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RCA XL-100

Itsmorethan It's100% Solid State
just great color. AccuColor.

TR e ¢ vt o e 0T T Ty c o . J
XL-100 MODEL FQ-505 *"COSMOS** (21" DIAGONALL. SIMULATED TV RECEPTION. CHASSIS SEGMENT REPOSITIONED FOR DEMONSTRATION.
XL-100is color TV with RCA'’s best color ever. Backed by the best
circuitry designed to perform Every XL-100 console warranty program ever.
Ionger with fewer repairs. and table model - < We have such confidence in the relia-

has RCA's black
matrix picture tube
for the brightest,
sharpest color in

bility of XL-100, we back it tor a full year
on both parts and labor with our “*Pur-
chaser Satisfaction” warranty—""PS" for
short. (See basic provisions below.)

There's nct cne chassis
tube to burn out. We've
replaced alliubeswith100%

' solid state components—the Hen el : Widest choice.
most reliable components The tuning’s a snap. With over forty XL-100 models 1o
usedintelevisiontoday. Twelve XL-100's advanced tuning system choose from. there's an XL-100 that's
exclusive plug-inAccuCircuit makes color tuning virtually foolproof! right for yourlbudqei. Your RCA dealer
modules control most set functions, so your It features AccuMatic, RCA's color cantell you more aboul why XL-100is
service technician can make most repairs monilor that automatically locks color
quickly and easily, in the home. within a normal range. more than just great color.

0 a Here are the basic provisions of our XL-100 "Purchaser Satisfaction’ warrantly ["PS" for short): IT any-
o thing goes wrong with your new set within a year from the day you buy it, and it's our fault. we'll pay your
[EREN repair bill—both parts and complete laber. You can use any service shop In which you have contidence—

v,uu den’l have to pick from a special authonzed hst. If your set is a portable, you take ot in for service. For larger
sets, your serviceman will come to your home. Just present your warranly registration card and RCA pays his =
repair bill. 1f your picture tube becomes defective during the first two years we will exchange it fer a rebuilt lube

(We pay for installation, during the lirst year—you pay for it in the second year.} In short, the warranty covers
every set defect. It doesn’t cover installation, foreign use, antenna systems or adjustment of customer controls.

100% Solid State AccuColor



‘Silva Thins 1005 have
less™tar”than:
most Kings,
1005,
menthols,
non-tilters.

And more
flavor than
all of them.

16 mg."tar 1.1 mg. nicotine.
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1009 BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKIES. 86.8 PROOF. IMPORTED BY SOMERSET IMPORTERS, LTD., NEW YORK, N.Y.

T | DearWorld,
=4 Because you love us more than
¢ 1 any other Scotch in the world,

JE we thought we'd take this opportunity
: »>7 toask you to be our Valentine.



P'-AYB"-I- AT 29, l\li(-h;te! Crichton is a phcn_m_nenon. He's l_)c_{:n called a one-man writing [:u?lor)', the Jules
Verne of our time. He's also a physician (nonpracticing) and a fellow ol the Salk Institute (on leave).
Crichton himsell has lost track of just how many books he’s written, under his own name or one of three pscudonyms
(as “Michael Douglas” he authored with his brother the novel Dealing, which was serialized Iast year in prLAvBOY and
is now onscreen as 4 Warner Bros. release). His latest, The Terminal Man, which begins in this issue, has netted well
over hall a million dollars even before its publication (by Alfred A. Knopl in May); it’s a Book-of-the-Month Club selec-
tion and will be a movie (with Crichton directing) for Warners. Says Crichton: “I've always wanted to rewrite Frank-
enstein, and this is it—just as The Andromeda Strain was a conscious rewrite of The War of the Worlds. 1T am now
consciously rewriting Dracula and divecting ilms [besides Tevminal Man, a forthcoming novel, Binary]. but otherwise
minding my own business. I intend to take my own life on March 10, 1973, at 11:04 A, il it is not raining.” That last
sentence, we trust, was spoken in a moment ol fatigue
brought on by a writing pace that has reached as high as
145,000 words a day. “I'm slowing down now; il I hit 6000,
I'll stop mysell.” We hope to tap at least some ol that
diminished outpouring between now and March 10, 1973.
Anthony Grey, a British newsman who spent 806 days
in solitary confinement in Peking, kept his sanity by prac-
ticing voga, playing mental chess—and writing, among
other things, this month's Himself, a whimsical fantasy
about the body as a deparumentalized burcaucracy, in
which each cellular civil servant has a persona ol its own.

The emergent—or re-emergent—art ol personal journal-
ism is exemplified herein: funkily by Ed McClanahan's
Grateful Dead 1 Have Known and wryly by Bruce Jay
Friedman's Poise as a Tie Breaker. McClanahan savs ol
this assignment: “The honest-to-god up-tront truth is that
I don’t actually know shit from apple butter about music.
... I was obliged to confess carly on 1o Jerry Garcia that
what I'd probably end up writing about was not so much
the Grateful Dead as me hanging around the Gratelul
Dead. *Well, shit yes, man,” Jerry said, genuinely surprised.
‘What else?” Thereby persuading me that the Gratelul
Dead are a loree lor gnod. Which, when you get right down
1o it, is what this article is really all about.”™ As lor Fried-
man’s adventures in the world of competitive beauaty (illus-
trated by David Wilcox), Bruce sticks steadlastly to his
claim that he didn’t make out with any of the entrants. We
wish him better luck this year; he's been invited back.

Another believer in the “1 was there” school of journal-
ism is The New York Tianes's voung (29) Los Angeles
bureau chiel, Steven V. Roberts, who gives us a revealing
portrait ol a coloriul member of that vanishing species the
rugged individualist in Bill Lear and His Incvedible Steam M€ CLANAHAN
Machine. The breed may bz endangered, but it's not yet extinet; still another
noiable specimen is Eric Norden's Playboy Interview subject, leisty organizer
Saul Alinsky-——who's now out to help the Silent Majority find its voice.

John Clellon Holmes continues his travels through Europe with Encounte
in Munich, which, like his earlier rraveoy contributions about Naples and
Florence, will appear in his memoir Walking Away from the IWar—a book
that, he says, will be published “as soon as | [i{lisll it.” Another contributor,
U.S. Senator Alan Cranston, was in Germany (and in Ttaly and LEthiopia)
as a foreign correspondent during the Hitler era. Since then, he's gone on to
new fields and a newer dilemma: As a so-called dove, he’s concerned about the
arms race and its propensity for gobbling vast sums ol money that might better
be spent elsewhere; on the other hand. as senior Senator from Cahlornia, he
represents a constituency that's heavily involved in acrospace and defense.
Cranston’s solution, a sort ol scientific WPA, is outlined in Aerospaced Qut.

On the lighter side, we olffer Warner Law’s heartburning The Che[’s Story
(illustrated by William Biderbost); Peter (Joe) Boyle's Snow’s Angels, a satir-
tcal screenplay; Palette-able Sex, by cartoonist Erich Sokol; and NMiss March,
Ellen Michaels, photographed by Dwight Hooker. He's the guy at bottom far
right who looks like an exura in a spaghetti Western, Coincidentally, that
genre's graduate, Cling Eastwood, also appears on these pages: not in his moth-
caten serape but modeling elegant sweaters. So much for stereotypes, except, of
course, [or our stereotypically photogenic gatefold girl. We like her as she is.

WILCOX



vol. 19, no. 3—march, 1972

PLAYBOY.

CONTENTS FOR THE MEN’S ENTERTAINMENT MAGAZINE

BEAYBILL e : o : oo 3
DEAR PLAYBOY ses iz 9
PLAYBOY "AFTER HOURS oo oo e s e e e 19

BOQKS:. . o 2 2 ) 20

MM S PR e Y ST S S R L S e ST R ) |

RECORDING Stewe oo enrs o b hine o S it P S oK 36

THEATER “o oo et et Pint e e e G e eSS s B 38
THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR...........cooeoooo, B 41
THE PLAYBOY FORUM . e e — I et A MR 45
PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: SAUL ALINSKY—candid conversation . 59
THE TERMINAL MAN—fiction ... .. ... . e MICHAEL CRICHTON 8O
GRATEFUL DEAD | HAVE KNOWN—orticle .. _ED MC CLANAHAN B4
MAGNIFIQUE DOMINIQUE—pictorial essay ... . . . . 87
LET THERE BE LIGHT WHISKEYS—dvink ... THOMAS MARIO 91
THE VARGAS GIRL—pictorial ... ... .. . ALBERTO VARGAS 92
HIMSELF—Fiction.............._......__._.. . abeiuimnnt i ANTEONY (GREY . 95
AEROSPACED OUT— orticle . Seils i e U.5. SENATOR ALAN CRANSTON 99
PALETTE-ABLE SEX—hvmor.. ... ... ... ... ERICH SOKOL 100
FUNNYPHONES —modern living ... ... 107
SUN-STRUCK —playboy's playmate of the month ... ” 110
PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES—humor.. ... ... . ... i o 118
POISE AS A TIE BREAKER —orticle ... ... . . BRUCE JAY FRIEDMAN 120

CLINT EASTWOOD: PUSHOVER FOR PULLOVERS —ottire ___ROBERT L GREEMN 123

BILL LEAR AND HIS INCREDIBLE

STEAM MACHINE—personality ... STEVEN V. ROBERTS 128

THE CHEF'S STORY —fiction..... : = WARNER LAW 131

"Sgge;" p 141 STEPPING LIVELY —attire = ceineneieccoe. ROBERT L. GREEN 132
. . SNOW'S ANGELS —porody. i G i i e ik PETER BOYLE 135
ENCOUNTER IN MUNICH—article.. . .. . JOHMN CLEILON HOLMES 138

M AV AGESY — pietonial e e e e e S e 141

THE RISE AND FALL OF A MEMBER OF THE FACULTY —ribald classic. e 149

THE SHIRT OFF HER BACK —pictorial ... .. 151

ON THE SCENE—personolities .. . ... : 166

Stepping Lively P. 132 PLAYBOY, POTROURRL o e 174

GEMNERAL OFFICES; PLAYROY BUILDING, 918 NORTH MICHIGAN AVE, CHICAGO. ILLINOIS €2311 RETURN POSTAGE MUST ACCOMPANY ALL MANUSCRIPTS. DRAWINGS AND PHOTO-
GRAFHS SUBMITTED IF THEY ARE TO BE RETURNED AND NO RESPONSIBILITY CAN BE ASSUMED FOR UNSOLICITED MATERIALS ALL RIGHTS IN LETTERS SENT 10 PLAYEOY WILL BE
TREATED AS UNCONDITIONALLY ASSIGNED FOR PUBLICATION AND COPYRIGHT PURPOSES AND AS SUBJECT TO PLAYBOY'S UNRESTRICTED RIGHT TO EDIT AND TO COMMENT EDITORIALLY.
CONTENTS COPYRIGHT @ 1972 BY PLAYEOY. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. PLAYEOY AND RABBIT HEAD SYMBOL ARE MARKS OF PLAYBOY. REGISTERED L. 5 PATENT OFFICE. MARCA REGISTRADA_
MARQUE DEPOSEE. NOTHING MAY BE REPRINTED IN WHOLE OR IN PART WITHOUT WRITTEN PERMISSION FROM THE PUBLISHER. ANY SIMILARITY BETWEEN THE PEOPLE AND PLACES IN THE
FICTION AND SEMIFICTION IN THIS MAGAZINE AND ANY WEAL PEOPLE AND PLACES 1S PURELY COIKCIDENTAL. CREOITS: COVER: DESIGNED BY WERIG FPOPE. ILLUSTRATED BY MARTIN
HOFFMAN, PHOTOGRAPHED BY DAVID CHAN. OTHER PHOTDGRAPHY BY: BILL ARSENAULT. P. 3, 50, DON BIERMAN, CHICAGO DAILY MEWS. P. 12, GIANCARLO BOTTI, P 6E.58 {1):
DAVID CHAN, P. B0-81, 113 {2). 117, 131, JEFF COMEN, P. 3, I167. GARY COLE, P. 3 RICHARD FEGLEY. P. #07; DAVID FIKER, P 153; ROBERT GOLDBERG. P 111, 11z {1}
BRIAN HENNESSEY, P. 152 (2}, 153 (4); DWIGHT HOOKER. P 110, 111, 112, 113 (2), 17 (2); CARL IRI. P 3 (3). JAMES MAHAN, P. 3. MARVIN E. NEWMAN, P. 152 (4),
153; 1. BARRY O'ROURKE, P. 3, 141, 142, 144, 135 (2), 146, 147, 167. POMFED POSAR, P. BT, 146; SUZANNE SEED, P. 3; WILLIAM SIMPSON, P 3; VERNON L. SMITH. P. 3 (2), 186

PLAYBOY, MARCH. 1972, VOLUME 18, NUMBER 3. PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY FLAYROY. IN NATIONAL AND HEGIONAL EJNTIONS. PLAYBOY BUILDING, 919 NORTH MICHIGAN
AVENUE, CHICAGOD. ILL. G061 SECOND-CLASS POSTAGE PRMID AT CHICAGO. ILL.., AND AT ADDITIONAL MAILING OFFICES. SUBSCRIFTIONS IN THE U. 5, 510 FOR ONE YEAR.



T FORD MUSTANG
FORD DIVISION (Fra>




PLAYRBRBROY

Now there’s a clock that doesn't
bug you with the time... .

HITACHI'S
“Digi-Brite”™
FM/AM clock radio.

There’s no “ticking” or “clicking” time changer noise.
Instead rear lighted “Digi-Brite” is whisper quiet.

There’s a dimmer control, too. It makes the digits fade into
the night when it’s time to sleep. And when it’s time to

wake. .. doitto either music or alarm.
“Digi-Brite” . .. it makes it easy to tell the
time and easy to forget about it.

For more information write Dept. P-14,
Hitachi Sales Corp. of America,
48-50 34th St., Long Island City, N.Y. 11101

Quality always comes first at
® HITACHI

RADIO &
TAPE RECORDER
WARRANTY
Our features say
we're different.
Our warranty proves it.
5 years on Transistors
1 year on other parts
1year free

carry-in labor

i
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BACARDI light rum. Its subtle flavor makes
it perfect for daiquiris, the Bacardi Cock-
toil, mortinis, or with fruit juices, soda or
tonic. Use Bocordi light rother than gin or
vodka. Daiquiri Recipe: Squeeze ; lime or
lemon. Add ; tsp. sugor, jigger of Bocordi,
ice. Shoke. {Or use doiquiri mix.) For the
Bacardi Cocktoil, odd tsp. of grenadine.

BACARDI dark rum. Slightly more pro-
nounced in flovor, yet smooth ond mellow.
Best for highballs, sours, rum & colas, Mon-
hattons, eggnog, hot rum drinks, on-the-
rocks, with water or your fovorite mixer.
Use Bocordi dark rother thon whiskey.

BACARDI 151. A very high proof rum.
Enjoy it in exotic drinks like the Mai-Tai,

in hot rum drinks, gourmet cooking ond
floming dishes.

ANEJO... The world’s smoothest liquor?
Quite possibly. Afiejo is the ultimote rum.
It's been delicately aged. So it is very dry
and mellow. Mony connoisseurs prefer it
to brandy. Sip it from a snifter, in o highboll
or on-the-rocks. Mognifico.

Which Bacardi for what?
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WINSTON'’S
DOWN HOME TASTE!

So Real, So Rich. So Good.

Winston tastes good wmsj[on

FILTER - CIGARETTES

like a cigarette should.

King Size and Super King Size.

FULL - RICH
TOBACCO FLAVOR

KING: 19 mg. “tar”, 1.3 mg. nicotine, SUPER KING: 20 mg. “tar”, 1.3 mg. micotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report AUG.71.
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TO JUPITER—AND BEYOND
I immensely enjoved Arthur C. Clarke’s
A Meeting with Medusa (vravsov, De
cember 1971). 1 have read Clarke's 2001 :
A Space Odyssey at least 15 times and
get something more out of it each time 1
reread it Along this line, I was glad the
Medusa swory delved deeper into the pos
sibilities of tanslerring a human brain
(or thoughts alone) into shining new
homes of metal and  plastic, which he
touched upon in 2601, Magnum opus,
Clarke, and thanks again {or a thoroughly
entertaining and thought-provoking story.
Paul L. Miller
Ialls Church, Virginia

Your latest Arthur C. Clarke eflort was
a very fine example of the sort ol science
fiction that requires g conscientions exten-
sion of present knowledge, as well as
meticulous attention to detail in its pres
entation of near-luture circumstanees.
The act of providing this background
material - without dewracting from  the
momentum ol a powerful  advenure
story excited my admiration along with
my imagination.
Roger Zelazny
Baltimore. Marvland
“Jack of Shadows,” Zelazny's most ve-
cent sei-fi novel, was !mhh_\hrrf last year.

Clarke’s Medisa is a conceprually and
visually striking picce of work. At once
it is a vision of Jupiter in terms of the
best knowledge we have about it and
an exciting extrapolation of what we nay
find there. The departures from actual
[act are brilliantly plausible, so much so
that I won't be surprised it medusae are
lound in the Jovian awmmosphere. For
more than two decudes, Clarke has been
a master of science-hetion realism o the
point where much ol s work approaches
the awthendcity  of  dhe  herional  re-
gionalist, except that his regional home
is the solar system. But Clarke is not
alvaid o speculate imaginatively;  lacts
are not his strae jacker, lor he knows
that the realism ol the universe is Linas
tic realism, and 1 am graelul you publish
lim. His latest story is extraordinary.

George Zebrowski, Editor

Scrence Fuction Writers of
America Bulletin

Binghanuon, New York

Arthur C. Clarke likes to detail real
science in his regilings—and 1 mean

detail. However. there are two major
drawbacks 10 incorporating actual scien-
tific facts into fiction. First, it overempha-
sizes specifics and draws attention 1o the
ditta that awe missing. Clarke's preoccupa-
tion with deil points up the second
major drawback: thit the details inter-
[ere with the story. Howard Falcon, the
hevo, was mechanistic. Perhaps he was
supposed 1o be, but certainly he had no
human warmth. Falcon sullered. [ think,
because the writer cared more about the
planet Jupiter than he did for him.
Perhaps it's just me, but 1 prefer people
to things. and I regret the exploration
of planets at (he expense of having
humans denatored and made secondary.
Of its kind. 4 Meeting with Medusa was
quite a good varn. But I'd like 1o sce it
once more—with feeling.

Jack Wodhams

Cabooluwe, Australia

A Meeting with Medusa isn't the best
science hovion that Avthur C. Clarke has
ever written, but it’s certainly the best
story (ol amy kind) that rravsoy has
published in the past year or two. The
surprise handling ol the ending both-
ered me a little, but that’s pure nitpick-
ing with a story of this caliber. 1 only
hope that it turns out o be the first
section ol a new Clarke novel.

Gene DeWeese
Milwaukee, Wisconsin

Science-fiction writer DelWeese will be
Pleased to know that Clarke’s next book,
a factual one dealing with Jupiter and
the ounter planets, will be released this
Jall under the title “Beyond Jupiter: The
Worlds of the Grand Tour.”

THE UNIVERSAL PSYCHOPATH
Alin Harrington's  thought-provoking
article The Coming of the Psychopath
(rraveoy, December T971) promprs ad-
ditional probes and questions. Perhaps
the death-rebirth analogy he perceives in
the psychopath’s velation 1o lile is also
related 1o the human need lor excite-
ment and physical danger. Such experi-
ences have been mherent in human
existence lor thousands of years, though
our socicty has removed most ol these
personal physical threats from the envi-
ronment. Satislaction of this need rather
than being psychopathologic may actual-
ly constitute maturity and stability. Har-
rington’'s thesis and  these  additional
questions beg lor more research by a
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evident than when the gift is a
Sheaffer “White Dot”. Crafted in
the tradition of the world’s finest
writing instruments—the “White
Dot"” collection and this distinctive,
gold-filled presentation set. Ball-
point or pencil, $8.50. Pen, $18.00.
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cross section of behavioral and social
scientists. The implications for our soa-
ety are vast and barely imaginable. It
may be necessary to provide large seg
ments of our population with exciting
and dangerous expericnces during the
coming of the wansitional revolution.
Gary H. Jones
Chico, Calilornia

To speak of the figire of the psycho
path minus the ground ol electric infor-
mation [rom which he springs is merely
to classify without understanding the
process or provenance ol the psycho-
path. Psychopathy, in my opinion, may
have more to do with the continuing
allegiance ol some individuals to visual
culture and uts civilization than with
any other cause. Because visual culture
engendered centuries ol habitual imper-
sonalism and  detachment. many  tradi-
tion-oricnted people feel rebuited and
revolted by the new and intensely per-
sonal demands for inmvolvement that our
newer culture fosters. In a word, psycho-
pathic man is man in tamsition between
antithetic modes ol social order; one
dead. the other powerless 10 be born.
Since everybody is mvolved in both
modes. it would be impertinent to ex-
press an absolute value judgment. This
sitation is not new. The same kind ol
tansition  occurred  in - Shakespeare’s
time, where the old. resonani medieval
culture clashed with the new visnal Ren-
aissance. Hamlet was a perlect expres-
sion of man in transition {psychopathic
man). Pirt of him was living in the new
visual world ol goals and ambitions. and
part of him still belonged o the acoustic
world of medieval hierarchy and  per-
sonal lovalty. He appeals to acoustic
harmony as the very basis ol political
order. Al the horror and  conlusion
which resulied from intruding a special-
ist  visual order across an  acoustic
ground of depth-involvement and oy
alty is today being played  backwards
at high speed. Once more, at  instant
speeds. points of view and distant gouls
vield to depth involvement and  the
need for role-plaving. In our time, clec-
tric speed has abolished visual order in
[avor ol collage and mosaic. The only
bond that remams is the “resonant In
terval™ ol quantum mechanics—and that
is little lor ordinary man to link with,

Marshall Mcl.uhan, Divector
Centre lor Culture

and Technology
Toronto, Ontario

One of the most oviginal thinkers of our
tinre, Mol whan has written = Understand
ing Medin® and the forthcoming =~ Take
Today: The Excoutive as Dropout.”

The Coming of the Psychopath is un-
settling only il vou happen to believe
that obedience to artihictal social con-
tracts, imposed on us all by previous

generations of psychopaths and saints, is
a dehnition ol mental health. Lumping
together pseudo-psychology, social criti-
cism and personal hang-ups, sprinkled
liberally with real if noncontextual quotes
[rom respected mind scientists, Harring-
ton concludes that what we all really
need is Super-Opiate, a  drug-oriented
religion. In fact. Harrington would bene-
fit more from a real trip o the outside
world, where he could meet and hope-
fully understand what may be evolving
as the first truly “unhooked™ generation.
Lois C. Robb
Hollywoud, Calilornia

The Wizard of Woo described in The
Conng of the Psychopath is not so much
a true psychopath as a victim ol a schiz-
ophrenic  reaction  with  psychopathic
wraits. Were he a real psychopath, the
Wizard of Woo would not have been
conscience-stricken or shown even lake
remorse or set it up so he would be
caught. A real psychopath would have
no conscience amd could have delended
himself by pointing out that the women
insisted on his taking their money and
that he was just a man who fell out of
love easily. Olten, the victims of thought
disorder are confused with psychopaths:
they can be differentiated by their poor
judgment and bizarre actions. I also do
not agree that a psychopath can some-
times inspire far more devotion than the
average person. Those fearful ol a reac
tive and loving man are comfortable
with  psvchopaths  because  they really
prefer their role as dispensers ol love.
Give-and-take relatiouships are  boring
and annoying to psychopaths. The sense
of power and pleasure in manipulating
others is their major interpersonal goal.
An analogy T find more usclul thim
Harrington's Successful Psychapath is the
child who can do as he pleases without
caring. M this is the new hero. as your
author fears he might be. then  sell-
indulgence 1s the order of the day.

Ann Ruth Turkel, NI
William Alanson White Instinute
of Psychiauy, Psychommalysis

and Psychology

New York, New York

Alan Harrington's The Coming of the
Psychopath is the most  disippointing
neatment of an important subject [
have ever seen you publish. Harving-
ton’s “hip” prose style ruined any coher
ent analysis he may have advanced. In
several cases, he fails 1o document what
could be mmportant hypotheses. One nao-
table claim is where Harrington  int-
nutes  that “lesions  in Hemingway's
head” may have contributed to  that
writer's  genius.  In fac, Hemingway's
lesions of 1918 involved mostly his leg.

Jonathan Crespin
Cincinnati, Ohio

SCROOGE LIVES!

Your Bal! Humbug! quiz (rravsoy,
December 1971) was disgusting. I was
appalled at the way vou distorted this
day. Your Senior Editor, David Stevens,
should have more consideration for a
Biblical subject. I sincerely hope these
are not his real feelings oward this spir-
ttual time of the vear. In the Tuture, leave
Christmas alone. There is not much lefe
in the world that the human race can still
cherish, so don’t tarnish what remains.

Linda L. Stokes
Homestead, Florida

So nu? Why no Chanukah quiz?
Richard Caplan
Riverside, Calilorni:

ROMAN KNOWS
Your interview with hilm director Ro-
man Polanski (rravsoy, December 1971)
was most informative indeed. Though 1
have scen only two of his films. Re-
pulsion and Rosemary’s Baby, I was im
pressed by the stark vealism of his style.
Polanski's megalomaniacal qualities ap-
pear quite genuine and 1 believe such
tritits are necessary to successiul directors.
To be able o examine and dissect con-
cepts almost totally within one’s own
ideals provides a unity ol theory and
action, where one can be true to onescll.
I am indebted to rravsoy for helping
me understand a littde of Polanski and
thus making his futwre films even more
appealing 10 me.
George Zurawski
Nipigon, Ontario

I am a I9ycar-old college  student
confused about the complexities ol this
society, and how I can mesh with it and
keep my own head in general. 1 believe
I have found a life rate. Your recent in-
terview with Roman Polanski was fan-
tastic, for it shows a powerful, dynamic
amndl practical  personality who realizes
what socicty and people are all abour.
Roman Polanski knows where he is goin
and through him I have mdeed [ound ow
where 1 am going. too. Thanks Tor help:
ing me get my head together,

Mitch Feingersch
Oceanside, New York

HIGH-FLYING BIRDS
Richind Hooker's S*¥E¥XN Comes (o

Tlaef Island (rravsoy, December 1971)
was beautiful. As a pilot and lover ol
nature I appreciated the characieriza-
tons ol the Italian kamikaze pilor,
Wrong Way Napolitano, and the lelt
handed Jewish jet pilot, Tiptoe Tan-
nenbaum.

LEd Sherwood

Canoga Park. Califoruia

WELL TAKE MANHATTAN
Having been born i the mini-United

Nations known as 1071h herween Manhat-

tan and Columbus, before there was such
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a thing as Spanish Harlem, and raised in
the Kingsbridge section of the Bronx, nos-
talgia is a mild word for my reaction to
Bruce Jay Friedman's New York—dA
Town Without Foreplay (rravsov, De-
cember 1971). It was great to see some-
one put into words the memories that
every native New Yorker carries with
him. During my temporary journalistic
exile in Pennsylvania, I've found that
those reminiscences make gsreat stovies for
local listencers, just as they once did for
those “scrubbed™ Midwestern coeds. A
subscription to New York and weekly
reading of the Sunday Times helps. but
only meeting a fellow native by chance
brings back the fiercely competitive games
of “King-Queen,” dressing up lor Sunday
strolls on Broadway or jumping oft “the
Cut” bare-assed mto the Harlem river as
a Day Liner passed by. T guess an old
coilege roommate from Chicago had a
point when he said, “There's New York-
crs and there’'s Americans,” but it's still
the only town vou know you're¢ in as
soon as you jump into a cab at Ken-
nedy. There must be millions like me
around the world who can sympathize
with that dry cleaner who needed just
onc look at Haverstraw. For all of us,
my thanks to Bruce Jay Friedman.
Andrew L. Lluberes
Pitsbuwigh, Pennsylvania

The best thing about being born in
New York City hke I was is that it
makes you [ree 1o call your own shots.
Uniitke my friends from the Middle
West who are stuck and abaid 1o go
home, I don’t have 1o defend the city.
And if I knock it, no one can say I'm a
shit-kicker [rom Teare Haute who's had
a bad time. Bruce Jay Fricdman wrote a
brilliant article and wrapped up most ol
Fun City in a [ew thousand words. But I
think he came to the wrong conclusion.
New York's got it all, all right. Beuer
Chinese food than Shanghai s hewer
knishes than Tel Aviv. Wilder women
than Paris and funnicr men than Lon-
don. The Jets and Super Joe. The Phil-
harmonic. the Met, the Staten Island
Ferry, brunche at the St. Moritz, Broad-
way, Mabel Mercer and Nathan's. New
York City has all that and more. And 1
still say, fuck it.

Peter Andrews
Katonah, New York

Peter Andrews last appeared in our
pages i Oclober 1971 with “A. C. L. U.—
Lel Theve Be Law.”

I shall refer your entire package, New
York—A Town Without Foreplay and
Murray Kempton's Ay Last Mugeing
(FrayBov, December 1971). to my Mag-
azine Articdle Workshop at New York
University and also to the audiences of

several radio interviews I have scheduled,
for they represent to me good examples
ol the “new journalism.” As for substance
in each picce: Would that they were not
true to life, but, alas, they are. The
writing is tops.

Professor Beatrice Schapper

New York University

New York, New York

The Friedman picce starts brilliantly,
Dut after the fust two pages, I lelt he
had to get “with it” by dropping names,
Bruce Jay Iriedman is a guy with a lot
of talent if he only knew how to check
his rather coarse streak and solt-pedal
the Carnal Knowledge act. Au its worst,
his picce struck me as almost grafliti.
Surely pravsoy readers are not high
school kids who get a charge out ol
[our-leuier words. No one wants Iried-
man to write in the piddling style of
E. B. White—but 1 suggest he rercad
some of Bellow.

Albert Halper
Pawling, New York

Playwright [novelist Halper's most re-
cent work is “Good-bye, Union Square,”
a memoir of the Thivties.

AYES OF THE BEHOLDER
Iv is interesting 1o note that all but
one ol the phowgraphers in  your
pictorial Personal Visions of the Erolic
(rLavsoy,  December  1971)  scem  to
equate eroticism with nudity and jor sex.
In fact, the basic premise ol the leature
is sell-fullilling: We are wld that the
photographs are erotic, therclore they
are. This is eroticism by association.
With the exception of Art Kane, all the
photographers portray virying  degrees
and types of sexual activity. The graphic
intentions ol these artists are excellent,
but it 1s the sense of wonder inherent in
Kane's picture that, lor me, makes it the
most pioloundly erotic. Kane himself
makes this point in his comment on the
photo, verbalizing what is apparent to
the viewer—the artist’s love ol both his

craft and, implicitly, his subject.

D. Reid Powell

Toronto, Ontario

GOLD MINE

Olen an experience as recorded is so
complete that further comment seems un-
necessary. Crazy Kids Cross the Ocean
(mavesoy, December 1971) by Herbert
Gold was onc such experience. Both in
mood and tone, Gold's work recalls the
energy and vitality of the great writers
of the Bemt Generation. Whether the
scene is in Allen Ginsberg's East Harlem
apartment or in a Paris calé, there is
in this memoir the same sweer sound of
Charlie Parker's sax fading [rom [ore- to
backgroumd as there is o the best of
Jack Kerouwac or Gregory Corso. Perhaps
it's the early-Filties setting of the piece,

or the freewheeling dialog that made
Crazy Kids more than mere nostalgia,
It was current, it was vibrant, it was
funny, it had life. T couldn't ask for
anything more. Thanks so much for pub-
lishing it.

Ernic Moorad

Brooklyn, New York

THE NATIONAL PASTIME

Early last Julv, I was atending a White
Sox game at Chicago's Comiskey Park
when I saw this unbelievably beautiful
blonde wryving to make her wav to a seat.
The Sox have had hard times in the past
keeping the attention of the fans, but this
girl caused such a commotion that she had
10 leave the game carly. T guess for Chica-
go fans, a striking blonde in dynamite-
pink hotpants is a rave treat, because as

she was leaving, she received a thunderous
standing ovation. Now 1 receive my De-
cember pravsoy and 1'd bet a Sox season
ticket that the blonde in the stands was,
in L, yowr December Playmate, Karen
Christy. Please say it's so.

Joe Kelley

Chicago, llinois

It’s s0, Joe—as the shot above, snapped

by a Chicago Daily News photographer
at the game, will atiest.

PARODY PRAISED

I would like 1o congratulate vou on
your pavody of Beckewt's Waiting for
Godot in Plavboy After Hours (rLavsoy,
December 1971). As an imstructor ol Hu-
manities, T auempt to wach this play.
But alas, weaching Godot proves 1o be as



Move with a friend who mirrors your mind. Or alone...in a place where your thoughts are your
own. Leggero. Your ticket away from a world you never made. AMF | Harley-Davidson. Milwaukee.

another outperformer from Harley-Davidson.
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[rustrating as waiting for him. Your mini-
play, Waiting for Nicholas, advoitly cap-
wiwes Beckert's stvle and message. Bt
most importantly, it is infused with the
humor so behtung the absurd.
R. A, Whisnant, Jr.
Eastheld College
Dallas, Texas

PLAYING IT KOSHER
Dan  Greenburg’s Shelley  (rravsoy,
December 1971) not only reminded me
ol an experience I once had with a young
gitl but recalled in heart-wrenching de-
tail the intense and contradicory  feel-
mgs that washed over me during my albair.
Greenburg's writing was so evocative that
I could 1aste shelley’s lips, feel her thighs
and live again those innocent moments,
Sure. even the poignancy is [unny, b
the marvelous thing about Greenburg is
it he never stoops for the cheap Laugh.
Douglas Dodge
Taledo, Ohio

Having just finished reading Sheliey,
that sophomoric little e, T would appre-
cite il Greenburg and other Jewish au-
thors would have their Jewish protagonists
saew a Jewish girl for a change. Begin-
ning with Herman Wouk, it has alwavs
been the same—the Jewish boy never does
his thing with a Jewish girl.

August Morta

4
New York, New York

WORKS OF LOVE
In many yews ol looking at Segal

sculpuare, 1 can say that no gallery or
museum  catalog has ever approached
the quality ol reproduction you attained
m your George Segal: Love's Labors Cast
(rraveoy, December 1971)0 A pleasure
10 see!

Canvoll Janis

Sidney Janis Gallery

New York, New York

SLIMMES PICKINGS
Before veading A Fenunist Looks al

History (rravsoy, December 1971) by
Dr. Virginia Shimmes, T was an ardem
supporter of women’s lib. Indeed, alter
reading our history books, one begins o
worder at the incompetence ol our male
Ieaders. 1t was natural, therefore, to as-
sume than women could not do any worse
and perhaps they could even do better.
but now Slimmes tells us that all those
incompetent leaders were really women.
With that knowledge, T now feel fully
justified in hecoming an ardent sexist. No
wonder the world 15 so screwed up; women
have been ranming i all along,

Bermie Koenig

London, Ontario

Dr. Virginga Slimmes stated thar “many
ol Shakespeare’s lines suggest a female
hand.” Il she had rvesearched her sub-
ject more carelully, she would have dis

covered that Dr. Cothburn ('Neal ad-
vanced this thesis 18 years ago in his
historical novel, Davk lLady. However,
Shakespeare’s gender should be evident
from the [lollowing passage [rom The
Taming of the Shrew: “Such duty as the
subject owes the prince [ Even such a
woman oweth o her hushand: /| And
when she is [roward. pecvish. sullen,
sour, [ And not obedient o his honest
will, / What is she but a loul contending
rebel [ And graceless wraitor to her lov-
ing lord? / I am asham’d that women are
so simple /| To offer war where they
should kneel for peace, [ Or seek for rule,
supreniacy, and sway, [/ When they are
bound to serve, love, and obey.”

Leon Morris, Ed. D

Zangs Newropsychiavic Center

Dallas, Texas

HUGHES VIEWS
Having been an admirer of Howard
Hughes long belore he was able o pull
himself back together after his plane
crash. I was especially absorbed by the
excellent articles Can the Real Howard
Hughes . . . Still Stand Up? (vravsov,
December 1971), by Edwin Fadiman, Jr.,
andl James Phelan. In the Thirties 1
was a guest-visitor o 7000 Romaine
Street, which housed a factory lor the
purpose of developing a steam car that
would fire up and ke off within 350
seconds, since the time lag in the enly
days of steamers was much 1o long 10
suit the public’s demand. Unlortunately,
when the car was taken out on the roud.
the improved boiler stuck up so high
in the front that the driver could not
see the road lor about 200 {eer in front of
the car. 1 have never heard anything more
about the Hughes Steam Car and though
he suvely must have Jost a great deal, 10
Hughes it was probably a drop in the
bucker.
Ravmond A, Grover
Huntington Pk, Calilornia

I read with awe and disbeliel that a
man such as Howard Hughes can exist
in the world woday. For one man 1o
possess so much power seems incredible.
Even more amazing is that he has ellec
tively run his empire while in complete
seclusion. And now those who have heen
closely associated with Hughes sense that
the end is drawing near and they are trv-
ing to suck up the blood that he has
poured into the creation ol his empire.
Davis, Mahen, Eckersley—all obsessed
with gaining control over his holdings—
hive learned nothing from  the man
himsell.

Lubomywr Yurcechko
State College, Pennsyvlvania

James Phelan’s article about Howard
Hughes is an irsdional atempt to put
down the Mormons as a people. Perhaps
it never ocanrred 1w Phelan that the work

of Hughes's assistants might he the very
reason why Hughes's businesses suill exist
at all. In contrast, Phelan implies that the
Mormons are corrupt as a people be
cause Hughes chose 10 hire some ol
them o represent him during a time
when he evidently could no longer han-
dle his own affairs. In the hehe of this.
perhaps Phelan should G your pages in
the future with other Tairy tales that ex
pose the empire-maneuvering among Jews,
Muslims and Hindus.

Roman Darien

Mesa, Arizona

STRANGERS ON A TRAIN

Viadimir Nabokov is Irequently far 1o
esoteric [or my taste, bae The Dashing Fel-
low (reaveoy. December 1971) doesn’t
suffer from that at all. Kostya's treatment
of the Ludy he picks up on a wain and
lIater thoughtlessiy seduces is, if anvihing.
rather bratally down o eath—a sad and
real reminder that many people move
through the world unconcerned about the
bruises and scars they leave behind on the
people they touch.

Emily Cummings
Kansas City, Missouri

AUTO EROTICISM
I wish 0o all to yowr auention a

glaring evror in Professor Zachary Ding's
Patented Official Unabridged Condensed
New 1972 Awtocyclopedia  (rLAVBOY,
December 1971) eniry reganding the so-
called Grummetr Naphthamobile. Profes-
sor Ding and his colluboritors, Brock
Yates and Bruce McCall, unabashedly
(vather than unabridgedly) state that Fen-
ton Grummett designed the cross-Iriction
engine in his prison cell. Mere passable
rescarch would have shown, o the con-
trary, that Grummen's cellmare, Willard
Bitters, was, in fact, the crenor of this
phenomenal motor. Unforumately, Bit-
ters” prison sentence—resulting rom g
string of arvests and convictions relating
1o his selling exclusive rights to a previous
mvention (a device thae converted com
mon cement to quicksilver) to a widow in
Mound. Minnesota—did not expire un
til 1947, 15 vears alter the sell-agerandiz-
mg Grummett had made his inlamous
tip to. and bevond, Panama Civy. 1
reler you to the bhrochure published by
the Navanno, Tierra Del Fuego, Cham
ber of Commerce. In the chapter “Fa-
mous Citizens ol Navarine,” ol which
both Grummett and  Biters
numbcered. there is a Guelully chronicled
account of the Bitters) Grununett Naph-
thamobile—which, you may be interested
o know, still does dury as the ofhcial
Chamber of Commierce float vehicle each
spring  at the  world-lamons Navarino
Tincidae Cotillion Parade.

Bob Brown. Editor

Cav and Drivey

New York, New York

now  arc
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B227. TRACY AND HEPBURN
Garson Kanin.
(Pub. edition, $7.95)

1586, THEIRS WAS
THE KINGDOM

R. F. Delderfield.
{Pub. edition, $8.95)
1594. THE GIFT HORSE
Hildegard Knef.
(rub. edition, $7.95)
D463. POOR COUSINS
Ande Manners,

{Fub. edition, 58.95)

0653. OUR GANG
Philip Roth.
(Pub. Edition, $5.95)
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(Pub, edition, $12.50
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Derek Robinson.
(Pub. edition, $6.95)
1701. HISTORY OF THE
SECOND WORLD WAR
B. H. Liddell Hart.
{Pub. edition, $12.50)

1974. THEY CALL IT A
GAME Bernie Parrish.
{Pub. edition, 57.95)

1818. THE NYMPHO

AND OTHER MANIACS
Irving Wallace.

(Pub. edition, $8.95)
0620. THE OUTLINE OF
HISTORY

H. G. Wells.

Ed. hy Raymond Postage
and G. P. Wells.

2 vols. count as 1 choice.

(Pub. editions, $9.95)
3590, INSIDE THE
THIRD REICH

Albert Speer.

2 vols. count as 1 choice  (Pub. edition, $12.50)

0182, THE GREAT NOVELS
OF ERNEST HEMINGWAY
The Sun Also Rises,

For Whom the Bell Tolls,
A Farewell 1o Arms.

3 vols. count as 1 choice
(Pub, editions. $13.95)

3228. DON'T LOOK NOW
Daphne Du Maurier.
(Puh, edition, $6.95)

2196. a8 vil

Leon Uris.

{Pub. edition, $7.93)
2402. F. Scolt Fitzgerald:
TENDER IS THE NIGHT,
THIS SIOE OF PARADISE,
THE GREAT GATSBY,

THE LAST TYCOON

4 vols. count as 1 choice.
(Pub, editions, $16.35)
4143. THE OFFICIAL
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF BRIDGE

Richard Frey,
tPuly. eeditinn, S12 5k

A087. THE PASSIONS OF
THE MIND Irving Stone.
(Pub. edition, $10.00}

0455. THE BELL JAR
Sylvia Plath.
{Pub. edition, $6.95)

2691. William Faulkner:
SANCTUARY, AS | LAY DYING,
THE SOUND ANO THE FURY,
LIGHT IN AUGUST.

4 vols. count as 1 choice.
{(Pub. editions, $20.80)

2089. THE SHROOW
OF THE LYNX
Victoria Holt.

{Pub. edition, $6.95)

3681. ON INSTRUCTIONS
OF MY GOVERNMENT
Pierre Salinger.

(IMuby. edition, 56.95)
4093. MADAME

Patrick O’Higgins.
{Pub. edition, 37.95)

0554. John Steinbeck:
THE GRAPES OF WRATH,
THE WINTER OF OUR
DISCONTENT, THE

SHORT NOVELS

3 vols. count as 1 choice
(Pub. editinns, $10.50)

The Guild ot lers its own complete. hardbound edrbions. somelimes altered shighlly an size do bt special presses and save members even more
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

Ynu Finally Made It!! This invitation
signilies your arrival as an importam
person (or a skilllul phony). You shall be
one ol the clite anending the Third An-
niversary party ol Sereawr—The World's
Grearest Newspaper.”™

Feeling onr cgo gemly mussaged, and
turther seduced by Serew’s promise thae
its sip-in would include s b1y stovies
* CHEAP TOOD * OLD BEFR ¢ EGG CHREAMS
= TRANSVESTITES, PERVERTS. FREAKRS,
CELEBRITIES & voU.” we diopped in short-
Iv alter the appointed hour at Max's
Kansas City, o New York singles bar on
Park Avenue South, where the decor is
s drear and  the dim  tlin
patrons tend o pair—or even tiple—olfl
preuy recklesslv. An
celebranion

FAKE

lichts so
fust  glance,  the
Nerew didvo’t appear 1o be
having any measurable clfece on Max’s
customary sessions of touch therapy, and
the cowd noises sounded slightly more
sutbdued  than one might find on 2
swinging Fridav night. Not a pervert or
cee cream in sight, We reminded oursell
that this was only Thursdav. The beer,
wine and sangria woere free: so was the
cheap food, which trned out 1o be the
same fried chicken, soggv rice and red-

bean dhilt we had  encounmered  sever:l
cvenings carlier at a bash manguraring
New York's First Annual Evotie Film

Festival. An X-rated menu.

Finallv, a ceanre ol indercrminate
sex floated through the crowd wearing 2
sifkruflled
hattery light in cach padded breast. But
an - electric little
when rumors of a4 nude host and hostess

white, costmme with a red

bosom  counted [
walted down from Max's smoke-hilled sec-
ond floor. Upstars. we found the nudes
near the handstand—a slender hov noned
Heotor stacked  girl
mamed  Janine, who said they were pro-
fessional actor-models hired o serve a few
drinks and mill wround. Later, when we
spotied Janine and Hector on the dance
Hloxem

and  a discreetly

-just dancing—evervone looked very
disappointed.

The oflhcial ceremonics got under way
when Screw's exeautive cditor, the obese
A\l Goldstein, announced the winners ol
its “coveted Phallus Award for the best

~lanGa, ¥

i e e R S kN

performances of 19717 Goldstein  gave
himesell the School of Homer  Crities
Award Tor his “multilacered criticism ol
cnrent film and stage Tave, although he
Muailer
received, in o alisentia, Serew's accolade as
Mr. Sexual Minmee-Man “lor his sexual
performamces with both Germaine Greer

15 blind in both eves.” Nornun

aned Joseé Torres.”™

Several guests accepred  thenr awards
in person, including film erinie Judith
Crist, who showed up o claim her Good
Taste and Sound  Judgment Award “lor

relusing owr Irée subsaiiption renewal

and sending us w check lor another vear
of Sereae” And Seren’s publisher,  Jim
Bucklev, rveceived a Phallus “for the

best performance by a male member in
his not-to be-forgotten pants in the film
IWVR—Mystervies of the Organism.” Buck-
lev sund s featwred in 2
plaster-casting  sequence. A red-bearded
New Yark City Morals Squad detective
Donald Grav was also on hand
“the Commission
Award.” According 1o Goldsiein, Detec-
tive Grav has busted Soreie four or five

penis e

named

to  accept Kaiapp

tmes and conceived o sneaking londness
Grav seemed quite pleased with
his “cock Lump™ (as Serew calls the Phal-
lusjy but prudendy declined 1o he photo-

for ir.

graphed. We wondered il he simply didn’t
wiant to bhe snapped at such g dull party.

Around additional
called in 1o

midnizht. 1roops

woere rescuc the  evening.
Max's hilling  up  with
tites. perverts, freaks and Gike celebrities.
Thirty or more were in drag, people like
Holly Woodlawn and the Cockertes—who
caused some constermation by powdering
up in the Ladies” room. One winsome Lad
explained thar all those drop crrings
like

hegan IVAnsSves

and  sequins would ook hell in
the men's,

Attention now shifted o the sidewalk.
1500 to 2000
wils 1rving 1o argue its way pist New
York City Fire Department  inspectors.
The estimae came (rom Goldsicin, whao
looked very pleased. “Did vou see Gore
Vidalz”" he asked. "We didn’t reallv ex-
prat .

where o crowd estimaned

him a Late-
Comers Award—Dbecause he was the first

him. but we gnve

celebrity interviewed by Serewe who came
out of we should
give his cock Lamp 10 someone else. Did
vou see John Simon. the world’s most

his closet. Vidal saad

hated man? Tha's what we call him in

an  npcoming interview. buc T didnh

t, since he wis
1,
puritan, admitted  thar Sorear

Wi 1o MEnton it toni

sood cnouch w come here” Goldsie

a4 doset
harbors @ deep urge 1o be accepted and
respectable. We wished  him Tock and
retived to w0 hooth 1o enjov one more
had
heen wiped out by technical difliculties

lvee beer, since the  dirty: movies
—which struck us as kind of symbolic.

“Evervone here,” said a soft male voice
behind vy, “is trving 1o meet somebody one
step above. Like the Cockenes, who all
want to make it in bhig-time showbiz. .
Jinmy, are vou having o good times”

Good question. The hour. although
not as late as it seemed, was nevertheless
cetting along. so we went home 1o think
it all over. Nexto day on the relephone,
Goldstein wold us that we left o carly
1o catch Detective Grav on the dance floor
with a stunning chick who twmed ont 1o
be a Cockerte, But Grav made no sovests,
The night, alter all, was Sereie’s bust.

-

To whom it may concern: The Jow
nal of the Amevican Medical Associadion
thiu
INFORMATION REQUIRED

recently ran an ad read UvaspiRe
lor research proj-
ect. Please send summary on anvy patient
believing himsell 1o he a viimpire  or

who has compulsion to devour living
heings to Prol. Leonard Woll, Dept. ol
English. San Francisco State College, 19
Holloway. San Francisco 9411327

-

Thevy must like their work: Detroit’s
Common Council has voted o terminae
a S130.000 Maodel Cities plan offering job
training to rehabilitate prostitutes beciuse
in the first vear of operation no one had
cntered the progran.

=

‘That Grambling College has a shrewd
loothall coach goes without saving: The
school is second only o Notre Dame in
the number of graduates anvently playing
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professional football. But we didn’t ap-
preciate just how shirewd he was until we
read his answer to a reporter who asked if
he had any drug problems on his team.
Said coach Eddie Robinson: “No, I went
to one of these drug seminars and 1 came
back and told them that you use drugs,
you lose your sex drive. You shoulda seen
how big their eves got.”
-

Rip ofl—or rip ourz Burglars broke into
Tel Aviv's municipal library and stole
1000 copies of PLAYBOY.

-

We cn hardly wait 1o get 10 Illinois’
Rockome Gardens alter veading the lol-
lowing newspaper ad for this  tourist
attraction in the heart of Amish country:
“The only motonr at Rockome Gardens
pulls the tain which will take you for
a ride along the Limed Kaskaskia River,
where Indians used o camp. . . . Another
main featwre . . . is the authentically
[urnished Amish home. You can actually
see how these people who reject modern
clothing and motor-driven vehicles live”
Hiustrating the ad is a photo of an
Amish  house made endirely of empty
Fresca bottles.

.

Our hat is dofled and we wish good
luck 1o the imaginative state-prison in
mate in Wanpun, Wisconsin, who has
asked a UL S, District Cowrt to respect his
religious beliels as protected by the Firsi
Amendment and  transter him 10 the
Wisconsin Home for Women. His suit
points out that the Bible commands mun
1o “be Iruitful and multiply and replenish
the carth™ and that under his present con-
ditions of confimement he is “unable w
pive cffect o his religious stirrings 10 obey
Godd's mamdate as contained in Genesis,”

.

We hive it on good authority that
Corset and Undeviecar Reotew, a teade
magazine, has added a2 Mr. D, Kupp 10
its subscription list.

.

Latest grafhuo lrom San Francisco reads:
“A vasectomy means never having 1o say
vou're sorry.”

.

Wonderlul opportunity advertised in
the Chicago Sun-Times: “Detailed infor-
mation on all types of businesses for
sale. Both large and small. will be sent
to you monthly for 12 months. Send
SHL000 1o cover cost of handling.”

.

Just lollowing orders: The State Em-
ployment Security Depavtment in G-
son City, Nevada, tells applicams to
show up in clothing suitable to the jobs
for which they're applying, since many
ol the posts available ave intended for
immediate placement. The department
was slighthy unnerved when a Las Vegas
woman showed up properly auired for

her occupation. Department director Rob-
ert Archie explained. “She was normally
hired as a nude dancer.”

Montreal’s Sun Lile Assurance Com-
pany recently informed its policvholders
that henceforth their letters would be
answered by a human being instead of a
computer. Later, the company received o
packet of punch cards. which were fed
into its laid-olt computer for translation,
The message turned out to be a letter of
sympathy for the machine from another
company computer in Don Mill, Ontario,
expressing sadness that “Life lor you may
not be as lull and rewarding as it is lor
me” and inviting the lonely machine to
become a data-panch pal.

A rather Loge sign for Gauloises ciga-
rettes spotted on a Dublin bus announced:
COMING ALL THE WAY FROM FRANCE Is
QUITE A FAG.

BOOKS

To judge Irom the current bivih rate
of books about movies, any picture is
eventually worth at least 10,0000 words.
Three new entries merit consideration
by viewers who aim 1o be cinematically
litevate. The Hollywood Musical (McG
Hill) offers a  plentidully  illustrz
and [airly detailed filmography of 275
important movie musicals, [rom the clas-
sics of the late Twenues and eavly Thir-
ties through epics as receme as Funny
Girl. Preceding the comprehensive index
of song titles. film titles and personali-
ties compiled by Arthur Jackson (ol
Hi-Fi News & Record Review) are a
hundred pages of comment by John
Russell Taylor, ilm ¢ritic lor The Lon
don Times. a man who has massed very
little and pens his concise history with
the clear inention of sounding  opin-
iomated. He succeeds.

