollution, cultuva-
tion of artificial needs, dollar imperial-
ism, war profiteering and related evils,
he may begin to suspect the worth of his
activities and, with 1t, his own value.

The cltect of these changes in pa-
rental attitudes on the children has been

(continued from page 106)

drastic. The small child recognizes only
what he sees. What he is told has much
less of an impact on him. He sees his
mother working around the house, for
him. He is told only that his father also
works for his well-being; he does not
see it. In the suburban family, when
the father commutes to work, he has to
leave early and he comes home when the
child is about to be put to bed. More
often than not, he sees his father watch-
ing TV, hiding behind his paper, maybe
taking what to the father is a well-
deserved nap but to the boy scems like
sheer idleness. Even if the middle-class
father takes his son to his place of work
some 20 or 30 miles away, it's such a
different world from the child's life at
home that he cannot bring the two to
gether. And what he sees there of the
father's work he cannot comprehend.
How can talking on the telephone—
which from his experience at home he
knows is done mainly to order goodies
or for fun—or into a machine secure the
family's well-being? Thus, the boy's expe-
rience can hardly dispel the notion that
his father is not up to much. The fa-
ther's work remains unseen and seems
unreal, while the mother's activities are
very visible, hence real. Since he does
not see him do important things, the
child comes to doubt the legitimacy of
the father's authority and may grow up
to doubt the legitimacy of all authority.

For ages, the father, as a farmer, as a
crafisman working in his shop, had been
very visible to his sons and, because of
his physical prowess and know-how in
doing real things in the real world, was an
object of envious adulation. Now, the
mother, who traditionally is the one who
nurtures the child, becomes ever more
the carrier of authority. If for no other
reason than that she is with the child
during the father's waking hours, the
mother becomes the disciplinarian, the
value giver, who tells the child all day
long what goes and what does not. In
short, mother knows best, and father
next to nothing. As one boy put it—and
there is some truth in the words of the
most naive child—“What is my [ather?
Just a fat-her.”

Even though the father doesn't think
much of his work, he expects the son to
follow in his dreary footsteps. The child
is sent to the best grammar school, not to
satisly his intellectual curiosity, not to
develop his mind, not to understand
himself berter but to make good marks
and to pass examinations so that he can
get into the best high school. There he is
pushed to compete for the highest
grades, so that he can go to a famous
college, often not because he can get a
better education there but because going
to a school with a big name adds to the
prestige of the parents. And college is
merely a means to an end—admission to

graduate school. Graduate work in turn
furnishes the “union card,” enabling him
to get a good job with a big corporation,
where he can work until he finally re-
tires on a good pension and then waits
to die. Given this distorted, purgatorial
picture of the world of education and
work, Is it any wonder that many young
people scornfully reject i?

The American social and economic
system, despite its obvious shortcomings,
is much more than a gigantic staircase
that leads nowhere. American society is
creative and progressive and offers un-
precedented opportunities for individual
fulfillment and achievement. But thart’s
not the way it has been presented to
many young Americans born in the For-
ties and Fifties. The people who taught
these youngsters to despise American so-
ciety were their own parents.

Psychoanalysis asserts that each child,
growing up in a family, must choose a
parent to emulate. But a son cannot
emulate his father’s great abilities as a
worker if that father seems a little man
at home, meekly taking out the garbage
or mowing the lawn according to a
schedule devised by his wife. The process
of becoming a person by emulation is
enormously important, because the child
doesn’t copy just external mannerisms;
he tries—as far as his understanding will
let him—to think and feel like the cho-
sen parent. For boys in woday's suburban
society, many fathers offer liule with
which to identify. The problem is not
created by the father’s absence due to
commuting and the long executive work-
day—sailors and men at war have been
good objects for idemtification though
absent from the home for months and
years. The problem arises because the
image of the father, in the eyes of the
mother and others, has been downgraded.

In order not to have to identify with a
superfluous father, many boys in the
more affluent reaches of our society try to
solve the problem by identifying with
their mothers. But, while this solves one
problem, it creates another, not for the
boys' self-respect as human beings but
for their self-respect as males. This emu-
lation of the mother is not, by the way,
manifested only in long hair or unisex
clothing, which are merely mauers of
fashion. Boys tend to adopt the consumer
mentality, like their mothers, rather than
their fathers” producer mentality. A moth-
er's role is also more anractive—at least
in England and America—because she is
often the more cultured member of the
household. She is apt to be more liberal-
ly educated, more aware ol the arts than
her practical husband. This attitude is
typified by the couple portrayed in Sin-
clair Lewis’ Main Street. On the Conti-
nent, culture is a male prerogative, and
this at least has slowed down the auri-
tion of the father's dominance in the
European houschold.

(contimued on page 206)



FIRST CAME THE MACKINTOsH, a light
weight, waterproof coverall that resem-
bled a walking pup tent; then the trench
coat with its crisp military bearing and
buckles galore; and then the classic pop-
lin kneelength Alligator. Today, how-
ever, gentlemen venturing out for a walk
in the wet can choose from an inunda-
tion of fabrics and styles borrowed from
other areas of fashion and translated 1mo
rainwearables that are as handsome as
they are functional. A case in point is the
coat at right: a Zepel-finished Dacron and
cotton canvas double-breasted with out-
sized collar and l;;p(‘ls, roomy flap patch
pockets, half belt and deep center vent,
by Gleneagles, $60. Those of you who
wish to keep those raindrops from falling
on your head can combine it—as we've
done—with a coton velveteen wide-
brimmed hat, by Tenderfoot, $14. If
you're 5 10” or over, mid-calf is the cor-
rect raincoat length; shorter chaps should
stick 1o styles that end just below the knee.

SMART
ENOUGH
10 GO OUT
IN THE RAIN

attire By ROBERT L. GREEN
fresh-looking foul-weather
wear that doesnt give a damp




Left: Denim-type polyester
and cotton single-breasted
belted raincoat with holster
pockets, shirtstyle collar and
deep center vent, $65, shown
with a matching pair of rain
slacks that feature a wide
waistband with belt loops and
wide flared legs, $15, both by
Jupiter of Paris. Right: Cot-
ton denim single-breasted
raincoat with two flap and
two bellows pockets, yoke
back, half belt and deep cen-
ter vent, by Fox Hunt, $55.
Far right: Cotton  canvas
single-breasted belted model
with  button-through  flap
patch pockets and deep in-
verted back pleat, $150,
matching rain slacks [eature
an extension waisthand and
stratight-cut legs, $35, both
from Philippe Vener; wool
roll-brimmed hat, by Pierre
Cardin for Bonwit Teller, $35.

ILLUSTRATICNS BY ROGER HANE
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“So that’s what right on means.”
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recreation boom. People came home from
their first European trips planning their
second. If the price of two weeks in Lon-
don and Paris was the difference between
a Chrysler and a Volkswagen, then the
local VW dealer was about to sce a new
face in his showroom. People didn’t need
another trip to Europe, but they wanted
one more than they wanted another
mighty juggernaut from Detroit. Rather
suddenly, the American consumer found
that he had a lot of new wants: a boat, a
snowmobile, a weekend or summer house
—and a smaller car, so that he could swing
them. Once this phenomenon was big
enough to see with the naked eye, De-
troit’s response was predictable. David E.
Davis, Jr., of Campbell-Ewald, the Chev-
rolet advertising agency, has said that
the Vega comes closer to meeting con-
sumer want than any car General Motors
has built since World War Two, and
perhaps even World War One. He may
have something: Chevrolet sold 43 per-
cent of its available stocks in less than
three days after the Vega went on sale,
smashing all industry records.

In choosing the cars for the test,
pLAYBOY made no attempt at a Consum-
ers Union dead-level standard, beyond
shooting roughly for a $2000 base price.
Because of model availability at the time
(in the case of one make, there were
only three cars in the country), it was
impossible to specify options. We might
not have done so in any event, because
what we wanted above all was a group of
cars that might have been picked at
random on the street. One car, the
Saab 99E, a $3300 item, was included
becausc we were curious to see what
S1000-0dd added to the $2000 standard
would bring, and also because we sus-
pected that some $2000 cars would arrive
in Midland loaded with $1000 or more
worth ol extras, and we wanted to offset
that by including a car that began at
$3000. We took the Saab instead of the
equally atractive Swedish Volvo only
because we wanted another front-wheel
drive. Two cars did show up with $3000
stickers: the Gremlin, at $3180.70 on a
$1999 base, and the Vega at $2945/52197.

Mildly startling is the fact that of the
14 cars, only one, the Gremlin, is totally
American. The Capnri is built by Ford of
Germany, engined by Ford of Great Brit-
ain. The Dodge Colt is made 100 percent
by Mitsubishi of Japan, the Plymouth
Cricket by Chrysler United Kingdom,
Ltd., sold in the U.K. as the Avenger.
The Pinto’s basic engine (1600 cc) is
British and the optional one (2000 c.c)) is
German, as is the optional automatic
transmission. The Gremlin comes out of
American Motors’ parts bins and the Vega
was newly designed from the ground up,
though wsing the Opel transmissions.

130 Otherwise, Detroit appears to have elected

to use imports in phase one of its fight
against mports.

Al 14 cars were thoroughly run in,
whether they came to Midland truck-
borne or under their own power. In an
undertaking of this kind, it’s sale to
assume that the vehicles have been well
prepared, but the degree of tune de-
pends upon chance and the enterprise of
the supplier. We suspected one car to be
a cheater—deading finally that it was not,
only that it had been supertuned by the
knowing hands of experts.

The tests required a week and were
meticulously done to the highest stand-
ards ol scientific discipline. Some of
the equipment used—the remote pickup
registering speed, acceleration and decel-
eration, for example—was designed by
Don Gates, made in the Chaparral ma-
chine shop and is unique. Watching the
recorder spew out feet of paper as the
pens inked in a car's behavior was an
almost eerie experience. “He's doing 62
in third gear, you see,” Gates would say,
“and that little jiggle means he’s about
100 yards past the bend . . . there’s a
rough place on the circuit there . . .
he'll brake about here in two seconds.”

Space limitations and complexity have
prevented the chart on page 104 from
fully reflecting the extent of the testing.
The drag and horsepower figures are an
example. Data fed into the computer for
this test included the weight of the car
and the driver, the rate of deceleration
of the vehicle coasting with power off,
and the density of the air. The fgures
were taken at 30 and 60 miles per hour
and computer extrapolated to 100, 150
and 200. We have used only the 60 and
200 mph figures. Since the Fiat Coupe
showed the lowest drag fgure, 1057
pounds at 60 mph, and would require
only 314.6 horsepower to propel it at 200
mph, it was obvious that it would also
show the lowest fuel consumption, and
it did—44.5 miles to the gallon at 60
mph. Incidentally, this reading was so
low that we repeated the whole test, with
wdentical results.

To demonstrate understeer and over-
steer, the cars were run clockwise and
counterclockwise on a precise  line
around the 150-foot skid pad at speeds
applying increasing side force 1o them.
Understeer and oversteer are functions
of front-and-rear-wheel adhesion: An un-
dersteering car tends to go through a
corner at a less acute angle than the
position of the front wheels would seem
o indicate; an oversteering car takes a
greater angle. Put another way, an un-
dersteering car driven past the limit of
adhesion will plow off the road from
end first; an oversteerer will spin off rear
end first. Understeer is considered saler
for passenger vchicles and the graphs

made on each of the test cars showed the
curves typical of understeer, with one
exception: The Renault R10 showed
some initial understeer, changing quickly
to oversteer. The Renault was the only
car we damaged: One of the Chaparral
technidians had taken 1t to .58 g of side
force, when it switched [rom under- to
oversteer, dug in the outside rear wheel
to the rim and gently turned on its side.
Interestingly, detailed examination of
the data subsequently showed that it had
gone past the point of no return before
the wheel rim reached the concrete. The
driver unfastened his safety belt and
climbed unhurt out the top door. Dam
age to the car was slight.

In appearance and performance, the
14 cars moved all of us variously, but in
the end we—Messrs. Gates, Hall, Arget-
singer, Sweet, Gafford and I—came to
near unanimity. It's important to know
that we had in mind the urban car, not
the wanscontinental grand touring ma-
chine, and that we were not attempting
oracular infallibility. It was not our in
tent to say buy this, do not buy that, but
rather to suggest, to point, to establish
facts as a basis for individual judgment.

AUSTIN AMERICA. This boxy little car de-
rives in direct line from one of the
bench-mark automobiles of our time, the
Morris Mini, by the notably original
minded British designer Alexander Is-
sigonis. There were three essentials in
Issigonis' concept: For stability and full
utilization of space, a wheel at each
corner and minimum overhang; Iront
wheel drive by a front-mounted engine
set transversely; suspension by hydraulic
fluid interacting between front and rear:
When a front wheel hits a bump, its rise
instantly puts counteracting pressure on
the corresponding rear wheel, thus lift-
ing the rear of the body to the level
already reached by the front. This con
cept, in various modulations, has been
very successlul and usually produces a
superior ride. In fact, the Austin Ameni-
ca has been compared with the Citroen,
which uses a hydraulic system of much
greater complexity. Front-wheel drive, by
eliminating wansmission  hump  and
drive-shaft tunnel, gives a space bonus;
the Austin is remarkably roomy for a
147-inch automobile. Steering is rack and
pinion, brakes are disk and drum, with a
limiting valve to prevent rear-wheel lock-
up, and the transmission can be either
four-speed manual or seven-position au-
tomatic.

The makers claim a top speed of 85
mph for the Austin, but the [astest we
could make it go was 77, and it had the
longest 0-60 mph acceleration time, 22.1
seconds, of the 14 cars. Braking was good
and it showed a hair better gas mileage

(continued on page 200)
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grand larceny in the groves
of academe—uwith some low-grade
doggerel providing the only clue

TiE MEMBERSHIP of The Puzzle Club numbered six (one of
whom, Arkavy, the Nobel biochemist, was almost never
free 1o attend a meeting), making it—as lar as Ellery knew
—the world’s most exclusive society.

Its only agenda was to solve mysteries made up by the
members and then, regardless of outcome, to slaver, sample
and gorge at the teast prepared by the master chef ol their
host and the founder of the club, Syres, the oil multimil-
lionaire. Members took turns playing problem solver, and

|
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this evening the rotation had come round
to Ellery again.

Having been duly installed in the
“problem chair” in Syres’ wide-open-
spaces-style penthouse salon, Ellery tilted
the bottle at his elbow and then settled
back with his glass to face the music
and its composers.

Little Emmy Wandermere, the Pulitzer
Prize poet, had been designated to con-
duct the overture. “The scene is the
office of the president of a university,”
she began, “the office being situated on
the ground floor of the administration
building. President Xavier o

“X,” Ellery said instantly. “Significant?"”

“You're a quick starter,” the poet said.
“In this discipline, Mr. Queen, signifi-
cance lies in the ear of the listener. I
should like to go on. President Xavier
has one child, a grown son: =

“Who is, of course, a student at the
university.”

“Who happens to be nothing of the
sort. The son is a high school dropout
who is immersed in yoga and Zen.”

“His name?"’

“Ah, his name. All right, Mr. Quecn,
having consulted my instant muse, she
tells me that the son was christened
Xenophon, President Xavier having tak-
en his doctorate in Greek history. Now,
Xenophon Xavier has just become en-
gaged to be married——"

“To a student?”

“You seem to have students on the
brain. Not to a student, no. She’s a
topless exotic dancer Xenophon met
through his guru. May I suggest you
listen, Mr. Queen? The boy's father—
and if you want to know President Xav-
ier's Christian name, too, by the way, it's
Saint Francis—has undertaken to pro-
vide the engagement ring. He’s just come
from visiting his safe-deposit box, in fact.
The first thing President Xavier does on
entering his office is to place the ring on
his desk. It's a very valuable ring, of
course, a family heirloom.”

“Is there any other kind?" Ellery asked
mercilessly. “Whercupon, enter suspects.”

Syres nodded. “A delegation of three
students who represent three dissident
groups at the university.”

“One,” said Darnell, the lawyer, “a
law student named Adams.”

“Two,” said Vreeland, the psychiatrist,
“a medical student named Barnes."”

“And three,” said poet Wandermere,
“a literature major named Carver.”

“Adams, Barnes and Carver,” Ellery
said. “A, B and C. We're certainly rely-
ing on basics tonight. But proceed.”

“Adams, the law student, demands
that the football tean’s star pass receiver,
who's been expelled from the school aft-
er a secret hearing.” said lawyer Darnell,
“be reinstated on the ground that he was
the victim of a starchamber proceeding
and had been denied due process.”

“The university expelled its star receiv-

132 er?” Ellery shook his head. “This is

obviously a fantasy.”

“Derision, Queen, will get you no-
where,” Dr. Vreeland said severely. “As
for Barnes, like all med students, he’s sex
mad, and he's there to demand that the
curfew restrictions for coeds visiting the
boys’ dorms be lifted entirely.”

“"And young Carver is there,”” Miss
Wandermere said, “to demand a separate
and autonomous black-culture depart-
ment staffed entirely by blacks.”

“There's a lively discussion, President
Xavier promises to take the three de-
mands under advisement and the stu-
dents exit.” Syres held up his saddlelike
hand. “Not yet, Queen! Xavier then goes
to lunch, locking the only door of his of-
fice. He's away, oh, twenty minutes——"

“A fast eater,” Ellery murmured.

“When he unlocks the door on his re-
turn, he notices two things. The first. i

“Is that the ring, which with fortui-
tous forgetfulness he'd left on his desk,”
Ellery said promptly, “is gone.”

“Yes,” Darnell said, “and the second is
a folded slip of paper lying on the floor
near the desk.”

“Which says?”

“Which says,” and Dr. Vreeland showed
his formidable teeth like a playful
woll, “in unidentifiable block lettering—
are you paying attention, Queen:”

“Which says,” Emmy Wandermere said,
“as follows: ‘On old Olympus' rowering
top / A Finn and German viewed a
hop.” Terrible verse. 1 can thankfully say,
Mr. Queen, I'm not responsible for it.”

Ellery mumbled, “Would you mind
repeating that?”

The challengers exchanged congratula-
tory smirks. Miss Wandermere cheerfully
repeated the doggerel.

“Nonsense verse,” Ellery was still
mumbling. “Or. . . .” He stopped and
shook his head like a fighter shaking oft a
stiff jub. “Let’s hack away the underbrush
first. Was the door tampered with?”

“I'll make it simple for you,” Syres
said in kind tones. “Entry was by the
window, which had been forced. No
prints. No clues.”

“I take it that during their visit to
Xavier’s office, Adams, Barnes and Carver
had the ring in plain view?”

“Right there on the desk,” Dr. Vree-
land said. “They all saw ir.”

“Who else knew the ring was in the
office?”

“No one.”

“Not even his son, Xenophon?”

“Not even his son, Xenophon.”

“Nor his prospective daughter-in-law?”

“That's right."”

“Was the ring visible from the window?"”

“It was not,” said Miss Wandermere.
“It was lying behind a bust of—"'

“Xanthippe, I know. Was there an
open transom above the door?”

“No transom at all.”

“A fircplace?”

“No fireplace.”

“And you wouldn't insult me by a

secret passage. Well, then, the thief has
to have been one of the three students.
Which is the conclusion 1 assume you
wanted me to reach.”

“True,” Darnell said. “So far.”

“And Xavier is positive the paper with
the verse wasn’'t on the floor when he
left for lunch?”

Glances were exchanged once more.
“We hadn’t thought of that possibility,”
the oilman confessed. “No, it wasn’t
there when Xavier left the office.”

“So the thief must have dropped it.”

“Accidentally, Queen,” the lawyer said.
“It was later learned that the thief took
a handkerchief out of his pocket to wrap
around his hand—he didn’t want to leave
fingerprints—and as he did so, the paper
fell out of his pocket.”

“He made off with the ring,” the poet
said, “without noticing that he'd left the
verse behind.”

“So you don’t have to ask any further
questions,” the psychiatrist said. “Tough
one, Queen, isn’t it? We were absolutely
determined to stump you. And by the
superegos of Freud, Jung and Adler,
friends, I believe we've done it!”

“Give a fellow a chance, will you?” El-
lery growled. ** ‘On old Olympus’ towering
top / A Finn and German viewed a hop.””

“We've got him on the run, all right,”
the oil king chortled. “Usual one-hour
time limit, Queen. Mustn't keep old
Charlot’s dinner waiting. What is it?”

Emmy Wandermere: “Oh, no!”

Dr. Vreeland: “Impossible!”

Darnell, incredulously: “You've got it?”

“Well, I'll tell you,” Ellery said with
unruffling brow, a vision of peace. “Yes.”

“'On old Olympus’ towering top [/ A
Finn and German viewed a hop, " El-
lery said. “As verse, it's gibberish. That
made me dig into my gibberish pile,
which is eighty feet higher than Mount
Everest. My curse is that I never forget
anything, no matter how useless.

“Having recognized the verse, I knew
the thief couldn’t have been Adams, the
law student, nor the lit major—much as
you tried to make Carver your red
(or should I say black?) herring.

“'On Old Olympus" Towering Top,’
etc., is a traditional mnemonic aid for
remembering the names of the twelve
cranial nerves. The O of On, for n-
stance, stands for olfactory—the olfac-
tory nerve; the O of Old stands for the
optic nerve; and so on. The verse is used
in medical schools by students. The pa-
per, therefore, dropped from the pocket
of Barnes, the med student, making him
the thief of the ring.”

“I could have sworn on my plaque of
Hippocrates that you'd fall flat on your
face when I suggested this one,” Dr.
Vreeland said glumly.

“Queen crat demonstrandum,” Emmy
Wandermere murmured. “And now, gen-
tlemen, shall we render unto Charlot?”






JSTERDAN...

open in mind, heart and custom, the dutch cosmopolis is a joyous citadel of personal freedom

Amsterdam’s mast striking feature is its netwark of canals spanned by hundreds of bridges like thase above. Sunny days bring throngs of
young Amsterdamers to the sidewalk cafés on the Rembrandisplein (below left). At night, one popular diversian is a sight-seeing cruise
along the Amstel River (below center); another is a visit ta the Wallefjes (below right), where saucy Hollandaise haokers display their
charms in every window. At the Continental Bodega (far right), an ingenious pulley arrangement serves wines to guests an two levels.




f?"ﬂb‘é‘[ B} RE(_; pOTrlhl{'l(_)N Arriving at
Amsterdam’s Centraal Station on the boat train from the
Hook ol Holland one evening not long ago were three
young pilgrims, dressed for the road. They carried back
packs and wore military-surplus greatcoats over Levis
tucked into lumberjack boots. The two males had hair
that flowed past their shoulders; the girl with them wore
hers tucked under a stained fedora. They were probably
in their early 20s. All three looked as if they had been
wandering the planet since birth. They were Americans.

Anyone who had eavesdropped on their conversation
during the ferry aossing from England to Holland,
however, would have learned that, for the girl and
one ol the boys, this was their first journey outside the
United States. The other boy had been away before—
by thumb through Spain, across southern Europe to
Turkey, into the Middle East, to Nepal and beyond.
His name, he said, introducing himself to the other two
on the ferry, was Slick.

Slick had traveled so far that he had followed the East
unul it became the West again. Re-entering the U. S. at
San Francisco, he had stayed long enough to unload a
stash of Cambodian bush that sen mailed from
Tokyo in a military shipment by a spaced-out GI. Once
home, Sl had taken a look around, noted that “the
asylum was still in the grip of its duly elected lunatics”
and had taken off once again for the East. For him, too,
this was the first ttime in Amsterdam.

From the depths of an inside pocket, Slick produced
a joint rolled in golden-yellow Wheat Straw and pro-
ceeded to light up quite openly on the platform ol
the station, right in front of all the Instamatic tourists,
who had stoked up on duty-free booze on the boat from
Harwich and who now stumbled alongside the hissing
train, regaling one another with tales of Amsterdam’s
fabled whores. Slick's match flared: suck, deep breath,
hold, pass it on; suck, breath, hold, pass—the complete
ritual. Fifteen [eet away stood a uniformed policeman,
by one of the platform exits. Try that in Alabama and
some good ole boy will lock you up with killers and rapasts
for 20 years—or [orever in Texas.

But Amsterdam, as Slick kept telling the others on the
ferry, is different. The new place—the instant Eldorado,
wide-open, wild beyond all known definitions of wild-
ness, tolerant of all human foibles and fancies. Hell, said
Slick, you don’t need permissinn for mi)'!hl'ng i Amster-
dam; you can get it together any way you see it. He told
a story about a Swedish dope (continued on page 189)
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the ancient canals and windmills are still there, but the netherlands’ new
breed of women have kicked off thewr inhibitions along with therr wooden shoes

SINCE HOMER's pay, and belc
farthest re
gentle beauties they met on their travels—
ing grace and understanding, ministering :
nothing ol the male but the privilege n[ deve
his care and comlfort. These maider
lovely forever, were unbelievable lovers, lmt.ml( cooks,
nally laithful—and thrifty to boot.

Only lately

men have trekked off to the
of the globe and returned with tales ol the
catures of surpass-

as this rosy mythology begun to dim, as massive

population shifts and jet-age mobility have combined to bring
about an unprecedented mingling ol the sexc trom differem
cultures. Like the age-old stereotypes of | as chig,
Oriental ;‘irls as submissive and Latin ginls as passionate, the
postcard image of Duwch girls as clog-shod tulip tenders 15—
happily—vamshing down the long road into oblivion, hand in
hand with the concept ol the Dutch people as a nation of stohd
burghers. Holland has been transformed. With the recent emer
gence ol Amsterdam as the youth (continued on page 167)

Not least omong the beouties of Hollond are its girls. We discovered Ann Lovise Helleman, at left, minding the switchboord ot the Rotterdam
Hilton; like many of her friends, Ann soves up her guilders for sun-ond-surf vocations in Spain. Sylvia Out, below, travels by boot—os
do everyone ond everything, from children bound for school to household breod deliveries—in the streetless village of Giethoorn.
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Top model Maryke Kleyn, left, is the daughter
of an Amsterdam antique dealer; here, she’s
photographed in a pensive mood on a visit
to one of Holland’'s best-preserved towns,
Zierikzee, founded in B49. Seventeen-year-
old Marja de Heer, sprawled in the hay at
right—""1 love its scratchy feeling on my
skin“—is a high school student in Amster-
dam, where Tula Goede, below, works as a
nurse. Refreshing herself from the stress of
the night shift at the hospital, Tula pauses
to bask in the dawning sun. Her favarite
haunt is this wooded glade, 15 miles from
the city and inhabited solely by an equine
admirer that wandered up ta make friends—
an impulse we find easily understandable.







Saskia Holleman, a sought-ofter actress, took
time out from rehearsols far the sylvan pose
at left. Willy Veldhuizen, below, spins along
on the MNetherlands’ principal means of
transport—the ubiquitous bicycle. A popular
model, Willy appears in TV commercials.
Joke Veldhorst, totally sunning herself on
a North Sea strand near Rotterdam, typifies
the exofic blends often found in Holland:
Her mother is Dutch, her father Surinamese.
At top, far right, in the Garbo hat, is
Helena Kuulkers, wha, like the great Greta,
confesses to innate shyness—which she’s
learning to overcome as a convention

greeter. Reol-estate agent Fernande Huy-

bregts’ avocation is studying such costumes
as those of the Urk fishermen, bottom righs.







Visiting the world-famous cheese market at Gouda, left, is Truitie Wytema—who hopes to trade
her present occupation of free-lance fashion designer for that of film actress. She’s already had
a role in Erik Terpstra’s movie Daniél. A full-time dramatic career is also the aim of Berdyke
Gommers, shawn relaxing in her Amsterdam apartment, above. Berdyke’s avocation is painting—
“using all the calors of the rainbow together.” The rustic scene below is only a half-hour drive
from Amsterdam, where Marion van Renssen—classically sculpted herself—is a student of sculpture.




Anke Verbeek, on her way to poy o call on
relatives in Delft, shares the Dutch passion for
fresh flowers. More unusuclly, she's the star
of her own television program. Strow-hotted

secretary Cato Margaretho Polmeon, above,
likes to draw, admits to a mixed bag of dis-
likes ranging from drug addicts to organized
religion. Pouline Erich, below, hos welcomed
hundreds of tourists os an Amsterdam guide.




Past and present coexist harmoniously in Holland; above, 17-year-old Nanna Beetstra adds o modern accent to the 17th Century traders’
palaces on Amsterdam’s Keizersgracht canal. Scottish import Anne McConnell, below, luxuriates on a prized possession: an 1Bth Century bed.




Wonderlust lures Maureen Renzen, left, who
hos ventured from her home in The Hogue to
visit Miomi and several countries in South
America. Foshion stylist Marjolyn Booy, above,
wears an original creation by her employer,
Rotterdam designer Henk Wichers. Escarts of
Marino Barendswoord, below, somefimes see
double; she has a twin sister, and the girls de-
light in confusing the bays they go out with.
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A forest of ferns on her father’s privote estate provides a secluded nest for Marion Swaob, left. A
prafessionol dancer, she has appeared in ballet ond spent severol months as o member of a casine-
show cast in Beirut, Lebanon. The bright lights of Amsterdom, her home town, oppeol to Willy
Leedekerken, above. She's o hoirdresser who, os can be seen, goes for lengthy locks herself—but
she detests them on men. A devotee of gypsy music is half-French, holf-Germon Anneke Le-Maitre,
below, who's saving her typist’s solory for an ombitious goal: purchose of on oirplone, ta be fal-
lowed by flying ond sky-diving lessons. Belgian-born sun worshiper Marian de Vree, ot right,
brightens the countryside neor the Brobont village of Groot Zundert, the birthplace of Vincent von
Gogh—who, were he still oround to see it, might well have been inspired to paint this scene himself.
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“I don’t mean fill yore hand that way, you son of a bitch.”




the hole in the bed

THERE I8 AN oLD sAYING in China: “Teach vour son in the
hall but your wife on the pillow.”

This is all very well—but Shu-t"ung was old and ugly and his
ability to give pillow lessons had much diminished in spite of
his acquisition of a beautiful young wife. His jealousy, how-
ever, grew and grew as his capabilities shrank. Though hefore
marriage she had held her legs together as tightly as a closed
clamshell, he accused her of having been a wanton, Now, he
said, she was trying to make him wear the green cap ol the
cuckold, and he devised endless stratagems aimed at catching
her in bed with some other man.

The desperation of the mandarin grew worse when the rumor
spread through the village that a handsome young merchant
named Hu, having done a kindness to an old arone who wurned
out to be a necromancer, had been rewarded with a paste con-
ferving invisibility whenever he rubbed it on certain parts of
lis Dhody.

Hearing this, the mandarin went into a frenzy of jealous
rage. Since his wile, Scented Cloud, was the most beautiful
woman in the whole countryside, it was only natural that she
should be the prey of this supernaturally protected lover. But
what to do? Who can catch the wind in a boule? Or snare a
sigh in a sieve?

Now, it is possible, though no man can prove it, that Tu,
through the kindness of his heart, used his gift to alleviate
the longings of maidens guarded by their fathers. or widows
whose ardent needs could not otherwise be met without risking
the savage censure of village scandal. One day. Hu saw the
lovely but melanchioly Scented Clond stepping out of her chair
outside the temple. For a moment, they exchanged the look
that passes between those whose bodies are destined to fit to-
gether like cup and ball. Then Scented Cloud dropped her
eves and passed into the wmple. Her maid, however, lingered
behind and Hu caught at her sleeve, pressing a gold coin into
her hand.

“Care for your mistress!” he cried. “She suffers! Would to
heaven that T could ease her pain!”

The maid's eves scanned his vigorous form. “Yes, she suffers,”
she said boldly, “lrom need and Irom my master’s jealousy. 1f
she smiles in her sleep, he pinches her awake, for fear she
might be dreaming of someone clse! And then there is this
business of an invisible lover,” the maid added mmocently, as
if she did not know that the young man belore her was the
very one ol whom this tale was told. “Since he has heard of
this, my master keeps a lamp always burning, in case there
might be a hollow m the bed beside my mistress—or some sign
of the weight ol a body pressing upon her from above. If she
moans, he rushes in and pounds the bed all avound her!™

“Wihae indignmity!” Huo cned.

“And thae is not all!” the maid went on. “Every night, he
strews a fine ash dust around the bed and has his servants wait-
ing with staves, so that if the invisible one should come, they
would be able to strike at him by secing his footprings in the
dust!”

“What horror,” said Hu, “that an mnocent wile should he

from the Strange Stories of P'u Sung-ling, 1740
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subjected 1o such suspicion, totally without cause! We must help
your mustress!”

Now Hu had only a small portion of the paste of invisibility
left. But if it would ease the sufferings of the lovely Scented
Cloud, 1o what better use could it be put? Accordingly, he put
hall of what remained into a small gold box (keeping hall for
himself) and gave the box to the maid.

“Give this to your mistress,” Hu commanded. “and tell her 1o
rub it onto her hushand’s body after he gets into bed. T can
assure you that his vestlessness will vanish.” There was a glint in
his cye as he added: “Perhaps she will then have one nighe of
peacelul sleep!™

That night, the mandarin had decided to lay a trap to catch
the invisible lover once and for all. Leaving the village with
much fanlare, so that all might think he was going on @ business
trip, he secretly stole back under cover of darkness. Revealing
himself only to his wile and her maid, whom he instructed o
keep watch, he hid himself under the bedcovers. There, the
gentle Scented Cloud massaged his body with the paste. which
her maid had given to her, and, exhausted by all this activity,
he fell asleep.

At midnight, a resounding snore echoed through the cham-
ber, and when the maid looked in, the snore seemed to be com-
ing from an empty hollow in the bed. Instantly, she pinched
her mistress, who screamed with fright.

Then whar a howl the maid set up, for the servants to come
with their cudgels! And, eager to prove themselves, how stoutly
they struck at the invisible body in the bed! Then, as the
beaten one leaped to the floor, what satisfving whacks they
made, by aiming their staves a few feet above the foorprints that
jumped in the dust! The cries of the wile and the shricks of the
maid drowned out any chance the servants might have had of
recognizing the voice of their master as he howled at them to
stop.

Finally, the maid shricked. “Let him go. the devil!” And the
mandarin leaped between the cudgels and out the door, his
showts of pain and Tury swiftly diminishing down the lanes of
the village.

The servants md the maid, conscious of a duty well done,
retived 1o their beds,

Ouly then, as Scented Cloud, in some conlusion, sought to
compose hersell again for sleep. did a new indemation form
itsell in the bed beside her, and a delightful invisible body
pressed itsell close to hers. “Will wonders never cease!” mur-
mured Scented Cloud, as strange and unimagined  pleasures
touched her. A breath blew out the lamp, for Hu's teachings
needed no light. Seented Cloud was so ardent a pupil that the
dawn [ound her still awake, though exhausted, when the clfects
ol the ointment wore ol

So delighted was she by the virile body coming into view
beside her that she paid no atention to the jeers carried on
the wind from the market place; for there the mandarin had
likewise hecome visible—without even a mightishirt to
cover his skinny shanks. —Retold by Kenneth Marcuse ﬂ




article By HAL HIGDON

in today’s board rooms,

the old-guard organization

man 1s likely to be outwitted
and outflanked by the cra

master of job jumping
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EXECUTIVE
CHESS

IN THE coLp, ofttimes cruel world of
American business past, two paths led o
personal success. Opportunists selecting
the first (and usually foolprool) route
married the major stockholder's daughter.
Traditionalists followed a more structured
upwird path: Join a single corporation,
show loyalty and wait for the sword of
knighthood 1o tap vou on the shoulder.
In cerai ons these two
he presidency

of Du Pont is decided in the marriage
bed,” one employment counselor re-
cently observed. Many other corpora-
utons, such as General Electric and 1B,
seleat nearly all their ‘cutives lrom
the ranks of those who joined them alter
college. But in American business today,
a thivd path beckons. Many men now
reach the presidency alter having switched
jobs three or four times. Those follow-
ing the two other paths risk disaster. On
the eve ol his suceess, the traditionalist
may find his route blocked by merger or
150 #cquisition. (conlinucd on page 193)




151

BY GIL STONE




PLAYRBOY

S-IARK! (continued from page 100)

weight; all contestants wore black wet
suits, and all dragged their fish behind
them in a plastic float 10 minimize the
amount of blood in the water.

By carly alternoon, when he started
his final swim, Fox appeired ta be well
ahead. On his last wip to the beach with
a load of fish, he had noticed two large
dusky morwongs ncar a wriangular coral
head, about three quarters of a mile
offshore. Returning 1o this place, he
parted company with Farley. “"He went
one way and I went the other,” Bruce
recalled, making a diving Hip with his
hand, “and the next thing I knew, the
shark had him."”

One ol the big morwongs was out in
the open in a patch of brown algae and
Fox was gliding in on i1, intent, spear
gun extended like an antenna, when he
felt himself overtaken by a strange still-
ness in the waier, a suspension of sound
and motion, as if all the areatures of the
reef had paused to watch him. “It was
just a fecling,” he says. “I didn’t tense
up or anything—I didn’t have time t0.”
For at that moment, he was strock so
hard on his left side that his face mask
was knocked off and his spear gun sent
spinning {rom his hand, and he found
himselfl swirled swiftly through the water
by something that enclosed him from the
lelt shoulder to the waist. A great pres-
sure made his insides feel as il they had
been forced toward his right  side—he
scemed 10 be choking and he could not
move. Upside down in the creature’s
mouth, he was being rushed through the
water, and only now did he make out
the suoke of a great shark’s powerful
tail. He was groping wildly, trying to
gouge its cyes, when inexplicably, of its
own accord, the shark let go.

Out of breath, pushing frantically to
shove himsell away, Radney jammed his
arm straight into its mouth. For the first
time he felt pain, a pain that became
terrible as he yanked the flesh and veins
and tendons out through the back
curved tecth. He foughe his way to the
swlace and  grabbed 2 great ragged
breath, but the shark was right behind
lim. When his knees brushed its bady,
he clasped it with arms and legs 1o avoid
the faws, and the beast ook him to the
bottom, scraping him against the rocks.
Once more, he lled Tor the surlace, and
again the shark followed him up. His
moment of utmost horror came when
through his blurred vision he saw the
great conical head vising toward him out
of the pink cloud of his own blood.
Hopelessly, he kicked at it and the flip-
per skidded off its hide. At the last second,
the head veered toward his float, which
contained a solitiry small fish, and a
moment later, the lloat raced oft across
the swnrface; either the shark had scized
the float or had gotien entangled in the

152 line.

Once again, Rodney found himsell be-
ing dragged through the water; already,
he was tar below the surface. He tried o
reJease the weight belt o which his float
line was attached, but his awrms did not
work. nor lus mutilated hands. It was
this moment, when he knew finally
that he was lost—"1I had done all I could
and now | was hnished”—and was on
the point ol drowning, that the next
event occored in the series of miracles
that were to save his life. Presumably,
the shark’s razor teeth had frayed the
heavy line that connected the fish float
to his weight belt, for at this ultimate
moment it parted. For the third time, he
reached the swiface, and this ume he
screamed, “Shark!” There was no need
of it: a boat which had brought a young
diver from the beach was only a few yards
away. “They'd hardly dropped him in
the water,” Bruce Farley said, “when they
had to vank him out again, because there
wis Rodney screaming in a pool of
blood. They hauled out Rodney, then
came for me and we headed for shore.”

The bones were laid bare on Rodney's
right arm and hand—his hand alone
required 94 stitches—and his rib cge,
lungs and upper stomach lay exposed,
“Bruce thought I was done for.” Rodney
said. “The rotten dog sat up in the bow
with his back to me—wouldn’t ¢ven look
at me."”

Farley grinmned. I just didn't like
the looks ol all them guts hangin® out,”
he said. In the boat, there was nothing he
could do for Rodney, and he wied to
concentrate on how best 1o find help on
the beach. 1 knew evervithing had o go
onc-two-three il we were going o save
him and T didn't even know how bad
he was. Oh, there was a litde bit ol
mtes-tine  stickin” out, but we mnever
opened his suit up o really see. We
made that nustake on the beach with
Brian Rodger. and his leg fell all apare.”
Fox himsell feels that his s, holding
his hody together until it could be re-
assembled, was one of the many things
that saved s life.

The first person that Bruce met as he
rin down the beach was a policeman
who knew just where o telephone and
what numbers to call. And someone had
happened to bring a car down the rough
chiff wack 10 the beach—a very rare oc-
anrence; this car was able to bump out
onto the reel 1o pick up Rodney, and it
cirricd him back up the diff w the
highway and cight miles down the road
toward Adeliide, where he was ans
ferred to the ambulance sent to [erch him,
Already the police were manning every
intersection on the way, and because he
was araveling  just before the Sunday-
alternoon rush he actually reached the
hospital within an houwr alter he was

picked up in the boat. His lung was
punctured, he was rasping and choking,
and it was a miracle that he did not
drown in his own blood or bleed 10 death
within thit hour. Nor were the miracles
over: The surgeon on emergency duty
that day had just returned from England,
where he had taken spedal training in
chest operations.

While Rodney was being prepared for
the four-hour operation. he heird urgent
voices. One said that someone should go
lor a prniest, and Rodney realized that
they thought he was unconscious and did
not believe that he was going 1o make it
Desperate, he half sat up on the 1able,
saving, “I'm a Protestant!™ belore they
got to him and calmed him down. “He's
a bloody mess.” the doctor 1old Rodney’s
wile alter the operation, “but he’s going
to be all vight.”

Two reasons for Fox’s survival were
his excellent condition and the Fact that
he never went mto shock. “It’s shock
that kills most people in a shark attack,”
Ron Tavlor savs, and Valerie agrees.
Experienced divers are more apt to sur-
vive an attack because they are Jess apt
to go into shock: Sharks are a reality
that thev must live with, and therefore
they are psvchologically prepared.

“I guess T just wasn't supposed to go,”
Rodney savs cockilv. Afier two weeks,
he was home in bed, though he had to
pav  daily visits to the hospital. Six
months later, he made himsell dive
agamn, and he has been diving ever since.
In 1964. Ron Taylor's team in the Aus-
tralian championships was beaten by the
team ol Brian Rodger, Bruce Farley and
Rodnev Fox.

The 1963 attack on Fox occurred only
a lew hundred feer Irom the place where
Brian Rodger had been actacked: 40 div-
ers were in the water on both days, and
on both, it was the reigning champion who
was hit. In 1964 Bruce Farley was state
champion. One competition day, he was
1o drive down to Aldinga with Rodger
and Fox. but somchow got left hebind.
By himsell, Bruce drove five miles out
ol town. then turned around and went
home. 1 can’t account for it,” he says,
“I just lost interest.”

That same day at Aldinga, a year 10
the day ahier the attack on Fox, both
Roduey and Brian, .‘il'])mum.-ly, simuliane-
ously and for no good reason, started lor
shore. The cmpetition had  another
hour to run and both men habitaadly
stuck it out to the very end, but today
they cach had an instinct w0 leave the
water. Perhaps the two had heard that
stillness that precedes the coming of the
white death because before  they had
reached  shore, someone cime  yelling
down the beach. A voung diver named
Geofl Corner had been bitten just once,
on the upper leg, but the great bite had

(continued on page 181)




personality BY MIKE ROYKO

a day in the life of the
last of the big-city bosses

WILLIAM KUNSTLER: What is your name?

wirness: Richard [ose ph Daley.

WILLIAM KUNSTLER: What is your occu-
pation?

wrrxess: T am the mayor of the city of
Chicago.

The workday begins early. Sometime
alter seven o'clock, a black limousine
glides out of the police-station garage on
the corner, moves less than a block and
stops in front of a weathered pink bun-
galow at 3536 South Lowe Avenue. Pa-
trolman Alphonsus Gilhooly, walking in
front of the house, nods to the detective
at the wheel ol the limousine,

It's an unlikely house for such a car. A
passing stranger might think that a rich
man had come back to visit his people in
the old neighborhood. It's the kind of
sturdy brick house, common to Chicago,
that a fweman or printer would buy.
Thousands like it were put up by con-
tractors in the Twenties and Thirties from
standard  blucprints in an  architectural
style fondly dubbed carpenter’s delight.

The outside of that pink house is
deceptive. Number 3536 is [urnished in
expensive, Colonialstyle furniture, the
basement expensively paneled; two days
a week a woman comes in to help with
the cleaning. The shelves hold religious
figurines and bric-a-brac. The few books
on display are symbols of the home’s
faith—the Baltimore Catechism, the Bi-
ble, a leather-bound Profiles in Courage
and several sell-improvement books. All
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of the art is religious, most of it bloody
with Crucifixion and crowns of thorns.

Outside, another car has arrived. It
moves slowly. the two detectives peering
down the walkways between the houses,
glancing at the drivers of the cars that
travel the street: then it parks some-
where behind the limousine,

At the other end of the block, a blue
squad car has stopped near a corner
tavern, and the policemen are watching
36th Street, which crosses Lowe.

In the alley behind the house, a po-
liceman sits in a car. Like Gilhooly, he
has been there all night, protecting the
back entrance, behind the high wooden
fence that encloses the small vard.

Down the street, in another brick bun-
galow, Matt Danaher is getting ready for
work. He runs the 2000 clerical employ-
ecs in the Cook County court system,
and he knows the morning routine of
his neighbor. As a young protégé he once
drove the car, opened the door, held the
coat, got the papers. Now he is part of
the ruling circle, and one of the few
people in the world who can walk past
the policeman and into the house, one of
the people who are invited to spend an
evening. sit in the basement, eat, sing,
dance the Irish jig. The blue-blood
bankers hrom downtown aren’t invited,
although they would like to be, and nei-
ther are men who have been governors,
Senators and ambassadors. The people
who come in the evening or on Sunday
are old [riends from the neighborhood,
the relatives. people who take their coats
oft when they walk in the door, and
loosen their ties.

Danaher is one of them, and his rela-
tionship to the owner of the house is so
close that he has served as an emotional

whipping boy. so close that he can vell
back and slam the door when he leaves.
But sometimes his stomach hurts in the
morning,

They're getting up for work in the little
houses and flats all across the old neigh-
borhood known as Bridgeport: and thanks
to the man for whom the limousine waits,
about 2000 of the 40,000 Bridgeport
people are going o jobs in City Hall,
the County Building, the courts, ward
offices, police and fire stations. It's a politi-
cal neighborhood, with political jobs, and
the people can use them. They rank very
low among the city and suburban com-
munities in education. Those who don't
have government jobs work hard for their
money, and it isn’t much.

The ethnic blend is Irish, Lithuanian,
Italian, Polish, German—all whiwe. It's
a suspicious neighborhood. In the bars,
heads turn when a stanger comes in.
Blacks pass through in cars but are unwise
to ravel on foor. In 1964, when a black
college student moved into an apartment
on Lowe, only a block north of the pink
bungalow, there wias a riot and he had to
leave.

Well before eight o'clock, the door of
the bungalow opens and a short. stout
man steps out. His walk is brisk and
bouncy. A nod and smile to Patrolman
Gilhooly and he’s in the limousine.

Richard J. Daley is going to work.

The limousine pulls out {rom the
curb and the car with the two detectives
follows. They are in the tail car, hang
ing back 1o prevent Daley from being
followed.

It’s a short drive to the job. The house
is about four miles southwest of the
Loop, within the problem area known as
the inner city. If the limousine went
cast, toward (continued on page 138)
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Lake Shore Drive, it would go through
part of the black ghetto. If it went straight
north, it would enter a decaying neigh-
borhood in transition from white o Latin
and black. It turns toward an expressway
entrance only a few blocks away.

The car takes the Dan Ryan Express-
way, 12 lanes at its widest point, with a
rapid-transit track down the center. It
stretches from the Loop past the old
South Side ghetto, past the giant beehive
ol public housing with its swarming chil-
dren, furious street gangs and weary wel-
fare mothers. The man in the back of
the limousine built this expressway, and
he named it aler Dan Ryan, a big South
Side politician, who was named alter his
father, another big South Side politcian.

The limousine crosses another express-
way, this one cutiing through the hig,
smoky, industrial belt and then south-
west  toward  white-backlash  counury,
Daley built that expressway, too, and he
named it after Adlai Stevenson 11, whom
he helped build into a Presidential can-
didate, and whom he dropped when it
secemed opportune.

The limousine passes an exit that
leads to the Circle Campus, the city’s
branch of the University ol Illinois, acres
of modern concrete buildings, one of the
biggest city campuses in the country. It
witsn’t easy to build, because thousands
of [amilies in the city's oldest Itahan
ncighborhood had to be uprooted and
their homes and churches torn down.
They cried that they were betrayed, that
they had been promised they would stay.
But Daley built it anyway.

Another mile or so and the limou-
sine crosses yer another expressway, this
one heading out straight west, through
the worst of the gheuo slums. where the
biggest riots and  fires occurred in the
spring of 1968, for which the outraged
and outrageous “shoot to kill” order was
issucd. Straight west, past the house where
two Black Panthers were killed, one in his
bed, by predawn police raiders in Decem-
ber 1969, Daley opened that artery, 1oo,
and named it alter Dwight D. Eisenhower,
making it the city's only Republican
exXpressway.

When the limousine nears the Loop,
the Dan Ryan blends into a fourth ex-
pressway. This one goes through the
PPuerto Rican ghetto and the remnants of
the old Polish neighborhood, where the
old people remain while their children
move away; then into the middle-class
[ar Northwest Side, where Dr. Martin
Luther King's marchers walked through
a shower of bottles, bricks and spit. It
ends at O'Hare Airport, the nation’s busi-
est jet handler. Daley built that express-
way, too, and he named it alter John F,
Kennedy, whom he helped elect Presi-

(continued from page 153)
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and opened it, although he still calls it
“O'Hara.”

During the ride he reads the two local
morning papers, always waiting on the
back scat. He's a fast but thorough
reader and he concentrates on news
about the city. Somewhere he s in the
papers every day, if not by name—and
the omission is rare—at least by deed.
The papers like him. If something has
gone well, he'll be praised in an edito-
rial. If something has gone badly, one of
his subordinates will be criticized. During
the 1968 Democratic Convention, when
their reporters were being bloodicd. one
of the more scathing editorials was di-
rected at a lowly police-department public-
relations man.

Daley was criticized also, but  his
ofhcial version of what happened on Chi-
cago's streets was printed a week alter
the Convention ended, its distortions
and flav lics unchallenged. He dislikes
reporters and writers, but gets on well
with editors and publishers, a wait usu-
ally found in Republicans rather than
Democrats, 11 he feels thian he has been
criticized unflairly, which covers most
criticism, he doesn’t hesitate to pick up a
phoue and complain o an editor. All
four papers endorsed him for his fourth
term—even the Chicago Tribune, the
voice of Midwest Republicanism—but in
general he views the papers as enemies,
The reporters, specifically. They want 10
know things that, because they are litle
meri, are none ol their business. Editors,
at least, have power, but he doesn’t under-
stand why they let reporters exercise it

The mayor puts down the papers as
the limousine leaves the expressway and
enters the Loop, stopping in Iront of St
Peter's church. When  the bodyguards
have parked and walked to his car, he
gets out and enters the church. This is
an important part ol his day. Since child-
hood he has attended daily Mass, as his
mother did hefore him. On Sundays and
some  workdays, he'll go o ks own
church, the Church of the Nativity, just
around the corner from his home. That's
where he was baptized, conhrmed and
married, and the place rom which his
parents were buried. Belore Easter, his
wile will join the other neighborhood
ladies for the traditional scrubbing of
the church Hoors. Regardless of what he
may do in the alternoon, and to whom,
he will always pray in the morning.

After Mass, it's a few steps 10 the side
door of Maxim's, a glassand-plastic cof-
leeshop, where a wable is set up in the
privacy ol the rear in case he comes in.
It's not to be confused with Chicago's
other Maxim's, a Near North Side bisiro
that serves haute cuisine and has a disco-
théque and a social-register dientele. He
won't go to that kind of place. He

doesn’t like them and people might
think he was putting on airs. He cats at
home most of the time, and for dinners
out there are sedate private clubs with
tables in quict corners.

He leaves a dollar for his collee and
roll and marches with his bodvguards
toward City Hall—“the Hall,” as it is
called locally, as in “1 got a job in the
Hall” or "See my brother in the Hall
and he'll fix it for you.™

He glances at the new Civic Center, a
tower ol russet steel and glass, fronted by
a gracious plaza with a fountain and
Picasso’s awesome metal sculpture. The
Picasso is an artistic riumph. He knows
that because the city's cultaral leaders
have told him it is.

He put it all there, the Civic Center.
the plaza, the Picasso. And the judges and
county ofhcials who work in the Civic
Center, he put most of them there, too.

Wherever he looks as he marches,
there are new  skvscrapers up  and
finished or going up. The city has be-
come an architect’s delight, except when
the architeas see the great Louis Sul-
livan’s Jandmark buildings being ripped
down for parking garages or allowed
to degenerate imo slums. None of the
new  buildings  was  there  before. His
leadership put them  there, his  con-
fidence, his energy. H he kept walking
north a couple ol more blocks, he'd see
the 1twin towers of Marina City, the
striking cylindrical downtown apartment
buildings, a sell-contained community
with bars and rvestaurants, an ice rink,
shops and clubs, and cvery apartment
with a balcony for siting out in the
smog. His good Iriend Charlie Swibel
built it, with financing from the janitors’
union, run by his good friend William
McFewridge. For Charlie Swibel, that
achicvement was a long advance on be-
ing a flophouse operator and slum lord.
Now some of Charlic’s flophouses are
going to be torn down and the area west
of the Loop redeveloped for office build-
ings and such. Charlic will do that, 1o0.
Let  people why outol-town
investors let Charlie in for a big picce of
the new project without his having to
put up any money or take any risk. Let
people ask why the city. after acquiring
the land under urban-renewal powers,
rushed  through  approval of  Charlie’s
bid. Let them ask if there's a conflict of
imerest: Charlie is also the head ol the
city’s public-housing agency and, as such,
a dty ofhcial. Let them ask why Charlie's
taxes and those ol other big real-estate
operators and party fat cars were slashed
by County Assessor P [ Cullerton, sav-
ing them millions. Let them ask. What
trees do they plant? What buildings do
they put up?

Head  high, shoulders back, Mayor
Daley surides with his bodyguards @ the
pace of an mbantry forced march. The
morning walk used to be much longer

wonder
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than two blocks. In the quict of the Fil-
tics, the limousine dropped him south of
the Art Institute on Michigan Avenue,
and he'd walk a mile and a hall up the
Avenue, one of the most clegant boule-
vards in America, grinning at the morning
crowds that buostle past the shops and
hotels across from Grane Park. That
ritual ended in the Sixties, when people
begin walking for something more than
pleasure and a man couldn’t be sure whom
he'd meer on the sireet.

He rounds the comer and a body-
guard moves ahead to hold open the
door. An eclderly man is walking slowly
and painfully, close to the wall. using it
as support. His name is Al and he is a
lawyer, Years ago. he was just a ward
boss's nod away [rom becoming a judge.
He had worked hard for the party and
had earned the black robe, and he was
cven a prewy good lawyer. But the ward
boss died on him and judgeships can't
be left in wills. Now his healih is bad
and Al has an  undemanding  job  in
county government.

Daley spotted Al called out his name,
rushed over and gave him a two-handed
handshake, the maximum in City Hall
affection. He had seen Al mavbe twice in
ten years, hut he quickly recalled all of
his problems. his work, and a memory
they shared. He likes old people, keeping
them in key jobs and reslating them lor
office when they can barely walk, and
even when they can’t. Like the marriage
vows, the pact between jobholder and
party ends only in either’s death, so long
as the patronage employee loves, honors
and obeys the party. Later that day. Al
will write an cloquent leter in praise of
his old friend o a newspaper, which will
print it

The bodvguard is sull holding 1he
door and Daley goes in at full siride. He
never enters a room tentatively, always
explosively and with a sense of purpose
and direction. especially when the build-
g 1s City Hall.

Actnally, it is two identical buildings,
City Hall and the Cook County Build-
ing. At the mm ol the centwry, the
County Building was erected on hall the
city block. and shortly therealter City Hall
was put up. Although structurally identi-
cal, City Hall cost considerably  more.
Chicago history is full of such oddities,

The lobby and upstairs  cor-
ridors extend through both buildings, but
as a political courtesy Daley never goces
through 1he County Building. It is the
domain of another politician, the presi-
dent of the Cook County Board, who is
known as the mayor of Cook County
and, in theory, is second only to Daley in
power. Later in the day, the president of
Cook County will call and ask how the
domain should he run.

The clevator operators know Daley's
habits and are holding back the doors of
a car. The clevators are automated, but

neiin

many operators remain on  the  job,
standing in the lobby, pointing at open
cars and saying: “Nexi.” Automation is
fine. but how many votes can an auto-
matic clevator deliver?

He gets off at the fifth floor, where his
offices ure. That's why he's known as The
Man on Five. He is also known as duh
Mare and hizzoner and duh leader. For
many, his name is too sacred to mention.

He marches past the main entrance 1o
his outer offices, where people are al-
ready waiting, hoping 1o see him. They
must be cleared hrst by policemen, then
by three secretaries. He doesn’t use the
main entrance because the people would
jump up. clutch ac his hands and overex-
cite themselves, He was suriding through
the building one day when a little man
sprang past the bodyguards and kissed
his hand.

Down the corridor, a bodvguard has
opened a privane door leading divectly to
his three-room ofhce complex. He almost
always uses the side door,

The bodyguards  quickly  check  his
office. then file into a smaller adjoining
room hlled with keepsakes from Presi
dents and his ip to Ireland, They use
the room as a lounge while studying his
schedule, planning the routes and wait-
ing. Another room is used for taking
important phone calls when he has some-
one with him. Calls from President Ken-
nedy and President Johnson were put
through 1o that room.

Somewhere i the building, phone ex-
perts have cleared his lines for taps. The
limousine has been parked on LaSalle
Sureet, outside the Hall's main entrance,
and the rail car has moved into place.
His key people are already in their
offices, always on tme or carly because
he may call as soon as he arrives. And at
nine A, he, Richard Joseph Daley. is
in his office and behind the big gleaming
mahogany desk, in a high-backed dark-
green leather chair. ready to start anoth-
er day of doing what the experts say is
no longer possible—running a big Amer-
wan city, But as he has often said to
confidants. “What in hell do the experts
know?" He's been running a big Ameri-
can city lor 15 of the toughest vears
American  cities have ever seen. He,
Dalev, has been running it as long as
or longer than any of the other lamous
mavors—Curley ol Boston, La Guardia of
New York, Kelly of Chicago—ran theirs:
and unless his health goes, he, Daley, will
be running it for another fonr vears.

Twenty is a nice round higure. They
give soldiers a pension after 20 years and
some companics give wrist watches, He'll
scttle for something simple. like mavbe
another jet airport built on a man-made
islind in the lake and named after t
and mavbe o statue outside the €
Center, with a modest inscription, like,
“The greatest mayor in the history ol the
world” And they might cordon off his
oflice as a shrine.

It's strictly a business office. Like the
man, the surroundings have no distract
ing frills, He wears excellently tailoved
business suits. buying six a year from
Duro’s. one of the best shops on Michi
gan Avenue, The shirt is always radiant
white, the tie conservative. Because his
shoulders are mrrow, he never works in
his shirt sleeves, and is seldom seen pub-
licly in casual clothes. The businesslike
appearance curies through the  ofhee.
The carpets. Turniture and walls are in
muted shades of tan and green, The only
color is provided by the flags ol the
United States and the City ol Chicago.
and a color phowograph ol his family.
The ofhice is without art, When a promi-
nent cultural leader offered o donate
tasteful,  vraditional  paintings  to the
office. an ade said: “Please, no, he can't
accept them. People would think he's
going high hat.”

The desk, with a green-leather inset, is
always dear of papers. He is an orderly
man. Besides. he doesn’t like to put
things on paper. preferring  the  tele
phone. Historians will look in vain for
a revealing memo. an angry note. He
stores his information in his brain, and
has a computerlike recall bank.

The work begins immediately. The
first call will be to his secretary, o check
the waiting visitors and to summon his
press secretary so that he can let the aide
know il he wanis to talk 1o the press that
morning. He holds more press conler
ences than any other major public official
in the countrv—at least two and usually
three a week. In the beginning, they
could be relaxed. casual. oflten friendly
and easy, with the reporiers coming into
his office. getting the questions and am
swers out of the way and swapping fish
stories and a few jokes—always clean
jokes, becruse he walks away from the
dirty ones. But with television, the press
conferences became formal. They moved
to a conlerence room and becime Jess
friendly as the times became less [riend.
Iv. He works to comrol his emotions but
sometimes finds it impossible not o blow
up and begin ranting. Reporters ave like
experts. What do they know?

If he s going to see them, Earl Bush,
the press aide. will bricf him on likely
questions. The veteran City Hall veport-
ers are not hostile, since they have to live
with the mavor, but the TV personalities
sometimes ask the trllt’slimls calculated 1o
cause a purple face and a fit of shouting
rather than o evoke information, He
knows it. but sometimes it's hard not to
get purple and shout.

If he doesn't feel like bothering, he'll
just tell Bush. “to hell with them,™ and
go on to other work. Bush never argues.
He's been there since the beginning,
when he was a hungry journalist run-
ning a struggling neighborhood newspa-
per news service and had a hundh that
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the quiet man running the County
Clerk’s office was going 1o go somewhere.
On the day alter the first mayoral elec-
tion, Daley threw three 5100 bills into
his rumpled lap and said, “Get yourself
some decent-looking clothes.” Since then,
Bush has slept a night in the White
House.

After Bush will come someone like
Deputy Mavor David Stahl, one of the
young administrators the old politicians
call the whiz kids. Like the other whiz
kids, Stahl is serious, well educated, obe-
dient and ambitious; he keeps his sense
of humor out of sight. He was hired for
these  qualities and  also  because  his
[ather-in-law is a real-estate expert and a
close friend of the mavor.

On a day when the city coundil is
mecting, Alderman Thomas Keane will
slip in the side door 1o brief the mavor
on the agenda. Keane is considered see-
ond in party power, but it is a distant
sccond. He wanted to be in front but
was distracted by a craving for personal
wealth. You can’t have both power and
maney il the man you're chasing is con-
centrating only on power. Now Keane is
rich but 100 old ever 1o be the successor.

If there is a council meeting, every-
body marches downstairs at a few minues
hefore ten. Bush and  the  department
heads and personal aides form a proud
parade. The meeting begins when the seat
of Richard Daley's pants touches the

council president’s chair, which is placed
beneath the great seal of the Citv of Chi-
cago and above the heads ol the aldermen,
who sit in a semibowl auditorium.

It is Daley’s council, and in all the
vears it has never once defied him as a
body. Keane manages it lor him, and
most ol its members do what they we
told. In other eras, the aldermen ran the
city and plundered it. In the mayor’s
boyhood, they were so constantly on the
prowl they were known as The Gray
Wolves, His council is known as The
Rubber Stamp.

He looks down at themn, bestowing a
nod or a benign smile on a few [avorites,
and they smile back gratefully, He sel-
dom nods or smiles ar the small minority
of white or black independems. The
independents anger him more than the
Republicans do, because they accuse him
of racism, [ascism and dictatorship. The
Republicans bluster about leafing  pay-
rollers, crumbling gurtters, inftated budg-
vis—traditional. comfortable accusations
that don't stir the blood.

That is what Keane is lor. When the
minority goes on the auwack, Keane or
one ol the administration aldermen he
has groomed for the purpose v I rise
and answer the criticism by shouting
that the critic is a fool. a hypocrite,
ignorant and asguided. Unal his death,
one alderman could be expeaed o leap
to his feet at least once each meeting and

ay: “God bless our mayor, the greatest
mavyor in the world!™

But sometimes Keane and his ever-
ready orators can't shout down the mi-
nority. so Daley has 1o do it himself. If
provoked, he’ll break into a rambling,
ranting speech, waving his arms, shaking
his fists, defending his judgment, delend-
ing his administration, alwavs with the
familiar: “It 1s casy to citicize . . . 10
find [ault . . . but where are your pro-
grams . . . where are your ideas?”

H that deoesn’t shut off the critics, he
will declare them out of order, threaten
to have the sergeant at avms lorce them
o  their seats, and invoke Robert’s
Rules of Order, which he once described
in the heat of debate as “the greatest
book ever written.”

All else failing, he will look toward a
glass hooth above the speaators’ balcony
and make a gesture known only to the
man in the booth, who operates the
svstem  that comrols the microphe
on each alderman’s desk. The man
the booth will touch a switch and the
offending critic’s microphone  will go
dead, and stay dead, until he sinks into
his char and doses his mouth.

The meetings are never peacelul and
orderly. The slightest aiticism touches off
shrill rebunal. leading 10 louder -
cism and, finally, an embarrassingly wild
and vidous oral Iree-for-all. Daley is a
man who speaks highly of law and order,
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but sometimes it appears that he enjoys
the chaos and he seldom moves to end it
until the confrontation has raged out of
control. Every word of criticism must be
answered, every complaint must be dis-
proved, every insult must be returned in
kind. He doesn’t take anything from
anybody. While mediating negotiations
between white trade unions and Dblack
groups who wanted the unions 1o accept
blacks, a young militant angrily rejecied
one of Daley's suggestions ind conclud-
ed: “Up your ass!” Whereupon Daley
leaped o his feet and answered: “And
up yours, too!” Would Jolm Lindsay have
become so involved?

Independent  aldermen  have  been
known to come up with a good proposal,
such as providing [ood for the city's
hungry, or starting day-care centers for
children ol ghetto women who want to
work, and Daley will acknowledge the
idea, but in his own way. Hc'll le
Keane appropriate it, to rewrite and
resubmit as an administration measure.
That way. the independent reaps the
satisfaction ol seeing his idea reach frui-
tion and the administration has more
glory. But most of the independents’
suggestions are sent to a special subcom-
mittee that exists solely to bury their
unwelcome ideas.

The council meetings seldom last be-
yond the lunch hour. Aldermen have

much to do. Many are lawyers and have
thriving practices; Chicagoans know that
a dumb lawyer who is an alderman can
often perform greater legal miracles than
a smart lawyer who isn't.

Keane will go ta a hotel dining room
near City Hall. There at a large round
table in a corner he lunches cach day
with a clique ol high-rise real-estate de-
velopers. hinanciers and political cronies.
The things they plan and share will
shape the future of the city, as well as
the Tuture of their heirs.

Daley has no such luncheon circle and
he eats only with old and close friends or
one of Most alternoons, he
darts across the street to the Sherman
House Hotel and his office in the Demo-
cratic headquarters where, as chainman
ol the Cook County Regular Democoratic
Organization, he will work on  purely
political business: somebody pleading to
be slated for an office or advanced to a
judgeship, a dispute between ward bosses
over patronage jobs. He wries to separate
political work from his duties as mayor,
but nobody has ever been able to see
where one ends and the other begins.,

Lunch will be sent up and he might
be joined by somcone like Raymond
Simon, a Bridgeport-born son of an old
friend. Daley put him in the city legal
department when he was [resh out of
Law school, and in a few years he was in

his sons.

charge of the department, onc of the
biggest municipal law jobs in the coun-
try. Now Simon has taken on an even
bigger job: He has gone into private
practice with Daley’s oldest son, Richard
Michael, not long out of law school. The
name siMON AND DALEY on the office door
possesses magic that has the big clients
almost waiting in line. Daley’s next old-
est son, Michael, has gone into practice
with a former law partner ol the mayor;
he too will soon have a surprisingly pros-
perous practice {or so young and inexpe-
rienced an avorney. Daley hlled Simon’s
place in his cabinet with another brigh
young lawyer, this one a first cousin.
When there's time, Daley is driven 1o
the private Lake Shore Club for lunch, a
swim or a steam bath. Like most of the
better private clubs in the fine buildings
along the lake front, the Lake Shore Club
accepts Jews and blacks. But you have to
sit there all day to be sure of secing one.
It's a pleasant drive 1o the club. Going
north on Michigan, he passes through the
shadow of the John Hancock Building,
one of the tallest buildings in the world
and wwice as high as anvthing near it. It
was built during his lfourth term, despite
the cries of those who said it would bring
inolerable wrathe congestion 1o the gra-
cious streers around it and that it would
lead to other oversized buldings  that
would destroy the unigue flavor ol Michi-
gan Avenue's “magnificent mile.” That's

owest-priced 2-door intermediate.

There’s no compromise, either, in the smooth
torsion-bar ride. Or in the sturdiness of the

rust-resistant Unibody.

Plymouth Satellite. It's got the makings

*Based on a comparison of manufacturers’ suggested
retail prices for closest comparable body style, com-
parably-equipped, excluding state and local taxes,

ya destination charges, equipment requirsd by state law

for the buy of the year.

America’s lowest-priced 2-door
intermediate. Come to think of it—
could be the buy of a lifetime.
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pin the

play in the hay.”

then we

“That’s the way il’s got to be, Shorty. First, we s
straw into gold-
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exactly  what's happening, but in his
current mayoral  campaign. Daley  will
certainly claim Big  John  as another
monument to his leadership.

From Michigan Avenue the limousine
purts to Lake Shore Drive. with the lake
and beaches on the right, which were
there when he started, and the grear wall
ol high-rise buildings on the left, which
wasn't. Dorens of them, hundreds, stretch-
ing mile after mile, all the wav 10 the
city limits, and almost all erccred during
his administration. providing city living
for the upper-middle class and  billions
in profits lor the real-este developers.
They are his administration’s solution o
keeping people in the city.

Behind  the high-rises are the caum-
bling, c<rowded Duildings where the
lower-income people live. No answer has
been found to their housing problems,
because the real-estate moguls say there's
not enough profit in building homes for
them. And bevond them are the middle-
income people, who cm’t make it o the
high-rises and can't stav where they are be-
cause the schools are inadequarte, the poor
are pushing toward them and nothing
is being done about their problems: so
they move to the suburbs. When their chil-
dren grow up and they retire, maybe then
they cim move 1o a lake-from high-rise.

By two o'clock, he’s back behind his
desk and workmg. One ol his visitors
will be a city ofhcial unigue 1o Chicago
city government: the director ol patron-
age. He brings a list of all new city
emplovees for the day. The list isn't
limited to the key employees, the profes-
sional people. All new workers are there
—down to the window washer, the ditch-
digger, the garbage collector. Alter cach
mime will be a résumé of the man's
background and the job and, most im-
portant, the man’s political sponsor. No-
body goes to work for the city—and that
includes governmental bodies that are
not dircctlv under the mavor—without
Daley's knowing about it. He must see
every name, beainse the person becomes
more than an employee: He joins the
political machine, part of the army num-
bering in the thousands that will help
win clecuons. (They damn well better,
or they won't keep the jobs) He scans
the list for anything uwnusual. A new
employee might be related to somebody
special, an important businessman. an
old political family. That will be noted.
He might have been hired by another
city office in a scandal. That won’t keep
him from being put to work somewhere
clse. Some bad ones have worked for half
the governmental offices in the city.
There might be a police record, which
prompts a «ll to the political sponsor
for an explanation. “"He's clean now.™
“Are you surc:” “Ol course, it wis just a
youthful mistake.” “Three times?” “Give
him a break, his uncde is my best pre-
cinct captain.” "OK, a break, but keep

vour eye on him” As he has said so
olten when the subject of ex-cons on the
city payroll comes up: "Are we ta deny
these men honest employment in a free
saciety? Are we to deprive them of the
right to work . . . to become rehabilitat-
ed?" He will forgive anything short of
Republicanism.

The alternoon’s work moves with nev-
er a minute wasted. The engineers and
plimers come  with  their reports on
public-works projects. Somecthing s al-
wirys being built, conerete being poured,
steel being rivered, coniractors being en-
riched.

“When will it be completed?”
asks.

“Early February.”

“It would be a good thing for the
people if it could be completed by the
end ol Ocober.”

The engineers sav it can be done, but
it will mean putting on extra shilts,
night work. overtime pay, a much higher
cost than planned.

“It would be a good thing for the
people il it could be completed by the
end of Octaber.”

OF course it would be a good thing for
the people. Bt would tlso be o good
thing for the Democratic candidates who
are secking clection in carly November
to go out andd cur a ribbon for a new
expressway or a water-fltration plant or,
if nothing clse is handy. another wing at
the O'Hare terminal. What ribbons do
their opponents cur?

The cengineers and  planners  under-
stand. and they see that it gets finished
by Octaber.

On a good afternoon. there will be no
neighborhood organizations to see lum,
because il they get 1o Daley it means
they hitve been up the ladder of govern-
ment and nobody has heen able o solve
their problem. And that usually means a
conflict. between the people and some-
body else, such as a politician or a busi-
nessman whom his aides don't want o
rullle. There are many things his depart-
ment heads can’t do. They can't cross
swords with ward bosses or politically
heavy businessmen. They can’t make -
portant decisions. Some can’t even make
peuy decisions, Daley runs City Hall like
a small Faimily business and keeps every-
body on a short rein. They do only what
they know is safe and what he tells them
10 do. So many things that should logi-
cally be solved several rungs below finadly
come¢ 1o him,

Because of this, he has many requests
from neighborhood people. And when a
group is admitted to his office. most of
them nervous and wide-cyed, he knows
who they are, knows their leaders and
their strength in the community. They
have already been checked out by some-
body. He must know everything. He
doesn’t like to be surprised. Just as he
knows the name of every new worker,

Daley

he must know what is going on in the
vartous citv offices. If the head of 1he
ofhce doesn’t tell him, he has somebody
there who will. In the offices of other
cleaed ofhcials, he has a trusted person
who will keep him informed. Out in the
neighborhoods his precinct caprains are
reporting to the ward  committeemen
and they are reporting to him, His po-
lice department’s intelligence-gathering
division gets bigger and bigger, its net-
work of infiltrators, informers and spics
creating massive files on dissenters, st
gangs, pohtical enemics, newsmen, radi
cals, liberals and anvbody clse who might
be working against him. Il one of his
aides  or  hand-picked  ofliccholders s
shacking up with a woman, he will know
i, And il that man s marvied and 2
Catholic. his political career will wither
ind dic. Thae is the greatest sin ol all,
You i make money under the table
and move ahead. bur you are forbidden
to make searetaries under the sheets. He
has dumped several party members Tor
violating his personal moral standirds, TI
something is leaked o the press. the
bigmouth will be tracked down and pun-
ished. Scandals aren’t public scandals il
vou get there belore your enemies do.

So when the people come in. he knows
what they want and whether it is possible
to give it 1o them, Whether or not they
ger it olten depends on how they acr.

He will come out from behind the
desk, all smiles and  handshakes  and
charm. Then he will retwn to his chair
and sit very sirmight, hands folded, seri
ous and attentive. To one side will be
somebody from the appropriate city de-
pirtment. Now it's up 1o the group. Tt
thev are respectful. he will express symi
pathy, ask encouraging questions and.
fually. tell them that evervthing possible
will be done. And alter they leave. he
may say: “Take care ol it.” With that
command. the roval seal, anvihing is pos
sible, anybody's toes can be stepped on.

But il they are pushy. antagonistic.
demanding instead of imploring, or bold
enough to be ¢ al of him. 1o el him
how he should do his job. to blame him
for their problem, he will rub his hands
together, harder and harder. In a long,
dithcult meeting, his hands will ger raw.
His voice gets lower, softer, and  the
corners of his mouth turn down. At this
point. those who know him will back off
They know what's next. But the unla
miliar, the militant, will mistake his low-
cred voice and nervousness for weakness.
Then he'll blow, and it comes in a frantic
voar: I want you to tell me what to do.
You come up with the answers. You come
up with the program. Are we perfec?
Are you perfeaz We all make mistakes.
We all have Lauls, IU's easy to eriticize. 1ts
casy o hind [aoh. But you tell me whin
to do. This problem is all over the city.
We didn’t create these problems. We
don’t want them. But we are doing whai

o |
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we cin, You tell me how to solve them,
You give me a program.” All of which
Jeaves most people dumb, since lew citi-
zens walk around with urban programs
in 1heir pockets. So they end right back
where they started.

They leave, and the [avor seckers who
[ailed 1o reach him at lunch come in.
Hall the people he sees want a [avor.
They plead for promotions, something
for their sons, a dumce 1o do some
business. to get somebody in City Hall
off their backs, a chance 1o return from
political exile, a boon. They won't get
an answer right there and then. It will
be considered and he'll ler them know.,
Later, sometimes much Later, when he
has considered the alternatives and the
benelits, word will get back 1o them. Yes
or no. Success or [ailure. Lile or death.

Some job seckers come divectly to him,
Complete owtsiders, meaning no [amily
or political connections, will be sent to
sce their ward committeemen. That is
protocol, and that is what he did to the
tall young black man who came to see
him a few vears ago bearing a lewer
[rom a Southern governor who wrote
that the voung black man was one of the
vising political prospects in his state.
Daley told him to sce his ward commit-
teceman and, if he did some  precine
work, rang doarbells, hustled up some
votes, there might be a government job
lor him. Maybe something like making
change m a wollway booth. The Reverend
Juesse  Jackson. now the city's leading
black  civil rights leader, still hasn't
stopped smarting over that.

Others come asking him to resolve a
problem. He is the city’s leading labor
mediator and has prevented the kind of
strikes thar have erippled New York, His
[ather was a union man, and he comes
from a union neighborhood; many of
the union  leaders were  his bovhood
Iriends. He knows what they want. And
il it is in the diy's reasury, they will
get it IF it isn't there, he'll promise o
find it. He has ended a teachers’ strike
by promising that the state legislature
would find funds for them, which sur-
pri.-ml the Republicans in Springlicltl, as
well as purting them on the spot. He is
an elfective mediator with the managse-
ment side of Labor disputes, hecause they
respect his pudgment and because  there
are lew industries that do not need some
Lavors from City Hall.

There are disputes he won't bother
with, such as the conflict between two
ranking party members, both  lawyers,
cach retained by a rival business interest
m a zoning dispute because of their
influence. This s the kind ol situation
that  can drive  lTuncuonaries  berserk.,
Daley angrily wiped his hands of the mat-
ter, bawled them out for ereating the mess,
and let them take their chances on a fair
decision. There are so many clients,

166 peace should exist among friends.

The alternoon is almost gone, but the
petitioners still keep coming in the front
door, the summoned aides through the
side. The phone keeps ringing, bringing
reports from his legislnors in Spring-
ficld, his Congressmen in Washington,
and lrom prominent businessmen, some
of whom will waste a minute of his time
for the glory of telling dinner guests: I
mentioned that to Dick and he likes the
idea.”

Finally, the scheduled appointments
have been deared, the unscheduled hope-
Tuls wold to come back again, a few late
calls. made o his dosest aides. It's six
o'cdock, bt he's sull poing, as it reluc-
tnt to stop. The workdays have grown
longer over the years, the vacations short-
er. There is less visible joy in it all. but
he works harder now than ever before.
Some of his Iriends say he isn't comlort-
able anvwhere bue in the office on five,

The bodyguards check  the  corridor
and he heads downstairs o the limou-
sine. Most ol the people in the Hall
have lelt and the mop crews are going to
work. but always on the sidewalk owtside
will be the old hangerson, waiting 1o
shout a grecting, to get a nod or a smile
in returi.

On the wav out, Bush hands him a
specch. That's lor the next stop, a ban-
quet of civie leaders, or a professional
group, or an important convention. The
hotel grand ballroom is a couple of min-
utes away and he'll speed-read the speech
just once on the way, a habit that con-
tributes to his strange style of public
speaking, the cmphasis olten on  the
wrong words, the sentences overlapping
and the words tumbling over cach other.
Wherever he goes, the gathering will be
heavy in boosterism. full of optimism for
the Tuture, pride in the cty, a reminder
of what he has done. Even in the most
important meetings, they will seek out
his handshake, his recognition. A long
time ago. when they had opposed him,
he put out the hand, and moved the few
steps to them, Now they come o him.
He arrives alter dinner, in time o be in-
troduced. speak, and ger back to the cr.

The alternoon papers are on the back
seat and he reads them until the limou-
sine stops in front of the funeral home.
Wakes ave still pant of political courtesy
aned his culture. He's been to a0 thousand
of them since he stinted in politics. On
the way up. the slightest connection with
the deceased or his Fimily was reason
enough to go. Now he goes 1o fewer, and
only 1o those involving [riends, neigh-
bors. [ellow politicians. His sons [l in
for him at others. Most likely, he'll go o
a wake on the South Side, because that's
where most of his old friends are [rom.
It might be Mdnernev's. wlhich  has
nutchbooks  that bear a poem  begin-
ning: “Brng oul the lace curtains and
call McInerney, | I'm nearing the end
of my life’s pleasant jowrney.” Or John
Egan's, one of the biggest, owned by his

high school pal and one of he last of
the suceesstul undertaker-politicans. The
underaker-politicians  and  the  saloon-
keeper-politicians - have  given  wav 1o
Lwyer-politicians, who are no better, and
they don’t even buy vou a drink or olter
a prayer.

He knows how 10 act at a wake, going
to the immediate family, saving the prop-
er things, offering his regrets, somber-
Iy and with dignity. His covival as as big
an event as the other fellow’s departure.
Belore leaving, he will kneel ar the casket
and sign the visitors' boak. Ay of
handshakes, and he is back in the car.

It's Lme when the limousine turns
toward  Bridgeporr. His neighbors  are
alveady home warching TV, or at the
Pump having a beer and talking basc-
ball, vace or politics. His wife, Eleanor,
or Sis. as he calls her. knows his schedule
and will be making supper. Something
boiled. meat and potatoes, home-baked
bread. She makes six loaves a week. His
mother always made bread. And maybe
ice cream for dessert. He likes jce eream.
There's an old ice-crcam parlov in the
ncighborhood, and someiimes he goes
there lor i sundae, as in bovhood days.

The limousine passes Comiskey Park,
where his beloved White Sox play ball.
He goes 1o Wrigley Field, oo, but only to
be scen. The Sox are his team. He can
walk to the ball park from the house. At
least e used to be able 1o walk there. To-
day it's not the same. A person cm't walk
anywhere. Mavbe someday he'll build a
big superstadium for all the teams. better
than any other city’s. Mavbe on the lake
front. Let the conservationists moan, Tt
will be good for business, drawing con-
ventioners from hotels, and located near
an expressway so people in the suburbs
can drive in. With lots of parking space
for them, and bright lights so they can
walk. Someday, if there’s time, he might
just build it.

Across Halsted Street. then a turn
down Lowe Avenue, into the glow of the
brightest streetlights of any city in the
country. The streets were dark before; ;
person couldn’t see who was there. Now
all the sueets have lights so bright that
some people have to lower their shades
at night. He turned on all those lights,
he built them. Now he can see a block
ahead from his car, 1o where the police-
man is guarding the front of his home.

He 1ells the driver that tomorrow will
require m even carlier st He must
carch a Might o Washington 10 tell a
committee  that  the more
money. There are so many things that
must be built, so many more people 1o
be hived. But he'll be back the same day,
in the silternoon, mavbe with enough
time to stop at the Hall. There's always
something to do there. Things have to be
done. Il he doesn't do them, who will?

citics  necd
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change have begun 1o stir more than the
windmills.

At fist blush, Dutch girls don’t scem
much different [rom their urban counter-
puts in other European countries. They
are influenced by virtnally the same tastes.
moved by similar social currents and in-
spired by more or less identical aims in
life. But there are a conple ol notable
distinctions, one of which is the l[emale
Hollander's capacity for cindor. Not every
one of them, il asked what she likes doing
best. would reply, “Eating. dvinking and
fucking”—as did one in a very candid
CONVErsaton with a PLAYBOY mierviewer
—hut lew would regard this response as
particularly outrageous. A visitor accus-
tomed to the word games that characerize
so many male-Temale encounters elsewhere
would be agreeably disarmed by the forth-
rightness ol the Durch.

What may impress him even more is
the astonishing variery of beantiful girls
he'll see on the streets—statuesgue Nordic
Llondes, bromzed belles from Aruba and
the other iskinds of the Netherlands An-
tilles, dark-cved sirens from [ormer Dutch
territories in Southeast Asia. Holland is
also the natton in which the  plesan
minriage of the miniskirt with the bicvdle
Wiy (Illlﬁlll]lllllll‘.‘(l. l)lllt']l men arg¢ So o ac-
customed 1o the sight of miles ol bare
legs flashing past on bikes that they
scireely pay any atendon, but loreigners
who find themselves in a Duich city on a
warm day olten ignore its historic atirac-
tions and station themselves by the side of
the voad, hoping for a strong breeze.

Il modern Dutch  girls—panrticularly
those in go-go Amsterdam—appear o be
unburdened with the guile ol so-called
conventional morality, s because  they
question and olten reject its validity,
preferring o respect their individual
consciences vather than the rules once
imposed by authority. “We make up our
own minds,” says a vivacious 23-vear-old
Catholic. employed as a hotel receptionist.
“I so 1o church becuse 1 believe in God
and the pill, not in the Pope. He wouldn't
pay for an abortion if I needed one and
1 don't sce why I should go without sex
just because I'm single. What a stupid,
old-Lashioned idea!™

OF all the prolound changes that have
shaken the soucture of this small, dense
Iy packed democracy, the most important
have been effected by the youth ol both
sexes. Unlike their counterparts in the
politicized U.S. vouth movement, whose
espousal of violence has rightened olk
potential sympathizers (and, predictably,
brought about cven stiffer  repressive
measures by the  established  order),
voung Dutch men and women choose to
work within the system. Already they've
scored victories at the political level; three

candidates in therr 205 won scats on the
cty council last summer, And the blunt-
est instrument of social  protest  they
employ is humor, as the Dutch women’'s
lib demonstrated when a faction known
as Dolle Minas went out into the strects
and onto the public-tansportition  sys-
tem ol Amsterdam Jast year, grabbing
handiuls of masculine bottoms. Dolle
Minas wanslates roughly inmto “Crazy
Women,” and its acuvists—who have no
objection to being known as crizy wom-
carried  their  campaign
equal rights into the sanctuary of the
street pissoir. They  demanded,  reason-
ably enough, that these stricly male con-
veniences be opened 1o ladies, too.

But ¢ven the Dolle Minas have
been very active in recent months,

en—also {or

not
per-
haps because Amsterdam is simply not
conducive to prolonged hostility hetween
the sexes. Sooner or later, evervone—male
and Temale—scems to end up peacelully
coexisting in this city, which has rapidly
brcome the cosmopolitm  crossroad  for
much of voung Europe as well as ol young
Hollind. Distances are short and wans-
portation excellent within the Nether-
Linds. and the  girls ol The Hague,
Rotterdam, Haarlem and Urrechr, as well
as those lrom the countryside ol Zeeland
and the Brabant, flock to Amsterdam in
scarch of excitement. They almaost always
find it. The city exudes an almost tangi
ble sexuality: the red-light districr holds
a promise not merely ol sex bur ol a
mstenious something more. The  lighis
in the windows are warm and pink, and
their reflections twinkle mvitingly i the
dark waters of the canals. A couple ol
policemen stop at one of the doorways

‘ INFORMATION l

and chat amiably with a lissome young
Indonesian girl about her mother’s -
fluenza. They move away tactlully when
a customer approaches, bid him  good
cvening and cross the canal bridge 1o
resume thenr duties, hands clasped hehind
their backs like a couple ol worker priests
nuking the rounds of an errant con-
Sregation.

In  Amsterdam’s  two  biggest  enter-
tainment areas, the Leidseplein and the
Rembrandusplein, the bars, calés and dis-
cothéques are alive with voung people
and the aiv i many of them is thick with
the smoke of Red Lebanese, Congo bush
ad other exouic weeds. Although  the
possession ol psvehedelics 15 otherwise
illegal in the Netherlands, the cy has
eranted permission for thenr use on cer-
tamn pramises, such as o cub thar used
1o be a chureh. Scores of female Amencin
visitors wiander through its many rooms.
more lreaked out by the city counal’s
liberalism than they are by any lorm ol
dope.