Ldior and critic Alistair Cooke is one
of nine English amd American writers
rt-])l'cscnl('(l in Garbe ond the Night
Warchmen (McGraw-Hill), a great ride and
a worthy reprint of a collection of film
criticism first published i 1937, Those
were the days, writes Cooke in an ur
bane prelace, when critics “loved  the
movies. vet did not feel called on 10
claim for their love that 1t was about to
replace religion. sex. the Supreme Comt
and interstate commerce.” Those were
also the days belore widespread eritical
snobbi *

. when Mae West was not “a
puritanistic degradation syinbol of the
American woman.” She was simply a
riot. Cooke's Night Watchmen, living or
dead  (but all practicing critics at the
tme), imclude Mever Levin, Grahim
Greene and Cecelin Ager. a lady who
wrote pithily for Vogue, Harper's Bazaar
and  PM,  saluing  her  aritiques with
sharp remarks about the stars’ coulure

and cosmetics. All in all, & most engag-
g volume. filled with some surprisingly
alive, perceptive and unpretentious re-
views of evervihing from Top Hat and
King Kong to an emly Mickey Mouse
cartoon called Jungle Rhythn.

Screening the Sexes (Holt. Rinchart &
Winston), subtitled  Homosexuality in
the Mowies. is Parker Tyler's exhaustive
and enlightened study ol a subject sel-
dom (-xplmul--—nc\'cr, we'll wager, by
a critic so well informed and free of
cane. Once starnted, with Alyra Breckin-
ridge as an obvious point ol relerence,
Tvler sets out to prove his assertion that
“in sexual  matters, more than  other
nmatters. movics become profound.” He
aims not to expost homosexunal themes
in films but as he puts it, "o make nowe
ol the progress of moral liberality as
reflected by the movies.” In this he
succeeds, whether discussing Zevo de Con-
duite (Jean Vigo's classic French dvama
about a boys” school), Greta Garbo's
perlormance  as  the mannish  Queen
Christina or dorzens of recent hilims, in-
cuding Psycho, Midnight Coierboy, Fellini
Saiyricon, The Damned, M*A*S*H and
Trash. Never too serious to be thor
oughly readable, Tyler finds time to
deay “a lapse of prolessionalism™ Dby
male performers whose  ineptitude  at
simulated orgasm is “us gaping as an
open lly." Sevecning the Sexes presents
an cloquent defense ol sexuality as a
source ol pleaswre without regard lor
male-female reproductive functions. and
fortifies Tyler's central thesis (and that
of hlm historians Arthur Knight and
Hollis  Alpert  in  their  continuing
PLAYBOY  sevies on Sex in Cinema):
The sieady pulse beat of the sexual revo:
lution can be centvally located in films.

L]

Anvone who picks up The Naive and
Sentimental (Knopl)  becanse s
the new John Le Curd novel is in for a
surprise. Le Car¢ has done a branve
thing for a mystery novelist with a vast
popular following: He has shilted gems
and gone off in a new direction. His
bhook is a mordant comedy about an
extreme successlul - man—a  Brictish
bhabyv-carriage manuflacturer—who at the
peak of his career also shifts gemrs. Cassi-
dv (one of the old Cromwellian Protes
tant Cassidvs. not o be confused with
the Irvish tribe of the same name) has a
weary wife. two dogged sons. the most
expensive Bentlev on the voad, a Lavish
London town house—and an itch 10 get
away [rom it all. The itch leads him o
Shamus, a freeswinging, possibly mad
writer, and Helen, Shamus’  wile /nus-
tress /chum /Lanndress/ you name it. Sham-
us and Helen educate Cassidy mn the wavs
of the world as only a pair of skillful con
artists can. One ol their principal lessons
is the difterence between the naive lover
(who “lives life and doesn’t imitate it™)
and the sentimental one (who mnitates

Lover
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and so is corrupt). But which is Shamus?
And which is Cassidy? The business-
man’s grand tour leads him through the
slums ol Paris (with Shamus). the tour-
ist taps of London (with Helen). the
London waterlront (with the two of
them) and. finally, to Switzerland and a
wild and aborted shotgun wedding. The
hook is peppered with sly private jokes
and there is at least one little parody of
a scene in James Jones's The Merry
Month of May. Although this is a comic
novel, it raises serious questions about
sexuality and love. there being a strong
wa ol bisexuality in the relationships
among Cassidy. Shamus and Helen. The
result is something not at all like The
Spy Who Came In from ihe Cold, a
brooding comedy about the deflation of
a pompous mn.

-

In Dick Gregory's Political Primer (H;ll'lml‘
& Row), Gregory auempts a  record-
breaking broad jump from the comedi-
an's stage to the 1)1‘0[05301"5 podium, and
comes close enough to carn applause. In
some wiys, the hook is an exercise in
restraint. Gregory's strong [feclings on
the country’s racial, economic and social
inequities are expressed not in the shrill
rhetoric of soapbox radicals but in 2
sirdonic review ol American political
history from Colonial times to the pres-
ent. The format is texthooky. complere
with “review  questions”™ and  “further
assignments,” but the style is strictly
Gregorian—a  straight-Taced  lecn on
the theory and practice of American
politics that comes closer to explaining
the realities of U.S. societv and  gov-
crnment  than any  public school  texe.
Throughout his course. Gregory sticks
close 10 the facts. olien supporting them
with charts and statistics. but he sales
them lightly with irreverent interpreta-
tion. U'nlike too many other social corit-
ics. Gregory has done his homework and
can  therclore  employ  an  informed
brand ol caustic commentary instead ol
cheapshot sarcasm or irresponsible  de-
nunciation. And at the sime time that he
criticizes. he reminds the rveader that
today's problems derive not only [rom
past errors but from the [atlure 1o recog-
nize them as such, and the selfish vefusal
to rectily them once thev're recognized.
Thercin lies the thrust of  Prolessor
Gregorv's heavy lecture: History shounld
be a teaching device. not a guide for
repeating old mistakes.

-

The Mod London heroine of Norma
Meacock’s  Thinking  Gird  (Dial) is  sull
avirgin at 27, Lindy-Loo has been a Les-
bian and is given o attending leftist
demonsurations and keeping a notehook
like her idol, Simone Weil. Then Lindy-
Loo makes a belated—Dbur vivid—cntry
mto the world of heterosexuality. Her
studs tend o he duds; she maries the
weak man of her choice, a quoter oi Witt-

censtein, and  they live miserably  ever
alter. He weighs her down with a child,
eoes off and has alfairs and neglects her
sexual needs: “I don’t expect it seven
nights a week, When it dropped to once
in two nights, once in three I didn’t
complain.” she complains. “But once in
A woman necds it!” On another
on, he growls at her: “Go back
o sleep, can’t you?” “I'm thinking,”
she replies. “Thinking? Thinking?” he
thunders. “Women think  with  thewr
cunts.” Which explains the tide. But
the sum total of this novel is difhcult
assay. There are funuy lines (“As an avid
reader of 20th Century literatwre, his
sexual goal was to satisfy his partner™),
fine sentences (“The joy ol our meetings
had spilled over into the waste between
them™), piquant observations (“Excess ol
tit is as bad as no tit at all”) and raunchy
advice (A woman’s got two holes. If
you can't fuck one, fuck the other™).
Author Meacock seems to be issuing a
tract in favor of both women's liberation
and anal digitation. Unfortunately, for
all her prose and porn powers, after a
promising start and some rousing foreplay,
Thinking Girl fizzles woward a limp linish.

The ultimatum presented to man by
man with the mvention ol the atom
bomb wias: “Evolve beyond vour ageres
sive habits or perish.” So writes Robert
S. de Ropp in The New Prometheans (Dcli-
corte [Sevmour Lawrence), a ]m[ml;lrizcd
history of how we have arvived at a point
where we are capable of cither ending the
species entively or of Tulfilling the prophe-
cies ol Brave New World and 1981, s
De Ropp’s unremarkable thesis that there
have always been sonong us a few dar-
ing Promctheans, scientists who  wirest
new powers by which man can increase
Lis knowledge and control of the forces
that shape him. Prometheus, alas, had a
stupid. grasping brother, Epumetheus, who
misused knowledge to bring ruin on muan-
kind. All of history, as viewed by De
Ropp, is a strugele between Prometheans
andd Epimetheans—clements of both olien
existing in the same saentist. Much ol his
book s a skimming account ol Prome-
thean discoverers—"the atom smashers,”
“the health bringers.”™ “the [ood bringers,”
“the code breakers™ and “the mind read-
ers.” I's a crash survey course ranging
from Democritus 10 Oppenheimer and
Ulam. from Pasteur to present-day re-
scarchers on the virus theory ol cancer.
For those who like to get their scientilic
knowledge in the manner of ““the hemt of
the concerto™ approach o classical music,
this part of the book will be useful. The
writer is skilllul ar simplilying compli-
catedd  processes—oversimplilving,  some
would say. It is when De Ropp hecomes
judgmental rather than deseriptive that
one wonders about the quality ol his

thinking. Lunar exploration, lor example,
is dismissed as 40 billion dollars lor a
box of rocks and a moon flag.” Karl Marx
is assailed because he spread the concepn
of class war. (Without Marx, there would
have been no class war?) As for De Ropp's
prescriptions for the [uture, he is con
vinced that we have to transcend  pes-
simism and  concentrate on  correcting
“those errors in evoluton which  have
made us a menace rather than an asset
to spaceship Earth.” And that means
specifically the corvection of ervors in
man’s nervous system  that miake him
prey  to  destructive  primitive  urges.
Whoever can do that, without narcotiz-
ing us or noning us into cxiensions of
machines, will be, according to De Ropp,
the greatest Promethean ol all.
-

The vogue of the contemporary non-
fiction novel was launched by John Her-
sey, not Truman Capote. In Hivoshima,
he dramatically re-created an Our Town
on which the fust A-bomb [ell. In The
Wall, he issued a requiem, or Kaddish,
for the victims of the battle of the
Wirsaw ghetto. And now, in The Con-
spiracy (Knopl). his fust novel in five
years, he casts his fctionally moralistc
eye all the way back to the Roman
Empire and recnacts an unsuccessiul
plot to overthrow the tyrant Nevo. Her
sev's Nero is a poet manqgué who has
hecome more mterested  in revels than
in rebels. The rebels  themselves  are
mostly litevary men, given more 10 re-
flection than to action. “What should a
writer do.” they ask themselves, “when
he witnesses horrors and atrocities:” Re-
plies their spiritual exemplar, the stoic
Seneca, “The responsibility of a writer is
1o avoid henzy.” The result is that Her-
sey's plot, like theirs. lacks life and pace,
Nor docs the deviee he chooses 10 use-
relating his story through alleged docu-
ments and  leuers that bhog down in
didactic  discussions—help matters. In
deed. only when he gets to his denoue
ment, a tingling  deseription ol two
bloodeurdling suicides, does the book -
sell finally come to life. But, alas, wo Lawe:
A reader who may have come 1o pr
Hersey has already buvied his interest in
this  hstless  account of  a conspiracy
against  Caesar.

TG

In Speaking and longuoge: Defense of
Poetry (Rindom Housc), Paul
man explores the ways in which we
communicate with one another through
Language. Goodman takes specilic issue
with those cultural anthropologists and
other scholars of linguistics who usually
treat human communication as far more
mechanical than it as. His own preler-
ence, he makes clear, “is 10 play upon the
animal, spontancous, artistic and populist
forces in speech.” Since he has a lively,
pragmatic imagination and a passionate

Good-



NATlURAL MENTHOL... ®
not the artificial kind. Thats what _ ...
_gives Salem Super Kings S

a taste that’s never harshor hot. .
\f You always getanextra Iong =

LS  fasteof Sprmgtlme

..-

ean General
| Cigatette Smoking

e - | Salem ... = { - llang‘snus ln Ynur l‘lullh.
e, =, j a4 : o . g

- - = = Y &
20 mg."tar",1.3mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report AUG, 71. %ty s =\ Ny
1~
. o I L% N—_ v
V. . ™ . YA AbF .y - ,
F ! _ " L. N -\\;_ \-‘i_ < 5 ' | 1




PLAYBOY

24

IAE

Everything

COLUMHIA

Don’t Think Twice,~
It's All Right
Lay, Lady Lay

Any

212654 Double Selection

THERE'S A RIOT GOIN’ ON
SLY & THE FAMILY STONE

Luv N’ Haight
Family Affair

Aretha Franklin's
Greatest Hits

\\\\\\

Seplembar
1 Wil walt Fm
IMORE  [LONGON

210112

Vols.3&4

AT

CARNEGIE HALL

1'm a Man
250r6104

[Eoiommia)
209726 uvoubie Seiection

LG
KRISTOFFERSON

THE SILYER TONGUED
DEVIL AND 1

| THREE DoG NiGHT

. HARMONY

ﬂ Didfashonedl.weSorg
Family of Man
[ounHILL 2B | !

210229

Peter Nero

a Frie
= 0 | 48 MORE
202523

BOOTS RAROOLPH
ER mu:lsl

JANIS JORLIN

PEARL
Me and
Bobby

Mcéee

198986

Summer
of 'ly2

For All
We Know

Theme From
_Love Story”

A%

212159 *

2091 48 Double Selection
NOTE: "Double Selections’ are 2-racord sets or iwin-pack tapes — yet each counis as only one selection

12 records-#2%

if you join the Columbia Record Ciub and agree to buy 10 records (at regular Club prices) in the next 2 years

JAMES BROWN
HOT PANTS

PERETaC Ml JAMES GANG
LUVE IN CONCERT
Walk Away - & MORE

ALWRYS WANTED TO
HEAR OH THE MOOG*
Bolery = Espana = Carmen

Malaguena

*hut were
4! atrald to &k for
ey

207662

SAVOY BROWN
STREET CORNER
TALKING
PLUS Telt Mama
Latit nm * 4 MORE

JUDY COLLINS
WHALES &
NIGHTINGALES

210145*

210187 %

Tho Bost
Hofer,
and JSary
TEN YEARS
TOGETHER

it s |

One Less Ball
1o Angwer

Close 1o
B .

e
201780

191809

W.N MORRISON
Fis Tupelo
Horey
PLUS
Wild
y Night

7 MORE

FRANK
SINATRA

210856 3

[MARY TRAVERS |

209791 %

3k Selections marked with a star are not available in resl tapes

CROSBY, STILLS
NASH & YOUNG
DALLAS TAYLOR
& GREG REEVES

(SOUNDTRACK)

JIMI HENDHIX

TCHAIKOVSKY
1812 OVERTURE
EUGENE ORMANDY
Phitacaipha Orehestra

RAY STEVENS'
GREATEST HITS

S fﬁ

VIKKI CARR'S
LOVE STORY

Is Beautiful

MOAMON
3 TABERMACLE
CHOIR
vaLey rosse
Lol Bbisd

TARY ACADEMT

201129

Gershwin's
GREATEST HITS

MORE
DOUBLE
SELECTIONS

oy L " g s
snly one! L i [

210161




DONNY
OSMOND

To You With Love,
Donny

210781

i_H E——— e — BARBRA
| x x RS JOAN
OTHER VOICES STREISAND
Tightrope Ride

Beautiful

Where You
Lead

i\
211805 %

FOR ALL WE KNOW

Rainy Days and Mondays
Superstar

212845 ¥

IKnowi'm
Losing You

or Any 8 tapes-*22°

if you join the Columbia Tape Club and agree to buy 7 tapes (at regular Club prices) in the coming year

8-Track Cartridges Tape Casselles Reel-lo-Reel Tapes

Just look at lhis great selection of recorded entertainment —
available on records or iapes! So no matter which type of
stereo equipment you now have — you can take advantage of
one of these introductory offers from Columbia House!

If you prefer your music on 12 Stereo Records join the
Columbia Record Club now and you may have ANY 12 of
these selections for only $2.86. Just indicale the 12 records
you want on the postpaid application card — and mail it to-
day. In exchange, you agree to buy as few as ten records (at
the regular Club prices) during the coming two years . . . and
you may cancel membership any time after doing so.

OR — if you prefer your music on Stereo Tapes join the
Columbia Tape Club now and take ANY B of these selections
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interest in the processes of communica-
tion, Goodman’s polemiecs are by no
means academic. He is  continuously
provocative, challenging the reader 1o
counter his arguments, to venture his
own hypotheses and  experiences and,
ibove all, 10 examine the ways in which
he himsell actually thinks and speaks.
Goodman ranges through sublanguages,
slang, silence as communication, coni-
plex words and poetry, the literary proc-
ess and examinations ol literary sivles.
He objeats strenuously 1o the McLuhan
notion that writing is anachronistically
“linear,” emphasizing that writing cmm
contain “conmrapuntal voices, like a sys-
tem of metaphor, systematic irony, alle-
gory, subordination of clauses in the
framework of an independent clause.”
In sum, alter all these years of practi-
cally nonstop writing. Goodman is still
hooked on Limguage—its infinite possibili
ties and permutations and its marvelous
unpredictability.
-

Eha Kazan is evidendy trving o be
relevant as all get out m s new novel,
The Assassins (Stein & Day). Its seuing
is the contemporary American Southwest.
the handsdown choice along TV row
this scason as the hippest real estate
in the counury. Tt deals with a career A
Force sergeant’s confrontation with a
band of hippies and his subsequent trial
for murder. There e good hippies in
the book, and bad ones. wo (also good
and bad  Air Force men). There are
demonstrations  in the strects. shyster
lawye unethical undertakers,  wily
right-wingers  who enjoy  slaughtering
wild animals, sinister  Federal agents,
motoreyele gangs, lreaked-out drug par-
ties, and more. And the theme? Well, i
seems we are all assassins in one way or
another. Master Sergeant Florves guns
down Vinnic. a sometime drug pusher
and head of a “family” omt on the
desert, who Flores thinks has seduced
his daughter. So Flores is an assassin.
But he wias egged on to murder by his
commanding officer. so the oficer is an
assassin, too. The police are assassins
hecause they lure Fat Freddie, a riend
ol Vinnie's, into a murder atempt on
Flores. The kids are assassinating onc
another with drugs, and straight soctety
is assassinating  evervbody through its
hypocritical — attitudes.  What's  more,
there is no end 1o it. lor as one ol the
novel’s deeper thinkers says, "It takes
an assassin to kill an assassin.”™ Which
brings us 1o Michacl. the novel’s cenural
character. When he sets out to right the
wrongs done to Vinnie, he is as pure as
Galahad, a natwral leader chock-full of
chiwisma. By the tme the wle is fin-
ished, of course. he has become a hop-
head fugitive on the run. Yep, another
assassin. Kazan's writing sivle is didac
tic, with little art or suspense, and the
result 15 a wearisome novel, curiously

lacking in drama when vou consider the
amount ol violence it contains, crammed
with simpleminded  cynicism and  gar-
nished with most of the popular social
problems of our day.

L]

When  Oh! Calewtia! opened  in
1969, it broke the last barriers to erotica
onstage and  gave rise to  speculation
that  wardrobe  mistresses  would  soon
become  victims ol progress. 1t also
L‘;l[:lpulll.'tl 10-year-old  Hillard  Elkins,
onctime  actor, o the rank of super-
producer. Christopher Davis was at Hilly's
side rom the opening ol Calcutta!
until the opening a year and a half later
ol The Rothsclhilds, another Elkins prop-
erty. The result of Davis’ Boswellian
libors is The Producer (Huarper & Row),
a amdid account of theater as  Dbusi-
ness rather than as are. “People want to
watch other people fucking  onstage”
i5 Elkins” simple cexplanation for the
long run ol OI! Calcutia! Most critics
were unimpressed  with its sketches by
writers  ranging  [rom  ex-Bemle  John
Lennon to Nobel Prize winner Samuel
Beckett, but the public has flocked 1o the
show and there were subscquent  pro-
ductions in England., Frimce and Hol-
land. Hilly lived it up and so did his
spirited  retinue:  British actress Claive
Bloom, who, during the run ol Caleut-
fal, became his lourth wile (71 provide
the crass and she provides the class™):
Sammy Davis Jr., who plaved the lead in
Hilly’s Golden Boy, on the nights he
showed up: and Arlo Guthrie, who puz-
rled the hilm establishment with his off-
hand manner during a ballyhoo tour Tor
Alice’s Restawrant, an Elkins movie. The
Producey is a gossipy, engaging portrait
ol a Brooklyn boy who became a dynam-
ic figure in the American theater. In the
section dealing with the ho-hum crises of
The Rothschilds, it lags. But then. OR!
Calcutta! is a tough act to lollow.

Iris Murdoch has just twrned out her
Hth novel. An Accidental Man  (Viking).
and the people who are always complain-
ing about the decline ol the novel can
stop going to the movies for a few days,
This ook has real characiers with real
problems, o brilliant. suspenselul plot.
entertaining episodes, sudden, character-
revealing switches and  a succession of
dramatic  climaxes that are there no
for melodramatic  effect bur in order
to cast light on the darker places of
human motivation. Ludwig, the young
American scholar, and his prety. down.
to-carth bride, Gracie, are set in the
center of a story that explores the upper
and lower strata of London society with
compission. wit and philosophic  pro-
[undity. Ludwig has 1o decide whether
to give up his country for a post at
Oxford or return home to face jail for
draft evasion. How can men be good.
true to themselves and their instinets, i

i world that seems o have gone funda-
mentally awry? This is the question o
which Miss Muwrdoch has addressed her-
sell in this fast-moving, expertly written
and decply moving book. Although her
possimistic answer 1o that  question—so
glumly personified by perhaps the most
pitiful character in modern hiction. 2
fellow mamed  Austin Gibson  Grev—is
hardly definitive, the imaginative hiction
that has resulted from her broodings is
[ull-bodied and wonderfully satisfving.

Joining the Navy w free (if not 1o
see)  the world, crewmen aboard the
U.S.S. Vance found themselves wrapped
in & bizarve universe. For 99 days on
duty ofl the coast ol Vietnam. their
captain, Marcus Aurelius Arnheiter, me-
thodically drove them to the brink ol
madness. One sailor went over the edge.
Another cime within an ace ol blowing
out the captain’s brains. Several oflicers
amd men required  hospitalization. For
cvervone, life aboard the reconveried
destrover escort was a series of relentless,
ingenious torments that ranged from the
tivial to the suicidal (the crew was
commanded to sail into a restricted area.
even il it meant gewing between anoth-
er ships guns and its target). In The
Arnheiter Affoir (Random House), New
York Times veporter Neil Shechan spins
the whole inaredible but true story with
the pace of a playwright. The slow accu-
mulation ol detail reaches a4 peak of in-
tensity, followed by vescue (appropriately,
at the hands of a chaplainy and retwi-
bution for the captain, Forget Queeg.
On the Vance, it's Kalka at the helm.

“Te is easier,” said Voltae. “to write
about money than 1o obtain ”—which
neatly accounts lor the ceaseless llow ol
books by nonmillionaires  about  the
stock market. Two new entries, though
Lo apare in siyle and  substance, are
hoth intended as guides for the prodent
imvestor. The more interesting—and, per-
hatps, more useful—is Confessions of o Stock-
broker (Little. Brown), whose author, the
manager ol a0 major branch office (o
a brokerage firm, uses the pseadonym
Bruwus. With ¢vnical humor and  blumt
frankness, Brutus shows us how his stall,
his customers and his friends weathered
the hall vear [rom June to December
ol 1970. when stock prices moved through
the longest bear marker since the Grem
Depression. In diary Tormat. Brutus car-
vics on an unbullish bull session with
himsell and his cast of characters. This
cross between the Wall Street Follies and
Psychopathia Financialis manages 10 be
flecked with  practical vading  advice:
when o buy and sell fad stocks, how to
make money by wrading within narow
price ranges, why being “ane”—ie., sell-
ing short, putting in bid prices under the
market, fooling with stop-loss orders—is



If you’ve got the jack,
we’ve got the cassette deck.

No matter how big your room,
or how small your budget,
Panasonic has a stereo cassette
deck that can fit right in.

Jack in our compact model, the
RS-256UAS. It has a lot of the
features our bigger, higher-
priced decks have. Like easy-to-
work pushbutton controls. A
digital counter. Fast forward and
rewind. Plus two large VU
meters. They tell you when
you're recording at just the right
levels. And Auto-Stop to shut
off the machine at the end of the
tape. So your tape won't get
damaged.

The RS-256UAS even hasa
special noise-suppressor switch
to cut off those grating hisssses.
And Pause Control. So you can

RS-270US

turn off the Grand Funk Railroad
without turning off the machine.
Of course, the bigger your
pocketbook the more you get.
When you jack in the RS-270US,
you get Memory Rewind. Preset
the machine. And it automatical-

ly returns to a particular spot

on the tape. There’s even a tape
selector switch. To let you play
low noise, as well as conventional
tapes.

Then there’s the RS-272US
with its own special trick. Auto-
matic reverse. It switches tracks
automatically. So you can listen
to twice as much Bach without
getting off your back.

But maybemoney isn’t your
problem. You want all the
cassette deck that you can get.

Then your franchised Panasonic
Hi-Fi dealer can show you the
RS-275US. It has a combination
of features no other deck can
match. Like sensitive, long-
lasting, Hot Pressed Ferrite
heads. And two motors. One is
direct drive for record and
playback. The other is for fast
forward and rewind. 5
All of this adds up to a signal-
to-noise ratio of better than
45dB. A frequency response of
30-15,000 Hz. Plus wow and
flutter of less than 0.1% WRMS.

' And it’s all at your fingertips with

our solenoid touch controls.

Soif you've got the jack, just
see your Panasonic dealer. He'll
show you how to get beautiful
music out of it.
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sclf-defeating. And when Brutus charac-
terizes his customers—the Scxy Widow,
the Determined Bear, the Show-off—it's to
Iaugh all the way to the poorhouse. Rogues
to Riches (Putnam), by Murray Teigh
Bloom. has to do with the illegal, barely
legal and legal-but-shouldn't-be schemes
and devices by which insiders manipulace
the market. An indelatigable researcher
and a man who is evidently able o win
the confidence of any rogue around,
Bloom has unfortunately fallen in love
with his own muerial. The result is an
unfocused book. rauging from clementary
explanations of how floor brokers work
to cviluations of market rescarch (ver-
dict: They're uwscless) to narratives of
complex shenanigans to profiles of off-
beat marker characiers. Finally, Bloom
and Brutus come to much the same con-
clusions: that the average investor is a
schnook and, as Voltire knew, that there
are only two rules to the money game—
be greedy and be lucky.
-

William Golding, celebrated author of
Lord of the Flies, is a tantalizing, irvitat-
ing writer. One day he can knock out a
near masterpiece and the next he turns
out something awkwardly written and
unnecessarily complex. His latest book,
The Scorpion God (Harcourt Brace Jo-
vanovich), contains three short novels
that exhibit both aspects of Golding's
talents. The first two are almost unred-
able, limping along from page to page
through thickets ol “poetic” prose mud
supposcdly offering a darkly essential
message about the springs ol primitive
human conduct, but never quite fusing
the imagery of the story with the “pio-
fundity” ol his insights. All is almost
lorgiven, however, because of the last
story, Envoy Extraordinary, a saphisticat-
cd farce—set in the declining years of
the Roman Empire—that has science
and technology as its chiefl satiric tar-
gets, yet somchow also manages o say
pertinent and amusing things about his-
tory, the motor forces of civilization and
the incurable pettiness of mankind. The
plot has o do with a Greck invento
who offers a steam-driven boat to the
emperor, who is mainly interested in
ing steam to cook fish. By some wiz
ardry, Golding has brought off another
near masterpiece, which sounds like a
smooth collaboration among the likes of
S. J. Pevelman, Evelyn Waugh and Rob-
ert Graves—il one could imagine all
that bristling talent in one room, much
less in one story,

Also noteworthy: Three engaging col-
umnists have new books out: they strike
different votes, but each is in tune.
Milton Mayer's If Men Were Angels (Athe-
ncum) consists of four essays on subjects
ranging [rom Marx to Freud to genetic

engineering. Poor Russell’s Almonoe (Dou-
bleday) covers the year 1972 from the
viewpoint of Russell Baker—who sets off
on January first with the observation,
“This is a day of headache for many.”
And Second Sight (Simon & Schuster) is a
collection of Richard Schickel's movie re-
views from the mid-Sixties. An abundance
of entertaining and stimulating reading.

MOVIES

“We want to take the erotic film out
of the hands of the smut peddlers and
give it some class.” These were the brave
beginning words of the First Annual
New York Erotic Film Festival's codirec-
tor, Ken Gaul, a former Serew editor who
teamed up with Roger Sichel, former-
ly of Grove Press, to present true-blue
pornography in a cultural setting re-
moved from the usual haunts of [urtive
little men carrying briefcases and rain-
coats. The fist annual pornographic
come-together encountered so many ob-
stacles. however, that observers were left
wondering whether there would be a
secondl.

The  ambitious  six-week progiam,
scheduled to run concwrremtly in four
Manhattan  theaters, was shoricned to
four weeks—with only two theaters
hanging on 1o the end. There were four
police busts, which lefi Gaul and Sichel
facing court action on charges of “pro-
moting obscenity.” Four full-length Ger-
man films never arrived at all and one
major feature  (Dominic  Sicilin's  Hot
Parts, with underground star Ultra Vio-
let) was discreetly pulled out by s
producer, who reportedly feared unfavonr-
able publicity.

Consistent with the [lestival’s comic-
opera aspects, the panel of judges—which
originally included Gore Vidal, Andy
Warhol, Sylvia Miles, Karen Sperling,
crotic artist Betty Dodson (sce On the
Scene. page 166) and Crech film maker
Milos Forman—withered away when its
members learned that they, like everyone
clse, would have to waipse rom theater
1o theater. checking programs subject to
change without notice, often missing the
objects of their desire. Miss Sperling ook
a trip (a straight one, no drugs). Warhol
failed to appear anywhere as promised.
The others presumably did their best,
then mailed in ballots, which were allicd
along with the results of an audience
poll (3500 swong). Best feature in the
festival was judged o be Hot Circuit,
the saga of an air-conditioner salesman
who makes frequent connections. In
other calegories, San  Francisco Blue
(best  documentary, a  compilation of
sexcerpts from vintage porn) and Orange
(hbest short under five minutes in length,
Karen Johnson's genuinely erotic mini-
cpic of a girl peeling and biting into an

orange) were established award winners
from other festivals.

The quality of the 50-odd films in
competition was probably irrelevant and
generally scemed not a great deal beuer
—and certainly no worse—than many of
the flicks being sareened at the same time
in a score of side-street skin houses. which
the New York fuzz quietly ignored.
Aesthetic values aside, then, the police
busts were apparently an attempt by the
local establishment to keep erotica where
it belongs.

If so. even a reasonably loval and
normally lickerish attendee at the les
tival must wonder whether the issues
are worth serious debate—on any grounds
other than the legality of censorship.
The neat, newish Manhattan  theaters
that drew police summonses were seldom
full, or half [all, though they did atract
a youngish crowd—couples on dates. curi-
ous students and swinging singles who
would not ordinarily he found in the
popcorn-and-porno palaces in the West
40s. Most of them looked bored and olien
had reason to be. It was also noticeable
that they tended to space themselves sev-
cral seats, or even several rows, apart—
which is one way of telling your neighbor
to keep eyes front and hands off, There
was no sense ol danger or daring, however
—just fuck movies, suck movics, couples,
trios. gang bangs, boy-girl, boy-boy, girl-
girl, girl-with-dog, man-with-goat. Sure, i
must be fun for those who consider sex a
spectator sport, but there is a simeness
to the subject that raises questions as 1o
whether the cause of sexual liberation
would really be served by gewing hard
core pornography into, say. Radio City
Music Hall.

But to each his own, we say. Down with
censorship, by all means, and down with
the snobbish pretense that what pornogra-
phers need is luxury housing so they cn
get a beuer class of dientele. If it works
lor you, take a brielcase and raincoat 1o
your [riendly neighborhood skin flick,
and let freedom ring.

The spontancity and spirit of improvi-
sation  that  established  writer-director
John Cassavetes as a uniquely creative
film maker begin o look like tired
mannerisms in Mi ond Moskowitz. For
his carly works—Shadows, Faces and
Husbands—Cassavetes evolved a kind of
style by exploring his characters’ heads
with undisciplined but passionate con-
viction. Here, evervone sounds real and
carnest as ever. but the discoveries they
make about themselves seem rigged to
fit the aceepted Cassavetes formar. The
film’s tenwous story concerns a lonely,
beautiful  cireer girl (plaved by Gena
Rowlands, queen of the Cassavetes stock
company and the wile of its founder)
who finally settles for marriage o a
loudmouthed  hippie  drifter  (Seymour




Everything you always wanted
to know about Soft Hair*

Q. What’s all this talk about Soft Hair?
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Man does not know he
has hair. All you can
see on his head is ugly
stubble. Grooming

is casy.

i 4

A_Stiff sticky hairpsprays leave your hair stiff (clunk!)
and sticky. So we invented New Brylcreem™ Soft
Hair Dry Spray. It gives you the control you want,
but leaves your hair fecling soft and natural.

Q. Was Soft Hair spray invented

4 1. First comb your hair.
for your hair or her hands?

Then start to spray. —__
You want the top
to look full,
not overstyvled or

plastered down.

4. You may not see
this but the girl
behind you does.
You can keep soft

control without 4
spraying again, by <%
recombing with a

damp comb.

AL A pood question. Actually it was in-
vented for both. Soft Hair gives you
the control you want, but leaves your
hair soft to her touch.

Q. How long should your hair be to use
Soft Hair?

A. As long as you want. Soft Hair is an equal oppor-
tunity hairspray.

Q. How do you know Soft Hair will work

gives
hair

for you?
A. Does this picture appeal

to you?...then Soft Hair is adry
Sy natural
look

without

stiffness

Blwcreem

Soft
| Hair |
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longer. Longer hair
means better grooming
aids arc needed. Man's
hair is a mess.

Q. How should you use Soft Hair?

Q. What was it like before Soft Hair?

Hair Spray. It gives
man the control he
wants for his longer
hair, and leaves it
feeling soft and
natural; a small sicp
for man, a giant
step for man's hair.

his longer hair. Men's
hairspray becomes
popular, but it is
basically the same stuff
women use, and it
leaves man's hair

stiff and sticky.

2.This is where you
need the most control.
Keep the can in
motion. Once over
lightly will do.

3. Your sideburns
should be soft Loo.
Hold the can 9-12 inches
away at all times.

Q. Will Soft Hair
help bald people?

e o . - B
A.Some people think that Soft
Hair is actually hair in a can.
This is not true. Soft Hair

just makes the hair you

already have soft.
Q. Why should your hair be soft?
r W

//

A. Stiff is brittle. ~ Wet is ugly. Wet  Soft is nice. Hair

Stiff sprays leave hair is ugly and that's soft looks and
your hairsticky and  drippy looking. feels alive and
brittle. natural.

Softness counts. That's why we invented Soft Hair. The first dry
spray to treat your hair softly naturally. Never leaves it stiff or sticky.
With Sofl Hair, your hair feels as soft as it looks.

Soft Hair.
We didn't call it Soft Hair
for nothing.
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Cassel). This long-haired dude isn't much
ol a catch—he works off and on as a
parking-lot attendant and makes em-
barrassing  scenes  in public—but  she
finds him superior to the other square
misfits in her life. In the real world,
such an unlikely alliance might last for
a mnight, or a long, lost weckend mt
a summer resort.  Cassavetes  pretends
otherwise, and—consistent with the Hus-
bands view ol American males as per-
ennial juveniles—he continues to focus
on adult characters whose solution to
every problem starts with fist fights and
hollering. But the neorealism seems out
of sync with this frail romantic fable,
After a while, the rambling monologs
ASSULINC A SAINCTess, illld we dnre no I()Ilgl’l‘
confronting reality but something akin
1o a classroom exercise lor Method ac-
tors. Though he brings off several bril-
lint  bits, Cassel (the hippic stud of
Faces) ofien becomes merely  strident
where the seript requires him 1o behave
like an irresistibly charming primitive.
Minnie and Moskowitz also stirs doubt

that an L.A. carcer girl with Gena's

assets would be so hard up lor invita-
tions that she has to divide her time
between disastrous blind dates, going to
Bogart revivals with an elderly  Tady
chum and taking abuse from a married
man, played by Cassaveres himsell, who
appenrs without credit. He is not at
his best.

-

The fist good news about The Boy
Friend is Twiggy, that Cockney sliver of a
gitl who drove other models bhack to
their dict pills a lew years ago. Making
her heralded film debut as star of direc
tor-producer Ken Russell's sumptuous
valentine of 1001 backstage movie musi-
cals. Twiggy acts with naive sincerity,
sings a litde, wip-dances her heart out
and proves so sweetly cager o please—
both as Twiggy hersell imnd as the fright
encd understudy she portrays, muddling
through her one Big Clance in show
business—that even her amatcurism be-
comes o cuvious asset. Muach credit ac-
aues, ol cowmse, 1o divccor Russell,
whose own career has loundered  singe
Women in Love (which was followed by
his  strident Ichaikovsky  biography,
which was followed by 1he aesthetic hys
tweria ol The Dewvilsy. In The Loy
Friend. based Dreely on Sandy Wilson's
engagingly  unpretentions  parody ol
Pwennies musicals. Russell soes over-
usual, but rarcly misses a
suoke. To parody a parody sounds next
to impossible. yet the gamble pays off.
Erter Twiggy, o spindly  aeature in
glasses. havd at it as an assistant stage
manager with a tacky English vep com:
pany that’s performing The Boy Friend
tonight. The troupe’s leading lady  (an
uncredited bit role plaved  with  mar-
velous comic {lair by Glenda  Jackson,
ol all people) breaks her ankle, and

board  as

Twiggy/Polly must go on in her place.
She tkes off her steelrimmed specs, be-
comes beautiful, flirts with stardom and
falls in love with her leading man be-
tween  scenes. At that  point, Russell
lurches into a show-within-a-show-within-
ashow, interrupting the performance on-
stage with flashback fantasies of dream
musicals, during which the curtains open
to reveal a world at least double the size
ol Disneyland. There are Bushy Berkeley
numbers, Hag-waving numbers, Fred As
tire and Ginger Rogers numbers, and
Ray Bolger numbers done by a gangly
hoofer who actually calls himsell Tom-
my Tune. He's got 1o be kidding. But so
is everybody else.
-

New York. New York, alse provides
the setting and shapes the sensibility of
Made for Each Other, a comedy writien
with a Brooklyn-Bronx accent and per-
formed the same way by Renee Tavlor
and Joseph Bologna, the hushand-and-
wife team whose script lor Lovers and
Other Strangers snagged an Oscu nomi-
nition  last  year, Though seldom  so
blithe an entertainment as Lovers, the
Bolognas™ new  effort is often broadly
funny and wickedly booby-trapped with
the sting of bitter truth. There are per-
haps a few too many casy gags about
group therapy—hardly the freshest topic
from which to launch a comedy—and
calling the group “an emeagency en-
counter session” doesn’t really  freshen
the subject. Anyhow. that's where they
meet, an ill-matched couple who describe
themselves in psvchoanalytical jargon as
“two sell-destructives confronting the life
force.” Aliss Taylor playvs Pandora Gold.
a lumpish girl with an insatiable ap-
petite for Liilure. accentuned by her
determination to become a Lunous ac
tress despite the fact that she hasn't a
shred of talent. Bologna plays a horny
schnook named Giggy Pinimba—an am-
buliwtory guilt complex. habitual studem
(majoring in black studies) and despoiler
ol women. As performers, both Bolognas
are expart in the kind of semi-campy
cabarer sative they commit (o paper, and
Made for Eaclh Other might bring maxi-
mum pleasure 1w a night-club audience
of middle-class suburban marvied couples
whao voll in the aisles over m-law jokes.
On hilne even the sure-fire Lwghs come
through as alwasive and  obvious. B
come they do. by the dozen. So what can
we el yaz Subtle s not.

An expert on maximum - security,
hired 10 burglurprool the vaults of a
large Geiman bank in Hamburg. meets
a kookic callginl whose Johns sometimes
stash their ill-gotten gains in sale-deposit
boxes. From that convenient sctup. §
unrecls a plot as arvptic as its ttle, and
writer-director Richand Brooks keeps it
unrceling at such a slick  prolessional
pace that moviegoers may forget having

seen scads of similar play-by-play com-
edies about the mechanics of a big heist.
Because the location is Hamburg, per-
ennial sour Kraut Gert Frobe nawurally
plays the bank director with a yen for a
bit of hanky-panky aflter office hours.
Robert Webber is pretty funny, too. as a
shady American lawyer beser by fetishes
he hasn’t even tried. But § derives most
of its engaging Ireshness from the un-
likely teaming of Wiuren Beatty and
Goldie Hawn. Beatty. who has begun 1o
tailor his cool contemporary  rhythm
into an individual comic style. wrips
lightly through his role as the security
man and keeps onc arched eyebrow in
a permanent fix on Goldie—plaving
Goldie, of course, though she calls hersell
Dawn Divine—the kind of accomplice
who just hopes she will get through the
caper without throwing up. For seckers
after escapist trivia, § delivers full value,
-

There’s nary a momem of it that an
art-ilm buff would cherish, but the movie
made [rom The Gang That Couldnt Shoor
Straight  preserves  the  crudely  comical
flavor of Jimmy Breslin's novel about
life in the Maha, and also wirns out 10
be impudent Americana in the  broad

burlesque tradition of & Tom & Jerny
cmtoon. As adapted by scenarist Waldo
Salt, the plot  quickly falls  apare—

and at one point, turns in desperation
to the old silent-movie deviee ol story
titles  between  scenes—Dbut  divecton
James Goldstone keeps his cast tumbling
over one another to flesh out a gallery
of New York caricatures that me apt to
attract a picket line hom the Iualian-
American Anti-Delamation League. One
might object. for instance. to Jo Vin
Fleet's outrageous hamming as a lethal
old Sicilizn crone who tells her son. the
upstart Brooklyn mafioso, 10 “get olla
vou ass” and liquidate his rival. Broad-
wav's Joary Orbach plavs the upand
coming mobster. Kid Sally. as an indolent
meatball whose contracted assassins keep
geting run over and blown up when
they try to knock off the underworld
Brooklyn  (Hallvwood  haddice
Lionel Sunder. back wheve he helongs
alier naking films abroad). I Standers
foghorn bellow fails o offend  anyone,
attention 1s sine 1o settle on Robere De
Nivo. an anuably handsome veornie from
the New Yok scene,
tributes o socko perlormance as Mario-——
an Tvadian bicyele rider with a pencham
for petty thefe and o ven for Kid Saliv's
sister. In this kind of movie. vonumnce
usually poses a problem. but De Nivo
and Leigh Tavlor-Young (pounds heavier,
and giving her all o the best movie
role she's had) me so atractive a couple
that they almost walk off with the pic
ture. Other scene stealers include a mangy
lion, ex-newscaster Sander Vanocur, and

boss ol

movie who con-



Think of

everything you’ve ever wanted

The new SX-828 and SX-727 are
Pioneer's top two entries in a new,
dynamic line-up of four AM-FM stereo
receivers with increased performance,
greater power, unsurpassed precision
and a wide range of features for total
versatility.

If you lust for power, here it is — to
spare. SX-828, 270 watts IHF; SX-727,
195 watts IHF. Employing direct-
coupled amplifiers and dual power
supplies, you'll hear improved bass
while transient, damping and
frequency responses are greatly
enhanced. Distortion is infinitesimal.

Whichever model you select,
advanced FM sensitivity deftly plucks
out those stations a hairline away
from each other on the dial, and
excellent selectivity zeros in on your
program choice.

in a stereo receiver.

.

At Pioneer, we believe our
engineers have really outdone them-
selves by designing features like:

a new and exclusive circuit that
protects your speakers against
damage and DC leakage, ultra wide
linear dial scale, loudness contour,
FM muting, mode lights, click-stop
tone controls, high & low filters, dual
tuning meters, audio muting, plus a

full range of connections for turn-
tables, tape decks, headphones,
microphones, speakers — and even
4-channel connections, when you're
ready.

To top this total combination are
Pioneer's sensible prices — SX-828,
$429.95; SX-727, $349.95. including
walnut cabinet. If all this doesn’t
impress you, listening to them will.
See and hear these magnificent new
receivers; as well as the new
moderately priced SX-626 and
SX-525, at your local Pioneer dealer..

U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp..
178 Commerce Road,

Carlstadt, New Jersey 07072

W PIONEER’

when you want something better

Pioneer has more of everything.
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See The GREAT MOVIE STARS
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Choose ANY ONE

of These Books for only
to introduce

$ MOVIE

LIBRARY

you to the
CLASSIC
Orig. retail prices $6.95 to $10.00
—
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The Classic Movie Library Offers Books On The Screen’s Leading Stars:
You See Them in the Best Scenes From Their Films—Read Exciting
Plot Synopses, Spell-Binding Commentary and Revealing Biographies!

Now—choose any one of these 5 remarkable books described
on the right ... for only $1.00 —a saving up to $9.00 —to
demonstrate the kind of uniquely entertaining volumes you'll
find in the Classic Movie Library—without any obligation to
buy additional books. This richly bound matched set of vol-
umes contains thousands of memorable photos . ..cach De-
Luxe hard bound volume 8%2" x 11" library size. The Classic
Movie Library presents an unparalleled intimate view of the
leading cinema stars in their best remembered films. Each
glorious volume is packed with each film’s cast, attractive
photos of each star in a variety of poses, action photos, plot
synopses, spell-binding comments, and an exciting biogra-
phy. The information in cach book will provide you with
surprising details on the star’s life and career that will spark
your conversation and make TV movie viewing more enjoy-
able. It’s a eollection you'll be proud to display on your shell,
one that you'll never tire of, and refer to again and again. It

will be used, enjoyed, and admired by all your family and
friends. Your introductory volume is only $1.00, and the
rest of the attractive and entertaining volumes are yours for
only $3.95 cach—original retail prices of $5.95 to $10.00-a
saving of up to $6.05 on each volume.

Your Classic Movie Library will include:

Some of the titles in this set include an action-packed history
of filmdom's legendary jungle hero, Tarzan; a fan’s bonan-
za, all of Gary Cooper’s 92 films, including “Plainsman™ and
“High Noon:" a volume packed with your favorite screen
memories of Judy Garland, plus an intimate biography; an
engrossing volume on the spectacular life and film career of
Humphrey Bogart; and many other interesting and unusual
books on the movies™ great western, romantic, comedy, mus-
ical, mystery and drama stars and films.



In All Their FABULOUS FILMS

21. Pictorial History of the Western Film

g

\ - E Yoy mit .\‘ 3y

An action-packed sagebrush spectacular filled from cover to cover with all the great
two-fisted cowboy heroes who have ever galloped across the screen from Bronco
Billy Anderson, William S. Hart, Tom Mix, Buck Jones, “'Hoot”" Gibson. Johnny Mack
Brown, Ken Maynard, Randolph Scott. Roy Rogers. Gene Autry. William **Hoppy"
Boyd. John Wayne right through modem “‘method”" cowboys like Paul Newman and
Marlon Brando. In all, over 200 all-time top westerns come to life again in 475 ad-
venture-charged photo scenes including such classics as ~The Great Train Robbery, ™
“"Stagecoach.” ""Covered Wagon,”” “'Shane,”" “High Noon,” "“Gunfight at the D.K.
Corral,” "How the West Was Won™ plus many more! 70 thrilling years of westem
film-making in one sensational volume!

24, THE FILMS OF CLARK GABLE

s 4 :

Hail 1o the king! Here is Clark Gable—the free, rascally, courageous, self-reliant
actor who was one of the screen’s great naturals. He was all man in all his roles.
When he wanted a woman. he took her. When he got mad. he started swinging.
Gable made 67 memorable motion pictures in a fabulous career spanning more than
a quarter of a century. And you'll enjoy every single one of them in this superb vol-
ume including “China Seas,”” “"Mutiny on the Bounty,” “'Boom Town. Honky Tonk,™
“Adventure.” “idiot’s Delight.”” ~“They Met in Bombay. ™™ “Strange Cargo."" “"Run
Silent, Run Deep.” "Teacher's Pet,”” “The Misfits." His greatest roles in *'It Hap-
pened Dne Night,” ~The Hucksters™ and as the immortal Rhett Butler in " Gone With
The Wind™ are here. too. Appearing with the handsome Gable are Jean Harlow,
Claudette Colbert, Ava Gardner, Joan Crawford, Lana Turner, Marilyn Monroe. Sophia
Loren, and many more of the screen’s most exciting leading ladies in over 400 photos.
Contains a fascinating account of Gable's career and private life, tog!

1. CLASSICS OF THE SILENT SCREEN
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Here's a loving look back at the wonderful make-believe days of Hollywood's golden
“voiceless” era featuring Lavrel & Hardy, Greta Garbo, Rudolph Valentino, John
Barrymore. Charlie Chaplin. Douglas Fairbanks. Mary Picklord. Gloria Swanson, Buster
Keaton, Clara Bow. John Gilbert, Lillian Gish, Harold Lloyd, Jackie Coogan, and
nearly 60 other great ““silent™ stars. You get a close-up, intimate view of each star
and their films—and discover how they lived, who they loved and what happened
to them when “talkies” came in. Dver 400 rare photes help you enjoy all the thrills,
drama and hilanious comedy of the best scenes from such silent classics as "' The
Birth of a Nation,”” " The Perils of Pauline,”” “Son of the Sheik,”” *The Gold Rush,”
““Imtolerance,”” ““Orphans of the Storm,”” “*Safety Last.” “*The Hunchback of Notre
Dame.” “'Don Juan.”” “'Flesh and the Devil.”" "Beau Geste,”" "“The General," *'The
Fhantom of the Opera,”" “"Ben Hur™". . . plus dozens of other immortal films.

26. THE FILMS OF JOHN WAYNE

A “living legend!” That's the only way to truly describe John Wayne and his incred-
ible film career. Wayne has been among the top ten box office stars for more than
16 years in a row now .. And this magnificent volume 1s a complete pictorial record
of Wayne's career with casts, credits and exciting plot synopses of every film in
which he appeared. More than 400 photos enliven the action as you waich *'The
Duke™" in rare scenes from his earliest ones. as well as his more memorable triumphs
like “Flying Tigers.” “The Fighting Seabees.”” “Fort Apache.” *Pittsburgh,*
“Wake of the Red Wich.” ““Sands of lwo Jima."”" “'The High and the Mighty,”
“Red River,” “Hondo,”” “"The Quiet Man.'~ “Hatari."" *"The Alamo,”" **The Longest
Day.” “The Green Berets,” and of course, his Academy Award Winner *True Grit.”
An amazing 144 hilms to date—and they're all here with thrilling action scenes. So
are all the favorites who played with Wayne, such as “'Gabby' Hayes, Thomas
Mitchell. Ward Bond, Marlene Dietrich. Randolph Scott. Henry Fonda. Victor Mclag-
len, Maureen D'Hara, Barry Fitzgerald. Susan Hayward, Robert Mitchum. Lawrence
Harvey. David Janssen_._and so many others. Here. too, is a special biographic
study that casts new light on Wayne's private life!

2. THE FILMS OF W. C. FIELDS

W. C. Fields “"comes alive’" in over 260 devastatingly funny scenes from some of the
most hilarious movies ever seen. Laugh and enjoy the camtankerous W. C. in "The
Man on the Flying Trapeze,” '"David Copperfield,” “"The Golf Specialist.” **Million
Dollar Legs.” “Tillie and Gus,” "*You Can’t Cheat An Honest Man,~* “*Never Give a
Sucker an Even Break,” ""The Bank Dick,” "My Little Chickadee' .. and over 25
more! You'll roar at sensational scenes of W. C. Fields with Bing Crosby, Bob Hope,
William Gaxton, Marilyn Miller, Jack Oakie., Margaret Dumont, Zasu Pitts, Edgar
Bergen and Charlie #cCarthy. George Burns and Gracie Allen and. of course, all those
fabulous never-to-be-forgotten scenes with Mae West!

XXX NENRERFNNXENEENENEREX XXX

* Send No Money! Free 10 Day Trial Examination
* of Your Introductory Volume for only $1.00

+ MAIL ATTACHED CARD TODAY

{No Stamp Needed)

Just mail the card next to this ad (No Stamp Needed) to
exanune the introductory volume you have selected, With it
will come an invoice of SLOO as full pavment, plus a few
cents mailing charge—you save up to $9.00 on this first vol-
ume. Also you'll receive information on how 1o get your
other beautiful volumes for only $3.95 cach plus a few cents
mailing charge- you save up to $6.05 on cach volume. There
are no other charges. No minimum number of books to
buy, no deposit in advance. Examine any book for ten full
days in your home before deciding. Then either pay the bill
or send any book back and owe nothing. You mav cancel
your reservation at any ume. Fill in, detach and mail the
card NOW! If the card is detached, just send your name
and address to:

CADILLAC PUBLISHING CO., INC. @ Classic Movie Library Div.
Dept. C-335 @ 220 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10001
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a limdsome Tellow cast as the mavor of
Fun City. Which actaally is Tun. for a
change.

-

The shauering cimax ol Strew Dogs,
which takes up nenldy a thind of the
picture’s length and leaves six people
dead, can serve as a textbook study of
how to photograph and cdit scenes ol
violenee to induce exoreme hvpertension.
For that alone, divector and coscenaris
Sam Peckinpah (who  performed  iden
cal Tuncuons tor The Wild Buncly can
cleim o fdmeniking achievement. He s a
supremely professional direcior ol action
sequences, monyg the best anywhere. and
Straw Dogs (the ule devived  Trom an
aphorism ol the Chinese philosopher Lio-
tau) succeeds in its aim of grving audicnces
onc helluva jolt, The anial cult that
has developed around Peckinpah’s work
will doubtless interpret the picture as an
important statement on the pathology of
violence, but such tramped-up theories
do him a disservice, Peckinpah is what
he is: weither a deep thinker nor a
pereeptive writer. His approach o the
subtler awists of character s alwayvs ob-
vious smd sometimes corny. Straae Daogs
would probably be more convinding, as
a nuiter of Lt il set in the rugged
Western milicu that Peckinpah knows so
well, Instead. he has Dustin Holfman
cast—not alogether aedibly—as a guict
voung American scicntist living with his
wife (Susan George. o tiwny  English
ease) near o village in her native Corn-
wall. Some village. Except for the con-
temporiny  costumes. cus and  accents,
the underarrents of hostility suggest an
imminent shoot-out in Dodge City. How
a rational. reflective man discovers his
n killer instinas, and acts upon them,
is the core of the tale—which eruprs
when several horny, insolent louts re-
port lor chores at the scientists fivm
and start imagining wavs to have a go at
his wile. The wife seems o ready enough
candidare for vape and even challenggs
her hushand’s manhood  prior to  the
hual orgy of maiming, bludgconing and
aunlive that brings Strawe Dogs 10 a
shivering finish. The motivations of all
concerned are Laivly arbitrary and serve
mainly 1o tighten Peckinpah's  trisger
finger. Those who can stick it out 10 the
finale will witness some of the grandest
Guignol ever perpetrated on film.

-

The one really hilivious scene in Such
Good Friends [catures James Coco (The
Last of the Red Hot Lovers. in Neil
Simon’s Broadway hit) as a rather incom-
pctent New Yok doctor who has 1o
comfort a patient over the telephone while
Dvan Cannon is cllicicntly pulling  his
clothes off. Coco makes quite a show of
the portly doctor’s dlorts 1o keep up his
practice and let down his pants without
revealing that he's laced into a girdle.
Other than that, director-producer Oto
Preminger’s sex comedy (freely adapted

from the novel by Lois Gould) is laced
with innuendo, nudity and  four-letter
words. but seems to lack a sense ol humor.
The Preminger touch falls like a sandbag
onto this tale of a sleck voung manon
(Dyan) who lewrns while her husband
(Laurence Lockinbilly is dving in the hos-
pital—ol complications following minor
surgery—that he has been a prodigious
adulterer. Contused. she poses mude for
a photographer friend (Ken Howard) whao
turns out o be impotent. makes love to
her husband’s harvied doctor and discusses
her dilemma with nany low-comic medi-
cal consultants and unappetizing friends.
In an awkward deathbed sequence that
scems ment o be funny, she oxhons
her  unconscious spouse o recover, by
promusing, “Wc'll o o Masters and
Johnson and luck our way to memal
heall”  Cracking  doubtful - jukes  at
death’s door is possible as a subject for
comady, but not with Preminger—who
places his actors into svimnctrical  come-
positions oncaimera, but shows livde incli-
mation to help them hind any believable
hunum trath in their roles.

Sean Connery, the nun who seemed
born to play James Bond—md little
clse—is back, and Diemonds Are Forever
has him doing the Ian Floming thing
with the requisite number of givls and
gadgets. The mechanical gimmicks in-
cude an orbinng  satellite  encruseed
with millions of dollars” worth of stolen
diamonds, not w mention ;o olfshore
oil rig in the Paclic Ocean. seoret head-
quartaes lor an international  criminal
comspivacy. If memory serves. the space-
borne diamonds me comnecied 10 a laser
heam. and someone intends o desiroy
Washington, D. C,, but don’t worry about
it. Connery continnes to service a host
ol beddable  beantics: Jill - St. John,
armed with a dosctful of wigs and color-
matched scantics. plays the number-one
girl, a fully packed peck of  wonble
wancd  Tillany - Case. Plentilul - i
Wood (Icatured in pLavioy's April 1971
isuc) plins Plemy O Toole until assas-
sins overtake her, or vou mav prefer
Donna Garrae and Trina Parks,  as
Bambi and Thumper, who promise a
man everyvthing but give him  kinate.
Amsterdam i Las Veaas are the prin-
cipal scitings utilized by direcior Guy
Hoomilton, who scems 1o know his way
around Bond’s turt and  conducts this
tour (seventh in the series) wuh  full
appreciation for the extravagant style—
Dbut somcehow Dondoninia isn’t quite as
aripping as it used 10 be.

-

It would probably be unfair to pick
on Nicholas ond Alexandra. Russia’s lust
czar and his doomed, foolish wile and
family were rather small people caught
up in one ol the great cataclysms ol
history, as indicated by Robert K. Mas-
sic in his biographical best seller. And

director Franklin J. Schaffner. who suc-
ceeded so well with Patton, has clearly
tricd to keep the story personal, abetted
by a James Goldman scenarvio  that
avoids throne rooms and court occasions
and  alogether  shows  remarkable  ve-
straint for a  big, handsomely  photo-
graphed  major  film. During  longish
suctches, in fact, Nicholas and Alexandva
is so conscicntiously understated that a
moviegoer might well wonder whether
Russia’s royal Lunily has withdrawn 1o a
cottage in Sussex. The English cast, of
couse, puts evervthing a bit offcenter,
While Laurence Olivier performs with
his enstomary brilliznce as a peace-loving
Count Wiue, two relative unknowns—
Michael Javstion and Janet Susman—
never quite generate the chiavisma in the
title roles that would have been re-
quired 1o sustain a mavie some three
hours long. The excanion of poor silly
Nicholas and his loved ones by a firing
squad in Fkaterinburg begins to grind
toward its bloody climax right alier in-
termission. and must be one of the longest
death scenes ever filmed. Such illustrined
history lessons serve a usclul purpose,
no doubt, though we would have
trouble naming 1t; and it's sort of cm-
barrassing to have so many actors troop
imo the namrative  disguised as famous
prrsonages. Rasputin.. OK. But things
get pretry sticky when a shim vonng rebel
with a mustache casnally introduces him-
scll as Stalin. or when someone called
Lenin veproachlully: murmurs, “Trotsky,
you've been avoiding me Luely.”

Another tremendous performance In
George C. Scoti—the actor's actor il ever
there wias one—is the swing srace of
The Hospital, a thoroughly kinky mes
sage movie in which anthor Paddy Chay-
clsky’s notion is to use a Lurge wrban
hospital as a leaden svinbol ol owm
incurably sick socicty. The hospital is a
madhouse. Patients enter it in perlect
health and exit on a slab. the vicims of
authorized incompetence. Hostile blacks
and Puerto Ricans [rom the adjacent
community are picketing outside, with
violence imminent. Worst ol all. this
particular bedlam hiobors a homicidal
numiac who wintonly murders several
doctors and one inept nurse in the
course of a single dav. No wonder the
chicl of medicine (Scott) wiants to commit
suickde, or at least run off to New Mexi-
co with a missionary’s danghrer (D
Rige) who has given up drugs. Trvel-
ing with an Indian medicine man whose
hocus-pocus twns ont to he less lethal
than approved hospital procedures. the
girl promises a kind ol ccological paradise,
plus a came for the cminent smgeon’s
mmpotence. “Impotence is beamiful. © .,
I'm impotent and I'm proud of it,” Scott
rages, soaring to emotional heights despite
some lnes ol dialog that wonld put an
ordinary performer ino shock. Chayelsky
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doubtless had ambitious ideas tor The
Hospital, but very Tew of them work our,
perlips because he never decided lor sure
whether he was writing a social tract, a
black comedy or a medical horror story.
Audiences laugh v The Hospital's ex-
cosses, but with the uncertam feeling that
they may be laughing in the wrong places.
The divector on dutv—Avthar (Loive
Story) Hiller—scems as baflled as anyone
about which treatment o oy next. So
he subjects the saript 10 an overdose of
cvervthing, thevebvy inducing slow deah,
much of it pretey painful.

The vme s 1938, the place Ferva.
Ialy. Aping  Hitler's anti-Semitic poli
cies, Mussolini begins o develop  his
own linal solution for Talian Jews, and
The Garden of the Finzi-Continis describes
how onc  aristocratic  Jewish  family
wiaited  for the ax w0 fall. Plaving
tennis. some of them. Staving alool [rom
politics, looking  at the  bright  side.
Carrying on. the way well-bred people
do. As he follows the Finzi-Contint Lam-
ily through sickness and health. through
tentative love allairs and holiday  din-
ners. dirccior Vittorio De Sica plays
down the perilous undercurrents ol his
tory that ultimarely brving  this small
privileged world 1o an end. Fascist inmol-
crance scems remote, unreal. which may
be how certain people saw it—and De
Sict stresses that point in a number of
purposclul scenes. which add up 1o his
vichest work since Two Women. Yet the
wesult overall is a Linguid damee witle
out urgency or deep emotional impaat.
To cip its meticulous reconstruction of
the prewar Thivties, Fiuzi-Continis has
one striking asset i movicdom's  new
golden girl, Dominique Sanda (sce page
87), provocative heve as the Family heiress
apparent. Fonzi-Coniinis”  sccondary at-
tractions include Helmuae (The Damned)
Berger and  Lino Capolicchio,  giving
admirable perlorninces as, respectively,
Dominique’s consumpive brother and
A doval  childhood  sweetheart who
worships her in vaine Bu Dominique
nmanages to outshine everything and every-
one, even her [amous director,

-

The legend of Joe Hill, celebrated in
story and song as o nariyr of the carly
ULS. Jabor movemenr, is reold inoa
Swedish-made film about the career of
the man aciually  named Joseph Hill-
strom, a Swedish immigrant worker and
author ol protest songs who was exceout-
o i Uah in 1915 Tor a wmurder he
probably did not commit. The way the
story is developed by Sweden's writer-
divcctor-producer Bo - Widerberg,  whao
made the hyrical Eliva Madigan, Joc
Hll dies for the most vomantic ol rea-
sons: To vindicie himsell. he would
lave been lorced 1o ruin a beautiful
Lady's reputation. Efoira’s wistful swain,
Fhommy Berggren. plays Joe as @ sort

of doomed poet of the people. The
fln’s re-creations of a distant time and
plice look marvelously  authentic,  a
collection of faded tintypes brought o
life by some subtle miracle. Since every
thing in a Widerberg film is lovely 10
see, wdless ol the subject matter, Joe
Hill's bitter saga has an oddly delicate
air—as though Renoir were on special
assiginent to paint G strike riot.

It is difhcult to remain neutral toward
Stanlev kubrick’s A Clockwork Orange—
previewed by rravsovy  in o January—
for Kubrick honors without quite doing
justice 10 Anthony Burgess' nightmarish
science-liction novel about an England
of the foresecable [uture. where roving
buands ol hoodlums practice sexual as
sault and aas of ultraviolence lor the
pure, sadistic jov ol it. Despite his weak
story sense. Kubrick has asivde as boldly
personal and distinetive as that ol any
vanking  European  muster of  dnema.
and he crowds the film's emdy scenes
with superhip images of a permissive
motern world gone berserk. Drugs and
crotica are everyone’s wip. The hero and
narvator of the tale is an amoval malchick:
mamed - Alex. leader of a0 quartet ol
thugs. who speaks o Russian-influcnced
teen pogon that s likely 1o bewilder
movicgoers  who  have not read  the
book. The group likes 10 don masks and
wige surprise attacks on privite homes
in the country. where they may vape and
pummel their vicims without fear of
mterference by the millicents (or luzz).
Beating up drunks and helpless women
also amuses them. Wheno Alex (plaved
with smashing arrogance by voung Mal-
colm McDowell, the predatory hero ol
11 .. ) is not being turned on by terrified
sacams, he hikes 1o lie abed with the
sicrco booming Becthoven's Ninth Sy
phouy while his crude fantasies bring
him to cjaculation. As always in a Ku-
brick hlm—witness Dr. Strangeloie and
2000: A Space Odvssey—music serves an
important function, with clmssical themes
hom Beethoven, Rossini and Elgar thun-
dering irony, often at a deafening pitch.
The demoralized state of society can be
seen in vandalized apartment buildings,
murals delaced by pornography and Liner
everywhere, Clockicork Orange loses mo-
mennnn when the Tutwistic horror show
starts striving for signiicince—when the
mcorrigible Alex s imprisoned for mu-
der. and chosen as a guinea pig for
brainwashing by the insidious Ludovico
Technigue that promises to end nonpolit-
ical arime thwough the reprogramming of
a young armminal’s vesponses o violence.
In the later part of the movie. Kubrick
(wipling as adaptor-director-producer) geis
rather  bogued down in his ambitious
thesis, resorting to contrived and sone-
times overacted scenes that may reaffiem
hunumitarian principles but are a de-
cided hindrance o drama. He also blun-

ders o the error of cquating sex with
violence, thereby missing author  Bur-
gess” distinction  between  making  love
and  taking it by lorce. In sum. Ku
brick’s Orange has a tinge of artificial
color, I.'u.'t]lll_'l't‘(l up as a spectacula
shocker by a man who knows cvery wick
of the wade.

RECORDINGS

Call it Led Zeppelin IV (Atlantic). since
it carries no printed infornuiion on its
cover, only o picture of a bent old gent
bearing a great faggot of sticks. Inside are
four arcanc-looking svimbols that. word
has it are ancient vunes that Jimmy Page
may have used 1o represent cach of the
tour members of the group. Bur the real
mystery here s that the old Zepp has
become so good. The group finally has
made its own brand of high-volume taste-
lessiess imo gren rock, and not all of it
is at high volume. either. Besides the
flambovant Page solos amd the vpical,
heavily lavered sounds of tmes such as
Rocl and Roll, there are subtle st
mental  effeas  (the dulcimer on The
Battle of Eecrmore, lor exaanple). With
Statyweay to Heaven. the group ascends
into the realm ol seriousness—gening jnto
madrigals, ver. and quasi poctry—and
docs 1t without stimbling.

-

Helen Reddy has arvived. Her Latest Capi-
tol album. dided with her name, s 2
dandy. The irrangements—sometimes cm-
ploving « small. unobtrusive rhytlun sec-
tion, sometimes strings and  chorus—are
perfect foils for Miss Reddy's telling
vocals, The material has been chosen
with discornment (except for the Carole
King sing-along No Sad Song). \nong
others, there me John Lennon's Howe,
Leon Russell's £ Don’t Remember My
Childhood, Randy Newnun's { Think: 1s
Gomg to Rain Today and a couple ol
Helen's own, one of which—Summer of
TLowniuen with Jack Conrad—is a de-
lightfully sentimental beauty and the best
ol the session.

On the basis ol The Great Blind Degree
(Stormy Forest). it is sale to say that
Richic Havens h no new thoughts
about ecology or the generation gap
But while the ecology songs are write
and musically weak. three songs alat
imvoke the awareness of children more
than redeem things. In Think About
the Children, in Cat Stevens' intgined
dialog Fathers & Sony and in G 1
Nash's Teach Your Children. three as
pects ol our legacy 1o the young arve
explored in perhaps  the  maost punc-
rating and Jovely picces Havens has
vet recorded in his vough, wirm. imi-

table voice. He is also writing a book, a



quotation [rom which adorns the album'’s
back cover and is as murky as his songs
are lucid.
-

suddy Miles. a good rock  drummer
and vocalist. has been making the Big
Tour with his cight-picce Big Band. so
now we have two Big Dises 1o celebrate
concerts that you and 1 probably never
attended. As most live albums do, Buddy
Miles Live (Mercury) [ails when it anms
1o convey the spontancous, oli-groovy
excitement of the event. Buddy's con-
stant cliche exhortations to the crowd
are a diag, as is all the recorded ap-
plause. Yer Buddy is a great drummer
and his band produces nice sharp en
sembles on driving tunes such as Joe
Tex. If the tempos are too  similar
throughout. there 1s an interesting varie-
ty of 1extures, as on The Segment. and
Stemsey Hunter plays fine alio sax. No-
table in this set are a version ol Neil
Young's Down by the River. funky ver
managing 1o preserve the flavor of the
original. and Isaac Hayes's Wrap It Up,
19 minutes of slick r&b power.

If Miles Davis doesn’t watch out, Fred-
dic Hubbard's going 1o blow him right
off his perch as super horn man. Fiest Light
(CT1) contains some ol the best trumpet
we've heard in years. What with drommer
Jack DeJohnette. bassist Ron Carter, gui-
tarist George Benson, (lutist Hubert Laws
and percussionist Airto Moreira around to
lend support. and what with superh chares
by Don Schesky, and a fullsized suing
section behind him, Hubbard has nothing
to do but stretch our and be sensational.
s tone, taste and Oreivity e awesome.

-

East has never met \West more success
fully or alluringly than on Ravi Shan-
kar’s new Concerte for Sitar and Orchestra
(Angel), a melodions melange commis-
sioned by the London Symphony Or-
chestra and recorded by it under Andr¢
Previn's biton  with  the composer as
soloist. Though the meladic idiom is
clearly Orviental (each ol the comcerto’s
four movements is based on its own
rag), the crisp orchestralions are just as
clearly those ol a craftsman well versed
in the ways of the Occident. Shankar
plays the sitar solos with his accustomed
virtuosity, and the London Symphony
nmien taike 1o the twistngs and drummings
ol the accompaniment like Bombay ducks
1oy water.

-

By now, Herbie Aimn has (‘xplurml
about as puny corners of the musical map
as he could [nd, so why shouldwt he
set back 1o roots? Push Push (Embryo) in-
cludes the title tune, which is the flutist’s
own creation and  a smasher, What's
Going On, Avetha Faanklin's Spivit in the
Dark and Ray Charvless What'd 1 Say.
The LI featnres Richard Tee's piano and
clearic piano, the lare Duane Allman’s

Andwhen it comes to Scotch,
Cutty Sark says it all.

Cutty Sark Scots Whisky.
The only one of its kind.

THE BUCHINGHAM CORPORATION (MPORTERS - NEW YORR. N ¥ = DISTILLED AND BOTTLED 1n SCOTLAND « BLENDED 86 PROOF
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guitar and the leader’s superlative flute-
work. Mann's virtuosity has sometimes lelt
the impression of mechanics triumphing
over feeling. No such thing: skill has
never precluded soul.

-

Naobody's impartial about Sly Stone. As
the man hisell savs on his Laese album,
There's a Riot Goin’ On (Lpic). it's a Fam-
iy Affair. And il vou dig slured. mum-
bled, ululating  vocals—casual 1o the
point ol being mannered—slippery. lig-
uid sounds, Laded. Tuzzed and synihe-
sized. with lots ol gloop-gloop dobros and
slide guitars. well, you won't have to ask
why the ditle e is listed bur not
plaved or who's in the band now. Who
cares? This has more variety dun pre
vious Shv albums, but the best things
are all on the sccond side. Tione con-
tains what must be Sly’s ultimate man-
nered casual vocal: Spaced  Cowboy s
what the name implies and deserves 1o
become a classic: Runnin® dway, with its
splendid irumpet-sax obbligato. will never
induce vou 1o ask. "From what?*” You'll
know. baby. you'll know.

Judee Sill (Asvlum) is a mliqm-ly Lrins-
parcnt album on which every ellect is care-
fully. wtfully controlled. The sparkling
engineering  and prmllll.liml. the preuy
purity of Judee's voice, the casy umeful
implicity of her songs beautilully com-
bine to render her lancilul religious per-
cepuons. The dithculty s that her lyrics
100 often depend on private obscurity or
cute imagery w convey leeling, so the
result—ceven 1o be heard in Judee's in-
tonation—is mannered quirkiness. There
is something about her pinched Face and
black robes. her pop-mystic casualness
about God and, hnally. her pretension
thae displays all wo dearly a girl hung ap
in her own inchoate mythology of Christ.
Her immodest message 10 us on the inner
sleeve is: “NMay you savor cach word like
a vspbarry.” Ours o her: “May you next
time provide us less seedy fruit.”

-

Savoy Brown. after innumeaable per-
sonnel changes, has emerged as one hne
rock-"w-roll batul. Street Corner Talking (’ar-
o) demonstrates the group’s ability to
handle relwively simple matevial - with
varicty and aaste. Tell Mama shows how
sttong the new band is, while I Can't Get
Next to You spotlights the lead singing ol
Walker, who sounds like David
Clavton-Thomas while remaining his own
nan. Paul Ravmond's electric organ and
Kim Simmonds’” lead guitie are note-
worthy in AN T Can Do, a longer. relaxed,
bluesy opus that never drags. We hope
this band is together once and lor all.

Dinve

Johm Hartford plays exceptional guitar
and banjo. sings in a rather unmusi-
cal, 1 voice and performs very musi-
cal, clever and  sophisticated  country

songs. On his latest  disc.  Aereo-Plain
(Warner Bros). we are inlormed of all
sorts of [inciful  visions—past,  present
and future—not the least of which is
how to get in wuch with God in Twrn
Your Radio On, a great song writen
without (we presume) tongue in cheek in
1938, Although Hartlord has hine accom-
panying  musicians, he sometimes  lets
himsclf be overtaken by whimsical and
silly B But  then
again, sometimes the silly  things are
quite meovelous. s on Holding and
Steam Powerved Aerveo Plane. the lormer
particularly unforgaitable lor all dope
smokers with a sense ol humor.

CXCESSUS: Boogie.

B
Put on vour rock-"n"-roll shoes—there's
aroup around that understands
what it's all ibout. Wilderness Rood (Colum-
bia) s, simply, a knockou, It's the kind
ol solid rock that’s damn hard 10 come by
these davs. Wirren Leming and Niue
Herman trade Tead-guicr slotss—covering
evervithing from mean Keith Richard o
soothing  Jerry Garcia between  them—
with Andy and Tom Haban hilling in on
sty bass and droms, respectively. To-
gether they project The Band's [ecling for
America and the foral insuncs of The
Who—Dbut the sound is all their own.

it new

.
Ever since Paul McCarmey raded i
John Lennon lor Linda Eastman, he
hasn't made much memovable music. B
he does seem o be geting bheuer all the
time. Alter Rom, which was something
of a disasier. Wings “Wild Life” (Applc)
sounds really good. Tt still doesn’t come
up to the best stufl he did as a Beade.
but at least it isn't ivvitating. Like Len-
non. oddly enough, hie seems to he moving
back toward simpler, cdeaner music. The
album’s would-be  rockers—Mumbao and
Bip Bop—won't give vou an unguench-
able urge to boogic. but in the quicter
cuts, such as Dear Friend, there are real
echaes of his fine carly melodies. And
even if induding a Hawaiian jump ver-
sion ol Mickey & Svlvia's Love Is Strange
wis a tactical ervor, it an least proves tha
great rock songs e not casily killed.

THEATER

Two Gentlemen of Verono was one of
Shakespeare’s  most  forgettable  plays.
Now it has been metamorphosed into a
memorable  contemporary musical. The
joylul  ranslormation first ook place
Last summer i Centval Paok under the
sponsorship ol Joseph Papp’s New York
Shakespeare  Festival. Now, on Broad-
way, there have been a lew cast changes,
some songs hine been shiced and  the
tickets are no longer hice—bur the show
is still a delight. Adaptors John Guare and
Mel Shapiro have borowed the Bard's

basic plot—two friends are close encmies
i maners ol love—and  transporwed i
to a Verona and Milan that ook suspi-
ciously like New York. The new book is
frankly anachronistic: Lovers  exchange
night letters, Lipse into ﬁpamish andd sing
and dance with soul. Galt MacDermort's
score eclears Treely, swinging from rock
to blues 1o calypso 10 nonsense. and
Guare’s ingenious vrics spoof evervone
from Shakespeare 1o
writer. There isn't 2 phony fiber in
this wrhan cthnic romp. and the show
embraces the entive theer: The band
is up in the balcony and the acors are
in ad out ol the aisles and swinging
lrom Ming Cho Led's qungle-gyvm ser.
As the sell-admiving  cavalier, Proteas,
Riul Julia is magnetic, full of
inventiveness and impertinence. Carelul-
Iv undermining his comrade Valentine,
cunningly pursuing his own best inter
ost, he makes romantic villaiy hilarious
and charming. But the whole cast joins
wholcheartedly in this 1o cclebra
tion ol south, voung love and ivepressi-
ble vivalitv, At the St James, 216 West
141h Swrect.

Guare  as  song-

Comic

-

Twigs works becuse of Sada Thomp-
son. George Furth's Tour linked comedy
skits call for Miss Thompson 1o play
three sisters—and  the mother of  them
all. Delicately divecied by Michael Ben-
nett. she makes each Lady into a distina
acture—jumping in and out ol 1vpe
like a quick-change character  actress,
The changes go bevond diess and make-
up into mannerism and sensibilite. She
reallv seems like Tour actresses and. at
the curtain, one is surprised o see Miss
Thompson. a lone female. surrounded
by actors. In the fivst three skits, she
plays an attractive whan widow  and
nonstop talker. then a basehall “widow™
and nonstop tiker. and then a subur
Lan housewile and nonstop talker. Since
the title of the play is lrom Alexander
Pope’s “Just s the awig is benr, the
tree’s  inclined.”  AMa, who  comes on
Liast, is the biggest nonstop talker ol all.
An ncient Ivish havidan,  she
busy making wisceracks ar the expense
ol her doddering  hushand  that  she
docsn’t even lhave @ moment in which 1o
die. although she never stops thicaen
ing 1o do so. With a less comic actress.
the ceveming might grow tresome. bt
Miss  Thompson  gives o performance
that's Iree ol excess ver not afrad of
a broad stwwoke. Whether lugging o relrig-
erator across a Kitchen [loor, singing and
dimcing a remembered music-hall e or
splatting a4 chocolate cake on her hus
band’s sweaer and veplacing it on the
plite without losing a lick of icing, she
carries the show in her triumphant wake.
At the Broadhurst, 235 West 44th Sireet.
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Now you can get this

SYSTEM

plus processing

for onlylg'“ R

if you buy three cartridges now (at the regular |

Club price) — and agree to purchase 12 more
cartridges during the coming year

Plus—valuable
STEREO HEADPHONES
AS A SPECIAL GIFT!

That's right! — now you can have this handsome
3-piece component Columbia 8-Track Cartridge
System for only $19.95 a price well below our
own cost! Yes, here's everything you need 1o
enjoy the full stereo fidelity, plus the efforlless
convenience of B-track cartridges! What's more,
you can enjoy sterec music in complele privacy
by using the Stereo Headphones, which we're
including as a gift!

To take advantage ol this offer just fill in and
mail the coupon now, together with your check
or money order for $i9.95. You will receive the
System plus Headphones plus the three carlridges
you are buying now {for which you will be billed
$6.98 each, plus processing and postage). And all
you have to do is agree to buy just twelve more
cartridges (al regular Club prices) during the
coming year!

As a member you will receive, every four weeks,
a music magazine — describing the regular selec-
tion for each musical interest and hundreds of
alternates.

Choose your first 3 cartridges from this selection of hits:

How to order. I you do not want any selection in
any month, merely return the response card pro-
vided by the date specified {or use the card to
order any of the allernates}. I you want only the
regular selection, do nothing — it will be sent
automatically. From time to time, we will offer
some special cartridges, which you may reject by
returning the dated form provided — or accept by
doing nothing.

Your own charge account will be opened upon
enrollment . . . you pay for cartridges only after

FEATURES:

Preciston engineered to high Columbia standards,
the System — wilh its solid state design and rich
wood grained cabinet includes a Stereo B-track 4-
channel player with AC Hysteresls motor, 12 Tran-
sistors, 5 Diodes, 1 Thermistor, 6 watts of music
power, shide control adyustments for Volume, Balance
and Tone;, Channel indicators with both automatic
channel changer and manual control and includes a
sterco headphone jack. Two twin speaker enclosures
for maximum stereo fidelity, From Japan. Dimen-
sions: Player is 12'=" W x 4'-" H x 10" D. Each
Speaker is 8':7 W x 117 H x 3t2" D.

you have received them. They will be mailed and
billed at our regular price of $6.98, plus process-
ing and postage. (Occasional special cartridges
may be somewhat higher.)

Fantastic bonus plan. After completing your en-
rollment agreement, you may cancel membership
at any time. If you do decide to continue, you will
be eligible for our generous bonus plan — you'll
get an additional cartridge of your choice FREE
for every two you buy! Act now — mail the
coupon today!

SLY & THE

CAROLE KING
MUSIC

PLUS
s Going

ta Take
Some Tune

\ Carry Your
Load

9 MORE

SANTANA/Three
Evtgﬁady's Everything

212852. Carole King
Music. Her latest
smash hit! (Ode)

206771. George Jones
& Tammy Wynetle —
We Go Together.

It's So Sweet To
Take Me, etc. (Epic)

211094, Arthur Fiedler
“Superstar'’. Boston
Pops perform Jesus
Christ Superstar,
others. {Polydor)

207522, Barbra Joan
Streisand. Where You
Lead, Beautiful, B
more. (Columbia)

207993, Partridge
Family Sound Maga-
zine. | Woke Up In
Love This Morning,
10 more. {Bell)
210948. Judy Collins
Whales & Night-
ingales; Amazing
Grace. (Elektra)
SC720/572

209239. Santana 3.
Batuka, Everybody's
Everything, plus 7
more. [Columbia)

206573. Rod Stewart
- Every Picture Tells

A Story, plus seven

more, [Mercury]

207472, &ndy Williams
— You've Got A

Fnend For All We

Know, etc. (Columbia)

210260. Percy Faith
plays selections from
Jesus Christ Super-
star. (Columbia)

211805. The Doors —

Other Voices, plus

Tightrope Ride, eftc.

(Elektra)

212159. Peter Nero
Summer of "42.
For All We Know,

others, (Columbia)
210856, Van Marrison

— Tupelo Honey. Wild
Night, plus 8 more.
{Warners)

2059791. Kostelanetz

Plays Chicago. 25
or 6 to 4, plus many

rnofe {Columhaa}

210211, Donny 0smond 203919. Carpenters —

— To You With Love,

Go Away Little Girl,

10 more. {MGM)

210229. 3 Dog Night
— Harmony. Family
Of Man, many more.
{Dunhill /ABC)

209536. Engelbert

Humperdinck — An-

other Time, Another

Place. Help Me Make
It Through The
Night, plus 9 more.

(Parrot)

For All We Know,
Rainy Days And Mon-
days, elc. {AEM)

207571. Ray Conniff
— Great Contemporary
Instrumental Hits.
I1's Too Late,
Superstar, 9 more.
(Columbia)

203535. Carole King
— Tapestry. Also: 1
Feel The Earth Move,
elc. (Ode)

FAMILY STONE
THERE'S A RIOT
GOIN ON

FLUS

Family Atiair - 1o wong

210237. Sly & The
Family Stone —
There's A Riot Goin®
On. Family Affair,
etc. (Epic)

209544, B. ). Thomas®
Greatest Hits Vol. 2.
Raindrops Keep Fall-
ing On My Head, plus
9 more. (Scepter)

210791. Aretha Frank-
lin's Greatest Hits.
Spanish Harlem, Re-
spect, elc. (Atlantic)

209932. Lynn Ander-
son — How Can |
Unlove You? Don't
Say Things You Don't
Mean, etc. (Columbia)

210153, Jimi Hendrix
— Rainbow Bridge.
Dolly Dagger, plus

8 more. {Reprise)

209973. Cat Stevens.
Teaser and The Fire
Cat, Moonshadow,

9 more. (A&M)

212654. Bob Dylan
Greatest Hits,

vol. I, {Twin

Pack — Columbia)==

210138. Tom Jones

Live At Caesar's

Palace. (Twin Pack
‘London)

209726. Chicago At
carnegie Hall —
Vols.3&4.I'mA
Man, etc. (Twin
Pack — Columbia)=

210161. Sth Dimension

Live. Never My Love,

plus 21 more. (Twin |

Pack — Bell}#

210252, Joan Baezr —
Blessed Are. Also:
The Night They Drove
Oid Dixie Down, 18
more. (Twin Pack —
Vanguard)#

=TWIN PACKS —
each is equivalent
to two single tapes
— yel each counts as

COLUMBIA TAPE CLUB, Terre Haute, Iadiana 47808

I am enclosing my check or money order for $19.95 as
payment for the Cartridge System. Please accept my
membership application, and send the System plus the
three cartridges indicated below (for which I will be
billed 56.98 each. plus processing and postage for the
System and cartridges). And as an extra bonus. also
send me the Sterec Headphones! (Complete satisfaction
Is guaranteed or my money will be refunded in full )

A= a member, I agree to buy 12 more cartridges (at
regular Club prices) in the coming vear. and may cancel
my membership any time thereafter. If I continue, I will
be eligible for your bonus plan. All selections will be
described in edrvonce in the Club magarzine, sent every
four weeks. If I do mof want any retion, I'11 return
the response card by the date specified — or use it to
orcier any cartridge I do want. If I want only the regu-
lar selectionn, I need do nothing it will be sent autos-
matically, From time to time. I'll be offered special
cartndr:('.-; which I may accept or reject by using the
dated form provided.

MY MAIN MUSICAL INTEREST IS (check one box only)
1 Easy Listening i Young Sounds ] Country

(Please print)  (first name) Ginitial) (st name)

State.

ATTENTION CREDIT CARD HDLDERS:

If vou wish to charge the cost of the Syvstem and first
three cartridees, plus processing and postage, to your
crecit card, check one and fill in account number:

] BankAmericard [] Dinegrs Club "] American Express
1 Uni-Card [ Master Charge [ Midwest Bank Card

Account No..... R s R +»..Expiration Date. e
(SU W) BZS

only one
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

M} girl and I, both in our late 20s,
want 1o scttle down to a life together
—Dbut without getting married, which
we feel represents an unwanranted intru-
sion of the state into our private lives.
However, we'r

apprehensive about the
probable negative reactions of our estal-
lishment-oriented friends and rvelauves.
I'o avoid any unpleasaniness, we've con-
sidered sending out lalse wedding an-
nouncements lollowing a wip to Haw:iii.
What do vou think?*—A\. B., Albuquer-
que. New Mexico.

You appear to be a bt confused. Cer-
tainly, a marriage can be a cage, but il’s
not the wedding license per se that puls

the lock on the door, it's the possessiveness
of the people involved, combimed with the
frequently stifting demands of conven-
tional  sociely. This can happen, of
course, in any relattonship. state sanc-
mst add that
your description of your own paiving

tiemed or not, and we
makes it sound as confining as the nost
suffocating of marviages. In fact, you're
ceen willing to go as jay as to send out
phony wedding annowncements, as op-
posed to some anthentic newlyweds whe
are so “libevaied” they don’t eoen both-
er to mail honest ones. We sugeest that
you cave very much what your so called
establishment-oviented  friends and rela-
tives think, and we suggest furiher that
you wonld probably lilke yourseloes a lot
better if you got marvied and stopped
worrving  what  the “in”  anti-establish-
ment attitude is this year,

Im in the m:nket lor a new car and I've
decided that, at last, 1 would
longtime ven to own a convertible. Much
to my surprise, lew dealers have any.
What's the story on them?—B. R., Chi-
cago, Hlinois.

The convertible may be going the way

satisfv a

of the rumble seat. Amervican Maolors
gave conovertibles the ax in 1968 and

Chrysler discontinued its lines last year.
A General Motors spokesman ve povts that
sales haive been steadily decliang during
the past few years, while Ford
tabeled  as report that it
wonfed converftbles in 1973

admitied theve is low demand. Chief
culprit seems fo be hivh speed ex press
ways, which make teoing il the top
down anything but pleasant.

wlich
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discontinue

My pml)lcm is my wile. Now that the
kids are in school, she has taken a part-
time job in an architect’s office 1o help
out with a temporarily deflared budget.
Unfortunately. her boss has convinced
her that she should finish college and
get some Iraining in urban planning,
and that when she does so, he will get her
a pl':}mnlitm and a raise. She is excited

about this, but I think the whole thing
is crazy. Not only do I make cnough
money so that my wife docsn’'t have to
work but she hasn't stopped 10 consider
that she'll be spending a lot of  her
income on extras, such as a cleaning
lady, a new wardrobe. and so [lorth.
How do I persuade her o forget about
being Miss Career Woman ol the Year,
consider her hushand and children first
and stick to her real job as a wile and
mother>—1. E., Ames. Llowa.

Your wwife’s problem is her usband,
If a desivable provision can be made for
the children should  lake
care of a good picce of thal—ice can’
see why you'd object o your wife’s
finishing her education and experoment-
ing with a caveer. To deprive her of a
chance 1o feel valuable 1o hersell and
society above and beyond the roles of
wife and mother would bhe not only
selfish but crucl. Rather than (rying lo
il lher horizons, you should look [or-

and school

ward to gaining a wife who, being ¢n
gaged in work that is meaningful 1o hev.
will be infinitely more intevesting—and
challenging. Isn’t that what you wanit?

A friend is hung up on a Japanesc
chick, but unfortunately she thinks he
smells bad—literally. My biend takes
baths unul he's pink, but she still can’t
hide her uptightmess when he gets real
close. The guy smells all vight 10 me.
Could it be a _].'lp;uu'w sense ol super-
smell? Or whatz—]. P FPO San Fran-
cisco. California.

Your friend’s problem way sunply be
that he’s a cavnivore. The ingestion of
any animal fat jnmf”u'_\' butyrie acid,
which, m turn, gives the diney a distine-
tive odor. Amervicans, who ave heavy
but
the Japanese, who cat only a tenth as

meat calers, are accustomed 1o i,
much meat as we do, are not. However,
they cat fioe times as much fish, and
some American men, in turn, complan
that Japanese givls have a fishy odor. It
a matler of mind over malodorousness.
Varvious inonigrant groups  addicted 1o
cabbace, wurst, carlic, ete., have all suf-
fered from social ostracism based on noth-
J;Hg Hoe .\f“'f thean thery .‘_'H“.H":'_j fialiits,

L.-m Easter, T visited Nassau and spent
much of mv time in one ol the local
This was my hrst time m a
gambling casino and I was quite Jucky.
At the end ol the evening, however, 1
was puzzled by whether or not I should
tip the dealer ar my blackjack 1able.
What's the drill on this>—A. T., New
York, New York.

Wihen a player in any game decides Lo
leave, he uswally tips the croufer or

CISINOS.
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dealer at least five dollars. At the end of
the evening, the casino employees pool
their tips and divide them up equally. In
a crap game, some players tip after they've
muade a particulurly big win.

ln any number of Westerns thatr I've
seen, there has been a scene in which the
poor soul who has been shot or punc-
tured by an arvow has a bottle of whis-
key poured over his wounds, Is this
really ol any help as an amiseptic. or is
it just a form of artustic hcense>—G. F.,
Philadelphia. Pennsylvania.

I’y more  arlistic than  antiseplic.
Cleansing antiseplics are usually 70 per-
cent alcohol, wheveas dvinking whiskey,
at 86 proof. musters a bare 43 percent
aleohol. 11 would, of conrse, help rinse
the dirt off a swound (but much more
painfully than water). Al least one doc-
tor we know has suggested drinking the
whiskey instead, on the grounds that it
would do just as much good medically
and would be much move pleasuvable.

Tlmugh I've been married hive years and
love my husband deeply, several months
ago I came rerrifyingly dose to having
sexual relations with another man. I've
lelt absolutely rotten ever since and, de-
spite my previously good sexual relations
with mvy husband. 'm now unable to leel
any desire for him at all. T no longer en-
jov sex with him. he fecls rejected. and [
feel guilty. We've discussed the problem
thoroughly and I think that I may be
punishing myself for lusting alter anoth-
er man by denving mysell the pleasure
ol sex with the man 1 love. Will time
cure the problem. or do I need psychiat-
ric helps—>Mlrs. W, P, Billings, Montana.

Your self-analysis appears sound 1o us.
What you've got 1o vecognize, of cowrse,
is that men and women conlinually find
people other than their marriage pari-
ners sexually attractive. How they deal
with these temptations s what matters.
You and your husband ought to approsch
sex as an expresston of love, vather than
as a lest or proof of 1. With paticnce
and understanding on his part and yours,
the problem should diminish and  pass
away. If it doesn't, then by all means seel:
some form of counseling.

l vecently purchased a pair ol speakers
for my stereo system that sounded  just
great in the store, but once 1 got them
home I was disappointed in the bass
response. Is there anything 1 can do
besides rning up the bass [requency
control? In the store it was set “llat,”
and it seems T ought to be able to leave it
that way and get the same response at
home.—D. S.. Milwaukee. Wisconsin.
To tmproee your bass vesponse, set
your speakers on the floor in the corners
of the room. This should add considera-
bly to the bass. The veason is simple:

Theorctically, if a speaker conld be
suspended in the center of a room, 1l
would. i cflect, be vadiating ils sound
mto a 360-degree spheve. Once on the
floor. it's vadialing into a hemisphere
and the reflecied sound from the flom
doubles the loudness. Move it against a
wall and i's yaditing into o quarter
of a sphere and the sound is doubled
again. In a corner, wheve the floor and
two walls mect. i's radiating into only
an cighth of a spheve and the power is
dowbled once morve. Checl: to make sure
that your speakers are in Ph({,\{' with
cach other, so that the sound fronts re-
inforce each other: see Your nstruction
boollet for details. You might also place
a felt pad under youy speakeys—if they've
on the floor—ito prevent the (ransmitied
sound from bothering your neighbors.

A l[ellow worker is a liguor and wine
connoisseur, and the other dav he made
reference 1o a drink called “malmsev™
and was so sure that 1 was familiar with
it that I felt embarrassed 10 reveal my
ignorance. Can vou tell me whae ic is?
—T. F.. San Dicgo. Calilornia.

Malmsey s a sweel, amber-colored,
fortificd wine: the word itself is the
English name for the malvasia grape from
which it’s made. Most present-day malm-
sey comes [rem the istand of Madeira,
George, Dule of Clavence (1H19-1478)
and the vounger hrother of Edward 1T,
was supposcdly drowned inoa butl (at
the time. a cast holding abont 120 gal.
lons) of it. Fact or fancy, Shakespeare 1m-
mortalized the incident in “Richard 111"

Fm' the past several years, 've devoted
myself exclusively, and successtullyv. to
obtaining a degree in chemistry and gain-
ing entry to onc of America’s hest medi-
cal schools. While 1 was doing this. 1
put evervthing else aside, including dat-
ing. Now I'd like to start dating again.
but T lack the confidence T once had.
How does a man start over againz—DP. |
Houston, Texas.

First, by recognizing that you've not a
beginner or a teenager, that you ave
continuing vather than starting again
and that any awlwardness yvou display
will reflect who you are, not who vou
were. And what's wrong with thai? Try
thinking of the givls you'll date as people
to whom you'll yelate, not characters in
a play with whom you have to assume
voles and memorize lines. Since your
confidence needs a little boosting, seel:
supportive givis al fust and those with
whom you have a lot in commaon, so you
won't feel constantly (esied. But above
all, be yourself.

Tllcrc's been a lot of talk about the qual-
ity ol drugs purchased in the street being
way below what the seller claims. But
U've heard so much baloney put out by
the establishment about drugs that I no

longer know what to believe, What's the
straight scoop?—A. F.. Vancouver, Brit-
ish Columbia.

Lal analyses of dvugs sold in the styeel,
both in the States and abyoad, indicate
you wmay be getting both move and less
than you bargained for. An analysis of
119 styect-drng samples collected in Am-
stevdam, Holland. shoieed that only 7¢
percent of the samples clanmed to be
pure hashish actually weve and only 51
pereent of the amphetamine  samples
were the MeCoy. as weve only 14 percent
ol those claimed 1o be pure 18D, Some
individuals who thought they weve in-
jecting themseloes with  cocaine
actually using monosodinm gluiamate. A
recent “dope scoreboard” published in
a Los Angeles underground  newspaper
indicated that an animal tranquilizer weas
the active ingredient in a  psychedelic
called “Angel Dust” that LSD samples
were frequently ot with strychnine and
that at least one capsule sold as contain
mg organic mescaline actually contained
LSD and brewers yeast. Caveal emplor.

were

I—.'ltcl_\' I've come down with a case ol
what I'm sure 1s the erabs. and even alter
meticulous bathing I've still got them.
Some questions occur 10 me: How did 1
get them? My girl's bheen out ol town
for several weeks and during that tume
I've been continent. Is there an easy way
to get rid of them: And what's the
danger of their spreading 1o other parts
ol the body*—]. C.. Chicago. 1linois.

Phthivins — pubis—more  connonly
known as the cvalr louse—is one of the
Jew lovemaking side effects you can aciu-
ally contract from toilet seats, bedelothes,
towels, clothing, cte.. though the most
common way is {hrough body conlacl.
Crabs carry no Enowen  disease but  do
canse Hching that can be painful. How-
ey, theve is no H'fl";_{l’r of their trave Hug
from one part of your body to another.
As Jor dealing with the hittle buggers,
you might first visit the doctor to make
sure that what you've got isu'l something
more oy Jess) exolic. He may suggest Blue
Omtment ov A2000 (hoth nonpreserip-
tion) or prescribe an effeclive medication
called Kwell. One final suggestion: Afier
taking the cure, make sure you'sve laun-
deved your undervclothing, towels, sheets,
ete.. as the nearly invisible lice layviae can
come back to bug you.

Al veasonable  questions—from  fash-
ton, food and drvink, stereo and sports cars
to dating dilevunas, taste and ctiquetle
—awill be pevsonally  ansieved if  the
writey mcludes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Adiisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. AMichi-
gan Avenue, Clicago, Hhinois 6061 1. The
mosl provocalive, pertinent queries aeill
be presented on these pages each month.
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Good Kentucky bourbon actually softens
the taste of pipe tobacco. Subtly adding
flavor without disguising it. Amazingly,
the Swedes discovered it.

The result is Borkum Riff. A unique,
definitely rich smoke that won't bite.
Burns evenly. Stays lit. Because it's nff
cut to pack perfectly.

You'll ike it. Borkum Riff the
bourbon smoke. From Sweden,

Skaal.
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JUSTICE FOR ALL—-MORE OR LESS
Herve is another example of the insan-

iy that passes for justice in this Land.
Three consecutive items in the coluimn
“Oregon Briels” in the Medford Mail
Tribune desaribe the penalties imposed
for three criminal acts. One tells of a
drive-in-theater owner who was  lound
suilty of disseminating obscene material
and fined S1000. Another veliwes the
story ol a man who was held in jail in
licu of a 53000 bond alier 25 pounds ol
marijuana were discovered in his car. The
third item describes the case ol a man who
wis found  guiltv ol hit-aind-run. Two
women died in that acadent. The driver
wis hmed S750.

Wavne K. Howard

Medlord, Oregon

THE WORD ON THE WEED

Some  significant  progress has  been
occurring  in the  marijuam-law-relorm
movement.  Fist, the prestigions  San

Francisco Committee on Crime, appointed
by Mayor Alioto, recommended a plan
whereby the state would legalize mari-
juana and conwrol its distribution in a
manner anidogous to controls over alco-
hol. And, until the state and Federal
laws are changed accordingly. it sugzested
that San Francisco simply announce tha
the city could no longer aftord 10 expend
its resources auempting o enforce these
Faws with which it disagrees.

Second, two commirttees ol the Ameri-
can Bar Association independently ree-
ommended  legalization of marijuana in
testimony submitted to the National Com-
mission on Marijuana and Drug Abuse,
These recommendations were based on
their finding that “there is simply no
basis for cmploying the criminal sanc-
tion, with its threat of imprisonment,
against people who, at the very worst,
are harming themselves.”

Groups such as the Americin Public
Health  Association and  the American
Academy ol Pediatrics have asked for
the removal ol all criminal penalues lor
use of mavijuana. And even the Ameri-
can Medical Association, long in opposi-
tion o this reform, has published a study
that refutes the comention that marijuana
somchow leads 1o heroin. Based on a
suvey  of 106 smokers, the
concluded:

authors

It appears that one ol the graaest
fears of manijuana use, that of gradu-
ation to addicting narcotic drugs, has

not materialized. Il our sample is at
all represemative of the drug culture,
and indeed most of these men have
been using muarijuana over a period
of vears and are as immersed in the
drug culture now as they are likely
1o be, the |n'og.{rt*risiu|1 [rom manvijuana
to heroin addiction appears o he an
impmlml:]u OCCUETCIE.

All ol which leads us to the important
question: What will the National Com-
nussion on Marijuana and Drug Abuse
recommend in its comprehensive yeport
due this month? We believe it is likely
o recommend an end 1o criminal penal-
ties Tor adult users. The commission has
heard such action wrged by so many
people, so olten. that it's going to be
dificult 1o avoid.

With the continuing assistance ol the
Playboy Foundation, the National Or
ganization for the Reform of Marijuana
Laws (NORML) has opened branch of-
fices in Phoenix and New York City and
has representatives on many college cam-
puses. Now we need all the support and
assistance we can ger to transfer this
growing momentum  into legal  relorm.
We can win 1his issue, with help. If you
care, please join NORML. 1237 22nd St
N Washingron, D.C. 20037, Mem-
hership is hve dollans tor students and
military people and seven dollars for all
others. And, for those who want to do
more, we still need the help of many
people to let the public know what med
ern saence and medicine say about the
“killer weed.”

R. Keith Srroup, Executive Director
NORML
Washington, D. C.

COMPARATIVE MYTHOLOGY

I recently found an old book called
Qur Family  Physician,  published  in
1885, The entry on masturbation was
just what one would expect, until the
very end. Students of comparative mn
thology. contemplate this:

The symptoms produced by this
vice are numerous. When the habic
begins in carly lile, it retards the
growth. impairs the mental facualties
amd reduces the victim 1o a Llamen-
tible state. The person alllicted secks
solitude, and does not wish to en-
jov the society of his friends; he is
troubled with headache, wakelulness
and restlessness at night, pain in

SASPERILLA GOLD COLOGNE

\W/ards off stray animals and obnoxious children,

women love it. More outrageous Fields wit
on back label tells how tc be a great lover.
Mellow, woodsy fragrance turns any chickadee
into a smoldering flame. A great gift idea. 6 oz.
amber fask, 77 tall. Ah yes . . . a bargain at
$5 plus 95¢ handling, 2 for $9.00. Money-
back guarantee . . . what beautiful sentiment.

Send check or money order to: P.O. Box 1149,

Roscmouns, OB SOPATTHINGS,INC.

Miinn. 55068
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The new 1972 Heathkit Catalog. Devoted to the
proposition that the best electronic and hobby
gear you can own is the kind you build your-
self, Over 350 kits to choose from including the
acclaimed Heathkit line of solid-state stereo
equipment, color TV, marine radio, tishing gear,
treasure finders, organs, home appliances,
trail bikes and many more. All designed to be
built and serviced by you without any special
tools or experience. Clip and use the coupon
below — and get your Heathkit freebie.

Schiumbarger
I—HEMH COMPANY, Dept. 38-3 ]
1 Benton Harbor, Michigan 49022 CL-420
: Please send FREE Heathkit Catalog :
] ]
HA T 1
: Address____ :
: City. State zip :

r
|
1
|
l
|
|
|
I
|
|
|
I
|
|
|
|
I
|
I
|
I
|
I
I
|
L

45



PLAYERBOY

46

various parts of the body, indo-
lence, melancholy, loss of memory,
weakness in the back and generative
‘organs, variable appetite, cowardice,
inability to look a person in the
face, lack ol confidence in his abili-
ties. . . . Finally the whole man
becomes a wreck, physically, morally
and mentally. . ..

First of all. the habit must he
abandoned; this s the first and
most important thing to be secured,
for unless this is done, every other
treatment will be without avail. . . .

Mercurtus, phosphorus,  aurum,
nux vomica, cuprum, cantharides,
conium, Cannabis are the principal
remedics in this complaint.