Hollanders  regard  pracices  officially
condemned as socal abervations in othes
Western conmries—including our own-—
as mercly aspects of the human condition.
Homosexuality,  pornography,  prostitu-
tion and drug use are more than cver
part of the human condition in 1971,
and the voung women ol Hollnd,
no less than the men, sensibly  regard
them as such. IT there is something unique

about Dutch girls. i's their straightlor-

ward approadh o all these facs ol con-
temporary life. They have  discovered
samething that should surprise nobody:
that a society does not necessarily disin-
wegrate il it acknowledges wmd  accepts
itsell, not as all the good burghers might
wish it were hut as it really is.

ML

“You're a hippopotamus.”
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BEEF TACOS
(Serwves erght)

2 Ibs. ground chuck of beef
3 tablespoons salad oil
L teaspoon oregano
14 teaspoon ground lennel
34 teaspoon grownd cumin

34 cup minced onion

1 1easpoon very finely minced garlic

1 10 2 teaspoons very linely minced chili

peppers
2 reaspoons  powdered mole or  diili
powder

Salt, pepper

2 cups beel stock

1 cup tomato purée or WIMRLo sauce

16 heat-and-serve faco shells

Heat oil in large saucepan. Add beel.
Sauté until meat loses raw color, stirring
frequently with kitchen fork to break
meat apart as much as possible as lor
meat sauce. Stir in oregano, leninel, cum-
in, onion, garlic, chili peppers, powdered
mole, 2 teaspoons salt and 14 Leaspoai
pepper. Saued about 53 minutes longer.
Add stock and tommo purée. Simmer very
slowly 34 hour or untl sauce is thick
and flavors are well blended. Mixture
shiould ook longer il

not be soupy;
necessary. Add more sale if desired. Heat
taco shells Tollowing directions on pack-
age. Guests spoou beel into taco shells

/7

they

and top it with sloedded lettuce and
cheese from buftet 1able. To Iry vour
own taco shells, dip tortillas into hot fat
for a few seconds to make tortillas pli-
able; bend in hall and fry in hot [far,
holding tortilla edges apart with tongs
or forks until brown and crisp.
PEPPERED SHRIMP
(Serves eteht)
3 s, medium-size shrimp
Salt, pepper
I lemon
1 large Spanish onion
1 Large sweet green pepper
1 large sweet ved pepper

34 cup shelled pumpkin sceds  (not
roasted)

11 cup peanue oil

4 Luge, [resh,  lam, riln." tonLoes,

peeled, seeded and cur into 144
lengthwise strips

1 teaspoon leal thyme

34 teaspoon ground coriander

14 teaspoon ground mace

1 10 2 waspoons very finely minced chili
peppers

2 tablespoons fresh lime juice

1 tablespoon very inely minced alinro

34 cup [resh bread crumbs

Place shrimp in cold water 1o cover.

Add 2 reaspoons salt and juice ol lemon,

tell us masturbation is harmless!”

Slowly bring 1o a boil. When water
boils, turn off flame. Let shrimp  re-
main in liquid 10 minutes.  Remove

shrimp from  liguid, but save 3 cups
liquid for later use. Peel shrimp. vemove
back vein and cut in half lengthwise.
Cut onion in hall through stem cd: cut
crosswise  into  thinnest  possible  slices.
Cut sweet peppers lengthwise in hall,
Remove stems. seeds and  inner mem-
branes. Cuat lengthwise into thinnest pos
sible strips. Place pumpkin seeds in dry
[rving pan over low lame. Heat, stirring
constantly—they will sputter and bounce
somewhat during heating—until pumpkin
seeds begin to turn partially - hrown.
Place pumpkin sceds in blender and
Blend until pulverized. Heat oil in large
saucepan. Add tomatoes, onion, sweet
peppers. thyme, coriander, mace, chili
peppers, pumpkin seeds, lime juice and
cilantro. Sauté¢ until vegetables are ten-
der but not brown. Add 3 cups shrimp
stock and bread crumbs. Bring up 1o a
boil, but do not boil. Add shrimp. Sim-
mer until shrimp are merely  heated
through. Add salt and pepper to taste.
Dish is best if made a day belore serving
and slowly rehemed for the bulfet able.

PORK WITIHI TOMATOES AND CILANTRO
(Serves six 1o eight)
4 Ibs. pork-loin roast
14 cup peanut oil
6 large, firm, ripe tomatocs. pecled,
sceded and cut into 1V4-in. dice
114 cups onions, Li-in. dice

I teaspoon very finely minced garlic

2 ablespoons  very  hinely  minced
aluntro
1w 2 wblespoons very finely minced

chili peppers

115 reaspoons ground sage

2 teaspoons ground corviander

Salt. Pepper

3 tablespoons Hour

I quart chicken or beel stack

Remove bone and far from pork. Cat
mio 14-in. cubes. (Meat should not be
ot large as for a stew) Heat oil in a
deep saucepan or stewpol.  Add  pork
and santé unal o meat color.
Add romatoes. onions, eiwlic, clantro,
chili peppers, sage and coriander. Sprinkle
generously with salt and pepper. Mix well,
Simmer covered over low [lame about 15
minutes. Sprinkle flour over meat and
stiv well. Add stock. Simmer slowly about
115 hours or uniil pork is very tender.
Add salt and pepper il desired. Serve
with rice.

loses  raw

CHICKEN MOLE
(Serves six to cight)

2 3b.

stew
Peanut oil
14 cup sesame seeds
I cup shiced almonds
14 cup shelled pumpkin sceds

[rying chickens, cot up as for



2 heat-and-serve faco shells, browned in

oven, or 2 tortilas, Iried brown

I cup onions, small dice

2 teaspoons very hinely minced garlic

Ib-0z. can tomatoes

2 cups chicken broth

2 tablespoons lime juice

I teaspoon ground cinnamon

1 oz. srated bitter chocolate (optional)

2 1o 1 teaspoons very finely minced

chili peppers

Salt, pepper

Heat 3 tablespoons oil in large skillet.
Sprinkle chicken with salt and pepper.
Sauté chicken  until  light-brown.  Add
more oil to pan when necessary. Place
chicken in a single layer in a large
shallow casserole or 2 casseroles il neces-
sarv. Place sesame seeds,  almonds and
pumpkin sceds ina large dry skiller.
Heat over a low-to-moderate flame, stin-
ring almost constantly, unul  contents
are medivm-brown.  Place  contents of
pan in blender. Blend until smooth.
Leave almond mixture in blender. Break
taco shells into small pieces mnd acdd 10
blender with almond  mixue. Blend
until pulverized. Keep mixture in blend-
cr. Ina saucepan. sauté onions and garlic
in 2 tablespoons oil until onions are
tender. not brown. Add w  blender.
Add tomatoes, chicken broth, lime juice.
cimumon, chocolate and chili peppers.
Blend until smooth.

Il Blender is small, blending may have
to be done in two batches. Traditionally,
the vich [Lwvor ol chocolale appears
this dish. It may be omitted; without
chocolime, the sauce is more  delicate.
Tasie sauce. Add salt il desived. Pour
over dhicken. Preheat oven at 375 . Cover
casserole. Bake 1 hour. Place chicken on
plhitter. Stir sauce in casserole, Thin with
chicken Inoth il desived. Spoon sauce
over chicken.

ZUCCHINT, TOMATO AND EGG SALAD
(Serves six to eight)
2 Ihs. medinmesize zucchini
4 hiand-boiled cggs
4 Large. Tvesh, hrm, ripe 1omatoces,
pecled. seeded and cat into V-in. dice
14 cup olive oil
I tablespoon very finely minced chili
peppers
11 cup minced scallions, white and firm
Pt ol green
1 tablespoon very linely minced cilantro
3 tablespoons wine vinegar
Salr, freshly ground pepper
Cut zucchini in hall lengthwise. Do
not peel. Cut aosswise ino 1] -in. slices.
Boil zucchini in salted water until just
barely tender, 5 minutes or less. Drain
well. Cut eggs into 14-in. dice. Place
tomatoes. zucchini and eggs in salad
bowl. Add eil. Toss thoroughly. Add
ckili peppers, scallions, cilantro, vinegar,

“You little devil! Don’t tell me you didn’t know the
way lo a man’s heart was thvough his stomach!”

and salt and pepper to taste. Toss well,
Chill unual serving time,

ENCHILADAS WITH CHICKEN AND CHEESE
(Serves eight)

% whole breasts of chicken, boiled

1 1. Monterey Jack cheese

2 medinm-size onions

1 1o 2 wblespoons very finely minced

chili peppers

114 cups sour ¢ream

Salt, pepper

Peanut oil

24 tortillns, 10 4-in. diameter

Remove skin and hones Irom chicken.
Cut meat into lnwe dice. Pur chicken,
cheese and onious through meat grinder
using hine blade. Add chili peppers and
sour cream. Season gencrously with salt
and pepper. Blend well. Hear 14 i, oil
in skillet preheated av 350 Place tentillas
one by one in hot oil and hear 3 10 5
seconds, only long enough lor tortilla 1o
hecome  pliable. Dip  each tortilla in
green-tomato sauce (vecipe lollows). Place
about 214 tablespoons chicken mixture
on cach tortilla and voll tortilla avound
chicken mixture. Place endhiladas open
side down in a single laver in a large
shallow casserole or 2 casseroles. Spoon

arecir-tomato sauce on top, Preheat oven
at 850 . Bake 20 minutes or until heared
through.

GREEN-TOMATO SAUCE

3 12-0z. cans Mexican green tomatoes

14, cup onions, finely minced

114 teaspoons very finely minced garlic

1 cup diced sweer green peppers

3 tablespoons peanut oil

3 1ablespoons Hlour

2 teispoans sugar

I 1o 2 wblespoons very finely minced

chili peppers

Salt, pepper

Drain tomitoes, reserving juice. Cut
tomatoes into Li-in. dice. Samé onions,
garlic and green peppers in oil unuil
onjons are tender, not hrown. Stiv in
flour. blending well. Slowly add romato
juice and tomatocs, blending well. Add
sugar and chili peppers. Season with sale
and pepper. Simmer slowly 20 minutes.

The preceding recipes should put vou
and vour guests in the proper south-ol-
the-border spirit and label you an hiombre

ol distinction.
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PLAYBOY lNTERVle (continued from page 78)

stagchands would be on top of us and
her agent would have thrown down his
mangy gauntlet and it would be pistols
at dawn in the Bois. Of course, il the
show were live, it might be worth it
anyway. just to see il there would be a
jump in the ratings—as it were. The sad
fact is. I'm often unaware of how sexy
a guest is until I see the show at home and
notice she was stunning. As I've said,
there’'s a lot on your mind while vou're
doing the show—so much that vour bio-
logical urges and responses are somewhat
dulled, I'm sorry 1o report. Then there are
times 've thought a lady guest Fancied
me, as the English say, only to find that,
as I owent o say goodbye backstage, she
could scarcely place the face. It was all an
act. My naiveté is touching, sn't it?
PLAYBOY: You said a few vears ago that it
was difhcult to find interesting women to
mterview. Is this still true?

CAVETT: Maybe less so now. but i's
been a perennial problem  with  these
shows. I don’t know why. There may be
fewer interesting women, but mavhe
that's because they've been oppressed so
long that they haven't had a chance to de-
velop their skills. Or maybe they've been
oppressed so much that we don't really
look as hard for interesting women as we
do for interesting men. hecause interest-
ing men are taking up all the positions
that interesting women could be occupy-
img. But I do think an interesting wom-
an 15 much more interesting  than an
interesting man. Isn't that interesting?
PLAYBOY: You've joked abowr women's lib
on your show. Do you really dislike the
movement?

CAVETT: [ dislike the screeching harpics
who have attached themselves to the
movement. Some people are cursed with
personalitics that disqualily them for any-
thing except strident movements  and,
when one comes along, they tune up and
howl. Did vou ever read that really hate-
ful essay about women by Schopen-
hauer? You know, the one where he said
that to call this “broad-hipped. short-
legged race the fair sex is ludicous™
And went on 1o say they have no
appreciation of the fine arts and only
pretend  to dig them in order “to
please”™? T expect he’s burned daily in
cthgy over at Lib Central. But. ol course.
women have heen oppressed. are being
oppressed and are criminally wasted by
being  condemned 10 domestic  traps.
They've made me realize tl but I can
sull joke about the movement in the
same way vou can joke about anything
and still take it seriously.

PLAYBOY: Is your wile liberated, i the
Kiate Millett sense?

CAVETT: In the Millett-ant sense? As far
is I'm concerned. she is. She supports
hersell as an actress when she isn't re-
tired. She's played just abour all the
classic heroines, most Williams characters

and all the good Restoration comedy
roles at Swuratford, Connecticun, at Yale,
on Broadway, ofl-Broadway and on tele-
vision. John Simon said, “She's one of
the few aaresses in America with intelli-
gence, beauty and class,” or something
like that. He left out “liberated.”
PLAYBOY: Did vou live together before
vou got married?

CAVEIT: I love talking about these inti-
nate, personal things. T was taken to a
brothel in Paris by Gore Vidal, who was
looking for locations for a film about the
life of Marshal Pétain, and mer my wile
there, I oasked her to leave her tawdry
prolession and marry me, as I was plan-
ning a career combining the best aspects
of podiatry and fortunetelling. She said
that hers seemed a more honest vade,
but she told me to keep in touch. A vear
later, she appeared in New York. mar-
ricdd to a UN delegate, and we had a
brief liaison in chambers I kept for that
purpose at the Hotel Alamac. Her huos-
hand was recalled to Paris by a combina-
ton of imernational wensions and chvonic
gastrocnteritis mud eventually forgor her,
so I marnied her. That's as much as T care
to reveal, since certain aspects of the affair,
as vou can see, are of a delicate nature.
PLAYBOY: According to vour network hi-
ography, you met at Yale while she was
in the drama school, ]1]:1}‘t'l| i stock
together and got married after that.
CAVETT: That’s the version 1 give out 1o
Preserve my image.

PLAYBOY: Arc you cver propositioned by
[emale [ans?

CAVETT: Yeah. | was wilking down Broad-
wiv with another guy who works on the
show and. when we got 10 the corner,
three very cute, attractive whores said
10 us, "Do vou want 10 have some [un®”
I said, “What did vou have in mindz”
And one of them screamed and  said,
“Oh, my God. it’s you! Can I have your
autograph?” She said she just came up
Irom Memphis and couldn’t wait 10 1ell
her aune she’d met me. 1 was vaguely
insulted that she never mentioned the
original subject again. Whores are not
mv only female [ans, however,

PLAYBOY: Would vou ever consider ac-
cepring some of these propositions?
CAVETT: From a whore?

PLAYBOY: O from an average nonprofes
sionaud girl.

CAVETT: Yes, | would consider
then reject the idea.

PLAYBOY: Would your wile mind if vou
accepred?

CAVETT: You'd have 1o ask her. brn know-
ing her as livde as T do, T suspect she
would.

PLAYBOY: Is it her disapproval that would
stop you?

CAVETT: Is this the part of the imerview
where I'm supposed 1o that, since
psychoanalysis. 1 realize that 1 have a
cock and two balls and I'm not ashamed

it—amnd

of it amymore? Well, T can't say it be-
cause I haven’t been m analysis. I can
only half subscribe to that.

PLAYBOY: Does that mean that you have
only once ball and half a cock?

CAVETT: Don’t {ool with ir.

PLAYBOY: Have vou ever felt the need for
psychotherapy?

CAVETT: I'd love to be in analysis, bat an
hour a day is a lot and I'd yather spend
the ume on dance lessons. I've never el
the need, as vou put it but 1 leel the
curiosity. T mean I'm not subject 1o anvy
debilitnting psychic hangups that I'm
aware ol Acually, I'd like to watch
someonc else’s analysis, beciuse 1 find
the pracess Lascinating. Come to think of
it, mavhe I do need analysis—to cure me
of my vayewristic desire to spy on people
in analysis. Mayvbe Tl put an ad in
Serew: “Young man, nice build, carly
30s. likes to watch headshrinking, cither
sex. Write Ron: Box 243." Natrally, T
wouldn’t use my real name.

PLAYBOY: Could all this be an ¢laborate
rationalization for avoiding analysis
saving vou “hnd the process Liscinating”™?
CAVETT: I've worried about that so much,
its  practically sent me into analvsis,
Seriously. il 1 ever feel the pressuve. Tl
pop myself onto a couch tout de suite.
Right now, I'd be 1aking up some poor
suffering devil's space, I'm alvaid.
FLAYBOY: Speaking of hang-ups, are vou
as sensitive as you scem to be about your
height?

CAVETT: Shut up! I mean no. T felt 1
needed some physical comic device. Since
I'm not exuaordinarily fat or thin or
hideous. T decided on shortness. Though
I grew o be nearly 5 77, myv prediaed
fimal height when I was voung  was
around 5 37, so analvsis might  reveal
certain tensions with givls because  of
carly shortmess alfecting my later life.
PLAYBOY: How did this tension with girls
affect you?

CAVETT: It manifested itsell in the form
of  sweating, bursting  collar  butions.
bushing until T thought my evebrows
would singe off from the heat. rigid and
unganly dancing. All the usual  attri-
butes of the poised voung man from Ne-
braska. T wonder what all that tension
comes from. It's not all sexual tension,
but o lot of 1w is. I mean, at 14, 1
remember heing only partly conscious ol
the fact thae while trying to improvise
lighthearted banter with Barbara abowut
Mr. Scott’s history class. while shilting
from foot 10 foot, what I really wanted
to do was pull her pants down. But
how? Where? When? What wonld 1 do
when [ got them down? The thought
that I never wonld—or worse, that some-
one clse might—used o send me into
Dostorevskvan gloom.

PLAYBOY: Whar was your solution?
CAVETT: | 100k up magic. It wasnt the
most satislactory answer, but it starged
me performing, and here we are oday,
aren’t wez Ha-ha, Barbara!




PLAYBOY: Because of your height and
your puckish appearance, you've been
described in the press as “a Charlie
Brown type” and as “someone out of
Our Gang.” Would you call those char-
ACLCHIZALIONS accurate?

CAVETT: I've never seen mysell as Charlie
Brown for a second. I don’t know what
the hell people are talking about. James
Brown, mavbe.

PLAYBOY: Then you're not vulnerible and
hoyish?

CAVETT: Not in my own mind. Mavbe
that's an indication that I am without
knowing it.

PLAYBOY: Then are you still the innocent
kid from Nebraska?

CAVETT: Pantly that and pardy a lot of
other things.

PLAYBOY: What other things?

CAVETT: 1 can’t begin to answer the ques-
tion, “"What are you?” I've never given
the subject o moment’s thought and I
think I'd be just as happy keeping it that
way. Te ain’t my style.

PLAYBOY: Do vou agree with those who
feel that you hide your opinions [rom
the public?

CAVETT: I'd rather not say. No—they're
vight. I do it constantly. On all subjects.
I just don’t sce the show as a means to
exploit mysell or push my views. I don’t
Lave any terrific sense of mission.
FLAYBOY: Are vou alraid to rvisk offending
people with your attitudes?

CAVEIT: I'm not aware of being afraid.
And many times my atitndes and opin-
ions have been explicitly stated. T think
I could offend just as many people by
being a blind asshole. Pardon me. 1
shouldn’t have said bland.

PLAYBOY: Your muail seems to indicate
that some prople consider you a secret
hippie. Are you?

caverr: How would T know if T werc?
And how did you get into my mail?
PLAYBOY: No comment. Have you ever
smoked pot?

CAVETT: As I told Jerrv Rubin on the
show, yes, but T didn’t inhale.

PLAYBOY: Have you ever gotten high?
CAVET: 1 do not, as they y, “use”

H

marijuana. One would find it hard never

to have encountered it in one’s—ahem
—widely traveled existence. One suspects
one has, and concluded that the experi-
ence is hnally an undesirable one from
one’s own point of view. But that was
long ago and [ar away, he said. retreming
again behind a veil ol mystery.

PLAYBOY: Woody Allen his said that he
trns on with St. Joseph Baby Aspirin.
Have you cver tried it?

CAVETT: No, nor would I try to top his
joke. I know Woody Allen to be practi-
cally puritan on the matter of tampering
with his unadulterated consciousness,
cven to the point of refusing to wear
sunglasses because they produce someone
clse’s version of the real world. Some
vears ago, we both got smashed on hall a

glass of beer in a German restaurant and
directed a number of highly witty insults
at the host regarding the Sudetenland.
I's a wonder we weren't found years
later in a meat freezer in Yorkville. We
have never drunk  publicly  together
again. My capacity has increased  to
where I can handle a bottle ol beer all by
myscll now, whereas he can still get loaded
on a teaspoon of the foam. But then I'm
an inch taller than he is.

PLAYBOY: Pcople also wonder why vou
dress so casually oflstage and so conserva-
tively onstage. They [eel you're copping
out for relevision.

CAVETT: Who are these people? And why
do they assume this is the real me?
Maybe how I dress on television is the
real me and this is an act. Maybe they're
botl an act. Do you have the name ol a
good analvst?

PLAYBOY: Others have written in to say
that vour hai's too long. Have you con-
sidered getting it cut shorter?

CAVETT: My hair is a big drag. Every day
it’s in a different mood or pointing in a
new direction. As for its length, that is
determined by when I [eel like getting a
haircut and not by those who write in
saying I look like a hippie or the emrlier
Mery Grifin. You can’t judge a hook by
its cover, and some pcnl)lc can’t even
judge one by its contents. Where this is
all leading is that those who are upset by
my hair may cither continue to watch—
as often as they cm stand it—or piss off.
In an orderly [ashion, of course.

PLAYBOY: Are you sensitive to press criti-
cism?

CAVETT: No, T don’t mind the criticism. If
I think the critic is wrong, it's a litle
irvitating. but if I think 1 ¢ learn
something [rom a critic. 1 may even get
pleasure out ol a cerain amount of
knocking. It scems to make your image a
little more interesting.

PLAYBOY: What valid criticisms have been
or could be made of vou?

CAVETT: “Could” 1s casicr to answer.
There are times when T don't feel as
aroculate as I'm alleged to be, and times
when I let something pass on the show
that should have been [ollowed up on,
or lailed to respond in a way that o
guest needed at that moment. The criti-
csms that have been made are usually
about the handling ol some guest who,
according to a critic, I should have shut
up or should have let talk more, de-
pending on the critic’s prejudices.
PLAYBOY: What criticisms would you offer
your competitors?

CAVETT: God. I'd hate to. So many things
have 1o be considered.

PLAYBOY: What do you like about them.
then? How about David Frost?

CAVETT: I'm just coming home when his
show is ending. but T must say 1 like the
end of his show, which is what I've scen
most olten. I've never seen a whole
David Frost Show, but I saw part of his
mmterview  with Adamm  Clavion  Powell
and part of his show with Orson Welles.
I think Frost does an excellent job of
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“Henry, have you ever asked yourself why
no one seems lo notice?”’

171



PLAYBOY

interviewing. He's alert and he picks up
on those things in the middle of an an-
swer that are very casy to let pass. As 1
said, Tlet them pass at times and it drives
me Inuts.

PLAYBOY: What do you think about John-
ny Carson’s work?

CAVETT: I'm very uncomlortable talking
about my competition. I see nothing
wrong with The Tomight Show. If Carson
has a theory about how to do the show,
and if he's been true to that theory, then
fine. I think he’s good, 1 think he's
consistent and I don’t really want to talk
about it.

PLAYBOY: \Why nor?

CAVETT: Because 1 only want to say nice
things about myv competitors. There are
things I like and things I don’t like about
them, but I don’t think there’s any great
virtue in discussing other people’s short-
comings. I'd rather discuss my own.
PLAYBOY: Go right ahead.

CAVETT: Why did I start thisz It's tempt-
ing 1o lay out a lew in order to appear
modestly sell-critical, but it’s another of
those things I dom’t think much abour.
I'd rather go w a movie. And why
should T knock mysell and ler Carson,
Grifhn and Frost come off well in this
merview? Are you mad, man?

PLAYBOY: Let's try an oblique approach.
Do vou agree with those who think Mery
Grillin's show tewds to be Irivolous—that
it lacks serious talk?

CAVETT: That isn't necessarily bad. T've
never felt that the standard ol excellence
is serious talk. It immediately sounds
prety dismal. IT vou told me there was
going to be a good serious talk on televi-
sion tonight, T doubt that I'd warch it Tt
I want serious talk, I'll have it mysell. Or
I'll read something: you can read much
[aster than you can listen. All I can say
is that I try to do an entertaining show
that may include more topics than the
concept of entertainment usually encom-
passes. Entertainment usually suggests a
comedian or a sketch or a funnv inter-
view—all good things and things that 1
like. On the other hand, a certain
amount of the sertous talk I've had on
the show has put me 1o slt't-p. Ol course,
some of it is more entertaining and olten
funnicr than the comedian who stands
center stage.

PLAYBOY: Many people feel that your
show has a much stronger political orien-
tation than the other talk shows. Do you
try consciously to provide substantial po-
litical coment?

CAVETT: No, bhut then I don't think in
those terms. Certainly not evervthing we
do is political. Politics isn't the end of
life and T don't think everything has 10
be concerned with it. Even during war-
time, some people are still going o write
idvllic poetry.

PLAYBOY: Be that as it may, don’t you get
a good deal ol political feedback [rom
your letter-writing audience?

172 CAVETT: Yes, because we live in a terribly

politicized age. But I'm sick of hearing
Irom people who uy 1o pose as repre-
sentatives of pressure groups and winm
me that if T don't get with their kind of
thinking. they're going to bring me to
my knees financially. 1t's very iritating,
because many of them get outraged at
one thing out of a thousand things I say.
It’s as stupid as condemning a whole anrt
museum  because you don't like one
painting. I wish somcone would give
these people a lesson on how to use the
channel selector. Tune me out forever,
but spare me your mail. Let me make it
dear that I'm not mad at everyone who
writes in and complains abour some-
thing. 1 enjov reading i mail. I'm
talking specifically about people who not
only say they'll never watch the show
again. but who go on o say that it
should be taken off the air. Unless it's
actually menacing the health of the
country, they should admit that somebody
might like it.

PLAYBOY: Last October, the black Jazz
aud People’s Movement lodged a com-
plaint by disrupting  your show. Had
they attempted 1o mect with you before
the conivontation occurred?

CAVETT: I'm a little vague on some of i,
because this thing had been going on for
a while before 1 heard about it They'd
already disrupted  Grifin and  demon-
strated in Carson’s corridor, and 1 got a
cill from their organization saying that
they were going to have 1o disrupt our
show. Equal time, you sce. We knew
what night it was going 10 be, since they
had alerted the news department them-
sclves, but I didn't know what 1 was
going to do. I figured I'd wait and see
what form the disturbance ook, maybe
stop tape and then tlk o them and ry
to find & way to work it out. As it turned
out, they got an unexpecied cue [rom
Trevor Howard, who happened to say
about New York, “Jazz is gone.” They
blew in unison on deafening police whis-
tes—very painful o the ear. So we
stopped tape for 70 minutes and went
into a big mob scene on the stage. People
were running lrom group to group and
it was all mixed up. since they weren't
very well ovganized and we weren't very
well prepared. The whole thing was 1o
tally unprecedented. We eventually did
give them time on one¢ show a week
Later, but I'd like o make it dear that
cvervbody who disrupts a network show
isn't going to get on the air,

PLAYBOY: The Jazz and Pcopie’s Move-
ment claimed that wrue black jazz has
been arbitrarily excluded from American
television. Do vou feel it's your responsi-
bility to make sure that all clements in
socicty are represented?

CAVETT: Heavens, no! I've never thought
about my responsibility 1o society. T just
don’t think that way. 1 had six students
on right after the Cambodia-Kent State
ghastliness because it seemed right at the
tume and I resented the idea that a cer-

tain image ol the campus was being used
for unfecling political purposes. But don’t
come to me for theories on my respon-
sibility to society. Or heavy political rap-
ping. When I shocked some of my [ans by
telling Jerry Rubin that politics bored my
ass off. T meant it in the sense that the
subjeat has become tiresomely obligatory.
I's fashionable, and T resemt the [ac that
some show folk feel they have o rap on
politics 1o show that they're responsible
members of the community. 1M they know
what theyie talking about, like Robert
Viughn does, lor example, fine. Other-
wise, spare us. Politics, like any subject
well handled, can be endlessly fascinating
—ceven to me, a perlormer who knows he
isn't a commentator or the nation's con-
science. But when the people who used
to come on the talk shows to tell [unny
experiences  about  geming  their  dog
through Customs feel they have 1o do a
politicil number, when vou've alrcady
had the subject handled nicely by John
Kenneth  Galbraith  the  night  before,
yecech! In other words, becruse I've had
some superh political guests on. T don’t
want the show to become one where
people who can be [ascinating on other
subjects leel they have 1o discuss the
emerging Republican majority in order to
be popular with me or my audience.
PLAYBOY: Who do you think uses politics
in that way?

CAVETT: It would be presumptuous of me
to single anvbody out. 1 just don’t want
cvery other actor, acrress or singer com-
ing on and talking about Victnam to
prove they're “concerned.™

PLAYBOY: You've said on the show that no
one thought much about politics when
you were in college. What were the burn-
ing issues of the day on youwr campus?
CAVETT: There were none. It really was a
totally wanquil rime.

PLAYBOY: How about the McCarthy hear-
ings?

CAVETT: Those I remember dimly as very
exciting television. Evervone would come
in 1o watch them and 1 remember some
people saying, “He's really giving it o
those Commies.” and others getting [u-
rious il saying. “Don’t vou realize that
hes Hider?” You see. our hometown
newspaper was very shm and 1T hadn’t
the slightest interest in it. When T was in
grade school. T vemember thinking that
everybody will grow up and go 1o fight
on Iwo Jima. just like they did at the
Sanwrday maunee. [ couldn’t imagine life
without the Second World War, Then,
when the War ended, evervihing scemed
relatively placid 1o me. 1 got through
high school knowing vaguely that lelt
and right had something o do with the
French parliament.

PLAYBOY: How do you decide whether or
not you'll invite an adversary to debate
with a political guest?

CAVETT: It depends on the guest. Some
are beuter unopposed. Other times you
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“I understand at one time the Eavth wasn’t at all like the Moon.
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Is your sport jacket
a suit jacket in disguise?

A true sport jacket shouldn’t feel in the
least restrictive.

PLAYERBOY

When you’re driving a car, you
shouldn’t have to feel the sleeve fighting your
arm. Or, if you’re tossing a football with
your son, you shouldn’t have to feel a girdle
pulling at your sides.

Up to now, the materials in sport
jackets didn’t allow for this kind of comfort.

But now McGregor has finally found
a way to bring double-knit comfort toa
man’s sport jacket.

Unlike other materials, McGregor
double-knit, of 100% Dacron* polyester,
1s actually three-dimensional. It’s like
having a whole bunch of coil springs (very,
very soft, though) built right into the jacket.

So when your body bends or arms lift,
the double-knit actually uncoils. Stretches.

This coil action also makes our double- VAP, A=,
knit virtually wrinkle-proof. Instead of also machine washable and dryable, though

b

wrinkling, the material goes right back into  if you insist, you can have it dry cleaned.
place. The McGregor double-knit. The first
And this double-knit jacket of oursis 100 per cent sport jacket.

MCOREGOR.
Breakthrough wear. The double-knit for men.

Double breasted and single breasted sport jackets, from $50 to $60; coordinating slacks, from $20.

174 McGregor-Deniger, Inc., 666 Fifth Avenue, NYC 10019 *DuPont Reg. TM



have to make theatrical or philosophical
choices. Conflictc may be a cheap and
-asy thing to provide, but it makes for
good television. And il you match two
brilliant people, you might also lewrn
something in the ¢lash.

PLAYBOY: Do you feel any obligation to
challenge incorrect or misleading state-
ments made by your guests?

CAVETT: Jesus knows you can't clarily and
distill everything that might be inter-
preted in a certain way by a certain
scgment of the public. Everybody watches
the show with his own thermometer stuck
into it. All I can say is I do it sometimes
and not others. If anyone has a workable
rule on this. I wish they'd send it to me,
PLAYBOY: Why were Administration offi-
cials allowed to appear unopposed on your
show?

CAVETT: The 90-minute show with Mitch-
¢ll, Klein, Finch and Garment? That
came about in an odd way. Back when
we started. T had some Fridays off in
the schedule, so we invited some unusual
hosts, including Herb Klein. to sub-
stitute for me. Then [ decided not to
take those niglts off because of the
show’s newness. I think the Administra-
tion felt we had promised, [ felt we
hadn't, and they suggested this alterna-
tive, and my producer said OK—but
only if they would biing Agnew or
Mitchell with them.

PLAYBOY: How do vou feel you handled
them?

cAVETT: Considering that 1 disagree with
so much of what they stand for, I think I
did a fairly objective job.

PLAYBOY: Please claborate.

caAVETT: | mean I did what I always try
1o do: Make the guests comfortable, keep
it as interesting as possible, let the guests
be secen for what they are and get a
laugh whenever possible. When Mitchell
said that in a year or so, a study would
be completed proving marijuana danger-
ous, I asked in what sense it's a study if
he already knows the outcome. I could
have gone on to say that there are three
possibilitics: You know the outcome, in
which case you're wasting our moncey
continuing the study, or you're stating as
a lact what you hope the outcome will
be, or you've influenced the outcome.
But I thought the point had been made.
PLAYBOY: In rcurospect, would you rather
have had them on with one or more
spokesmen for the opposition?

CAVETT: It might have made a more in-
teresting show. But you have to be care-
ful with “clash™ shows. With a group
like that, you may get a lot of overlap-
ping sentences that you can't hear. And
sometimes you hate to go lor the obvious
conlrontation. Are Democrats the only
people opposed to Republicans?  Com-
munists might also oppose their position,
or people who think all politics is cor-
rupt, or the Minutemen, or four poets.
What's weird is that I had a later show

on which 1. T. Stone, Ramsey Clark and
Joe Califano appeared in response to the
Administration, and  aflterward  [urious
wires came in saving, “We demand equal
time for Republicans!” And the Demo-
crats had been on only for hall as long
as the Administration. You can’t win.
PLAYBOY: Do you think the Nixon Ad-
ministration is unnecessarily uptight about
aime and political dissent?

CAVETT: I'm afraid I'm very bad with that
kind of question. Does “unnecessarily
uptight” imply that there is such a thing
as “necessary” uptightness? And how do
aime and political dissent go together?
And even il vou do tell me what the
question means, I cin only answer with
some generalization, since I'm not an
expert on politics, and  generalizations
are almost as suspect as politicians and,
like politicians, can be counted on only
part of the time. Would you like to sce a
card trick?

PLAYBOY: We just did. Are there any
generalizations you can accept?

CAVETT: Yes, two. I try to obey the gold-
en rule and avoid salmon aoqucttes.
PLAYBOY: A great deal ol conflict has been
generated by those who accept the gen-
eralization that political violence is justi-
fiedd when all other forms of dissent have
been  unsuccessfully tied. Would  you
agree with thawe

caverr: I can’t think of any circum-
stances in which I'd bomb someone else’s
property.

PLAYBOY: Can you scc why others do i?
CAVETT: Yes, at the risk of being misun-
derstood, 1 can see why people resort 1o
violence when it seems that nothing else
can produce change. I feel it’s wrong,
though, because I doubt that in most
cases every means short ol violence has
been tried. There's also the danger that
lives will be lost in these acts of violence
and I really don’t know anyone who can
prove that any cause is worth killing for.
I know you can f[eel very strongly that it
may be justified, but I can’t shake oft
that last bit of doubt. How many lives is
the Irecedom of Southeast Asia worth?
Maybe none.

PLAYBOY: Would you like to sce a revolu-
tion in this country?

CAVETT: 1 don't know. I'd like to see a lot
of things changed, but that's so [atuous
it’s hardly worth getting into. It's so easy
to say. Everybody knows there’s a lot of
injustice and we'd like to see it changed.
PLAYBOY: Why is it [atuous to say those
things?

CAVETT: It's impossible to discuss these
great matters quickly and spontaneously.
Thought is a very difhcult, slow and
unfamiliar process to most people, in-
cluding me. There are too many catch
phrases. What do we mean by law and
order? Does order mean the same thing
law does? Do we want our laws en-
forced? Yes. Do we think they're some-

times unjustly enforced? Yes. Are the
laws misunderstood by the people who
enforce them? Yes. Sometimes. It's just
too casy to generalize.

PLAYBOY: Arc such statements any less
fatuous when spoken by our elected
leaders?

CAVETT: No, it's just as casy for Nixon 1o
be fatuous as it is for me. Easier, in fact.
I can say exactly what I mean, but a
President rarely . He has so much
more power and so much less [reedom.
PLAYBOY: Were you impressed by My,
Nixon when you met him at the White
House?

CAVETT: If you mean jolted at the in-
stant of meeting, no. I'd been around
him before. so I didn't get that sudden
kick most people experience when they
sce a [ace that’s been part of their lives
for many years. He was on the Paar show
once when I worked there and I'd seen
him in the studio. He's not a very charis-
matic figure to me anyway, so I didn’t
get the jolt T felt when I first saw John
Kennedy. I saw Mr. Nixon in the re-
ceiving line and he asked me who was
doing the show that night. I told him it
was Joe Namath. He said, “How're his
knees?” 1 said, “Not too good,” and we
talked about Namath's legs for a bit. 1
did see what they mean when they say
he's more appealing in person than on
television. He seems to take some sort of
starch pill before going on TV. It always
reminds me ol an amatcur actor who's
trving to play Seriousness. His voice 1s
even affected by it. But in person, that
isn't there and you're awarc of how he
must not trust himsell to go on TV as he
is. Then I spoke to Mrs. Nixon and to
Nicol Williamson, who was the enter-
tainer that evening, I was standing around
for a while alter that and a lot of middle-
aged ladies rushed over and said, “We
came tonight just to sce you. Our chil-
dren won't let us go home without vour
autograph.” T felt very [unny autograph-
ing at the White House. I wonder if
there isn't some sanction against it It's
not in the Constitution.

PLAYBOY: You said on the show that your
wife once saved Nicol Williamson's life.
How?

CAVETT: He was bombed one night and
decided 1o go swimming in a dangerous
cove and she went in and pulled him
out. I held the light. We'd all been to
several waterfront bars and someone
thought it would be cute to po swim-
ming in the pitch dark, which is a stupid
thing to do in the ocean. You can lose a
cherished part of your anatomy. cither to
a rock or to an irritated sea-dwelling
creature. Suddenly, there was Broadway's
current Hamlet, who swims like a lead
piano, [loundering in the briny. 1
grabbed a flashlight and ordered my wile
into the water—she swims and dives like
a porpoise—assuring her I'd run for help
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il she got in trouble. She hauled him
out and carned the unwitting gratitude
of many a theatergoer. I ran to the house
and made hot tea for mysell, having
caught a chill from the cold flashlight.
PLAYBOY: Why did vou choose a secluded
house on a beach near the tip ol Long
ILikind? Were vou reacting against the
vears you spent living in the heart ol Los
Angeles, when you wrote for Jenry Lewis?
CAVETT: Not really. 1 lived in one of those
places with two-story apartments around
the poal, with the palm trees lighted pink
and blue and yellow—something nature
never thought of: but I didn’t find myself
turning into a piece ol cheese or getting
weird [rom living in California. 1 unsed
to love driving around and I hung around
Paramount Studios. T used 1o go out on
the lot and walk the old Western street
and the old New York street.

PLAYBOY: Do vou go 10 a lot of movies?
CAVETT: Yes, and I wish I could st
sereening them at home. I 1 go out to a

screening. T have to tell people what I
thought of the film right alterwind and |
don’t like that. And i I go to a regular
theater, 1 go insane standing in line
because so many people tlk 10 me. 11 1
ger there ey, 1 feel like Marie Antoi-
nette being led past the people waiting
behind the ropes.

PLAYBOY: It sounds as if vou're not oo
happy about being a celebrity.

cavert: Well. T don't like being recog-
nized that much. At times, it's pleasant
to be recognized, but other times it's a
pain in the ass. especially when vou're
walking along and you've managed to
forger for a momem what it is vou do.
PLAYBOY: Would you like to forget your
job for a while?

CAVETT: It is a ratrace. You finish one
show and the next one hits vou in the
face. Like evervone else. T wonder il I'm
getting enough out of life. In a sense, it's
a very limiting job, because I'm con-
cerned with v all day—although 1 guess

“Oink, omnk!”’

“Arf, arf!”

it’s less limiting than the drudgery most
people have to do.

PLAYBOY: You're also paid well for vour
work. Are you a millionaire yet?

CAVETT: I don’t know. I might be. It
doesn’t alfect me much one way or the
other. T don’t think about money very
often. 1T was never miserable when 1
didn’t have it and I'm not that ecstatic
now that I do.

PLAYBOY: How do vou spend vour money
now that you've got so much of it?
CAVETT: 1 don’t have any expensive hab-
its. My wife doesn’t dig jewelry and furs
and I don't. cither. T like to eat well,
which in New York is expensive. Bui
there just aren’t that many material things
P've got the hots for. Aside from the major
portion of my income going 10 keep the
Pentagon humming, T don't know where
the rest goes. When a show-husiness salary
[attens, your expenses seem (o rise at a
discouragingly corresponding rate. It's un-
cammy. For all T know, T may have to hit
vou lor a five for dinner.

PLAYBOY: How long do vou think vou
can keep doing the show?

CAVETT: I don’t think I want to spend 20
vears doing this.
PLAYBOY: How
Johnany Carson?
CAVEIT: I don't think T'd want to do it
that long, either. T think I'd go herserk.
I'd like to be in a movie when this is
finished. 1 think it would be satisfying in
ways that this isn't.

PLAYBOY: In what ways?

CAVETT: | cn't tell vou for sure until 1
do one. The obvious superiority of mov
ies is that you do something well and it's
there for ages to come. This must be
particularly satislving to the actors in
stag films.

PLAYBOY: How will vou know when vou've
had enough of being a talk-show hosi?
CAVETT: Lverybody who's done this kind
ol show has called it a prison of one sort
or another. Certainly it's quite a chal-
lenge to be interested, charming, witty
and presentable five nights a week. 1
don’t know what the proper perspective
on this job is. but I'll try to sum it up
for vou. T feel T have one of the most
difficult jobs in America. though hardly
the most imporunt. 1 suppose it takes an
outsize cgo to have gotten into such a
position, and at the same time a certtin
tempering ol it to do the job attractively.
Il you try to concentrate on the fun ol it
and forger the unbelievable strain and
tension that goes into making it look
like fun—if you don’t worry yourself sick
over the fact that you have to fill 450
minutes of air 1ime every week. during
any one of which you might commit
some  humiliating boo-hoo in front of
millions, a blunder so embarvassing that
you won't be able to go out ol the house
for weeks—you can almost enjoy it. | sy
almost. What's on the Late Show tonight?

about nine vemrs, like
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in the process of producing and distrib-
uting goods. These are the teachers,
doctors, lawyers, writers, social workers,
scientists, artists, public administrators
and media personnel. Over the past few
decades, an  increasing  proportion  of
these people. because of their profession-
al roles, economic levels and exposure o
liberal education, has come 1o be criti-
cal of certain key cultural values and to
Favor certain basic social and  political
reforms.  Also, college-educated  women
have readily absorbed progressive perspec-
tives on child rearing and  education,
while asseiting their right 1o a less sub-
ordinated position in the Lamily. The first
student activists of the Sixties were the
children ol brainworkers.

The subculture of campus intellec-
tuals, which began to emerge at many
schools in the late Fifties and carly Six-
ties, at first had the look and feel of
bohemian youth groups of previous cras.
On most campuses. it appeared small
and peripheral o the prevailing student
mood—a mood that was very cool to
abstract ideas and social concerns, highly
concerned with “making it,” and that ex-
pressed itsell through collegiate fun and
games. But within a few years. campus
intellectuals had begun o invent identi-
ties and cultural modes that, although
influenced by traditional bohemianism
and radicalism, were fundamentally new.
Out ol their profound  estringement
from the pop-teen culture of the Fifties,
they created @ new music, @ new way ol
presenting onesell—a new way ol being
young. This synthesis of avant-garde and
popular culture was a rather astonishing
development,  for until  the  Sixtics,
avantgarde and  popular cultures had
been tadically separated and  mutually
hostile.