That's right: Cannabis. Or, as it is
more popularly called. marijuana.
Peter |. Cislo
Modesto. Calilornia

THE ONLY MAILBOX IN TOWN
When I read that the U.S. Postal

Service and the Burcau of Customs are
inspecting first-class mail from overseas
without warrants or prior consent of the
addressee  (Forum  Newsfront,  Octobe
1971). 1 heard a loud whirring sound. |
finally recognized it as Thomas Jefferson
spinning in his grave. I also heard the
ghoulish Laughter of Lysander Spooner,
anarchist and constitutional lawyer, who
predicted in 1818 that a Government
mail monopoly would eventually lead 1o
this type of thing.

Ronald Weston

Cuernavaca, Mexico

THOSE CROTCH SHOTS
I was surprised to find a letter in (he
November 1971 Playboy Forum denounc-
ing photographs in prLavioy as crotch
shots. T am a professional photographer
who has been a rravsoy reader for 12
years and I have yet 10 see a photograph
in reavsoy that I would call vulgar.
Photographing a natural female nude is
a challenge, and the beauty of rraveoy's
prciures is a aedit to the photographic
profession.
Richard A. Chrzanowski
Waesthield, Massachuseits

THE TASTE MAKERS

The opinions ol Atlantic Monthly col-
wmnist L. E. Sissman, as quoted in the
December 1971 Playboy Forum, are
those of a genervation of intellectuals
who are a deadly. but fortunately a
dying. breed. “Those of us who are
writers,  teachers,  community  leaders.
makers of opinion,” says Sissman, “can
bury our outmoded, libeval, laissez-faire
ideas about [reedom of expression  at
any cost—and help to aamp and crip-
ple the mass appeal of pornography by
making it démodé” There speaks the
cultwre snob, scll-appointed to a high-
brow priesthood, convinced that  the

FORUM NEWSFRONT

a survey of events related lo issues raised by “the playboy philosophy™

UNLUCKY IN LOVE

MARTINEZ, CALIFORNIA—A tender ges-
ture toward a prison inmale has brought
two lovers logether—sort of. A 21-year-
old girl went to the Contra Costa county
jail to see hev imprisoned boyfriend and
tricd to slip him a nude photo of herself
through the wvisitors’ screen. She was ar-
vested and locked up in another part of
the same jail.

WONDERFUL COPENHAGEN

NEW YORK CITY—A criminal-courl jury
of frve men and one woman deliberated
less than two howrs before acquilting a
Manhattan  bookshop  proprictor who
had been arvested for selling “The lus-
trated Presidential Report of the Com-
mission on Obscenity and Pornography.”
The jury rejected the prosecution’s ar-
gument that the boolk was obscene on
the basis of its pictures alone and despite
the text, which reprints the Gowvern-
mentl report. The Revevend Movton Hill,
veleran smul hunter and a dissenting
member of the Presidential Commission,
deplored the verdict in a sialement fo
the press, saying it proves that New
York’s “practically nonexistent” obscenity
laws “have made the state @ Denmark.”

NEW BOUTIQULE IN TOWN

CHAPEL HILL, NORTH CAROLINA—The
country’s first love boutique has opened
ils doors in Chapc.'f Hill, and its owners
hope to expand operations (o some
half dozen other U.S. cities by the end
of the year. Called Adam & Eve and
paticyned on the lghly successful © Birds
and Bees” shops in Sweden, the bou-
Lique's emphasis is on contraception and
it offers a one-day pregnancy-testing sero-
ice. Canada’s first sex shop, The Gar-
den, has opened in Montreal but is
styled more along the lines of the sex
supermarkets in Denmark and Germany.

ADULTERY AND MORAL CHARACTER

NEW YORK city—dA few weeks after
U.S. immigration officials vefused cili-
zenship to one admitled “adulterer”
(“Forum Newsfronl,” February), a Feder-
al judge in New York, vuling in a simi-
lar case, decided that there is no Federal
definition of the word adullery and that
the Immigration Sevvice should stop
worrying about it. The case imvoloed an
alien who marvied « woman in 1961
solely because she was pregnant by him
and wished to avoid the illegitimacy of
the offspring. Five years laler, the cou-
ple divorced amicably without having
lived together. Before the dmorce, how-
cirer, the petitioner had intercourse with

a woman who eventually became his
second wife—which constituted adultery
and bad moval chavacter in the eyes of
the immigration authorities. Nonetheless,
Federal judge Charles H. Tenny noted the
many conflicting definitions of aduliery
in state lawes, decided the man showed o
sense of responsibality in marrying his
pregnant girlfriend and concluded that
“Congress, in using the word “adultery.”
wias (‘.\'Pl't“.\’-ﬂlﬂg concern guer extramarifal
intercourse that tends to destroy an exist-
ing, viable marviage” and was not irying
to exclude persons otherwise qualified to
become U.S. citizens,

UPTIGHT TEXANS

In Texas, public school officials in
the town of Channelview reporiedly
have excluded a 16-year-old divorced girl
from participating in her high school’s
extracurricular activities on the ground
that she might “tall: sex” with other
students; and i Austin, state public
school authorities  have approved 11
texthools on the condition that the pub-
lishers delete certain yeferences to eoolu-
tion and clean up the language of
such authors as Norman Mailer, Vliadi-
mir Nabokov, James Baldwin, Tennes-
see Williams and J. D. Salinger.

MARRIAGE SLUMP

WASHINGTON, D.c—The U.S. Census
Bureau has reported a declining interest
in marrviage among men and women
under age 33, In that age group, the
burcav says, 36 percent of the men and 45
percent of the women are still single—an
merease of five and eight  percenlage
ponis, respectively, since 1960. The bu-
reau doesn’t know whether its stalistics,
devived from the 1970 census, “reflect
an increasing tendency for young persons
to delay marviage for various veasons
until later years, or a newly developing
tendency for more of the young persons
of today to remain single for their enlive
lives.”

CURING THE COMMON SCOLD
FREEHOLD, NEW JERSEY—Granting the
wish of an angry {l-year-old woman ac-
eused of assaulling a neighbor, a county
grand jury has indicted her not only on
the assault chavge but also as being “a
common  scold”—a  cvime  that  hasn't
been commitied (or at least successfully
prosceuted) in New  Jersey  for  some
SO years. Alluding to her disputes with
police and neighbors, she said, ~Resist-
ance lo tyranny is justice 1o God and I'd
betler get indicted.” If convicted of be-
ing “a common scold and disturber of
the peace of the neighborhood,”  she




further insists on the traditional penalty
—a public dunking. The prosecution is
reluctant to grant this demand.

CLEANED-UP LANGUAGE

soIsE,  IbAHO—Police  arrested a
year-old caynioal worker for using vulgar
language in pubh}', and his conviction
carned him a 525 fine and one day
jail. The judge suspended the sentence
when the offendey agreed lo wash ont lus
moutl with soap.

25-

PUNISHING THE PARENTS

DETROLT, AMICHICAN—U nder a new cily
ordinance, Detroit pavents ave now le-
gally yesponsible  for the behavior  of
thewr childven. The ordinance  provides
that the parents or guardian of a juve-
nile under 18 can be fined up to S300
and [oy sentenced up to 90 days in jail if
coniicted of [ailing lo “exercise reason-
able parental control” by permitting thei
chuld to violaie curfew, f;:’f‘p stolen prop-
erty, assoctate with juvende delinquents,
pay hoolky [rom school, possess illegal
drugs or be withoul proper supervision
wlile the pavents ave away.

TOO LITTLE, TOO LATE

NEW YORK cIty—The city's board of
education may watve cevtaim bylaws and
offer  job rveinstatement to 31 public
school 1eachers who were fired 15 years
ago for refusing 1o answer questions
about their possible Conununist Party
affiliations. At that time. the leachers
avgued that such questions were an un
constitutional violation of their personal
and  political  vights and  deelined (o
answer them as a matter of principle.
Since then, the U_S. Supreme Court has
overturned the laws and statules under
which they were dismissed.

PLATFORM WITH A POT PLANK

DES MOINES, 1owa—Ad Democralic can-
didate for the lvwa governorship has
launched his campaign on a broad plat-
form of social and legal veforms, includ-
ing the remouval of all eviminal penalties
for the wse of marijuana. Senator John
Tapscoll  cownted  marijuana  slatutes
among the many ill-concewed “morality
laws™ that, he sawd, sevve only 1o dic-
tate personal morals and private behav-
tor and should be repealed.

ALTERNATIVE TO METHADONE
WASHINGTON, b. c.—Federal drug offi-
cials are hoping they have found the
“tdeal naveotic antagonist” that can vir-
tually immunize addicts against physical
dependency on opates. The drug, called
En-16394, was developed by a pharma-
centical fom in Garden Cily, Long Is
land, and has been undergoing tests. The
head of the Fedeval drug hospital in
Lexington,  Kentucky, said  that  En-
16394 “could do for drug addiction
what vaccines did to climinate the inci-

dence of smallpox and diphtheria,” but
he cautioned against viewing il as a pana-
cea, because 11 does not treat the social
and psychological aspects of addiction.

At the Mayo Clinic in Rochester,
Minnesota, neurologists ave experinmen!-
g with a simple form of brain surgery
that seems to climinate ding addiction in
rats and monkeys. An electvic cautery is
used lo knock out a specific gionp of
nevee cells that is belicved 1o be either
the main siie or a key relay point foy
the system involved in the mtense crav-
ing ,I’br drugs.

WHITE PANTHER TFREED

JACKSON.  AICHIGAN—John  Sinclair.
founder of the radical White Panther
Party, is free on bail after serving 28
months of the ten-year prisen sentlence
he yecewed for giving two  joints of
marijuana to an undercover agent. The
Michigan supreme court awlhovized Sin-
claiv's release after an inlensive campaign
by supporters and lawyers who charged
that his prosccution was politically moti-
valed. His conviction is being appealed
on the ground that (en years for two
jornds  represents  cruel  and  unusual
punishment.

EVEN KLANSMEN HAVE RIGHTS
CHARLOTTE., NORTH CAROLINA—A  Fed-
eval court has vuled that a iy clevk’s
constitutional vights of [ree speech and
association were violated when he was
fired  because  of  his  affiliation  with
the Ku RKlux Klan. In las decision, the
judge said, “Klansmen, like Negroes, are
people. They are not by wvirfue
of their Klan membership  disqualified
from holding public employment. any
more than Presbyterians, Black Panthers
or members of the United Daughters of
the Confederacy. . . " The cerk, a
legless veteran of the Korean War and
Grand Dragon of the state’s K. K. K., was
represented by an attorney  from  the
Amervican Civil Liberties Union.

WHITLE MANS BURDEN

JOHAXNESBURG, UNION OF SOUTH AFRICA
—South  Afvican censors  permit  many
maovies o be seen only by shites, but
a shorviage of white ushereties has cre-
ated a need for theaters to hire givls
who are “coloved” (mixed rvace). The
government has approved the following
compromise: The mixed-race girls can
be hived on the condition that they
escorl theater patrons from the lobby to
their seats by means of flashlichis divect-
ed at the floov, and that they never lool
up at the screen. One member of parlia-
menl who opposes the government's
apavtheid  poley  vemarked,  “If  we
racked owr brains to think of a way to
malke ourselves look absurd in the eyes
of the world, we couldn't do better than
this one.”

masses are just waiting for him 1o tell
them what books to read, what paintings
to look a1, what movies to see. The
arrogance ol this kind ol intellectual
clitism is both laughable and pathetic.
It attacks Ireedom ol expression on the
grounds that standards of tiste onght to
be set by the imelligensia, It deploves
any really popular vehide ol entertain-
ment—as Sissman puts down PLAvBoy—
because it holds that makers ol opinion
ought to force-feed approved values 1o
the public rather than let the media
satisly the wants ol their audience.
Fortunately, there is a healthy move-
ment atloot taday to break down all class
distinctions—racial, sexual. political, so-
cial, economic or cultural. The appeal
of rock music 1o so-called highbrows and
lowbrows alike exemplifies this ideal. as
doces the indiscriminate minghing ol the
sexually explicit with the socially signifi-
cant in the underground press. Not that
those who dig rock music or the under-
ground press should be cultural arbiters,
however. Rather, il this movement suc-
ceeds, as I hope it will, the waste-making
intellectual elite will fade away altogeth-
er and cach individual will judge for
himself.
F. Lewis
New York, New York

CATS AND DOGS

The stite ol Wisconsin still has a law
on its books prohibiting unmarried per-
sons to possess  Cindecent  articles”—i
prudish cuphemism for bivth-control de-
vices. Leading the fight 1o kill a bill tha
would have changed this law, state sena-
tor Joseph Lourigan, 70, announced tha
the “point is whether we are going 1o
let the sex act be performed by unminried
persons.”  Amazing, the power [mmasics
some of these old wowsers have.

Just to give vou a notion of the intel-
ligence level of anti-birth-control forces
in Wisconsin. here is another example
ol the wit and wisdom of Senator Louri-
gan, as quoted in the Kenosha News:

Senator Joseph Lourigan, D-Keno-
sha, a Catholic, said passage of the
bill would promote “fhree love and
cars and dogs and evervihing else.

“None of us Catholics are nving 1o
impose our view on other [aiths,”
Lourigan said. “We are tving 1w
keep the morality of the stite where
it belongs. We have laws prohibiting
sexual relations between anyone but
husband and wife. This bill would
promote animalism.”

(Name withheld by request)
Janesville, Wisconsin

THE 19TH HOLE

Infrequent practice in an atmosphere
of scarecy will produce maximum sexual
pleasure. This unique opinion seems to
be the basis of Franklin J. C. Hillers
letter in the December 1971 Playboy
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Forum. Hiller belinles my  comparison
ol sex 10 goll (The Playboy Forum. Au-
aust 1971) and declares—rather crudely,
1 think—that the two sports have noth-
ing in common except that both are
“plaved with balls. a long. rodlike object
and holes.”™ It seems obvious 10 me that,
regardless of what cither game is plaved
aith. the more important fact s that
both are played by human beings in
pursuit ol pleasure.

In pointing out the similarities be-
tween sex and other sports and arts. I
don’t wish o imply that the enjovment
ol sex requires championship-level skill
and  perlornance. T owould agree with
Hiller that compulsiveness and mechani-
cal routine would wtake all the fun ow of
intercowrse. But why should anvone feel
that doing it morc means enjoving it
!ess when it comes to sex. il this is not
true ol any other human activity?

Haorry Celine
New York, New York

SEX AND THE SINGLES BAR

T'he bachelor who hangs out in New
York's East Side singles bars is being
wincalistic when he bemoans the facr
that most of the unattached voung men
and women he sces in those spots end
up going home alone (The Plavboy Fo-
rum. December 1971). I'm a single wom-
an who lives in that same part of wwn,
and I know the bar scene preny well. In
the first place. how olten would a wom-
an in her right mind w10 share her
apartment, her bed and her anatomy
with somebady she met an hour ago in a
bar? T don’t think I'm especially para-
noid—certainly not when I compare my-
sell with the average New Yorker—Dbue 1
don’t even like to tell people mv politics
on that short an acquaintance.

To be perfectly frunk, T have tried it
In the name of sexuoal liberation, and
also because T was drunk and horny, T've
lefe singles bars with men T didn’t know
on three different  ocaisions. Once it
mwnned out the guy had a wife a1 home,
and they wanted me (o make it with her
while he watched and masturbated. T split
that scene. The second time. | went home
with a man who was perfectly charming
until he had screwed me. Then he stapped
me, tossed my clothes at me and threw
me out. The third time. T ook the guy
o myv place—I was very drunk—and
the next morning when T woke up. |
lound he had absconded with my Weds-
wood teapot. As it savs in one ol the
James Bond books, once is bad luck.
twice is coincidence, three times is enemy
action, 've decided that 1T can ger all
the intimacy I want with stringers by
riding the subway during the rush hour.

(Name withheld by request)
New York. New York

I'm not what  the clown who
complained about the luck of action in

New York's singles bavs was talking about,

sHTe

but [reedom, liberavon and the sexual
revolution it wasn’t. Why do so many goys
think that the only goal of sexual libera-
tion is anonvmous screwing  with anv
decent-looking woman who crosses their
path? That's not treedom, it's compulsion.

In a sexually [liberated society, one
would doubtless be able 1o proposition
every lemale he met and expect 1o have
his offer taken up some ol the thue. In
fuct. onc can proposition cvery girl he
mects right now. but he's likely to find a
very low percentage ol wkers. Under
conditions ol sexual  breedom, 1though,
whatever the score, it would be taken in
stride and would  not occsion windy
lamentations like those of the anony-
mous  barllyv. The most  lundamental
[reedom is the right o say no, and any
man who believes thar women should not
Druise his 1ender feelings by saving no
1o him is not ready for a liberated
socicty.

Jim Davis
New York, New York

SEX AND THE OLDER WOMAN

I am writing on behall of a group of
women in our 30s. We all had bheen man-
ried umtil death or divorce ook our hus-
bands. None of us is interested in getting
married again, and we don’t care lor the
risks involved in picking up strange men
in bars: however, we're far from dead and
have strong. unfulilled sex drives. We
think disarect, wellrun male houses of
prostitution, in which the imnmues e
checked vegularly for venereal  discase,
would provide an acceprable outler lor us.

I can imagine the sort ol masty cracks
this leaer will elicit, but T assure vou it
took guts for us o put our feelings on
paper, and we hope that someone will
understand.

(Name withheld by request)
Fort Worth, Texas

STEPPING OUT FOR FUN AND SANITY

I never thought I'd find mysell advo-
cating  extramarital sex. b that's ex-
actly what Tam doing. Here's my story:

For a while, my hushand and 1 had a
vegular and  thoronghly cenjovable sex
relationship. Then I hecme  pregnant
amd he dedided that T was oo Tat and
awkward  for  hme Our  lovemaking
ceased  enntrely. For some reason. his
attitude  persisted even alwer our child
wias born: any sexual overtures on mv
part were coldly rebulted, making me
feel wgly. ashamed and totally unfemi-
nine. Not surprisingly. I becaime increas-
ingly nervous and depressed.

Then one evening a friend suggested
that T accompany her 1o a Lashionable
cocktail lounge. I was surprised o see
several other unescorted women  there.
and T wis shocked when my Iriend ex-
plained that they were wait
picked up. Nevertheless. when a man
approached and olfered o buy me a

1w 1o be

drink. I overcame my reluctimee and
accepted. T Tound him attractive and was
[Lattered by his attention. We wound up
in a motel room and. to ny surprise and
delight. I was sull capable ol aronsing
and responding 1o & man’s passion.

Mecting men in this way has become
my only sexual outlet and is now o
regular part of my life. Far from fecling
guilty. 1 feel like a whole person once
aga

in. and for the first time in a long
while., I'm glad 10 be a woman.

Unfortunately, I'm still ried 10 mv
husband. He refuses 1o consider a di
vorce. claiming that he loves me. even
though he won't give me hall the 1en-
derness and alfection offered by the men
I meet [or onemight stands. 1 thank
God for these men; without them. |1
wounld have been in a menmal insttution
long ago.

(Name and address
withheld by request)

HIGH-PRICED BLISS
Couples wre paving a high price for
serenity if the Reverend Allan G. Snider
is correct in hinding thar religious Tunda-
mentalists with rigid. puritanical sexuoal
attitudes adjust better 1o marriage than
couples with freer religious and  moral
outlooks (Forum  Newsfront, December
1971). The question Snider’s  research
rises s “What s adjustmeniz” I'm sure
that a I1th Centwry European peasant
was more resigned 1o his lot in life than
a modern American of equivalent socio-
economic station. Yer. I'd vinher be dis
contented and feel that T should demand
more of lile than a spot ar the bottom
of the havvel. Similarly, Snider may find
that  the marriages  of  Liberal-minded
people are more unstable and e less
ruled by certainties: however, there are
worse endings 1o a marriage. it seems 1o
me, than divorce. Worst of all, T think.
might be those bad or mediocre marrviages
that last a depressing lifetime becanse the
couple lack the strength 1o brcak up.
There's such a thing as divine disconent.

Susan Phillips

Boston. Massachusetts

THE FUTURE OF MARRIAGE

An extended hield wip delaved our re-
sponse to Maorton Hunt's Auguse 1971
riavsov article, The Future of Marvviaoe.
We were disappotnted with his trcatmem
ol the most innovative development in
this institmtion:  group menriage. Hum
joins a long and (sadlyvy distinguished lise
ol predecessors in Liiling 1o distinguish
group matriages  [rom  communes,  thuos
compounding  confusion in an already
confused area.

The distinction is anything but pica-
yunc. Hunt's conclusion thar group mar
viages  dissolve back o monogamous
relationships applies more 10 communes
thin o true group marrviages. Having,
sexual rccess 10 one’s Spotses in a aroup
martiage is not the smne as having sexual
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access to one's neighbors in a commune.
The marriages within most communes are
monogamous, and even in communes with
a principle of free sex access, we have
found, on cdose examination, that rela-
tionships are usually one to one at any
given Lime.

On the other hand, our two and a half
vears ol research reveals that most group
marriages are urban or suburban in set-
ting. with vocational and other ties o
the established  commumity; this is the
opposite of Hunt's assertion that “a rural
and semiprimitive agrarvian lile style” is
more congeniial to group marriage. The
group marriages we stuclied average just
over lour adult pariers. They are signil-
wantly more stable than communes. Those
that break up average about a yewr and
a hall’s duration. Among those still to-
gether are numerous groups that have
lasted three and four years.

reavsoy readers will bhe imeresied w0
know that the AMultilateral Relations
Study Project is serving as a clearing-
house  lor information on - group manr-
viages and related alternatives, and as a
national referral center for professional
assistance o nonconventional marriages.

Larry L. and Joan M. Constantine
Multilaweral Relations Study Project
Acton, Maine

MORALITY AND THE INDIAN

Bill Barney, in the December 1971
Playboy Forum, llays me for trying “to
salvage  the  bankrupt  reputation  of
white Western civilization.” He mistook
the purpose of my September 1971 Fo-
rum letier, which was twolold: 10 deplore
the  sentimental idealization ol op-
pressed people such as Amervican Indi-
ans and o point out the perniciousness
ol the idea of movality. 1 did not deni-
grate Indians, nor did 1 deny that they
suflered grievously at the hands ol white
Americans; Turthermore, when Indians
today make demands on the U.S. Gov-
ernment, I appland then efforts and will
support them in any way I cn.

But I won't go on any breast-beating
guilt tip, and 1 won't acknowledge that
any man, no matter how oppressed, is
my moral superior, because 1 believe
that the whole idea of morality ought to
be junked. When I wrote that those who
took this continent from the Indians
were driven by a morality of their own,
it was not to praise the despaoilers, it was
to point out how ruthless people can be
when they think God is on their side.
And that also goes lor those iimong today’s
revolutionaries who  think any act of
terrorism is justificd beciuse they know
they're right and “the pig” is wrong.
Sometimes cynically, sometimes with cre-
dulity, the ideas ol good and cvil have
been used to motivate and to  justily
most ol the great wars, mass murders
and persecutions of history, including
the rape of the North American conti-
nent. As the philosopher Blaise Pascal so

devastatingly  observed: “LEvil is never

done so thoroughly and so well as when

it is done with a goad conscience.”
George Brown
Chicago, Illinois

GHETTOS AND STARVATION

In your response to a leuer titled
“Pot and Starvation™ (The Playboy Fo-
rum, December 1971), you said, “Though
young children are not yer starving ‘in
mass” in this great counury ol ours (out-
side the ghettos), it could happen.” Are
we to inler from this that young chil-
dren are starving “in mass” inside this
country’s ghettos? If so, I would like to
know just where this is taking place.

Danicl D. Berger
Milwaukee, Wisconsin

In 1968, the Cilizens’ Board of In-
quiry into Hunger estimated, after ten
months of ficld inspections and public
hearings, that 10,000,000 persons in this
countyy have insufficient  food—consero-
atively speaking. The C.B. 1. H. jound
300 “hunger distriels” in 22 stales where
hunger conld be said to have veached
emergency proportions. The same year,
Senator Joseph Clark of Pennsyliania
charged thal “no stale is free of hun-
gev,” and two years later, South Cavoli-
na’s Senator Ernest Hollings still found
the situation grave enongh to state, in a
Good Housekeeping ariicle, “hunger is
the number-one  problem in  America
today.” And by hunger, none of these
obseyvers means the discomforl experi-
enced by overweight dicters, bul rather
an insufficient quantity or quality of food
to sustain health—in short, staroation.

It may be havd to belicoe that siaro-
ing people exist in this, the vichest of all
nations. But it 1s only incredible if one
has never acquainted himself with the
realities of slum life and tends to think
of the poor as statistics vather than
flesh-and-biood humans. The fact is that
there ave millions of people here for
ahom extreme, debilitating hunger is a
constanl companion, and they can be
found, 1o answer your question, in
the ghettos and ruval areas inhabited
by the poor in every stale of the nation.

THE NAVY VS. THE OCEAN

For five days, our Mavine company
was aboard a U. S. Navy ship conducting
amphibious landing operations  and
small-craft training. On two days, the
ship steamed three to five miles out to
sea on garbage runs. For two hours each
day, 20 o 30 scamen dumped wash
overboard. They tossed literally tons ol
trash, paper bags, plastic bags, card-
board boxes and large paper bundles
filled with all kinds of junk overboard
to drift aimlessly in the sea. Beer cans,
soda cans, bottles, papers, food remnants
lrom the galley and other waste floated
in a spreading trail that stretched out
behind the ship as far as one could see.

No attempt was made to limit the

litter to one area; no attempt was made
to burn the trash or to sink it. The
captain of the ship told us that this
dumping is necessary and that it is a
common practice throughout the Navy.
We leel that this is a deplorable prac-

tice, totally inconsistent  with recent
nationil cfforts to clean up our environ-
ment. We are not alarmists nor people
obsessed with ccology as a fashionable
issuc; we are conventional Americans
who enjoy clean, natural surroundings
and we ave writing in the hope that
calling public attention to this situation
will lead 10 something being done 1o
rectify it

Ist Lt. James C. Windham

Ist Lt. James N. Pepper

San Clemente, Calilornia

Using the ocean as if it were a bottom-

less garbage pit can have Mideous conse-
quences, Thor Heyerdahl, who sailed
the Atlantic Ocean on his papyrus boal,
Ra, reported that vast stretches of the
sea, hundreds of miles from ithe nearest
land. werve covered with flomting  trash
and oil  particles. Warned Heyerdahl:
“Modern man seems to belicve that he can
gel cverything he needs from the corner
drugsiore. He doesw’t understand  that
coerything has a sowrce in the land
or sca, and that he must respect those
sources”” The U.S., at least, pays lip
sevvice to the problem of pollution at sea.
Accovding 1o the Office of Pollution
Control of the Department of the Navy,
no oil or trash of any kind is to be
throwen  overboard acithin 50 wmiles of
any coastline; the limit for dumping
agarbage 15 12, The Navy is also investi-
gating the purchase of incinerators and
compactors for shipboard wse. The trou-
ble lies not so much with gm!mgt', which
is consumed by fish and bivds long be-
fore it conldd wash up on any conceiv-
able shore, nor with trash, which could
be memevated, nor with cans, which
could be compacted for recycling back
in port. The veal problem lies with oil
dumping. the throwing overboard of
nonbiodegradable items such as plastic
bottles and the type of mind that dis-
misses any pollution on the grounds that
since s alicays Dbeen “common  prac-
tice.” it should remain so.

WHO STARTS VIOLENCE?

With regard to the many riots on
campuses and in the cities throughout
this country, I am appalled 10 hear so
much criticism aimed at the forces that
e employed to stop the devastation.
Has no one looked a the sequence of
events during these disturbances?

Civilization stops when the first rioter
picks up the first rock. There is no
Justification on earth for this act. I the
miscreant manages o break a window
and people around him prevail upon
him to stop his childish activity, are
they, his advisors, 1o be castigated for
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A $400
‘Music System
that could well be

_‘% Everything You Want

The clear, clean and wide range stereo music reproduction afforded by this excellent music system might very
well be exactly what you've been looking for. It’s an extraordinary value and hard to improve upon for anything
less than a lot more.

The receiver is the new AM/FM stereo Spectrosonic 210. It delivers 60 RMS watts. It has an excellent and
sensitive AM/FM stereo tuner section which sounds good almost everywhere and, in addition to providing a
goodly amount of clean power, it is one of the most convenient to use receivers you're likely to find. As for
value, there's nothing else at its price that even begins to compete in terms of features, performance, and styling.
{The walnut case is optional.)

Garrard’s SL65B gives you every desirable record and needle-saving device and the bonus of a motor which
stays on speed under all conceivable conditions for a rather modest price. All this adds up to an automatic record
player very hard to compete with. It’s shown with a base and an installed ADC 220X cartridge.

The new Quadrafiex Q33's are 2-way systems in walnut veneer cabinets. Their 8-inch acoustic suspension bass
speaker enables them to reproduce big cabinet bass notes and they sound clean and clear no matter what kind of
music you like to hear.

The $399.95 price includes a written 5 year warranty and gets you a music system you'll be very happy with.
You save $39.40 off Pacific Stereo’s normal discount.

SOME IMPORTED ITEMS ARE SUBJECT TD A SURTAX

| a C ll ' C TORRANCE COSTA MESA NORTH HOLLYWOOO SANTA MONICA LAHABRA
Sepulveda at Hawthorne 2338 Harbor Bivd.  Vineland at Lankershim 2828 Wilshire Bivd. a1 Yale 2321 Whitnier Bivd.
S I eReD SAN FRANCISCO MOUNTAIN VIEW WALNUT CREEK BERKELEY SAN MATEO HAYWARO
1422 Market Street 391 San Antonio Rd. 2702 N. Main St. 2801 Shattuck  5th & Oelaware 24040 Hespenan Blvd.
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Whisky:

The color 1s white. The taste 1s dry. The possibilities are endless.

Thisisthe first whisky that softwood and nutshell charcoals.
makes every drink taste really B The taste is full, and yet
better. ' subtly dry.

That's because this is the B It doesn’t get lost in your
better whisky. drink. It’s always there and al-

And here’s what makes it ways great.

SO unique. 2 Try it with any mixer or
e filter the finest from even on the rocks, find out just
the barrel through hardwood, ] how much better it is.

BROWN-FORMAN'S

~ DRY WHITE

WHISKY
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Some people like to be noticed. Some
people don't.

If you don't okay. You'll find
plenty of nice brown ads in this maga-
zine with pictures of nice brown shoes
that just quietly lay right in there like
crabgrass.

But. If you're one of those rare
glimpses of glory. With the spirit of
a strutting peacock. The dash and -
flair of a rakish bounder.

The uncompromising style of a uEp
genuine powdered dandy. Oh wow, i
are you in the right place.

We Make Pink Shoes.

Also lime shoes. Yellow shoes.
Purple shoes. And a sweet little
number called Essence of Melon.

We make sparkling red patent
leathers, for people who dabble in

underground movies and can actually
talk to chrome.

incredibly beautiful shoes. For people
with enough flair to dig them. And
enough style to wear them.

In short, we make wild, out front,

¥ FOR YOUR FEET.

Send for our songbook.

Just do this. Send in the coupon.
We'll send you a funny catalog full
of our shoes. And the names of the
dealers near you who are spiffy
enough to sell them.

Really do it, okay? The most
you can lose is 8 cents. And you
might find something that will
send you right to the moon.

Df:u: 4L21Z 3415 Northeast 2nd Ave.,
Miami, Florida 33137
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putting an end to his commission ol
misdemeanors? 11, on the other hand, he
manages (o agitite others 1o join him
and damage a building, are the police
wrong 10 take action to prevent thisz
[. Robert Logan
Canoga Park. Califoria
Serious debate in this country does
not cenler on the quesiion of whether
or nol fjorce should be wsed 1o protect
lives and property in a riot situalion.
Howeoer, in ¢ number of istances—Ihe
most infamous bemg the killings in 1970
at Jackson State Coilege and Kent Stale
University—ryesponsible muestigators such
as the President’s Commission on Cam pus
Unyest have found the amount of force
".\('ff EXCUsshe, I‘HH.\I.’I_E: f’;!" HUNCCCSsary
deaths of innocent people. The circum
stances of vach case have to be examined
separately—unless you feel that the cast-
ing of that first vock justifies any amount
of molence in response.

THE KENT STATE MASSACRE
I share Peter Davies' concern about
what happened at Kent State University
(The Playboy Forum. December 1971).
I disagree, however, with his claim than
a grand jury should investigate this mnci-
dent and that the people must decide
whether or not justice has been served.
No justicc on carth is going to bring
those fouwr students back, and an investi-
gation will probably drag on for years
without conclusive results. To pursue
the matter Turther in that  direction
is only to seck vengeance for  the
four deaths. Rather, let the memory
of those students serve as a painful re
minder of the need 1o keep history from
repeating isell, and let us devote our
stucties of this tugedy o searching lor
ways of preventing such o thing from
happening again.
George Fraatz
Kent. Ohio
The spivit of vengeance has already
had its day in courl. An Olio grand
jury, which found no fault with the
National Guardsmen and blamed the
calamity on wmiversily officials and sfu
denis, indicted 25 persons, charging
them with varvious cviminal acts during
the disorders. Only five of these persons
were actually (ried (one cutlly on a minm
charge, two guilty pleas, one acquitial,
one dismissal for lack of evidence). The
indiciments against the others werve dis
missed for lack of evidence, which, the
Ohito divector of the A C L. U. said,
“exposed  how  oulrageous the  original
action was.” Former U.S. Attorney Gen-
eral Ramsey Clark called the 25 indicl-
ments “a faihire of criminal qustice heve
in Ohio. | do not think disnissals have
rectified 11" For 11 months, these defend-
anls vequired legal representation while
the indictments hung over their heads.
Meanwhile, we know nothing about the
men who actually pulled the (riggers. A

Grand Opening

One touch! And the hidden control panel opens,
to give you complete control of Zenith's new modular
_~______ stereo tape system. The Latham, model
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player/recorder, and matching speakers.
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before the name goes on.®

ENITH
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Conn. 06906, for |4
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Federal grand-jury investigation has been
called for, not only by Peter Davies but
also by the families of the four victims
(sce next letter) as awell as the 10,380
signers of a petition presented lo Presi-
dent Nixon by Kenl Stale  students
and faculty. The knowledge that might
prevent  Juiurve tragedies is locked in
the minds of those who perpetrated the
massacre. Just what moved them to fire
with intent to kill upon a nonthreat-
ening groufr of students al a distance of
100 yards? The answer might come o
light at grand-jury hearings or a trial.
Furthermore. by not pursuing the matter
further, the Government appears lo con-
done the use of excessive force in such
stiuations. Even  though Massachusetls
was under British vule at the time of the
Boston Massacre, the soldiers who did the
shooting had 1o stand trial and two of
them were actually punished. Our own
Government seems less scrupulous about
homicide than the 18th Century tyrants
against whom our forefathers vebelled.

I am an attorney representing the
family of Jefirey Miller, one of the four
students killed at Kent State University
in May 1970. The injustice of Attorney
General John N. Mitchell's refusal to
bring evidence before any Federal grand
jury on the Kent State incident prompt-
ed me o make the following points in
an article published in The New York
Times:

* Four unarmed students were
Killed at Kent Siate, the nearest
being 270 feet, the others over 300
fecer [rom the firing squad. Nine
others were wounded.

* No snipers fired at the Guards-
men,

= The FBI found that the claim
by the National Guardsmen that
their lives were endangered by the
students was fabricated subsequent
to the event.

* On-the-scene photographs show
many riflemen taking  dead-level
aim and firing. This is living proof
of intent to kill. Military standing
operating procedure  mandates  to
soldiers: “Never shoot a person un-
less you aim to shoot to kill.”

* On-the-scene photographs  show
the rifle squad proceeded to higher
ground; they wheeled around, al-
most  simultancously; many took
dead-level aim with their rifles, al-
most  simultancously; one  sergeant
atmed stringhe ahead with a 45-cali-
ber handgun, almost simultaneous-
ly; 28 rillemen fired 61 shots within
I3 scconds at human targets in an
arca 300 Leet away—almost simulta-
ncously.

The American public has a right to
know whether or not the four young
people who died at Kent State were the

victims of a premeditated plan to pun-
ish the student demonstrators. The Pres-
ident’s Commission on Campus Unvest
called the Kent State Killings “unneces-
sary, unwarranted and inexcusable.”
How can this be so and vet no cifort be
made to prosccute? My own discussions
with countless young people indicate
almost unanimous feelines of frustra-
tion and disillusionment with the media’s
inadequate coverage of the Kent State
case. 1 do hope pLavsoy will continue to
publicize this story.

Joseph Kelner

New York, New York

GUILT BY ASSOCIATION

I was appalled o hnd the lollowing
question on a form sent to me by the
U.S. Civil Service Commission about a
former student of mine who had given
my name as a relerence:

To your knowledge does this per-
son associate or has he associated
with any person whose loyalty to
the United States is questionable or
who belongs to any organization of
the type described in (B) above?

Section B of the question relers to
“any Communist or Fascist organization
or to any organization that advocates
overthrowing or altering our Constitu-
tional form of Government by force or
other illegal means.”

The technique of condemning a per-
son because ol his friends or acquaint-
ances typified the Joe McCarthy era and
is a standard practice of totalitarian
regimes. Its use in this country jeopard-
izes the survival of democracy. 1 wrote
to Senator George McGovern objecting
strongly to the appearance of this tvpe
ol question on Government forms. Kim-
bell Johnson. director of the Burceau of
Personnel  Investigations of the Civil
Service Commission, replied to a query
by Senator McGovern that the form is
being replaced with one that eliminates
the offensive question and which will go
into usc shortly.

I'm still wondering how large is the
supply of old forms, how immediate
the replacement will be and how many
other Government forms make this type
of inquiry. We will never achieve true
democracy if such insulating polarization
persists.

Robert D. Mabbs, Director
Comnmunity Development and
Social Work Education Program
Augustana College and
Sioux Falls College
Sioux Falls, South Dakota

CIVILIAN DEFENSE FOR SERVICEMEN
I'm facing a court-martial for refusing
to obey an order that I considered to be
illegal. One of my buddies said he heard
that there’s a group of civilian lawyers
herc in Vietnam who will help delend
Gls like me. Since military lawyers are

reputed to be more concerned about the
Army’s interests than  those of their
clients. I'm writing 1o pLAYBoOY in the
hope that you've heard about these law
yers and will be able o tell me how to
contact them.
(Name withheld by request)
APO San Francisco, California
Youw're probably referving to the Law-
yers  Military  Defense Commitice, a
group that was formed in the summer of
1970 and since that time has helped over
700 Servicemen  with coeryvthing  from
applications for discharge to general
courts-martial for fragging. The commii-
tee rvecetved a grant from the Playboy
Foundation in 1971. You can contact
them at their office at 203 Tu Do Siveet,
Room H, Saigon, South Vietnam, or in
the U._S. at their headquarters at Langdell
Hall, Cambridge, Massachusetts 02138,

PERMANENT CRIMINAL RECORDS

A Dbill to expunge certain eriminal
records has failed to pass the Maryland
assembly by a relatively narrow margin.
Its detraciors claimed that it would al-
low those with a criminal past 1o lic to
prospective emplovers. The short answer
to this is that employers should not be
asking such questions in the first place.
Proper employment information would
still be available from previous employ-
ars or other references and such infor-
mation is far more pertinent than data
pertaining 1o an arrest or a chance en-
counter with the law.

In cases of arrests that are made solely
on the initiative of individual police of-
ficers, where no grand-jury indictment
or preliminary hearing has produced a
dispassionate determination of probable
guilt, all records of the arrest should be
destroyed immediately upon the acquit-
tal of the defendant or upon the failure
of evidence against him. In other cases,
the records should be expunged com-
pletely after an appropriate passage of
time. Permanent records of this sort
handicap people for the rest of their
lives,

1, for one, hope the Maryland bill will
be reintroduced belore a more enlight-
ened assembly and that this time it will
be enacted.

Frank Martthews
Bladensburg, Marvland

THE COST OF ONE ARREST

The [ollowing excerpts from a Wash-
ington Post editorial have my complete
endorsement:

Judge Gerhard A. Gesell struck a
blow for humanism as well as for
simple justice when he ruled re-
cently that the FBI must put an
end to its indiscriminate dissemina-
tion of individual arrest records.
These may still be made available to
agencies of the Federal Government
and for genuine law-enforcement



purposes outside the Federal Govern-
ment. But the past practice of letting
banks, private employers and others
have casy access to them must be
discontinued, the judge said, in the
interest ol Erirness and decency. Cave-
less use of these records. he said,

“may easily inhibit freedom to speak,

o work and to move about i this

land.” .

Il a man is arrested and subse-
quently  adjudged  wholly innocent
of the olfense for which the -
rest was made, surely his record
ought to be as [ree from blemish as if
he had never been accused at all, We
wish that such information could be
wholly expunged from the record.
And even when his past guilt or
innocence has been left unresolved,
it would be preferable 1o let him
have the beneht of the doubt. Ob-
livion has its virtues no less than
recollection. We share  Judge Ge-
sell's  humane [eeling  that, with
the development of computerization,
there is “a pressing need 1o preserve
and redefine aspeas of the right of
privacy to inswe the basic [reedoms
guaranteed by this democracy.”

There is much more reform needed in
this area. I have seen my son's one
indiscretion of high school days rise up
repeatedly and  destroy social and  em-
ployment opportunities, nullifving vears
of expensive higher education. When a
person hasn’t committed any new oftense,
why shouldn’t his wrrest record be de-
stroyed entirely after a certain period
ol time?

(Name withheld by rvequest)
Washington, D. C.

LET THE VICTIMS SPEAK

I recently saw some 1970 issues of
rraveoy and was very stirred by the
debate about electro-convulsive therapy
in several installmemts of The Playboy
Forum. Having been through this tor-
wre mysell, 1 agree with the ex-patients
who denounced it and 1 completely dis-
trust the psychiawists who defended it
however, 1 am glad that you published
both sides. In almost all official investi-
gations, the victim is never allowed 1o
talk. No ordinary woman was allowed to
say anvthing during the Senate hearings
on the oral contraceptive and when one
wied to speak, she was ruled out of
order; the only female testimony came
from female M. D.'s, who spoke for their
prolession—the profession that was be-
ing investigated. Similarly, the poor nev-
er get a chance to comment on poverty
programs and  ceducrtional  conlerences
do not invite dropouts to come and
explain why they found the schools in-
tolerable. And, of course, any inquiry
into our mental hospitals develops into
psychiawists  investigating — psvchiarists
and state officials checking other state

officials; what the patients have to say is
irrelevant and immaterial,

The only way to learn the truth about
any social problem is to let the vicims
speak in reply to their exploiters.

(Name withheld by request)
Los Angeles, Calilornia

LAW VS. DISORDER

Thanks to pLAYBOY's openly [avoring
the legalization of everything [rom mari-
juanma to homosexuality, and thanks also
to a Supreme Court that has completely
undermined our system ol criminal jus-
tice by making it impossible for police
to conduct an effective investigation, the
murderers of a six-year-old girl are still
roaming the streets of our town. One of
the alleged killers, a boy of 16, has spent
almost his entire lile committing one
sexual olfense after another but has nev-
cr been confined for more than peremp-
tory psychological care. Why? Because
our Alabama courts are alvaid of oit-
cism by the hiberal press, such as The
New York Times, and because people
like Hugh Helner are constantly saream-
ing about the rights of the accused.

What about the rights ol the victim?
As the [ather ol a five-year-old girl, 1
am incensed that child murderers are
allowed total freedom of action while the
local police and the FBI stand by, help-
lessly  muttering  about  circumstantial
evidence. As it concerned citizen and [i-
ther, I have attempted to arouse our
townspeople to unilateral action, bur o
no avail. Lawlessness, through its hand-
maiden humanitarianism, has gained too
sttong a foothold—even in the Deep
South. America’s last bastion of decency
and order.

Inadentally, as one who holds a
degree in statistics, I have done some re-
search on the supposed [rirness of your
magazine, and it may interest you to know
that over the past eight years, a [ull 82
percent of all the letters you have pub-
lished espouse your point of view, seven
pereent are marginal and only 11 percent
are unguestionably opposed 1o the vari-
ous wencts ol The Playboy Philosophy.

Charles A, Kanter
Fayette, Alabama

You accuse vravsoy, The New York
Times, the Supreme Court and anyone
else who has ever expressed concern for
due  process of law of fomenting a
spivit of lawlessness and disorder; then,
in the next breath, you siate that you
have advocated what you term unilateral
action (o deal with a boy who is alleged
to be a killer on the basis of eoidence that
s considered civewmstantial by both the
local police and the FBI. You further
suggest that the absence of more substan-
tial evidence is the fault of a liberal
Supreme Court that has made it “impos-
sible for police to conduct an effective
investigation,”  ignoring the  fact  that
effective investigating is exactly whal the

courts have tried to get police to do by
refusing to admit hearsay cvidence and
extovied confesstons.

Youw're implying that any failure by
the authorities to act in a manner that
sattsfies you justifies vour taking the law
into your own hands and ignoring vighls
guaranteed by the U.S. Constitulion
(not by us or by The New York Times)
to persons accused  of crimes. These
rights, including the vights to a fair and
impartial irial and 1o a competeni legal
defense, arve Constitulionally pmh'r!t‘d
because the accused are somefimes inno-
cent. Forgetling that fact, and willfully
taking the visk of condemning an inno-
cent person, is the real threat to the
decency and orvdey that you cherish. If a
private cilizen can impose his personal
notions of justice on persons whose guilt
has been established by nothing more
convincing than ituition, then law and
order belong only [o those with the
fastest guns and the ruthlessness 1o use
them.

As for your commenis on the balance
of the letiers in the “Forum.” we haven't
done a pro-and-con count, but we'tl fake
your word thal fewer oppose us than sup-
port us. Obuviously, regulay readers of
rLAYBOY {end (o be more sympathelic
than antipathetic to our atliludes. and
our column does veflect the specirum of
opinions received in the mail each monih.
In any case, not playing numbers games,
we don’t believe that the quantity of let-
ters on a pavticular point of view Is as
important as the fact that all points of
view are represented—as they are.

QUEER-KILLING LICENSE

The counsel delending that teenager
on death row described 1 the December
1971 Foruwm Newsfront uied 1o excuse
the crime by asserting that the murder
victim had made homosexual advances.
Isw't that a pity? Had the boy never
heard of the words “No, thank you™?

The murder of our people must end.
IT it wakes the elearvocution ol a 15-vear-
old (which is unlikely, unlortunately,
because of the maional de facto mora
torium on cxecutions), that is a small
price to pay. Thousands of our people
have been murdered and continue to be
murdered by overreacting hetero bigots.
We save our wens for them.

That the state ol Arkansas may have
mvalidiued  the idea  that  there’s a
queer-killing  license is welcome  news,
We appland. As for the murderers: Fry,
you hastards!

L. Crig Schoonmaker, President
Homosexuals Intransigent
New York, New Yok

You sound ecager to pull the swilch
yourself—evidence that the experience of
oppression is varely ennobling. In your
frenzy, yow've jumped to a wrong conclu-
ston. The boy's offense would have been
punished less severely had the murdeved
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man  been proved a homosexual:  that
queer-killing license still exasts. The Kan-
sas City Times quoles one of the prosecu-
tors as saying of the wvictim, “If we had
decided he was a homo, we wonldn’t have
sought the death penalty.” It seems to
us there’s a distinet vesemblance betiveen
the mentality that advocates clectrocuting
a Ii-year-old boy and the mentality
that has condoned the persecution—and
often killing—of homosexuals for thou-
sands of vears.

NO FUNNY STUFF IN MIAMI BARS

Il you happen to be gay, vou'd beuer
be carelul where you go 1o slake your
thivst in Miami. The cuv's fnest re-
cently raided a local bar for no apparent
reason other than w  bust  homosex-
wals. As the police walked in, a pl:lin-
dothesman at the piano bar took the
microphone from the singer and an-
nounced that anvone who did not leave
immediately would he arvested. Six people
were then aken into custody, including
one patron who was charged with “being
a homosexual drunk in a har” Another.,
who had eniered the place with his fiancce
shortly helore the raid began, was charged
with “indecem belavior in a bhar.” The
other lour were emplovees who allegedly
haud viokted Miami's unique law against
serving alcohol o homosexuals.

Miami's police chiel asserted that his
depanment has no  particular  policy
regarding  homosexual  bars and  than
“There's no concerted  effort  involved
herve. no harassment.” I doubt whether the
chiel’s assurances will comfort the bin’s
owners, who have already lost nearly hall
their business due 10 the unfavorable
publicity.

At o time when Minmi's crime rate is
rising at an appallingly rapid rate, with
violent crime such as rape and murder
aking plawce in the downmtown  area,
docsn’t it scem absurd 1o have seven
police officers waste an cvening  lirass-
ing homosexuals in a bar?

(Name withheld by request)
Mumi. Florida

THE MEANING OF MS.

A wonrn executive emploved by a com-
Py with which we do business as hezun
10 sign her letters Ms. 1'd been in the
habit of addressing the woman as Miss,
which she is. and when 1 osaw her, T kid-
ded her about the new designation. She
got a bit hostile. however, so [ dropped
the subject. T know vaguely what Als. is
supposed 1o denote, but I'm not sure of
s precise meaning. You did a wity put-
down of the Ms. business in the Decembe
1971 Forum. but I'd appreciate a straight,
serious response this tme.

Frank Malcolm
Seattle, Washington

Ms. is a substitute for Miss and Alrs.
This idea is that since My, conceals the
male’s marital status, the same should
be done for women. Actually, this serves

a useful purpose m business corvespond-
cuce, since letlers from women varely ve-
veal how the veply is 1o be addressed. Ms.
solves this dilemma. In any case. we be-
licoe that a person has the right to ask to
be called whatever he or she would lilke.

That's as much praise as we can offer,
faint as it 15, because otherwise the Ms.
tdeqa stvikes us as one more of those seman-
tic teapol tempests with which vejormist
movements lend to get involved. Somehow
they seem (o think that the changing of
words will magically change the quality
of their lroes. There's not much evidence
to support this thesis. What's more, the
women’s lib leaders pushing this veform
don’t scem to want to admit thal a sub-
stantial peveentage of marvied women—
probably most—are happy to be known
as Mrs. And we suspect that many single
women want o be knoien as Miss so that
men aill be aware they're available. In-
deed, we think Enowing whether or not
a person s marvried provides useful in-
formation abowt that pervson, and we'd
be sony to see that handle oblitevated. If
it aweven’t so much trouble, in fact, we'd
propose that a distinction be added 1o
men's names vather than subtracied from
women's: Why not call men Mist and
Alister (M. and Mr.) 1o parallel Muss
and Mys. Bul there are more important
things to worry abont. Seviously.,

Your response o Trudy Drucker’s let-
ter was unjustifiably scornful. Changing
one’s name o Ralph would not elimimae
sexism in nomencliture; your suggestion
merely relleas the time-honored notion
that the male represents the entire human
race.

Ms. I ). Crowley
Webster Groves, Missourt

I wish the editors ol rravsoy could
lhave been in our home the day 1 read
your response o Ms. Trudy Drucker (or
15 it Ralph now?), the Pn. (person) who
attacked the titles Miss and Mois. as sexist
and diseriminatory, in the  December
1971 Playboy Forum. 1 was so delighted,
gave you a standing ovation.

Ever since my wedding day, it has
been a pleasure for me 1o he called
Mrs, and 1o watch my husband’s face
light up every time he introduces me as
Mrs. Swenson. Now AMs. Drucker de-
mands that this title be eliminated from
the language. Let her call herself what-
ever she cares 1o, but must we all be sad-
dled with the results of her campaign?

Mrs. David Swenson
Clearwater, Florida

DOMINICAN DIVORCE

Some of the vaguely worded news re-
ports on the Dominican Republic’s vecent-
ly enacted divorce law apparently led you
to state in the October 1971 Forum News-
front that the law includes a one-weck
residency requirement, which is not the
case. The law does not require any period

of residency and the appearing spouse,
alter being advised ol the date and hour
ol the hearing by his Dominican attorney,
may arrive in the country in the morning
and leave the same day.

The Law simply provides that fore
and nonresident citizens may divorce n
mutual  consent, |n'm'i(|cd at least one
party is present at the heaving and the
other is represented by a person who has
been granted power of attorney to act on
behalf of the absent spouse, :xd that both
parties expressly agree o grant compe-
wenee o a Dominican judpge of the first
st

José Antonio-Maytines
Attorney ar Law
Santo Domingo. Dominican Republic

WOMEN IN MEDICINE

The male orientaton of the UL S mdi-
cil prolession adversely alleas the qualiny
of medical cue for society in general
and Jor women in particular. Needless
surgery on womgen and children s de-
monstrably more frequent in the ULS.
than in countries with less biased medi-
cilschool admissions  policies. 1t is no
only m surgery thit women need the
support and insight ol women physicians.
for in other areas of medical pracrice.
poor communication between  physicians
awned - females  as patients or  parents
abridges to some extent their right 1o
informed consent. The American Medi-
cal Association’s suppression ol the Food
and Dvug Administration’s efforts w edu-
cate women concerning the pill's side
clfeets veflects the patriarchal  attitoudes
within medicine’s centers of power and
policy.

A sex quota at taxsubsidized  ULS.
medical schools has heen operating o
decades. Medical schools, virtually closed
to all but abour 38 percent ol the avail
able  population, accept mediocre  ap
plicuns Irom  a  privileged  group  in
preference 10 superior condidines  from
among  women aid  minorities.  The
number of women applicants 1o medical
schools has increased over 300 percem
during the past 38 vears: the number of
male applicints has maeased 29 per-
cent. Yet the proportion of women ac-
cepted during this period of time has
falien. demonsteating clearly that it is
sex-biased admission policies that limi
the number of U.S. women doctors.

Male cducators argue that equal pro
portions of men and women are rejecied
by medical schools impartially. How
ever. it is becawse 92 percent of ihe
available seats are already occupied by
men that half of the men applicants are
rejected. Hall of the female applicaints
(about 700 compared with 14,000 men)
are anmully rejected because of their sex.

Marvland and Michigan women have
cause for pride in Senators Mathias and
Hart, whose amendment to the 197)
Health Manpower Training Act estab-
lishes lor the first time women's right o




equal admission criteria at U.S. medical
schools. Americans must now pursue
their daughters’ legal right to equal op-
portunity for medical education. Only
by so doing can we ensure that women
will bencfit equally from the training
and insights of U.S. physicians.

Frances S. Norris, M. D.

Women's Equity Action League

Chevy Chase, Maryland

I was very happy to read ihe letter
[rom Dr. Harvold 1. Kaplan protesting
the prejudice of medical schools agninst
female students (The Playboy  Forun,
December 1971, I am  beginning 10
send applications to medical schools and
have already been told. “You're a wom-
an, so vou'll never make it.” Perhaps if
applications were  devoid  of  questions
about the applicant’s sex and were com
pleted with Jast name and initials only.
some ol this sexual discrimination would
disappear.

Marvied as well as single males are
accepted  into medical  schools. Thesce
schools reject single women because they
may ey and married women  because
they may ger pregmant. Ir seems as il
mules have their sexual [reedom. where-
as a woman medical student is almost
lorced to titke a vow ol celibacyv. The
fact is that a woman today seldom be
comes pregnant unless she wants o, and
if a woman should become pregnant
while  attending  medical  school.  she
could be given a leave ol absence and
the opportunity 1o continue her training
later.

I shudder to think that beciuse T am
a woman, T might not be allowed 10
pursue my vocuion. I believe T can be a
physician and have a family, and that 1
will he wotally dedicined o my patients,
my husband and my children.

Mary Marvin Johnson
Meredith College
Raleigh, North Carolina

DEFORMED FETUSES
Dr. Emanuel M. Greenberg, who advo-
cates genetic saeening to identify poten-
tially defective Tetuses so that they can
be aborted (The Playboy Forum. De-
cember 1971), has apparently never had
an imperfect child. My hushand and I
have: a lovely, bright bov who was horn
with a [lacialoral delt so severe that
successful  therapy  may take as  long
as 20 years. If Dr. Greenberg had his
wiy, we or the state woukd have had owr
son aborted. Yeu I im osure that the
child. had he the understanding ai the
time, still would have chosen to be born.
Though we did indeed “spew him forth
into a hostile environment,” we belicve
that our love and understanding  will
enable him to live a normal life and
prevent him from cever considering his
birth “an abrogation of his rght to
(continued on page 175}
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a Marantz is a Marantz

Is a Marantz.

That means that Marantz not only
makes the finest most expensive
stereo equipment in the world
but also the finest least expensive
stereo equipment in the world.
Our $1285 Marantz stereo compo-
nent system for example includes
the Marantz Model 120 stereo-
phonic tuner featuring the exclu-
sive Gyro-Touch tuning and
built-in oscilloscope for $395; the
Model 3300 preamplifier/control
center that offers you full control
facilities at $395; plus the Marantz
Model 250, a 250 watt RMS power
amplifier priced at $495. Put them
all together they spell Marantz —
a total of $1285 worth of the best
stereoequipmentavailableforthe
connoisseur.
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- ding stereo enthusiast and the best
buy for the money in the audio

world. $208 e
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wnor e OAUL ALINSKY

a candid conversation with the feisty radical orgamzer

For the past 35 vears, the American
extablishment has come under rvelentless
altack from a bespectacled, conservatively
dvessed community ovganizer who looks
like an accountant and talks like a steve-
dave. Adccording to The New York Times.
Sand Alinsky “is hated and feaved in Tigh
places from coast to coast” for being “a
major force in the revolution of power-
less people—indeed, he s emerging as a
mavement unto himself” And a Time
magazine essay concluded that “it is not
too much to argue that American democ-
racy is heing alleved by Alinsky’s ideas.”

In the course of nearly four decades
of orsamizing the poor for radical social
action, Alinsky has made many enemies,
but he has also won the respect, however
ernedging, of a disparate avray of pub-
lie figures: French philosopher  facques
Maritain has called him “one of the few
veally greal men of this century,” and
cven William Buckley, Jr.o a bitter ideo-
logical foe, has admitied that “Alinsky is
twice formidable, and very close to be-
tng an organizational genmins”” He was
preceded by lus veputation on a recent
tonr of Asia, wheve he was hailed by
political and student leaders from To-
Iyo to Singapore as the one American
with concrete vevolutionaryy lessons jor
the i poverished Thivd World.

Not bad for a st kid from the
South Side of Chicago, wheve he was
bovne on fanuary 30, 1909, dfter working

his way tough the University of Chi
cago, Alinsky attended graduale school
Jor two years, then dyopped oul 1o work
ax an Himois state criminologist. In the
mied-Thirties, as a side fine, he began (o
work as an ovganizer witlh the then-vadical
CLO. i wlich he soon became a close
friend and aide to Jolw 1. Lewis. Then,
tn 1939, he phased honself out of actwe
pavticipation in the labor movement and
into the vole of communilty organizer,
starting iy baclk  yard—ihe
Chicago slums. His cfforts to turn scal-
teved, voiceless discontent mio a united
protest avoused the adnuvation of then-
Hitnois governor Adlar E, Stevenson, who
said  Alisky’s aims “most faithfully ve-
flect ony tdeals of brotherhood, lolerance,
charity and the dignity of the individual.”
In 1910, Alinsky clicited a  generous
grant from hiberal millionaive Marshall
Field tH, who provided funds to estab-
tishe the Industriel  Arveas Foundation,
wlich has remamed Alimsky's  promary
base of operation. Throughout the next
decade, with Field's financial backing,
Alinsky vepeated his initial success in o«
scove of sl communities across the
nation. from Kausas City and Detvoit to
the barrios of Southern California.

In the Fifties, he turned las atlenlion
to the black ghetto, and again began i
Chicago. His actions quickly carned the
enmity of Mayor Richard [ Daley

outn

(who, while remaming  fomly opposed
to Alinsky's  methods over  the vears,
recently conceded that = Alimsky looes Chi-
cago the same as I do” ). He also vedou-
bled Ius travel schedule as an “ontside
agitator.” After long but successful strug-
gles in New York State and a dozen
different trouble spots avound the coun-
try, he flew to the West Coast, al the
request of the Bay Avea Presbytevian
Churches. to organize the black ghetto
i Qalland, California. Hearving of his
plans, the panicstricken Qalkland  Ciiy
Councid promptly imtyoduced a vesolution
banning him  from the cily, and an
amendment by one councilman to send
him a 50-foot length of vope with which
to hang homself was carvied overwhelm-
mgly. (Alinsky vyesponded by matling
the councll a box of diapeis.) When
Qakland police threatened to arrest him
if he enteved the cily limits, he crossed
the Bay Bridge with a small band of
reporters and TV cameramen, armed
only with a bivth ceviificate and a U5,
passporl. “The welcoming conmitice of
Qalkland police looked and |(elt pretty
silly,” Alinsky fondly vecalls. Oakland
was forced to back down, and Alinsky
established a local all-black organization
to fight the establishinent.

By the late Sixties, Alinsky was leai-
ing most of the freld worle 1o luy andes
aned concentrating on lraining  conmmu-
nity orgamizers through  the Industiial

“The middle class actially feels more de-
feated and lost today on a wide range of
isues than the poor do. And this creates
a situation that’s supercharged with both
oppertunity and danger.”

“America isn’t Russia in 1917 or China in
1916, and any wviolent head-on collision
with the power structure will only ensure
the mass suicide of the left and the frrob-
able triwmph of domestic fascism.”

“I'oe been fighting the system since [ was
seven or eight. I was the kind of Lid who'd
never drcam of walking on the grass until
I'd see a REXP OFF THE GRAss sign; then
I'd stomp all over 11.”
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Areas  Foundation Training Institute,
which he calls a “school for professional
radicals.” Funded principally by a foun-
dation grant from Midas Muffler, the
school aims at twrning out 25 shkilled or-
ganizers annually to work in black and
white communities acvoss the nation.
“Just think of all the hell we've kicked
up around the country with only four or
five full-time organizers,” Alinsky told
newsmen at the school's opening session.
“Things will really move now.”

He was right—if his subsequent suc-
cess as a radical organizer can be meas-
ured by the degree of opposition and
exasperation  he avoused among the
guardians of the stalus quo. A conserva-
tive church jowrnal wrote that “it is im-
possible 1o follow both Jesus Christ and
Saul  Alinsky.” Barvon’s, the business
weekly, took that odd logic a step further
and charged that Alinsky “has a record of
affiliation with Communist  fronts and
causes.” And a tofpy Office of Economic
Opportunity official, Hyman Boolbinder,
characterized  Alinsky’s altacks on the
antipoverty program (for “welfare colo-
nialism”) as “onivageously [alse, ignorant,
mtemperate headline-seeking.”

Pevhaps the one achicvement of his
life that has drawn almost universally
favorable vesponse was the publication
of his new book, “Rules for Radicals,”
which has vecetved glowing reviews in
practically every newspaper and maga-
zine in the country. To show his slaff
exactly how he felt about all this unac-
customed approbation, he called them
in lo say, “Don’t worry, boys, we'll
weather this storm  of approval and
come oul as haled as ever.”” It provided
Alinsky with some consolation that the
book proveled a hostile reaction in at
least one major city—his own. The Chi-
cago Tribune greeted the publication of
“Rules [for Radicals” with a lead edito-
rial headlined “ALINSKY'S AT IT AGAIN”
and concluded: “Rubbing raw the sores of
discontent may be jolly good fun for
him, but we are unable to regard it as a
conlribution lo social betterment. The
couniry has enough problems of the
insoluble sort as things are without
working up new ones jor no discernible
purpose except Alinsky’'s amusement.”
To which Alinsky responded: “The es-
tablishment can accept being screwed,
but not being laughed at. What bugs
them most about me is that unlike hu-
morless vadicals, I have a hell of a good
time doing what I'm doing.”

To find out more about why Alinshy
ts doing what he’s doing, and to probe
the private complexitics of the public
man, rrayveoy sent Eric Norden to in-
terview him. The job, Norden soon
discovered, was far from easy: “ The prob-
lem was thal Alinsky’s schedule is enough
to drive a professional athlete 1o a rest
home, and he seems to thrive on it I
accompanicd him from the East Coast
lo the West and into Canada, snalching

tape sessions on planes, in cars and at
airport cocktail lounges between strategy
sessions with his local organizers, which
were more like military bricfings than
bull sessions. My fuirst meeting with him
was in TWA’s Ambassador Lounge at
Chicago’s O'Hare Airport. He was
dressed in a mnavy-blue blazer, buiton-
down oxford shivt and black hknit tie.
His first words were a growled order for
Scotch on the vocks; his voice was flat
and gravelly, and I found it easier to
picture him twisting arms lo win Gar-
ment District contracts than organizing
ghetlos. As we traveled together and 1
struggled to match his pace, I soon
learned that he is, if nothing else, an
original. (Alinsky lo stewardess: “Will
you please tell the caplain I don’t give a
fuck what our wind velocity is, and ask
him to keep his trap shut so I can get
some work done?’)

“Nat Hentoff wrote last year, ‘Al 62,
Saul is the youngest man IP've mel in
years,” and 1 could see what he meant.
There s a tremendous vilality about
Alinsky, a vaw, combalive ¢bullience, and
a consumiing curiosity about cverything
and coeryone around him. Add fo this a
mordant wit, a monumenial ego coupled
with an ability to laugh at himself and
the world in general, and you begin to
get the measure of the man.

“And yet—late at night, in a Milwau-
kee motel room, his face was gray, hag-
gard and for once he showed the day’s
loll (three cities, lwo speeches, endiess
press confervences and stralegy sessions).
A wvague sadness hung around him, as if
some bayrier had broken down, and he
began to talk—off the record—about all
the people he’s loved who have died.
Fhere were many, and they seemed
closer at night, in aiport Holiday Inn
rooms, sleeping alone with the air condi-
tioner turned high to drown out the
voar of the planes. He talked on for an
hounr, fell abrupily silent for a minute,
then sprang to his feel and headed for
the door. ‘“We'll veally fuck “em tomor-
row!? The race was on again.”

Norden began the interview by asking
Alinsky abowt his latest and most ambi-
Lious campaign: lo organize nothing less
than Amevica’s white middle class.

PLAYBOY: Mobilizing middle-class Ameri-
ca would seem quite a departure for you
after years of working with poverty-
stricken black and white slum dwellers.
Do vou expect suburbia 1o prove fertile
ground for your organizational talents?

ALINSKY: Yes, and it's shaping up as the
most challenging fight of my carcer—
and certainly the one with the highest
stakes. Remember, people are people
whether they're living in ghettos, reser-
vations or barrios, and the suburbs are
just another kind of reservation—a gild-
ed ghetto. One thing I've come to realize
is that any positive action for radical
social change will have to be focused on

the white middle class, for the simple
reason that this is where the real power
lies. Today, three fourths of our popula-
tion is middle class, cither through ac-
tual earning power or through value
identification. Take the lower-lower
middle class. the blue-collar or hard-hat
group; there you've got over 70.000.000
people carning berween  S5000  and
510.000 a vear, people who don’t con-
sider themselves poor or lower class at all
and who espouse the dominant middle-
class cthos even more fiercely than the
rich do. For the first time in history, you
have a conntry where the poor are in
the minority, where the majority are
dicting while the have-nots are going to
bed hungry every night.

Christ, even if we could manage to
organize all the exploited low-income
groups—all the blacks. chicanos, Puerto
Ricans, poor whites—and then, through
some kind of organizational miracle, weld
them all 1ogether into a viable coalition,
what would you have? At the most opti-
mistic estimate, 55.000,000 people by the
end of this decade—Dbut by then the total
population will be over 225,000,000, of
whom the overwhelming majority will he
middle class. This is the so-called Silent
Majority that our great Greck philos-
opher in Washington is wrying to galva.
nize, and it's here that the die will be cast
and this counuy’s future decided for the
next 50 years. Pragmatically, the only
hope for genuine minority progress is to
scek out allies within the majority and to
organize that majority itself as part of a
national movement for change. If we just
give up and let the middle classes go to
the likes of Agnew and Nixon by default,
then you might as well call the whole ball
game. But they're still up for grabs—and
we're gonna grab ‘em.

PLAYBOY: The assumption behind the Ad-
ministration’s  Silent  Majority thesis is
that most ol the middle class is inherent-
ly conservative. How can even the most
skillful organizational tactics unite them
in support of your radical goals?

ALINSKY: Conservative? That's a crock of
crap. Right now theyre nowhere. But
they can and will go cither of two ways
in the coming ycars—to a native Ameri-
can [ascism or toward radical social
change. Right now they're frozen, fester-
ing in apathy, leading what Thoreau
called  “lives of quiet  desperation.”
They're oppressed by taxation and infla-
tion, poisoned by pollution, terrorized
by urban crime, [rightened by the new
youth adture, baflled by the computer-
ized world around them. They've
worked all their lives to get their own
little house in the suburbs, their color
TV, their two cars, and now the good
life secems to have wrned to ashes in
their mouths. Their personal lives are
generally unfulfilling, their jobs unsatis-
[ying. they've succumbed to tranquilizers



and pep pills. they drown their anxieties
in alcohol, they feel wapped in long-
term endurance marriages or escape into
guilt-ridden divorces. They're losing their
kids and dhey're losing their dreams.
Theyre alienated, depersonalized. with-
out any leeling ol participation in the
political process, and they feel rejected
and hopeless. Their utopia of status and
security has become a ticky-tacky suburb,
their split-levels have  sprouted  prison
bars and their disillusionment is becoming
terminal.

Theyv're the first 1o live in a total
massmedia-oriented  world, and  every
night when they turn on the TV and
the news comes on, they see the almost
unbelievable hypocrisy and deceit and
often outright idiocy ol our national
leaders and the corruption and disinte-
aration ol all our institutions, from the
police and courts 1o the White House
itsell. Their society appears to be crum-
bling and they see themselves as no
more than small failures within the larger
failure. All their old values seem to have
deserted them, leaving them rudderless
in a sea of social chaos. Believe me, this
is good organizational material.

The despair is there; now it's up to us
o go in and rub raw the sores ol
discontent. galvanize them for radical
social change. We'll give them a way to
participate in the democratic process, a
way 10 excrcise their rights as citizens
and strike back at the establishment that
oppresses them, instead ol giving in o
apathy. We'll start with specific issues—
taxes, jobs, consumer problems, pollu-
tion—aued [rom there move on o the
larger issues: pollution in the Pentagon
andd the Congress and the board rooms
of the megacorporations. Once you organ-
ize prople, they'll keep advancing from
issue 1o issue towird the ultimate objec-
tive: people power. We'll not only give
them a cause, we'll make lile goddamn
exciting lor them again—/ife msicad ol
existence. We'll turn them on,

PLAYBOY: You don’t expect them to be
ware of radicals bearving gifts?

ALINSKY: Sure, they'll he suspicious, even
hostile at first. That's been my experi-
ence with every community I've ever
moved into. My critics are vight when
they call me an outside agitator. When a
community, any kind ol communiry. is
hopeless and helpless. it requires some-
bhody from outside to come in amd stir
things up. That's my job—to unsettle
them, o make them stare asking ques-
tions, 1o teach them to stop talking and
start acting, because the fat cats in
charge never hear with their cars, only
through their rears. I'm not saving it's
going ta be casy: thermopolitically, the
middle classes are rooted in inerva, con-
ditioned to look for the safe and casy
way, afraid 1o rock the boat. But theyre
beginning 10 realize that boat is sinking
and unless they start bailing fast, they're
going to go under with it. The middle

class today is really schizoid. tom be-
tween its indocrination amd its objec
tive situation. The instinct ol middle-class
people is to support and celebrate the
status quo, but the realities ol their daily
lives drill it home that the status quo has
exploited and betraved them,

PLAYBOY: In what wayvr

ALINSKY: In all the ways I've been alk-
ing about, [rom taxation to pollution.
The middle class acally leels move
defeared and lost today on a wide range
of issues than the poor do. And this
creates a situation that's supercharged
with  both opportunity  and  danger.
There's a second revolution secthing he-
neath the surlace of middle-class Amert-
ci—the  revolution of a  bewildered,
frightened  and as-vet-imarticulate group
ol desperate people groping lor alterna-
tves—lor hope. Their fears and  their
[rustrations over their impoience cin
turn  into political - paranota and - de-
monize then driving them 1o the right.
making them vipe lor the plucking by
some guy on horseback promising avetnrn

1o the shed verinies ol vesterday, The
right  would give them scapegoats  lor

their misery—blacks, hippics, Communists
and il ic wins, this country will beecome
the first totditarian state with a national
anthem celebrating “the Iand of the {ree
and the home ol the hrve.” But we're
not going to abandon the held o them
without at long. hard hght—a  fight [
think we're going to win. Because we'll
show the middle class theiv real enemies:
the corporate power clite that runs and
ruins the country—the true benchciaries
ol Nixon's so-called  cconomic  relorms.
And when they swing their sights on that
target, the shit will veally hit the fan.
PLAYBOY: In the past. you've focused vour
cllorts on specilic communities where the
problems—and the solutions—were dlen
Iv defined. But now vou're taking on over
150,000,000 people. Aren’t vou at all Tazcd
by the odds against you?

ALINSKY:  Are kiddingz I've been
doing this for 30 years now. amd the
odds haven't bothered me yer. In fact,
Ive always aken 100o-one odds as
even money. Sure, at's true that the
middle class is more amorphous tluin
some barvio in Southern Calilornia, and

Vil

vou're going to be organizing all across
the country mstead ol in one city. But the
vales ave the same. You st with wha
you've got. you build up one community
around the issues, and then you use the
organization you've established as an ex-
ample and a power base to reach other
communitics. Once you're suceesslul in,
say, Chicago—one ol the ciries where
were organizing the middle class—then
vou Gin go on to Cincinnati or Boston or
Dubugue and say. "OK, vou sce what we
did in Chicago, let’s get movin® here.” It's
like an ink-blot elfect. spreading out from
local focal points of power across the

whole country. Once we have our initial
successes, the process will gather momen-
tum aud begin 1o snowball.

It won't be easy and. sure, it's a gamble
—what m life isn't? Finstein once said
God docsn’t throw dice, but he was
wrong. God throws dice all the ume—
ard sometimes T wonder il they're loaded.
The art ol the orgimizer 1s cotun’ in on
the action. And believe me, this time we're
really going to screw the hastards, hit “em
where it hures. You know, [ sort of look m
this as the culmination of my carcer. 1've
been in this fight since the Depression:
I've been machime-gunned.  beaten up,
jtiled—thev've even given me honorary
degrees—and in aoway ics all been prep-
aration for this. 1 love this goddamn
country, and we're going o take it back.
I never gave up laith at the worst times
in the past, and I'm swe as hell nor
going to sttt now. With some luck, mav-
be I've ot ten more good  productive
years ahead of me. So I'm going 1o use
them where they count the most.

PLAYBOY: How did vou ever get imo this
hine of work:

ALINSKY: T actually strted organizing in
the middle Thirties, hiest with the C.1LO.
and then on my own. But | guess |
would have followed the swne path il
there hadn't been a Depression. 've al-
wavs been o patural rebell ever sinee 1
wits it kil And poverty wus no struanger
to me, cither. My mother and lather
cmigrated from Russia at the tuen of the
century and we lived in one ol the worst
shuns in Clicago: in fact, we hived in
the slum district ol the slnm. on the
wrong side ol the wrong side of the
tracks, about as far down as vou could
go. My father stted out as a tailor,
then he van a delhicatessen and @ clean
ing shop. and finally he graduaed 10
operating his own sweatshop. But what-
cver business he had. we always lived in
the hack ol a store. [ yemember, as a
Kid, the bigaest luxury 1 ever dreamed
of was just to have a lew minutes 10
mysell in the  bathroom  without my
mother hammering on the door and
telling me 10 get out because a customer
wanted to use it To this day, it's a real
luxury for me o spend ume unimter-
rupted in the bathroom: it generally
takes me a couple ol hours 1o shave and
bathe i the morming—a real hang-up
from the past. although 1 acnally do a
lot of my thinking there.

PLAYBOY: \Were vour parcnts politically
actmves

ALINSKY: A lot of Jews were aaive in
the new socialist movement at that time,
but not my parents. They were strict
Orthodox:  their whole  lile revolved
around work and svmagogue. Aud their
attitude was complerely pavochial. 1 re-
member as a kid being told how impor-
vt 1t was o study, and  the worst
threat they could think ol was that if |
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didn't do well at Yeshiva, I'd grow up
with a goyischer kop—with a gentile
brain. When I got into high school. I
remember how surprised I was to find
all those gentile Kids who were so smart;
I'd been taught that gentiles were prac-
tically Mongoloids. And that kind of
chauvinism is just as unhealthy as anti-
Semitism.

PLAYBOY: Did you encounter much anti-
Semitism as a child?

ALINSKY: Not personally, but T was awarce
ol it. It was all around us in those days.
But it was so pervasive you didn’t really
even think about it: you just accepted it
as a fact of life. The worst hostility was
from the Poles, and back in 1'M8 und
1919, when T was growing up, it amounted
to a regular war. 'We had taervitorial
boundaries hetween our neighborhoods,
and if a Jewish girl strayed across the
border. she'd be raped right on the street.
Every once in a while, it would explode
into ull-scale rioting. and I remember
when hundreds of Poles would come
storming into our neighborhood and we'd
get up on the rools with piles of bricks
and pans ol boiling water and slingshots,
just like a medieval sicge. I had an air
rifle myself. There’d be a bloody battle
for blocks around and some people on
both sides had real guns, so sometimes
there’d be [atalities. It wasn't called an
urban crisis then; it was just two groups
of people trying to kill each other. Finally
the cops would come on horses and in
their clanging paddy wagons and break it
up. They were all Irish and they hated
both sides, so they'd crack Polish and
Jewish heads equally. The melting pot in
action. You don’t have that hostility in
Chicago anymore: now Italians, Poles,
Jews and Irish have all joined up and
buried the hatchet—in the blacks. But
in those days, every ethnic group was at
cach other’s throat.

1 remember once, 1 must have been
ten or cleven, one of my [riends was
beaten up by Poles, so a bunch of us
crossed over into Polish unl and we were
beating the shit out of some Polish kids
when the cops pulled us in. They ook
us to the station house and told our
mothers, and boy, did they blow their
tops. My mother cime and ook me
away, screaming that I'd Drought  dis-
grace on the family. Who ever heard of
a good Jewish boy being arrested. she
moaned to the cops, and she promised
the sergeant I'd be taken care of severcly
when I ogot home. When we lelt, my
mother took me right to the rabbi and
the 1abbi lectured me on how wrong 1
was. But I stood up for mysell. T said,
“They beat us up and it's the American
way to fight back, just like in the Old
Testament, an eye lor an eye and a
tooth for a tooth. So we beat the hell
out of them. That's what everybody

does.” The rabbi just looked at me lor a
minute and then said very quietly, “You
think you're a man because you do what
everybody does. But T want 1o tell you
something the great Rabbi Hillel said:
“Where there are no men, be thou a
man.” I want you to remember it.” I've
never [orgouten it.

PLAYBOY: Did you beat up any more
Polish kids?

ALINSKY: No, the vabbi's lesson sank home,
I don’t even tell Polish jokes.

PLAYBOY: Were you a devout Jew as a
boy?

ALINSKY: T suppose T was—until I was
about 12. I was brainwashed, really
hooked. But then I got alraid my lolks
were going to try to turn me into i
rabbi, so I went through some prewy
rapid withdrawal symptoms and kicked
the habit. Now I'm a charter member of
Believers Anonymous. But I'll tell you
one thing about religious identity: When-
ever anyone asks me my religion, I always
say—and always will say—Jcwish.
PLAYBOY: Did vou rehel in areas other
than religion?

ALINSKY: Yes, in little ways I've been fight-
ing the system ever since T was seven
or eight years old. I mean, I was the kind
of kid who'd never dream of walking on
the grass until I'd sce a KEEp OFF THE
crass sign, and then I'd stomp all over
it. I remember one time when I was ten
or eleven, a rabbi was wtoring me in
Hebrew and my assignment was to read
the Old Testament and then he'd ask
me a series of questions. One particular
day I read three pages in a row without
any crrors in pronunciation. and sud-
denly a penny fell onto the Bible. I
looked up and the rabbi told me that
God had rewarded me for my achieve-
ment. Shit, I was awestruck. All that
day and through the night, I thouglt
about it. I couldn’t even sleep, I was so
excited. and I ran over all the implica-
tions in my mind.

Then the next day the rabbi wirned
up and he told me to start reading. And
I wouldn’t; I just sat there in silence,
refusing to read. He asked me why T was
so quict, and I said, “This time it's a
nickel or nothing.” He threw back his
arm and slammed ne across the room. |
sailed through the air and landed in the
corner and the rabbi started cursing me
unto the fourth generation. I'd rvebelled
against God! But there were no light
ning bolts, nothing, just a rabid rabbi
on the verge of a coronary.

It wasn’t dehance so much as curiosity
in action, which seems to others to be
defiance. My father, for example—he
was far from permissive and I'd get my
share of beatings, with the invariable
finale, “You ever do that again and you
know what’s going to happen to you!”
I'd just nod, snifling, and skulk away.
But finally one day, after he'd really laid

into me, he stood over me swinging his
razor strap and repeated, “You know
what's going to happen to you if vou do
that againz” and I just said through my
tears, “No, what's going to happen:”
His jaw dropped open. he was complete:
Iy at a loss. he didn't know what the
hell 1o say. He was absolutely disorgan-
ized. T learned my lesson then: Power is
not in what the establishment has but in
what vou think it has.

PLAYBOY: Was vour relationship with yvour
father uniformly hostile?

ALINSKY: Ycath, pretty much so. My pn
ents were divorced when I was 13 and my
Lygher. who'd begun to make some money
out ol his crummy sweatshops, moved ot
to California. For the next few vears, |
shutled back and forth between them,
living part of the time with my mother in
Chicago and the rest with my father in
Calilornia. 1 shouldn’t veally say living
with him, because the minute I'd arrive,
he'd shunt me off to a furnished room
somewhere and I'd never see him uill 1°d
Ieave. Our onlv words to cach other were
“Hello” and then, three months later,
“Goodbye.” It was a [unny kind of lile.
When I was 16, I started shackin® up with
some old broad of 22—and believe me, at
16, 22 is positively ancient. Between mov-
ing around in Chicago with my mother
and going back and forth to California, 1
must have attended a dozen different
schools: in fact, I wound up with fow
high school diplomas when I went to col-
lege. That's one of the reasons I always
stayed close to my kids when they were
growing up; I didn’t want them to have o
go through that.

PLAYBOY: A psychoanalytic interpretation
of your life might conclude that vour
subscquent career as a radical was moti-
vated more by hatred of your father than
by opposition to the establishment,
ALINSKY: Parlor psychoanalysis isn’t my
bag. Anyway, I don't think I ever hated
the old man; I never really knew him,
and what little T did know just didn't
interest me. And the feeling must have
been reciprocated. T remember, when 1
graduated from college at the height of
the Depression, T had exactly four bucks
between me and  starvation, and my
mother was so broke I didn’'t want to
add to her troubles. So in desperation |
scnt a registered letter 10 my father,
asking him for a little help. beciuse I
didn’t even have enough lor food. T got
the receipt back showing he'd got the
letter. but I never heard from him. He
died in 1950 or 1951 and 1 heard he leh
an estate of 5110,000. He willed most of
it to an orchard in Israel and his Kids by
his previous marriage. To me he left 550.
PLAYBOY: How did you feel when you
learned of his death?

ALINSKY: Maybe the best way I can ex-
plain it is to tell you what happened
when my mother heard he'd died. She
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understood his body had been shipped
10 Chicago and she called me up and
asked me to check all the undertaking
establishments 1o see il he was there and
what arrangements had been made. T
didn’t want to. but she insisted. so 1 sat
down with the phone book and start-
cd running through the funeral parlors.
Alter o hall hour or so ol this. T heard
Insterical  langhter coming out of the
living room and I went in to find my
wile. Helene, doubled up in hysteries. 1
asked her whar the hell was so funny
and when she finally got control of
hersell she said. “Do vou have anv idea
what  vou're  doing?” 1 said,  “Why,
what are vou talking about?” and she
stid, “Let me give an imitation ol vou:
‘Hello, Weinstein's undertaking  parlor?
Oh. well, Took, do me a Lwvor, will vou?
My name is Alinsky. my Lither's name is
Benpmin, would voun mind looking in
the back room and secing 1l by any
chance vou've got his bady Jaid o
there> ™ Amd as I listened  to her. 1
understoad  all the deadly silences I'd
been genting ar the other end of 1he
phone. That was how much ir allected me,
PLAYBOY: \Wore vou cqually estranged [rom
vour motheir?

ALINSKY: Ol no. we wae vay close
Momma's wreat. she's still around  and
gomg strong. She speaks move Yiddish
than English. hut she collects all my
clippings. even though  she's  conlused
about what I'm doing. and she gloas
over the Tact that P'meothe center of a log
of auention. “Mvy son the revolution-
ary” vou know. Ounee T was the lead
speaker at a mass mecting in Chic
and T thought she'd enjov secing it so 1
had her picked up and wken 10 the
auditorium.  Alterward. T drove  her
home and T said. “Momma, how did vou
like my speechz” And she said, @l upset.
“That's a hne thing you did. o do a
thing like that. what will people think
ol your mother, how will they think 1
Drought vou upz™ T said, “Momma,
what was it [ said?” And she said. “You
don't know? You ask me. when twice.
fivtee you wiped your nose with your
hand when vou were ralking? What a
terrible thing!” You know, I'm 65 years
old and what are her first words 10 me
on the phonez “Have vou got your rub-
bers? Are vou dressed warm?  Arve you
cating righez™ As o Jewish mother. she
begins where other Jewish mothers leave
ofl. To other people. 'm a professional
radical: 1o her, the important thing is.
I'm 2t professional. To Momma it was all
anticlinaetic alter T ogot that - college
degree,

PLAYBOY: Were you politically active in
collese?

ALINSKY: Not in any organized sense, |
startedd going o the University of Chi-
crgo in 1926, when the campus was still
shook up over the Loeb-Leopold case. |
suppose I was a kind of instinctive rebel
—I got imo wvouble leading a fhght

[
.lnil

against compulsory chapel—but it was
strictly a personal vebellion against au-
thority. Dwring my first few vears in
school, T didn’t have any highly de-
veloped social conscience, and in those
placid days belore the Depression, it was
prewty casy 1o delude yoursell that we
were living in the best ol all possible
worlds. But by my junior year, I was
beginuing to catch glimpses of the em-
paror’s hare ass. As an undergraduate, |
touk @ lot of courses in sociology, and I
was astounded by all the horse manure
they were handing out about poverty
and slums. pliving down the sullering
and deprivation, glossing over the mis-
ery and despair. I mean, Christ. I'd lived
m o slom 1o cou!ld see thvough all their
complacent academic jargon to the real-
ities. It was at that time that 1 developed
a deep suspicion ol academicians in gen-
eral and sociologists in particular, with i
lew notable exceptions,

It was Jimmy Farrell who said ar the
time that the University of Chicago's
sociology department was an institution
thar invests SHIO,000 on a research pro-
gram 1o discover the location ol hrathels
that any taxi driver could tell them
about lor nothing. So 1 realized how L
temoved  the sell-stvled  social  sciences
are from the realities of evervday cexisi-
cnce. which s particularly  unforiunie
today, hecuse that wibe of head-counters
has aninovdinate  influcnce on - our
so-Gilled antipoverty program. Asking a
sociologist 1o solve a problem s like
presaribing an o enema for diarrhea.
PLAYBOY: \Was sociology your major in
college?

ALINSKY: Godd, no. T majored in archacol-
ogv. a subject that Liscinated me then
and sull does. T oreally fell in love with it
PLAYBOY: Did wou plan to become 2
professional archacologist?

ALINSKY: Yeuah, for a while I did. But by
the time I graduated. the Depression
was in [ull swing and archacologists were
in abow as much demand as horses and
bugzics. All the guvs who Tunded the
ficld wips were being scraped off \Wall
Sreet sidewalks. And anyway. much as 1
loved it archacology was beginning to
appear pretty nrelevant in those days. |
was starting 1o get actively involved in
social dssues, and during my last vear in
college. a bunch ol us took up the plight
of the Southern IHlinois coal workers,
who were in o tough organizational light
—tough, Christ, the poor bastards were
strving—and  we got some  food  and
supplies together and  chartered  some
trucks and drove down to help them.
PLAYBOY: Waus it at this time that you
becime active in vadical politics?
ALINSKY: It was at this time I became a
radical—or recognized thae I'd always
been a radical and started to do some-
thing concrete about it. Bur I wasn't a
full-time activist; T remained in school,
and I suppose a lot of my ideas about

what could and should be done were as
muddled as those of most people in
those chaotic days.

PLAYBOY: What did you do alwer gradua-
tion?

ALINSKY: T went hungry, What  liude
money my mother had was wiped out in
the Crash and, as I've told you. mv old
man wasn't exactly showering  suppori
on me. I managed o cke out a subsist-
cnce living by doing odd jobs around
the university at ten cemis an hour. [
suppose I could have gotten some help
from a relief project, bue it's funnv. 1
just couldn’t do it. I've alwavs been that
wav: I'd rob a bank before T aceepred
charitv. Anvway, things were rough for
a while and T got pretiy low. T rement
ber siting in a crummy caleteria one
day and saving to mysell: “Here T am. o
smart son ol a bitch. I eraduated cum
lavde and all thae shit, bur T et make
a hiving. T can't even feed myself. What
happens now®” And then it cime 1o me:
that litle light bulb @it up above nn
head.

I moved over 10 the table nexi 1o the
cashier. exchanged a few words with her
and then finished my coffee and got up
to pav. “Gee. mosorre.” 1 osaid. T scem
to have lost my check.” She'd seen thar
all T had was a cup of colfee, so she just
said. “That's OK. that’ll be a nickel.” Sa
I paid and lefr with my original nickel
check still in my pocket and walked a lew
blocks to the next caletevia in the same
chain and ordered a big meal for a buck
forty-five—and, believe me. in those days,
for a buck forty-five T could have practi
cally boughr the fuckin® joimt. T ate m a
corner far awav from the cashier. then
switched checks and paid my nickel bill
from the other place and lelt. So my
eating woubles were waken care ol

But then I began 1o see other kids
around the campus in the same Oy, so |
put up a big sign on the bulletin hoard
and invited anybody who was hungry 1o
a meeting. Some of them thought ir was
all a gag. but I stood on the lectern and
explained my system in detail, with the
help ol a big map ol Chicago with all
the local  brnches of 1he  cfereria
marked on it. Social ccology! T split my
recruits up into squids according o er-
ritory: one team would work the South
Side for Iunch, another the North Side
for dinner, and so on. We got the system
down to a science. and lor six months all
ol us weve eating frec. Then the bastards
brought in those serial machines at the
door where you pull ont a ticket that's
only good for that particular cafereria,
That was a low blow. We were the first
victims of automation.

PLAYBOY: Didn’'t you have any
qualms about ripping off the caleterias?
ALINSKY: Oh, sure, I suffered all ihe
agonics ol the dammed-—sleepless nights,
desperate  soulsearching.  a  tormented

moral
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conscience that riddled me with guilt
Are you kidding? I wouldn't have justi-
ficd, say, conning Iree gin hrom a lig
uor store just so I could have a martin
belore dinmer, but when you're hungry,
anything goes. There's a priority  of
rights, and the right to eat tkes preced-
ence over the right 10 make a prohe.
And just in case vou're geiting any
ideas, let me remind you that the statute
ol limitations has run out.

But you know. that incident was in-
teresting, because it was actually my hrst
experience as an organizer. 1 learned
something clse Irom it. too: alter the
afererias had outflanked us. a bunch of
the kids I'd organized came up to me
and sal, "OK, Saul, what do we do
next?>” And when I wld them I didn’t
have the slightest idea, they were really
pissed off at me. Tt was then I learned
the meaning ol the old adage about how
lavors extended hecome defined as rights.
PLAYBOY: Did you continue your life of
crime?

ALINSKY: Crime? That wasn't crime—it
was survival. But myv Robin Hood days
were shore-lived: logically enough, T was
awarded the graduate Social Science Fel-
lowship in criminology. the top one in
that feld, which ok cire of my tuition
and room and board. 1 stll don’t know
why they gave it o me—mayhe because
T hado't taken a criminology course in
my lile and didn’t know one goddamn
thing about the subject. But this was the
Depression and 1 feh like someone had
tossed me a lile preserver. Hell, if ic had
been in shirt ceaning, I would have
taken it. Anvway, I found out that crimi-
nology was just as removed [rom  ac-
tual crime and  criminals as sociology
was [rom society. so I decided o make
my doctoral dissertation a study of the Al
Capone mob—an inside study.

PLAYBOY: \What did Capone have to say
about thae?

ALINSKY: Well, my reception was preity
chilly at st I went over 1o the old
Lexington Hotel. which was the gang's
headquarters. and 1 hung wround  the
lobhy and the restaurant. I'd spot one
of the mobsters whose picture T'd seen
in the papers amd go up 10 him and
sayv, “I'm Saul Alinskyv. I'm studying
ciminology. do you mind il 1 hang
around with vou?" And he'd look me over
aned say. “Get lost, punk.” This happened
again and again. and 1 began 1o feel 1'd
never get anywhere. Then one night |
was sitting in the restawrant and at the
next table was Big Ed Suash, a profes-
sional  assassin who  was  the  Capone
moby's top executioner. He was drinking
with a bunch of his pals and he was
saving, “Hev, vou guvs, did I ever tell
vou about the time T picked up that
redhead m Dewron?” and he was cut off
by a chorus of moans. “My God.” one
guy said, “do we have 1o hear that one
again?” I saw Big Ed's face fall; mob-
sters are very sensitive, you know, very

thinskinned. And 1 reached over and
plucked his sleeve. “Mr. Stash.” 1 said,
“I'd love o hear that story.” His Lace lit
up. “You would, kid?” He slapped me
on the shoulder. “Here, pull up a chair.
Now, this broad. see. . . Aund that's
how it started.

Big Ld had an atentive andience and

we hecame buddies. He introduced me
1o Frank Nit, known as the Enlorcer.
Capone’s number-two man, and aciually
in de facto control ol the mob beaiuse of
Al's income-tax rap. Nitti wok me under
his wing. I called him the Prolessor and 1
became his student. Nitti's boys ook me
everywhere, showed me all the mob’s
operations, [rom gin mills and whore-
houses and bookie joints 1o the legiti-
mate businesses they were beginning 1o
take over. Within a few months, 1 got o
know the workings of the Capone mob
inside out.
PLAYBOY: Why would prolessional crimi-
mils confide their secrets o an outsider?
ALINSKY: Why not? What harm could 1
do them? Even if I rwld what I'd
learned, nobody would Tisten. They had
Chicago tied up tight as a drum: they
owned the city, [rom the cop on the
beat right up to the mavor. Forger all
that Eliot Ness shit: the only real op-
position to the mob came [rom other
gangsters. like Bugs Moran or Roger
Touhy. The Federal Government could
iy to nail ‘em on an ocaisional income-
tax  rap. but inside  Chicigo  they
couldn’t touch their power. Capone was
the establishment. When one of his boys
gor knocked off, there wasn't any city
court n session, because most ol the
judges were ar the luneral and some of
them were pallbearers. So they sure as
hell weren’t afraid of some college kid
thev'd adopted as a mascot causing them
any trouble. They never hothered 1o
hide anything Irom me; | their
one-man student body and they were
anxious to teach me. 1t probably ap-
pealed 1o their egos.

Once, when 1 was looking over their
records. T noticed an item listing a S7504)
pavment lor an out-ol-town  killer. [
called Nitan over and I said, “Look, Mr.
Nitti, I don’t understand this. You've
got at least 20 Killers on your pavroll.
Why waste thar much money o bring
somehody in Irom St. Louis?” Frank was
veally shocked at my ignorance. “Look.
ki he said patiently. “sometimes our
guys might know the guy they're hiting,
thev mav have been w his house for
dinner, taken his Kids to the ball game,
been the best man ar his wedding, gotten
drank rogether. Bur you call in a guv
from out of town. all vou've got to do 1s
tell him, ‘Look. there’s this guv in a dark
coat on Stire and Randolph: our bov in
the car will point him out: just go up
and give him three in the belly and fade
into the crowd.” So that's a job and he's
a professional, he does it. But one ol
onr boys goes up, the guy turns to face

wis

him and it's a [riend, vight away he
knows that when he pulls that wigger
there’s gonna be a widow, kids without
a lather, lunerals, weeping—Christ. it'd
be murder.” 1 think Frank was a liule
disappointed by my cven questioning
the practice: he must have thought T was
i bit callous.

PLAYBOY: Didn't vou have any compunc
tion about consorting with—il not ac-
tally assisting—murderers?

ALINSKY: None at all, since there was
nothing 1 could do o stop them lrom

murdering. practically all of which was
done inside the family. T was a nonpar-
ticipating observer in their prolessional
activities, although I joined their social
life ol lood. drink and women. Bov. 1
sure participated in that side ol things
—it was heaven. And let me tell you
something., 1 lewned a hell of a lot
about the uses and abuses of power from
the mob, lessons that swod me in good
stead later on. when I was organizing.
Another thing vou've got to remember
about Capone is that he didn't spring
out ol a vacunm. The Capone gang wias
actwally @ public utility; it supplied
what the people wanted and demanded.
The man in the sireet wanted  girls:
Capone gave him  givls. He  wanted
booze during Prohibition: Capone gave
him booze. He wanted 1w bet on a
horse: Capone let him bet. Te all operat-
ed according 1o the old laws ol supply
and demand. and il there weren’t people
who wanted the services provided by
the gangsters, the gangsiers wouldn’t be
in business. Evervbody owned stock in
the Capone mob: in a way, he was a
public benelactor. I remember one time
when he arrived  at lus box scat in
Dvche Stadium for a Northwestern loet
ball game on Boy Scout Day and 3000
scouts got up in the stands and sereamed
in cadence. “Yea. vea, Big AL Yea, vea,
Big AL" Capone didn’t create the cor
ruption, he qust grew lat on it as did the
pulilit:il parties, the police and the over-
all municipal economy.
PLAYBOY: How long were you an honor
ary member of the mob:
ALINSKY: About two years. Alter I got 1o
know about the outht. T grew bored and
decided o move on—which is a recur
ring pattern in my life. by the wav. |
was just as bhored with graduate school.
so I dropped out and 100k a joh with
the Hlinois State Division of Criminol
ogv, working with juvenile delinguents.
This Jed me into another ficld project.
investigating o gang ol Lialian kids who
called themselves the 42 Mob. They were
held responsible by the DAL [or abowm
80 percent ol the auto thelts in Chicgo
at the time and they were just graduat
ing mto the outer Iringes of the big-time
rackets. It was even tougher to get in
with them than with the Capone mob,
believe me. Those Kids were really suspi-
cious and they were tough, 100, with
hair-trigger tempers. T hnally got my
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chance when one of the gang's leaders, a
kid named Thomas Massina, or Little
Dumas, as he called himsell, was shot
and killed in a drugstore stick-up. The
minute 1 heard abowt i, T went over to
the Massina house. hoping 10 get in
good with Dumas’ [friends. But they
were as leery as ever.

By a swoke ol luck, though, I heard
Mrs. Massina, Dumas’ mother, weeping
and wiling, repeating the same thing
over and over in Italian. I asked one ol
the Kids what she was saying and he said
she was bemoaning the fact that she
cidn’t have any pictures ol Dumas since
he was a baby, nothing to remember him
by. So 1T left right away, picked up a
photographer friend of mine and rushed
down 1o the morgue. I showed my ore-
dentials and the attendant ook us in to
the icebox. where Dumas was laid out
on a slab. We took a photograph, open-
ing his cyes first. then vushed back to
the studio to develop it. We carelully
retouched it to eliminate all the hullet
holes. and then had ic hand-tinted. The
next morning., T went back to the wake
and presented the photograph to Mrs.
Massina. “Dumas gave this 1o me just
last week,” I osaid. “and I'd like you to
have it.” She cried and thanked me,
and prewy soon word of the incident
spread  throughour  the  gang. “That
Alinsky, he's an all-right motherfucker,”
the kids would say. and lhrom that mo-
ment on they began o trust me and I
wis able to work with them. all beciuse
ol the photograph. It was an improvised
tactic and it worked.

PLAYBOY: It was also prewy cynical and
manipulative.

ALINSKY: It was a simple example of
good organizing, And what’s wrong with
itz LEverybody got what they wanted.
Mrs. Muassina got somcething to hold
onto in her griel and 1 got in good with
the Kids. I got 10 be good Iriends with
some ol them. And some of them I was
able to help go swaight. One ol the
members 1s now a labor orsanizer and
cvery time things get hot for me some-
where, hie calls me up and growls, “Hey,
Saul, you wiant me to send up some
muscle to lean on those motherfuckers:”
I just thank him and say I can handle
it, and then we chat about the old days,
Amyway, alter I linished working with
the 42 Mob, T lelt the division of crimi-
nology and went 1o work as a criminolo-
aist at the state prison in Jolict, but I
was already gewing bored with the whole
prolession and looking lor something new.
PLAYBOY: Why were you getting boved this
time?

AUNSKY: There were a lot of [lactors
imvolved. For one thing, most ol the
people T was working with—other crimi-
nologists, wardens, parole ofhcers—were
all anesthetized rom the neck up. God,
I've never in my lile come across such

an assemblage ol morons. T was begin-
ning to think the whole field was some
kind of huge owpatient clinic. And on a
human level, T was revolted by the bru
talization, the dehumanization, the insti-
tutionalized aucelty ol the prison system.
I saw it happening o me, oo, which
was another mmportant  motivation  for
me to get out. When | first went up 1o
Jolict, I'd take a genuine personal inter-
est in the prisoners 'd interview; I'd get
involved with their problems, wtry o
help theme Buat the wouble with work-
ing in an sticanon, any instiation, is
that you get institutiotalized yoursell. A
couple ol years and 2000 interviews lat-
cr, I'd be tlking to a guy and I was no
longer really interested. I was growing
callous and bored; he wasi't important
to me as a human being anymore; he
was just inmate number 1607, When 1
recognized that happening inside me, |
knew | couldn’t go on like that.

I'll tell vou something, though, the
three years I ospent at Joliet were worth
while, because T comtinued the educa-
tion in human velationships I'd begun
in the Capone mob. For onc thing, I
learned thae the state has the same men-
tality about murder as Frank Nitti. You
know, whenever we elecirocured an in-
mate. everybody on the staft would get
drunk, induding the waden. It's one
thing for a judge and a jury to condemn
a man to death: he's just a defend-
ant, an abstraction, an impersonal [ice
i a box for two or three weeks. But
once the poor bastard has heen i prison
lor seven or cight months—uwaiting lor his
appeals or for a stay—you get o kuow
hin as a human being, you get to know
his wile and kids and his mother when
they visit him, and he becomes real, a
person. And all the time you know that
prety soon you're going to he strapping
him into the chair and juicing him with
30,000 voles for the tme it tikes o Iry
him alive while lus bowels void and he
Keeps straining against the straps.

So then vou can’t tike it as just anoth-
er day's work. Il vou can get out of
being an olhcial witness, you sit around
Killing a flth ol whiskey unril the lights
dim and then maybe, just mavbe, you
cm get to sleep. That might be a good
lesson for the defenders of capital pun-
ishment: Let them witness an execution.
But T guess it wouldn’t do much good
for most of them, who we probably like
one of the guards at Joliet when 1 was
there—a sadistic son of a hitch who 1
could swear had an orgasmi when the
switch was thrown.

PLAYBOY: Did vou agitate for penal re
form while you were e Jolier?

ALINSKY: There wasn't much I could do,
because as a state criminologist, T wisn’t
directly involved in the actual prison
administration. Oh, T made a lot of
speedhes all over the place elling well

meaning people that the whole system
wasn't working. that rehabilitation was 2t
joke and our prisons were stll in the
vanguard ol the 14th Century, and they
all applauded enthusiastically and went
home with their souls cdeansed—and did
nothing., Those speeches got me a repu-
tition as a  troub’emaker, too. You
know, all the experts in eriminology and
all the textbooks agreed that the pri
mary causes ol crime were social conditions
—things like poor housing, vacial discrimi-
nittion, ¢conomic  insecurity. uncmploy-
ment—but il you ever sugeesied doing
something o cotrect the root cinses in-
stead ol locking up the results, you were
considered something of a kook. A num-
ber of times my superiors called me
aside and said. “Look, Saul, don’t sound
olt like that. People will think vou're a
Red or something.” Finallv, T quit Joliet
and wok a job with the Tostituie for
Juvenile Resesnch. one of those outfis
that were always studyving the ciuses ol
juvenile delinqueney. making surveys ol
all the kids in cold-water tenements—
with rats nibbling their wes and noth-
ing to cat—aund then discovering the solu-
tion: camping trips and some shic they
called  character building.  Frankly, 1
considered that job pretty much a sine
cure to Iree me for more important work,
PLAYBOY: Such as?