When black students in the South be-
gan their dramatic sit-in campaign in
carly February 1960, the nationwide im-
pitct on many student intellectuals was
tremendous, For the sit-ins, unlike the
old politics of the centes and the left,
suggested a way of acting on one's values
that was both uncompromising and hu-
mane. The New Lelt that emerged out
of the intellectual campus subculture in
the early Sixties hoped to areate a new
kind of politics, in which the aim was
not to get power for onesell but to
disperse power, so that ordinary men
could make the decisions that affect their
lives.

But the question for the Seventies is
less to understand this original New Left
than to come to grips with the fact that
millions of young pcople now identily
themselves with symbols of alienation and
opposition to the prevailing culture, the
dominant authorities and conventional
adulthood. Furthermore, we have to face

(continued from page 108)

the fact that the student body generally
identifies itself as a sell-conscious move-
ment of political opposilinn, and this
now contains a [fast-growing, avowedly
revolutionary wing. The uniqueness of
the carly New Lelusts did not isolate
them from their peers, but, rvather, per-
mitted them to see clearly and react crea-
tively o a political and culural crisis
that affected vast numbers of other kids.
That crisis boils down to this: American
society has the technological capacity to
end poverty and degrading physical la-
bor, and to provide the material basis for
a decent life for all men. But it is
dominated by a culuwe and a sociopoliti-
cal order that won’t use this capadty,
and instead turns it to anti-human ends.

Our industrial apparatus was developed,
in large part. because ol the enormous
value our culture has placed on individual
competition for material success and sta-
tus through single-minded devotion to
work. But the major problem posed by
advanced technology is no longer that of
further cconomic growth, but the dispos-
al of an enormous surplus. And this
technology requires not individual entre-
prencurship but organized. interdepend-
ent, cooperative activity on a massive

scale. However, all of our institutions
scem o operate at cross-purposes with
one another, and lack internal coherence.
The mass media, for example, encourage,
stimulate and exploit hedonism, while
the schools emphasize traditional sell-
control. Many in the society, raised in
the old culture and still finding it valid,
feel deeply threatened, and polit :
compete 1o play upon the fears gener
ated by cultural disturbances.

Such cultural incoherence poses  the
gravest problem for the young. They
have to establish stable identidies, but
they can find no convincing guidelines
or models outside of themselves. The
youth culture that has sprung up in the
past decade can be seen, then, as a
constructive cffort by young people to
try to develop the values and forms of a
workable alternative 1o the societal model
that is disintegrating. Vast numbers of
youth have been attraced to the alienat-
ed life styles and forms of cultural oppo-
sition in a quest for meanings and values
that have a chance of surviving in an age
of “post-scarcity.”

Technological  development,  mean-
while, offers the opportunity for a short-
er work week, for [reedom from menial
and grinding physical labor and from

“Don’t get dressed yet, Miss Collins . . . I'm
not through hiring you!”
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many other forms of work regimentation.
But in our society, automation is scen as
a threat 10 cconomic security; it's alveady
been especially devastating to millions
who lack the skills and education to
fill the specialized jobs that technological
advances require. A vast welfare system
develops to lock people of rural origin
into impoverished  dependency. Thou-
sinds of ghetto youth are unemployable.
Instead ol having more leisure time, mil-
lions must moonlight to stay ahead of
mflation. At the other end of the eco-
nonnc spectrum., white-collar workers and
professionals experience an increase in
burcaucratization, impersonality and reg-
mentation, while lactory workers face
increased  economic insecurity and  even
more intense work pressure,

For many college students, being born
to affluence has meant that they are no
longer willing to submit to humdrum,
bureancratized  jobs in order 1o get
ahead. Also. for all their legitimate com-
plaints about boredom and competitive
pressure in school, students are deeply
aware that undergraduate life offers con-
siderable opportunity to control one’s
time. to experiment with new ways of
living, to have intimate [riendships, o
be expressive. playlul, creative and  re-
laxed. Technological development both
requires and makes possible such a time
for privileged youth and yet, in our
society. it denies the possibility of con-
tinuing to live Ireely once one enters the
labor force. Yet young people sense intu-
ively that the liberation they have tasted
in youth could he extended throughout the
life cycle and 10 people of all social levels,

The most advanced technology in our
soaicty is devoted 1o the manufacture of
weaponry. The result of military prog-
vess has been to make war, Tor the first
time in human history, absolutely irra-
tional for the pursuit of any national
goal or interest. Yet our society spends as
much on making and preparing for war
as all other countries on earth combined,
ind much ol that expenditure is devored
to producing ever more clficient means
ol mass Killing. There is general aware-
ness on the campus that much of the
thrust behind the huge military budget
derives from the economic interest and
power of the militarv-industrial complex.
The threat 10 human survival and the
distortion of natiomal priovities created
by technological militarism  converges
with the immediate personal tyranny of
the draft. And for the past seven years,
these attitudes 1oward  militarism  have
been enormously intensified and Tocused
by the war in Vietnam. I needn’t dwell on
the long list of veasons for the virtually
llll:lllil“l)llfi ()pl)()SiliOn to the war ammlg
American students. Suffice it to say that
lor millions of straight, conventional
young people, the war contradicts all
that they have been taught to belicve is

178 right with America. Further, given the

establishment’s definition of America’s
world role, young people have little
doubt that more Viemmams lie ahead, if
this war should by some miracle he
brought to an end. When John F. Ken-
nedy Ielt the Service in 1945, he wrote in
his notebook that “War will exist until
thar distant day when the conscientious
abjector enjoys the same reputation and
presuge thae the warrior does todav.” On
the American campus, that “distant day™
is here and i is fast oriving even within
the Army. Whether the voung Kennedy
was right about the comsequence, only
ume will tell.

What, then, are the causes ol student
activism? Our society and  culture as
presently  constitwied  have come  into
conflict with their technological base. On
the one hand. technological development
has necessitated a vast system ol mass
higher education that has resulied in a
new kind of worker—one who has been
tained to arivcize the culture and 1o work
to solve socicty’s problems. The young
who have been raised in bramworker
Lomilies, or who aspire 1o be bramnworkers,
find themselves in considerable opposition
1o many cultural taditions.

Mass higher educition brought these
young people into contact with millions
ol their lellows. Never belore have so
many people sharing common problems
been associated for such long, concen-
trated  periods. Never belore have  so
many people rom the ages of 17 10 25
been so segregated [rom other age groups.
Technological  development, morcover,
has created an unprecedented system of
mass communication, which enables the
vouth culture to spread vapidly.

Technological  development has  also
creited new levels of affluence for mimy
millions of college vouth. And with
afMuence has come, for many, a restless
uneasiness  with  materialism,  siriving,
competition and sell-denial. The culture
that was once ughtly integrated around
ambiton, work and sell-control has be-
gun to fall apart. Institutions clash.
Parcis waver between  induleence and
discipline. Young people sense the human
possibilitics latent in abundance, but can
find no authorities helplul in putting
such visions into practice. Turning 1o
one another. they begin to experiment
and find a glimpse of what a4 more
liberating culture and humane social or-
der might be like.

Society  seems  unable 1o disiribute
allluence so that all may taste it. It seems
unable to wse technology so thae all may
find decent jobs. It seems unable 10 put
technology to work to solve urban prob-
lems or to preserve the natural environ-
ment. It seems best able to use technology
only for wasteful private consumption
or for production of weapons of mass
destruction. Tt promises kids sell-fulfill-
ment and progress. but presents the rich
ones with the draft and suburban ma-

laise, and the poor ones with the draflt
and urban chaos. Having created the ma-
terials {or liberation, our society creates
the conditions for destruction.

So the youth are at once liberated and
desperate. OK. you may say, maybe the
Kids are right about the nature of the
crisis, but why are they so goddamned
impatientz Can't they see that it takes
time to solve these problems? Why do
they talk about revolution, about tearing
down the universities, about blowing up
cvervthing? Last spring, after the Cam-
bodian invasion and the Kent State kill-
ings and several police occupations of
Isla V in Santa Barbara where T now
teach, T asked about 100 stadents 1o out-
line for me a history of the next 50 years.
There was a lot of agreement in this
group and the nature of the consensus
chilled my spine. The overwhelming
response was that in the nexe 50 vears,
probably less, we would either be living
in a lasast police state or we would have
had a nuclear war with China, or both.

A revolutionary temper and a spirit of
violent  resistance grown  among
voung people because an  increasing
number have no confidence in the possi-
bility of progressive reform. Most siu-
dents whom 1 know are aware that it will
take time 1o deal with the fundamental
isues that confront America. They are
also aware that powerful corporate, mil-
itary and political interests are threatened
by any changes that would bring tech-
nology under rational conwrel Tor human
uses. They are Turther aware that millions
ol Americans feel profoundly scared by
the cultural changes that are coming from
vouth. But T think none of these [actors
drives young people o despair. The
mood of despair and  resistance  stems
from the fact that wellmeaning adults
and established agencies of reform seem
unable or unwilling to 1ake the actions
that are needed to move society in a
hopeful direction. In the past ten years,
student activists have dreamed that liber-
al Democrars, labor  unions, churches.
foundations. John Kennedy, Martin Lu-
ther King, Jr.. Robert Kennedy and Eu-
gene McCarthy would be able o lead the
nation toward elfective reform. Such in-
stitutions  and  individuals  have  been
incflectual, irresolute, corrupred or de-
stroyed. The universities in particular
have heen more responsive by [ar to the
requirements ol the existing sysiem than
to the needs of students and others who
are strugehng 1o change it. Radicalization
ol vouth is especially intensified when re-
form elforts, such as the McCarthy cam-
paign o the McGovern  end-the-war
amendment, appear to win wide public
backing largely as a result of the activity
ol youthful supporters, and then are
rejected by those who claim 1o represent
the people. These instances make it look
as il the ofhcial political system is in
basic violation ol its democratic caims.
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The turn toward violent resistance to
the police. and toward bombing and
other property destruction, is partly the
result of despair over conventional poli-
tics, but its roots are primarily elsewhere,
I believe. Fivst, it's clear that the original
brainworker constituency of the New
Lelt was pacilist by nature and philoso-
phy. Moreover. most people who expend
their daily encrgy largely in political
conflict, as veteran student activists have
done, are most unlikely o 1esort to vio-
lence, regardless of their violent rhetoric.
Our observations  at Santa Barbara,
where  voung  revolutionaries  burned
down a branch of the Bank of America
and where there have been a number of
very serious and heavy confrontations
with police, suggest that it's primarily
the newly radicalized. previously apoliti-
cal Kids, whose energics are not devored
to meetings, mimeographing and Marx-
ism. who are most ready for violence.
After all. most Americans aren’t pacifists.
and ncither are most voung people—innd
most Americans, such as President Nixon,
believe that violence may  be  justificd
where one's basic interests are at stake.
It appears that once  these  ordinary
American Kids have lost [aith in the
fairness of the police—once they believe
that, in fact, the police forces and the le-
gal system are organized against them—
they will use force to try to stop the
police from corying out their aims.

This loss ol confidence in the legal
system and in law-enforcement agencies
stems, of cowrse, from instances ol severe
police attacks on unarmed demonstrators
during the past several years and  [rom
the harassment of long-haired youth re-
sulting from cfforts to enforce narcotics
laws. The legal system has come to scem
almost 1otally illegitimate to millions of
voung people, who leel that an organized
program of repression of blacks and youth
is now under wav, The belief that this is
so 15 a natural result of hearing the public
statements ol people such as the Vige
President and the Attorney General, ol
learning about the police muder of Black
Pianther leader Fred Hampton, about the
Killing and wounding ol student demon-
strators on @ number of campuses, ol
hearing the public dechations of various
police organizations and ol observing the
public wials of radical and militun black
leaders. 10s dlear, however, that the over-
whelming majority of studems will re
spond with eager enthusiasm o [resh
evidence of positive  possibilities  [or
change within the system. Most students
are coming to see that the student move-
ment, o realize its aims, must be able o
transcend itsell and take root and grow
in the Larger socicty.

I believe there are three ways that
this can happen—aud, in certain respects,
is happening:

First, by the expansion of youth cul-
ture and generational consciousness 1o

o dy.
shness.
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noncollege youth. Already, ics dear that
the youth coltwre has become a loree in
many high schools and within the military.
A growing number of voung blue- and
white-collar workers are attracted o it. An
importnt development ol the past vear or
two has been the establishment ol the
vouth culture in college towns and certain
big-city neighborhoods. In these commu-
nities, studenms and ex-students along with
noncollege youth and young adulis, sell-
comsciomsly strive 1o give the movement
an oll-cimpus territorial base, in which
cultral experiment can be initiated and
protected, political consciousness and or
ganization ¢ develop and revolution-
ary aspivations cin be made real.

Sccond, by means of what German swo-
dent yudicals call “the long march through
the institutions ol sodety.” This march
has begun in the universities. It involves
direct challenge to undemocratic struc-
tures and elitist pracices of public and
privite bureanciacies and prolessions by
those who work in them.  Examples
would be the organization of working
Journalises for greater voice in a newspa-
per's editorial policy, or the orginization
of medical workers in a hospital lor
cgalitarian medical care, or the organiza-
tion of Government employees to protest
the war, One ol the most dramatic steps
in the long march has been the emer-

180 gence ol the women’sliberation move-

mem. lor women’s b organizes not
only to demand the hiring of more wom-
en at equal pay for equal work, and not
only 1o demund [acilitics such as day-
care centers to enable women to pursue
carcers. but more Tundimentally  chal-
lenges the basic cultural assumption that
men should play the decisive occupation-
al, political and [amilial roles, T am
personally convinced that the more com-
pletely the connection hetween sex and
power can be broken, both within the
Family and in the sociery at large, the
more likely it is that we can have a
culture and a character structure thae per-
mits cooperation and love o prevail. Fur-
ther, the women's-liberation movement
challenges the cultural assumption that
the nuclear Tamily is the only way 1o
raise¢ children and express mature sexual-
ity. Communal households and child-rear-
ing arangements olfer concrete ways to
[ree both men and women and may well
be preferved to the isolated nuckear Fni-
ly in the lutwre; women's lib challenges
us to test the future now, as well as
forcing us to find ways to remove the
subordimation, indignity and dependence
that women inescapably experience,
Third, it 1s conceivable that a new
political party will emerge [rom  the
youth movement—one that will scek to
win constituencies in all sirata and age
groups. Though there are f[ew signs that

such a development is in the offing, there
are sound reasons for believing that such
a party could have a bright future. For
one thing, in five years, nearly half the
voting-age population will he 35 or less,
and a substantial proportion of this group
will have been to college during these
years of student rdicalization. Second, as
we have seen, the prospects [or local politi-
cil power based on this constituency are
Dright in university communities and
vouth ghetto areas. Third., the brain-
workers themselves by 1975 are likely to
constitute 15 percent ol the total work
lorce—13,000.000 people, of whom more
than a third will have been o college
during these yemrs. Fourth, it is possible
to conceive ol a political program 1hat
could actually unite the interests of hard-
hats and long-hans—a program rooted in
the premise that techuology must be con-
trolled by and for the people and put 1o
lhuman use.

Some of our leading politicians arve
fond ol giving us the choice between
anarchy or repression. We need have
neither, i ordinary people ol all ages,
races and yegions come 1o see their com-
mon interest in a rational social order
that is in e with our vast technologi-
and with the universal hu-
man aspiration for sell-realization.

cal capacity:




SH‘ \RK! (continued [rom page 152)

severed an artery and he had died. Geolf
Corner was the reigning junior champion.

Since that time. Bruce has never dived
Aldinga Beach, “We're mice to Bruce.”
Rodney Fox says. teasing him. “We al-

clse,

wavs decide we'll dive somewhere
because he 't dive Aldinga with his
heart and soul.”

druce Farley is an honest man with a
bony face. "1 haven’t

s soul,” he sad,

sad  humorous
:Ij\'(-(l anvwhere he:
“since Brian got hit in 1961

o e
At noon todav, the expedition’s swilt
auxiliary boat. the Sea Raider,
word tae an H-foor white of 1300 pounds
had hooked . Point Domngton,
where the Saont had anchored two nights
this

brouglht

heen

helore. NewWs  wWis

painful,

Psvehologically,
but the clarity at Point
Donington is awlul and we could not
have worked there. And at least i
proofl that the species wis not exunct.
In a leter to a Mriend this morning,
Valerie that no shark had been
but that she expeced @ 122 or

waler

Wits

wrole
see
13-footer to tirn up at about two row. At
290, Perer Lake,

the expedition’s still

photographer, and  Lin MeKechnie, as
sistant 1o Jim Lipscomb,  the  surfac
photographer, saw a fin an the shick,

some 50 vards hehind the ship: The spell

was broken. We drageed on diving suits
and went on watch, bur the fin had sunk

from view in the stll sea. A hall hour
passed, and more. Then, perhaps ten
feer down off the port heam. a fleeting

brown shadow brought the s o lile.
Suspended [rom a buoy, a salmon was
floated out behind the boat o hoe the
shark closer. Onee it had fed at the side
ol the boat. it would be
then, perhaps, the engine could be start
ed and the cages swung over the side
without scaring i awav. Delicate structures
barred with lighe aluminum, the photog
raphers’ cages are six feer tall by six fect

less Grutious:

long by three and o hall feer wide, with
heavy flotattion tanks around  the rool
rim and a central housi for the mech-

anisms that contvol its vertical movements.
Ovdinarily, cntered underwiter
but i South

alwavs hrom

thev are
through a door in one side,
Australiz. they were entered

a skifl, through a small haich i the cige
rool.

An hour passed before the shark was
seen again, This time o glinting rusty

back parted the swlace. tail and dorsal

high out of the water as the shairk made
hait—a great wavering
urk
two hours to the min
Stan Water-

its turn into the
blade and a thrash of water as the s
took the salmon,
ute alter the first sighting.

man cried. “Holy ]
strong epithet for this mild-spoken man.
Even the Australians were excited by the
shark, v as they would to ap
‘Makes other sharks look like
pups, doesn't iz cried Val-
Then it was gone again.
a hundred yards away,

sweet Jesus!t"—a very

massive
pear calm.
little [risky
cric with pride.
Along the reel.
the sea lions were playing tag, their sleck
heavy bodies squirting clean our of the
water and parting the surface again with
out a splash, and 2 swing of cormorant,
oblivious. came beating in out ol the
northern blue.

that he had missed

from the bow:

Gimbel,
the shark.
he did not hive
rool. |
rising toward the bair.
siaid. and Rodney vanked at the picee ol
trving 1o bring the shark in
closer 1o the ship. Jim Lipscomb. beside
me, was already shooting when the grea
fish breached. spun the sea
lunged alter the skipping salmon il we

annoved
came running
long o wait. From the
could sce the

“There he s, 1

deckhouse shadown

sitlmon.

awash and

stared into its white oncoming  mouth.
"My God!” Gimbel shouted,
by the sight of his first white shark, The
conical snout and the terrible shearing
tecth dark eve like a hole
all in sight. raised clear owr ol the water.
Under the stern.
the shark took a last soap ar the
it sent the

astonnded

and the were
with an audible whush.
Lot
then wheeled away; sounding,

A lot to drink without drinking a lot.
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skiff spinning with a terrific whack of its
great tail. an ominous boom that could
have been heard a hall mile away.

For a split second, there was silence,
and then Lipscomb gave a mighty whoop
of joy. “I got 1! he yelled. “Goddamn
it, T got it!"" There was a bedlam ol
reliel, then another silence. “Might knock
that cage about a bit,” Rodney said final-
Iy, hauling in the shred of fish; he was
thinking of the baits that would be sus-
pended in the cige to bring the shark
close to the cameras. Gimbel, still staring
at the [aceless water, only nodded.

Just alter five, the shark reappeared.
The late sun glistened on its dorsal as it
cut back and forth across the surlace,
worrying a dead fish from the line.
There was none of the sinuous effect of
lesser sharks; the tail strokes were stilt
and short like those ol swordfish, giant
tuna and other swift deep-sea swimmers,
This creature was much bigger than the
big oceanic sharks off Durban, but for a
white shark it was not enormous. Esti-
mates of s length varied from 11 [eet,
six inches ("Ron always plays it safe and
underestimates,” said Valerie) to 14 feet
(Peter Gimbel: “1 saw it alongside that
skiff and I'm certain it was at least as
long—I'm certain of it!"). Much more
impressive than the lengih, however. was
the mass of it, and the speed and power.
“It doesn’t matter what size the bastards
are,” Rodney said. “A white shark over
six feet long is bloody dangerous.”

The day was late. In the westering
sun, a hard light silvered the water rush-
ing through the reel, and nearer, the blue
facets of the sea sparkled in cascades of
tiny stars. More out of frustration than
pood sense, we decided to ry filming the
shark immediately vather than lure it 1o
the baits alongside, in the hope ol keep-
ing it nearby overnight. The motor was
startedd up and the cages swung over the
side, and the cameramen disappeared be-
neath the surlace. But the great shark had
retreated, and did not return.

- - -

By dark the wind exceeded 25 knots,
and went quickly to 30, 40—a whole gale
—and hnally, toward one in the mom-
ing, to 50 or better. On deck, I lay
sleepless, rising every litde while to
check the position of the light on Dan-
gerous Reel. The Reel is too low to
make a windbreak, and even close under
the lee, the Saori tossed and heaved
under heavy strain. But Captain Ben
Ranford, who knew exactly what his ship
would do, slept soundly below. Toward
three aar., the wind moderated, backing
around to the southeist, where it held
till daybreak.

By morning the wind has died to a
fair breeze. Waiting, we sit peacefully in
the Sunday sun. The boat captains hand-
line for Tommy-rough, a delicious small
silver relative of the Australian “salmon.”

Others tinker with equipment, play chess
and backgammon, write letters and read.
Peter Lake has put a rock tape on the
sound machine and on the rool of the
pilothouse, overlooking the oil slick, 1
write these notes while listening to The
Band. On shore, lor Jim Lipscomb'’s cam-
era, Valerie in lavender is baby-talking
with baby seals, and T hope that most il
not all of this sequence will die on the
cutting-room floor. Unless it points up
the days of waiting, such matcrial has no
place in the climax ol the film; it would
soften the starkness of this remote reel as
well as the suspense surrounding the im-
minence of the white shark.
o e e

Toward dark, another shark appeared,
a smalier one, much bolder. Relentlessly,
it circled the ship, not ten [eet from the
hull. On one pass, it took the buoyed
tuna at a single gulp.

Since it passed alongside, the size of
this shark could be dosely estimated: All
hands agreed that it was between nine
and ten leet. Bue il this was accurate, the
shark yesterday had been larger than
we'd thought. Rodney now said that it
was over 12, Valerie between 13 and 14,
and Gimbel thought it might have
reached 16 feet: “I thought so yester-
day,” he said, “but 1 [elt foolish, with

everyone else saying twelve.,” I thought
13 feet seemed a safc minimum. What-
ever its length, it looked twice the mass of
tonight’s shark, which was plenty big
enough. As it slid along the hull, the
thick lateral keel on its caudal peduncle
was clearly visible; the merest twitch of
that strong tail kept it in motion. Under-
water lights were wrned on to see it
better, but this may have been a mistake;
it vanished, and did not return the fol-
lowing day.
- - -

On January 26, the Saori returned to
port for water and supplies. There it was
learned that four boats, fishing all week-
end, had beated between them the soli-
tary shark that we had heard about on
Saturday. The Saori could easily have
hooked two, but what she was here for
was going to be much more difficult.
Meanwhile, a sighting of white sharks
had been reported by divers working
Fisheries Bay, west of Cape Catastrophe
on the occan coast, where three whites
and a number ol bronze whalers had
been seen schooling behind the swrl; the
bronze whaler is the ubiquitous bull
shark, Carcharodon leucas, which is the
chiel suspeet in most shark attacks on
Australia’s east coast.

On the chance that the shark school

“Sex education should be handled
by the people closest to it. Those with
firsthand experience. Nol the school, not the
parents, but the kids in the street!”
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was still present, we drove out to the
coast across the parched hills ol the
sheep country. Over  high, wind-burnt
ficlds, a lovely paroquet, the  galah,
pearlgray and rose, lLifted in weightless
flocks out of the whear; other paroquets,
twrgquoise and black and  gold, crossed
from a scrub ol gum wees and Melaleuca
to a grove of she-oak, the local name for
a form ol Casuarina. Along the way were
strange birds and rees in an odd Tand-
scape of wind-worn hills that descended
again to the sca-misted shore. From the
sea cliffs, four or hve whalers were in
sight, like brown ripples in the pale-
green windy water, but the white sharks
had gone.

e+ .

At davbreak on Wednesday, the Saori
sailed for the Gambier Islands on the
antarctic horizon south of the mouth of
Spencer Gull. A big ocean swell rose out
of the southwest, out ol the [ar reaches
ol the roaring [orties. hut there was a
lee ol sorts cast of Wedge Island. The
Gambiers are remote, and white sharks
had been seen there in the past; occa-
sionally, the shurks would seize a horse
when the animals raised there in other
days were swum out to the ships. Now
the old farm was a sheep station, visited
infrequently by man. With Ron. Valerie
and Stan, 1 went ashore, exploring.
Gaunt black machinery, stranded by dis
use, looked out to sea from ihe dry
golden hills, and the sheep, many of
them dead, had brought a ])I:I’.‘,ll('. of fhes;
only at the island’s arest in the southwest
wind could one be lree of them.

Wedge Island s a beawtilul  silemt

place, a great monument like a pyramid
in the Southern Ocean. That night,
white-faced storm pewrels uttered like
moths at the masthead light. Some fell 10
the deck and T put them in a box; once
the deck lights were out, they flited off
toward the island, These hardy  liude
birds come in off the windy wastes of sea
Just once a year to nest in burrows in the
clifls.

Overhead, shined by the wind, the
astral sky was luminous. With the stem
of his pipe, white-haired Ben  Rantord
pointed at the universe: “Canis Major.”
he pronounced  with satisfaction, “The
brightest star in all the heavens.” In
World War Two, Ben was captain o a
destroyer in the Australiin navy, and he
was stlll the compleat seaman, clumping
here and there about his ship i white
coveralls and big black shoes withowr one
wasted mation: he could Lave stripped
the Saori [rom stem 1o stern and reassem-
bled her in the dark. No man could do
his job better than he, and yer Ben knew
that this ship might be his Last.

At dawn, the day was already hot and
still, the baits nmouched, the ocean emp-
ty. Only a solitary eagle, white head
shimmering in the rising sun, [apped
and sailed over the sea, bound lor the
outermost islands.

Two weeks had passed and there siill
wits  no running
[rom place to place was not the answer.
A deasion was made o moarcase the
volume of hait and chum and concen-
trate it ar Dangerous Reefl. The two
sharks raised there were the only ones

underwater  [ootage;

that we had seen, the residemt sea lions

“Gitcha-gitcha-goo.”

might tract the beasts and the reef
was only three hours from the abattoirs
and fish companies at Port Lincoln. The
ship sailed nonth again into Spencer Gulf,
rounding the west end ol the reel and
anchoring off its northern shore at noon;
a southwest blow was expected thae afrer-
noon, backing around to the southeast
by cvenmng.

White shark number three came after
dark on Janwiy 27, scizing the floating
bait with a heavy thrash that brought a
bellow of excitement from Gimbel, work-
ing on deck. No sooner had a light been
rigeed than the fish veappeared, making
a slow e ar the perimeter of green
night water. Then it rifled soaight and
[ast for a cavcass hanging at the ship’s
side, which it gobbled at and shook
apart, oblivious ol the lights and shout-
ing men. Though not enommous,  this
aggressive brute was the one we wanted;
by the look of it, it would not be de-
terred by cages or anything clse. Then it
s gone and a cuntlefish rippled in the
cerie light, already  thickened with a
bloom of red crustaceans.

All baits were hauled in except a small
flayed sheep. left out o stay the shark
until the morning. At dawn, the unrav-
cled bait line lay on deck, Tuking the
sheep, the shark had put such strain on
the line that. parting, it had snapped
back clean out of the water. But there
wias no sign ol the shark and it never
returned.

That morning, the Sea Raider cime
out from Port Lincoln with big drums
full of butchered horse; the quarters
hung from the stern of the Saori. which
was reeking like a charnel house. Buckers
of horse bload. whale oil and a foul
chum of ground tuna guts made a broad
slick that spread northeast wwiard Spils-
by Island. The cages. cameras lashed 10
their floors, were  already  overboard,
floating astern. The sky was somber, with
high mackerel douds and a bank ol ocean
grays areeping up out of the south, and
a hard wind: perrels dipped and lareered
in the wake. The ship was silent,

Vodka in hand. Gimbel came and
went, glaring astoundedly at the empty
slick that spread majestically to the hori-
ron. About 5:30, 1 forsook my post on
the deckhouse rool and went below. Pe-
ter was Iving in a berth, lice tight. I
said, "I'm taking a shower, even though
there’s sull tight enough to shoot; there’ll
be a shark here belore I'm finished.” He
laughed politely. I had just returned 1o
the cabin, still hall dry, wrapped noa
towel, when a voice velled “Shark!"” down
the companionway.

By the time we reached the deck,
bound for the wet suits, the sun parted
the douds: with luck, there would be
good underwater light for at least an
hour. Alrcady. a second shink had joined
the first and both were big. 1 went into

W




the sea with Peter, and Stan and Ron
soon joined us in the other cage. Almost
immediately, a great pale shape took
form in the blue mist.

The bolder of the sharks, perhaps 12
feet long, was a heavy male, identifiable
by paired claspers at the vent; a second
male, slightly smaller, stayed in the back-
ground. The first shark had vivid scars
about the head and an oval scar under
the dorsal, and in the molien water of
late alternoon, it was @ creature very
different  [rom  the seen from the
surlace. The hard rust ol its hide had
dissolved in pale transparent tones that
shimmered in the ocean light on 1ts satin
skin. From the dorsal fin, an evanescent
bronze shaded down o luminous dark
metallic gray along the lateral line, a
color as delicie as that bronze tint on a
mushroom which points up the whiteness
of the NMesh beneath. From snout to keel,
the underside was a deathly white, all
but the black undertips of the broad
pectorals.

The shark passed slowly, first the slack
jaw with the wiangular splayed teeth,
then the dak eye, impenewrable and
empty as the eye of God., next the gill
slits, like knife slashes in paper, then the
pale slab of the flank, aflow with silver
ripplings of light, and fnally the thick
short twitch of its hard wnl. Its aspect
was less savage than implacable, a silent
thing of merciless serenity.

Only when the light had dimmed did
the staaller shark drift in from the blue
shadows, but never did it come to the
langing baits. The larger shark baiged
past the cages and banged against the
hull to swipe and gulp at the chunks of
meat; on the way out, it rt.-pc;llcllly bit
the propeller ol the outhoard, swallow-
ing the whole shale and shaking the
motor. Then it would swing and glide
straight in again, its broad pectorals, like
a manta’s wings, held in an upward
curve. At the last moment, gills rippling,
this luntastic great cating machine would
swerve enough to miss the cage and,
once the smiling head had passed, T
could reach out and take hold ol the
rubber pectoral, or trail my fingers down
the length of cold dead [lank, as if strok-
ing a corpse: The skin felt as smooth as
the skin of a swordfish or tuna. Then the
pale apparition sank under the copper-
red hull of the Saori and vanished in
the gloom, only to reappear from anoth-
er angle, relentless, moving always at the
same deceptive speed, mouth gasping as
in thirst. This time, it came straight to
the cage and scized one of the flotation
cylinders of the cage roof; there came a
nasty screeching sound, like the grating
of fingernails on slate, before the shark
turned off, shaking its head.

The sharks off Durban had probed the
cages and scraped past, but never, in
hundreds of encounters, did one attack

one

“Personally, I think the UFOs are dropping them.”

them openmouthed. The white sharks
were to attick the cages over and over.
This hrst one arched its back, gills wrin-
kling, coming on mouth wide; lortunate-
ly, it came at cruising speed and struck
the least vulnerable part of the cage.
The silver flotation tanks, awash at the
surlace, may have resembled  crippled
fish. fTor they were hit Lo more often
than anything clse. When their teeth
struck metal, the sharks usually wrned
awav. but often the bite was hard
enough to break the weeth off. Some-
times, as it ilpl)l‘tl.‘ll.'ht‘ll the cage, one
would [lare its mouth wide, then close it
again, in what looked very much like the
threat display of higher animals.

To escape the rough chop at the sur-
face, the cage descended 10 15 feet,
where Gimbel opened  the roof hatch
and climbed part way out to film: he
was driven back cach time. At one point,
falling back in haste, Peter got his tank
hung up on the hatch, and was sill
partly exposed when the shark passed
overhead, a black shade in the golden
cther made by the sinking sun. From
below, the brute's girth was dramatically
apparent: it blotted out the light.

The shark paid the cages such close
attention that Gimbel burned up ten
minutes of Glm in 15 minutes. When
he went to the surlace to reload, Valerie
Taylor and Peter Lake took over the
cage. “Listen!” Gimbel yelled ar them,
still excited. “Now watch it! They're
nothing like those Durban sharks, so
don’t take chances!” Then Stan came
out of the second cage and, by the time
he was reloaded, Ron was ready to come
out; this gave me a chance to go down a
second time.

For a while, the ammosphere was quict,
as both sharks kept their distance from
the ship: they came and went like spirits
in the mist. But emergencies are usually
sudden and now there came a series of
near crises. First the bigger shark, mouth
open, ran afoul of one of the lines; the
length of rope slipped past the teeth and
hung in the corners of its mouth, wailing
back like reins, So many lines were criss
crossed in the water—skill lines, bait
lines, hydrophone cable and tethers to
keep the cages near the bait—that au first
one couldn’t tell what was going to hap-
pen and I fele a duich of fear. Swim
ming away. the shark was shaking s
head in irritation. and then T saw thae
the line was the tether of the other cage,
where Gimbel had been joined by Peter
Lake. The line was very nearly taut when
the shark shook free. Lake was using a
camera with a  180-degree  fisheve lens,
and was getting remarkable shots, but the
close call rattled him considerably. At the
surface, he yelled all the obscenities. “To
hell with that shit!™ he concluded. “T'm
going below to hide under my berth.”
Butr Lake's trials were not over. A few
days later, when the Saori returned 1o
Dangerous Reel for continuity shots and
supporting footage, a shark tangled in a
bait hine bent the whole cage with one
pecoral fin: at actually stretched five of
the bars, shaking the whole cage like a
dice cup before Lake could ger his leg
knife out and cut the line iree. Ar the
surface, he had difhculty joking: “When
I saw those bars starting to go, 1 felt like
I had jumped at twelve thousand fect
with my parachute caten by rats.”

Often, the larger shark would appear
from Dbelow. s ragged

smile  rising
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straight up past the cage; already, its
head was scarred with streaks ol red lead
from the Saori's hull. On one of these
ascents, it scized a piece of meat hung
from the taffrail just as the current
swung the cage in toward the ship, so
that the whole expanse of its ghostly
belly, racked by spasms of huge gulping,
was perpendicular against the bars. I
scratched the belly with a kind of mor-
bid sympathy, but at that instant, we
were jarred by a thrash of the tail; the
cage had pinned the shark  upright
against the rudder of the Saori. While
Waterman filmed at point-blank range,
it lashed the water white. T wasn’t really
worried about vou guys,” Gimbel said
later. “T just knew it would knock hell
out ol you.” The cige was swiltly heaved
aside, and 1he shark glided for the bottom
with that incffable silent calm, moving
no more rapidly than belore. Watching
it go, it was casy to believe that this beast
might swim for centuries.

I turned to congratulate Waterman
on the greatest footage of a feeding
white shark ever taken, but Stan’s eyes
rolled in woe behind his mask and he
made a throatslitting  gesture with his
finger and smote his rubber brow, then
shook his fist at his camera, which had
jammed. Gimbel got the sequence from
the other cage, 30 feet away, and Lips-
comb caught one angle of it from the
surlace, but Stan was inconsolable.

Gimbel was still wrying to film from
the rool hatch and now he ducked down
neatly at a shink’s approach, only to find
himself staring straight into its [ace. The

main cage door had opened outward and
the shark was so near that he could not
reach out to close it. Badly frightened,
he feinted with his camera at the shark,
which slowly tnned away.

The sharks patrolled the cages, the
Saori and the skiff, biting indiscriminately:
there was no sense ol viciousness or sav-
agery in what they did, but something
worse, an insatiable need. They bit the
skiff and they bit the cages, and one
pushed past the meat to bite the propel-
ler of the Saori; it was as if they smelled
the food but could not distinguish it by
sight and, therefore, attacked everything
in the vicinity. Often they mouthed the
cage metal with such violence that teeth
went spinning  from  their jaws. One
tooth found on the bottom had its serrate
edge saaped smooth. It seemed to me
that here was the explanation for the
reports of whiteshark attacks on boats;
they do not attack boats, they attack
anything.

We had entered the water about six
o'clock and the last diver lelt it alter
7:30, by which time all six of us were
shaking hard with cold. In the skiff,
translerring from the ciges 1o the ship,
everyone was shouting. The excitement
far exceeded any 1 had scen in the
footage of the greatest day off Dwban
and, when 1 menuoned this to Gimbel,
he excaimed, “Christ, man! These
sharks arc just a hell of a lot mare
exating!™

The next morning, a sparkling wild
day, the wwo sharks were still with us,
and they had been joined by a third

“That coat does a lot for you, my dear.
then, I imagine you've done a lot for it!”
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still larger one. Even Ron estimated the
new shark as 14 [eet, and Gimbel one or
two feet more; it was the biggest man-
cating shark that anyone aboard had ever
seen. Surging out of the sea to fasten on a
horse shank hung from a davit, it stood
upright beside the ship, head and gills
clear of the water, tail vibrating, the
glistening  triangles of 11s teeth ved-
rimmed with blood. In the effort of
shearing, the black eye went blind as it
rolled its eveball upward; then the whole
horse quarter disappeared in a scarlet
billow. “I've waiched sharks all my life,”
Ben Ranford said, “but I've never seen
anything as tervilying as that.” Plainly
no shark victim with the misfortune to
get hold of a raft or boat would ever
survive the shaking of that head.

Last night in the galley, Ron had
suggested to Peter that swimming with
one white might be possible, and Peter
agreed. But this morning there were three
and the visibility was so limited that one
could never tell where or when the other
two might appear. The talk of swimming
in the open water ended, and a zood
thing. too. Nothing but sensationalism
would be gained from a pointless risk that
might hurt or kill a diver: Such heroics, 1
felt, would seem contemptuous of the
great white shark and could only blunt
the impact of the fAlm.

- - -

The cage will sink a foot or so be-
neath the surface under a man’s weight
—a sitwation to be avoided in the pres-
ence ol white sharks, which, 1o judge
[rom their avidity, might well come lung-
ing onto the cage rool—and the next
morning, cntering it, I performed with
case what I had heretofore done clumsily,
flipping dircctly out of the skiff and
down through the narrow roof hatch
headfirst. Even before I straightened up,
the largest of the sharks loomed along-
side, filling the blue silence with s
smile. 1 felt naked in my flimsy cell until
Stan joined me. This shark was two or
three feet longer than the next in size,
but it looked hall again as big, between
1800 pounds and a fat ton. In white
sharks over ten feet long, the increase in
girth and weight per foot of length is
massive: the white shark that I saw dead
at Montauk, only two or three leet long-
er than this one, had weighed at least
twice as much.

The big shark was [earless, crashing
past skiff and cage alike to reach the
meat, and ofien auacking both on the
way out. Like its companions, which
scooted aside when it came close, it at-
tacked the flotation tanks over and over,
refusing o learn that they were not
edible. Even the smallest shark came in
to sample the flotation tanks when the
others were not around. I had scen one
ol its companions chase it, so probably
its shyness had linde to do with the



Saori: Unlike the sharks in the Indian
Ocean, the whites gave each other a wide
berth. Occasionally one would go for the
air tank in the corner, bumping the
whole cape through the water with its
snout, and once one struck the naked
bars when T waved a dead salmon as it
approached. Clumsily, it missed the prof-
fered fish, glancing off the bars as I
yanked my arm back. Had the sharks
attacked the bars, they would have
splayed them. “He could bite that cage
to bits if he wanted to,” Valerie had said
of yesterday’s shark, and got nmo argu-
ment; for the big shark today, the de-
struction of the cage would be the work
of momems. From below, we watched it
wrestle [ree an enormous slab of horse,
200 pounds or more: as it gobbled and
shook, its great pale body quaked, the
tail shuddering with the effort of keep-
ing its head high out of the water. Then,
back arched, it dove with its prize to-
ward the bottom, its mouth trailing hub-
bles from the air gulped down with its
last bite. Only one pilot fish was ever
seen at Dangerous Reef; we wondered if
the white shark’s relentless pace made it
difficult for a small fish to keep up.

When I left the water, there was a
slight delay in getting the skiff alongside
and Rodney warned me not to loiter on
top of the cage. “They've been climbing
all over it!”" he called. At one point,
Valerie. having handed up her exhausted
tank, had to retreat inte the cage, hold-
ing her breath as a shark thrashed across
its roof over and over.

Numbers of fish had come to the de-
bris exploded into the water by the feed-
ing, and the windstorm of the night
before had stivred pale algac from the
bottom. Visibility was poor, yet the
sharks worked so close to the cages that
the morning’s flming was even better
than the day before, and the cameramen
worked [rom nine until 1:30. By then,
the ten months of suspense were over.

We were scarcely out of the water
when the wind [reshened, with the
threat of rain. The cages were taken
aboard and battened down, while a par-
ty went ashore to film the Saori [rom the
reef. Then, in a cold twilight, drinking
rum in the pgalleyfo'c’sle, we volled
downwind across Spencer Gulf, bound
for Port Lincoln. Though the sea was
rough, the fo'c’sle was warm and bright,
filled with rock music. Valerie saw to it
that we had a good supper, and wine
soon banished the slightese doubt that
we all liked one another very much, “Is
there anything more splendid,” Water-
man cried, “than the fellowship of goad
shipmates in the fo'c’sle after a bracing
day beloie the mast?” After three weeks
in a real fo'c'sle, Stan had embraced the
19th Century with all his heart.

Peter Gimbel, sweetly drunk, swung
back and forth from fits of shouting to

a kind of stunned, suffused relief and
quict happiness. He looked ten years
younger. What was surely the most excit-
ing film ever taken underwater had been
obtained without serious injury to any-
body. The wriumph was a vindication ol
his own faith in himself and, because he
had earned it the hard way and deserved
it, it was a pleasure simply to sit and
drink and watch the rare joy in his face.
- - -

At the end of the week, T flew west-
ward to FEast Alvica. A month later,
when I reached New York, Peter told me
that the whiteshark sequence was be-
yond all expectations, that the film stu-
dio was ecstatic and that a financial
success now scemed assured. How sad, 1
said, that his father wasn’t alive to see it.
He grinned, shaking his head. “It is,” he
said. “He would have been delighted.”

Already, Peter was concerned about
where he would go from here. Meanwhile,
he had planned a violent dieting, which
he didn’t need, and when asked why, he
shrugged. “I just want to see if I can get
down to a hundred seventy,” he said,
Perhaps 1 read oo much into that diet,
but it bothered me: The scarch for the
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great white shark was at an end, but his
search was not. I recalled a passage in
the letter Peter had written after the
30-hour marathon off Durban, and when
I got home, 1 dug it out:

“I felt none of the dazed sense of
awe,” he wrote, “that had filled me ten
days belore, during our first night dive. 1
remember wondering sadly how it could
be that a sight this incredible could have
lost its shattering impact so quickly for
me—why it should be that the sights and
sensations should have to accelerate so
hellishly simply to hold their own with
my adaptation to them. . . . Only a weck
or so alter having come out of the water
one night to say over and over, ‘No four
people in all the world have ever laid eyes
on a scene so wild and infernal as that,
I wasn’t even particularly exced. . ..

And further on: “I was filled with a
terrible sadness that we had indeed de-
termined precisely the limits we sought,
that the mystery was at least partly gone
because we knew that we could ger away
with anything, that the story—and such a
story!

had an end.”