ALINSKY: The causes that meant some-
thing in those days—lighting [ascisim
home and abroad and deing something
to improve the life ol the masses ol
people who were without jobs, food or
hope. I'd spend all my free time raising
funds for the Inrernational Brigade in
the Spanish Civil War and for Southern
sharecroppers, organizing lor the News-
paper Guild and other fledgling unions,
fighting the ceviction of slum  tenants
who cou'dn’t pay their rent, agitating
for public housing. when it was still
considered  a subversive  concept. This
was the time 1 bewim 10 work alongside
the C.LO. You know. a lot of kids 1oday
are bored when their old man tells them
what he went through in the Depres
sion, and nghtly so in most cases, be-
cause it's generally nsed as a cop-out for
doing nothing 1odayv. And God knows.
too many people who were radicals in
the Thirties have since finked out, hrom
cither fear of McCarthvism in the Filties
or cooptiation by the sysiem or  just
plain havdening ol the political arteries.
Bur there are stll a Iot of lessons to be
learned from those davs. lessons  that
apply explicitly and directly to what's
happening today.

PLAYBOY: How close was the countiy to
revolution during the Depiession?
ALINSKY: A lot closer than some people
think. It was reallv Roosevelt's relorms
that saved the svstem from itsell and
averted wotal catastrophe. You've got to
remember, it wasn’t only people’s money
that went down the drain in 1929; it wus
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also their whole traditional  system  of
vitlues. Americans had learned to cele-
brate their society as an earthly way sta-
tion to paradise, with all the cherished
virtues of hard work and thrilt as their
tickets to security, success and happiness.
Then suddenly, in just a lew days, those
tickets were canceled and apparently un-
redecmable, and the bottom lell out of
cvervthing, The American dream became
a nightmare overnight lor the overwhelm-
ing majority of citizens. and the pleasant,
open-ended world they knew suddenly be-
gan to cose in on them as their savings
disappeared behind the locked doors of
insolvent banks. their jobs vinished in
closed Iactories and  their homes and
tms were lost 1o loreclosed morteages
and forcible eviction. Suddenly the sioke-
stacks were cold and lifeless, the ma-
chinery ground to a halt and a chill
seemed 1o hang over the whole counury,

People wied 1o delude themselves and
say, “None of this is real, we'll just sleep
through it all and wake up back in the
sunlight ol the Twemies, bhack in our
homes and jobs, with a chicken in every
pot. two cars in every garage.” But they
opened their eyes to the reality of pover-
tv and hopelessness, something they had
never thought  possible for themsclves,
not for people who worked hard and
long and saved their money and went
1o church every Sunday. Oh, sure, pover-
ty might exist. Lar off in the dim shad-
owy corners o socicty, among  Dblacks
and sharecroppers and people with [un-
ny names who couldn’t speak  English
ver. but it conldn’t happen to fhem. not
to God’s people. But not only did the
darkness fail to pass away, it grew worse.
At fust people surrendered to a numb-
ing despair, hut then slowly they hegan
to look around at the new and [rishien-
ing world in which they found  them-
selves and began 1o rethink their values
and priorities.

Werll always have poor people, they'd
been taught 1o believe from pulpit and
classroom, because there will always be a
certain. mumber of misfits who are too
stupid and lazy to make it. But now that
most ol us were poor, were we all dumb
and  shiftless and incompetent? A new
mood began stirring in the land and a
mutual misery began to eat away the
traditional - American virtues of  rugged
individuithism,  dog-cat-dog  competition
and sanctimonious charity, People began
reaching out for something, anything, to
hang on to—and they found one an-
other. We suddenly began to discover that
the ruthless Taw of the survival of the
fittest no longer held wrue, that it was
possible lor other people o care about
our plight and for ws to care about
theirs. On a smaller scale, something
similir ocanred in London during the
blitz, when all the waditional English
class barriers broke down in the face of
it common peril.

Now, in America, new voices and new
values began to be heard, people began
citing John Donne's “No man is an
island,” and as they started banding
together to improve their lives, they
found how much in common they had
with their fellow man. It was the first
time since the abolitionist movement,
for example, that there was any signifi-
cant  black-white unity, as elements of
both races began to move together to
confront the common encmics of unem-
plovment and  starvation  wages.  This
was one of the most important aspects
ol the Thirties: not just the political
strugeles and  relorms but the  sudden
discovery ol a common destiny and a
common bond ol humunity among mil-
lions of people. It was a very nmoving
experience to witness and be part ol it
PLAYBOY: You sound a littde nostalgic,
ALUNSKY: Yeah. those were exciting days
to be alive in. And goddamn violent days,
too. Whenever people wail 1o me about
all the violence and disorder in Ameri-
am life today. T tell them o take a hard
look Dback at the Thirties. At one time,
vou had thousands of Americim vererans
encamped along the Anacostia petition-
ing the Government for a subsistence
bonus until they were driven out at
bavonet point by the Armyv. led by “I
shall return™ MacArthur. Negroes were
being lvnched rvegularly in the South
as the first stirings of black opposition
began o be felt, and many of the white
civil rights organizers and Labor agitaors
who had stnted 10 work with them were
tarred.  Teathered,  castrated—or  killed.
Most Southern politicians were members
of the Ku Kiux Klan and had no com-
punction about boasting of it.

The giant corporations  were unbe-
lievably arrogant and  oppressive  and
would go 1o any lengths to protect th
frecdom—the [reedom 1o exploit and
the freedom o crush any obstude block-
ing the golden road to mammon. Not
one  American  corporation—oil, steel,
auto, rubber, meat packing—would al-
low its workers to organize; Iabor unions
were branded subversive and communis-
tic and anv worker who didn't toe the
line was summarily fired and then black-
listed throughout the indusiry. When
they defied their bosses, they were beat-
en up or murdered by company strike-
breakers or gunned down by the police
ol corrupt big-city bosses allied with the
corporations, like in the inlimous Me-
morial Day Mussacre in Chicago when
dozens of peaceful pickets were shot in
the back.

Those who kept their jobs were hired
and fired with complete  indiflerence,
and they worked as dehumanized servo-
mechanisms of the assembly line. There
were no pensions, no unemplovinent in-
surance, no Social Security, no Medicare,
nothing 1w provide even minimal secu-
rity for the worker. When radicals fought

back against these conditions by word or
deed, they were hounded and persecuted
by city police and by the FBI under J.
Edgar Hoover. who back in those days
was already paranoid, while in Wash-
ington the House Un-Americin  Actvi-
tics Committee hysterically sounded the
alarm  against the gathering  Bolshevik
hordes. As bloody strikes and civic disor-
der swept the nation, the big ay was for
law and order. Nobody talked about
pollution then: yet the workers in coal
and steel towns were shronded in a per-
petual pall of soot and black dust, while
m cities like Chicago, people in the meat-
packing arcas grew up amid a stench so
overpowering that il they ever ventured
out into the country, the fresh aiv made
them sick. Yeah. those were the good old
davs. all right. Shit. the counnry was far
more polarized and bitter then than it is
today.

PLAYBOY: When did you involve yourscll
Ml time in the radical movement?
ALINSKY: Around 1938, 1 stuck to my job
with the Institme for Juvenile Research
as long as I could, doing as liule as I
could. while 1 grew more and more
active in the movement. But  unlike
most of the people I was working with. [
still had my feet in both camps, and il
things ever got too hot, 1 always had a
cushy job T could lean back on, which
began to bother me. Also, it was bugging
me  that suddenly people were calling
me an expert in criminology, newspapers
were deseribing me as the wop man in my
ficld and I was being asked o speak at
all these chicken-shit  conferences and
write papers and all that aap. It just
shows the cummy state of criminology;
anvbody who has even a flickering shadow
of intelligence automatically becomes a
nacional anthority.

So all this bothered me. and apmre
from cverything else. T was just plain
bored again: I knew the field, T'd gotten
all there was to get out of it and [ was
ready to move on to more challenging
pastures. But T still had the problem of
making a living. and for a while I sort of
rationalized. “Oh, well. at least this way
T've got my integrity. 1f I 100k a job in
business, I'd have 1o butter customers
up, agree with them. Bur here T'm free
to speak my mind” Integrity! What
shit. It took me a while o rvealize that
the only difference between being in a
professional field and in business was the
dilference between a hive-buck  whaore
and a STO0 caligirl.

The aunch came when | was offered
a job as head of probation and parole for
Philadelphia at a salary ol SS000 a vear,
with the added bonus of a visiting lecture-
ship at the University of Pennsylvania lor
52400 a year and a weekly column in the
Philadelphia Evening Public Ledger on
how 1o keep vour Kiddies on the straight
and narrow. Remember, $10,400 then
was equal to 530,400 now. So this was
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the turning point for me. I could pic-
ture mysclf in a nice house in the sub-
urbs, just two hours from New York,
with all 1ts theaters and concerts, with
money in the bank, a car. all the goodies.
And T could already hear the rationali-
zations I'd make: "I'd better not jeop-
ardize this setup. Afer all, T can do so
much more for the cause by stimulating
students than by getting personally in-
volved. T can write speeches or papers
and put the real message between the
lines or in footnotes, and really have an
mpact.” Or: “This will give me the
furmcial  lreedom o participate  effec
tivelv.” Bullshit. Once vou get far and
comlortable and reach the top. you want
to stay there. You're imprisoned by vour
own socalled freedoms. I've seen too
nuny lean and hungry labor leaders of
the Thirties grow fat-bellied and  fr-
headed. So T twrned down the job and
devoted mysell 1o full-time activity in
the radical movement.
PLAYBOY: What was vour first organiza-
tonal effori?
ALINSKY: My first solo offort was organiz-
ing the Back ol the Yards area of Chica-
go, onc of the most squalid slums in the
country. T was helped a hell of a lot by
the moonlighting I'd done as an organiz-
er for the C.1.O, and I'd got to know
John L. Lewis very well: 1 Luer mediat-
edd between him and F.D. R. when their
political alliance grew shaky, We he-
came close friends and I learned a lot
from him. But I always lelt that my own
role lay owside the labor movement.
What T wanted 10 vy to do was apply
the organizing techniques I'd mastered
with the C.1.O. 1o the worst slums and
ghettos, so that the most oppressed and ex-
ploited  clements in the country could
tuke control of their own communities
and their own destinies. Up il then,
specific factories and industrics had been
organized for social change, but never
entire communities. This was the field I
wanted to make my own—community
organization for community power and
lor radical goals.
PLAYBOY: Why did you pick the Back ol
the Yiauds district as your first trget?
ALINSKY: Tt appealed to me for a number
ol reasons. For one thing, it was the area
behind the Chicigo Stockyards that Up-
on Sincliir wrote about in The Jungle
at the wrn of the century, and nothing
at all had been done to improve condi-
tions since then. It was the nadiv ol all
slums in America. People were arushed
and demoralized, cither jobless or get-
ting starvation wages, discased. living in
hlthy, rouing unheated shanties, with
barely enough food and cothing to keep
alive. And it was a cesspool ol hate: the
Poles, Slovaks, Germans, Negroes. Mexi-
cans and Lithuanians all hated each other
and all of them hated the Irish, who
returned the sentiment in spades.

Native fascist groups like the German

American Bund, Father Coughlin’s Na-
tional Union for Social Justice and Wil-
liam Dudley Pelley’s Silver Shirts were
moving in to exploit the discontent, and
making lots ol converts. It wasn’t hecause
the people had any real sympathy for fas-
cism; it was just that they were so desper-
ate they'd grab on to anvthing that offered
them a glimmer of hope, and Coughlin
and Pelley gave them handy scapegoats in
the Jews and the “intermaional hank-
ers.” But 1 knew that once they were
provided with a veal, positive progrum
to dumge dheir miserable  conditions,
they wouldn’t need scapegoats anyvmore.
Probably my prime consideration in mov-
g into Back ol the Yards, though, was
because 1l it could be done there, it could
be done anywhere. People would say to
me. “Saul, you're aazy: wry any place but
Back ol the Yards. It's impossible, you'll
never get anywhere.” You've got w re-
member that, w0 most people in those
days, the concept that the poor have the
intelligence and ingenuity o solve their
own problems was heresy; even many
radicals who paid it lip scrvice in prin-
ciple were elitist in practice. So the move
I was told it was impossible the more
determined 1 was 1o push ahead.

PLAYBOY: How did you go about organiz-
ing a commuunity like Back ol the Yardsz
ALINSKY: Well, the st thing 1 did, the
hrst thing 1 always do, 15 to move iuto
the community as an observer, to talk
with people and listen and learn their
gricvances and their amtitudes, Then |
look around at whar I've got 1o work
with, what levers I can use 10 pry closed
doors open, what institutions or organi-
zations already exist that can be useful.
In the case of Buck ol the Yards, the
arcat was 95 percent Roman Catholic, and
I recognized than it 1 could win the sup-
port ol the Church, we'd be off and
vunning. Conversely, without the Church,
or at least some elements ol it, it was
unlikely that we'd be able to make
much ol a dent in the community.,
PLAYBOY: Wasn't the Catholic Church
quite conservitive in those days?
ALINSKY:  Nutiomally it certainly
which was why a lile two-bit Hitler
like Coughlin was never censured  or
silenced uniil the war. But Chicago in
those days was a peadlir exceprion:
under Cardinal Mundclein and Bishop
Bernard Sheil, it was the most socially pro-
gressive archdiocese in the country. Sheil
wis @ fine man, liberal and prolabor,
and he was sympathetic to what I want-
¢d 1o do in Back ol the Yards. but the
key thing was 10 win over the local
priests, some ol whom were much moe
conservaiive. Now. it's always been a
cardinal principle of organizing for me
never to appeal to people on the basis
of abstract values, as too many civil
rights leaders do today. Suppose 1 walked
into the olhce ol the average religious
leader of any denomination and  said,

wils,

“Look, I'm asking vou to live up to yow
Christian principles, to make Jesus™ words
about brotherhood and social justice reali-
tics.” What do you think would happen®
He'd shake my hand warmly, say, “God
bless you, my son.” and after I was vone
he'd tell his seorctary, I that crackpot
comes around again, tell lnm I'm out”
S0 in order to involve the Catholic
priesis in Back of the Yards, 1 didn’t
give them any stufl about Clivistian ethics.
I just appealed 1o their sell interest. I'd
say. “Look. you're telling your people to
stay out of the Communist-dominaied
unions and action groups. right?” He'd
nod. So I'd go on: “And what do they
do? They say, ‘Yes, Father,” and walk out
ol the church and join the CLO. Why?
Because i's their bread amd butter, be-
ciuse the C.LO. s doing something about
their problems while you're siting here
on your tail in the sacristy.” That stirred
‘em up. which is just what 1 wantad 1o
do. and then I'd say, “Look, il you go
on like that you're gonna alicnate your
parshioners,  twn them  from  the
Church, maybe drive them inte the arms
of the Reds. Your only hope is to move
hirst. o beat the Communists at their
own game. to show the people vou're
more interested in their living condi-
tions than the contemts of your collec-
tion plite. And not only will you get
them back again by supporting their sirug
gle. but when they win they’ll be more
prosperous and vour donations will go
up and the wellare of the Church will
be enhanced” Now I'm talking heir
language and we cn sit down and ham-
mer out a deal. Thae was what hap
pened in Back of the Yards, and within
a few months the overwhelming major-
ity of the parish priests were backing us,
and we were holding our organizational
mectings in their churches. To fuck your
cnemies, vou've fhirst got 10 seduce vour
adllies.
PLAYBOY: How did vou win the backing
ol the community at Luge?
ALINSKY: The first step was getting the
priests; that gave us the right imprima-
twr with the average resident. But we
still had to convince them we could de-
liver what we promised. that we weren't
just another  do-gonder  social  agency
strong on rhetoric and short on action.
But the biggest obstucles we faced were
the apathy and despair and hopelessness
of most of the slum dwellers. You've gat
to remember that when injustice is com-
plete and crushing. people very seldom
rehel: they just give up. A small percent-
age crack and blow thenr brains out, but
the other 99 percent say, “Sure, it's b,
but what can we do? You can’t light city
hall. IU's a rotten world for everybody,
and anyway, who knows, maybe I'll win
at numbers or my lottery ricker will
come through. And the guy down the
block is probably worse off than me.”
The first thing we have 1o do when
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we come into a community is 1o break
down those justifications for inertia. We
tell people. “Look. vou don’t lave to
put up with all this shit. There's some-
thing concrete vou can do about it. But
to accomplish anything you've got 1o
have power, and you'll only get it
through organization. Now, power comes
in two forms—money and people. You
haven't got any moncy. but you do have
people. and here’s what you can do with
them.” And we showed the workers in the
Packing houses how they could organize a
union and ger higher wages and benefis,
and we showed the local merchants how
their profus would go up with higher
wages i the community. and we showed
the exploited  tenans how  they  could
fight back against their landlords. Preuy
soon we'd established a commumity wide
coalition ol workers, local businessmen,
Libor leaders and housewives—our power
base—and we were ready 1o do battle.
PLAYBOY: What tactics did you use?
ALINSKY: Lverything ar our disposal in
those  days—hoveouts ol stores,  strikes
unst the meat packers, rent swikes
against the slumlords, picketing of ex-
ploitive  businesses, sit-downs in - City
Hall and the ollices ol the corrupt local
machine bosses. We'd wrn the  politi-
cians against cach other, splitting them
up and then taking them on one at a
ume. At fost the  establishment  dis-
missed us with a sneer, but preny soon
we lad than woried, becanse they saw
how unihed we were and that we were
cipable ol exerting potent cconomic and
political  pressure. Finally the  conces-
sions began trickling in—reduced vents,
public housing. more and  better mu-
1|ici]ml services,  school unprovements,
more equitable morigages and bank loans,
Cairer lood prices.

'l give you an example herve of the
vital i|11|x)r|'|m.r.- ol personal relation-
ships in organizing. The linchpin ol our
strugule in I: ack ol the Yards was union-
ization ol the packing-house workers, be-
cuse most of the local residems who
worked had jobs in the stockvards, aad
unless therwr wages and living standards
were improved.  the  community  as a
whole could never move forwmd, Now,
at that time the meat barons treated
their workers like serls. and they had a
squad of vicous sivikebreakers 1o tervor
irc any worker who even opened  his
mouth about a union. In [act, two of
their goons submachined my cir one
night at the height of the sirugele. They
missed me and, goddamn it, T missed
them when I shot hack. So anvwav. we
knew 1hat the sonccess or liilure of the
whole eflore really hinged on the pack-

ing-housc union. We  picketed. we  sat
down. we agitated: but  the  indusiry
wouldn't budee., T said, “OK, we can't

hurt ‘em head on, so we'll outllank “em
and put heaton the downtown banks that
control huge loans 1o the mdustry and
force them 1o exert pressure on the

packers o accept onr demands.” We di-
rected whole series ol tactics against
the banks, and they were a little wobbly
at frst. bur then they formed a solid
front with the packers and refused 1o
2IVe in or even 10 negotiate.

We were petting nowhere on the key
issue ol the whole suugele, and T was
getting worried. I racked my Inain lor
some new means ol applying pressure
on the banks and Gnally I cume up with
the answer. In those days, the uncoutest-
cd ruler ol Chicago was the old-Tine
political boss Mayor Kelly, who made
Daley’s machine look like the League of
Women Vorers. When Kelly whistled,
caerybody jumped 1o attention, from
the local wind heeler o the leading busi-
nessnun in town. Now. there were lour
big-city machines in the country at thae
time—Kelly's in Chicago, Pendergast’s
in Kansas City, Curley's in Boston and
Hague's in Jersey City—and  between
them they exercised a hell ol a political
clow, because they were the guyvs who
delivered the swing stites 1o the Demo-
crats at election thne, This meant that
Roosevelt had o deal with them, but
they were all preuy disreputable in the
public eve and whenever he met with
them he smugeled them through the
back door ol the White House amd
conferred in secret in some smoke-filled
room. This was particularly true in Kel-
Iv's case, since he was hated by liberals
and vadicals all across the country be-
cause of his reactionary anti-labor stand
and his responsibility for the Memorial
Diyv Massacre in Chicago in 1937, In
Lact. the lefo despised Kelly as intensely
in those days as they did Daley alter the
Chicago Demouratic Convention.

Now. Kelly was a funny guy: he was a
mass ol contradictions—Ilike most people
—and despite his antilabor actions he

really admived . DR in Lrct, he wor-
shiped  him, and  nothing bt him
more than the w he was forced to

sneak into the White House like a pa-
rizh—no dinner parties, none of those
litnle Sunday soirees that Elcanor used
1o throw. not even a public testimonial.
He despermely waned  acceprtance by
F. D. R, and the intellectuals in his brain
vrust. and he really smarted under the
sccotnd-class  stitus  the  President  con-
ferved on him. I'd studied his personali-
ty carclully, and I knew I'd get nowhere
appealing to him over labor's rights, but
I figured T might just be able 10 use this
personal Achitles” heel o our advimtage.

Finally T got an andicnce with Kelly
and T stted my t;]:ivl “Look, Mayor,” [
said, “T know 1 can't deliver you any
motre votes than you've already got”—in
those davs they didn’t even bother 1o
count the hallots. they weighed “em. and
every cemetery in town voted: there was
a real afierlife in Chicago—"but '
going 1o make a deal with you.” Kelly just
looked bored: he was probably asking
himse!ll why he'd even bothered to see

this liule pipsqueak radical. “What've
you got to deal with, kid?” he asked me.
I told him. “Right now you've got a
reputation as the number-one enemy ol
organized labor in the country. But I'll
make vou a liberal overnighe. 'l deliver
the natonal C.LOL endorsement for you
andd 1hie public support of every union
i Chicago. 've arranged lor two of the
guvs who were wounded i the Memo
rial Day Massaae to go on the radio
and applaud vou as 2 wue hicnd ol the
workingman.  Within  forty-cight  howurs
I'll have trned you into a chiumpion ol
liberalism”—RKelly still looked bored—
“and that'll make you completely accept-
able 1o F.DUR. on all occasions, social
anc political.”

Suddenly he sat bolt upright in his

chair and his eyes bored into minc.
“How do I know vou cin deliver?” he
asked. T handed him a slip ol paper.

“That's the unlisied number of John L.
Lewis in Alexandeia, Virginia, Call him,
tell him 'm here in your olhee, tell him
what I said. and then ask him if 1 can
deliver.” Kelly leaned back in his chair
and said. "Whin do you wantz" T said.
“I want you to put the screws on the
meat packers (o sign a contract with the
union.” He said, “It's a deal. You'll set
vour comtract tomonow.” We did, and
from that 1ime on victory lor ];.u_L of
the Yirds was ensurcd.
ol that iight convinced lll;ll the
tiomal technigues we used in Back ol the
Yinds could be cmployed  suceessfully
anvwhere across the nation,

PLAYBOY: Ware vou right?

ALINSKY: Absolutelv. Our tactics have to
vary according 1o the needs and prob-
lems of cach particelar area we're organ-
izing, but we've been very successful
with an overall strategy that we adhere
to pretty closely. For example, the cen-
ual principle ol all owr organizational
clforts is scll-detennination; the conmmu-
nity we're dealing with must first want
us to come in. andd once were i we
msist they choose their own objectives
and leaders, It's the organizer’s job 1o
provide the technical know-how, not to
mmpose his wishes or his atitides on
the community: we're not there 1o lead.,
but to help and 1o teach. We want the
local people 1o use us. drain our experi
ence and expertise, and then thvow us
away and continue doing the job them-
selves. Otherwise they'd grow overly de-
pendent on us and the moment we
moved out the sitation would start 10
revert to the slatus gquo ante. This s
why I've set a threeyear limit on the
time one ol onr orgamizers renins with-
i any particale e This has been
our operating procedure in all owr el
foris: we're outside agitators, all right,
but by invitation only. And we never
overstay our welcome.

PLAYBOY: How docs a sclf-styled outside
agitnor like yoursell get accepted in the
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community he plans to organize?
ALINSKY: The first and most important
thing you can do to win this acceptance
is to bait the power struciure into pub-
licly attacking you. In Back of the Yards,
when I owas first establishing my cre-
dentials, T deliberately mancuvered to
provoke criticisin. I made outrageous state-
ments to the press, 1 attacked every civic
and business leader I could think of,
and 1 goaded the establishment to strike
back. The Chicago Tribune, one of the
most right-wing rags in the country at
the time, branded me a subversive men-
ace and spokesmen [or the meat packers
denounced me as a dangerous enemy of
law and order. Now, these were the same
forces that were screwing the average
Joe in Back of the Yards. and the minute
he saw those attacks he said, “That guy
Alinsky must be all right il he can get
those bastards that pissed olf: he must
have something or they wouldn’t be so
worried.” So 1 used what I call psyeho-
logical jujitsu on the establishme
it provided me with mv credent
birth certificate, in all the conmnunities
I ever orsanized.

But over and above all these devices,
the ultimate key 1o acceprance by a
community is respect lor the dignity of
the individual you're dealing with. If
you fcel smug or arrogant or conde-
scending, he'll sense it right away, and
vou might as well tike the next plane
out. The first thing you've got to do in a
community is listen, not talk. and learn
to cat, sleep. breathe only one thing: the
problems and aspiaions of the commu-
nity. Because no matter how imaginaive
your tactics. how shrewd your strategy,
voure doomed  before you even  start
il vou don’t win the wust and respect of
the people; and the only way to get that
is for you 1o vust and respect them.
And without that respect there’s no com-
munication, no mutual confidence and
no action. That's the first lesson any
good organizer has 1o learm. and I
learned it in Back of the Yards. If
I hadn't, we would never have won,
and we could never have turned  that
hellhole into a textbook model of progres-
sive  community  organization.  Twenty-
five vears Luer, the Back of the Yards
Council is still going swrong. and a
whole generation has grown up not even
knowing that their  neighborhood  was
once one of the foulest slums in the
country. Fven Mayor Daley lives there
now—about the only argument I'd ever
buy for restrictive covenants.

PLAYBOY: Mayor Daley's presence  in
Back of the Yards symbolizes what some
radicals consider the fatal flaw in vour
work: the tendency of communities
you've organized eventually to join the
establishment in return for their picce
ol the economic action. As a case in
point, Back of the Yards is now onc of

the most vociferously segregationist arcas
of Chicago. Do you sce this as a failure?
ALINSKY: No, only as a challenge. It's
quite true that the Back of the Yards
Council, which 20 vears ago was waving
banners attacking all forms of discrimina-
tion and intolerance, today doesn't want
Negroes, just like other middle-class white
communities. Over the years they've won
victory after victory against poverty and
exploitation and they've moved steadily
up the ladder from the havenots to
the have-aliule-want-mores until today
they've thrown in their lot with the haves.,
This is a recurring pattern; you can see it
in the American labor movement. which
has gone from John L. Lewis 1o George
Meany in one generation. Prosperity
mikes cowards of us all. and Back of the
“ards is no exception. They've entered
the nightfall of success. and their dreams
of a beuer world have been replaced by
nightmares of fear—I[car of change. fear
of losing their material goods. fear of
blacks. Last time T was in Back of the
Yards. a good number of the cars were
plastered with Wallace stickers; I could
have puked. Like so many onctime
revolutionaries, they've traded in their
birthright for property and prosperity.
This is why I've scriously thought of
moving back into the mea and organiz
ing a new movement to overthrow the
one I built 25 vears ago.

PLAYBOY: This process ol co-opration
doesn’t discowvage you?

ALINSKY: No. It's the cternal problem,
but it must be accepted with the under-
standing that all Iife is a servies of revo-
lutions. one following the other, each
bringing society a little bit closer to the
ultinuate goal of real personal and social
freedom. T certainly don't regret for one
minute what [ did in the Back of the
Yards. Over 200,000 people were given de-
cent lives, hope for the future and new
dignity because of what we did in that
cesspool. Sure, today they've grown fat and
comlortable and smug. and they need to
be kicked in the ass again, but if T had a
choice between secing those same people
festering in filth and poverty and de-
spair, and living a decent life within the
confines of the establishment’s  preju-
dices. I'd do it all over again. One of the
problems here, and the reason some
people just give up when they see that
cconomic improvements don’t make Al-
bert Schweitzers out ol cevervhody, is
that too many liberals and radicals have
a tender-minded. overly romantic imaee
of the poor; they glamorize the poverty-
stricken slum dweller as a pavagon of
justice and expect him o behave like
an angel the minute his shackles are
removed. That's aud. Poverty s ugly.
evil and degrading. and the fact that
have-nots exist in despair, discrimination
and deprivation docs nol automatcally
endow them with any special qualities

of charity, justice, wisdom, mercy or
moral purity. They are people, with all
the faults of people—greed, envy, suspi-
cion. intolerance—and once they get on
top they can be just as bigoted as the
people who once oppressed them. But
that doesn’t mean vou leave them to rot.
You just keep on fighting.
PLAYBOY: Spokesmen for the New Left
contend that this process of accommo-
dation renders piccemeal reforms mean-
imgless, and  that the overthrow and
replacement of the system itsell is the only
means of  ensuring  meaningful  social
progress. How would you answer them?
ALINSKY: "That kind of rhetoric explains
why there’s nothing left of the New
Lefr. It would be great if the whole
system would just disappear overnight,
but it won't, and the kids on the New
Left sure as hell aren’t going to over-
throw it. Shit, Abbie Hoffman and Jerry
Rubin couldn’t organize a successful
Iuncheon, much less a revolution. I can
sympathize with the impatience and pes-
simisin ol a lot of kids, but they've got
to remember that real revolution is a
long, hard process. Radicals in the
United States don’t have the strength to
confront a local police force in armed
strugele, much less the Army, Navy and
Air Force; it's just idiocy for the Panthers
to talk about all power growing from
the barrel of a gun when the other side
has all the gu

America isn’t Russia in 1917 or China
in 1916, and anv violent head-on colli-
sion with the power structure will only
ensurc the mass suicide of the left and
the probable triumph of domestic fas
cism. So you're not going to get instant
nirvana—or any nirvana, for that maner
—and you've got to ask yowrsell, “Short
of that, what the hell can [ do?”
The only answer is to huild up local
power bases that can merge into a na-
tional power movement that will ulti-
mately rvealize vowr goals. That rtakes
time and hard work and all the tedium
connected with hid work. which tums
off a lot of roday's rhetorical rvadicals.
Lut it's the only alternative 1o the con-
tinuation of the present system.

It's important 1o look at this issue in
a historical  perspeaiive. Every  major
revolutionary movement in history has
gone through the same process of cor-
ruption. procecding from virginal purity
to seduction to decadence. Look at the
Christian church as it evolved from the
days of the martyrs to a giant holding
company, or the way the Russian Revo-
lution degenerated into a morass ol bu-
reaucracy and oppression as the new
class ol state managers replaced the feu-
dul landowners as the r¢igning power
clite. Look at our American Revolution;
there wasn't anvbody more dedicated
to the right of revolution than Sam
Adams, leader of the Sons of Liberty,
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the radical wing of the revolution,
But once we won the fight, vou couldn’t
find o worse dictatorial reactionary than
Adams; he nsisted  that every  single
leader of Shays” Rebellion be executed
as a warning to the masses. He had
the right to revolt, but nobody had the
right to revolt against him. Take Gan-
dhi, even: within ten months ol India’s
independence, he acquiesced in the Taw
making passive resistance a felony, and
he abandoned his nonviolem principles
to support the militiry occupation of
Kashmir, Subscquently, we've seen the
same thing happen in Goa and Pakistan,
Over and over again, the fivebiand rev-
olutionary Ireedom highter is the lst 1o
destrov the rights and even the lives of
the next generation of rebels,

But recognizing this isn't cause lor
despair. All life 1s warlare, and it's the
continuing hight against the status guo
that revitalizes saciety, stimulates new
vilues amd gives mam renewed  hope ol
evermual progress. The strugele wsell s
the victory. History is like a 1elay race of
revolutions: the tordh ol idealism is car-
riedd by one group ol revolutionarics until
it too becomes an establishment, and then
the orch is snatched up and caried on
the next leg ol the race by @ new genera-
tion ol revolutionaries. The ovade goes on
and on. and along the way the values of
humanism and social justice the vebels
champion ke shape and change and
are slowly implinted in the minds ol all
men even as their advodites falter and
succumb to the materialistic decadence
ol the prevailing status quo.

S0 whenever a community comes to
me  and  asks help and  says,
“Were being exploited  and  diserimi-
nated against and shalted in every way;
we need o organize,” whit am [ gomg o
say? “Sorry, guys, il T help organize you
to get power and you win, then you'll all
become just like Back of the Yards,
mirterialistic and all that. so just go on
sulfering. ics really bewter  lor  your
souls.” And ver that’s what a good muny
so-called vadicals ave in fact saying. It's
Kind ol Tike a starving man comimg up 1o
you and begging vou for a loal of bread,
and your telling him, “Don’t you realize
that man doesn’t live by bread alone:”
What a cop-out. No, there'll be setbacks,
reverses, plenty ol them. but you've just
got to keep on sluggin'. T knew when [
left Back ol the Yards in 1990 that I
hadn’t ereated a utopia, but people were
standing straight for the st time in
their lives. and that was enough lor me.
PLAYBOY: \What wus your next orginiza-
tional effore alier your success in Back
ol the Yards?

ALINSKY: Well. in the altevmath of Back
ol the Yards, a lot ol people who'd said
it couldn’t be done were patting me on
the back. bur none of them were oflering
any conarete support for similar organi-

me  lor

zational cflorts. Then in 1910 Bishop
Sheil brought me together with Marshall
Field III, one ol those rare birds, a
millionaire with a genuine social con-
science. There was a funny kind ol chem-
istry between us right lrom the beginning,
andl Field Dbecame  really  enthusiastic
about what 1 was trying to do. And
what's more, unlike a lot of do-gooding
far cats, he was willing 1o put his money
where his mouth was. He gamve me a
grant that would allow me the [reedom
amd mobility 1o repear the Back ol the
Yards pattern in other communities, and
with his money I established the Indus-
trial  Areas Foundation in  Chicavo,
which is still my primary base ol opera-
tions. Between Field and Sheil, 1 got
SHL000 as an avnual budger for salary,
office, stall’ and travel expenses. Those
were the days! I ostarted moving across
the counwry, working in dillerent slum
arcas and lorming cadres of volunteer
organizers o cary the work on when I'd
lete. Those were preuy hectic times; 1
remember I had cards made up reading,
CHAVE TROUBLE, WILL TRAVEL,”

PLAYBOY: Did you run into much wouble
voursell?

ALINSKY: Yeah, I was about as popular as
the plague. I used 1o save on hotel bills,
beaiuse the minute I'd arrive in a new
town the cops would slap me right in
i There wasn't any oap about ha-
beas corpus and the riglus of the ac
cuseed in those days: il they thought you
were @ woublemaker, they just threw
you behind bavs, and nobody bothered
1o read you your constitutional rights, I
reilly used to enjoy jail, though. When
you jail a radical, you're playing right
mto lius hands. One result is that the
inherent conllict between the haves and
the havenots is underlined and drama-
tized, and another is that it l.ct‘ri['u.'ll]y
strengthens your position with the people
you're trying to organize. They say, “Shi,
that guy cares cnough about us 10 go 10
Jail lor us. We can’t ler him down now.”
So they make a martyr out ol you at no
higher cost than a few days or weeks of
cruddy food and a litde inaction.

And actually, that inaction isell is a
valuable gilt w0 a revolutionary. When
you're our in the arcun all the time,
you're constantly on the run, ricing
from one hght to another and Irom one
community 1o another. Most ol the time
you don’t have any opportunity lor re-
Hection and contemplation: you never
get outside of yoursell enough 10 gain a
real perspective and insight into your
own tactics and strategy. In the Bible
the prophets could at least go out into
the wilderness and  get themnselves 1o-
gether, but about the only {ree time 1
ever had was on a sleeper train hetween
towns, and I was generally so knocked
out by the end of the day I'd just pass
out the minue my head hic the pillow.

So my wilderness, like that of all radi-
cals, turned out 10 be jail.

It was really grear; there weren't any
phones and. outside of one hour every
day, you didn’'t get any visitors. Yo
juilers were  generally so  stupid  you
wouldn't want 10 talk to 'em anyway,
and since your surroundings were so
drab and depressing, your only escipe
wits tito your own mind and imagina-
tion. Look at Martin Luther King: it
was only in Montgomery jail that he
had the uninteyrupted time 1o think out
thoroughly the wider implications of his
bus boveotr, and Later on his philoso-
phy deepened and widened during his
time in prison in Birmingham, as he
wrote in “Letter from a Binmingham
Jail™ So jail is an invaluable training
ground lor radicals.

PLAYBOY: It also removes you [rom active
participation in your causc.

ALINSKY: Oh. I'm predicating this on the
jail sentence being no more than  (wo
months it the maximum. The problem
you Lice with a heavy sentence is that
voure knocked out of action for too
long and can lose your touch, and there's
alsa the danger that il vou're gone from
the hight long enough. everybody will
forget about you. Hell, il they'd given
esus lile iostead of  crucilving  him.
people would probably be lighting candles
o Zeus today. Bur e relatively short jail
term is a wonderlul opportunity 1o
think about what vou're domg and why,
where voure headed and how vou can
get there better and faster. I's in jail
that you can veflect and synthesize vour
ideas, formulate your long-term  goals
with detachment and  objectivity  and
shape your philosophy.

Jail certainly  plaved an importani
role in mv own case. Alter Back ol the
Yards, one ol our toughest  hights  was
Kansas City, where we were uying to
organize a really foul slum called the
Bouoms. The minute I'd get out ol the
Union Station and stare walking down
the main drag. a squad car would pull
up and they'd take me off 1o jail as a
public nuisance. I was never hooked:
thevid just conrteously lock me up.
They'd always give me a pretty [air
shike in jail. though. a private cell and
decent wreatment. and it was there 1
started writing my fust book, Reveille
for Radicals. Sometimes the guards would
come in when I owas working and sav,
“OK. Alinskv. vou can go now.” and I'd
look up from my papers and say, “Look,
I'm in the middle of the chapter. I'll tell
you when T want out.” T think that was
the first and only time they had a prisoner
anxions not o bhe released. Alter a few
times like that, word reached the police
chiel of this nut who loved jail, and one
day he came around 1o sec me. Despite
our political differcnces, we began to hit
it ofl and soon became close fricnds. Now

(continued on page 150)
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he was sure that humans were losing
control of the world—and now the
doctors were tampering with his own
brain, turning him into a computer

Part one of a new novel

By MICHAEL CRICHTON

TULESDAY, MARCI 9, 19710 ADMISSION
I

They came down to the emergency
ward at noon and sat on the bench Ju_;t
behind the swinging doos that led in
from the ambulance parking slot. Ellis
was nervous. preoceupied, dista
wis relaxed, eating a candy bar and crum-
phng the wrapper into the pocket of
hiis white jacket.

. Morris

AN

From where they sat. they could look
at the sunlight outside, [alling across the
big sign that read EMERGENCY warp and
the smaller one that read No parkiNg,
AMBULANCES ONLY. In the distance, they
heard sirens.

“Is that him?” Morris asked.

Ellis checked his watch, “I doubt it
It's too carly.”

I'hey sat on the bench and listened 1o
the sirens come closer. Ellis removed his



glasses and wiped them with his tie. One
of the emergency-ward nurses, a girl
Morris did not know by name, cime
over and said brightly, “Is this the wel-
coming committeer”’

Ellis squinted at her. Morris  said,
“We'll be aking him straight through.
Do you have his chart down here?”

The nurse said, “No, docior, it's up-
stairs,” and walked off, looking irritated.

Ellis sighed. He replaced his gl

ATION BY RON BRADH

and frowned at the murse.
Morris said, “She didn't
thing.”

mean amy-

“I suppose the whole damned hospital
knows,” Lllis said.

“I's
Morris said.

The sirens were very close now;
through the window they saw an am-
bulance back into the slot. Tw
opened the ambulance doo

i pretty big sccret to I-;(:l‘p,"

orderlies
and pulled

out the strercher. [rail elderly woman
lay on the suercd She was gasping o
breath, making wet gwgling sounds. Se-
vere pulmonary edema, Morns thoughe
as he watched her taken into one ol the
reimoent rooins.

“I hope he’
said.

“Benson? Why shouldn’t he he”

“They might have roughed him up.”
Ellis stared moroscly out the window. He

in good shape,” Ellis
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really was in a bad mood, Morris thought.
He knew that meant Ellis was excited; he
had scrubbed in on c¢nough cases with
Ellis to recognize the pattern, Irascibility
under pressure while he waited-—and then
total, almost bored calm when the opera-
tion began. “Where the hell s hez” Ellis
said, looking at his watch again.

To change the subject. Morris said,
“Are we all set for three-thirty?” At 3:30
that alternoon.  Benson would be  pre-
scnted to the hospital stall at a special
neurosurgical rounds,

“As Lar as 1 know,” Ellis said. “Ross is
making the presentation. I just hope
Benson's in good shape.”

Over the loud-speaker, a soft voice
satd, “Dr. Ellis, Dr. John Elhis, two-two-
three-Tour. Dr. Ellis, two-two-three-lour.”

Lllis got up to answer the page.
“Shit” he said.
Momis knew what he meant. Two-

two-three-four was the extension lor the
anmimal laboratories. The call probably
meant something had gone wrong with
the monkeys. Ellis had been doing three
monkeys a week for the past month, just
to keep himselt and his stalf ready.

Morris watched as Ellis crossed the voom
and answered from a wall phone. Ellis
walked with a slight limnp. the result of a
childhood injury that had cut the Leral
peroneal nerve in his right leg. Morris
alwavs wondered il the injury had had
something 1o do with Ellis” later deci-
sion to become a neurosurgeon. Certainly
Fllis hid the attinnde of a man deter-
mined to correct delects, to hix things
up. That was what he always said 10 his
patients: “We can fix you up.” And he
seemed 1o have more than his share of
defects  himsell—the  limp, the prema-
twre baldness, the weak eyes requiring
heavy thick glasses. All these things ex-
plained his short temper—and the ex-
planation made him more tolerable.

Or perhaps the arvitability was the
result ol all those years as a surgeon.
Morris wasn't suwre; he himsell hadn't
been a swrgeon long cnough. He stared
out the window in the divection ol the
visitors” parking lot. Alternoon visiting
howrs were beginning:  velatives were
driving in. gotting out of their cars,
glancing up at the high buildings of the
hospital.  Apprehension was  clear on
their faces. The hospital was a place
prople feared.

Morris noticed how many ol them
had  sunians. It was a wirm,  sunny
spring in Los Angeles, vet he was stll as
pale as the white jacket and white wou-
sers he wore every dav. He had to get
outside more olten, he wold himsell. He
should start cating lundh outside. He
played ennis. of course. but that was
usually in the evenings.

Ellis came back. “Shit,” he said. “Ethel
tore out her sutures.”

“How did it happen?” Morris said.
Lthel was a juvenile rhesus monkey that
had undergone bram surgery the day be-
fore. The operation had proceeded  [aw-
lessly. And Ethel was unusually docile, as
rhesus monkevs went.

“1 don’t know,” Ellis said. “Apparent-
Iy she worked an arm loose [rom her
restraints. Anyway, she's shrieking and
the bone’s exposed on one side.”

“Did she tear out her wires?™”

“1 don't know. But I've got 10 go
over and resew her now. Can vou han-
dle this?”

"1 think so.” Morris would rather
have Ellis here, but he could probably
handle it himself.

“Are you all right with the cops:”
Ellis said. “1 don’t think they'll give you
any trouble.”

“No, I don’t think s0.”

“Just get Benson up to seven as fast as
you can,” Ellis said. “Then call Ross, I'll
be up as soon as possible.” He checked
his  warch. “IUll probably take forty
minutes to resew Ethel, il she behaves
herself.”

When he had gone, the emergency-
ward nurse came back. “What's the mat-
ter with fim? she asked.

Y Just edgy,” Morris said.

“He sure is”” the nurse said, She
paused and  looked out the window,
lingering.

Morris watched her with a kind of
bemused detachment. He'd spent enough
years in the hospital o recognize the
subtle signs of status. He had begun
as an intern, with no status at all. Most
of the nurses had known more medicine
than he had, and when they were tired,
they didn’t bother to conceal it. (I
don’t think vou want to do that, doc
tor.”) As the vears went by, he became
a surgical residenmt and the nurses be-
came more deferential. When he was
a senior yesident. he was sufliciently as
sured ol his work that a few of the
nurses culled him by his fivst name. And
finally. when he vansferred to the Neu-
ropsychiatric Rescarch Unit as a junior
staft member, the formality returned as
a new mark of stinus,

But this was something else: a nurse
hanging wound. just being near him,
because he had a special aura of impor-
tance. Because evervone in the hospital
knew what was going to happen.

Starmg out the window, the nurse
said, “"Here he comes.”

Mortis got up and looked out. A blue
police van drove up oward the emer-
geney ward and turned around, backing
into the ambutance stot. "All right,” he
satd. “Notily the seventh floor and tell
them we're on our way.”

The nmurse went off. Two ambulance
orderlies opened the hospital doors and
watched as the police ofheer driving the
van came around and unlocked s vear
door. Two olhcers seated in the back

emerged, blinking in the sunlight. Then
Benson came out.

As always. Morris was struck by Dhis
appearance. Benson was a meck, pudgy,
Slvear-old man with a sort of perma-
nently bewildered air about him. He
stood by the van, with his wrists hand-
cuffed in front ol him. and looked
around. When he saw Morris, he sawd hel-
lo, and then looked away. embarrassed.

One ol the cops said. “You in charge
here?”

“Yes. I'm Dr. Morrvis. Would
mind taking his handcuils ofz"

“We don’t have any orders about
that.” The cops exchanged glances. I
guess iU's OK.”

While 1they took the culls off, the
driver brought Mowis a form on a dip-
bourd.  Maorris hardly glimeed at i
“Transfer of Suspect 1o Institutional
Care (Medical).” He signed it Benson
stood quictly. rubbing his wrists, staring
strnight ahcad. The impersonality of the
transaction.  the form  and  signature,
murde Morris feel as il he were receiving
a package rom United Parcel.

Morris led the two other policemen
and Benson into the hospital. A nurse
came up with a wheelchair and Benson
sat down in it. The cops looked con-
fused. “I’s hospital policy,” Morris said
as he led the way to the elevator.

you

- - -

The clevator arrived and they all got
out. Seven was the special sugical floor,
where dillicult and complex cases were
treated. Te was essentially a research sec
uon. The most severe cardiac. kidney
and metabolic patients recuperated here.
Morris and the others went down 1o the
nurses” station, a glasswalled area stra-
tegically located in the ecenter of the
N-shaped floor.

The nurse on duty at the starion
looked up. She was surprised to see the
cops. but she said nothing. Morris said,
“Thas is Mr. Benson. Have we
seven-ten ready?”

“All set for him,” the nurse said snd
gave Benson a cheery smile. Benson
smiled bleakly back and glanced [rom
the nurse to the computer console in the
corner ol the nurses’ station.

“You have a timesharing station up
here?” he asked.

“Yes," Morris said.

“Where's the main computer?”

“In the hasement.”

Benson nodded. AMorris was not sur-
prised ar the questions. Benson was
uying to distract himsell hrom  the
thought of surgery and he was, alter all,
a computer expert.

The nurse handed Moris the cnt
on Benson. It had the usual blue-plastic
cover with the seal ol University Hospi-
tal. Bur there was also a ved tag, which
meant newrosurgery, and a yellow 1ag.
which meant intensive cue, and a white

(continued on page M)
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“Some doctors don’t mind giving a bit of free medical advice.”
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article By ED MoCLANAMAN A BRIGHT SUNDAY AFTERNOON in August 1971, just
one week after Bill Graham closed the doors of the Fillmore West forever and ever, and I'm
sitting in the living room of Jerry Garcia’s new house on the headlands above a coastal vil-
lage an hour north of San Francisco (a very nice house, by the way, not luxurious or anything
but altogether nice enough to reflect the Grateful Dead’s rising fortunes during the past couple
of years); and if I were to glance over my shoulder, 1 could see beyond the picture window all

riding that train, high on cocaine . ..or was it just a leetle laughing gas?
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PLAYBOY

the way down the tilting rim of the con-
tinent to the shimmering Pacific. Only
right this minute, I'm not into scenery
at all; right this minute, I'm deeply en-
gaged in being paranoid about my tape
recorder, just sort of stroking the wreach-
grous little bastard, before 1 entrust to
its tape-eating maw the wit and wisdom
of Jerry Garda, lead guitarist and
chief philosophical theoretician of what
some claim is the greatest rock-'n’-roll
band in the world—Captain Trips, they
call him.

Jerry, meanwhile, is doing exactly
what he always does, playing it as it lays,
which right now means sitting there
beside me in his rocking chair, gazing
benignly out the window, beaming with-
in the dark nimbus of his hair and
beard like a stoned-out John the Bap-
tist, waiting,

“What I'd like to do,” I'm prattling,
rather desperately trying to fill with the
sound of my own voice the void my
incompetence has created, “I'd like to
teel free to rake as many liberties with
this interview as I've been taking with the
rest of the material, to, uh, interpolate and
rearrange things here and there when it
seems. . . . But maybe you . . . ?”

“Sure,” Jerry says cheerily, waving aside
my question. “You're gonna lie a little,
you mean. Sure, you can say 1 said any-
thing you feel like, I don’t give a shit.”

“Good deal! Because what I'm plan-
ning to do, see, is to take this interview
and sort of write myself out of it, my
own voice, I mean, so that what's left
will be just your voice, disembodied,
just rapping out loud. Like, for in-
stance, did you happen to read John
Sack’s interviews with Lieutenant Calley?
Do you remember how Sack himself isn’t
really a presence there, how it comes
down as if it were just Calley alone,
telling his own story? That sort of
thing. And then I'll just take your voice
and weave it through the piece, proba-
bly in italics or something, just lacing it
in and out wherever it seems. . . .”

Jerry grins and says: “Sure, feel [ree,
whatever. Only the erroneous assumption
in that, see, is that a guy like Calley might
ever volunteer any information at all. Or
me, for that matter. I mean, nobody ever
hears about some of the shit that comes
out in interviews unless somebody asks
me, you know what 1 mean? In fact, it's
like the basis of the reality from which you
write, because you wouldn't write this
thing if you'd never talked to any of us,
would you? 1 mean, you know what I mean?
If you weren't interacting in there, the
story would never have occurred. So it's,
like, you can include yourself or not, but
either way, it's all you. . . .”

OK, then: me, by God:

So there 1 am in September 1970, early
morning, and I'm hurrying home to
California to write about the Grateful

Dead (I've been at this quite a while,
you understand) after a three-week hia-
tus back East, barreling along in my big
Dodge camper all alone through the
everlasting vasty reaches ol central lowa,
on a back road somewhere 40 miles in
some direction or another from Cedar
Rapids, and it's raining like a cow piss-
ing on a flat rock, a cold, driving rain
that chills me even with the camper’s
heater ramming hot air up both pants
legs; and beside me on the hump of the
engine’s housing are spread my Official
Accuracy Reporter's Notebooks filled
with three-week-old runic scribblings
(garcia missing 2 joints midl. finger rt.
handl—phil lesh leanness hneolnesk!
—sam cutler rd. mgr. look like capt.
hook!!—bob  weir billy the kid!!l—
john mcintyre bus. mgr. e!egan!, look
like yng. rich widmark!!!) and sev-
eral yellowing copies of Rolling Stone
featuring articles about the Dead, and
my little portable stereo tape recorder
and five cassettes of the Dead’s albums,
and—here comes the weird part—on my
head I'm wearing, Buck Rogerslike, an
enormous pair ol superpowerful stereo
headphones plugged into the recorder,
and the volume is turned up full blast
and the Dead’s “Turn it en! Turn it
on!” is crashing into my eardrums and
I'm bouncing ecstatically in my seat and
hammering the heels of my hands on the
steering wheel to Bill the Drummer's surg-
ing, 19-1o-the-dozen rhythms, while the
guitars saream as loud as locomotive
whistles; and now an image swirls to
mind and shapes itself, the interior of
my skull has somehow become the inte-
rior of the Fillmore West, San Francis-
co's onetime Carousel Ballroom, this
cavernous old relic of a pleasure palace
amid whose tawdry grandeur our fore-
bears forbore Guy Lombardo and Shep
Fields and His Rippling Rhythms that
we might live to dig the Dead, my
throat and tongue the Fillmore's thread-
bare maroon-carpeted lobbies and stair
wells and my teeth its curlicuing rococo
plaster balustrades and my brainpan the
grand ballroom iwself, my medulla ob-
longata its vaulted ceiling f[estooned
with heavily sagging billows of silvery-
gray asbestos damask, and there are 3000
dope-crazed Dead fans crouched haunch
to haunch in the darkness on the im-
mense dance floor of my mind, while at
the far end of the great chamber, on-
stage, dwarfed beneath the high curved
bleached-white band shell that is the
inner surface of my forehead, the CGrate-
ful Dead are getting it on, a demon-
driven suicide squad of assassins under the
harsh command of the archbrigand Pig-
pen (“turn it on! jes a leetle bit hi-
cee-yer!”), a murderous little band of
renegades, savages, tartars in  cowboy
mufti, angels ol death armed not with
three supercharged guitars and a set of

traps but with three choppers and a
mortar, mercilessly laying waste to the
shrieking, writhing mass ol delenseless
supplicants spread beneath them, and
against the backs of my eyeballs the
giant light-show screen behind the band-
stand is ablaze like the night sky above a
battlefield with the garish lighining of
their fusillade, it is more than just a
massacre, it is a by-God apocalypse hur-
tling along right here inside the fragile
eggshell of my skull at 70 miles an hour
through the Iowa monsoon, the incredible
cacophony of it thrumming in my
blood and beating wildly against the
backs of my eyes, mounting and mount-
ing and mounting until it peaks out at
about 11,000,000 megadecibels and Pig
screams ' Yeeeeeeceeeee-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0w-
wwwwwwwwwwww!" and barks “And
leave it on!” and within the head-
phones there descends an abrupt and
wondrous stillness, a silence made mh-
nitely deeper and more profound by the
absence not merely of the Dead's right
eous racket but of all sound, the head-
phones baffling out even the engine's
roar along with the slap-slap-slap ol the
wipers and the steady suck of ures on
the Aooded roadbed, as il the whole wet
world were inexplicably and without
warning stricken mute, and as the wip-
ers streak the veil of water on the wind-
shield, I see, standing stalwart by the
lonely lowa roadside like heaven's own
herald, an enormous billboard, sky-blue,
with great thick square white letters
proclaiming, for no good reason art all,

TIME ENDS
ETERNITY WHERE

and even as the wind-blown water sheets
the glass again, blurring. then fraciuring
the image beyond all intelligence, 1 hear
Jerry Garcia begin the next song on the
tape, his voice rising sweet and clear
and plangent into the silence,

“You know Death don’t

Have no mercy

Imthis land. . . "

“I mean, cverybody who's makin’ a
big thing about the closing of the Fill-
more, that’s a crock of shil, actually.
Because, you know, what'd they do be-
fore there was a Fillmore? I mean,
there’s always beem a musician scene,
musicians have always lraveled around
and you could always hear music. And
that's gonna happen no matter what. In
most places, see, there isn't any Fillmore.
And that doesn’t affect anybody except,
you hnow, the Fillmore freaks. 1 thimk
the end of the Fillmore s just ihe
beginning of different space. . . .”

“The first time I saw Jerry Garcia,”
my young friend Harry (who is said to
be a genius in molecular physics. his

(continued on page 103)
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DOMMNIQOUL

Jrench film star dominique sanda is complex,
compelling and—but of course—beautiful

arTERNOON. The season is late autumn, the setting St.-
Tropez. And the freaked-out Irench resort—resuming its
identity as a peaceful fishing village after the summer crush
of reckless, topless Beautiful People from four continents
—seems precisely the right place for Dominique Sanda,
la belle Dominique, 1o be talking about herself. Still a
few months shy of her 2lst birthday, Dominique is a
serenely classic blonde with the electric New Sensibility
throbbing in every pore. She is also on her way to becoming
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The accolades generated by Dominique’s performance in the Berto-
lucci movie version of Alberto Moravia’s The Conformist were more
than enough to guarantee her a place in the cinematic sun. Above
left: In her now-famous “Lesbian” dance sequence with Stefania San-
drelli, she exuded o sexuvality—cool on the surface yet promis-
ing to erupt at any moment—that was singled out for critical acclaim.
Dominique’s next film, De Sica’s The Garden of the Finzi-Continis,
finds her again involved with fascist ltaly and sexual nonconformity.

a legend as the result of just three pictures, which have
inspired rapturous critics to compare her to Garbo, Iietrich
and a Botticelli Renaissance angel.

It quickly becomes apparent that she commands attention
without cffort. Slumped in a blue lawn chair on the flagstone
patio of a sand-colored stucco villa that sprawls in the hills over-
looking St.-Tropez, Dominigue wears a beige cable-knit sweater
over tweed bell-bottoms and has her ash-blonde hair pinned
back with exquisite indifference. She looks sensational. She and
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her lover, 45-year-old Christian Marquand,
a former actor who turned film maker
(and directed Candy), are the house guests
of French director Roger Vadim, estranged
husband of Jane Fonda and host, for the
moment, to a dozen or more friends,
relatives, film folk and sweet young things
with daring décolletage.

Open and friendly yet subtly aloof
from the others, who treat her with the
deference due visiting royalty, Domi-
nique pooh-poohs . all the nonsense
about a new Dietrich. “It’s nice to hear.
They also say I am like Carole Lom-
bard, but I want to be myself, Domi-
nique. Who I really love and identify
with are Baudelaire and Rimbaud, or
Rousseau . . . or that English painter who
works with acrylics. What's his name . . .
Perer Blake.”

Speaking of art pulls her attention
back to a large woolen tapestry of her
own design—a sunburst pattern woven
in muted shades of gold, gray, beige and
blue. She calmly picks up her needle
and sets to work. "l love the sun,” she
says. “I have dreams about the sun. I'm
attracted by warm colors, groovy things,
contradictions. Like those Bedouins 1
once saw in Morocco, who wear their
traditional costumes with Dblue-and-yel-
low plastic shoes. That 1 like.” She
would plainly rather discuss Bedouin
couture than recap her life and career.
Both began, in a sense, at the age of 15,
when she sought to liberate herself from
the no-nos of a convent education and
her French bourgeois upbringing by
plunging into a passionate love affair
with a young man of 23. Their marriage
lasted a year, says Dominique, adding, “It
ended bitterly. Marriage was just my ex-
cuse. Soon I began to be photographed by
everyone and made a lot of money. He
made no money at all. because he didn’t
work. Mostly, I did not respect him.”

The glamor of modeling soon palled,
despite Vogue spreads and [requent jun-
kets to Africa, Turkey, Jamaica, Isracl,
New York. “It was fine for a while,
because I was searching for something, but
fashion is a world of surfaces, horribly
narcissistic. I was like a butterfly, liking
people for a day or an hour. T stayed out
cvery night, very late, trying everything
.. . you know?” Assured that we know,
she smiles the smile of a [rolicsome prin-
cess who's been caught creeping home at
dawn in servant girl's disguise.

Her first film role came at 17, when
a friend suggested to veteran French di-
rector Robert Bresson that she would
be perfectly cast as the heroine of
Une Femme Douce, his adaptation of a
Dostoievsky short story. Bresson got more
than he bargained for. “He is really a
terrible man, very egoistic,” Dominique
explains, “and he wants publicity only for
himsell. All my friends warned me that
the actors in Bresson films just disappear
and never do anything afterward. One
man, they say—I don’t remember his

name—finished a film with Bresson,
then committed suicide by jumping un-
der a train. He wants actors depressed,
deflated, until there is no emotion lelt
in them. He is brilliant but cold.” She
shivers, then shrugs off the memory of
endless retakes by recalling how she in-
vited writers and photographers to the
set and garnered reams of publicity in
Paris. “Bresson was furious, of course.
But I had nothing to lose, I was not yet
an actress. I told him simply, "Look, you
have done many films, but this is my
first, and I enjoy the experience very
much. I intend to do other films in the
[uture. So you see. . . .*"

Bresson saw that he had a tigress by
the tail and subsided. Dominique was
next chosen o play opposite actor-
director Maximilian Schell in First Love
and chalked up another personal
triumph, which prepared her for her
memorable role with Jean-Louis Trin-
tignant in Bernardo Bertolucci's The
Conformist. Playing the beautilul Lesbian
wife of a lefist political leader, Domi-
nique recalls, “was my best film experi-
ence. Difhicult, because 1 had o let go ol
muyself, express real emotion. The exhi-
bitionism was hardest for me, like the
ballroom scene where the other woman
and I danced the tango.” A little num-
ber, incidentally, that The New Yorker's
tart, tough-minded critic Pauline Kael
called “one of the most romantic screen
dances since Rogers and Astaire.”

Now she has three other completed
movies on tap, including The Garden of
the Finz-Continis for Italy’s venerable
Vittorio De Sica. Antonioni wants her
for a flm called Technicamente Dolce
(Technically Sweet). She is slated to
co-star with Terence Stamp in a screen
version of the English stage hit Abelard
and Helowse. Bertolucei wanted her back
to team with Marlon Brando in his new
film, but the part went to Catherine
Deneuve—Dbecause of a conflicting com-
mitment to make a movie in Yugoslavia,
though that project came to grief because
Dominique happens to be several months
pregnant. She and Christian never discuss
marriage, she insists, though her parents
broach the subject from time to time.

As the sunlight fades, Dominique
moves inside the villa, fewches a tea tray
and settles onto a green-plush love seat
beneath an oil painting dominated by a
reclining figure that appears to be a
ravished nun. Elsewhere, the decor fea-
tures elephant tusks and mounted tro-
phies, souvenirs of the absentee owner's
hunting safaris. “Horrible,” Dominique
mutters and obliterates her surroundings
with a glance. Near the marble-and-
mahogany mantelpiece a considerable dis-
tance away, the stereo is playing the
Beatles' Abbey Road. Dominique nurz
zles her kitten, an eight-week-old tailless
Siamese named Ether (" Therc he was in

bed with us one morning, and I decided
we must find a name for the cat. The
name we chose was Ether.). Pensive,
she stands gazing at the delicate neck-
lace of lights across the bay and peels off
observations more or less at random.

Regarding directors, she knows ex-
actly what she wants. Nothing but the
best. “Antonioni, Antonioni. He is a
marvelous, sensitive man and my very
good friend. We have a certain rapport.
I also adore Fellini. A genius, but with
too much fireworks. That's not my way.
I wouldn’t know what to do with Felli-
ni.” She prolesses admiration for Berg
man and Godard but wrinkles her nose
at mention of Truffaut. “Personally, 1
don’t even know him, but he is terrible
for me. I can sce what he is in his films.
A little French bourgeois. 1 hate that |
have to identify, in a way, with a direc
tor's ideas—the script. the actors, the
philosophy, it must all come together
like this"—she carves a perfect oval in
the air, her slim fingers meeting.

Among potential male co-stars, her
first choice would be Brando. “A great
actor and a very gentle man. He spent a
week with us in the mountains. He is a
close friend of Christian's, since Candy.”
She is equally intrigued by the thought
of working with Jack Nicholson. “He is
so differemt from me, but it might be
interesting, no? 1 loved his performance in
Five Easy Picces, then I met him. He
seems a little restless, insecure, like many
Americans. | suppose because there is
so much tension. so many conflics in
America.”

Christian enters, dressed in his cus-
tomary blue jeans and work jacket. He
spends hours cvery day closeted with a
female scenarist who is helping him
write a script for Dominique—a story
about a headstrong young girl in love
with a considerably older man. “Yes,
the heroine rather resembles Dominique,”
he admits, “a little bit schizophrenic.” He
contemplates Dominique as if trying o
separate fact from fiction and remarks
that she often seems quite old, which
is true. According to her changing mood,
or the mere shift of light on her pro-
file, she might be a wistful child of 11
or a French diplomat’s daughter doing
an undergraduate year at Bennington
or a wickedly worldly woman whose
charms are indefinable, ageless. Mar
quand calls her a kind of witch. “She
is very strong.” he adds, "but youn will
notice she seldom raises her voice.” Sel-
dom needs to, for her voice has a sensual
depth and resonance quite rare in prom-
ising film actresses of 20,

Dominique’s view of Christuan is no
less romantic. One of her treasured pos
sessions, temporarily out for repair, is an
earring made from a large toenail he
broke while playing tennis. “It’s nice.”

(continued on page 212;




THERE
BE LIGHT
WHISKEYS

coming soon—courtesy the feds—something new in boozedom

By THOMAS MARIO 1wo tvees of new light whiskey will debut
early this summer by the grace of the Federal powers that be. One will be
the light whiskey that has gotten most of the publicity—whiskey distilled
between 160 and 189 proof aged in used barrels. The second will be called
blended light whiskey—light whiskey 1o which has been added up to 19 per-

cent of the old-fashioned straight whiskey. In other (concluded on page 204)
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“Try it. Yow'll like it.”
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TERMINAL VIAN

tag, which Morris had almost never seen
on a patient'’s chart. The white 1ag
meant security precautions.

“That must be my record. 1 always
wondered what was in it,” Benson said
as Morris wheeled him down the hall
toward 710.

“Lot of unreadable notes, mostly,”
Morris said. Actually, Benson’s chart was
thick and very readable, since most of it
was computer print-out of different tests.

They came to 710. Before they en-
tered the room, one of the cops went in
and closed the door behind him. The
second cop remained outside.

Benson glanced up at  Morris.
“They're very careful about me,"” he
said. “It’s almost flattering.”

The cop came out. “It's OK,” he said.

Morris wheeled Benson into the
room; followed by the cops. Seven-ten
was a large room, on the south side of
the hospital, so that it was sunny in the
afternoon. Benson looked around and
nodded approvingly. Morris said, “This
is one of the best rooms in the hospital.”

Benson got out of the wheelchair and
sat on the bed. He bounced on the
mattress. He pressed the buttons that
made the bed move up and down, then
bent over to look at the motorized
mechanism beneath the bed. Morris
went to the window and drew the
blinds, reducing the direct light.

“This bed mechanism is remarkably
simple,” Benson said. “You should really
have a feedback unit, so that body
movements by the person in the bed are
automatically compensated for. >
His voice trailed off.- He opened the
closet doors, looked in, checked the
bathroom, came back. Most patients
were intimidated by the hospital, Morris
reflected, but Benson acted as if he were
renting a hotel room.

“I'll take it,” Benson said and
laughed. He sat on the bed again and
looked at Morris, then at the cops. “Do
they have to be here?”

I think they can wait outside,” Mor-
ris said.

The cops went out, closing the door
behind them.

“I meant,” Benson said, "do they have
to be here at all?”

“Yes. Unless we can get charges
dropped against you.”

Benson nodded and frowned. “Was it
... Imean,did I ... was it bad?”

“You gave him a black eye and you
fractured one rib.”

“But he’s all right?”

“Yes. He's all right.”

“I don’t remember any of it,” Benson
said. “All my memory cores are erased.”
Then he added, “But I'm glad it was no
worse.”

Morris said, “Did you bring any-

(continued from page 82)

thing with you? Pajamas, anything like
that?”

Benson said, “No. But I can arrange
for ir.”

“OK. I'll get you some hospital coth-
ing in the meantime. Are you all right
for now?”

“Yes. Sure.” And he grinned.

The cops had brought a chair up to
the door. One sat there, the other stood
alongside. Morris flipped open his note-
book.

“You'll want 1o know the schedule,”
he said. “An admitting person will show
up in the next hall hour with financial
waivers for Benson to sign. Then at
three-thirty, he goes downstairs to the
main amphitheater for surgical rounds.
He comes back after about twenty min-
utes. His head will be shaved tonight.
The operation is scheduled for six
tomorrow morning. Do you have ques
tions?”

“Can someone get us meals?” one of
them asked.

Morris said, “I'll have the nurse
order extras. Will there be two of you or
just one?”

“Just one. We're working eight-hour
shifts.”

Morris said, “I'll tell the nurses. It’d
help if you checked in and out with
them. They like 10 know who's on the
floor.”

The cops nodded. There was a mo-
ment of silence. Finally, one of them
said, “What's wrong with him, anyway?”

“He has a form of epilepsy. When he
has a fit, he’s violent.”

“1 saw the guy he beat up,” one of the
cops said. “Big strong guy, looked like a
truck driver. You'd never think a little
guy like that”"—he jerked his arm to-
ward Benson's room—"'could do it.”

The cop frowned and asked, “What's
this operation he's getting?”

“It's a kind of brain surgery we call a
stage-three procedure,” Morris said. He
didn't bother 1o explain further. The
policemen wouldn’t understand. And,
he thought, even if they understood,
they wouldn’t believe it.

Neurosurgical grand rounds, where un-
usual cases were presented and discussed
by all the surgeons of the hospital, was
normally scheduled for Thursdays at nine
AM. A special rounds was hardly ever
called. It was too difficult for the staff to
get together. But now the amphitheater
was packed, tier alter tier of white jackets
and pale faces staring down at Ellis, who
pushed his glasses up his nose and said,
“As many of you know, tomorrow morn-
ing the Neuropsychiatric Research Unit
will perform a limbic pacing procedure—

what we call a stage three—on a human
patient.”

There was no sound, no movement
from the audience. Janet Ross stood in
the corner of the amphitheater near the
doors and watched. She found it odd
that there should be so little reaction.
But then it was hardly a surprise. Every-
one in the hospital knew that the NPS
had been waiting lor a good stage-three
subject.

“lI must ask youn,” Ellis said. “to re-
strain your questions when the patient
is introduced. He 1s a sensitive man
and his disturbance is quite severe. We
thought you should have the psychiatric
background before we brought him in.
The atending psychiatrist, Dr. Ross,
will give you a summary.” Ellis nodded
to Ross. She came forward to the center
of the room.

She stared up at the steeply banked
rows ol faces and felt a momentary
hesitation. Janet Ross was tall and ex-
ceptionally good-looking in 2 lean,
tanned. dark-blonde way. She herseli felt
she was too bony and angular, and she
often wished she were more softly femi-
nine. But she knew her appearance was
striking, and at 30, after more than a
decade of training in a predominantly
masculine profession, she had learned to
use It

She clasped her hands behind her
back, took a breath and launched into
the summary in the rapid, siylized
method that was standard for grand
rounds.

“Harold Franklin Benson,” she said,
“is a thirty-four-year-old divorced com-
puter scientist who was healthy until
two years ago, when he was involved in
an automobile accident on the Santa
Monica Freeway. Following the acci-
dent, he was unconscious for an un-
known period of time. He was taken to
a local hospital for overnight observa-
tion and discharged the next day in
good health. He was fine for six months,
until he began to experience what he
called blackouts.”

The audience was silent, faces staring
down at her, listening.

“These blackouts lasted several min-
utes and occurred about once a month.
They were often preceded by the sensa-
tion of peculiar, unpleasant odors. The

‘blackouts frequently occurred after drink-

ing alcohol. The patient consulted his
local physician, who told him he was
working too hard and recommended he
reduce his alcohol intake. Benson did
this, but the blackouts continued.

“One year ago—a year after the acci-
dent—he realized that the blackouts were
becoming more frequent and lasting
longer. He often regained consciousness,
to find himself in unfamiliar surround-
ings. On several occasions, he had cuts and
bruises or torn clothing, which suggested
that he had been fghting. However,

(continued on page 180)



RIMSELF

fitionBY ANTHONY GREY

For 806 days between July 1967 and October 1969,
Anthony Grey, a correspondent for Britain's Reuters
wire service, was kept in solitary confinement, without
charges, in Peking. His quarters were claustrophobi-
cally small. His diet was meager. At first, he was per-
mitted a total of three books, on chess, yoga and
communism (later, he stole a fourth, Doctor Zhivago).
Desperately lonely, constantly humiliated and harassed,
he was in fear of mental collapse. “To occupy my mind
constructively,” he says, “I took to creating
crossword puzzles and writing short
stories. I frequently hid the pa-
pers, and for some reason I
was never searched and was
able to get all my writ-
ings out safely when I
was released.” One of
the short stories he
wrote during this
time begins on this
page. It has nothing
to do with China,
nor communism,
nor his confine-
ment. It is neither
bitter nor de-
spairing. On the
contrary, it is a
charming fantasy in
which the human
body functions as a de-
partmentalized bureauc-
racy. It was suggested to
Grey by a line in the yoga
book: “Each of the millions of
cells in man's body is as a living
being on its own.” Grey tells us: ¥
“So, tongue in cheek, the story of
Hirmself was gradually built up. I was uneasy about’em-
barking on it, since, because of its setting in the para-
thyroid glands, I wondered whether it might make me
obsessed with the glands in my own throat. But I decid-
ed to chance it and, to my delight, found I so enjoyed
writing the story that I didn’t stop to worry.” The very
existence of the tale—to say nothing of its engaging
whimsy and inventiveness—is a tribute to Grey's
strength and inner resources in the face of treatment de-
liberately designed to shatter his spirit. He says: “Often
two words would recur to me in that room in Peking:
‘Nothing matters!” But life always matters—very much.”

CELL NUMBER 10047 closed the file he had been working
on with a snap, placed it in the supervisor's in tray and
said, with a hint of boredom in his voice, “Estimated
calcium requirements for maintaining hardness of two
hundred and six bones, twenty-nine teeth and twenty
toe- and fingernails during the coming month, all pres-
ent and correct, sirl”

The supervisor of the Parathyroid Subsection regard-
ed the young cell for a moment and remarked mildly,
“I don't think there is any need for military overtones
in the work of this department. And you might make a
note that we may be losing one, if not two, teeth in the

near future, bringing the number down to twenty-eight
or possibly twentyseven, thereby reducing future esti-
mated needs.”

“Oh, have you heard something from upstairs?” asked
10047 in the offhand manner he affected. “Couple of
Himself's molars dickey, are they?”

The supervisor, who thought the young cell’s manner
was bordering on impertinence, let a tinge of his dis-
approval show in the tone of his reply. “It has been
intimated to me from the Central Executive
Offices that we are to have an inspec-
tion of the two teeth soon, since they
have been giving us some trouble,
Nothing further is certain at the
moment. By the way, the de-
terioration is no reflection
on the work of this depart-
ment, I am told.”

The supervisor al-
lowed himself the in-
dulgence of a smug

smile. The older cell

always used the royal
or pontifical we when
)| referring to the or-
| ganization in its en-
tirety. In his young
days, terms such as up-
stairs and Himself were
/ unheard of. And no
doubt these young upstarts
had a whole range of such
/  dreadful slang. His father
before him, his grandfather be-
7 fore him and his grandfather’s
=~ father before that had all supervised
the Parathyroid Subsection and the line
stretched back to the subsection’s very incep-
tion. It seemed to him that youngsters today weren't
what they used to be. Didn't have the same sense of
service in them.

The network of pipes, thick and thin, ducts and
canals that ran past the Parathyroid Subsection hummed
and throbbed quietly but rhythmically with their usual
morning efficiency. They looked for all the world like
the complex pipelines of a giant chemical plant. There
was an occasional gurgle from one of the ducts.

“Where would you say we are now?" asked 10047 of
the supervisor, idly. He thought perhaps his senior
would be flattered by this appeal to his superior experi-
ence. Calm his ruffled feathers, perhaps.

“In the eight-twenty to Liverpool Street, I would
guess,” replied the supervisor after a moment. He
cocked his head and listened to the sounds coming from
outside the department. “I should say we're quietly
reading our newspaper at present.” He coughed slightly,
the way cells do, and pretended to busy himself with
the cellular papers before him.

He wasn't going to show he was pleased at this unusu-
al display of respect for his seniority from an underling.
There was a long pause. It was quiet in the depart-
ment this morning. The innumerable dials and gauges
held steady on their norms. There was the usual

ILLUSTRATION BY DOUG TAYLOR
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subdued bustle in the back, the workshops section, as
the delivery workers—10047 called them members of
the Red Corps—unloaded the oxygen needed for the
section’s small-scale production and carted away carbon-
dioxide drums for disposal. Elsewhere, enzyme specialists
prepared shipments of calcium in the blood plasma, to
be sent on to proper addresses in the system. There was
no hint of the high drama to come.

“Exactly how old are we now?” asked 10047, trying
to fight off the overpowering feeling of boredom that
always came over him at this time each day.

“Established 1933. We have been in business now
for a little over thirty-five years,” said the supervisor.
He was becoming a little suspicious of the young cell’s
innocent questions.

The unmistakable sound of half a dozen landing
craft going by laden with armed troops came from an
enclosed canal that ran close by.

*“There go some more lads of the White Corps off
to the front to fight the foreign foe,” said 10047
lightly, after listening to them pass.

“Oh,” said the supervisor, raising his cellular eye-
brows, “since you seem so well informed, perhaps you
might tell us where they are going—these ‘lads of the
White Corps.’” He liked white corpuscles to be called
white corpuscles or at least white cells.

“I-understand there’s been a bit of trouble up on
the nape of the neck these past few days,” said 10047
airily. “Small invasion by foreign group. Nothing
special. Usual sort of scrap. We lost a few, but I think
it's mostly cleared up by now. I fancy those boyos are
going up more for mopping up than anything else.
The White Corps’ chief is in a bit of a flap, apparent-
ly. Just when he wanted all the air he could get to
help him seal off the area, Himself apparently goes
and bangs a plaster on the outside—what he calls a
small boil-—completely gumming up the works. The
chief's been on to upstairs about it and they hope to
get Himself to tear it off later today. But they don't
promise anything. You know what they are, ‘We can
only recommend and advise."*’ 10047 mimicked the
last phrase in a bureaucratic voice.

Then he noticed with a sudden pang of unease that
the supervisor was regarding him with unusual intent-
ness. In his desire to show off his knowledge of affairs,
had he perhaps been indiscreet?

“Tell me just exactly how you know all that,” said
the supervisor, speaking very quietly.

“Um, well,” 10047 hesitated and flushed slightly as
cells are wont to do. “I've . . . um, I've got a pal in
one of the departments upstairs,” he said finally, not
knowing how this would be received.

“And how, exactly, do you get in touch with him,
since you never leave this department?”

. 10047 glanced round at the little desk instruments
in the department, the terminals of the vast communi-
cations network. He listened to the soft hum from the
trunk lines outside as messages whizzed back and
forth between the Central Executive Offices and all
departments at speeds of around 300 miles per hour.
His gaze rested for a moment on the junction boxes
marked SENSORY SYSTEM, VOLUNTARY MOTOR SYSTEM
and AutonoMIc sYsTEM. He took a deep breath and

said, with a rush, “Well, we sometimes have a chat
through the old communications network—only in
the absolutely quiet times, when there’s no other
traffic,” he added hastily, realizing his chief was likely
to be displeased.

“I hardly need to remind you,” said the supervisor
severely, “of the seriousness of misusing the communi-
cations.” But he didn’t say more. He was secretly
impressed by his subordinate’s contact and already
realized it might be of help to him sometime in
short-circuiting normal channels.

“Who is your ‘pal'?” he asked at length, a slight
sarcastic inflection on the last word.

“B.C. 1474729,” replied the young cell, using the
B. C. prefix enviously. If there ever came a chance, he
would dearly love to become a B. C. (Brain Cell). All
the others were entitled to the L. C. (Living Cell) prefix,
but nobody ever used it, since it was so common.

The supervisor, remembering he should be more
reproving, cut sharply into the L. C.'s thoughts.

“Have you no work to do, 10047?"

“Well, nothing that isn’t absolutely routine and

rather dull,” the young cell replied, surprised at his
own boldness, “and rather than spread it thinly over
the day, I can pack it all away in half an hour later
on.”
The supervisor raised his cellular eyebrows again
but said nothing. He imagined this look combined
majestic aloofness, imperious disdain and dignified
apartness appropriate in a departmental head.

“What I mean is,” said 10047, deciding to crash on,
“the work here isn't very exciting, is it? Now, if I were
down in Adrenals, it would be different. Just imagine!
Life being concerned solely with danger and excitement.
Waiting at the ready to shovel out a lashing of the
precious adrenaline into the jolly old network. Then
sitting back and watching the old pipelines constrict, all
the pressure gauges going up, the whole works throbbing
at a new, faster level, going flat-out, key pitch, bang,
bang, bangl”

He stopped and looked at the supervisor. Perhaps it
wouldn't do to get too carried away.

“Your work here is equally important, if less spec-
tacular,” the older cell said with a firm note of
censure. “And perhaps one thing you haven't consid-
ered, our far superior position. We are pleasantly
situated adjoining Thyroid Departments in a high
frontal position that is eminently desirable. Adrenals
Division, of which you seem inordinately fond, on the
other hand, have their two sections well down in the"
—he paused and a note of distaste crept into his
voice”—in the lumbar region, directly adjoining the
Decontamination and Filter Plants at Area Kidney."”

10047 made no reply to this. How typical the old
celliferous fool should think more ahout their position
on the map than what they did!

“Of course,” said 10047, letting his voice go a little
dreamy, as cells can, “if ever there came a chance to
remuster, which 1 know is without precedent, I should
really like to go upstairs.” He paused reflectively, then
continued even more dreamily:

“Pituitary Control. . . .” He let the words roll
deliciously off his tongue. “Pituitary Control, what
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then I thought, what

switched to belly dancing.

e lessons

and

“I was taking karat
the hell!
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Himself would call the master gland.
Send a team of hormones here, send a
team of hormones there and all the L. Cs
behind the doors marked THYROID DEPART-
MENT, PARATHYROID SUBSECTION, PANCRE-
As, ADRENALS bpivisions and the others
jump to your commands. Position, influ-
ence, respect! Or even to move into the
rarefied atmosphere of the central execu-
tive offices themselves. The gray, com-
puterized complex corridors of powerl
Cranium House! The Whitehall of our
world!” He stopped suddenly and looked
up. “Hello, what's happening to the old
plumbing?”

The steady quiet thythm in the pipe-
lines had suddenly increased. The lights
in the deparunent were burning bright-
er. There was an uptempo pounding from
the whole network. Everybody in the de-
partment instinctively turned expectant
eyes to the automatic warning board. But
the red EMERGENCY sign didn’t come on,
nor did the action-stations hooter sound.
After a few moments, the rhythm began
to slow and soon returned to normal.

“Well,” said 10047, letting out a long
breath, “talking of the boys in Adrenals,
that was clearly their doing! Wonder
what it was. Didn’t last long, anyway,
did it? Perhaps someone fired off by
mistake. [ shall have to ask my pal
upstairs.”

Somewhere far below the Parathyroid
Subsection, the Fuel Refinery and Proc-
essing Division and its several satellite
construction and maintenance units had
already begun work on a new consign-
ment of raw materials that had recently
arrived. Refinery's chief engineer was on
the line to somebody on high in Central
Executive.

“How do you find today’s first deliv-
ery, Chief?” the B.C. was saying. “We
had more time than usual today to
think of you.”

“Fine, just fine—in itself,” the chief
added with that note of reserve that every
good N.C.O. knew indicated respectful-
ly to the officer and gentleman with
whom he was dealing that things were
not quite as they might be. He waited
for his cue, so that the officer and gentle-
man could think later that his astute
perception uncovered the problem.

“Something’s bothering you, Chief, 1
divine,” said the voice of the B.C. on
the line, taking up the bait nicely.

“Well, sir, we're all very pleased to see
bacon, coffee, eggs, butter and so on
back in the consignment today. It's some
time since we've seen that, sir. We'd
begun to get accustomed to much less
and even no morning delivery at all on
occasions,”

“Well, Chiel,” the finely modulated
tones of the B.C. broke in. “You know
how it is. We are a [rantically busy

up-and-coming bachelor business execu-
tive who does things in a hurry, works
late, sleeps little.” He laughed the little
laugh of a superior confiding in a sub-
ordinate.

“That’s as may be, sir, but with due
respect”—the chief had decided 1o per-
sist—"it's not going to be good enough.
You know, sir, as well as I that it’s not
only the morning delivery that has been
a bit haphazard. Two large measures of
whiskey and a very small quantity of
bread, butter and ham at midday, hur-
riedly consigned, does not make the most
of the processing equipment at our dis-
posal. To coin a phrase, sir, it's under-
employed.”

The B. C. began to interrupt.

“Ah, I know what you're going to say,
sir. It’s made up for later, often with a
very heavy consignment late in the eve-
ning. Quite right. But you know, it's
the wrong time and, once again with due
respect, doesn’t always help us in rich-
ness ratios. Overall, sir, we've dipped
fairly heavily into the glucose reserves
held at Liver Pool. Theyre almost out
there. The next thing, we'll have to go
over to fats conversion with according
weight loss. And my people dealing with
alcohol are rarely underemployed,” he
added in a matter-of-fact voice. Then he
continued in what he hoped might be
construed by his listener as an ominous
tone.

“I'm having my maintenance chaps
keep a very careful daily eye on the
Duodenum Section of the pipeline—reg-
ular inspections for signs of construction
stress, material fatigue—we can't be too
careful on duodenal faults. What we
should like down here is regular, bal-
anced deliveries three times daily, sir.
It’s in our best interests.”

“OK, Chief, I'll do what 1 can. But
you know the position up here. We
don’t have the final decision on these
things. . . .”" The chief engineer, raising
his cellular eyes heavenward, chanted
under his breath in unison with the
B. C. the final inevitable phrase—"We
can only recommend and advise.”

He hung up and went back to his
work, shaking his head in that peculiar
way cells have.

Upstairs, the B. C. put down his in-
strument and remarked to a colleague
with a laugh, “Chiely's carping about
irregularity of supplies again. I suppose
we'd better have another go at it.”

He drew a memo pad toward him and
began to write. His printed heading was
addressed to “I,”” who was they knew not
what exactly, and who dwelt they knew
not where. They were not even sure
where the memos they composed eventu-
ally arrived. They were whisked away
on the internal postal system and disap

peared forever in the maze of the gray
corridors. They could, indeed, only rec-
ommend and advise to the attention of
the mysterious, omnipresent, omnipo-
tent, yet evanescent, “1."

Back in the Parathyroid Subsection,
L.C. 10047 had just finished making a
quick and very discreet call to his pal
upstairs.

“Well, well, well,” he said slowly and
a little tantalizingly, as he knew the
supervisor was eagerly waiting for the
news, “that is interesting.” He wore a
broad celliferous grin.

“Know what the cause of all the ex-
citement was?” he asked, addressing the
supervisor and all the other expectant
L. Cs in the department. Obviously they
didn’t, and after one or two had cho-
rused rather testily “No, no, what was
it?,” 10047 deigned to let them in on the
somewhat spicy secret.

“New secretaryl” he said smugly.
“What we were treated to was the reac
tion of Himself to the first sight of his
new secretary on arrival at the office.
According to information received from
the two observation outlets in the
mighty Optics Unit, her L. C.s are really
stacked, lads, really stacked! A regular
dish of the most succulent variety, I am
told. Judging from what we noticed
here, I should think it was a case of lust
at first sighe!”

There was a little buzz of discussion
at this.

Half aloud, half to himself, 10047
mused on the topic. “Just imagine, a
fine, gently undulating, soft, fragrant,
warm, splendidly stacked assemblage of
feminine L. C.s.

“Wouldn't mind getting involved
with something in that direction my-
self.”” He had been gazing dreamily into
the middle distance. As he focused
again, he realized the supervisor had
been listening. “Of course,” he contin-
ued, “if there were to be any chance of
that, I'd have to change direction in my
remustering intentions, wouldn’t 1? It
wouldn’t be a matter of going up, but of
going down! Have to get myself a slot
in the glamor department, wouldn't I¢”

The supervisor lost his breath at this.
He tried to cough to hide it, choked,
spluttered and went red in his cellular
face. Only after several minutes was he
able to speak again.

“If by the glamor department you
mean the Reproduction Unit. I suggest
you use its correct term.” He turned
away abruptly but, to his own surprisc,
found he was having to suppress a smile
at the unconventional nomenclature em-
ployed by the young 10047.

In the early evening, 10047 an-
nounced gleefully to his Parathyroid

(continued on page 214)



an enormous pool of scientific and engineering
manpower—without jobs or prospects—is stagnating
because of governmental indifference and ineptitude

Applicant is a management-oriented person with ex-
tensive administrative and engineering experience.
His ability to initiate, organize, plan and administer man-
agement policies and engineering programs has been fully
developed. Applicant is thoroughly familiar with the most
up-to-date engineering techniques, as well as the most ef-
fective means of communicating to ensure that programs
are completed with success. He is highly regarded by his
associates and would be a valuable asset to an employer
seeking a man with his qualifications.”

George Florea, the unemployed 49-year-old aerospace
engineer who wrote that self-description for his job ré-
sumé, holds two college degrees and was a ten-year em-

MRS,

AEROSPACED OUT

article By U.S. SENATOR ALAN CRANSTON

ployee at the Lockheed Missiles and Space Company plant
in Sunnyvale, California, when he was laid off in February
1970. At Christmas of that year, he worked as a depart-
ment-store Santa Claus for $2.50 an hour; it was his first
job in nine months. Florea is a family man with three chil-
dren; he's a political conservative, a loyal, dedicated citizen
and a good neighbor, who for 14 years has lived in the same
house on Stephen Road in San Mateo, California. He is
understandably baffied that he can’t find a job that would
utilize his obviously needed skills, training and talent.
There are about 85,000 George Floreas around the na-
tion at present. Most of them are concentrated where the
high-technology aerospace and (continued on page 106)
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AEROSHCED GJT (continued from page 99)

delense industries are located—in Cali-
fornia, Massachusetts, Connecticut, New
York, Texas, Pennsylvania, Ohio, New
Jersey, Missouri, Washington and Florida.
Cutbacks in space and defense contracts
and a drop in Vietnam expenditures [rom
28 billion dollars to around ten billion
dollars annually, grossly exacerbated by a
general economic slowdown, brought the
mass layoffs. There were 235,000 scientists
and engineers employed in aerospace in
1968. Today there are around 150,000
Total employment in aerospace is down
nearly 518,000 from 1968, the peak ycar
of employment, when 1,400,000 were on
the industry payrolls.

Since the end of World War Two,
the aerospace and defense industries
have roller-coastered through their own
depression-prosperity cycles, generated by
aliernate waves of war scares, defense-
technology “breakthroughs™ and  big-
spending space programs. And now the
roller coaster is down again, deep in the
trough of NASA budget cuts and a slow-
down in defense spending—an estimated
18 billion dollars in defense procurement
for 1972, compared with 24 billion dol-
lars in 1968—due in no small part to
Congressional resistance 1o unwarrantedly
large defense budgets.

So George Florea got the ax. And he
and other engineers and scientists, wor-
ried industrialists and perplexed politi-
cians are asking: What happened to
conversion? The men and the companies
that  built the enormously complex
Apollo rockets, spaceships and communi-
cations systems surely have something to
contribute to meeting our critical civilian
needs.

Electronically operated transportation
systems, complex computer networks for
programmed education and health serv-
ices, air- and water-pollution-control sys-
tems, airport-traffic-control systems, ocean
and annospheric monitoring, assembly-line
mass-produced housing, plus hundreds of
other ideas for solving the nation's eco-
nomic, social and environmental prob-
lems have been oftfered. But what has
resulted?

Conversion may have been talked to
death—if, indeed, it ever was alive.
Hundreds ol studies, millions of written
words, thousands of speeches and desks
full of editorials have warned, charged,
proposed, exhorted, complained and ex-
plained the need for the nation 1o prepare
for peace and begin the task of converting
our giant aerospace and defense technol-
ogy [rom arms production to the produc-
tion of civilian goods and services.

Congress for years has wrestled with
the question ol conversion. Scores of
hearings have been held, legislation intro-
duced, surveys made, economists and
business experts heard. But for all those
wgs and  studies, surveys and  re-

ports, America continues to waste the
85,000 engineering and scientific brains
that helped design our intricate space
and defense systems and to waste billions
of dollars’ worth of plants and equip-
ment that now lie rusting.

Six years ago, the state of California
commissioned [our systems-analysis studies
by the aerospace industry. The idea was
to apply the acrospace-systems approach
to dealing with crime, transportation and
waste disposal. The studies drew national
attention as forerunners of how space and
missile engineering and management tech-
niques could be used 1o solve more earthly
problems. Today, under a different state
administration, the [our studies are
gathering dust on the “conversion shelf”
in the California State Library—four
more monuments to America’s naive faith
that a problem will be solved if only
enough people keep talking and writing
about it.

Few people doubt that these experts
could design civilian systems to help
solve social and governmental problens
if they were given the chance. That's
not the problem. The hang-up lies in
the failure ol government to plan ade-
quately for the redeployment of men
and [acilities far enough in advance of
the layofts and cutbacks. The arms race
triggered by Cold War fears after World
War Two, the space race triggered by
the Soviet success with Sputnik in 1957,
and the Korean and Vietnam wars kept
the high-technology aerospace and de-
fense industries busy. Unemployment
was only an occasional thing. An engi-
neer was never out of work; he was only
“between jobs,” like a Hollywood actor.
He waited out an occasional layoft beside
his swimming pool, where he leisurely se-
lected the best of several attractive offers.

But now the historic Apollo program is
almost finished and the NASA budget
has been severely cut. Total industry
sales have dropped from nearly 30 bil-
lion dollars in 1968 to around 23.3 bil-
lion dollars in 1971. Yet no coordinated
plan has been put forth to move men
and materials out of armaments and
space exploration and into jobs to im-
prove our society and the lives of our
people. The “peace dividend” that pri-
vate and Governmental cconomists avid-
ly anticipated, the money that was to be
left over for more productive purposes
when costly cold and hot wars were
wound down, has yet to appear in the
national budget. It has been eaten up
by inflation, the incessant drive for new
weapons and the futile, unending race
to outpace military obsolescence.

It's simply not possible to speak of
guns and butter when we spend more
on military matters than on anything
else. Our Government seems unable to

conceive of anything with a higher
priority than arms and arms races. In
consequence, domestic problems such as
education, health, housing and wanspor-
tation have been sacrificed. Sacrificed,
too, have been the jobs these pursuits
could have created and the men who
could have filled them.

One California engineer commits sui-
cide holding a handful of rejection let-
ters telling him there are no openings;
another operates an ice-cream stand:
George Florea becomes Santa Claus; and
thousands of others head for the welfare
offices and unemployment-benefit lines.
There is growing bitterness on those lines.
Thomas O. was an aerospace engineer-
manager near San Jose, California, with
six kids and a $300-a-month home. He
owned a boat and was making payments
on two cars. Now he's on welfare, using
food stamps to feed the kids. He's articu-
late and angry:

“You know, we aerospace people
thought we were a special breed and we
still try to keep our elitist position even
in the unemployment lines. We talk
about The Wall Street Journal. We
dress up in our suits as though we were
going to lunch with an important execu-
tive. Most of all, we look straight ahead
as we stand in line, trying not to see the
other unemployed workers around us.
Well, I'm tired of that ‘motherhood,
sunshine and 1972-will-be-better’ bull.
Engineers are expected not to rock the
boat, but if being unemployed has taught
me anything, it has opened my eyes to
the great big lie I've been fed about being
an elitist.”

Melvin S. of Los Angeles sardonically
suggests that aerospace engineers be list-
ed as an endangered species and pro-
poses the establishment of an Aerospace
Preserve and Environmental Sanctuary
(APES). A newly formed organization
called the American Engineers and Sci-
entists Association is attempting to organ-
ize a national campaign to discourage
students from entering engineering and
scientific programs of study.

Even when an engineering job does
open up, the help-wanted ad will often
read, ""No aerospace, please.” Why no aero-
space? “They're too old. . . . They've been
overpaid. . . . They're overspecialized.
... They haven't kept up to date in their
fields. . . . Young graduates are smarter,
know computers, come cheaper and are
more eager. . . ." So the answers go.

How about retraining? Why not turn
the acrospace engineer into, say, an cn-
vironmental engineer? Twenty-four men
who would rather switch than continue
a losing fight have undergone that kind
of retraining at the University of Cali-
fornia at Irvine. Others are enrolled in
special summer programs at USC. But
will there be jobs for them when they

(continued on page 162)
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GRATEFUL. DEAD

major at Stanford, but nonetheless re-
tains a certain charming innocence in
matters of the spirit) was telling me the
other day, “was in the Straight Theater
up in the Haight in "67. I'd never even
heard the Grateful Dead except on the
radio; I was just beginning to find out
about the head scene in those days. But
I just loved their music. And when they
came on that night—I remember the
light show was all these yellow, swirling
things going all the way up to the
ceiling, it was like sunshine—I went up
to the lront by the stage and stood there
lookin’ up at Jerry, and I was thinkin®
how I'd just never seen anyone like this
before, this far-out. mellow dude just
playin® that rock 'n’ roll. the notes so
clear and uncluttered, a beautiful, spar-
kling thing, you know? And so I looked
up at Garcia and 1 just couldn’t help
but smile, it was just that . . . the calm
on his face, it was like a Buddha, vou
know. like you can see where the Bud-
dha is at. Nirvana, vou know . . . and
Jerry saw me lookin' at him, saw me
smiling, and he smiled at me! And that
just blew my mind! It was so different,
this dude was just so different, 1 mean,
before that I could never have smiled at
a rock musician, they were all guys who
were just showing off, ‘I'm the big stud,’
you know. It was all just a big pose kind
of trip with them, showing off for their
chicks and the audience, being tough
guys. But this dude, I mean you could
relate to him directly, with just your
eyes that way. . . ."”

It's a late-July Saturday night back-
stage at the Fillmore West, and out
front the Grateful Dead are blasting
away on the third and final set of the
evening, but 1 alone of all the 3000
mind-blown music lovers in the hall
can’t hear them, not at this particular
moment, anyhow, because my head has
just now bottomed out of one of those
bottomless nitrous-oxide tail spins and is
only just beginning its swifter-than-the-
speed-ol-sound ascent, whizzing upward
toward a reality I'd just as lief not hur
ry to confront, thanks all the same, this
tiny overheated broom closct of a dress-
ing room with six or seven freaks (fore-
most among them Zonk the Gasman and
his faithful chrome-plated side-kick The
Tank, that immortal pair to whose mu-
tual beneficence the rest of us owe this
glorious occasion) laid out on the foor
in one or another stage of laughing-gas
hog-wildness, grunting and groveling
and slobbering and scuffling for the hose
like so many French pigs rooting alter
the Ultimate Truflle (one spaced-out
little groupie has had about 12 separate

108 and distinct scts of convulsions in the

(continued from page 86)

past half hour, so many that her seizures
have become part of the decor of the
high; we anticipate them now, and
when it’s her turn to toke on the hose,
we observe her as coolly as if her drool-
ing rictus and spasmodic shudderings
have been provided by the management
for our amusement between our own
tokes), and up there in the real world,
where this particular gas flash is about
to surface, I'll be obliged to open my
eyes again and deal with the dismal fact
that the Dead’s final set i1s well under
way and 1 have yet to really listen 1o a
note they've played all evening, not to
mention the equally onerous fact that
my tape recorder and my brand-new
Official Accuracy Reporter's Notebooks
are lost somewhere amid the melee at my
feet (I've somehow succeeded, by the
way, in commandeering the only chair
in the room, an overstuffed old number
that’s just right for doing nitrous oxide
in, since it's so thoroughly rump-sprung
I can’t possibly fall out of it), and
sooner or later I'm going to have to dig
them out—the ignominious tools of this
ignoble trade, I mean—and Get Down
to Bidness, fall by the nearest phone
booth and slip into my Front Page Far-
rell suit so that when the Dead have
wrapped up this set T'll be all primed
and cocked to zap them with the ole five
Ws, the way Miss Parsons taught us
in high school journalism (Who-What-
Where-When-Why-and -sometimes- How-
are-you, Grateful Dead?), when suddenly
my head pops through the surface of
my consciousness like the bobber on a
fishing line that has just been gnawed in
two by The Big One That Got Away,
and the sound of the Dead catches up to
me all in one great roaring rush, the
voice of Jerry Garcia amplified 1o boiler-
factory rumbustiousness yet still somehow
as sweet and gentle as the purest babbling
branch water chiding me:

“Please don’t dominale the rap, Jack,
If you got nothin’ new to say. . . .”

Oh well, I tell myself happily, settling
back into the welcoming embrace of my
armchair, probably Jerry's got the right
idea there, probably I'd better just have
me one or two more tastes on them there
noxious gases, just to clear my head, and
then I can go out there nice and [resh,
all primed and cocked to. . . .

sCENE: The Dead’s business office in
San Rafael, where Bos WUNTER, the Dead's
lyricist, has just been telling everybody
about a friend recently returned from a
trip to Cuba. Enter RAMROD, one of the
band’s equipment handlers.

HUNTER: Hey, you know who So-and-so
talked to? Fidel Castro!

raMrOD: Yeah? Far outl How'd he get
his number?

- - -

Now the first time [ ever saw Jerry
Garcia was in midwinter 1965, in Ken
Kesey's house up in La Honda. I'm
lounging around Kesey's living room,
see, and this extraordinarily curious
looking party comes shufiling through.
In point of fact, he’s the very first true
freak I've ever laid eyes on, this some-
what rotund young man with a hairdo
like a dust mop dipped in coal 1ar, and
after he's gone Kesey says that was
Jerry Garcia, he’s got a rock-'n"-roll band
that’s gonna play with us this Saturday
night at the San Jose Acid Test, their
name is the Warlocks but theyre gonna
change it to the Grateful Dead.

At the time, to tell the truth, I wasn't
exactly galvanized with excitement by
this bit of news; after all, only a few
Saturday nights before that I'd attended
what I've since come to regard as the
Olde Ormiginal Acid Test, a curiously
disjointed but otherwise perfectly ordi-
nary party at Kesey's house featuring
nothing more startling than an abun-
dance of dope and a drunken Berkeley
poet who kept loudly reciting Dylan
Thomas and, at midnight (hours after
I'd gone home, adept as ever at missing
the main event), the ritual sacrifice and
subsequent immolation of a chicken,

But what I didn’t know then was that
400 people would turn up for the San
Jose Acid Test, which begat the Palo Alio
Acid Test, which begat the Fillmore Acid
Test, which begat the Trips Festival,
which begat Bill Graham, who (to hear
him tell it, anyhow) begat Life As We
Know It Today. Sull, like I said, 1
couldn’t possibly have known that at
the. . . .

Michael Lydon (in Rolling Stone) on
Jerry Garcia: “Some call Jerry a guru,
but that doesn’t mean much; he is just
one of those extraordinary human
beings who looks you right in the eyes,
smiles encouragement and waits for you
to become yourself. However complex,
he is entirely open and unenigmatic. He
can be vain, selfassertive and even
pompous, but he doesn’t fool around
with false apology. More than anything
else he is cheery—mordant and ironic at
times, but undauntedly optimistic. He's
been through thinking life 1s but a joke,
but it's still a game to be played with
relish and passionately enjoyed. Probably
really ugly as a Kid—lumpy, [ar-faced
and frizzy-haired—he is  now  beau-
tiful, his trimmed hair and beard a
dense black aureole around his beaming
eyes. His body has an even grace, his
face a restless cagerness, and a gentle-
ness, not to be conlused with ‘niceness,”
is his manner. His intelhigence is quick

(continued on page 218)



“Maybe you should try another apple.”




march playmate ellen michaels is always at the ready
to flee fun city for a place in the warm

FUN c1y: To many natives, it's the epit-
ome of everything and they wouldn't
leave for anything. Not Ellen Michaels.
Born and reared in  Queens, this
New Yorker escapes the metropolis every
chance she gets. “I have no real com-
plaints about New York,” FEllen says.
“In fact, 1 like a lot of things about the
city. It has great theaters, restaurants,
museums and all that. But the one thing




it doesn't have is great weather. It's mug-
gy in the summer, freezing in the winter
and rainy in the spring and fall. And for
a sun worshiper like me, that kind of
weather means no fun at all.” So, to beat
the elements, this sophomore at Queens-
borough Community College splits for the
sun and surf of Miami during school
vacations and as many weckends as
possible in between. “Ever since I was

At home (left), Ellen tends to her
plants in the morning before
dressing and leaving for class
at  Queensborough Community
College. She finds she’s a few
minutes early and has a preclass
discussion with a friend (below).