“Hell, do as I do, kid, pretend there’s no one down there.”
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“Wow!—how’s this for a greal ecology?”
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nMSI[“"ﬂM (comtinued from page 133)

fiend who Hoated up to an Amsterdam
cop and beefed about the low grade of
hash he had just picked up from some
African dude on the swreet. The cop
sniffed it, chewed a sample and told the
Swede: “You're right; this shit is no good.”
Then he reached imo a pocket, pulled out
a hall-kilo slab of greasy Red Lebanese
and said: “This is what you should look
for, friend. Il wipe you out.” Great fuzz
in Amsterdam! Human-tvpe people, said
Slick. Far ow, breathed his audience,
hunched over the jukchox in the feiry’s
vouth saloon. Unfucking-believable!

And now, here’'s Slick pulling his
joint within a long arm’s reach ol the
law on the platform and the cop is walk-
ing slowly in the dircaion of the blissful
trio. He talks to them quietly, carnestly,
with no sign ol hostility. You have to
move preuy dose 1o pick up the words,
because Amsterdam police are polite 1o
loreigners, even to loreign freaks. Maybe
he's asking for a wiste. No. What he's
saving is: “You're all under arrest.”

Busted! In Amsterdam, vouth mecca
ol the world? Where city-council mem-
bers said dope should be legalized and
had themselves photographed in [ront of
city hall, zonked out and glassy-eved,
waving hash bombers at the cameras.
Where they broadaast prices and  avail-
ability of popular brands ol hashish over
the state-owned radio, and the Council
for Yomh Education submirted a plan
calling for the establishment ol drog-
stores (o sell Cannabis produas at fixed
prices. All those miracles, and then along
comes a cop to recite the litany of the
bust. It would appear that the third
world’s  Latest nivvana is just another
pl:lin, old-fashioned bummer.

But not for lucky Shick and his friends,
They got off. In the police siation. they
were told their mvests were only techni-
cal. A warning. Nobody was fined, jailed
or dcpm'u:(l. though under Dutch law,
they might hive been. They were re-
minded that drugs are illegal in Hol-
land—despite publicity to the contrary
—and that il they weare ever caught
dealing, the law would jump on them.
But there awe places in Amsterdam, they
were informed, where they could smoke
all they wanted, and nebady would come
to take them away. Finally, they were
divested of their remaining joints and
told they could leave. This time. So
the pilgrims from  the West, having
walked through the valley of fear and
disillusionment, vanished into the night,
filled with a wondrous sense of reliel.
Slick. looking slightly uncomlortable, said
good night 1o the others outside the po-
lice station.

“In 1970, declared Newsweek last Au-
gust, "Amsterdam has won youth’s acco-

lade as the drug, sex and do-vour-thing
capital of the Western world.” Scarcely
two months later, in a report on the
August riots that had  convulsed the
city, Rolling Stone magazine concuded
that Amsterdam had fallen to the enemy.
“This 1s the end of an era of olerance,”
was the unlikely quote atributed o an
unidentified Dutch writer. “Tolerance
only goes so [ar. and 1 think Amsterdam
has Tound its limit.” All in all, it looked
as though Amsterdam had been just an-
other summer romance for the press.
The young had wied to shalt the es-
tablishment and the establishment had
kicked back, or so it secemed to the
newspapers. But newsmen are varely hap-
picr than when they've tearing down the
myths ceated by other newsmen, and
what had happened in Amsterdam sul-
fered. o a certain extent, from this
journalistic syndrome.

There were riots. They took place in
the Dam, Amsterdam’s main square and
alfresco coed  dormitory for migritory
youth. By last August, up to 1000 kids
were bedding down every night on the
square, despite a ban against sleeping near
public monuments that was  inroduced
by the city—but never enlorced—a year
carlier. Merchants grumbled, tourists com-
pliined and the pimps in the adjacent
red-light district whined about a decline
in wade. On the mght the police finally
moved in 1o dear the square, they received
unsolicited assistance Irom a bizarre force
ol Dutch sailors and marines, a woop of
motorbike thugs and a comtingent of
pimps. There was also an Italian TV aew
that, it was darkly suspected, whipped up
the passion by reming a few psvchopaths
and shoving them into the crowd.

Amsterciimers were omtraged by the
violence, but the sleepers themselves, on
the whole, escaped blame. If the police
had icft them alone for a couple of
weeks, it was pointed out, the onset of
autwmnal rains and cold nights would,
in any case. have forced them o sleep
somewhere clse. Afterward, it was ru-
mored that the city fathers decided to
clean up the Dam because of the im-
pending visit of President Subarto of
Indonesia, a detested figure among Indo-
nesian exiles in the Netherlands, They

accuse their former leader’s regime of
slaughtering 250,000 dissidents not oo

many vears ago. Those who escaped—
many of them live in Amsterdam—have
not forgotten it. Inevitably, many voung
people in the capital viewed the Dam
action as a dity deed committed for
unworthy baule fought to
relicve the frustration of nautical red-
necks. to make the city profitable for
pimphood and to beautily the landscape
for a visitor who carried a heavy respon-
sibility for the execution of 250,000
human beings. The mavor, blaming “ex-

cuses, a

plosive groups” for the trouble, scemed
unhappy. “It would be a terrible condem-
nation of myself and the citizens,” he said
after the event, “if it became impossible
to carry on a tolerant policy in this city.”

Ever since the Pilgrim Fathers decid-
ed w cdear out of Amsterdam  several
centuries ago, because of “licentiousness
among ve young folk” and their fear that
it might contaminate Pilgrim  youth,
young people in the Dutch capital have
scr the style for international youth pro-
test in their assaults on established polit-
ical and religious orders. Last year, even
Amsterdam bishops joined them by com-
ing out against obligatory celibacy for
pricsts, in direct contradiction of age-old
Vatican policy. The voung Catholic chap-
lain at the University of Amsterdam got
married, and a political movement found-
ed by young radicals campaigned for rev-
olution and won 12 scats on city councils
throughout Holland.

The members of this movement called
themselves Kabouters—a Dutch word (o
gnomes or pixies: they came into bhe-
ing at the beginning ol 1970, succeeding
the street-hghting Provos, who disbanded
voluntarily the previous vear, because
they felt they had become too institu
tionalized. Where the Provos had scared
potential supporters with their tough-
ness, the Kabouters enlisted them through
a form of cuphoric lunacy, backed up
with a radical program of reform. At one
ol the first arv-council meetings in Amster-
dam, the Kabouters proposed that the
Dutch somy be dissmmmed and converted
into a band ol happy jesters, who would
run around spreading universal merri-
ment. They have urged drivers wo install
flower boxes on their car roofs. so that
parking lots would look more beauti-
ful. They campaign for the legalization
of solt drugs, lor the abolition of private
automobiles from the center of Amster-
dam and for the withdrawal of Holland
from NATO. They scize warchouses and
oflices that have been abandoned by
business and twrn them over to the city's
poor and homeless. They have also
organized an old-age  department  thai
offers pensioners such free services as
shopping or just conversation.

The Kabouters most ambitious objec:
tive is the aeation of “alternative com-
munities” around the world that wounld be
[ree of bureaucracy and commercial ex-
ploitation. Their inhabitanmts would be
encouraged o assume responsibility for
every phase of their envivonment. and
personal initiative  would replace  de-
pendence on elected politicians. These
proposals may sound utopian, but in last
vear's municipal elections, the Kabouters
got almost 38.000 votes in Amsterdam
and  emerged as the capital's  fourth-
strongest municipal party. In the course
of all the recent agitation among Western
youth, it was the first major victory
for the young at the polls,

The center of all this ferment, which
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“Could I interest you gentlemen in a package deal?”

has made Holland one ol the most excit-
ing countries in Europe today, is a met-
ropolitan antique. Much ol Amsterdam
dates Trom the 171h Centory and rests on
wooden piles sunk deep into the queasy
bog that constitutes the aty's lounda-
tion. Houses Iwrch forward on  their
loundations like drunken aristoorats ry-
ing 1o maintain their dignity, propped
with helty beams and fined with gables,
whose ornate decorations were the pride
of 1their merchant owners. It is a town
built on some 70 islands, connected by
more than 500 bridges and divided by
miles of cmals that radiate in a semi-
circular pattern from the harbor. Seen
Irom the air, with the sun gleaming on
the waterways, the city looks like a spider's
weh with fresh moming dew on i

Amsterdam lies just below the north-
west upper shoulder ol Continental Eu-
rope. Rome is less than two and a hall
hours away by plane, London and Paris
an hour. Copenhagen less than an hour
and 2 half. Thirev-seven international rail
expresses arrive every day at Cemraal Sta-
tion. One might drive to Brussels or
Cologne in the morning and retam 10
Amsterdam for dinner.

Iv is an entrancing, vestless city, small
enough so that a stranger quickly feels at
home, big enough o encompiss a poly-
glot assortment of people and unexpect-
ed contrasts. European wravelers go there
because it's almost impossible to avoid it
Art lovers least on Rembrandt in the

190 Rijksmuscum, Vin Gogh in the Munici-

pal. Shoppers look lor bargains in rare
stones at the diamond houses, lor duty-
free goods at Schiphol Airport. English-
speaking tourists Teel comfortable there
hecause most of the 900,000 inhabitants
speak  their language. And others arve
drawn by the city’s magnificent food and
restaurants, by its nonstop night life and
by the unconcealed temptations ol ihe
Amsterdam sex stoves and the red-light
district.

There are upwards of 80 sex shops

m - Amsterdam. They  sell  everything
from mechanized dildos and  fetishists’
appliimces 10 movies, shides and  the

Dutch translation of Philip Roth's Pori-
noy'’s Klachi. The Netherlands Society
for Sexual Relorm, a  stune-subsidized
orginization. runs a  highly successful
mailorder business in sexual devices.
Towrists flock to these stores. but the
biggest attraction in the city is the Wal-
letjes, a red-light districe that is con-
tained in an oblong slice of old canal
houses in one of the most picturesque
parts of town.

The gitls of the Walleijes are black,
white, brown. vellow, pink, tll, short.
thin, fat, perfect. pregnant, wigged and
unwigged. There are girls in kinky boots,
witls in sandals, givls with bare fecet. Some
warr leather jackars and ook tough;
others dress in fur wraps, velver suits or
tweeds and pearls; and some wear almost
nothing. They stand in doorways, against
LEimpposts. in bars. on cormers, i alleys
that are wide enough for only one cus-

tomer at a time. Evervwhere. Manv sit
behind - windows  under  purple  lighs.
looking like mermaids in a  lile-sized
aquarium or a window display in an
uptown store. A Jarge percentage are
young and pretwty. Some could make a
living as models. A Tew arve dragons. One
veteran, sind o be o her 70s, charges
five guilders—less than S1.50: but the
usual price lor a quick fling in the
Walletjes is 25 guilders—about seven
dollars—and the lee inareases m accord-
ance with the dient’s special quirks. For
fMagging libidos. the girls supply vibra-
tors, crotic movies, shides and books.

“It's the Germans | don't care for,” an
atractive 1-year-old brunene told a visi-
tor. "They alwavs wint to come in three
or four at a tme and watch. The Ameri-
cans? They want o know why T do i
Stupid question. I make good money, 1
pay taxes and it's legal. I wouldn't wiant
any other job. Now Tuck off. please.”

In the Walletjes, one might observe, as
the same visitor recently did, the exuram-
dimiry sight of an  clderly  customer.
whose wheelchair had gotten jammed in
a doorway of one ol 1the houses. Two
friends eventually pushed him through.
with some help from a half-naked girl
inside. A couple ol minutes Luer, she
reappeared at the window, closed ihe
drapes and withdrew from sight.

The chientele of the Walletjes s com-
prised mostly of “respectable”™ tourists—
everybody except that bhady ol vouthlul
visitors lor whom Amsterdam has [y
graater attractions and o whom, as a
vule. the ide of prostitution represents a
kind of adult hang-up. in which they
want no part. The kids have their own
game to play and it centers wround the
Dutch capital’s 1olerance of solt drugs.
They know that as long as they stick o
the rules that were spelled out o Slick
and his Iniends, they run linle fear ol
arrest. The Amsterdam nare squad con-
sists ol eight men who usually concentrate
on hardstuff dealers and tend 10 ignore
users of hash and grass.

The principal rule specihes that smok-
ers vestrict their habits 1o the premises of
the Paradiso or Fantasia. two shabby old
buildings that the city council subsidizes
to the e ol 550,000 a year. The pa
mons drink beer or soda, watch
avantgarde  theatrical  productions  or
nude  ballets,  listen 10 music, paint.
'vcnlpt. sing, shout, dince, make out and
turn on. A Luge sign inside the doors of
the Paradiso, the more popular ol the two
youth halls, states that dope wrading on
the premises is forbidden, but a few
salesmen can always be found outside or
acioss the strect. keeping a wary eye
open for the law, while unloading poor-
quality consignments on unsuspecting
buvers.

The Paradiso and arc open
only on certain nights of the week. When

can
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theyre dosed. the aowd heads—along
with the heads in the (owd—Ior the
inmumerable bars, cafés and discothé ques
on the side streets around the Leidse-
plein and - Rembrandtsplein, the  city's
two higgest amusement areas. In many of
these places, the [reak show cominues
without benefit of civic subsidies. At about
two. most of them close for the night and
people who have somewhere to crash—
waaldly a dormitory in a student hostel
—can prolong the binge with, in most
cases, mimmal  risk of
HEHagement.

To find out the current prices of hash,
they can wune in two weekly radio pro-
grams and listen 10 the  dope-market
stock-exclinge reports that are coried on
speaial youth programs. A recent edition
of a Saturdav-afternoon show called  This
Is the Beginning led oft with the weekly
quotations (“Alghanistan, 4.50 guilders 2
gram: Red 3.50; Moroccan,
250, ec) and followed these with a

larassment by

Lebanese,

warning about some bad acid that w
making the rounds. Alter this came a
solicitous word  [vom a police  official,
who spoke about the hazavds of switch-
ing from solt o hard drugs. VPRO ra-
dio, another youth-oriented station, has a
live-hour program on Fridays, when it
broadeasts the prices in English. There is

“I think she's tryving to kick the

also a VPRO-TV afhlisie that telecasts
live threeand-a-hall-hour  shows  every
two weeks. The program, which usually
consists of performances by top-name
rock groups, is deliberately unsuuctured,
s0 as 1o allow for maximum spontaneity.
Anvone who wants o grab a mike and
lay an inspiving word about anmchy on
the viewing audience is Iree 1o do so.
The quality of Ireedom to say or do
what you like in Amsterdam—providing
it injures nobody clse—is characteristic
of the Dutch in general and of Amster-
damers in particular. It is  inherited
both from the freewheeling  merchanes
ol the 17th and 18th Centuries, who hist

made the cty a great center ol truly
demoaratic institutions, and from the mid-
dle class, who succeeded them and who
developed a sturdy sense ol independent
liberalism coupled with a lasting distaste
lor bur¢aucracy. Even today, Amsterdam-
ors are suspiaous of anything they con-
sider undue meddling in civic aflairs by
the administrative capital in The Hague.

For centuries,  Amsterdam has
given refuge to people whose religions mnd

nuiny

political ideals made them outcasts in
their own counries. Unlike many similin
emigrants to the New World (who some-
times found they were exdumging one
form ol exploitation for another), exiles

habit.”

in Amsterdam found a community in
which their racial origing or personal
faiths did not stigmatize them. Indeed.
nonbelicvers sometimes came to their de-
fense in fearless disregard ol personal
safety. as in 1941, when city workers
walked off their jobs to protest agaimst
the persecution of Dutch Jews by the
Nazi occupiers of Holland,

Undal that year, the  Jewish quarer
had  been one of the most popula
strolling  places for  Jew and  gentile
alike, which was not true of most ghettos
in other Luropean cities. With the arriv-
al of the Germams, however, what had
formerly been a thriving, tumulinous
community of 100,000 people  simply
ceased to exist. Among the 10,000 who
cme back 1o Amsterdam  from Nazt
death camps was Outo Frank. He, his 13-
vear-old daughter, Anne, and other mem-
bers ol the family hid with  friends
in a house at 263 Prinsengracht for two
vears, umtil the Gestapo caught up with
them. Among  the remnants thar the
swrviving member of the Frank  family
discovered alter the War was 1he diary
written by his daughter. Her pitiful collee
tion of faded newspaper clippings can
still. be seen on the wall of the seaet
apaviment in which the Franks lived, OI
all the world's memorials o vicims of
genocide, this modest house in Amster
dam—with its empiy. silent rooms-—is
perhaps the most poignant.

It would not be 100 Lindilul 1o draw
paraliel between canlier refugees who
fled o Amsierdam and those who now
sce the city as a haven Tor other, possibly
less momentous causes, Among Western
cipitals today, Amsterdam is the most
tolerant and progressive of them all, i city
where people of all ages and tastes expe-
ricnce a life stvle and a venturesome
sense of rcedom they do not olten find
elsewhere. Some would characterize this
freedom as a form ol depravity, but they
would be misiaken.  Amsterdamenrs
not noticeably more dissoluie than other
city dwellers: they tend. on the contrary,
to be a kindlv. compassionate prople
with a keenly developed instinet Tor so-
cial justice and a genuine vespect for the
rights of others to go the way they wish.
They might well have shown hostility s
resentment to the thousands ol Youg
wanderers who live moved in among
them in recent years, hut they have, on
the whole, shown them hospitality andd
generosity, instead. Perhaps the most sig-
nificant clue of all 10 the personality of
their city lies in the act that the patron
saint of Amsterdam-—and ol small chil-
dren and young girls—is an old gentle-
man who is said 1o have been the bishop
of Myra in  Asii Minor during the
Fourth Century. The Duich call him
Sinterklaas. We know him as Santa

Claus.
(Y]
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Even the man who marries the major
stockholder’s daughter must worry about
his father-in-law’s selling the stock and
running off 1o Hawaii with a girl from
the stenographic pool—as happened sev-
eral years ago to an acquaintance  of
mine. Executives today are more aware
ol the pilalls—and praalls—along the
tme-honored paths. The result has been
the rise of what Chicago executive
recruiter Edwin C. Johnson calls the mo-
bile opportunist. “This is a person,”

savs
](Jlumm, “whose lovalty is to himsell and
his career rather than 1o his company. As
long as his company’s interests coincide
with his, he works like hell. But the
minute he sees a better opportunity, he
jumps.”

Few exccutives attain success without

making fairly hrequent moves. Even the
vraditionalists. the insiders, those who
renin - with  one  orgamization,  must

move [requently within the [ramework
of that organizition o succeed. “Success
is no longer a one-sided game,”  savs
Lugene E Jennings, a business professor
at Michigan State University. “The suc-
cesslul excautive today plays the two-sided
game. No more is he content to sit amd
watch as the corporation dictates all the
moves.”

Those who make it big in business to-
day see their careers as a game similar in
many respeas 1o chess. Well-established
rules  dictte play—and  logic prevails.
Gambits may improve the plaver's posi-
tion on the board. The laws ol probabil-
ity otten govern decisions on whether wo
make one move or another. Success ac-
crues particularly to the player who cin
think more than one move i advance.
The ultimate champion is one who, with
a sweep ol his eve, visualizes the entire
board before him and plans every move
that might help him reach viclory, taking
into account at the same ume the likely
moves of his opponents.

Take, for example, the carcer progress
of an exccoutive whom we'll call Sher-
man. a typical mobile opporunist. He
was graduated from college as an electri-
cal engincer and, alter several years as a
maval ofhicer in World War Two, became
a salesmuan for a large electronics hrm. In
two vears, he moved to corporate head-
quarters as an assistant product manager.
Two years later, on the verge of a second
promotion 1o product manager, Sherman
sat back to consider his next move.

Amalyzing the career pauerns of the
corporation’s top executives, he saw that
a steady string ol promotions would
boost liim by the age of 10 to division
general manager with o $40.000 4 year
salary. But, he had lost carcer time in
the Navy. Several ol his peers had entered
the organizition at a younger age or had
advanced  degrees and, he suspcclc([,

a tew made slightly more money than he.
Some might switch to other jobs and
others might fail, but in all probability,
two or three could stand in his way
when it came time to make vice-presi-
dent. This could slow him or even halt
him. Il one proved more capable or
durable, he might block Sherman from
the presidency, his ultimate goal. This
would prove disastrous enough. bue Sher-
man not only wanted to become presi-
dent, he wanted that ofhee by the age of
40, the same age his caleulations indicated
he would reach a general managership
in his present corporation. So he aban-
doned his frontal assault and undertook a
[mking manecuver. He left the clec-
tronics firm and joined Booz Allen &
Hamilton as a marketing specialist.
Booz Allen is a management-consulting
firm that specializes in giving advice to
industrey, It's similar. hievarchically speak-
ing, to an accounting firm or a law firm.

Many consider two years in consulting
the equivalent of a master's degree in
business administration. Aflter that peri-
od ol time, most young consultants, un-
less they think they can make partner,
return  (or are returned) to  industry.
Sherman, however, remained a  third
vear with Booz Allen, moving laterally
imo the firm's executive-scarch division.
In dealing with the résumés of hundreds
of highly paid executives, Sherman could
perceive even more clearly the patterns
that brought men 1o the top. At the age
of 30, he lelt Booz Allen, switching to a
job as marketing consultant on a Lwge
conglomerate’s corporate staff.

Sherman’s new job provided both ex-
posure and visibility. (Exposure is where
the right people can see vou: visibility is
where you can see them.) The conglom-
erate contained 30 divisions. Within a
year, Sherman spotted an opening for
himself as markeung director ol one of
the divisions that manulactured electronic
equipment. With only 200 employees,
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it ranked smallest in the organization.

A G4-year-old general munager headed
the division. Moving just fast enough 10
maintain his balance, and trading on his
consultant-bred experience, Sherman sug-
gested within the next year that the
general manager be retived and the divi-
sion phased out. The conglomerate chicls
agreed and handed Sherman the assign-
ment along with the impressive title of
general manager. A year later, with the
division liquidated as planned, no more
general managerships beckoned. So Sher-
man job-hopped from the conglomerate
to a manulacturing corporation in the
clearical industry. He became  assistant
general manager, seeminglv a demotion.
But he had moved 10 a much larger cor-
poration that  grossed  SGOOMLO00  an-
nually and had seven planes and 2200
cmployces. Therein lies an important
rule ol executive dhess: You can move
forward while appearing to move back-
ward.

Before accepting his new job, Sherman
had looked closely at the general manager
under whom he would work. He recog:
nized the man as being both extremely
capable and ambitious: like himsell. a
mobile  opportunist. Sherman  reasoned
that within a few years, this man would

cither move up within the corporation or

move out to a better job. In two years,
the latter happened. At 35, Sheiman
became vice-president and general man-
ager of the division. Had he remained
with his original company, he wouldn’t
have atained that rank before he tmmed
40. By delt maneuvering, he had saved

five years” carcer time, the most precious
commodity in the game.

Most mobile opportunists who reach
the top stay in one position a maximum
of 36 to 10 months. Eurly in their carcers,
they shift even more often. They cither
move within their company or move out-
side. They understand  that most man-
agerial positions can be mastered within
a few years and to stay any longer wastes
carcer time. Another rule in the game:
You can move backward by standing still.
“Mobile executives have an 80-20 orienta-
tion toward most positions,” says Eugene
Jennings. By this is meam that 20 per-
cent of amy job counts for 80 percent of
the learnimg. If they can master the 20
percent and move on o another job, the
learning curve is constamtly rising. 16 they
were to stay in the job longer, they would
be completing the 80 pereent of their
time that counts lor only 20 percem of
the learning.”

Sherman. moved  again,  dropping
somewhat in dtle to vice-president of
marketing—hut with an 800,000,000 or-
gantization. The move resulted in his first
serious career sethack, however. Within a
year, the bowrd chairman responsible for
hiring Sherman sold his stock in the cor-
poration. The uaditiomalist might have
remained in his position, content with his
high salury and wusting 1o luck, but as a
mobile opportunist, Shermuan recognized
the danger imberent in his position: His
sporsor had left him stranded, He might
dick with the new ownership, bur sup-
pose they decided 10 sponsor their own
group ol managers? He could be side-
lined or even fired. Rule: Move from the

“I'm going to stay a virgin until I get married or I'm
Jourteen—whichever comes first.”

hoard at your convenience, not that of
the other players,

As a former exccutive-search specialist,
Sherman knew the searets of running a
job-hunting campaign. He began to drop
hints of his availability 1o former Booz
Allen friends. He circulated job résumés
to the right employment agencies and
scardh firms. The career record represent-
ed on his résumé glowed with an inner
sheen, as though sculpted by a medieval
craftsman: four yewrs” maining and de-
velopment with a large clectronics corpo-
vation; three  years” consulting  with
Boos Allen: three years with a conglom-
erate, vising to division general manager;
five years with another corporation, ris-
ing to vice-president and general manager
ol a larger division; and his current vice-
presidency with an SB00.000,000 organiza-
tion. A steady progression upward in
size. of job. Enough mobility to dem-
onstrate breadih of experience yet with-
out indicating promiscuity. The proper
combination of brains, balls and track
shoes. At 39, Sherman became president
of i 160,000,000 company.

The average executive, having risen to
the pinnacle of power, might have re-
laxed, content to count his stock options
and deferred income. Mobile opportun-
ists, however, are not average exccutives.
They reach the top by assuming risks.
They resemble mountain climbers in that
they don't look back: they blank [rom
their minds the abyss below, the fear of
what may happen if they slip. In Sher-
man's case, some risk still remains. Though
he is now a president, his company is
dominated by a 74-vear-old chairman of
the board whose Lumily owns most of the
stock. No cligible daugluers are in sight.
A 34-year-old grandson now runs the in-
termational  division  from an olhce in
London but evenually can be expected 10
return and exercise his droit du seignenr.
So, at 44, Sherman has his leclers out for
a new position. Not just any new po-
sition. He plans to become president ol a
$100.000,000 organiztion.

Sherman’s rapid vise to the presidency
cin be atributed o his having viewed
his cweer as a wwossided game. This s
understood more readily by the current
generation than by their parents. Hal
Roberts, a counsclor with the cmploy-
ment agency Cadillac Associates. notes
that this generation gap is rellected in
résumcs submitted while seeking cmploy-
ment. “The old-timers pushing 50 siate
in their résumes: “This is what 1 have
done. This is what T can do Tor you.'
The new breed wants to kinow what the
company ¢ do for them. Their ap-
proach is that theiv new employer should
have something to offer. Thev're not
coming hat in hand anymore. They'll
write: ‘I am looking for an aguTessive,
productive type of management, well or-
ganized, it will recognize the need
for. . . " Then they list their talems.”

The new breed of exccutives tends 1o




be better educated than its predecessors.
Studies made between 1948 and 1953
indicated that eight percent of company
presidents had master’s degrees. By 1965.
almost 40 percent had master’s degrees
and 21 percent had doctorates. Projec
tions indicatc that in the carly 1970s, 60
percent of company presidents will have
master’s degrees and 30 percent, doctor-
ates. But while intelligence as measured
by degrees seems 1o be one prerequi-
site lor business success, intelligence as
measured by tests is not necessarily ex-
pected or required, According to Charles
McDermid,  president of  Management
Psychologists: “'1f you have an 1.Q. of
110 10 115, which is below the average
for college graduates. you have all the
mental equipment you need to succeed
m business, or polilics. or in almost
anvihing except longhair activity such as
nuclear physics.” McDermid feels the am-
bitious turtle will reach the finish line
faster than the poorly mouvated hare.

The successful - mobile  opportunist
hoasts good health and stamina. Physical
strength plays a more important part in
the game of executive chess than many
people suspect. “A businessman has to be
very healthy 1o survive,” savs Pearl Meyers
of the executive-recruiting firm Handy
Associates. “We see executives walk in
here having just stepped off a jer plane
or having been in business meetings all
day, and they're always carrying heavy
cises, bur thev sull look like Prince
Charming.”

The winners in exccutive chess also
possess cmotional stamina. But perhaps
an even more important attribute. says
McDermid. is that the successtul business-
man be career centered rvather than fam-
ily/personal  centered. For example, a
family / personal-centered  individual who
works in Denver may resist @ promotion
or a transfer il it means he no longer can
ski on weekends, Or maybe he'll stay in
his liome town so his wife can visit her
mother, A cireercentered individual. by
contrast, will rank success in his job ahead
of weekend pleasure, and he will have
selected a mate who isn’t hung up with
her mother. He may be psvchologically
imbalanced in the sense ol having what
McDermid calls an executive neurosis,
but he also will tend to succeed. “He
won't care whether he’s working in ski
country or in Siberia as long as it ad-
vances his career,” he says.

But having intelligence, stamina and
ambition may not be sufficient il the
prospective corporation president fails to
FeCOgINZE CATCET SUCCess as @ game in
which movement is governed by rational
rather than random behavior. Good luck
in business or in football comes from
being in the right place at the vight
time, so that when the other team fum-
bles, you can pounce on the ball, Simi-
larly, in poker, you won’t be dealt aces
every time, but when you get them, you

should know how to maximize your pot.

The ambitious young executive inter-
ested in por maximization might study a
perceptive book by Lugene Jennings ti-
tled The Mobile Manager. Jennings has
populated his volume with such charac
ters as the mobile hierarch, the crucial
subordinate and the shelf sitter, but
the wvital section for the executive-
chess player is a vastly complex appendix
in which he outlines the science ol mo-
bilography. Promotions, translers and
demotions are reduced to a series of
mathematical terms, complete with point
values. Thus, the carcer path of a single
man moving upward in industry might
be converted into a symbology that re-
sembles dhis: "TULULUSLUS.

The key mobilographic symbols are:
T, U, L and 5. T stands for rechnical.
This identifics a nonmanagerial position
of any kind, such as salesman, engincer,
!\'vci(_‘llli!i[ or accountant. U means llll, H
promotion to a position of higher au
thority or difficulty. L is lateral, a trans-
fer o a job on the same level carrying
the same degree of authority and respon-
sibility. § means stay, remaining in one
position and not receiving a promotion.

“Dear diary:
tie-dved shirt and my Ché poster and told me to find
someone else to repress and exploit.”

The four basic svmbols have the follow-
ing point values: T = 10; U =5; L= %
pig

The person who moves from  his
technical (T) job to a managerial posi-
tion, where he commands a least two
other people, receives 10 points, It is a
one-shot bonus, which, for example, the
Procter & Gamble sales trainee receives
when he leaves work in the held 1o
become an assistant product manager fov
Lilt. From this point in his career, all
promotions, such as the next move up
(U) to product manager, carn 5 points
apiece. If the executive transfers laterally
(L) to another job—say, from the Lilt ac-
count to the Duz account—but doesn’t
move upward, he receives 3 points. A
person who stays (S) in one position [or
longer than average ume carns only 2
points. Should he remain two or three
times the period it takes the average exec
utive to move out and up. he becomes
formulized as S., S,, etc. Jennings refers
to these arrested individuals as shelf sit-
ters: They're waiting for the corpor:
to move them rather than moving them-
selves.

Consider how maobilography can  be

Today, Wendy returned my
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utilized to analyze the carecer of Sher-
man, our original mobile opportunist.
Sherman’s shilt rom salesman to assist-
ant product manager earned him a T
(10). When he moved 1o product man-
ager, he added U (5). He quit the
company to join Booz Allen, a second
consccutive U (5). His movemem with-
i Booz Allen to executive search rated L
(3), as did his move to consultant on the
conglomerate staff (3). His next two shifts
within the conglomerate, resulting in a
general managership, were both U (5 + 5
= 10). Moving [rom the conglomerate to
the corporation. he dropped in ttle but
rose in size of job, thus L (3). He next be-
came vice-president and general manager,
another U (5). His shift 1o vice-president
of marketng with the $800,000.000 or-
ganization rated L (3). He made his
ultimate U (5) when he became president.
The mobilographic chart ol Sherman's
carcer thus ¢in be stated: TUULLU-
ULULU. This translates to 52 points. In
the 16 years it ook him to reach the wop,
he averaged 3.25 points a year, a phe-
nomenal rate. He moved so rapidly that
he Lailed 10 accumulate a single S, or stay.

It would be wrong for anyone to plan
his career with the single purpose of
accumulating mobility points at the rate
of three a year, or he might simply find
himself  sliding  continuously  sideways
and never upward. Mobilography oper-
ates better as a retrospective saence. You
can more easily analyze your past pat-
tems  than predict your future ones,
Moreover, you can more easily apply
mobilography to the carcers of others
than 1o yoursell. Should the young clec
tronics exccutive analyze the careers of
20 presidents in his held and discover
that, like Shermun, they had accomular-
ed 52 points and a presidency by the
time they were in their early 40s, he could
assume that to be the pattern for success
within his industry. Yet someone in bank-
ing or steel or food products might sim-
ilarly audit the chicl execetives around
him and discover that only 30 to 40 points
were necessary for success, and at a dif-
ferent age. Patterns vary from industry
to industry and [rom company to com-
pany. The person who is able to under-
stand this and relate the mathematical
probability of success 1o his own carcer
movements becomes the one most likely
1o succeed in executive chess.

The executive-chess  plaver, Turther-
more, can sudapt the science of mobilog-
raphy 1o aid him in dedding whether 1o
job-hop or remain in plice and wait for
i promotion. Take as an example the
cucer of Tom, an executive with a
lood company we'll call General Prod-
ucts. He joins the company at 22 and
spends  two  years  as a bakery-prod-
ucts engineer. Then top management
invites lim to shilt to the corporate staff
(T), where he becomes an assistant prod-

196 utct mamager for Quik-Rise Flour. Alt-

er six months, he moves up (U) 1o product
manager on that account, and six months
Iater becomes product manager on an
account that produces three times the in-
come ol the earlier one and involves more
responsibility  (U). Two years later, he
shifts laterally (L) to a similar position
with Super Flakes, still within the Gen-
cral Products marketing group. The [ol-
lowing year, however, he moves out of
marketing (L) o work as assistant to
the organizational general manager. (A
sccond Lweral move at this poine might
have indicued thar Tom was being
plateaned.  Instead, his company merely
wanted to groom him for a higher posi-
tion by giving him more experience in a
related hield.) After one year, he receives
a promotion (U) to marketing manager
within the foods division. Tom stays in
this new job three years, at which point he
is 32, boasts a 530,000 salary and is one of
several candidates for the next upward
position: director of marketing for foods.

Armed with a knowledge of mobilog-
raphy. Tom analyzes the graph ol his
career as: TUULLU. He has accumulat-
ed 31 points. or an average ol 3.1 points
per year spent with his company. But
this knowledge does him no good unless
he also knows the track records of those
who have preceded him in the position
he covets. By some cautious snooping,
he obtams the career records of the
past 20 executives 1o have become
directors of marketing within - General
Products. The typical director of market-
ing, he learns, had scored an average of
36 points in 12 years. Tom thus can
make a numerical comparison with his
predecessors, and he learns that they
scoredd an average ol 36 points in 12
years. He now amn see thar if he receives
the promotion in two vears, he will re-
ceive five points for the U and thus
match the record ol his  predecessors.
Should he receive the promotion sooner,
sav tomorrow, he will heter their pace
and  thus be more likelv 10 receive
another promotion, to vice-president. Con-
sidering  his mobilographic average (3.1
points per year), he can amicpate the
promotion to director ol marketing with
some probability of success. Tom can wait
two years for the prometion and still
maintain pace.

But should he wait? Not necessarily,
Rather than either job-hop or wait in his
present position, he might consider a
lateral move. He could, for instance,
obtain 1two years of marketing experi-
ence with the company's international
division. When, two years luer, he re-
ccives the director-of marketing job, he
will have accumulued 39 points—3§
points more than his predecessors. Thus
he will jump ahead of their pace and
more likely be first in line for the next
promotion, to vice-president,

This assumes, however, that Tom’s op-
ponent across the executive chesshoard

is not playing the same game. In reality,
the corporation might be compared with
the chess master who accepts simultaneous
challenges from a number of novice play-
ers. Two dozen others may sit beside Tom,
attempting 1o outmancuver the master,
and one of them may checkmate him
To avoid this, Tom also must analyze
the career patterns of his peers. Should
he uncover several or even one with a
higher mobilographic average, he may
assume that he's behind in the race to
the top. Suppose his best Iriend, Fred,
also entered the company ten years ago
but, because of a dilferent promotion
pattern, has accumulated 34 points to
Tom's 31. I'red’s 3.4 average would rank
him ahead of Tom and incease the
likelihood of his receiving the next
promotion. But suppose at the same
time, Tom succeeds in moving  later-
ally into the international division; those
3 points pull him even with Fred. On
the other hand, Fred may anticipate
Tom's move and ask for the internation-
al assignment himself, Since he already
has the lead, he is more likely to get the
assignment. Unless Tom can counter
with another move, he may need to leave
the company or else resign himsell 10
traveling forever in Fred's shadow.

Mobilography, however, should be
considered more compass than map. It
tells you the direction in which vou're
going without nccessarily indicating the
direction in which you should eo. A
rising executive who becomes overly ob-
sessed with numerical relationships may
forget that, ultimately, performance de-
termines success. “I'm very suspicious of
the guy who sits down and says, "Here's
exactly where I'm going 1o be at 40"
says executive recruiter Ward  Howell.
Moreover, the exccutive-chess player
must not ignore intuition. Regardless of
what the charts tell you about your rela-
tive position in the hiovarchy, il you
sense that position about to deteriorate,
bet your hunch: Look for another job.
As we have indicated, mobilography op-
erates beter in systematizing the past
than in predicting the future,

In fact. the executive with the highest
mobilographic rating midway through
his carcer may not succeed at the end.
Eugene Jennings fecls the most vulner-
able executive may be one with a pattern
such as thiss TUUUUU. This TU, indi-
vidual has had a continuous series of
upwird promotions with no  Lueral
moves allowing him time to consolidate
his knowledge. He may propel himsell
continuously upward on the crest of suc-
cess after success, following the 80-20 rule:
that 80 percent of the job can be learned
in 20 percent of the time. But this
works only to a point. With each vapid
promotion, he leaves another 20 percent
of the job unlearned. At some critical
point in his career, this accumulation
of deficits may provide a gap in his
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executive knowledge into which he may
plunge to ultimate oblivion. As a con-
sultant for such corporations as IBM,
Jennings recommends that TU_s be
“outspanned” to lateral or less critical
positions for a year or two as a sort of
sabbatical alter rising too fast.

The TU, who scrambles rapidly up
the executive ladder may think that he’s
plaving a winning game by continuously
asking for promotions, but he's actually
endangering his position on the board.
In rushing forward with his queen and
knights, he may leave his king defense-
less. When the next promotion beckons,
instead of grasping it, he should sit back,
light his pipe and consider the conse-
quences. Are there other moves on the
board? The best one for him may actually
be lateral rather than upward. Take as
an example a voung chemist we'll call
Chuck. After receiving his Ph.D. in chem-
ical engincering at 27, he becomes a
research assistant with a large pharma-
ceutical corporation. Within a year, the
lab director assigns him {lour research
assistants and the task of finding a better
birth-comtrol pill. Chuck displays great
ability in managing his assistants. Thus,
the following year, when the assistant
director of the laboratory leaves, Chuck
gets his job. Two vears later, he becomes
director of a similar-sized laboratory whose
main function centers on aspirin.

As laboratory director, Chuck has risen
as high as he can go in the pharmaceuti-
cal corporation while wearing his long
white coat. Two years later, at 33, he
moves to the corporate staff as assistant
manager ol the pill division. The next
step upward will be to division manager.
Within two years, he spots an opening at
that level in the mouthwash division.
He knows that if he puoshes for that
job, he'll probably get it. But he begins to

feel uneasy about the speed of his ascent.
Rather than rising too slowly, he’s been
rising too fast. In addition, a shilt to
mouthwash would mean learning a new
product line. If he [ails to succeed in
mouthwash, he may ruin his carcer. At
the same time, Chuck doesn’t want to
remain in his present spot much longer,
for fear of losing momentum. Examin-
ing all openings in the pharmaceutical
corporation, Chuck sees a sccond possi-
bility: He could become assistant manager
i the tooth-paste division. This would
constitute 2 lateral move. Should he move
up to mouthwash, laterally to tooth paste
or stay in pills? He decides to establish
a set of point values for each of his
three choices and determine his  fate
mathematically.

Chuck assigns mobilographic values to
his choices: 2 points if he stays (§) in
pills; 3 points if he moves laterally (L)
to tooth paste; 5 pomnts if he moves
upward (U) to mouthwash. He then sits
down and figures the possibilities for
success in cach of these three areas. He
already knows how to function as an
assistant manager in pills, so his chance
of success there is 100 percent. If he moves
to tooth paste, he already knows 80 per-
cent of the job from having functioned at
that level, so he judges that to be his
probability of success. If he jumps to
mouthwash, however, he must cope with
not only new functions but a strange
product line. He rates his chances 30
percent. If he multiplies the mobilo-
graphic number by the percentage num-
ber, he thus obtains a point index for the
vitlue of each job:

Palls ey 2 x 100 = 200
Tooth paste -......3 x 80 = 240
Mouthwash ..... O S 5 ()

The choice becomes obvious. The later-

al move offers him the highest point
value, so he will ask for the job in tooth
paste, Since an executive can promote
himself sidewavs more easily than up-
ward. he most likely will get the job.

Chuck based his decision on the as-
sumption that pills, tooth paste and
mouthwash exist as equal entities within
the pharmaceutical corporation. In ac
tuality, though, this rarcly occurs, which
brings us to another rule: Each company
has a favorite function.

The favorite function usually is the
division generating the greatest profits or
the biggest challenges. Thus. in the past,
most top General Foods executives have
come up the Maxwell House Colfee
route. “If you're in Procter & Gamble,”
commenis one executive recruiter, “and
cach of the four group managers has
brand experience in Duz and none with
Jiffy peanut butter, consider it a hint.
That doesn’t mean vou can’t make it
from Jiffy, but it will enhance your
chances if you can get Duz brand ex-
perience.”

Aside from favorite functions, most
corporations have favorite disciplines.
Thus, at Procter & Gamble and General
Mills, marketing men risc to the top, and
financial analysts succeed at 1. T.& T.
They also rise fast at Ford, though the
top job frequently goes to an enginecr.
At Gencral Electric, men rise through
the marketing arca but usually go further
if they have an engineering background.
In Chuck’s pharmaccutical corporation,
the men who sell the pills may ascend
over the chemists who devise them. Thus,
Chuck's best route may be through neither
tooth paste nor mouthwash but out to a
different orgamization where chemists
reach the top.

American business has gone through

UP THE ORGANIZATION CHART: how quickly you rise to the top depends on the inner rhythms of your industry
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will feel o litile more comfortable about having you around.

The move is quick up to the middle-management
spofts, then slower as you slog your woy up through
acres of assistantships to the presidential suite.



cycles in which differently skilled men
have tended to land the high-level posi-
tions. Thesc cycles coincide roughly with
the decades and relate to the problems
of the period. In the Forties, business-
men worried mostly about producing
sufficient goods to satisfy demand, so pro-
duction men rose most rapidly. In the
Fiftics, with an abundance of goods, the
problem was how to sell them; market-
ing men took charge. In the Sixues, as
more and more companics merged with
or acquired other firms, financial men
came to the fore. Ideally, a corporation
president today should. in addition to
having general business experience, have
worked for a C. P. A_ firm and also have a
law degree. Some observers feel that man-
power problems will become critical in
the Seventies, thus look for personnel
types to shine. Datia-processing men may
own the decade of the Eightics, though
today a data-processing specialist tops
out ar $30,000 a vear as a systems manag-
er. He fails to ascend higher because he
works with machines, not men. It does
little good, however, to know that this is
the decade ol yowr specialty if you are a
financial analyst working for a company
whose presidents have majored in busi-
ness administration and law. The skilled
executive-chess player, of course, would
never find himsell in this position—or, if
he did. at least would know the exact
moment to move to another job.

And he would follow the earlier rule:
Move from the board at vour conven-
ience, not that of the other players. Tt
has to be before it becomes an obvious
decision,” says Tom Ledbetter of Cadillac
Associates. “The next employer needs to
feel he is seducing the man he hires. So
many people wait until the ax falls or
they're at an impasse belore putting their
talents on the market. They spend ire-

trievable time geuing relocated. The
minute they're not up to thew progress
chart, they should make their availabilicy
known.”

An astute exccutive recognizes the signs
indicating either progress or stagnancy.
At any point, he can examine the indexes
and monitor his upward speed. Suppose
you decide to become president of a
manufacturing company and, having
read that this is the decade for financial
acumen, sefect fimance as your route to
the top. At the University of Ilinois, you
major in accounting, then enter the Has-
vard Business School for a master’s de-
gree. You become an auditor with the
accounting firm Price Waterhouse (care-
fully steering clear of tax work in that
firm, because that would brand you as a
technician). Alter 30 months, onc ol the
seiior partners at Price Waterhouse in-
vites vou to remain permanently with the
firm. hut you want to pursue your career
in industry. “One of our clients, the
XYZ Company, needs an accounting
manager,” says the senior partner. “I'll
sec if I can get you the job." You
get the job. In two vears, XYZ pro-
motes you 1o assistant comptroller. Two
and a half years pass and vou know
that. according to your progress chart,
within the next six months you must
cither become comptroller with XYZ
Company or leave. You can stay and try
to become comptroller, but il you fail,
you will lose career time and may even
have to exit abruptly. You cin move to
another company. but for the rest of
your carcer, vou may wonder whether or
not the job would have been yours.
Should you stay or leave? Mobilography
functions as an cffective science for system-
atizing mobility patterns, but it neces-
sarily ignores the realities of company
politics. Consider how you might con-

struct a political chart to guide you in
your movements.

First, call your secretary and have her
cancel your appointment for lunch with
the other executives. Next, reach into
the first drawer of your desk and
select one sheet of bluelined accounting
paper. Write the number 100 at the top.
That represents the bonus award for just
being you. You figure yourself worth at
least that many points. [100]

The first index you need to consider 1s
money: how much vou earn compared
with others at your level. Since you work
in the financial department, you will
have easy access to such figures, but you
should know anyway approximately
what others around you make. For every
$1000 a vear you make above the aver
age, add one point. For every SI1000
below, subtract one point. (Let’s assume
you make S23.000. compared with the
$20,000 average for others at lateral posi-
tions within XYZ Company, thus three
points.) [103]

You also need to consider your salary
relative to those in other companies. As
it happens, you've just received Harvard
Business  School's  five-year  review ol
graduates’ salaries. Add or subtract one
point for each 1000 increment above or
below average. (The average 1963 FL. B. S.
graduate carns 518,000 in finance, so you
get five more points.) [108]

List on the left side of the paper the
names of the executives with whom you
would have lunched today if you hadn’t
staved in to plot your career. For every
person on that list above you in rank,
add one point. For every person below,
subtract one point. (Ralph. Jim and Bill
match your level in seniority, but Ted
and Boh have vice-presidential rank: two
points.) [110]

For the past 24 hours, you have logged
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every visitor through your office door.
Score one point for every executive of
higher rank who crossed your threshold.
Il he sat down to talk. you earn an
additional point for every five minutes
he remained in your office up 10 a maxi-
mum ol five points. Assess no penalty
poims for visits from lower-level execu-
tives; but, if one sat down to talk, subtract
a point for every five additional minutes
you let him stay. Maximum penalty: five
points. (Ted and Bob each visited you
yesterday and Bob réemained an hour to
discuss an important stockholder presen-
tation: seven points.) [117]

Consuit your chart of phone calls
made within the past 24 hours to higher-
level executives. Subtract one point for
every time the seactary said you would
be called back. Add two points for cach
time you received a direct connection. 1f
the executive you called was the presi-
dent, add two points il he calls you back.
I your call goes through to him, award
yourself five bounus points. (You placed
hive calls and got through each time,
except to the president, who called you
back: 12 points.) [129]

Reach into your desk for the company
house organ and check the box score of
the executive solthall game played at last
summer's picnic. What happened when
the president came to bat while you were
pitching? Subtract one point if he siruck
out. Score no points if vou waiked him.
Il he hit the ball, score one point for

2 : \\
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cach Dhase he reached. If vou hit him
with a pitched ball, subtract five points.
(The president made second base on an
error, but you have to share credit with
the shortstop who committed it one
poine.) [130]

You scored 130 points—about what it
will take to assure your cligibility for the
comptroller’s job. Merely breaking even
in penalty vs. award points may not
suffice, since the job should be obuiously
youis to justily endangering career time
wiiting [or it. Il in every advance you
make you have to compete with two or
more others, you are on the point ol
leveling off,” claims one Cadillac Asso-
ciates counselor. “A man should bhe of
such caliber that his suntability for the
next job is unquestioned.”

Ol@ course, an executive may be per-
[ectly eligible for the next position, yet
attin i, If the compuoller of
XYZ Company has 15 veus' service and

noever

ten more until he retives, tear up vour
score sheet and phone an employment
agency. The executive who plays the
game well should seek openings at two-
and three-year intervals, either within his
present company or without. Morcover,
he needs o ke advantage of these
openings as they occur, since the ulti-
mate rule of executive chess 150 When
a plaver fails o move, he lorfeits the

gi e,

“Everything about your life seems so wonder[ul:
greal apartment, great clothes, fun trips, fun [riends—
tell me, Jane—what's Tyler like in bed?”

MINI REVOLUTION

(continued [rom page 130)

than the Volkswagen. Jim Hall thought
the ride spongy—which may rellect the
race driver’s prelerence for [airly taut
springing—and  objected 10 the car’s
tendency o “hook in”; that is, go to
oversteer when the throttle was lifted in
a corner. The Austin was not really
stable on a straightaway. I thought the
amount of engine noise and vibration
excessive, and final data did show that
only three of the cars were louder at low
speed. For urban use, these flaws are not
aitical and will, for some, be overweight-
ed by the excellent boulevard ride, good
mileage, ample load space and low price.
I liked the car well cnough, driving it
around  Midland streets, but I didn'e
enjov pushing it hard on Rattlesnake,
because performance was inadequate for
that kind of work. The test e had a
manual ransmission. I 1 were buying, I
would take the automatic, simply on the
principle that in anything but a genuine
high-performance motorcar, manual is a

bore.

CAPRI SPORT cCOUPE. A heavy swath
through the European market has been
cut by the Capri and it will do well on
this side of the warer. For some tasies,
the Capri has a flambovant air: fat bulge
on the engme-compartment lid,  thick
arcase along the sides, simulaied brake-
woling scoops alt the doors, high-mounted
race-type gas-hller cap. However, onr
consensus was that it’s o sharp, good-
looking motorcar. It was one ol two last-
est of the lot at 99 miles per hour and in
the top group in acceleration: 15.8 sec-
otds to 60 mph. Only one cm, the Vega,
outstopped i, and enly two, the Opel
and VW, cqualed it ac 91 o and 132
feer [rom 60 mph 1o standstill. This was
an automatic, working off a well-placed
T-bar lever, and il handied with reason-
able regard for the workings ol the device,
1t oltered the sought-after turbimelike gear
progression. The Capri had a number of
insignificant but beguiling details—clock
mounted conveniently on the shilt con-
sole, for example. and a genuine, made-
m-England gooseneck Butler map Limp.
Performimce considered, 27.4 miles to the
gallon of gasoline is commendable.

We all liked the Capri and no one
entered a heavy criticism ol it. The
2000-c.c. engine would be my choice. and
the automatic, but jim Hall opted for
the 4-speed. He particularly liked the
handling, flat ride, competent suspetision
and good straight-line stopping, and was
not put off by the slightly excessive un-
dersteer that we all noticed.

ponGe coLT. Mitsubishi has been selling
the Colt in the home islands for a while



and began peeling off 3000 to 4000
units a month for us at the first of the
year. Good things are made by Mitsubi-
shi, the Nikon camera for one, and the
house is the biggest corporate entity in
Japan, where anti-monopoly regulations
are not very anti: Mitsubishi is in
ships, oil, airplanes, financing, insurance.
One would expect the Colt to be a good,
well-worked-out kind of automobile, and
it is. Two of the figures we charied on it
were exemplary—it squeezed the Volks-
wagen hard on mileage, at 32, and only
the bigger-engined Vega could outaccel-
erate it, and that not by much.

There are four body styles: 2-door hard-
top and 4-door sedan, station wagon and
2-door coupe, all running a 1600-c.c. en-
gine, small but stong. single overhcad
cam, hemispheric combustion  chambers
and 5-bearing aankshaft. Devices usually
thought of as optional are standard here:
adjustable steering wheel, tilt-back seats
(except in the coupe), 2-speed wind-
shicld wipers, a good closed-window ven-
tilation system. There are extras: air
conditioning and automatic transmission.
The interior is remarkably handsome, ex-
cept for the trunk, and doesn’t look at all
“economy.”

The Colt is fast all the way through
the range—too fast, 1 felt, for its han-
dling waits. Braking was poor, with
front-wheel lockup and rear-axle hop
casy to come by, plus oversteer in hard
corners. The variableratio steering is
pleasant for ordinary use. The Colu is a
handsome little motorcar and I'd have
liked it a good deal had it given me
more of a sense of security.

PLYMOUTH CRICKET. At first sight, the
name plate and  flower identifier on
the side ol the Cricker strike one as the
cheapest-looking notion since lake-wood
station wagons, but, bearing in mind the
number of lower-power VWs cruising
around, Plymouth may know something
we don’t. At any rate, here we have the
Avenger, a brisk mover on the British
market, its 70-horsepower lour-cylinder
engine pushing one body style, the 4-
door sedan. Derroit publicists are sea-
soned experts in double-think semantics
and a fine example of the art comes with
the Cricket press material: “Designers
attribute the distincuve styling of the
Cricket to the fact that the car was con-
ceived solely as a 4-door sedan, not as
an adaptation of a design for a hardiop.
Thus, the styling is {ree of the com-
promises that are necessary when the same
basic body shell is used for different con-
figurations.” Well, one body style any-
way, pleasing to the eye and capable of
transporting four humans in reasonable
comlort.

The interior is not an unalloyed de-
light; there is a good deal of molded

“Miss Barth, I've just gone through an agonizing
reappraisal of our relationship!”

plastic and rubber matting in view. Con-
trols are handy, except for what Plymouth
calls “distinctively designed pods on the
sides of the steering column™ for lights,
washers and wipers and so on. These,
and the ignitionsteering lock, are per-
haps not really bafflers, they just take a
few hours of learning with the owner's
manual on your lap. Geuting in and out
of strange automobiles all day does tend
to build an understanding of the short
fuse that is the outstanding characteristic
of parkinglot auendants. Not being
mnemonists, none ol us even tried to
remember on which car the wansmission
Lhad to be in reverse before the key
would stop squealing or whidh one man-
dated the key out, not in, to unlock the
steering. As lor salety-harness [astening
methads—no hope. A logical mind new
to the problem might wonder why we
cannot have standardization of these
gimmicks. plus unilorm dashboard in-
strumentation and shift paterns, but
you and 1 know that permanent world
peace will be easier to come by,

The Cricket’s braking power im-
pressed all of us as extraordinary. Jim
Hall vemarked u first, with the caveat
that the fronts (power disks) were a bit
oo strong. I was surprised, when we had
the data, to see that the Capri, VW
and Opel were better, if only by a lile,
at 91 g, and the Vega considerably beter
at 95—the Cricket had somchow [elt
stronger. Our car had a banshee howl
in the differential, which I choose to be-
lieve was atvpical, and a most alarming
groan, with accompanying stiffness in the
steering column, plus a reluctance to find
center and  stay there. Otherwise, the
handling was exemplary and we all cn-

joyed driving it. I thought the Cricket's
roadability fabulous when I noticed that
I was going into the Mexican at 86 mph.
Disillusionment came  later, when the
speedometer proved to be the wildest of
all: it showed 87 lor a wue 80, Sull, if
that's the worst thing that can be said
about the car. . . .

patsun 510, The Japanese automobile
industry is the youngest in the world,
and, next to the American, the strongest:
Since 1956, production has doubled
every three years! The Datsun is pro-
duced by the Nissan Motor Company,
part of a huge complex of vehicle makers.

Nissan turned out 1,375,000 Datsuns
last vear. so the make, while fairly new to
us, has been thoroughly de-bugged. In
1969, the Japanese exported only 11 per-
cent ol production and they are turning
cars out so fast, to meet a steadily increas-
ing home demand, that their own doom
criers point to 1974, when theyll be
putting 3.300.000 cars a year on a wholly
inadequate road network, as the year of
saturation. Thus, as in so many other
things, the Japanese will ger there—in
this case. a nationwide bumper-to-bump-
cr traflic jam—belore anyone else. (Pre-
sumably, Tokyo will have belore that
time made a new breakthrough in pollu-
tion control: Even now, city wralfic police-
men take pure oxygen at regular intervals.)
This farsighted view, plus the work ob-
session of the average Japanese, who
makes even Germans look like dedicated
loafers, accounts for the Japanese export
drive, so formidable that it has struck
fear into as sturdy a type as Henry Ford
II. Incidentally, Nissan has been re-
ported as intending to build a passenger
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car using the stcam-powered engine—
it cooks Freon instead of water—devel-
oped by Wallace Minto of Sarasota.

The sophistication of the Datsun 510
is reflected in items such as its expensive
double-universal independent rear sus-
pension that, unlike the basic swing-axle
layout, keeps both wheels vertical rela-
tive to the ground over any road surface,
and in interior noise level: In the low-
speed range, it was the quictest car we
had. only 4 points louder than the com-
parison Cadillac. It has a really working
flow-through  ventilation  system  and
three adults can ride in back without
unscemly intimacy. Handling is good if
not extraordinary under stress and the
normal ride is excellent.

FIAT 850 SPORT courg. If this motorcar
had a Made-in-Patagonia plate screwed
to the fire wall, you would still know
instantly that s Iralian. Perhaps not
Irom the outside, but once the door is
shut and vou're looking through the
picrced-spoke steering wheel at the san-
cersized tachometer and  speedometer
dials, once you hear the four-cylinder
engine, all 903 c.cs of it, muttering away
behind you, then it has to be. The body
is deceptive; there’s nothing extraordi-
nary-looking about it, save the extreme
rear chop, but, as the chart clearly shows,
a lot of wind-tunnel hours have gone
into it. The Fiat is a rarity: You can put
your foot flat on the floor, and lecave it
there all day, without feeling you're
tlwowing away gasoline. (When vyou do
fill i, eight gallons is overflow.) The
scats are comfortable and bucketed, but
it's tight behind the wheel for a big
man: Jim Hall, considerably over six
feer, couldn’t really find the combina-
tion. There’s a lot of pedal offset o the
right, which takes geuing used to, so
much so that several times, going into a
corner, 1 caught myself looking down to
be sure I wouldn't put both feet on the
clutch and nothing on the brake. Like
most rear-engined cars, it will show
straight-line instability in a cross wind,
but not enough to be a nuisance, and
finul oversteer if its really pushed in
a corner. The car is low enough 1o
suggest, for the first 50 miles or so, that
vou're sitting on the road, but after
that, you forget about it, probably be-
cause you're marveling at the amount of
push coming out of 58 horsepower. Italian
engineers have never worried a lot about
noise, and the Fiat was one of the three
loudest, level with the Pinto at 15 mph
and only a couple ol points quicter than
the Vega,

In a sense, the vehicle was outside our
pattern, being oriented more toward
touring than urban use. When I had a
chance to run on the open road for fun,

902 with 14 cars to choose from, 1 usually

took the Fiat, but when 1 went home at
night, 1 drove something clse.

GREMLIN. On first sight, I liked the Grem-
lin better than anything else. 1 was in
good company: the Gremlin was Don
Gates's favorite, too. Cameron Argetsin-
ger, who had said from the beginning
that the Vega was number one, called us
both daft. I still think the Gremlin a
splendid-looking car; the rear-end treat-
ment, I insist. is stunning; and [ will not
back off on dandy little touches such as
the insct steps that make the roof rack an
easy reach and the big dash-mounted
lock for the glove compartment. (The
test car caurried every option but radar.)
Once it's under way, however, the Grem-
lin is less enchanting. For example, the
power steering is pure overkill, all power
and no feel whatsoever. At Midland, we
had the 3speed manual transmission,
an archaic arrangement without synchro-
mesh on fust or reverse. To say the
Gremlin won't stop is an exaggeration,
but 183 feet from 60 mph is a long time
to wait and wonder il you're going to hit
the wall or not. In right-hand corners,
the engine invariably cut out, presuma-
bly due to fuel starvation, Pulling 135
horscpower out of its six cylinders, it
took the Gremlin pretty quickly out of
the hole—I14.3 scconds to 60 mph—and
it was [aster on top than anything save
the Capri. The inevitable trade-off for
this performance was in fuel consump-
tion, 25.6 miles to the gallon, not really
bad in the over-all scheme of things, but
lowest of the cars we had on hand.

I still like the way the rear window
opens o take luggage. Granted, 1 might
not enjoy that long lift over the sill, but
it certainly does look dandy, rising light-
ly on its countersprings.

OPEL 1900 SPORT courE. Opel is one of the
monument mames. There've been Opels
on the road since 1898 and, by 1912, the
firm had made 10,000 cars; in 1935, it
was the biggest producer in Europe. It's
in the General Motors family now. The
make has for years been thought rather
staid and stodgy, but Opel used to swing,
and when Gary Gabelich did 622 mph in
a natural-gas rocket car last autumn,
long memories recalled Fritz von Opel,
who pushed a rocket car to 125 mph in
the late Twenties. The “doctor’s-car” im-
age is changing now: The Opel GT has
had good acceprance here.

The Opel 1900 was one of my Midland
favorites. I liked it so much that I drove
it more than I should have. It had a
solid, well-built feeling and it conveyed
the impression that it would last. Oddly,
though the body looks aerodynamically
right, the sloping roof line being panicu-
Tarly avractive, it churned up quite a lot
of wind noise, 79 decibels at 60 mph,
ranking it even with Vega and Volkswa-

gen. The engine, not itself notably quiet,
was well insulited. Braking was superior,
at 132 feet and 91 g, and it stopped
dead straight. Exiremely sensitive in the
scat of his pants. like all race drivers, Jim
Hall was more or less critical of the ride
quality on 13 of the 14 cars, the Opel
being the only one he would say was
“very good.” It was quick—13.8 seconds
to G0 and a top speed of 97—but still gave
29.1 miles to the gallon. All around, a
good car.

pINTO. The automotive-mechanic popula-
tion of the United States is about 40,000
short. In some communities, it's almost
impossible to find a mechanic who'll
come to start a stalled car: like doctors,
auto mechanics don’t make many house
calls anymore. The “do-it-yourself” alter-
native collapses when you first look seri-
ously under the hood of a standard V8.
Change the sparkplugs? On some cn-
gines, vou can barely see them, and only
a special jointed wrench, rubber-collared
to hold the plug tight when it's loose,
will bring it to daylight. Ford has a
better idea: The Pinto is abont as simple
a vehicle as the market will accept and,
with it, you get a 129-page illustrated
home-service manual. Ie's loaded with
labeled drawings and photographs and
it starts at ground level: Figure 241,
for instance, is captioned “Adjustable
Wrench” and the one working pare is
dearly labeled “Adjustable Screw.” Fig-
ure 243 is captioned “Hand Cleaner.”
(The stulf is called “GOOP”; it contains
lanolin and other good things) If your
capacitics are overtaxed by doing two
things at once, such as reading and using
a screw driver, you can get a recording.
The Model T is back and there is hope
for all of us.

Pinto. son of Maverick, is the line that
leaps to mind—it has the same long hood
and short deck. The car looks bigger than
it is, and with reason: In one dimension,
width, it's almost 9 inches past the VW,
a staustic reflected in interior room and
not much roll in corners. The engine is
the Capri's, with the usual transmission
choices on the 2000-c.c. engine only. The
smaller engine is available only with the
manual. It's noisy—82 decibels at 60
mph, the highest figure we recorded—
and a lot of vibrations come through.
Road shock also is heavy through the
body and particularly the steering wheel,
a big one by today’s standard. In braking
—all drums—the Pinto compares badly
with its primary rival, the Vega: 162 feet
against 127, and .74 g against 95, It was
almost unconuollable in  panic  stops
from maximum speed. 1 thought it very
good in comers and reasonably stable on
the straights. The test car, running the
small engine, did 81 mph; the 2000-c.c.
version should add ten to that. There's a
surprising amount of room in back—



limited wavel on the driver's seat and
none at all on the front passenger’s—but
you wouldn’t want to live there. There is
an extended option list and you can
build a deluxe version of the Pinto if
you like. But it still is going to be
difhcult to stop.

This observation suggests that the self-
appointed car tester takes rather a lot
upon himself—maybe 0o much. Usual-
ly, he's assaying only a single example,
and the danger of condemning 50,000
automobiles for the faws ol one is ever-
present. ‘There are, however, two safe-
guards: If the car is bought anonymously
off the dealership floor, that’s one thing,
but when the maker knows in advance,
and can select the vehicle, one must
assume it’s a good one. Second, it's often
possible to consult other testers. In the
matter of the brakes on the basic Pinto,
not many huzzahs are heard in the land.

RENAULT Rio. Renault has been selling
automobiles to Americans for G5 years,
and the subcompact model R10 is, from
a moneysaving point of view, king of the
castle. Low in initial cost, at S1799, it's
also a super gas miser: The test car did
36.2 miles to the gallon at a steady 60
mph, a reading not seriously threatened
by any of the other cars and exceeded only
by the phenomenal Fiat 850. It was by no
means the slowest on pickup at 17.6
seconds and the actual top speed, 83
mph, was close enough to the maker’s 85
mph claimed. It has disk brakes on all
four wheels, good rack-and-pinion stecring
(the most positive system, a gear wheel on
the end ol the steering column meshes
with mating teeth on a straight bar that
turns the front wheels) and it can be
stuffed into minimum parking space. In
other words, good for city use. But for
long over-the-road trips, not so good.
The R10 uses swing axles in the rear:
two drive shaflts universally jointed to
the differential. The swing axle was one
of the carly solutions to the independ-
ent-rearsuspension  problem, and it
works: the bump the right-hand wheel
hits has no effect on the left-hand wheel.
This system has been used by some nota-
bly good automobiles, Porsche and
Mercedes-Benz among them. Swing axles
have a compensatory disadvantage, how-
ever, which is that the combination of
short wheelbase, rear-engine weight and
swing axle makes a car relatively unstable
in side winds and tricky in hard corners
and sudden severe direction changing. 1f
a swing-axle car is pushed hard enough,
the outside rear wheel, which is taking
most of the side force, will tuck under
and begin to move the rear of the car
independently of the front, setting up a
violent oversteer. A driver who knows
the phenomenon can cope with it if he's
sharp. but he must be quick, because it’s
a right-now kind of happening. Some-
times, even an expert, like the Chaparral

technician who was driving the Renault
on the Rattlesnake skid pad when it
dumped, will miss—even though he
knows he’s asking for it by pushing the
car hard.

The Renault was not everybody’s dar-
ling at Midland, the objections most
often cited being the offset pedals and
the odd gearshift positioning, the lever
having to be stuffed into the seat cushion
to get reverse, bringing it just about
under your leg. The brakes were good, as
would be expected ol four-wheel disks on
such a light automobile. But it was
rough in side winds. In the Fiat, I fol-
lowed Harold Gafford along Route 349
when he was running the Renault’s mile-
age tests. A strong wind, gusting to 25
mph, was blowing across the road and
Galford had to work hard to hold the car
dead straight and maintain a precise 60
miles per hour. 1 had gone for miles av
rates up to 90 and, while the Fiat let me
know it was windy out there, I wasn’t in
anything like Gaflord’s trouble. Jim
Hall's reaction to the Renault’s road

N==

behavior was definitive if brutal: He said
that taking it hard into corners gave him
the positive conviction that he was going
to come out facing the other way. I can’t
believe that the good old swing axle
will show up on many Renaults in the
future.

sAaaB 99E. I've been a Saab admirer since
1959, when a factory-team driver took me
for a flatout ride on the gravel roads
around Linképing in Sweden, and a
weck with the new fuel-injection 99L
model did nothing 1o diminish my regar
for the make. Beautiful it’s not. The
shape is chunky and boxy to the point of
being positively anti-acsthetic. (But you
can see the ground 11 feet ahead of the
bumper.) Still, looks and heavy steering
at slow speeds are all 1 can cite against
the automobile. This is a vehicle that has
been screwed together to stay. To peer
into the engine compartment is a pleasure;
it looks as if it had been put wogether
by aircraft mechanics. The Saab sce-
through headrests are the most sensible

\_DM

“Excuse me. Which have you been
playing—red or black?”
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made. The interior is luxurious and the
high-speed sound level was the lowest of
the 14. The Opel had better acceleration
and top speed, but I was [aster around
Rattlesnake in the Saab—atributable,
perhaps, to front-wheel drive or, more like-
Iy, absolute confidence. But, as I said ear-
lier, the 99E was running out of its class
and it would have been surprising if it
had not looked good. Still, it did do well.
and it should have—price does matter.

TOYOTA CORONA. The Tovota Motor Com-
pany is the I15th-largest corporation in the
world outside the United States, has been
making cars since 1936, reached an out
put rate of 100,000 cars a month two vears
ago and is now the world’s number-five
producer. With little adverusing and an
exploitation budger that Detroit would
be ashamed to allocate 1o a new horn
button, Toyota sold 208,112 cars here last
vear, sccond only to honorable mumber-
one import. Il you think all this hap-
pened by chance, return to square one.
It was brought about by bright people,
who had the inesumable advantage of
knowing that they didn’t have all the
answers, or even all the questions. So they
boarded JAL jers in large numbers, tried
out cars all over the world, found out and
went back to tell the folks manning the
drawing boards. The Toyota Corona isn't
the most exciting thing on wheels since
the Curved-Dash Oldsmobile, but it is &t
good automobile homing in tightly on its
Larget.

The Corona 4-door sedan has disk /
dhrum brakes, a comfortable ride—which
would be improved by bigger tires—and
a well thought-out, well-put-together in-
terior of practically solid plastic that is so
good you may not notice it. As with other
industrial materials, the Japanese have
certainly found out about synthetics in
the past couple of decades. My notes on
the Toyora begin with a remark about
value for money: It carries as standard
a lot of other makers’ options—power
brakes, adjustable seat backs, tinted glass
and whitewalls, for openers. And 30 miles
to the gallon from a solid new engine
taking 108 hp out of an overhead-cam, 5-
main-bearing configuration. Since the en-
gine is 1860 c.c., or 116 cubic inches, that's
almost one hp to the inch. Another edge
the Corona has 15 the 4-door setup. No-
body really likes to climb into a car,
particularly a small one, over a bent front-
seat back, and Toyota proved the point by
selling over B0.000 4-doors here in 1970.

vica ¢1. The Vega was, overall, the best
in the corral at Midland, reflecting a clean
sticeess, one might almost say a triumph,
in meeting conflicting objectives. For ex-
ample, the Vega is certainly a subcompact
—our test car, running the big engine and
optioned to the roof, pumped out almost

204 81 miles to the gallon—but it looked and

felt bigger than any of the others, a cir-
cumstance that endeared it 1o some of
the testers on sight. Fear not, the long-
conditioned American love for the big
barge is not going to disappear overnight.
The Vega outaccelerated everything else,
outbraked all the others with voom to
spare and even showed an almost-honest
odometer, at 9.95 miles for 10 true. Nega-
tively, it had the highest imerior low-
speed noise level, and the brakes, while
they would put out .95 g. needed a lot of
leg. When 1 first took it fast into a corner,
I had a second or so ol deep thought, and
even Hall, used to standing on brake
pedals, complaied about the effort re-
quired. Handling seemed to be just about
impeccable, the car completely control
lable ar all speeds and in all attitudes,
The Vega was designed for an objective
rarely achieved: absolute neutral steer
with no loss of straight-line stability, even
m wind. Theoretically. a perfectly neutral
car, pushed past the limit, will go off the
road all in one piece; in fact, when given
enough throttle, the Vega will finally go
to oversteer, but it will stick for a long
time fi

The 2300-c.c. engine is unique. It has a
die-cast aluminum block—the dies weigh
75,000 pounds—a high silicon content in
the alloy making the usual insct iron
cvlinder liners unnecessary. The valves
move on a single overhead camshaft driv-
en by a cog belt that runs the [an and
water pump as well. The engine is a
strange-looking device, but accessible 1
certainly is—indeed, it looks lost in the
space one usually expects 1o find crammed
to the top with wires and plumbing. Like
the Pinto, the Vega comes with owner's
fix-it book, not as detailed and explicit,
but adequate. Visibility is good, four
people can be packaged in reasonable
contentment and the seats, while much
too soft for my taste, will please short-trip
riders.

The enthusiasm I'm reflecting for the
Vega GT must be tempered by the ob-
servation that this was a top-line model,
the second-heaviest-optioned car we had.
It was the only one of the 11 running
on wide rims and fat tires, for example,
and, while its handling was obviously in-
herenily superior, the amount of rubber
it was putting on the road had to be an
advantage. It was a splendid motorcar,
but it carried a $2944.75 sticker. The basic
52091 Vega 2-door sedan, with the 90-
horsepower engine instead of the 110,
cannot be expected to run with it or [eel
like it. This may be why Chevrolet has
allocated only 20 percent of production to
the sedan, while the coupe is down lor
50 percent.

VOLKSWAGEN SUPER BEETLE. In line with
carcfully maintained tradition, the new
Volks looks much like the old one on the
road, except for a noticeably bulgier trunk

lid. Inside, it's different: 89 wavs different,
the lactory says. The new engine delivers
60 horsepower and much of the suspen-
sion and chassis system. front and rear,
is new—diagonal railing arms in back
and MacPherson struts in front. working
on a twrack three inches wider. This
change has finally fixed the handling
problem that gave the old Bugs a de-
served reputation as lethal oversieerers.
{I once saw one Spin across a four-lane
freceway coming out of an underpass
into a cross wind.) Front-strut suspension
takes less room, so a great deal more can
be piled into the trunk. The heating sys-
tem now delivers through seven outlets
and there’s a 2-speed blower on the flow
through. The floor is [ully carpeted and.
all in all, there’s not much left of the old
bare-bones look. The interior detail is
superb, with first-cabin - German-quality
workmanship showing evervwhere. 1 sus-
pect the Super Bug will be in heavy
demand. The Midland test car certainly
was: We took it off a dealer’s floor, it was
the only one he had, and, as it went out
the door, an irate customer was still wav-
ing a wet check over his head and de-
manding that we bring it back.

The VW stopped inside evervthing but
the Vega, Capri and Opel, and it was
surprisingly quiet once you'd slammed the
doors. And with the windows closed, they
take slamming, because the Bug is still
all but airtight. What surprised us was
the handling: The Super Bug really sticks
in there, it was a revelanon on the skid
pad and vou can belt it into a corner now
without anv of the old “oh-oh, here it
goes” sensation. The VW, they sav, is
about to be shot down. I'll wait until 1
see the flimes.

‘The subcompact is, perhaps, the wave-
let of the [uture. An eminence of Detroit
has suggested that when our children
come ol age, anything bigger than to-
day’s intermediates will be tagged deluxe.
Possibly. If that's the case, the assaying
we have attempted here may have some
significance.

None of the 14 Midland cars perfectly
mated with the mold into which we were
urying to fit itz a motorcar exactly suit-
ed 1o urban use, quick and sure-footed
on the highway, aesthetically delightful in
form and sophisticated in accommodation.
Some cars were well sized lor the city but
acsthetically  unsatisfying.  Others  were
[ast over the road but Hawed for urban
use by individual traits such as high luel
consumption or heavy steering. The ideal
doesn’t exist. We must hope that it, or a
reasonable [acsimile, is on a drawing
board somewhere.

And so, as the setting sun reddens the
plains of Texas., we leave old Rattlesnake
Raceway, slightly saddlesore and, maybe,
a litle wiser.

Y




“Actually, [ never intended to go this steady.”
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RADICALISM/BETTELHEIM

In the reformist and revolutionary ac-
tivitics of middle-class American college
men, I sce a repetition ol the behavior
patterns of their socially conscious moth-
crs. These boys work for a cause with
emotional fervor, rather than with the
approach that business or technical activ-
iies require. Accomplishment in business
—indeed. in politics—demands devotion
to logic, long-range planning, practicali-
1y, willingness to compromise, acceptance
ol routine and drudgery. These qualities,
indispensable to productive work, are
repellent to many young radicals. They
cngage passionately in a controversy but
are ready to withdraw from it the mo-
ment it becomes boring or tedious.

Ralph Nader has commented bitterly on
the waning of student enthusiasm for the
ecology movement after the initial hoop-
la of Earth Day 1970. During the stu-
dent strike after the Kent State calamity,
it was only work that stopped in many
form of

colleges, while fun—in the

(conlinued from page 124)

movies, tock concerts and the like—went
right on. And, of course, immediately
alter Cambodia and Kent State thou-
sands of young men and women vowed
that they would be out the following
November to work for peace candidates.
A little over six months later, however,
the number of students actively working
dwring the 1970 elections was insignificant
when  compared with those who had
claimed they would.

Marx never said that revolution would
be fun. The New Lelt speaks of “revolu-
tion for the hell of it" and its values are
theatrical. The mclodrama becomes trag-
edy when some young people begin to
see themselves as romantic bomb throw-
ers. They shirk the task of educating the
people and building a mass movement,
those long-established practical strategics
of the left. They think they can do their
teaching by breaking plate-glass win-
dows, by setting fire to buildings that
could be used 1o educate the people.

“James Buchanan was our most intelligent President.
He never got married.”
g

The student revolutionary's lack ol
realism is an important reason for which
he is frequently rejected by members of
the working class. Typically, he tries to get
close to the workers through his dress; he
wears blue jeans and a work shirt
Trying to get to people by dressing in a
certain way is a feminine, consumer ap-
proach, locusing on external attive rath-
er than on basic function. It is the
mother who tells a boy he can’t go to
church without a jacket and tie; he
learns the lesson so well that ten years
later, he stll feels that there is a cor-
rect uniform for every occasion and he
wouldn’t be caught dead in the streets
without blue jeans and a work shirt. 1
remember that in the emly davs ol the
Communist Party in  Austria. members
were taught that vou couldn’t reach the
workers merely by dressing like them:;
you had to live like them and work like
them; you had to lemrn from them long
before you dared 1o uy to teach them.
Today, a left-wing student thinks he can
walk into a factory wearing the appropri-
ate garb and start lecturing the workers
on the way our [fascst-pig establish
ment oppresses the struggling third-world
peoples. This is exactly the attitude of
the Victorian Lady Bountiful, who feels
herself above the men who do diny
work and who don't know about the
really important things in life. Amer-
ican workingmen sense that they are
being patronized and want to kick the
snobbish young sermonizer right out the
plant gate.

Such aberrant behavior as this femi
nized approach to politics does not take
pliace when children are able to identify
with the parent of the same sex and to
love the parent of the opposite sex. To
maike such healthy identification possi-
ble, it is not important whether the
father has all the authority or whether
the mother and the father share it; it is
mmportant simply that there be specific
male authority and specific female au-
thority. Tt is the attractiveness of cach
role that makes the child want 1o identi-
fy with it and decide which parent he
will want to choose for the object of
his love. Hardly a culture in the world
does not provide in some way for dis-
tinct male and female roles; only in the
affluent sector of our own society does
the blurring of distinctions make it dil-
ficult for the son o identify with his
firther.

Psychoanalysis has derived its notions
ol the proper role a male parent should
play in his children’s lives lrom the ob-
serviations Freud made in Vienna in the
late 19th Cenury. His studies, of course,
were limited to authoritarian, Victorian
families. He learned that psychological
problems stemmed from the [aults of this
type of family. But when the Victorian
family worked well, mental health, as
Freud understood it, resulted. Today, we



are so used to hearing about the oppres-
sive horrors of Victorian life that we
forget that many of these [amilies were
happy and produced healthy children.
The popular idea that the family in the
19th Century was a dreadful institution
and the psychounalytical idea that all
families resemble it are both wrong.

In Freud's day, the male personality
still developed as Goethe, both statesman
and poet, had described his own: “From
father is my stately gail, | My sober way
of conduct, | From mother is my sunny
mind, | My zcal for spinning tales”” As
Freud saw it, the paternal influence
created the superego—that element in a
person’s character that laymen call the
conscience. The mother, on the other
hand, gave the child unconditional love
and satished his needs, thus teaching
him how to gratily those bodily drives
and emotional needs thatr psyvchoanalysts
desaribe as belonging to the id. A child
cirries images ol his parents in his mind,
or, as psychounalysts say, he internalizes
them. IE all goes well, the boy acts as
he thinks his father would want him
to and he tries to be the kind of person
his mother would love. The ego, which
is the conscious sell, is formed, accord-
ing to lreud, to mediate between the
conflicting images of the judging father
and the loving mother.

For a child to form his personality out
ol interacting masculine and feminine
images, the two must be truly difterent.
Today, the mother is both nurturing and
demanding, while the father often s nei-
ther. The child is not offered the example
of one person representing the principle
of pleasure and the other person the prin-
ciple of duty. Out of this conlusion, the
child develops a conscience, which tells
him, “You have a duty to enjoy life.”
Thus, there are young people who feel
that work ought to be all [un and who
look on nine-to-five drudgery as somehow
immoral. They olten ury to drop out of
the world of work and carcers. Other
people turn the fun of life into grueling
labor: zealous tourists, dogged gollswing
impro\'cns, fanatic car bulls, pt;oplc who
worry that they're not getting as much
pleasure as they ought to out of sex.
How impossible the pursuic of pleasure
becomes, even in sex, when 1t assumes
the character of a moral duty!

In old Vienna, the male parent un-
questionably represented the principle of
duty, and sons felt respect, awe, cven
fear, toward their fathers. And the boys
had something to look forward to: the
idea of having similar authority and
commanding similar respect when they
grew up. In adolescence, through revolt
against paternal authority. one gained
further strength and masculine pride.
But how can one revolt against the
weak fathers of today? They olten do
not seem worth the wouble. Instead, the
children revolt against the establishment.
But this does not work out for them,

[Sropus
WATER RRwICATION

“We create it, we clean it up—>business couldn’t be better.”

cither, After a successful adolescent re-
volt, the boy may reidentify with the
best m the lather. But how can our
student revolutionaries reidentily with a
distant and anonvmous establishment?
Either they get stuck in their adolescent
revolt or the establishment deleats them.
In cither case, they can’t reach maturity
and decp down they despise themselves
for a failure that is not of their own
making.

Freud's teachings have generally heen
taken as the last word on psychodynam-
ics, but he made scientific observations,
he did not lormulate laws. Freud would
never have made the mistake of declar-
ing that people in a different society,
such as our own, could follow the Vic-
torian pattern for eftective child rearing
without appropriate modilications. Fami-
lies can wke many lorms as long as they
serve the needs of children. A lew years
ago, 1 studied the Isracli kibbulzim, the
collective communities, for & short time.
Here children do not live with their
parents; they are raised in groups. One
of the most important [actors in the lives
of the children, though, is that they
constanty visit both parents at work.
And when the children come, éverybody
stops working and explains to the chil-
dren what theyre doing and why it is
important to them and to the commu-
nity. Through that experience, the child

gains respect for the work of the parents.
People have wondered how kibbutz chil-
dren grow up so well when their pavents
are distant figures. The answer is that.
while there are only a lew basic needs,
there are many ways 1o satisly them.

A child need not be raised by his
biological parents. Freud made so much
of the Oedipus complex or Oedipal situa-
tion that many people believe a male
child must have a jealous desire lor his
mother and an envious hawed for his
Father in order to grow up normally. But
there has been much wrgument among
anthropologists about whether or not
this Oedipal relationship really exists i
all societies. As 1 see it, the chiel thing is
to understand the basic principle under-
lying the Ocdipus phenomenon, which is
applicable to any family structure: The
human infant for many years is entirely
dependent upon and in the power of
some individual or individuals. If you're
in someone’s power, lor better or worse
you have to come to terms with that
person. I the person doesn’t abuse his
power, you come to love him. Bui in
whose power the child is, and with
whom he has to come to terms, can vary
greatly.

Consider my own history. Today, I teach
psychoanalysis at the University of Chicit-
go and, of course, my students read Freud

on the subject of how all-important gg7
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a child’s mother is. Alter I've let
them expound on the subject, I wry 1o
open their minds a bit more by telling
them some ol my personal story. During
my carly childhood, the person who fed
me, ok cive ol me and was with me
most of the time was not my mother but
a wet nwse. This was a custom among
the upper-middle dasses in Vienna at
the time. The nurse was a peasant ginl in
her late teens, who had just had a baby
out of wedlock. She left the baby with
relatives and hired herselfl out to suckle
the child of a well-to-do Family. To make
sure she gave a lot of milk, she followed
the folklore formula of drinking a lot of
beer. So my entire care as an inlant was
entrusted to a girl who had little educa-
tion, was by our standards a sex delin-
quent, was a littde high on beer most of
the time and was so devord of marernal
mstinet thar she lefle her own child. I am
the deplorable resule.

The reasons why a relationship that,
according to theory, should have been
unpromusimg  worked so well were that
the givl had no interest other than me;
she wok good physical cire of me and,
being a peasant, was without undue las-
tiiousness abouwr diapering and  toilet
training: the beer kept her relaxed and
happy; she dido’t discipline me  exces-
sively and didn’t overawe me imelle
tually, It was not an idyllic upbringing
but it certiinly was adequate. And be-
cruse my nurse wis awed by my father, I
learned 1o look up to him by observing
her, Thus, T acquived respect for him
without his having to discipline me di-
rectly. My father was a very gentle man,
very secure in himself. so convineed of his
inner authority that he never needed o
make a show of it. I didn't have con-
tinual Nights with my parents, beciuse
the dos and don'ts came lrom the nurse,
somehody who wasn't much of an author-
ity. An intant leairns very early what the
power relations are m his family and these
hold the key to his development,

My Lather was a good model for me.
As a child, T wvisited him ar his place
of work. I spent mumy hours there,
wittching him. more olten just playing.
The pace of life was still  leisurcly
cnough to permit my father to dvop
what he was doing and explain things wo
me. 1 saw other strong men work hard.
Their respect lor my father and his lor
them, without my being aware ol i,
made o deep impression on me. Such
experiences make identihcation with his
father seem worth while for a boy.

Besides respecting the roles of the two
sexes, people should be able 1o clemly
dilfercntiate between them. Dichotomy,
duality. is one ol the most fundamental
characteristics ol both nature and philos-
ophy. As Buckminster Fuller says, “Unity
is plural and at minimum wo.” The
oracitlar Chinese book, the [ Ching, pre-
sents 64 hgwes made up of six lines.
This large number of hgures is made

of different combinations of just two
kinds of lines, solid and broken. The
solid lines represent the masculine yang
principle and the broken lines, the femi-
nine yin principle. The child seleas the
characteristics he prelers, inventing his
own individual mix. There are many
more than six characteristes in the human
personality, each of which has its feminine
or masculine version: thus, the possible
kinds of human personality are infinite.

The wend I've desaribed in today's
middle-class family is that the loss of at-
tractiveness and distinciness in the father’s
role impedes the satislactory working out
ol this process. What cin be done about
this situation? Obviously, we cin't turn
back the economic or technological docks.
But ideas as moch as tangible necessities
have caused the decline of the father. We
must renew our appreciation ol the po-
Iavity of the sexes and be enrviched by
the mner tensions it creates. While | do
svmpathize with liberated women to a
degree, 1 don’t think they should make it
their goal 1o become as much like men
as possible or 1o change the image of
men. They should concentrate on find-
ing themselves as women.

We muales cinnot expect women  to
find roles for us that are suitibly mascu-
line; we have to do this ourselves, The
new masculine, heroic ideal may possibly
[ocus on discovery. All through recorded
history, the discoverer has been a man,
even the discoverer of the pill, which
may solve the most pressing problem of
mankind: overpopulation. The astronauts
who set oot on the moon, and also those
who managed o retumn their aippled
spaceship. fired the imagination ol the
catire world. A new masculine pride can
come [rom discoveries of the mind, [rom
the brain, not Irom brawn. Qur cities
need o be rethought and rebuilt, the very
pattern of our lives will have 10 be re-
shaped so that men will again be able to
derive pride ITrom what they are doing on
this carth, maybe even beyond it. The
problems and possibilities are immense.

The task s not one that can be mas-
tered in comfortable leisure. But leisure,
the abscnce of struggle, order, harmony
were the ideals the Gls of World War
Two adopted, a natural but mistaken
reaction to a horribly destructive con-
flict. The absence of tension is just as
deadly as oo much of it. This is one
meaning of the Zen question “What is
the sound of one hand dapping?” One
hand alone strikes empty air and makes
no sound at all. This is why the young
crave confrontations. The college admin-
istritors who [ice student dissenters are
too often men who are lacking in mascu-
line security and have based their carcers
on the principle of harmony at all costs.
So, instead of mecting questions and
openly recognizing that unavoidable con-
flict exists, they wy to evade it. One
rcason Dr. Hayakawa has succeeded in
restoring some order at San Francisco

State College is that he was not alraid ol
real conlrontation in place of academic
soothing syrup. He stood up to the dem-
onstrators in a manly way, instead ol
preending to be on their side while
actually trying 1o undermine them. One
of the most compelling testimonies to
the lite-giving properties of conflict is
Sartre’s  description of how it [ele 1o
be in the French Resistance from 1940
to 1945: “We were never more free than
during the German occupation. . . . Be-
cause the Nazi venom seeped even into
our thoughts, every accurate thonght wis
a conquest. Beause an all-powerful po-
lice wried to force us to hold our tongues,
every word ook on the value of a decla-
ration ol principles. Because we were
huned down. every one of our gestures
had the weight ol a solemn commitment.”

Freud smd thae life results Irom an
imbalance and the ellort to re-cstablish
balance. Il a new imbalance is not cre-
ated. however, there will be death. Hegel
and Marx both summed up life as the
conflict between  thesis  and  antithesis.
which is resolved in synthesis, which in
turn gencrates a new antithesis for a new
conllict. Without this process, lile would
come 1o a stop.

Next to sexual pleasure, one of the
great experiences of life s dimbing a
mountain and growing hot and sweaty in
the process, then coming upom i cold
lake and jumping in. You may be shiver-
ing and have to jump out again in a
minute, but whae delight there is in the
sudden change hom hot to cool! Com-
pare this with swimming in a tepid pool.
Where there is no tension acatcd, none
is relieved. The aflluent middle-class
American wants life to run smoothly,
doesn't want any difliculties. He wants
the mountain to be level and the pool
be tepid. And then he wonders why his
children reject him,

Kant said that aesthetic pleasure of the
highest order comes [rom the fact thae
the artist creates a unity out of a variety
of clements. One of the oldest mmages ol
the human soul is this metaphor from
Plawo’s Phaedrus:

Let the figure be composite—a
pair of winged horses and a chari-
oteer. Now the winged horses and
the charioteers of the gods are all of
them noble and of noble descent,
but those of other races are mixed;
the human charioteer drives his in a
pair; and one of them is noble and
of noble breed. and the other is
ignoble and of ignoble breed; and
the driving of them ol necessity
gives a great deal ol trouble to him.

At this point, the Ve utopian asks,
“II both horses werc alike, wouldn't they
pull 1ogether beuer:"

Yes. they might. But how empty, how

boring!
7



“Now you know why we’re called grandees, my dear.”
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THE Bn“ (continued from page 123)

There’s no reason for this; I'm dying
for no reason.

Someone dropped some letters into the
chute and he yelled after him, but he
only scemed to leave faster.

He started [fanning himsell with an
envelope, noticed the return address on
it: the Sexual Freedom League. He de-
bated for half an hour whether to open
it, finally decided he'd be dead by morn-
ing, anyway, and tore it open. It was an
announcement ol an orgy the next night
on the South Side, all friends welcome,
and included was a picture of a naked boy
and girl. He put the address in his pocket
and hung the picture from a convenient
rivet, trying to make the best of his
situation, creating a little homeyness out
of the austere new surroundings. With
sudden realization, he saw that this was
to be his new home; it was the same
kind ol epiphany he had reached as a
voungster when he had discovered that
when the letters of the lines and spaces of
the weble staff were synthesized they
formed the alphabet. He smiled with
new satisfaction and riffled through the
letters he'd been sitting on, opening first
the ones with interesting handwriting.
Most were so superhumanly pedestrian
it was boring, then depressing. He
opened an Army envelope. The letter
went:

Dear Ed,

I've applied for another tour of
duty here in Viemnam, 1 like it so
much. You begin to hate these little
yellow slopes. I just want to Kkill
them all. I found this girl and her
little sister and xxxx X XXX XXXXXX
XXX XXXX X XX XXXXXXX X XXXX XX
xxx and I xxxxxx xxx her xxxx xxx
little rats. See you next year.

Ralph

Joke, thought Aaron. The next one he
picked was a suicide note. It read:

Jonah,

I'll be dead when you get this. It
wasn’t your fault, honest. 1 don’t
know what I can do to make you
believe that, but 1 just can't worry
about that at this point.

All my love always,
Beth

This really shook Aaron and for some
time he tried shouting again, but ended
by feeling only very useless, helpless,
totally constrained, prevented from any
action whatever, no control, no possibility
of implementation of his decisions, de-
sires. He sat. He worked ofl his pants, sat
still again. He fechbly waved a letter
through the opening but soon stopped;
lic took off his shirt and hung it out, but
someone stuffed 1 back in about 15

91g minutes later.

If Grandpa were here, he’d know what
to do, Amon thought morosely. He had
liked his grandfather a great deal. They
lived  ar opposite ends of a century,
touched lives only briefly, in the middle.
And then, on his 80th birthday, Grandpa
[ell down the steps of lns home and hit
his head. After a few days in the hospital,
he was fully recovered physically. being a
livelv old fellow, but he had total amne-
sia; he had forgouwen the past 80 years.
His entire life was nonexistent in his
memory, as il it had never been; no
jokes, no wars, no fallen comrades, no
bullshit. In his 81st year, he had to begin
[rom the stait (except for language,
which ool he had retained), and this
seemed o Aaron a prospect so crippling
as 1o want to kill yoursell. But not to the
old man. He made new friends, read new
books, thought new thoughts. His goal in
life, he used to chuckle, was 10 reach the
age of 21, so he could legally drink be-
fore he died. Once, he told Aarvon, “If
you're ever someplace you don’t want to
be, then hit your head hike I did and
you'll be someplace else.”

That’s how Grandpa died—he hit his
head with a hammer and died.

Someone mailed a letter and tried to
close the mailbox flap, but Aaron's shoe
was in the way; Aaron yelled up for
help, but this scared the caller away and
he was alone again.

Another letter dropped onto his head,
the corner scratching close to his eye. He
yelled and swore and embarked upon a
long river of invective, lasting some min-
utes. To his amazement, a voice respond-
ed down the opening, very patiently:

“You should not hate so much, young
man. Hate is not a satisfying emotion.”

“I don't hate anybody and 1 don't
hate you most of all,” he replied sullenly,
still unready to believe anyone was willing
to recognize his existence.

“What have you to be so angry
about?" came the voice, historical-sound-
ing in the way it echoed in the small
metal box.

“I'm locked in this box,” Aaron said.

“So are we all, boy. It is a box of
loneliness. God made Adam and then
Eve because He knew Adam was lonely,
and He knew this because Adam was
made in His own image, and He knew
that He was lonely. You don't want to
get out; you only want a [riend to get in
there with youw.”

Aaron heard him walk away and be-
came first very desperate and then very
tired. There was a slow rumbling out-
side, amplified in his container, and
finally it started to rain, a summer rain.
The plinks made a nice sound on the
steel and he welcomed the cool air that
bhegan 1o enter the box and surround
him. A few drops even managed to bounce
their way o his [ace and he relaxed a

litde. He was comforied. too, by the
thought that the rain was driving all the
other people into their own litde boxes;
cars and houses and store lobbies and
umbrellas, each fugitive creating his own
distinctive patter in the storm. He heard
footsteps approach quickly, slow down, and
some letters were dropped onto his head.

More running steps.

The relieving cool changed his entire
outlogk. His future didn’t matter too
much, it was certainly out of his hands, so
he decided to get some sleep. He fele a
little guilty about the opened letters but
was more concerned about his shog,
which was now stuck tight in the open
flap. He soon gave up his exertions to
listen to the rain. The patter reminded
him of something from his early memories
—rain on a red wagon, maybe. No, on a
greasy stained-glass window on 53rd Street.
But that's in another life, he thought, and
don’t ever look back.

The rain gushed now and changed
direction for a moment, so it was blow-
ing straight in through the slot, washing
his bare skin with cold. wet strokes. Then
the wind stopped, or shifted, and he sat
still, dripping. He felt chill and a new
sense of malaise touched him momentar-
ily, then left. He mancuvered his shirt
off the floor, to drape over his back, but
the new disquiet came again and grew.
He sneczed.

He heard people and shouted. He
thought he could hear them stop and
yelled again, but there was no response.

He grew colder.

His shirt was no help since it, too, was
wet, as were the letters on which he sat.
His teeth began to chatter. He could
think of nothing but his misery, of how
damp to the very soul he felt. He even
cried, so much worse was the cold than
the heat. He tried as hard as he could to
imagine worse suffering but could not.
He could not really think at all; he sat
and cowered, occasionally whining.

The wind changed again, throwing in
new gusts or hall pailfuls of rain water. It
ran down his hair continuously now,
down the inside of his arms, his thighs.
the walls of the mailbox. His legs started
cramping; his skin took on the feel of
dank basement concrete, long kept from
the air. The paper photo on the wall of
the box curled moistly on itsell, produc-
ing a new sexual position as the colors
on the six-inch nudes ran together. He
shivered constantly, quite unable to con-
ceive of such torment much less under-
stand it. The cold sank deeper into his
flesh, while the rain poured in harder
and harder still. Whimpering, without
thought or sight, he sat, until quite with-
out warning, an unusually heavy box,
wrapped in brown paper and tied with
string, tumbled through the slot into the
box and struck him on the side of the
head. letting some blood: he swooned [or
a number of long and sinister minutes



through various stages of nausea and
vertigo untl, mercifully, he lost con-
sCIOUSNEess.

L] L] -

When he awoke, he was cold and
cramped but dry. There was a dim
morning light overhead, but he had no
idea of the time. His head ached horribly,
more when he realized, with excruciating
slowness, where he was. He put his hand
up and felt austy flakes of dry blood
peel off his temple in places; his throat
was sanded thick. He remained in a
semi-stupor for a long time, thinking
dismal thoughts when he thought at all.

Alter several hours, he began to rouse
himself. This is still absurd, he thought
slowly; it's just gotten to be a bad joke.
He put his forchead against the cold
metal to wake up, adjusting his position
somewhat, as il arranging his life, assum-
ing a calm pose that would enable him
to think coolly and come to a rational
decision, a plan. He listed all the alter-
natives in his mind and then proceeded
to pursue cach one.

First, he could call for help. This he
did, loudly and thoughtfully. No help
came, but his head hurt a litle more
than it had; this he noted. The next
proposal suggested that he try to pick
the lock on the door. Failing this, he
attempted to force the door open with
brute muscle. He pushed against it with
his knees, his shoulders pressed to the

back of the box. but all he succeeded in
doing was distodging his shoe, which fell
against his head and started the bleeding
again.

It occurred to him, some time after he
had stopped screaming, to open the
package that had hic him. Maybe it was
a gun and he could shoot the lock off,
or a drill, or a Bible, He hefted i,
listened to i, wondered what it might
be. Doubtless something umique and
meaninglul, something for his freedom.
Just like his grandfather, he would be
transported to someplace new. He tore
off the wrapping with difficulty and
looked.

It was a brick. Just a brick. A very
nice brick, to be sure, but nothing near
the category of windfall or revelation
usually associated with sceing stars. In
the end, just a brick.

He thought a good deal more in the
growing afterncon heat; but the brick
episode had finished him. really. Most of
his spirit and all of his misdirected hopes
had been dissipated. Wasted. Wasted,
man, he thought.

Ultimately, he decided to die hero-
ically, to pen something historic on the
wall and then light a match to the
letters, a smoke signal for posterity, a
lesson. He scratched the message in the
side with a key, sToP THE WAR on one
side and zIPPY TAKES 1T UP THE Ass on the
other. He put on his hat—dignity of the

ceremoniil uniform—Ilit a match and
touched it to one of his socks. And then,
miraculously, the door opened. Outside
stood a quaking, dumfounded old mail-
man, not comprehending the vision of a
boy holding a burning sock, wearing little
else but a gold-braided hat, sitting inside
the mailbox.

“Better to light one sock than curse the
darkness,” said Aaron, stepping out gin-
gerly, gathering his clothes. He dressed
himsell and, leaving the man still stand-
ing there, went off to the residence ol the
authoress of the suicide letter; maybe
he'd ask her to the orgy.

He got to the building and rang her
bell. She buzzed the inside door and
he entered, wilked down one flight; it
was a basement apartment. The door
was closed; he approached and waited.
It was painted in bright-blue enamel with
a red number one in its center; he
knocked on it twice. There were scul-
fling, retarded footsteps inside. He looked
up and noticed there was an open tran-
som, with a black shoe jammed in it
apparently to keep it from slipping shut.
The door opened and a girl stood there,
dripping wet, with a towel around her,
water collecting in a puddle ac her feet.

“T just got out of the shower,” she
said. “Come in while I put something on.”

He did.
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mg AM l ? (continued [rom page 92)

moment. As the interior of the restau-
rant had heen recently and expensively
redecorated, admitting. without argu-
ment, a cheap, pantssuited hooker seemed
very much the wisest course ol action.

What  neither  Joanne nor  Cathy
knew was that when the movie star
called for reservations the following
night, he was politely but firmly told
there was no table available. And that he
would be told the same thing every time
he called till his dying day or until his
manii reached such a point that he
decided to buy the place. It was inci-
dents like this that had caused him to
wind up owning hall a dozen [lashion-
able restauramis both here and abroad.
Three of these were so ludicrously suc
cessful that they had very nicely offset
some considerable oil losses sustained
during the star's previous fiscal year.
Which, in turn, had annoyed his ac-
countants, whose tax plan it had been to
use the oil losses to offset his company’s
unexpected surplus of nonrental income.
Actually, it turned out to be just about a
witsh.

That particular discussion might have
raged on forever, but it was time lor the
givls 1o dress and leave lor the Ameri-
cana Hotel, where two gentlemen with
Greek shipping interests were even then
awaiting them.

- - -
“In what way?” Cathy asked.
“In what way what?”

“In what way am I out ol my mother-
grabbing mind? Inddentally, did you
know that mother-grabbing is a hyphen-
ated compound adjective and about ten
years out of darez”

Joanne looked Dlank. It was an
expression tut became her.
The rainy  spell  that had  lasted

through most of March and April had
ended. giving way to unscasonable heat
and leaden skies, sullen with humidity.

It was six o’clock in the evening,

Cathy was scated, naked, at a card
table on which a portable typewriter had
been placed. It was her deasion 1o forgo
an cvening of fun and profit with a
famous movie director and his producer
who were in hrom the Coast to scout
locittions in Harlem for an updated ver-
sion of Anna Karemina, which they
planned 10 shoot with an all-black cast,
that had  prompted  Joanne’s  original
remark. She HNulfed her hair now with
the towel.

“All right. then, if you don’t like ‘out
of your mother-grabbing mind.” how
does *I think you're absolutely bonkers”
grab you?™

Jounne was inordinately pleased with
bonkers. a word she had vecently picked
up from a visiting English jockey, who
had paid her in American dollins [vom
an illegal account kept here under his
mother’s (;m American) name.

“1 have work w do,” Cathy said. “T'm

“Armed robbery, vesisting arrest and contvibuling
to the delinquency of a myna.”

getting behind in my assignments again.”

And she was. Those damned Greeks
had been in town for over a week. They
had been jolly, plumpish men. Demand-
ing but gencrous.

Cathy rolled a new sheet of paper into
the typewriter. She was anxious to get on
with becoming a best-selling writer. But
it was impossible 1o work while Joanne
put clothes on and took them off again,
dumping them on the floor and com-
plaining about her weight.

Joanne’s bosoms, while not misshap-
en, were enormous. At the moment, they
were a great professional asset. But when
they went, they would go fast.

A decision was finally made.

A green pants suit. Joanne had an
extensive wardrobe of pants suits.

“What if they want to eat first? What
if they want to go to a decent restaurant?”

“We can always go to the Colony,”
Joanne said haughtily.

The heat in the apartment was oppres-
sive. They had talked abour putting in
air conditioning. but it meant running
in a 220-volt line and they had never
quite got around to it.

“This place is like a steam bath,”
Cathy said. She rose from her typist’s
chair (newly purchased lrom an oflice-
supply fium on Lexingion Avenue) and
went to the window. It stuck a little, but
she finally managed to force it open. She
stoad for a moment, leaning out over the
sill, breathing in whatever there was to
breathe and watching the lights flicker
on in the hideous rabbit-warren apart-
ment buildings that lined the boulevard.

“Are they sending a car or what?” she
asked, not bothering to look back over
her shoulder. At least the carbon monox-
ide Dbillowing up from the street was
fresh carbon monoxide.

“They said to take a b, Theyre
using 1the car. They're looking for loca-
tions. Theyre not here for pleasurel™

Joanne talked largely in ialics, which
was another thing Cathy found soothing,

Then Cathy noticed the man.

He was standing on the sidewalk di-
rectly across from the apartment, He was
staring up at the window. The light was
still good enough for her to see him
clearly. He was 46 or 47 (she had be-
come terribly good at guessing men’s
ages. It was a parlor wrick she sometimes
did for side bets. They, il they took the
bet, would always have to show their
driver’s licenses. That was part of the
deal. Sometimes, when they were lying
about their names, they didn’t want o
show thar driver’s licenses. In those cases,
she collected by default. She was, how-
ever, almost always right). He, the man
on the sidewalk staring up, wis neither
good- nor bad-looking. In Fict, he has no
particular look at all. His eyes were
hidden by huge glasses. For all she knew.




they were twin telescopes. One. she sud-
denly realized. trained directly at her left
tit, the other at her right. That is, il they
were twin telescopes. Maybe the poor
bastard was blind as a bat and simply
looking for an address or something.

He wore a tweed jacket and baggy gray
LYOUSCTS.

He seemed harmless enough.

He could. of cowrse, be the person
who would subsequently be known in
the world press as the Astoria Strangler,
just standing there. bracing himsell for
his first shot. But Cathy doubted it. She
decided to play it another way.

She waved. Not a wave with any invi-
tation even remotely implied. Just a sim-
ple “Hi, there” wave. Then she rubbed
her hands slowly over her breasts, linger-
ingly jiggling her thumbs on each nipple.

On the street. the man turned and
fled. Some strangler.

From behind her. Joanne said, “What
are you doing standing in the window
with vour knockers hanging out? This
whole place is absolutely creefing with
sex maniacs! Didn’t vou see The Boston
Strangler? Now, come on, get in here and
pull the blind! You may want to be
murdered and yaped and strangled in
vour bed, but I certamly don’t!™

“We ought to put in air condition-
ing.” Cathy said, turning away from the
window. “1Cs like a steam bath in here.”

“There's air conditioning at the Pl
za,” Joanne said, slipping her blue-plas-
tic diaphragm container into her purse.
She had no faith in the pill as a method
of contraception. In addition, she daimed
that it caused her skin 1o break out,

“How do you know you won't be
murdered, raped and stangled where
you're going?” Cathy asked, reseating
hersell at the card table.

“At the Plaza Hotel? In New York
City? With two gentlemen who are here
from the Coast 10 look for locations? Are
you out of your mother-grabbing mindz”

Pretty soon, she was gone. Cathy
watched from the window until she was
safely in a cab. There was no sign ol the
man with the twin-telescope spectacles.

. - -

The silence was relreshing. So wis the
lack of italics. Cathy picked up the latest
communigué from her instructor. H. B,
il that's how he liked to refer to himsell.
Maybe that was one of the rules of the
school or something. That the instructors
be known to their students only by their
initials. Bullshit.

Harvey Bernstein.

She knew his name as well as he did.
Better, probably. judging from the hys
terical nature of his more recent letters.
The poor bastard seemed to be having a
terrible identity problem. With no techni-
cal psvchiatric background, Cathy under-
stood the nature of the identity problem
as well as anvone in the United Srates,
with the possible exception of Lawrence
S. Kubie, M.D. (Newrotic Distortion of

6‘\
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the Creative Process; Noonday, Farrar,
Swraus & Giroux, 1961).

Aler all, she was, as she had put it
herself, a girl with no last name. Fre-
quently, on tricks, she would even forget
the fust name she happened o be using.
And she had made up so many different
backegrounds and ages for herself that she
was no longer able to distinguish be-
tween what had acwually happened in
her life and what she imagined had
happened. Maybe there was very liule
difference, since imagining is also a form
of happening. But Cathy was uncon-
cerned with such high-level abstractions.

A drop ol sweat, dripping from her
chin to the upper portion of her left
breast and then, still unnoticed, pud-
dling down the soft pink-skin slope,
leaped fom her nipple and  landed
squarely in the middle of the typed page
that she had prepired the night belore
as part of her new assignment for H. B.

It lefr a sunn,

It (the stain) caused her no distress.
Instcad, she smiled. On Harvey's last
letter, there had also been a stain. He
had handled it brilliantly. He had sim-
ply ringed the stain with a pencil and
written in his own hand: tear-drop hom
vight eve. She now picked up a pencil,
ringed her stain and wrote in her own
hand: sweat-drop from left tit.

She only hoped that the mark of her
tit-drop (she liked that better, but it was
100 late o rewrite it without messing up
the page) would not turn the poor bug-
ger on even more than he seemed to be
already. Maybe she should never have
sent him the photograph. But, knowing
she was barely literate and wanting des-
perately to take the course, she had done
what she had always done. Used what
she had.

Two weeks belore, he had sent her a
paperbacked edition of one of his (it
now turned out, non-best-selling) novels.
He had been very careful, of course. He
had torn off the cover and the title page,
thereby hoping (or not hoping?) (o
keep his identity seeret. What he had (or
had not) forgotten was that the title of
the non-best seller was printed on the
top of each page.

It had been a simple matter to go Lo
the public library, check the title in the
card fhles, discover the author’s name
and, alter obtaining a librry card under
a name she could no longer remember,
take out his two other novels and Ins
two volumes of poetry.

The novels seemed more or less 1o
celebrate the use ol the hyvphen and the
semicolon and had to do with rivalries
among professors on various college cam-
puses. Bullshit.

But the poetry was something else. She
had never encountered blank verse be-
fore. Between it and his lewters, he had
managed somehow o touch her.

The tuth of the matter was that
Cathy had developed a kind of long-dis-
tance crush on hime She had always been
a sucker for losers. Especially born losers.

The prose passage she was working on
now was a description of her life as a
performer in blue movies. Most of it was
nonsense, of course, but she had done
a lot of nude posing and had made a
couple ol stag reels in California when
she frst got there.

The stag reels were no big deal.

She had been living with the boy she
screwed on film, anyway. And she'd
banged the director-cameraman a couple
of umes belore she'd even met the lead-
ing man. But, for Harvey's benefit, she
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was making it sound as glamorous as
possible.

A small but beautifully equipped stu-
dio hidden away in the Hollywood hills.
Dressing rooms with the performers’
names on the doors.

“Ar that time,” she was writing when
the phone rang, “Jigger and 1 were at
the peak of our success. We were consid-
cred by many to be the Jeanctte Mac-
Donald and Nelson Eddy of the stag-iilm
industry.”

She was trying to turn the poor bas-
tard on. No question. Then the bloody
telephone. How can a writer really ce-
ate when the bloody phone keeps ring-
ing all the time?
laturally, it was Joanne.

Naturally, it was a crisis.

Naturally, she had taken the wrong
diaphragm case. The empty one. Could
Cathy please just jump mto a cab and
bring the right one, on the fop shell of
the medicine cabinet, to suite 1846-7 at
the Plaza Hotel? The pants suit had
been just fine. They had had dinner in
the room. Is a pants suit all right?, she
had asked. No pants would be even bet-
ter, had been the reply. And that was
how it had gone. Until the blue-plastic
case proved to be empty. Terribly sorry.
Just jump in a cab. The boys from the
Coast were absolutely charming. One
(the director) was even kind of good-
looking. Very young and groovy. In addi-
tion to which (the director was on the
bedroom extension himself by now), the
film they were seeking locations for was a
very important film, indeed, and would
very probably make an important state-
ment about the Negro condition. From a
White Russian’s point of view, of course.
But then, Pushkin, a very important
Russian writer, had been a boogie him-
self, and on and on like that. Anyway,
they'd love to have her come up, if only
just for a drink. as one of the girls they'd
asked was having her period or some
thing and had dropped out.

What the hell. It was hot in the apart-
ment. The suite in the Plaza was air
conditioned. She was getting bored sit-
ting here alone, writing lies about the
blue-movie business.

And Harvey Bernstein was such a
chicken shit that he wouldn't even tell
her his real name.

She was getting dressed when  the
phone rang again.

Could she also bring the stuff> Not the
whole jar or anything like that, just
cnough for maybe hall a dozen joints,
OK. Why not?

I tried. she thought, I wied.

She looked at her titdrop-stained page
and figured, as so muny bestselling
writers had before her, why not have a
litde fun tonight? There's always tomor-
row to get it written. In a curious way,
she was on the right track.

Harvey Bernstein, lurking in the shad-

ows across from her apartment, watched
her get into the cab. Since taking Aight,
he had drunk five martinis in a bar up
the street. It was only after her cab had
turned the corner that he got the idea of
breaking into her apartment.

- - -

The younger one, the director, was
kind of groovy and the producer, while
less attractive, had a wang the size of
Nashua's (winner in 1955 of the Preak-
ness and the Belmont Stakes. Swaps
copped the Kentucky Derby that year). By
the time Cathy arrived, the three of them
were seated, stark-naked, on the lloor
amid the remains of an expensive room-
service dinner, playing spin the bottle.

The air conditioner was going [ull
blast.

Cathy insisted on turning it off before
she undressed. An orgy, she said, was one
thing, but catching double pneumonia in
the process was another.

Joanne told about how she had been
admitted to the Colony in her pants suit.
The producer suggested that nexe time,
she try being admitted without her pants
suit. That, he suggested, would be the
acid test.

The three of them laughed uproari-
ously. They had been eating and drink-
ing and screwing for several hours and
were feeling just great. Cathy rolled the
joints hersell. The producer spoke ad-
miringly of the color of Cathy's nipples.
Cathy spoke admiringly of the size of the
producer’s wang. He said that when it
was fully distended, he could place 1en
silver quarters along its length. Cathy
said that they did not make silver quar-
ters anymore. The producer said they did
not make wangs like that anymore, ei-
ther. They all laughed immoderately.
Cathy told about the days in California
when she made blue movies. The direc-
tor suggested that he had always wanted
to direct one. Joanne was enthusiastic
but reminded them that they had no
camera, The producer said he carried a
miniaturized, Japanese-made version of a
B.N.C. with a 20mm lens concealed in
his wang at all times. Joanne said
69mm. They all laughed immoderately.
Pot on top of a lot of booze makes the
dopiest things seem funny.

So they made the movie.,

Then it was light-up time again.

Through the haze, Cathy became
aware of the pounding on the door.

“Have you cver been picked up by
the fuzz?” the groovy director said.

“No,” Cathy said, “but it must hurt a
lot.”

Everyone laughed immoderately, al-
though it was an old joke. The producer
(he had had a picture nominated for an
Academy Award two years before)
wilked naked to the door with a joint in
his mouth, opened it and admitted Jo-
anne's friend the movie star.

They greeted cach other warmly, em-

bracing and exchanging darlings and
babys. Not faggot darlings and babys.
Hollywood darlings and babys.

“Baby, I knew it had 1o be you,” the
movie star said to the producer. “I mean,
I knew you were in town and I could
smell the stuff all the way from the Oak
Room.”

“Nobody busts the Plaza Hotel,” the
director said.

“Nobody dies on Dawn Patrol,” the
movie star said. He took the joint from
the producer’s lips and inhaled deeply,
sucking in air at the same time. When
he finally exhaled, about eight years lat-
er, he smiled and joined the group. He
did not recognize Joanne without her
pants suit. But he covered nicely. He
was, in spite of all his actor crap, a kind
man and never, intentionally, hurt any-
one’s feelings.

The producer told him they had been
making a movie.

The director suggested they make a
second feature.

The movie star said his agents would
not let rim play in second features.

The producer told him he could have
top billing and also get 1o screw the
leading lady.

The movie star said he always screwed
his leading ladies.

Cathy said he could also screw the girl
who played his leading lady’s best friend.

The movie star said, well, in that case,
OK.

They all laughed immoderately.

At two o'clock, Cathy quictly slipped
back into her clothes, sclected a clean
$100 bill from the wad on the dresser
and tiptoed out of the suite, leaving the
producer asleep in a chair, his huge
wang hanging limply between his knees.
Joanne, the director and the movie star
were laughing and playing in the bath-
tub.

In the corridor, which did actually
reck of marijuana, Cathy suddenly re-
membered that, what with one thing and
another, she had never got around to
giving Joanne her diaphragm.

Not a plot point, she thought, just an
oversight. Without knowing it, she was
beginning to think like a bestselling
writer.

“Jacqueline Susann did not get where
she is today,” she said to the sleepy-eyed
clevator man, “by having one of her
characters forget to give another one of
her characters her goddamn diaphragm.”

“Jesus,” said the sleepy-eyed elevator
man.

But without interest or emotion.

- - -

Getting into the apartment could not
have been easier. The latch on the front
door was broken and, as Cathy and Jo-
anne between them had lost somewhere
in the neighborhood of 630 keys in the
nine months they had been in residence,
they no longer bothered to lock the door
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of apartment 4D unless they were at
home. As it was Joanne's conviction
that the area was teeming with sex ma-
niacs, she had caused a police lock 1o be
installed that would have been adequate
1o keep the crown jewels in reasonable
safety.

But it worked only if somcone was
inside to work it.

“II neither of us are here,” Joanne had
said in a blinding flash of logic, “the sex
mantacs can screw themselves, right”

Harvey Bernstein was crazed.

He had had his first official drink (as
usual) at lunch. He had, of course, been
nipping away unofficially since the stab
in his instant coffee at 9:37 that morn-
ing. Then he had drunk throughout the
afternoon. Then he had read over (a
number of times) Cathy's detailed ac
counts (seven installments by now) of
her first few months of kinky sex in the
Hollywood hills. The erotic uses of the
eleciric woothbrush, for instance, were no
longer a mystery to him. In fact, it all
sounded like kind of fun.

At 5:35, filled with passion, resolve
and B6-proof courage, he called his wile,
ready with an elaborate story of why he
would have to spend the night in New
York. He did not reach his wife, which he
decided was just as well, as she had
absolute pitch, even on the phone, for
the number of drinks, official and un-

official, that her husband had consumed
during the business day. Instead, he was
told by the cleaning woman (Mrs. Ed-
wards) that his wife had been called to
the city to deal with some unnamed
crisis having to do with their daughter,
Linda.

As Mrs. Edwards, who should have
gone home at four, had been into the
bourbon herself, she failed to detect
the more-than-faint slur in the speech
of the master of the house.

“Sure and ic'll do you good,” she said
heartily. “Every man needs a night out
on the town from time to time. Especial-
ly il he has to put up day alter day with
a miserable cunt like your wife, if you'll
excuse my language.”™

It was a barometer of Harvey’s condi-
tion that he had noticed nothing unto-
ward in Mrs. Edwards’ language. They
were both, if wuth be known, smashed
out of their minds.

He did hnd it interesting that Mus,
Edwards’ brogue had become more pro-
nounced in recent months. Particularly
since she had been born in Florence,
Alabama, and was black as the ace of
spades. It came, he imagined, [rom
seeing oo many late-night movies on
television where all the really high-class
help were Ivish. Who wanted to be Hat-
tie McDaniel in this day and age?

“Who dat who say who dat when I say

“Beats me—she’s not my mother.”

who dat?"" Harvey said with what seemed
to him enormous wit.

“Fuck you, Whitey,” Mrs.
said.

“Fuck you, too, Mrs. Edwards,”™ Har-
vey said. “You'll be sure and leave a note
for my wife?"”

“Certainly, Mr. Bernstein.”

“Good night, Mrs. Edwards.”

“Good night, Mr. Bernstein.”

It seemed to both of them that they
had had an amusing, informative uand
perfectly plausible conversation.

All this was some time before Harvey
had seen Cathy stroking her nipples in
the window and had beat it up the street
for five (“barsized,” so they really didn’t
count as five) martinis.

Alone in the sell-service elevator,
Harvey felt in many ways like an astro-
naut. In the first place, he was weight-
less. In the second, there was a complex
array of buttons to push. ur. pows. G,
ONE, TWO, THREE, FOUR, FIVE, SIX. ALARM,
He tried to make contact with Mission
Control in Houston, but the bastards
were all out to lunch or something. He
considered pushing aLarm, which is what
he felt, but remembering his position as
housebreaker, he decided that it might
not. be wise.

Your mission, he told himself sternly,
is to elfect a landing, reconnoiter, bring
bhack a sample ol dirt and be on the
Johnny Carson show.

A penciled grafiito on the elevator
door brought him back to earth with no
particular re-entry problem.

“Lillian,” somecone had written in a
semiliterate hand, “takes it up the ass.”

Lillian. It reminded him ol Gish. Which
reminded him of the old South. Which
reminded him of Mrs. Edwards. “Who dat
who say who dat when I say who da?”
he said aloud to Mission Control and
pushed the button marked rFour.

Once on the fourth floor, it was re-
markably easy. There were only four
apartments;  curiously enough, clearly
marked A, B, C and D.

For the hell of it, he tried the three
other doors first. Knowing that his one-
and-only love was out for the moment,
screwing somebody somewhere, he won-
dered if perhaps Lillian of the elevator
might possibly be home. A. B and C
were locked tighter than three chastity
belis. D opened to his touch.

There was a card table with a type-
writer upon it set up in the middle of
the living room. Two of his novels and
his two volumes of poetry, in their severe
public-library bindings. were on the floor
beside the card table. On the table itself
was a shect of yellow paper. He gradual-
ly brought his eyes into focus. He saw
Cathy's tit-drop. Tears spilled from his
cyes. His glasses, like manhole covers.
contained the flood. He took them off
and shook them over her page, spraying

Edwards



it with tears. He wanted to circle each
spot, but he could not find a pencil.

The floor around the card table was
littered with rejected pants sutts.

It was unspeakably hot in the apart
ment.

Not bothering to check with Houston.
he took the suicide weapon, his beloved
P-38, from his hip pocket and craftily hid
it beneath a cushion, removed his clothes
and passed out on the couch.

If cither Cathy or Harvey had read his
horoscope that morning, neither of them
would have got out of bed.

Cathy tipped the doorman a dollar
and asked for the producer’s limousine.
It was, as she had assumed it would be,
standing by. It was. she knew, a matter
of principle for personalities in from the
Coast to have chaulfeur-driven limou
sines standing by 24 hours a day. Larry
Harvey, she remembered, had once insist-
ed on a chauffeur-driven Rolis-Royce.
But things were tighter in Hollywood
now. Probably due to all these conglom-
crate take-overs. Good managers, maybe.
But they just didn’t understand show
business,

She awakened the driver and gave him
her address.

As they drove across the 59th Street
bridge, Cathy was feeling groovy. “I'm
dappled and drowsy and ready for
sleep,” she told the driver, who was, she
had noticed, very young and really quite
good-looking.

The driver apparently could think of
no suitable response. That's the dil-
ference between chauffeurs and cab driv-
ers. Chauflfeurs keep their yaps shut.

At her front door, Cathy reached into
her purse and handed the driver Jo-
anne's diaphragm. “Take this up to suite
1846-7," she said. “It contains the micro-
filim.,”

It must be remembered that she was
still fairly high on pot and had had no
dinner.

Once inside the apanument door. Cathy
bricfly considered bolting the police lock.
With the groovy director, the movie star
and now, possibly, the rather good-look-
ing chauvffeur, who would be arriving
presently with her diaphragm, Joanne
appeared to be set for the rest of the night.
On the other hand, if she did decide o
come home, 1t would mean waking up,
getting out of bed and unlocking the door.
Which was all right. It was the night-
mare of being trapped by a now totally .
sled N Da e R0 Saolic inssCgon : This is the way it is. Ml We're into it.
recounting in appalling detatl all the
[un and games that Cathy had missed by
leaving so carly. "The lost soap in the tub.
What happened when the room-service
waiter came to dear away dinner and
found them all . . . and on and on and
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conviction about a prevalence of sex
maniacs. In fact, she realized, the only
honest-to-God sex maniac she'd ever met
in her life was Joanne hersell.

‘T'his interior dialog, while tedious to
desaribe, took, in actual time, something
less than a 20th of a second.

She had closed the door, without lock-
ing it, kicked off her shoes and begun to
unzip her dress (Courréges) when she
voticed the naked man asleep on the
couch. Harvey was, to be accurate, not
completely naked. He was still wearing
his eyeglasses and one sock.

she recognized him immediatcly as the
man on the sidewalk. She studied him
for what might or might not have been a
considerable length of time. (Her time
sense was still somewhat distorted by the
pot.)

ILnvey was a2 mess. There was no
doubt about thar.

She reached down and gently plucked
his glasses from his nose. Then she
slipped them on hersell. The lenses were
about five feer thick but dehnitely non-
iclescopic. She ook them off and placed
them out of reach on the card table.
I he did wrn out to be a sex
maniac. he would abviously be easier to
handle if his vision was slightly im-
paired.

Gingerly grasping the only nonnaked
portion of his body (s left foot), she
began to shake him. Presently, he opened
his eyes. He blinked several times. “Where
am 17" Die sad. “Now, when 1 need me,”
he added. It seemed to Cathy 1o be a
rather impressive thing lor a man in his
condition 1o say. 1t had a faintly literary
ying that appealed to her.

“You're not, by any chance, the Asto-
ria Suangler?” Cathy said.

“What?"

“I mean. il you've come here with the
idea ol vaping, sirangling and murdering
anybody, vou can just put it riglit out of
vour mind. Dismiss the entire notion.
Immediately.”

“I love you,” Harvey said.

‘Then he closed his eyes again and
appeared to drift off into sleep once
more.

There followed a series of “if onlys.”

If only she had had the sense not to go
10 the Plaza and to lock the door after
Joanne had gone.

IFf only she had had enough sense to
vemain at the Plaza, laughing, splashing
and frolicking with the others in the
air-conditioned bathroom.

If only she had had the sense to ask
the goodlooking chauffeur up for a
drink. Together, they could have gor the
body on the couch into its clothes, down
the stairs, into the limousine and out of
her life.

e by s

she seemed to have run out of them.

Halfheartedly, she shook his foot once
more. Then she stopped. Actually, there

918 Wwits no point in awakening him until she

figured out what she was going to do
with him once he was awake.

It was stifling in the aparument.

Swear caused Harvey's body to glisten.
It was rather hairy in an unattractive
way, which made him seem even more
pathetic, ‘There were tiny tufts of damp
fur on cach of his shoulders. Cathy
found them curiously touching.

She wondered whom he had thought
he was talking to when he had said I
love you.

Tt was a phrase that she had not heard
issue from a man’s lips in years. T want
you—yes. You have a beautiful behind
—yes. T'll give you $1000 to go to Vegas
with me for the weekend—yes. But, 1
love vou—not in a very long time.

Jigger was the last, she guessed. And
he hrad loved her, in his fashion. At least
he had actually said the words, Tt was
the sentence that had immediately [ol-
lowed his dedlaration that had dimmed
its romantic flavor just a litde. “Listen,”
Jigger had said, “Gersten says he’ll give
us e hundred apiece to make 2 stag
recl for him.”

It was like the old Dan Dailey-Betty
Grable musical. She knew damn well
Gersten didn’t want the team, honey, he
just wanted her. But she didn’t have the
heart 1o break it to Jigger. His ego was
in a vary delicate condition at that time,
anyway. The Faggot who had been keep-
ing him had cat him off with nothing
but the Thunderbivd and a [urther rejec
tion by her or Gersten might just have
been enough o send him off the deep
end.

So she and Jigeer had made the flm,
In a motel smre two blocks south of
Ventura Boulevard., Once in front of a
camera, Jigger had suddenly turned ham.
He continuously hogged the key light.
He had also insisted on the final close-
up. A tight shot of his face as he simulat-
ed orgasm. They'd asked her to squat
down under the camera and out of the
picture aud give him a helping hand,
but she'd said screw that, it's his close-up,
let him come any way he can. Then, for
a topper, Gersten insisted he’d meant
$500 for the team. Not apiece.

So much for I love you.

Cathy had a sudden impulse to cover
Harvey with a blanket, tuck him in
tenderly, kiss him on the brow and let
him sleep it off. But as the temperature
in the apartment was at least 90 degrees,
covering him with a blanket would not
have heen the act of kindness that it
might have been on a difterent occasion.

Instead. Cathy went into the bedroom
and carefully took off and hung up the
Courreges. Then, really without thinking
about it, she stepped into the shower.
The cool water was both soothing and
reflveshing. It seemed to wash away the
Tast of the pot. It was only as she was
beginning to relax that she remembered
the movie Psycho. The stabbing-in-the-
shower scene came to mind with remark-

able vividness. Maybe the sad, wet, hairy
thing on her couch was a sex maniac.
Maybe lie was only pretending to be
asleep. Maybe at this very moment, he,
now fully alert, 20-20 vision restored by
the easily found glasses, was rummaging
wildly around the kitchen in search ol
the bread knile.

Without bothering to turn off the wa-
ter, she dashed out ol the shower, blindly
grabbing for a towel as she went. In the
living room, his glasses were still on
the card table. His cothes were still on
the Hoor (mingled, as they had been,
with Joanne's pants suits). But the door
was now open and he was gone.

Holding the towel in front of her (in
her haste, she had taken a small face
iowel, not a large bath towel), she went
to the door and peered down the corri-
dor. Harvey, naked except for his left
sock (black), was lurching toward the
elevator. ringing bells at ecach of the
three other apartments as he went.

“Now, you come back here!” Cathy
shouted aflter him. “I'm really vexed
with youl”

Fexed? She had mot heard nor used
that word since she left Webb City God
knows how many years ago. It had been
one of Grandpa's favorites. though.

The clevator doors closed behind Har-
vey.

If there had ever heen a moment 1o
use the police lock, this was it

“ Jesus-lucking - shit-ass- Christ!”  Cathy
said aloud as she swrode down the corri-
dor toward the elevitor, not even bother-
ing to hold the towel up in [ront of her.
Two of the other aparvtments on the
floor were occupied by hookers and the
other one by a pair of really very sweet
laggots. who loved to cook and occasion-
ally asked Cathy and Joanne in for
Sunday brunch. Bloody marys, haked
ham and wonderful homemade bread.

“You know what you are?” Cathy said
aloud as she jammed her thumb against
the c¢levator button and held it there.
“You are that greatest of all literary
clichés”—she was quoting verbatim from
one of her instructor’s, H. B.’s, critiques
—*the prostitute with a heart of gold.”

“And what a dumb fucking thing that
is to be,” she added, as somewhere deep
in the intestines of the building the
clevator rumbled, farted and changed
direction.

When the elevator doors opened, Hur-
vey was scated on the floor in a corner,
crying.

“Now, really,” Cathy said, “I am terr-
bly vexed with you!”

Harvey tricd, manfully, to rise. He
sank back, however, alinost at once. She
entered the elevator and attempted to
pull him to his fect. The elevator doors
closed behind her.

Someone, somewhere in the building,
had pushed a button.

In her mind, Cathy rapidly improvised
a series of possible costumes that would
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adequately cover both of them, giving, in
addition, perhaps, the illusion of Fun
City summer chic. Two of the Beautilul
People returning from a costume ball at
Gloria Vanderbilt Cooper’s, for example.
Having little to work with but one black
sock and one wet face towel, it did not
seem promising.

Cathy draped the towel over Harvey's
lap.

The elevator doors opened.

The couple in the lobby stood there
beaming foolishly. She was a professional
acquaintance who lived in 3D. He was
wearing a white dinner jacket. One of her
false eyelashes had come loose and was
dangling precariously. Harvey moaned.

“Twenty-two dollars, please,” Cathy
said without hesitation. “Unless, of course,
you already have the tickets.”

The gentleman in the white dinner
jucket reached automatically for his wal-
let. Gentlemen in white dinner jackets
always reach automatically for their wal-
lets. This was onc of the few observable
absolutes in Cathy’s life.

“This is the Elevator Theater,” Cathy
said, “the smallest, dirtiest, most uncom-
fortable, most expensive off-off-off-Broad-
way entertainment in town.”

“Remember, darling,” White Dinner
Jacket’s companion said, instantly pick-
ing up the cue, “we tried to get tickets
from the captain at 21, but he said
there was no chance at any price?”

“Suicide to Mission Control,” Harvey
said, lying now on the floor, the towel
for some reason over his face. “Mission
Control, 1his is Suicide. Do you read me?
Over and out.”

“Grand,” White Dinner Jacket said. I
only come to New York once a year. I
like to catch as many shows as I can.”

He took a $50 bill from his wallet and
handed it to Cathy. “Keep the change,”
he said.

Cathy handed the $50 bill to the girl,
The girl pushed THREE. The elevator
doors closed.

“Profuscly illustrated souvenir pro-
grams are on sale inside.” Cathy said, to
keep the ball rolling till the elevator
reached the third floor. On the third
floor, White Dinner Jil(‘k(‘t made a
friendly but ineffective grab for Cathy’s
lefe breast. His companion slapped his
wrist. “INaughty, naughty!” she said. “You
don’t want to leave it all in the gym.”

Harvey moaned something incompre-
hensible through his towel.

The clevator doors opened and even-
tually closed behind White Dinner Jack-
et and his companion.

Cathy pushed rour.

“You are a disgrace,” Cathy said to
Harvey. “A public disgrace.”

“I love you,” Harvey said and attempt-
ed, unsuccessfully, to pass out again.

L] - -

As the late Humphrey Bogart once

said, “At four o’clock in the morning,

990 you got to figure everybody's drunk.”

It was and is a sound observation.

God knows, Harvey was drunk. And
the couple now salely landed on the
third floor was certainly drunk. By this
time, however, Cathy was off her mary-
jane high and was beginning to feel ever
so slightly depressed.

She had hauled Harvey out of the
elevator, down the corridor and back
into the apartment.

The telephone was ringing.

It was Joanne. The chaufteur was on
the bedroom extension. The party was
just getting good. Why didn’t Cathy
come on back in? And bring their piggy
bank. The chauffeur’s had proved to be
equal to if not Luger than the produc
er’s. Eleven silver quarters were urgently
needed for a test match. But they had
tun out of change. And the cashier’s
desk was closed for the night. They were
all also pretty hungry and could Cathy
just stop at Reubens on the way in and
pick up . . . she was stull getung the
orders organized—which kinds of sand-
wiches on what kinds of bread, some
with mustard and some without—when
Cathy hung up the phone.

Like Cathy, Harvey Bernstein
suddenly become more alert.

“You do not have, by any chance,
something to drink on the premises? If
not, and T wish to put you to no incon-
venience, I am sure there is an all-
night—it is curious that the word night is
frequently spelled N-I'T-E at establish-
ments that are open all night, an unfor-
givable corruption—liquor store open
somewhere in the neighborhood. I think
[rozen daiquiris would be nice. If you
have a fresh Iime or two, I shall go out
and get the rum.” He started for the door.

Cathy, scizing him Dby his shoulder
tufis, pushed him onto the couch.

“For God’s sake, put on your glasses,”
Cathy said. He did so.

“And cither ger dressed or take off
that one sock. You look ridiculous.”

Obediently. Harvey removed his sock.

He observed her carefully through his
glasses for a moment or two, then rose
and moved toward the telephone, careen-
ing off the furniture as he went.

Cathy stopped him just in time.

“Who do you want to call?”

“Whom do I want to call. Not who do
I want to call I want to call Max
Wilk, Ed Hotchmer and Max Shulman
and beg their forgiveness. You are real!”

“My God.”” Cathy said, “you're Harvey-
[ucking-Bernstein!™

Harvey Bernstein burst into tears.

“I have been in love with but three
women in my forty-six years of life,” he
saidd between sobs. “And you are the only
one of them I have been privileged to
meet in person.”

Cathy said nothing. There seemed 1o
be little to say.

Harvey found a pair of trousers on the
floor, picked them up and attempted to

had

put them on. They were Joanne's and he
could not get them over his kneecaps.
Cathy knelt down and helped him disen-
tangle himself, lifting first one of his feet
and then the other.

“I cried myself to slecp the night my
first love, Alice Faye, married Phil Harris,”
he continued, reaching into a nonexist-
ent pocket for a nonexistent handkerchief.
He finally settled the problem by remov-
ing his glasses and wiping his eyes with the
back of his hand.

“I have, over the years, published a
series of critical essays attacking Arthur
Miller in such periodicals as the Diner's
Club magazine. Not because I did not
admire his work but because of my sec-
ond love, Marilyn. You, Cathy Lewis
Lovibond Lombard Lamont,” he added,
“are all that is left to me now. Cathy, I
love youl”

He was sweaty and naked and drunk
and his nose was running. He had lost
his glasses again. He was covered with
hair in all the wrong plices. He was just
awful. But he loved her. He did not say
he wanted her. Te did not say she had a
beautiful behind. He did not offer her
$1000 to go to Vegas with him for the
weekend. He said: I love you.

Tears welled up in Cathy's eyes.

“Darling,” Cathy said, “what can 1 do?
Just tell me what I can do.™

“I love you,” Harvey said. He stood,
swaying gently, by the couch.

Cathy was still kneeling in front of
him, holding the trousers of Joanne's
pants suit in her hand. They were plum-
colored, slashed deeply at the sides and
vaguely held together by what seemed to
be white shoelaces. Gene must have been
really desperate, lewting her into the Col-
ony in that getup.

“I love you,” Harvey said.

Cathy tried. But at that moment and
in his condition. it turned out not to he
an intenscly practical proposition.

“Later, darling,” Cathy said. “T prom-
isel T promise!™

“I love you,” Harvey said.

She got up. took him by the hand and
led him to the bathroom. The shower,
naturally, was still running.

Gracelully leading the way, she escort-
ed him under it. Somehow, en route, he
had found his glasses again and put
them on. This caused a minor problem
under the cold cascading water. She took
them off his nose and placed them care-
fully in the soap dish, removing the
soap.

For a while, they stood together with-
out touching. Then she opened her arms
to him. He moved toward her, slipped
on the soap, bounced off the tile wall
and landed on his head.

Cathy managed to get his inert body
out of the shower before he actually
drowned.

- - -

Harvey Bernstein's hivst thought when

consciousness hnally retwrned was that



he had gone blind. As far as he could
tell, his eyes were open. He fluttered the
lids a few times experimentally, but the
view remained the same. Total blackness.

For a moment or two, the idea of
blindness did seem to have its brighter
side. He would not have to read the
conclusion of Mrs. Edna Mortimer's
(housewife) novel nor the further non-
adventures of Harrison Bradley, pl'ohilbly
the world’s dullest and most illiterate
general since the late Dwight D. Eisen-
hower. Charles Douglas Potter's Albert’s
bulging crotch would be out of his lile
forever. People would be kind to him.
Old ladies would help him across streets.
He could spend his days listening to
recordings of Orson Welles reading [rom
the Bible. He wondered if his major
medical covered loss ol sight.

Tentatively, he raised his head a few
inches rom what scemed to be a pillow.
A crack of light coming from under a
door soruck his line of wvision. For a
moment, he [elt almost wistful. So he
was not blind, after all. He was just
lving in a strange room with blackout
curtains drawn. He had a bone-crushing
hangover. Certain highlights of the pre-
ceding 24 hours slowly returned to him.

He began 1o tremble.

Icy sweat broke out. drenching his
entire body.

Then he remembered Cathy leading
him gently to the shower and tears filled
his eyes. He had been crying and sweat-
ing almost incessantly for the past two
days. All in all, he must have exuded
several gallons ol fluid. Ol course, he
had replaced at least that much by his
intake of neutral-grain spirits.

Beside him in the bed, someone stirred.

Cathy! Cathy! Cathy!

Experimentally, he reached out an ex-
ploring hand. What it encountered was a
breast.

She stirred a little but did not waken.

Suddenly, he was no longer trembling,
crying or sweating. As he tenderly ca-
ressed her sleeping body, the panic
drained from him. She moaned a little
happy moan as her nipples stiffened to
his touch. Gently, she took his hand
and guided it downward between her
legs. Then she herself reached down-
ward.

When someone is especially skilled
and practiced at a given action, it is
olten colloquially said that he or she can
do it in his sleep.

No word was spoken as, in her sleep,
she deltly moved him into hersell. It was
mad, trancelike and extremely pleasant.
They came together and at the ultimate
moment, Harvey, not wanting to break
the dream, refrained from whispering
ointment into her ear. Contented, she
guided him out of herself, rolled onto
her side and moved happily off into
deeper sleep.

Harvey rose from the bed and, on
tiptoe, trying in equal parts not to awak-
en her and not to trip over something
and break his neck, groped his way to-
ward the crack of light under the door.
He finally made it.

In the living room, he was temporarily
blinded by the blazing afternoon sun-
light. He staggered to the kitchen.

“Good morning, darling,” Cathy said.
She was scated naked at the table, study-
ing The Wall Street Journal, a cup of
coffee in her hand. “I was beginuing to
wonder if you were still alive.”

Harvey Bernstein did the only sensible
thing & man could do at such a moment.
He twrned and ran into the bathroom,
locking the door behind him.

Any American male who has survived
for 46 years has, at least once, experi-
enced the sensation of knowing that he
is at that moment stark-raving mad but
still sane enough to be aware of the fact.

With the sane part ol his mind, Har-
vey watched his insane self calmly shower,
shave (there was a razor in the medicine
cabinet but no shaving cream: he simply
Iathered his face with a cake of Yardley’s

soap), comb his hair, wrap a bath towel
around his waist and return to the living
room. Cathy, still naked, was stretched
out on the couch, reading a copy of U. 5.
News & World Report.

His sane self heard the insane part of
him say, “Do you mind if I use the tele-
phone? I think I'd better call my wife.”

- - -

Margery and Max had returned from
the motel at 11:30 the nighe before. They
were prepared for the confrontation scene
with Harvey. Mirs. Edwards had finished
the bourbon and lelt the house, forgetting
entircly Harvey's request that she leave a
note. Harvey was not there. They had
waited until two o’clock. Finally, Max had
said, “Why don’t we just leave him a note,
pack your stuft and get out of here? The
wedding's ar cleven and our plane’s at
two. If we leave pretty soon, we can drive
to town and get some sleep.”

Margery was disappointed. She had
been spoiling for a really good confron-
tation scene for 22 years.

“I wouldn’t know how 1o tell him in a
note.”

“Let’s divide the labor. I'm the writer.

“Ronnie, come and watch this program about
the dangers of marijuana.”
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you're the housewife. You pack and I'll
write the note. Does the silly bastard have
a typewriter around here someplace?”

“You are a very beautiful man,” Mar-
gery had said. “I think there’s an Olivet-
ti portable in the hall closet.”

- - -

“What will you tell her?” Cathy asked
as the Insane Harvey dialed the number.

“1 shall tell her that I was called to
New York to meet with a publisher who
wishes to reprint my three novels and
two volumes of poetry in paperback. I
will tell her that we wined and dined,
not wisely but too well, at Le Pavillon
and then repaired to the Oak Room Bar
and, when that at last closed, moved on
to an after-hours boude club of which he
is an old and valued member. 1 will
explain that it was all a matter of busi-
ness."”

The Sane Harvey listened to this non-
sense, aghast.

At the other end, the phone was ring-
lllg.

Presently, Mys. Edwards picked up the
receiver. She had arrived at work with a
hangover down to her toenails. But, glass
in hand, she was making a nice recovery.

“Top o the morning to you, Mr.
Bernstein,” Mrs. Edwards said.

“How are you, Mrs. Edwards?” Harvey
asked.

“The better for hearing the sound of
your voice, lad,” Mis. Edwards said be-
tween sips.

“Listen, Mrs. Edwards, will you please
knock off the Gaelic charm and put Mus.
Bernstein on the phone!™

“Fuck you, Whitey,” Mrs. Edwards said.

“Fuck you, Mrs. Edwards,” Harvey
saidd. “Would you please get Mys. Bern-
stein.'”

Myrs. Edwards, reduced by drink to an
uncommonly low threshold of sentimen-
tality, burst into tears. “Missus Bernsiein
done gone,” she said. “She donc gone
and run off with that no-count white
trash Max Wilk. She done left, bag and
bagpgage. She done left you a note.™

“Who dat?” Harvey said.

“Who dat who say who dat?”
Edwards said.

“Who dat who say who dat when I say
who dat?” the Insane Harvey sad.

Cathy. who could hear only one end of
it, thought it the most mysterious and, in
some ways, most glorious conversation
she had ever listened to.

“Mrs. Bernstein done gone off with
Max Wilk?” Harvey asked.

“Sure and she is after leaving me
a note and also one for yourself. In my
note, hh(_‘ S:l}'.‘i rOI' me o gi\'l_‘ }'0[! }'Dlll‘
note ‘if and when that drunken son of a
bitch shows up.” Her very words, Mr.
Bernstein. On my children’s heads.™

“You are, Mrs. Edwards, to the best of
my knowlulge childless," II;trwy said.

“*Tis the Good Lord’s will,” said Mrs.

Mrs.

FEdwards. “But it sure ain't for lack of
trying.”

“Would you be good enough, Mis.
Edwards, to open Mrs. Bernstein’s note
to me and read it aloud over the
phone?”

“Of course, Mr. Bernstcin. Just let me
freshen my drink.”

“What in God's name is going onz"”
Cathy asked.

“Apparently, my wile, Margery, has
run off with a best-selling writer named
Max Wilk. She has left me a note, Mrs.
Edwards, our cleaning woman, will read
it to me. As soon as she freshens her
drink.”

“Would you like some coffee?”
said. ,

“I would like a drink,” Harvey said.
The Sane and Insane were beginning to
merge. Harvey was fighting his way back
to what, in his case, passed for normalcy.

“Very sound,” Cathy said. She went to
the kitchen and fixed two vodka and
Frescas.

Mrs, Edwards returned to the phone.
‘No goddamned cigarettes in the house,”
she said. “But T found some of Miss
Linda’s pot. She keeps a stash in an en-
velope in the family Bible. IT Samuel
19:16. There's a nice little bit right here.
‘And Shimei the son of Gera, a Benjamite,
which was of Bahurim, made haste to
come down with the men of Judah to
meet king David.” You wouldn't know,
would you, where she keeps the cigarette
papers?”

“Will you please just read me the
note.”

“Certainly.

Then she read the note.

Cathy

“Dear Harvey,

“It 1s now two o'clock in the
morning. Margery is npstairs pack-
ing. I am truly soiry to tell you this,
but Margery and I have been in
love since April, when we worked
together on the Westport unwed-
mothers thing—a project in which
you, callous to the plight of innu-
merable unfortunate young girls,
evinced no interest whatever. In-
deed, as I recall, even declaring,
drunkenly one cvening, that you
were in favor of unwed mothers. In
any case, we have bheen conducting
an affair for the past two months.
We are leaving for Paris this alter-

noon. My new novel has been ac-
cepted by the Book-ol-the-Month
Club. Phil Roth will review it for

The New York Review of Books. I've
secn the galleys, of which he was
kind enough to send me an advance
copy. Sensational! But I digress.
Margery asked me to tell you that
your daughter, Linda, and her fiancé,
Lester, are to be married at 11 this
morning at the Abyssinian Baptist
Church by the Reverend Adam
Clayton Powell himself. If you sober



up sufficiently, you are most certain-
ly invited to attend. (Perhaps it is
important interracial efforts such as
this one that cause the Reverend
Powell to be so often absent from
Washington. Only history will tell
us if his was not, in the end, the
wiser course.) In the matter ol Lin-
da, I congratulate you. You have not
failed her. In the matter of Margery,
I cexpress vegrets. You ave failed. I
am successful. You drink. I no longer
do so (gout). Do whatever you sce
fic in the matter of a divorce. Your
children ave grown. Margery is liber-
ated. We are in no haste to marry,
so you can take your time and think
it over.

“Margery asks me to add (she has
just come down with the suitcases)
that she is writing a S5000 check on
your joint account at City National
as a wedding present to your daugh-
ter. The house is yours. You have
your job. You should be, she feels,
OK. She wants, of course, no alimo-
ny. As a gesture of good will. T shall
undertake to finance Bruce through
Berkeley. He is a beautiful boy and
I can see no reason for your frequent
and dearly uncalled-for remarks
about his appearance. Personally, 1
am proud to have a semistepson
with the moral fiber to take the ac-
tion he did against the dean of ad-
missions. [ shall also be proud to
handle the bail money. Goodbye,
for now. And good luck. Believe me,
Harvey, old buddy, I'll take good
care of her.

Fondly,

Max
P.S. 1 hear vou're reviewing my new
book for the Diner's Club maga-
zine; 1 hope vou like it. I think it's
the most important thing I've done so
far. Phil thinks so, too. apparently.”

“Mrs. Edwirds,” Harvey said, “listen
to me carelully. I want you to go to my
desk in the study and, in the top drawer,
you will find my checkbook. I want you
to get it and bring it back to the phone
with you.”

Mrs. Edwards, who was seated with
her feet propped up on Harvey's desk,
put down her glass, opened the drawer
and took out the checkbook.

“Done and done, me bucko.”

“All right, now. Turn to the page with
the last balance on it and tell me what
the figure is.”

“Before the check for five big ones [or
Miss Linda,” Mrs. Edwards said after a
moment, “you had five thousand, one
hundred and eighty dollars and seventy-
two cents. Now you got one hundred
and eighty dollars and seventy-two
cents.”

“My God!™

“By the bye,” Mrs. Edwards said. “You
owe me for two days this week and two

“They’re not up there anymore, Samuel. . . .

days last week. That's eighty dollars.”

“I'll send you a check.”

“Your credit is good with me any
time,” Mrs. Edwards said, making a face.
She disliked vodka but had, unfortunate-
ly, finished the bourbon yesterday. “I
don’t suppose you'll be alter wanting me
to come in tomorrow?”

“I don't think I can afford you.”

There was a pause.

“Well, have a nice day, Mr. Bern-
stein.”

“You, too, Mrs. Edwards.”

Harvey slowly hung up the phone.

“My God,” Cathy said, “what was that
all abour®”"

He told her.

In detail.

About halfway through, she began to
giggle. By the end, she was laughing so
hard that tears were volling down her
cheeks. She undid the towel he was wear-
ing around his waist and used it to wipe
her eyes.

Then she kissed him. Gently at first.
Then harder. After a while, she with-
drew her tongue from his mouth and
whispered, “Come on, darling, let's go to
bed.”

Then Harvey remembered.

S[NE] PE Xcan L, g e said.

“Why not, darling?”

“I've just been to bed.”

“I mean to make love.”

“I just made love. A few minutes ago.
With someone in there. It was dink. 1
thought it was you.”

Then Cathy started to laugh again.

“How was it?” she asked through her
giggles.

“Very nice, I guess,” Harvey said. “Ex-
cept she never really woke up.”

ry

“Joanne’s good, darling. But I'm bet-
ter. You'll see.”

“I'm forty-six vears old,” Harvey said.
“I want to. Oh, God, how I want to. But
I don't think I can.”

“Let that be my problem. I know the
magic words.”

She said them and meant them.

“I love you.”

They never made it to the bedroom.
The kitchen floor was just fine.

“Omtment!”

“Ointment!™

“Ointment!”

For a man who was, indeed, 46, and
who had in his time consumed the equiv-
alent of three railroad tank cars full of
alcohol, it really was an extraordinary
performance.

But then, Cathy was an exwaordinary
girl.

After the second one, he had said, “My
God. it's not possible. I'm an old man.”

“That's right, darling,” Cathy had
said. “vou're the Warren Beatty of Sen-
ior City.”

That had turned him on for the
third one. That and a couple of liule
things that Cathy herself hadn’t even
known she knew. Love, not necessity, is
often the mother of invention.

- - -

They were lying tangled in  each
other’s arms, asleep on the floor, when,
some timc later, Joanne, still drunk,
stoned and screwed silly, wandered into
the kitchen, thinking it was the bath-
room, in search ol an Alka-Seltzer.

One glance was enough for her to
know that her deepest [ears had finally

been realized. She instantly dashed to 923
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the phone in the living room and dialed
911, the emergency number.

“Police!” she said. “A sex maniac has
broken into our apartment and raped my
roonumnatel”

Then she gave the address and apart-
ment number.

Then, realizing that there was proba-
bly more than one sex maniac running
around loose i the borough of Queens,
she carefully lastened the police lock.

Sensing with pride that she had done
something resourceful and possibly even
heroic (she could no longer remember
what it was), she drifted baek to her bed-
room, played with herself for a while
and was sleeping peacefully long before
the emergency squad arrived 40 minutes
later.

About ten minutes after Joanne's
phone call, Cathy and Harvey awoke
simultancously. They both felt marvel-
ous. And they were both starving.

“Steak,” Cathy said.

“Very rare,” Harvey said.

“Blood rare,” Cathy said. “Warm on
the inside it must be. But just barvely.”

“Charred, however, on the outside.”

“Exactly. With thick slices of tomato
and raw onion, lightly garnished with a
happy mixture of imported olive oil,
red-wine vinegar and a dash of English
mustard, salt and freshly ground black
pepper to taste.”

They were under the shower again,
passing the soap back and forth, caress-
ing cach other with warm suds.

“Golden-brown French fries with plen-
ty of catsup to glunk them in,” Cathy
said.

“Or maybe baked, with sour cream and
chives,” Harvey said.

“Or you know what's great?” Cathy
said, gently soaping his far-more-vital-
than-he-had-ever-mmagined-it-could-be  ar-
gan. “We could have them scoop out
baked potatoes and put the skins back
into a hot oven for a couple of minutes
and then eat them with our fingers, all
glopped in butter.”

In real life, if not in literature, the
conversation alter three really sensational
screws (four, in Harvey's case) generally
turns into a sensually detailed discussion
of food.

Cathy’s face, framed, as it was, by her
plastic shower cap and devoid of make-
up, did not look in the least childlike
and innocent. It looked depraved, las-
civious and totally wanton. Which is
exactly how it should have looked.

They dried cach other.

They organized their hair.

Cathy put on slacks and a shirt.

Harvey put on yesterday's clothes.
Then he remembered the gun. “You'd
better keep this.” he said. “I was plan-
ning to commit suicide.”

Cathy put the gun into her oversized

994 handbag.

“I don't think that will be necessary,”
she said.

“Neither do 1.”

“I love you.”

“I love you.”

Cathy unfastened the police lock and
closed the door behind them.

They took a cab to a place in Brooklyn
called Peter Luger’s Steak House, where
they understand about steak blood rare
but still warm on the inside. They also
know about hot, crisp baked-potato skins
and plenty of butter. The draught beer is
served in huge hcad)-cold glass steins.

The martinis are automatically served
double in chilled wineglasses. The lemon
peels are sliced paper thin and throw a
fine spray of oil over the surlace when
properly twisted. All of which tends to
keep things going till the steaks arrive.

The white-linen tablecloths are long
enough so you can mingle legs under the
table.

“Enjoy your dinner,” the waiter said.

They did.

- - L]

Officers Bertolotti and Steinkamp burst
through the unlocked door of apartment
4D with guns drawn. It had been a quiet
alternoon. Hot and boring. Finally, they
had pmked their vehicle at the shady
end of a deserted alley. Bertoloui had
fallen asleep mmmediately. Eventually, he
had awakened and after enjoying the si-
lence for a while, switched the radio back
on in time to pick up the third call for
the rape at 2931 Northern Boulevard.

‘There were, naturally, pants suits scat-
tered all over the living-room floor.

“My God!” Bertolotti said.

“Don’t touch anything,” Steinkamp
said. He had six months seniority on
Bertolotti and was, therelore, technically
in charge.

They were 23 and 24 and had both
joined the police force in the hope of
beating the draft.

“If this thing is big enough,” Stein-
kamp said, °I mean, like, il it's murder
and rape and there's drugs involved, may-
be we'll both make sergeant.”

“They don’t draft sergeants, do they?”
Bertolotti said.

“God, I hope not,” Steinkamp said
just before he sneezed, accidentally dis-
charging his revolver through the closed
bathroom door, the bullet lodging in the
tiled wall.

“Jesus! Watch yourselfl” DBertolotti
sard.

“Just trying to flush the bastard out,”
Steinkamp said with no particular con-
viction.

At the sound of the shot, Joanne
leaped from her bed and staggered into
the living room. The light was blinding.

“You're safe now, ma'am,” Steinkamp
said. “We're here!”

Bertolotti's jaw dropped. He had al-
ways been a tit man.

“We are police officers,” Steinkamp
said. “Emergency squad.”

Joanne yawned.

The last thing she could remember
with any clarity was being in the bath-
tub with the movie star and the groovy
director.

“Listen,” Joanne said. “"Why don't
you mad characters fix yourself a drink?
I’ll roll us all another joint.”

Steinkamp and Bertolotti looked at
each other. Then they looked at Joanne.

“What about the rapistz” Steinkamp
said.

Oddly enough, The Rapist had been
the title of the imaginary movie Joannc
had made back at the hotel suite. The
second one. The one with the movie star.

“Cut and print,” Joanne said. “Un-
less, maybe, you think we need some
retakes.”

The younger one, Bertolot, was
kind of groovy-looking. Joamne decided
to fix the drinks herself.

“Vodka and Fresca?”

There was a long pause.

Bertolotti looked at Steinkamp.

“Well, maybe just one,” Steinkamp
said, “while we interrogate the witness.”

“Maybe we ought to lock the door,”
Bertolotti said.

“It's a police lock,” Joanne said.

“What the hell,” Steinkamp
“we're the police.”

They all laughed immoderately.

They divided the labor. Steinkamp
locked the door. Bertolotti fixed the
drinks. Joanne rolled the joints.

It was terribly hot in the apartment.

After a while, Joanne suggested 1o
her guests that they take off their clothes.

“Absolutely right,” Steinkamp said,
loosening his tie. “Do nothing to dis-
grace the uniform.”

They all laughed immoderately.

On the street below, the radio in
the abandoned police car continued 10
crackle.

Ominously.

said,

- - -

When the cab turned the corner, there
were five squad cars and a paddy wagon
parked in front of the building.

“Gracious,” Cathy said.

They stopped the cab and got out
across the strect. They joined the crowd
and watched as Bertolotti, his shirttails
out, Steinkamp, his hands above his
head, and Joanne, wearing the botiom
half of a pants suit and a policeman’s
cap, were hustled into the wagon. They
were followed by the two nice faggots
who lived in 4B (they had been cooking
dinner when the cops broke into 4D and
had come out into the corridor to see what
was going on; the filet de bocuf Welling-
ton was still in the oven; the crust would
be burned to a crisp) and the man in
the white dinner jacket, who had been
going down in the clevator. The man in
the white dinner jacket was reaching



“Mirror, mivror on the wall,
Who's the kinkiest little housewtife
in Hendersonville, Kansas?”
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awomatically for his wallet as the paddy
wagon door closed behind them.

“Darling,” Cathy said, “I think it’s
time we were moving on.”

They got back into the cab.

“Kennedy Airport,” Cathy said to the
driver.

“Where are we goingr” Harvey could
feel the feeling of being insane and
knowing it starting to creep over him
again.

“The Coast, I think,” Cathv said.

“But how can 1" the Sane Harvey
said. “T have my job.”

“You hate your job.”

“What about my house?”

“Wire a real-estate man and tell him
to sell it.”

“How will we livez”

“You'll teach me to be a bestselling
writer."”

“I am fortysix years old. I have re-
sponsibilities.”

“To whor”

“To whom,” Harvey said automatically.

“To whom?"

Harvey thought 2 minute.

Max was 1aking care of Margery and
Bruce. He himself had apparently taken
care of Linda and Lester.

“Mrs. Mortimer, the general and
Charles Douglas Potter,” was the best he
could come up with.

“Whom are they?"

“Who are they."

“I'll never get it straight.”

“Of course you will. Who is the sub-
ject. Whom is the object. They are my
students.”

“I can’t bear the thought of you teach-
ing anyone but me. Promise you'll never

explain the difference between who and
whom to anyone clse as long as we're
together. I would consider it an act of
infidelity.”

“How about the diflerence between
further and farther?” the Insane Harvey
said. “You've never been able to get that
straight, either.”

“What about the correct usage of that
and whichr” Cathy said. She knew she
had him there. In one of his more drunk-
en letters, he had explained that only a
man named Fowler and a man niamed
Harold Ross, who had been editor of
The New Yorker magazine, really under-
stood the difference between that and
which and, since they were both dead, he
didn’t think it actually mattered.

His inability to understand the basic
usage of that and which had always
haunted him. He had once asked Max
Wilk and Max hadn’t known, either. Oh,
he’d bullshitted a little, but in the end,
he really didn’t know. It was like know-
ing how they figure what day Laster is
going to be each year. Everyone thinks
he knows, but he doesn't. Think about it
sometime.

“I have mno toothbrush,” the Insane
Harvey said, changing the subject.

“They have toothbrushes in Califor-
nia,” Cathy said. “They also have them
in the can on the plane. With itty-bitty
tubes of tooth paste. I will steal you half
a dozen. They also have itty-bitty combs
and itty-bitty Wash 'N Dris and irty-bitty
samples of aftershave lotion and itty-
bitty bottles of men’s cologne. I [avor
Russian Leather mysell.”

“I also have no money,” the Sane
Harvey said.

“He believes in the stork, the tooth fairy, Santa Claus
and President Nixon’s Vietnam policy.”

“TWA looks askance at money,”
Cathy said, producing an Air Travel Card
from her handbag. “As does the Beverly
Hills Hotel,” she said, producing an
American Express card, a Carte Blanche
card and a Diner’s Club card. “Besides.
you have one hundred and eighty dollars
and seventy-two cents at the City Nation-
al and 1 have twenty-five thousand at the
Chase Manhattan.”

“I must remember to send Mis. Ed-
wards a check.”

“Besides,” Cathy said thoughtiully, “I
can always get a job with Gersten.”

“Making dirty movies?””

Cathy shook her head. “Wriling them.
If you can teach me to be a best-selling
writer, you can certainly teach me how
to write dirty movies!”

“The last movie I saw was Alexander’s
Ragtime Band, with Tyrone Power, Don
Ameche and Alice Faye. 1 could never
bring myself to see a film of Marilyn’s.
The sight of those ravishing lips, seventy
feet wide on the giant screen, would
have been more than I could bear,™

Cathy patted his hand and hoped that
he would not begin to cry again.

He didn’t.

Instead, he began to sing, in a deep
emotion-hlled Dbaritone, These Foolish
Things Renund Me of You, a song Irom
his youth.

Acsthetically, it would have been bet-
ter il he had cried, as he was tone-deal
and could not carry a tune,

The last Royal Ambassador flight
nonstop to LA, was at ten o'dock,
boarding at 8:45. It was then eight
o'clock. Cathy Hashed her Ambassador
card and had them juggle the seat assign-
ments around so they had two together in
the fourth row. which, she said, was best
for sceing the movie.

On the way upstairs to the Ambassa-
dor Club, she stopped at the newsstand
and bought a number of paperbacks.
The ones with the sexiest covers.

“Homework,"” she said.

Inside the Ambassador Club, they sat
in the lounge, holding hands and sip-
ping brandy, until it was time to hoard.

- - -

Tracy Steele was (quite literally) scared
shitless of flving. That was why he always
took the night flight to the Coast. He
felt safer, somchow, if it was dark and
he couldn’t see the ground. He was
also [rightened of being alone. That's
why he had it in his contract that Tiger
Wilson, his stunt double, bodyguard,
trainer, chauffeur (Tracy was also rterri-
fied of driving), procurer, social secretary
and nominal vice-president of several of
his less important corporations (the one
that owned the restaurants that he oc
casionally found it necessary to buy, for
example), was available to him 24 hours
a day, scven days a week, 365 days
a year. Tiger's official title, as [ar as
the studio was concerned, was dialog



director. That way, he could be paid a
grand a week, plus expenses, and still be
written off against whatever picture Tracy
was preparing or making at the moment.

At the moment, Tracy was seated,
pants down, in a booth in the gentle-
men’s room, located behind the bar,
through the cloakroom, in the Ambassa-
dor Club.

Tiger. a double vodka stinger in his
hand, knocked on the door. “You OK,
Trace?”

Tracy Steele groaned.

“Pass 1t under the
baby?"

Tiger passed the stinger under the
door.

“Thanks, sweetheart,” Tracy said.

Vodka stingers helped settle Tracy's
stomach before a flight.

“Take it easy,” Tiger said. “In six
hours, we'll be back in Beverly Hills.”

These comforting words caused Tra-
cv's sphincter muscles to relax.

“Atta baby,” Tiger said.

“Sorry about that.”

“Music to my ears,” Tiger said.

There was a moment or two of silence.

“What's the movie?” Tracy said.

Tiger told him.

“Shit,” Tracy said. It was one of his
own pictures. “You should have checked
it out.” Unlike most actors, the sight of
himself on the screen caused him to
throw up uncontrollably.

“I got it all organized,” Tiger said.
“They put us on board first. We sit up
in the lounge, play gin and horse around
with the stewardesses.”

Somewhat mollified, Tracy said, “Any-
body else on the plane?”

“Nope,” Tiger said. “I checked the
manifest.”

It was a wellknown fact that Tracy
Steele refused to fly il there was someone
more important than himself on the
plane. It was a matter of who would get
top billing in case of a crash. TrRACY
STEELE AND 67 KILLED IN AIR DISASTER was
one thing. But being one of the 67 was
another. A lifelong Republican, he had
once fled a plane when the senior Sena-
tor from New York had, at the last
moment, boarded the Washington-New
York shuttle.

The Senator, a friend of many years’
standing, had been deeply offended. Tra-
cy had contributed heavily to the Sena-
tor's next campaign fund, but things had
never really been the sume between them
since.

Tracy handed the empty glass out un-
der the door of the booth. “One more,
sweetheart,” he said, “and old Dad will
be just fine.”

door, will you,

- - -

Harvey Bernstein collapsed in the win-
dow seat and was asleep by the ume they
were airborne.

The stewardess, rolling the drink table
down the aisle, appeared to be close to

orgasm. “Guess who's on board?” she
said to Cathy.

“Tracy Steele,” Cathy said.

“Tracy Steele!” the stewardess said.

“Vodka and ice,” Cathy said.

“What about lim?” The stewardess
indicated with some revulsion the sleep-
ing Harvey.

*The same.”

“Tracy Sleele!” the stewardess said
again and closed her eyes in ecstasy.

Cathy took the four itty-bitty bottles
of vodka and slipped them into her bag.
“You forgot the vodka,” she said.

“Sorry,” the stewardess said and passed
her four more itty-bitty bottles.

You never knew when a plane was
going to be grounded in Kansas City in
the wee howrs of the morning. Every-
body, no matter how well adjusted, has
his or her own superstitious fears about
air travel. And takes the necessary pre-
Cautions.

“If I were you, son,” the Technicolor
Tracy said on the itty-bitty Technicolor
screen, “I'd just drop that gun and come
along nice and quiet.”

Cathy yawned.

She disliked Westerns. Harvey was
asleep. And there was work to be done.
Quietly, she picked up her bag and,
ducking under the flickering image,
moved up the aisle and into the lounge.

Tracy and Tiger were seated across
from each other, playing gin. The stew-
ardess was seated next to Tracy, leaning
over him, studying his hand and breath-
ing heavily. Tiger drew a jack and dis-
carded the gin card he’d been sitting
with for the past two minutes. Losing
even one hand at gin made old Tracy
break out in a nasty rash.

“What the hell,”” Tracy said. “Live
dangerously. I'll go down with nine.”

“Son of a bitch,” Tiger said, “got me
again!®

“Is this seat taken?” Cathy said to the
stewardess.

The stewardess looked up and glared.

Cathy smiled.

Tracy looked up, vaguely recognized
Cathy and grinned. “Well, sweetheart,”
he said. “Long time no see.”

“We made a movie together once,”
Cathy said.

“So we did,” Tracy said. “So we did. I
almost didn’t recognize you with your
clothes on.” It was one of the regular
jokes he made when he couldn’t remem-
ber a young lady's name or where or
when they had met.

Cathy knew he didn't recognize her
and was delighted.

The stewardess rose. Tracy caught her
arm. “Sweetheart,” he said, “how about
bringing us three vodka stingers?”

“Sorry, Mr. Steele,” she said coldly.
“Two drinks to a customer. C. A. B. regu-
lations.” She flounced off to the lavatory
and closed the door behind her. It wasn’t
much of an exit, but it was the best she
could manage without actually opening
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the cabin door and throwing herself out
onto Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, 35,000
feet below.

Cathy slid into her seat, opened her
bag and took out four of the itty-bitty
vodka bottles, placing two in front of
Tracy and two in front of Tiger.

“We aim to please,” Cathy said.

“Baby,” Tracy said, “you are a beau-
tiful thing.”

Tiger opened the bottles and poured
the vodka over the melting ice in their
two empty glasses.

“Your deal, Trace,” Tiger said.

Cathy opened her bag again and took
out one of the paperback books she had
hought at the newsstand. It happened to
be Justine; Philosophy in the Bedroom by
the Marquis de Sade. It was in dialog and
casy to read. She had just reached the part
where Dolmance and Madame De Saint-
Ange were explaining the various erog-
enous zones when the impeccably dressed
voung man with the Afro hairdo and the
Colt 45 ducked politely under the movie
screen and entered the lounge.

“Good evening,” the young man said,
“This is your new captain speaking. Our
flying time to Havana will be six hours
and twentv-two minutes. If we all remain
calm and love each other, no one will be
hurt.” He bowed politely to Tracy. “A
pleasure to have you on board, Mr.
Steele. I've admired you on the screen
ever since I was a litle boy. More re-
cently, I've seen a number of your older
films on television. They stand up very
nicely.”

“Well, gee, thanks,” Tracy said.

“Now, if you sit quictly and continue
your game, all will be well.” He glinced
briefly at Tiger's cards.

“You dumb Whitey bastard,” he said
not unkindly. He rcached into Tiger's
hand and discarded the eight Tiger had
just drawn, “Gin,” the young man said,
then wurned, walked to the cockpit and
opened the door.

“Don't be alarmed, gentlemen,” he
said, holding the gun at the pilot’s head.
“They tell me Cuba is especially lovely
this time of year.” Then he dosed the
door.

Tracy Steele’s {ace was ashen.

He felt his stomach lurch.

“How can I go to Cuba?" he said. T
got a meeting with Dickie Zanuck at
10:30 in the morning."

Cathy got out the other four itty-bitty
vodka Dbottles, opened them herself and
passed them one at a time to Tracy. He
drank them in eight easy gulps.

Then she reached into the bag and
produced Harvey's gun,

“Why don’t you just go up there and
take him?"” she said.

“Whatz” Tracy said.

“Mez” Tracy said.

“Why?” Tracy said.

“You have a meeting with Dickie Za-

99¢ nuck tomorrow morning,” Cathy said.

“Besides, think of the publicity. ‘MoviE
STAR TRACY STEELE SAVES HIJACKED
PLANE." "

“The kid’s right,” Tiger said. “It's a
hell of a gimmick.”

“They wouldn’t say ‘MOVIE STAR TRACY
STEELE.” They'd just say "TRACY STEELE.
Everybody knows I'm a movie star. I'm a
household word. They only put ‘movie
star’ in [ront of somebody's name with
kids you never heard of. Real movie
stars, all they need is the name itself.
Why don’t you take him, Tiger?”

Tiger was beginning to enjoy himself
for the first time in 11 years.

“Jeez, Trace,” he said, “I'd love to.
But, I mean, how would it look, “TrACY
STEELE'S DIALOG DIRECTOR SAVES HIJACKED
PLANE? What kind of shit is that?”

“We could tell the papers I did it.”

“Witnesses. The pilots and evervbody. 1
don't think we could make it stick,” Tiger
said.

Tracy looked at Cathy.

She shook her head.

Tracy shrugged. The last four itty-
bitty bottles of vodka had just hit bot-
tom.

“Well, maybe you’re right,” he said.
“What do you think I should do?”

“Go up there,” Tiger said, "open the
door and stick the lady’s gun up against
the back ol that hijacker’s head.”

“Then what? I got to say something, I
got to have some kind of dialog.”

Cathy said: “Why don’t vou try, If 1
were you, son, I'd just drop that gun and
come along nice and quiet’?”

“Sure, Trace,” Tiger said. “You can
remember that. You said it in your last
picture.”

Tracy considered the matter carcfully.

“What time is it in California?” he
said. “I mean, there’s no pont in geiting
my ass shot off if we miss the early
edition ol the L.4. Times.”

“This is not just L.A., Trace,” Tiger
said. “This is big. Every wire service in
the world will be waiting when we hit
the airport. TV cameras. Telstar. Think
of Dickie Zanuck’s face when you walk
into his office tomorrow morning.”

“OK,” Tracy said. “T'll do it. I just
have to take a crap first.”

“Oh, for God's sake,” Cathy said.
“Come on!” She pulled Tracy to his feet,
led him to the cockpit door and put the
gun in his hand.

“OK, acion!” she said, yanking the
cockpit door open with one hand and
shoving Tracy forward with the other.

“If I were you, son,” the international-
ly famous voice droned, “I'd just drop
that gun and come along nice and
quiet.”

The flight engineer, against whose
head Tracy had pressed the P-38,
dropped the revolver he was holding
against the young hijacker's head and
slowly raised his hands.

“My God,” the pilot said wearily,
without taking his eyes from the con-

trols, “where do you want to gos”

“L.A.," Tracy said. “I have a meeting
with Dickie Zanuck in the morning.”

Even the young hijacker was im-
pressed.

“If my Cuban plans have been foiled,"”
he said, “could I at least have your
autograph?”

“I thought you'd never ask,” Tracy
said. That was another of his standard
jokes. One he used to demonstrate hu-
mility in the presence of his (ans.

“Would you mind making it out to
my wife? She's back in tourist.”

Tracy grinned his $1,000,000-against-
ten-percent-of-the-gross grin, handed the
P-38 to the flight engineer and reached
for his fountain pen.

Cathy mixed herself a double vodka
and ice from the unguarded drink table,
waved a polite good night to Tiger, who,
for reasons of his own, appeared to be
convulsed with laughter, and made her
way back to her seat. Harvey was still
sleeping. She kissed him gently on the
brow and sat there in the darkness, sip-
ping her drink and making plans for their
future.

- - -

The Los Angeles International Air-
port, which is usually quiet at midnight,
was jammed. Two press conferences
(separate but equal) were being held
simultaneously. At one, Tracy was ex-
plaining how he had singlehandedly
disarmed the crazed hijacker. At the
other, Lester sat silently while Linda,
his wife of one day, held forth on the
subject of her husband’s martyrdom.
While her husband was in jail, she
explained, she would occupy her time
by writing a book on the black-power
movement and the joys of interracial
Marriage.

Had she ever written anything before?
a reporter asked.

No, she said, but her f{ather, a famous
teacher of creative writing at the Best-
Selling Writers School in Stratford, Con-
necticut, would certainly help her.

Cathy led the still-dazed Harvey
through the crowds. There were no taxis
to be had, but, naturally, since Tracy
was on the plane, there was a limousine
standing by,

“Mr. Steele’s car?”

The driver nodded.

“The Beverly Hills Hotel,” Cathy said.

The driver stared at her.

Cathy stared back.

She had been hijacking limousines
longer than the driver (a temporarily
unemployed actor) had been driving
them.

“Yes, ma'am,” he finally said.

Harvey was asleep once more, with his
head in Cathy’s lap, as the limousine
drove off into the black Los Angeles

night.
Y
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