Geology lab is first on Ellen’s agenda. Her protessor,
Dr. Hugh Rance, instructs her in the use of @ microscope
(above). “I'm ofraid I'm not crozy about geology,” says
Ellen, “but it's a requirement for my degree. Frankly,
I'd rather study people thon rocks.” After the lab and
lunch in the student cafeteria, Ellen and classmate Rich
Polisea head for the Library Administration Building,
where they spend an hour poring over the geology text
{bottom) in preparation for the following week’s quiz.
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a little kid, I've been spending vacations there with my parents and
younger brother. And we still go to Miami together for holidays like
Christmas and Easter. But when they can't make it, 1 usuvally take off
alone or with girlfriends. I can’t say I really do a whole lot when I'm
in Florida, except fool around in the water and lic in the sun,” she
says, “but that’s something you sure can’t do year round in New York.”
Even if the weather cooperated, however, when she was home in Queens,
where she lives with her parents, Ellen’s busy college schedule wouldn't
allow much time for sunning. Majoring in elementary education, she
will graduate from Queensborough, a two-year school, in June. After that,



Off to the Ployboy Ploza in Miomi Beach for the week-
end, Ellen meets onother guest, George Santo, at
poolside (obove) ond, ofter o skindiving lesson, joins
George and friends in the ocean, where she tests out
her new skills (right). Later, after getting oll set for o
bosk in the sun (below left), Ellen discovers that it's
roining, so she visits the Plozo’s Heolth Club (below
right) for a rubdown by expert James Copeland. e

she plans to continue her studies at Queens College to carn her
teaching certificate. “I'll probably consider teaching in the
public elementary schools here, but the picture does look pretty
bleak, at least right now,” says Ellen. “There is a shortage
ol teaching positions in the city, and I feel that the teachers
are generally underpaid. So after earning my degree at Queens,
I may have to look around elsewhere for a teaching job,” she
says, a noticeable glint in her eye, “until the situation with the
New York schools improves.” And we'd say—merely hazarding
a guess, of course—that her first choice just might be Miami.
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Since the rain canceled her sun-tanning plans, Ellen and George take a spin in his Excalibur and stop ot several boutiques to
do some shopping. Ellen tries an four or five Indion-import dresses (top left) in The Fig Leaf before finally selecting ane ta
wear that night. (1 wanted to buy all of them,” says Ellen, “’but | knew | hod to return to New York ond the wet, cold
weather, sa | decided to be proctical and passed up the backless sundresses.”) Back in her hotel room, Ellen prepares for
the evening, woshing ond drying her hair (top right) before slipping inta her new dress. Then it's off to the Plaza’s Ploymate
Bar with George ond another cauple to toke in Minsky’s Burlesque (above), which includes block-out comedy skits featur-
ing baggy-pants man Loaney Lewis and precision-choreogrophed dance routines with chorus girls in glittering noncostumes.
“It wos o delightful evening,” says Ellen, “but all the time | had to keep reminding myself thot | reclly did have to ga
back ta New Yark the next afternoon—and foce a geology quiz on Monday. And, believe me, | certainly had no desire to
leave. But Sunday marning there was sun, so | caught up an my tanning befare pocking my suitcases and heading home.”
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The newlyweds decided to spend their honey-
moon at a ski lodge but failed to appear on
the slopes for the first two days. They did man-
age to get out reasonably early on the third
morning, acting as if they'd been skiing regular-
ly. Over coffee on the terrace a little later,
somconc asked the bride how she liked skiing.

“It's a fantastic sport!” she burbled. “In
my opinion, anyone who doesn’t enjoy screw-
ing is a real skiball.”

Absolutely not, Mr. Entwhistle,” said the call-
girl to one of her regulars. “No more credit!
You're into me for too much already.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines environ-
mental pollution as domain poisoning.

A nother and her conventraised young daugh-
ter were riding in a 1axi one evening through
a midtown block notorious for early-hour
street solicitation. “What are those women
waiting for, Mother?"” the girl inquired.

“They're probably meeting their husbands
there after work,” replied the woman hastily.

“Aw, c'mon, lady,” grumbled the cabdriver,
“why don’cha tell her the truth? She's old
enough.”

“Please, Mom,” said the girl. “I want to
know.”

Looking daggers at the back of the driver’s
head, the woman carclully explained the situa-
tion. When she had finished, the daughter
asked, “But what happens to the babies those
women have?”

"They grow up,” the mother whispered loud-
ly, "and become taxi drivers.”

Pt:oplc are talking about a new breakfast cereal
called Swingers. They don’t snap, crackle or
pop; they just lie there and bang, bang, bang.

The two Scots had been fast friends for more
than 60 years, and now Jock was dying.

“Hamish,” he mumbled, “I dinna want to
take the highroad without a last nip or so to
sec me on my way. When 1'm in the grave, I
want ye to take the bottle of fine old whisky
I've been saving these twenty years and slowly
pour every last drap of it over me.”

“Would ye mind very much, Jock,” sobbed
Hamish, choking with grief, “if I added a bit
of a personal touch in tribute to our friendship
by straining it through me kidneys first?”

Sa)' the words that are certain to make you
minel” said the young man to his girl just as
her father happencd to come out onto the
porch.

“I'm pregnant!” she replied.

We think you'lll agree that the question of
regular prison visitation by ladies of casy
virtue clearly involves pros and cons.

The policeman asked the eight-year-old boy what
had made him run away from home. “Well,”
the lad explained, “beforc 1 went to sleep
last might, T heard Dad tell Mom that he
was awful worried about the mortgage on
our housc. ‘Then some noises woke me up
later and Dad was saying, all excited like,
T'm pulling out!” And Mom answered, ‘I'm
coming, tool'—and I decided that I just
wasn't gonna stay there and get stuck with
that mortgage.”

A certain young lady of Babylon
Decided to lure all the rabble on
By raising her shirt
And dropping her shirt,
Exposing a market to dabble on.

H:wing spent several weeks studying a novel
generally considered to be a literary master-
picce, the professor was disturbed by the fact
that his students seemed to be unable to relate
to the book. Finally, in some exasperation, he
asked, "Haven't any of you ever had a vicari-
ous experience with a novel?”

“No,” answered a [emale voice from the
back of the room, “but I once had a novel
experience with a vicar.”

A(ljustiug himself after a back-seat quickie,
the fellow turned to his date and said apolo-
getically, “Gee, Marge, if 1 had known you
were still a virgin, I'd have taken more time.”

“Gee, George,” she rejoined, il 1 had known
you had more time, I'd have taken oft my
panty hose.”

The situation in the airport control tower was
a tense one. The controller, new to the job,
was a female. The weather was bad and she
was having communications difficulties with an
arriving plane. “Is something wrong, Delta?”
she asked nervously. “Why don’t you confirm
landing instructions? Is my transmission fuzzy?"

“I don’t know, honey,” came a pilot’s voice.
“How old are you?”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Parly Jokes Edilor, vLAvBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
Il 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“Something has simply got to be done about all
this ecological environment!”
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just any old 34 girls but the absolute

cream of New York State, girls who
had beaten back the very best their cities
had to offer and emerged as the fairest
flowers of Troy and Rochester, Setauket
and Schenectady. Imagine the prettiest
girl in Poughkeepsic alone—right there is
a lot of pretty. And don't forget those
Downstaters, Miss Manhattan and Miss
Bronx, adding a little urban spice to an
already delicious rustic brew. All of these
East Coast peaches gathered in one hide-
away, [ar from the baleful scrutiny of
Betty Friedan and Kate Millett, putting
their clean young Empire State limbs for-
ward in the hope ol influencing the judges
and going on to be named prettiest girl in
the whole state.

And what about that judge’s slot? All
that power. Just at a time when you
were gerting a little gray in your beard
and even looked a little like a judge.
Coolly, imperturbably checking them
out, stroking your chin, prelending that
your interest is in delicacy and grace of
movement and that the last thing in the
world you care about is tits and ass. Got
to be as good as teaching Beowulf to
Bennington girls. The contestants would
be kept under lock and key, carefully
chaperoned, but they had said that
about Hillerest Hall at Stephens College
for women back in the Fifties, and that
never stopped us. The winner would be
interesting, of course, but come to think
of it, who really cares about the winner?
Consoling those 33 losers was the tickert,

POISERS A
TIE BRERKER

article

By BRUCE JAV FRIEDMAN

why was i a beauty-pageant judge?
because ’'m a dirty filthy guy who
likes to see the chicks parading in
Sront of me and giving me winks

E irLs5—34 of them, aged 17 to 25. Not

at the after-the-contest brawl, where a
week ol pent-up emotion would be un-
leashed and all hell was sure to break
loose. Let me at it.

The man who tempted me with a
judge’s slot in the Miss New York-
World Beauty Pageant was Nat Kanter,
an old steam-bath buddy of mine and a
reporter for the New York Daily News,
whose afliliate TV station. WPIX., pro-
duces the pageant’s TV show. “It's heart-
break every inch of the way,” said Kanter.

120 “Your fellow judges will be Tommy
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Mackell, the Queens district attorney,
who youll recall once made a move
against Rockefeller for the governorship
and just sent Alice Crimmins to jail. He's
sure to bombard us with Alice Crimmins
stories. Also Mact Snell, running back for
the New York Jets. It's important to have
at least one black judge, and prelerably
two, or you'd be surprised at all the mail
you get.”" Kanter said the panel would be
packed with other celebs but was a little
vague about their identity, finally coming
forth with S. Rodgers Benjamin, president
of Flemington Furs, the largest retail fur-
rier in the East, and “a terrifically classy
dame” named Kathleen Levin, fashion di-
rector for Prince Matchabelli and Aziza
cosmetics, who earns $75,000 a year and
has ten women working for her. 1 said I'd
think it over. A day later, I phoned Kan
ter. After some decoy remarks about my
interest in social phenomena, 1 said I
wanted in. “You'll love it,"” he sad. "And
by the way, trim your beard. Remember,
Robert Alda, who was dying to be a
judge, is standing by as an alternate.”

The contest was to be held—and
taped for television—at Kutsher's Coun-
try Club, a lovely 1000-acre resort in the
heart of the Catskill Mountains, other
wise known as the Borscht Belt, a phrase
that high-paid press agents have vainly
tried to erase from the language. Aimed
at Elks Clubbers and out-of-state con-
ventioneers, even newspaper advertise-
ments coyly describing the beautiful
trout streams and rolling hills of Sulli-
van County have failed to make this
area seem “less Jewish.” It stubbornly
remains the Borscht Belt and one won-
ders why they don’t relax already and go
with it. Get George Plimpton up to eat
a few blintzes at Grossinger's and really
swing with the Jewish bit. Make a plus
out of it, like the Avis campaign. Times
have changed. Updike is the one under
pressure, not Bellow.

I am not one of the legion of waiters
and bus boys who carned their college
tuition hustling pot-roast dinners out
of the kitchens at The Concord and
the Nemerson and then went on to be-
come heart specialists, producers, astro-
physicists and  Danny Kaye; but at
the tail end ol each summer, my mother
would take me to a resort called
Laurels Hotel and Country Club, where
I would spend a lonely week rowing
around Sackett Lake and some happy
evenings memorizing every word in the
routines of a brilliant comedian named
Jackie Miles (“Miles and Miles ol
laughter™); so my trip to Kutsher's
was a return of a Kind. As 1 drove
along the New York State Thruway,
I skipped ahead to my trip back home
imagined  Millett, Friedan and

Greer waiting for me at a cordoned-off
toll booth.

MILLETT-FRIEDAN-GREER: Why were
you a judge at a beauty pageant, a
sickening ourdated ritual that ex-
ploits [emale bodies?

ME: Because I'm interested in the
way the country works.

M-F-G: Bullshit.

me: All right, it's because I'm a
dirty guy.

M-F-G: Now you're talking.

ME: That's right, I am. I'm a dirty
filthy guy, because I like to see chicks
parading in [ront of me and giving
me winks. I'm filthy, filthy, flthy.

Kutsher's is a rustic, sprawling resort
that includes vast patches of woods and
lakes and half-starved, half-blooming jun-
gle growths that would be ideal for back-
grounds in Ingmar Bergman flms. It
didn’t look a bit like the image I'd had: a
row of bungalows where you are advised
to bring along your own cooking utensils.
A bellhop led me to my quarters in the
Rip van Winkle wing of the main build-
ing and said that the girls, who had been
on hand for four days, were under heavy
guard in a secluded section of the resort
and that they certainly made a pretey
picture as they strutted through the
grounds in formation. He said the secu-
rity on the girls was thick, with one
chaperone guarding each six girls, pre-
sumably to fend off any employee who
might attempt a daring and impregnat-
ing kamikaze swipe at one of them. I
took a swim and a steam bath at the
indoor health club, one of the guests
advising me 1o be wary of Kutsher's sun
lamp. “Cover your marbles,” said the
fellow. “Otherwise, that thing is sure to
sterilize you.”

* o« .

Filling me in on past Miss World
color and anecdote, Nat Kanter told me
that a girl from Freeport with a “38-21-35
frame” had once won the contest but
was disqualified when London immigra-
tion officials discovered she was only 15;
and that last year, two chaperones had
freaked out from all the abstinence and
boredom and had to be put on a bus to
the city for slipping off one night with a
team of video technicians. I thanked
Kanter for the background fill-in and let
him steer me over to Seymour Seitz,
head of BBS Productions, the pageant’s
executive producer, and Hal Blake, pro-
ducer of the elevision show. Both Seitz, a
natty 40ish type with massive today-style
sideburns, and Blake, a lugubrious chap
who'd co-authored the pageant song, Get
That Face, were upset over the [act that
at the last second, Jack Cassidy had
come up with something very big in his

career and had canceled out as m.c. for
the TV competition. “I'd bring him up
on charges,” said Seitz, “"but what the
hell: %2

John Raitt was being whisked in as a
substitute, but it was the opinion of
Marice “Sam” Tobias, lady writer for
the show, that Cassidy’s loss would really
hurt. “When a comedian blows his lines,
he can do a little shtick to recover,” said
Sam, “but when a siraight singer goes
up, he's lost at sea.”

A [urther annoyance was that only
two wecks alter having her appendix
taken out, Kaye Stevens, co-host of the
TV show, had flown in from the Coast
and there had been no limo to pick her
up at Kennedy. “For Christ sakes, the
scar hasn't even healed,” said Seitz,
clenching his fists, “and we don’t have a
limo out there.”

To top off these setbacks, Blake
weighed in with the news that Man
Snell's aunt had taken ill and the star
running back had had to cancel out as a
judge. A colored judge is no problem,”
said Blake, who scemed to have this one
in hand. “I can get all we want. I've
already spoken to Dick Barnett of the
Knicks. He sounded a little sleepy on
the phone. but I also have a call in to
Emerson Boozer. We'll wind up with at
least one and probably both.”

At dinner, T met a gentle, soft-spoken
fellow named Newton White, who in-
formed me that he was the designer of
the beauty-pageant set, which was being
completed in the Palestra Room ol
Kutsher’s. All through the meal, people
kept coming up and congratulating
White on his work.  He told me there
really wasn't that much rto designing
beauty sets. “You shoot to keep them
unbusy and whatever else you can man-
age on the twenty-nine cents they hand
you. Lots of white and, ol course, Philip
Johnson of Lincoln Center says red
makes women look regal, so you use
that, too. On this set, I've brought in
some old floral irises [rom last year's
pageant.”

Another guest came by and said,
“Lovely, Newton, lovely,” at which
point the mild-manncred White, who
had designed one Broadway floperoo
and had seen An American in Paris 11
times, sketching the sets in the dark,
exploded and said, “They'll take any
shit I hang up there. Just once I'd like
someone to drive me past my usual
efforts into new territory. Not exactly 1o
turn me down flat, but 1o say, ‘Not quite,
but how about wying it this way?" "™ |
asked White what his plans were alter
the pageant and he said, “"There’s nothing
on the horizon.”

Alter dinner, Seitz gathered me up

(continued on page 126)



CLINT EASTWOOD:
PUSHOVER
FOR PULLOVERS

atlire By ROBERT L. GREEN
swealers step up to star billing
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The pullover sweater, that casual
cold-weather companion for
both ski slope and lodge, now is
demonstrating a remarkable
degree of upward mobility by
putting in an appearance at
such off-trail occasions as urban
cocktail parties and dressy at-
home dinners. Among the sweater
look’s current converts is

Clint Eastwood, at present the
number-one box-office attraction
in the world. Here, Clint—

with a little help from
model-actresses Susie Blakely
(see "Savages,” page 141)

and Shelley Smith—comes on
wearing: Preceding page, a
bold-striped Orlon U-neck, by
Robert Bruce, $10, paired with a
white-on-white cotton shirt,

by Van Heusen, $14, and a velvet
blazer, by Andras, $185. On
this page, from near to far right,
Clint favors: a fully

washable Shetland pullover

with raglan sleeves, by

Robert Bruce, $21; a cotton
Jacquard-knit crew-neck

with contrasting trim, by Mike
Weber Designs, $9; and a
crocheted loose-fitting

sleeveless with squared-off

neck, by Eric Ross, $50. Opposite
page: a wool body-hugging
geometric-patterned sleeveless,
by Yves St. Laurent, $70.
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POISE RS A TIE BRERKER

along with a group of beauty-pageant
execs and ok us all oft to the Monti-
cello Raceway, where the fifth race was
going to be dedicated to the 31 girls in
the pageant. Along the way, Seitz told
me that the Miss World contest had
been founded 21 years ago and was the
oldest international beauty contest in
existence. The winner of Kutsher's com-
petition would enter the Miss World-
U.S. A. contest at Hampton, Virginia,
and the survivor of that free-for-all
would move on to do battle with lovelies
[rom other countries at London’s Royal
Albert Hall for the Miss World witle. Seitz
explained that the contest was a franchise
operation, “like Carvel’s,” owned by a
London company called Mecca Promo-
tions, which turned the U.S. franchise
over to a man named Alfred Patricell,
who in turn sold the various state [ran-
chises to people like Seitz for anywhere
from $100 to S1500 a vear. (Seitz then was
permitted to sell subfranchises of the Miss
New York State contest to small cities.)
Seitz said that for some reason, New York
girls had always fared poorly in national
competitions and that not since Bess
Myerson (Miss America 1945) and Jack-
ic Loughery (Miss U.S. A, 1952) had
the Empire State come up with a na-
uonal winner in a major beauty contest.

When we got to the track, a chipper,
bouncy young [ellow named Ave Bu-
tensky, vice-president in charge of spot
television buying for Dancer-Fitzgerald,
supplied what he felt was the answer. “1t's
because we always vote poise,” said Buten-
sky, whose clients, such as Best Foods,
Bounty Paper Towels, BP Oil and Schick,
were participating sponsors ol the WPIX
show. “We send poise to the nationals
and we go right down the toilet. 1 can
see poise as a tie breaker, but just once
I'd like 1o sec us vote for a klutz, a beau-
tiful klutz. You can’t see poise on the god-
damned television screen anyway, so what
the hell do we need it for?”

At the track, I got my first look at the
girls, but 1 was careful to keep it a
collective look and not to start any carly
judging. All T saw was a lot ol eyes and
yellow hair and long legs and great
noses. The girls were all fenced off in a
special  beauty-pageant section, sipping
solt drinks and cheering on the trotters;
whenever the number of girls who want-
ed to relieve themselves reached a total
of four, a chaperone would be dis
patched to trot them over to the john.
Though betting on the horses was
against the rules. I learned that some of
the girls were slipping two-dollar wagers
to the chaperones: Miss Merrick and
Miss Nassau were already big winners,

Sam Tobias. writer of the WPIX show,

(continued from page 122)

caught me looking at the girls and asked
if I'd picked a winner yet. 1 told her I
was holding off until the actual judging,
to which she replied, rather cryptically,
“Remember, blondes say yes, brunecites
say listen.”

Belore the start of the hith race, an
announcer silenced the crowd and said,
“This race is being dedicated w the girls
of the Miss New York-World Beauty
Contest, being held at Kutsher’s Coun-
try Club. They are the world’s most
beautiful girls.”

“l wrote that line,” whispered Sam,
“just dashed it ofl while 1 was sitting
here in the stands.” Bing Senator won
the filth race and while the pageanc girls
all crowded around the triumphant
horse and jockey, I had a chat with
Peggy Molitor, last year’s Miss New
York-World, who'd come to Kutsher's to
hand over her scepter after a year's
reign. Had she given me a little leg
pressure while I watched Bing Senator
overtake Luscious Lou and Little Sport
in the stretch? 1 thought she had. Yes,
she definitely had. Last year's finalist,
the fairest of thousands of Empire State
lovelies, unmistakably squeezing her
prize-winning right calf against my own
journalistic left one. What a country.
There'd been a rumor circulating that
the pageant bigwigs were dissatisfied
with Peggy's reign; instcad of being on
hand to endorse supermarkets, she had
suddenly dashed oft with a biker o lead
a hippie-style life. Nat Kanter had bat-
ted down this story, saying that she was
a terrific kid and had been perfectly will-
ing to endorse supermarkets but that it
had to be on her own hippie-style terms,
take it or leave it

A rall, clear-cyed, healthy-looking girl
to whom all those descriptions apply
—Junoesque, statuesque, well endowed,
nifty—Miss Molitor, who, in the New
York tradition, had been knocked off
quickly in the natonals, apologized for
the extra 20 pounds she had packed on
in the past year. “Working in an oflice
doesn’t help your fanny.” She was a bit
sad about having to step down, but she
said it would be good to be relieved of
all the chaperonage and various pres-
sures. “As Miss New York-World, you're
not supposed to drink, smoke or say
dirty words. They don’t watch you as
much in the nationals, although one night
when 1 goofed off slightly, they ok a
bed check, didn't find me and assumed
I was dead in the bushes. Those restric-
vions. When thev read dem 1o us, one of
the contestants, who was a junkie, sudden-
ly freaked out and ran away, saying she
couldn’t take i.” A Valley Stream girl of
modest means, Miss Molitor had had to

borrow clothing to get into the New York
State competition; her two most vivid
recollections were of a girl nicknamed
Mirror Mary, who repeatedly elbowed oth-
er contestants away from mirrors so she
could have them all to hersell—and ol
her roommate, who almost drowned in a
bathwub the night before the final judg.
ing. “The water was up to her nose when
we dashed in and found her.” Although
Peggy had bitten the dust early in the
nationals, her oneyear reign had had
some compensations. I ok a trip to the
island of Nassau with Miss Suffolk and I
got a mink coat, which I wore to work,
and also a typewriter and a stereo cassette
outfit. all of it worth around 56000, al-
though, believe me, 1 would have pre-
ferred the cash. Another good thing was
going to the natonals as Miss New York—
World and having all the other girls
gather around me assuming that since |
was from New York, I was some kind ol
sophisticated swinger. There were other
nice things. too. My girlfriends would
introduce me as Miss New York—-World
at parties and that turned people on, al-
though once at a Hilton jewelry conven-
tion, somebody kept saying I wasn't the
real Miss New York and that made me
cry. Old boyfriends would call up—for ex-
ample, a cop who once tried to choke me.
He sounded sheepish on the phone and
then pretended he was calling to get his
blackjack back. I'd kept it, to sort of fool
around with. Then there are the obscene
phone calls. You get a lot, although 1 was
surprised that my younger sister got more
for being Miss Rockaways.”

Out of nowhere, Miss Molitor jumped
up, said, “I'm just a good straight simple
kid” and raced oft to join a quartet of
pageant chaperones: they reminded me
of the tight-lipped matrons at the old
Fleetwood Theater in the Bronx, where
I had seen She and The Last Days of
Pompenr 12 times each. A lovely race-
track waitress came by and said she
didn’t think the contestants were all
that hot. I told her she could certainly
hold her own with the best of them and
found myself saying that I could proba-
bly slip her into next year's competi-
tion. It was my fhrst wrip to the races
and 1 was mysteriously jumpy. Then 1
remembered that I had once worked on
a musical and the producer had prom
ised me a race horse if we came up with
a winner. The show was buried in Balu:
more. After the fifth race. the girls were
shuttled back 1o Kutsher's on a bus and
1 setded down 1o some serious horse
plaving. picking entries whose names
were slightly literary. They all lost and
in the final race. I switched over to what
I considered a “showbiz” horse, North
by Northwest. He held to the third
position and in the stretch, with a very

(continued on page 199)



“Waltch yore language, gents. Thar’s a lady present.”

127







after revolutionizing private air transport, our hero hies himself to
reno and prepares for battle with the noxious monsters of motor city

BILL LEAR AND HIS INCREDIBLE

STERM MACHINE

personality By STEVEN V. ROBERTS orivine rHROUGH the brown

desert north of Reno, you begin to see signs for LEARENO. It is neither a brand
of local beer nor a new Italian singer at Harrah’s; it is a dream. Right now
there is little more to Leareno than brightly painted signs scattered among
the scrubby gray-green brush. But plans are being drafted for a small city
out here, built around a serpentine lake—Lake Lear—where men can play
goll only a sliced tee shot away from their front door and bicycle to work
through lush green belts. What will they work at? Building low-emission
engines for steam- and turbine-driven automobiles.

It all sounds a little farfetched, and there are signs all over the West,
now crumbling and faded, announcing grand development schemes that
never materialized. But the driving power behind this project is William
Powell Lear, one of the great inventive minds of his time, a man for whom
the phrase nrresistible force might have been coined. He has been called half
genius and half madman, but, like most observations about Lear, that one
is only half-right. Which half, no one is sure. But there are a lot of people
who learned a long time ago not to underestimate Bill Lear.

The LEARENO signs lead to Stead Air Force Base, where fliers once trained
to withstand the traumas of prisoner-of-war camps. The desolate countryside
served very nicely to break down their morale. Lear now owns the Stead
facility and right off the main runway is a plain onestory building with
white rocks in front that spell out LEAR MOTORs. Inside, the lobby is plastered
with encomiums to The Founder: from the Electronic Institute of Tech-
nology and the Aero Club of Kansas City, the “grateful employees” of Lear,
Inc., and the Society of Experimental Test Pilots. On a stand is the “first pro-
duction model” of an eight-track stereo tape player, one of dozens of major
inventions credited to Lear, a few little gizmos that include the automobile
radio, the automatic pilot for small planes and the Learjet, the most success-
ful businessman’s jet on the market. On the facing wall is a large photo of
Lear and a legend that reads in part: “In this age of specialization, where
the person often serves only one function, William P. Lear stands as an ex-
ample of the successful multidimensional individual.” Reading along, you
come to the basis of the Leareno dream: “It is Lear Motors' belief that not
only is the internal-combustion engine unsuitable because of its inherent
exhaust pollution but that its basic characteristics are totally unsuited to the
propulsion of a vehicle.” After a while, you wonder if you should spell it
“L—-r1,” just to make sure you don’t take the name in vain.

I was ushered through a labyrinth of corridors, past offices papered with
designs and blueprints, through a bustling machine shop, into a small room.
There, over a grill, William P. Lear was cooking hamburgers. “How many
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want onions?” growled the chef. "It looks
like four with and five without, boss,”
reported a balding man who had surveyed
the group of corporate officials and assort-
ed visitors. The waiter identilied himself
as C. W. ("Buzz”) Nanney, vice-president
of Lear Motors. In a minute the large,
rare burgers were ready. “Anything [ can
do to help?” cllirped one guest. “Ear ‘em,”
came the cogent reply.

As we sat down, Lear suggested: “Put
some soy sauce on your hamburgers in-
stead of salt.” Several hands darted for
the bottle. A chorus of appreciative mur-
murs floated up toward the head of the
table. “Very interesting . . . Very tasty

. . That's good meat . . . Sure is."

The talk turned to the inevitable
topic. “The auto industry has its head
buried in the sand,” declared Lear.
“They're living in an Alice in Wonder-
land situation. They have to have a
low-emission car by 1977 and they're just
hoping something will be discovered that
will save them.”

Lear then noticed that the man on his
left hadn’t finished his hamburger. “Do
you want that?” he asked. As the startled
guest began to answer, Lear snatched the
morsel from his plate and tossed it to a
small black poodle that nipped at his
chair leg. The dog’s name is Steamer.

After lunch, Lear beckoned me into
his office for a talk. Everything about
the man is thick—thick neck, thick
hands, thick midsection. (Even his friends
would, at times, include his head in that
list.) His round face is red deepening to
purple; his carefully groomed hair is only
smudged with gray. At 69, he looks at
least 15 years younger. Few people would
call him handsome, but there is a power
to the man, a presence that is almost pal-
pable. Somehow, you have no doubt that
he is in charge.

It was about three years ago that
Lear, bored and sick and looking for
something o do, announced that he
would build a steam-powered automo-
bile and pledged $10,000,000 of his own
money to the effort; he has an income of
several million a year, most of which
would have gone to Uncle Sam anyway.
The decision was based on three as-
sumptions: First, the public would no
longer tolerate an automobile engine that
befouled the atmosphere; second, the
internal-combustion engine couldn't be
cleaned up enough to meet this demand;
and third, the major auto compﬂnies had
too much invested in the internal-combus-
tion engine for them to pursue vigorously
any alternatives.

Steam hadn’t been used in antomo-
biles for decades. It was abandoned for
many reasons, but it had one great ad
vantage: It was an external-combustion
process. In the internal-combustion  sys-
tem, a gasair mixeure is ignited by a
spark and the ensuing explosion drives a
piston. which provides the power. But

the explosion burns only part of the
fuel, and the resulting waste products—
hydrocarbons and carbon monoxide—
are expelled through the exhaust. In
addition, the heat of the internal-combus
tion process causes the niwogen and the
oxygen in the air 1o form oxides of ni-
trogen, probably the most deadly form
of auto pollution. In an external-com-
bustion system, the fuel is burned. at a
steady rate, outside the boiler. The wa-
ter, or whatever fluid is used, turns into
steamn, which then expands and drives
the engine. Since the burning of the
fuel is continuous, virtually no hydrocar-
bons or carbon monoxide are released;
and the temperature can be kept low
enough so that oxides of nitrogen are
not formed.

But the distance between theory and
application can be vast, and it became
apparent that Lear had drastically un-
derestimated the technical problem. The
steam engine, the inventor discovered,
was three to five times as complicated as
the internal-combustion engine. Lear
Motors was spending $300,000 a month
and getting nowhere. The existing tech-
nology was 40 years old and everything
had to be redesigned to fit the size and
standards of a modern car. Another
problem was the fluid used to make the
vapor. Water froze and a hundred other
substances were either toxic or inflam-
mable or smelled bad.

In November 1969, Lear anmounced
that he wouldn’t spend any more of his
own money on steam. "I don't see any
possibility of adoption of a steamcar,”
he said. "It is so utterly ridiculous. No
one is going to do it.” Part of the reason
for the announcement was to shake
some money loose from Washington, a
ploy that didn’t work. In addition,
Lear's titanic impatience was getting the
better of him. By the following March,
when I saw him for the first time, he
had switched his emphasis to the gas-
turbine engine. Like the steam engine, a
gas turbine is an external-combustion
engine and emits few hydrocarhons or
carbon monoxide. It is also much sim
pler than sieam, and Lear was practi-
cally drawing plans for his factory. But
after more work, it became apparent
that turbines also had problems. They
generated too much heat and thus pro-
duced oxides of nitrogen. They required
rare and costly alloys to withstand the
heat and they couldn’t accelerate imme-
diately. In freeway driving, a delay of
seven seconds would be not only annoy-
ing but dangerous. So it was back 1o
steam. By the time he cooked us ham-
burgers a year later, Lear was nearing
completion of a stcam-powered test vehi-
cle; his persistence in the laboratory had
paid off and, as the finishing touch. he
had named his new Huid—to no one's
surprise-—Learium.

“If you're going to win at the tables,

you've got to stay in there,” said Lear, in
what could serve as his personal credo.
“Its the rare guy who makes his
point in the first throw. You've got to
wait until the sevens stop coming and
the numbers start coming.”

Early last January, Lear publicly an-
nounced a perfected engine and said that
steamn-powered  vehicles could be made
available to the public in three years. He
still believes that the gas warbine will ulti-
mately take over the market, because it's
so simple: but in the interim, he’s betting
on steam. The engines would be made
m Reno and installed in cars made by
other companies, il they would cooper-
ate. He has already started drafting a
prospectus for a public stock issue to raise
the cipital—he figures about $35,000.000
would do it—and claims that under-
writers are interested. But many of the
people who greeted Lear's initial experi-
ments with such enthusiasm are more
cautious now; they've been burned be
fore. Officials of the Department of
‘Transportation, for instance, get down-
right bitter about Lear. “He hasn’t pro-
duced anything 1 haven't already seen
in  Popular Mechanics,” sneered one.
“The attitude around here is 10 yawn
and say ‘Show me’ when it comes to
steam,” said another. Staff members of
California’s Air Resources Board call his
new engine fluid De-Learium.

The auto companies say it's “much
too early” to evaluate Lear’s efforts and,
for the moment, they're sticking with
the internal-combustion engine. But
there are signs that they're quietly hedg-
ing their bets. Henry Ford said in a
Wall Street Journal article: “We have a
strong vested interest in the survival ol
the internal-combustion engine, but we
have a far stronger vested interest in the
survival of our company.” General Mo-
tors has given Lear a Chevrolet Monte
Carlo and a bus to experiment with,
plus a look at some of its latest research.

Lear believes that one of the biggest
obstacles to discovering a low-emission
car is the Federal Government. He was
a major contributor to Nixon's cam
paign—a signed picture hangs over his
desk—but admits he’s “terribly disap-
pointed” with the President. The Admin-
istration promised to support research for
a pollution-free car but has done very
litle. Lear explains it this way:

“I think what happened is that his
scientific advisors got completely horn-
swoggled and overcome with bigness and
equipment availability to the poimt
where they really believed that the auto-
mobile manufacturers were going 10
come up with a solution and it wasn’t
much use to do anything else. When
they had this meeting at the Western
White House a couple of years ago,
Nixon said, ‘Now, let's talk about the
automotive pollution problem.” And

(continued on page 151)
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fiction By WARNER LAW 1 vo apericiate your stopping by to see me,” the most famous chef in the
world said to the most beautiful girl his appreciative eyes had ever seen. He sat in his wheelchair in a shaded cor-
ner of his garden in the south of France while his sister strolled nearby, snipping off faded roses.

Normally, the 87-year-old man didn’t receive visitors. But, a few minutes before, he'd glanced out a window
and seen a fantastically pretty girl come to his door. He heard her tell his sister that she was an American and was
both a student of food and a tremendous admirer of the greatest chef in the world and wanted only a brief inter-
view with him. His sister said he never saw anyone and was about to shut the door when he wheeled himself up
beside her and invited the girl in. ’

Now they were out in the garden. “Are you, perhaps, a star of the cinema?” (continued on page 134)
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allire By ROBERT L GREEN From left to right: Crinkled-potent-leather and svede two-tone lace-up shoe, by Bostonion Bootique,
$24 {a pair), shown with stretch-nylon light-brown sock, by Venetion Art, $3 (o pair); two-tone patent-leather model thot feotures contrasting
white loce ond o stocked heel, by ltalio, $40, ond beige-and-brown-striped Orlon/nylon-blend stretch sock, by Esquire, $2.50; tricolor suede
loce-up shoe with a high covered heel, by Bostonian Bootique, $30, ond novy-with-white-stitch striped Orlon/nylon-blend stretch sock, by Esquire,
$2.50; lined Cavello kidskin boot, by Florsheim, $39.95, and gold-and-brown horizontol-striped nylon-blend stretch sock, by Esquire, $2.50;
potent-leother ond soilcloth loce-up shoe, by Corlo Leoni for Volore, $2B, and pink-ond-gray Orlon-tweed stretch sock, by D'Orsoy, $2.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY OON AZUMA




PLAYBOY

134

THE cHEF's smm (continued from page 131)

the old man asked her and admired her
hair and her face and her eyes and her
lips and her 19yearold body, with its
firm breasis and long, tanned legs.

She blushed and said she wasn't. She
told him she was studying cooking 1n
Paris at the Cordon Bleu but was now
on vacation. She said that her mother
was a lood editor and that she, too,
planned a career of writing about food.

As she chattered on melodiously, the
chefl wied to think of which beautiful
girl she reminded him. Was it that dancer
from Brussels for whom he had created
Sauce Nanette? Was it the blonde
Danish enchantress in whose honor he
had invented Péches Alexandra? Or was
it the married soprano with whom he'd
had the most secret of affairs and whose
dish had had to be named simply
Bombe Mysiérieuse?

The most beautiful one of them all
said she hoped to write a little article
about her visit today with the greatest
chef in the world. If the piece were
interesting enough, it would be her en:
tree into the food-writing world.

The old man sighed, sincerely unhap-
py- “Oh, dear. 1 do wish I could help
you. But I have written four cookbooks,
in which I gave away every one of my
recipes and all my cooking secrets. Also,
I've written two volumes of memoirs,
into which I threw every story, every
anecdote, everything of the slightest in-
terest that happened to me when I was
in charge of great kitchens, in Paris and
London and New York. So I'm afraid
there is nothing left of interest that I
can give you for your article.”

The girl smiled. “They say at the
Cordon Bleu that your great creations as
a chef were always inspired by beautiful
women whom you loved. Is this true?”

The old man laughed and thought of
Omelette Marcia and Quenelles Mar-
guerite and Stuffed Duckling Patricia
and Roast Pheasant 4 la Marie Louise.

“I deny this,” he said. “These women
have children and grandchildren. I refuse
to give you permission to write about this
aspect of my life.”

“Very well,” the girl said. “But surely
I can write about you as you are now, in
this lovely house and garden.”

“No!” the chel said severely. “I will
not be written about as I am now. I re-
fuse to be described as a half-paralyzed,
withered old man in a wheelchair, forbid-
den by his doctor to eat anything more
than pap and pabulum.”

“All right. I won't write about you
at all.”

The old man seemed to shrink in his
chair. “You won't writc about me at all?”

The sister walked over and said, “I'm

afraid it's ume for my brother's after-
noon nap.”

The girl rose and took his hand. "It
was a great honor to meet you. Thank
you, and goodbye.”

As the most beautiful one ol them all
turned to leave, the old man said sud-
denly, “No. Wait. Come back. Sit down.”
She did. “'I have just remembered some-
thing. A little story about myself, which
you can use in your article about me. I
have never told 1t before, because—well,
for one thing, it’s rather a shocking story
and I am still ashamed of my part in ic.”

“What story is this?” his sister asked
curiously.

“You will remember it
there at the time.”

o+ s

1 was only 17, but I'd alrcady been
working in kitchens for five years and 1
was then the assistant sauce chel in a
famous restaurant in a little town called
Choron, which is a short distance from
Lyons. Our cuisine was so very good
that great people came from all over to
partake of it.

Even at 17, 1 was a fAne sauce chel.
My Hollandaise and my Béarnaise and
my Périgueux were nearly as perfect as
those of my immediate superior, the
head sauce chef, who, however, at that
time had taken a mad fancy to a Turk-
ish belly dancer and followed her up to
Paris. In his absence, I was in charge.
Think of it! A lad my age making sauces
for dukes and princes and millionaires!

At that time, 1 had no great ambi-
tions. 1 knew that in time I would work
my way up to head chef of a local
restaurant like this one. That seemed a
perfectly good life to me; I didn’t wish
for anything lurther.

My head chel was a wildly tempera-
mental old man of integrity and skill.
Over him ranked the restaurant’s owner
and proprietor, le patron, who was al-
most as temperamental as his chel.

In that restaurant we had one con-
tinuing problem, in the person ol a
regular customer. His name was Mau-
gron and he was rich and important in
the community. But he was a [rightful
fellow—a goujat, a lout. He'd come in
about once a week, bringing one or
more disreputable women with him, and
he would be loud and obnoxious and he
would throw his weight about and make
scenes. My sister worked in the restau-
rant, too—in charge of coats and wraps.
She was young and pretty and this mon-
ster Maugron would try to flirt with her,
but of course she refused even to return
his smiles.

Le patron wished somehow to get rid
of this man, but he didn't have the

You were

courage to order him out lorever until he
had done something inexcusable, which
Maugron never quite did. Being young
and devilish, I once suggested that the
simplest way to get rid of Maugron
would be to cook a series ol not-so-good
meals for him. But the chel said he
would die rather than cook a bad meal
and le patron said he would rather be
drawn and quartered before he deliber-
ately let a second-rate dinner enter his
dining room.

One evening, however, 1 was busy
with my sauces when le patron came
imo the kitchen in a rage and shouted
at the chel, “1 have had it! Maugron is
here again, and he's been drinking, and
he has three terrible women with him,
and he's celebrating some big business
deal, and he's Hown into a fury because
asparagus is not in season, and the fact
that we have no pheasant has thrown
him into a Irenzy. He is being complete-
ly unreasonable!”

My chel was infected by le patron’s
anger and he shouted, “Throw him
out! Toss the bastard out of here!
Tell him 1 refuse to cook for him! Put
the responsibility on me!”

Le patron said sadly, "1 can’t. I know
T should have ordered him out years
ago. But since I didn't do it then, I
can't do it now. Besides, Maugron hasn’t
really done anvthing yet except order
a large dinner for four.™ Le patron
paused, fearing the chef's reaction, and
then said, “In addition, Maugron feels
so self-imporiant tonight that he wishes
a new sauce to be created for lhim, to be
served with the broiled filels mignons
he has ordered.”

“A new sauce!? the chel screamed.
“A new sauce!? May I ask what is the
matter with the hundred and ten steak
sauces that 1 and this young man can make
for him?" The chef grabbed an enormous
chopping knile. 1 will take care of this
monstrous man myself!™ he shouted.

It ook the combined strength of both
le patron and me to restrain and disarm
the chef. Now, as he breathed heavily
and muttered, A new sauce, enh:” n
was le patron's turn to lose his temper.

“1 will not have this! I am trying to
run a restaurant, not a lunatic asylum!
1 have enough problems out there”™—he
pointed to the diningroom door—
“without having an idiot going crazy in
here!”

“An idiot, am I?" the chef shouted.

I stepped between them and  said.
“I'd like to make a suggestion to you
gentlemen. Or, rather. two suggestions.
The frst 1s that 1 add a liule curry
powder and mustard and tomato paste to
a Sauce Béarnaise. We will call i Sauce
Maugron. A new creation. It will not be
a bad steak sauce and Maugron will be
pleased with it.”

(continued on page 207)
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recognizing no god but thor, beating up on apres-skiers
everywhere, leaving a trail of ravished women and pillaged
lodges behind them—these were not nice persons!

sceNE: A snowbound ski lodge in the
Rocky Mountains of Colorado. A group
of single, clean-cut young Americans are
gathered around a fire singing sentimental
songs. One chubby young man with glasses
has his leg in a cast. Several others are
sniffing cocaine discreetly. The scene
glows with a feeling of well-being.

PORK CHOP: Gosh, Judy, I sure do have
the darnedest luck.

Juoy: Well, Pork Chop, look at the
bright side of things. It's a romantic night
and a sultry brunette is writing on your
cast.

PORK CHOP: Aw, Judy, you're really
swell, but you're just a girl. I'm going to
miss the big ski meet tomorrow.

JupY: Don't worry, Pork Chop. I'll do
everything I can to cheer you up. (She
leers knowingly)

cut To handsome STEVE and volup-
tuous VERNA, who are looking out the
window.

STEVE (nibbling on VERNA’s ear): Verna
... Verna . . . this night . . . these stars
. . . those magnificent snow-capped moun-
tains. It's like . . . some kind of winter
wonderland.

VERNA (admiring his Adam’s apple):
You know, Steve, sometimes you sound
like a poet.

STEVE: Yes, Verna, I'm a sensitive guy
beneath this lean, sinewy exterior.

VERNA: Steve, may I ask you something?

sTEVE: Certainly, precious one.

VERNA: You don't think of me as just a
girl, do you?

sTEVE: Why, of course not, dearest,
you're more than just tits and ass to me.
You're a person.

VERNA: Oh, Steve, how sweet of you!
(Kisses him fondly) And you smell so

sTEVE: Honey, you make me feel ten
feet long.

They embrace. Then the vast silence of
the wilderness is shaltered by the staccalo
whine of snowmobile engines.

VERNA: Steve! What's that?

STEVE: Sounds like . . . snowmobiles.

They look at each other.

CUT TO exterior of ski lodge. Five snow-
mobiles, customized with bizarre appara-
tus and painted garish colors, are roaring
toward the lodge. The riders are arche-
typal greasers covered with leathers and
furs. The leader, BIG CRrIZZLY, wears a
viking helmet with horns. They shout
obscenities at passing skiers, forcing one
into a snowbank and running over an-
other. These are the Snowmobile Scum.
They pull up to the lodge, striking terror
into the hearts of the clean-cut singles,
some of whom hastily stash their cocaine.
The Scum burst into the lodge and create
instant chaos—goosing, giggling, elc.

BIG GRizzLY: Well, what a swell party.
Heh-heh. Sorry we're late. (Looks around

ILLUSTRATIONS BY SKIP WILLIAMSON

at the cowering group) Don't bother about
formalities, folks. I'll just help myself.
(He grabs VERNA and plants a cold, slimy
kiss on her)

STEVE (his finely hewn jaw tense): Wait
a minute, bub, just who do you think
you are?

BIG GRizzLY (laughing sardonically):
Hey, get this, you slobs! Pretty boy here
thinks we're out of line. (Grabs him by
the cheeks with two huge hands and
shakes his head) What's the matter, pretty
boy? Alfraid of a little grease? Try this
on for size. (Wipes his greasy hands all
over STEVE's face)

sTEVE: Whugh . . . awrakk .
Why, you. . ..

BIG GRizzLY: Finish 'm, Fang.

FANG, the funkiest of the Scum, poinis
his armpit in sTEVE's direction, dropping
him in an unconscious heap on the floor.
The other punks laugh.

VERNA (swinging at BIG GRrIzzLY): You
fascist bully!

BIG GRI1zZLY (laughing): Heyl This one's
got some moxie! (Tries to kiss VERNA
again. She resists him as she would a
crocodile) Listen, sister, nobody—but I
mean nobody—puts down Big Grizzly.
(Rips her tight-fitting sweater and even
tighter-fitting ski pants off her body in
one swipe of his huge greasy paws) That's
more like it.

VERNA (attempting to conceal her

. . sputl
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generous charms from the ogling of the
Scum): You . .. you . . . you male-chau-
vinist pig. . ..

BIG GRIZZLY (shulting her mouth with
his fist): No doubt you've heard of our
notorious gang-bangs. You are now to
learn from harsh experience what it
means to reject Scum like us. (He
chuckles with lascivious menace)

vERNA: Do you think I'm afraid of
you? You puny closet queen! (She thrusts
her breasts forward defiantly) Go ahead
—rape me, you pathetic, overcompen-
sating faggot.

BIG GRIZZLY (puzzled but preoccupied
with unbuckling the numerous belts and
chains thal adorn his befurred and be-
leathered person): So, OK, give me a few
minutes here. (Chuckles and addresses
himself to the other Scum, who are grin-
ning appreciativelyy This bush must be
some kind of a maz-a-kist! (Winks)

FANG (laughing sycophantically): Yeah,
boss, an” you know how to handle that
type.

Mucous: Hey, boss, be sure and leave
some for the rest of us. (He salivates)

VERNA (hands on hips): How long is
this going to take?

BIG GRIZzZLY (still preoccupied): Hold
yer water, sister.

VERNA: Am I supposed to be intimi-
dated? You expect me to grovel and sub-
mit as women have done for ages in the
face of male tyranny? (She goes over to
BIG GRIzzLY and starts to work unbuck-
ling his complicated and foul-smelling

costume) Here, butterfingers.

BIG GRIzZLY: Hey! What the——

VERNA: Don't worry, I'm a New Woman,

BIG GRI1ZZLY: I can do that myself.

VERNA (pulling down his leather pants
to reveal a pair of leather shorts with a
skull-and-crossbones monogram): Very
macho.

BIG GRIzzLY: My mother gave them to
me.

FANG (to jupy): His mother used to be
a biker.

Jupy: Far out.

VERNA (to the naked BIG GRIZZLY):
Well?

BIG GRIzZLY (embarrassed by his lack of
spontaneous virtlity): Can't we try a
little foreplay?

(Note: Foreplay is strictly forbidden in
Scum tradition.)

VERNA: You know what you are? You're
a scared little boy.

BIG GRIzzLy: Awright, lady, I've had
enough of this intellectual shit. Fangl
Mucous! Hold her whilst I prepare to
mount. (Takes out a copy of Whips &
Toddlers io arouse himself)

vernA: You will not colonize my body.

FANG (hesitantly): 1 gotta do what he
says. It's the code we live by.

VERNA (looking deep into his eyes):
But . . . why, Fang, why?

FANG (stunned): Big Grizzly once saved
my life in Khe Sanh.

VERNA (knowingly): But this is now,
Fang.

FANG (conscience-stricken): Are you
kiddin' me? Big Grizly took me to my
first roller derby. He was the guy who
taught me how to roll queers. He was
everything I always wanted to be. . . .
He was . . . (with great intensity) some-
body!

VERNA (existentially—and breathing
deeply): Don't you think it’s time to live
for yourself?

FANG (desperately): Wait a minute.
. . . You got me all confused. . . . Big
Grizzly was like a mother to me.

vernA: Fang, Fang, listen to me, Fang.
You're different from all the rest. There's
a great strong bird inside you that’s
aching to be free.

FaNG: Noshit?! ... 1...1... dunno
... I...you're right! I wanna be me!

Music swells.

VERNA (positively): And you will, Fang.

FANG (wavering): Aw, I ain't got no
smarts. I once had a thought, but it gave
me a headache.

VERNA (gently, sensing victory): You
don’t want to be a chauvinist forever, do
you?

FANG (seriously): It's the only life 1
know.

BIG GRIZZLY (now {umescent and bel-
lowing): Goddamn it, spread that broad's
thighs. I'm going to liberate her, yuk,
yuk!

FANG (cracking): Spread ‘em yourself,
you big turd.

VERNA (hand on FaNCG’s shoulder):
Right on!

BIG GRIZZLY: You're askin' for it, Fang.

FANG: You think you're tough because
you beat up on chicks—excuse me, wom-
en—and forest rangers. Well, I'm free of
that phony male mystique, which is
based on hatred and oppression of
women.

VERNA (gushing): Oh, Fang, you've ex-
panded your consciousness!

FANG: Back off, Big Grizzly, ‘cause me
an’ Verna are gonna work together as
equals to build a new world based on
revolutionary concepts of freedom, jus-
tice and sexual equality.

BiIG GRizzLY (pulling up his leather
pants with some difficulty). That dame’s
turned you to Jell-O. Are the rest of you
Scum still ridin’ with me?

Mucous: Sure, boss. In a few years we'll
all be eligible for pensions.

BIG GRIzzLY: Well, I'm glad to see
there’s still some respect for tradition
aroun’ heah. OK, Fang, here’s a knuckle
sandwich just for you. (He throws a
punch. His fist hits an invisible shield
and shatters audibly. Everybody laughs
and cheers, The other Scum are embar-
rassed for their leader)

FANG: You'll notice I'm protected by
an invisible shield of moral superiority.
(Hands Bic crizzLy a bottle of mouth-
wash) It also protects my breath in those

- intimate moments. Try some. You could

use it.

BIG GRizzLY: You'll be sorry for this,
Fang. Come on, Scum, let’s go stomp a
ski instructor.

The Scum shuffle out of the lodge de-
spondently, get on their snowmobiles
and roar off. BIG GRIZZLY, turning in his
seat to hurl a final imprecation, crashes
into a grizzly bear and is ripped to shreds.
The grizzly then bursts into flames. The
other Scum, busy applauding the specta-
cle, plummet into a deep crevasse.

cut To nterior of lodge. All the sin-
gles, led by ¥ANG and VERNA, are copulat-
ing senselessly. yjupy is satisfying PORK
CHOP in an unnatural manner.,

VERNA (info terminal euphoria): Fang,
. . . Oh, Fang! Unulululul You must
liberate yourself before you can liberate
others! Unulululu.

FANG (spent): Up your revolution!

They kiss. vErNa withdraws to cleanse
herself of the scent of man. FANG wanders
out to the porch. A large tractor trailer
pulls up to the lodge. In the back there
is a concert-grand piano. FANG climbs on
and begins playing the piano variations
by Webern. A tarpaulin rolls up, reveal-
ing the entire Tommy Dorsey band in
grizzly-bear outfits. They accompany him.
No one notices the 60-foot nuclear surf
monster lurking on the beginners’ ski run,
staring hungrily through his radio-
active eyes at the ski lodge. . . . ﬂ



“A man’s home is his castle, and may I say you need a moat!”
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NCOUNIER
M MUNICH

aide By JOHN ALELION HOLME S

all around the ULttle refugee, the death
rattles of an apocalyptic past still echoed



“WE CAN'T bear America,” my hostess was saying with
the uneasy casualness of a Smith graduate dismissing
her coming-out party. “My mother says in every
other letter, ‘You've been gone eight years. You're
going to be one of those Americans who never come
home.” ” Her gesture with the glass of champagne
punch was in shorthand. “But if you can't stand
living in America, why feel you have to do it? Why
apologize?”

What could I reply? Tt was her apartment and her
party and her evening. Or, rather, it was her hus
band’s. He was a professor of drama at the branch of
an American university outside Munich and we, the
20-odd guests, had just attended the first perform-
ance of his psychedelic production of Pirandello’s

ILLUSTRATION BY ROGER BROWN
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Henry IV, and then had blundered
about through the Bavarian night (full
of that piny, astringent odor, those fierce
unblinking stars and that hint of hoar-
frost in the autumn air that so power-
fully suggest the presence of mountains
nearby) to find this particular apart-
ment in a rank of identical projectlike
buildings, no different from their coun-
terparts in Denver or Seattle.

My hostess was the tall, horsy type,
glib and genial and assertive in a black-
lace minidress and silver-mesh stockings
—adroitly maintaining, at that moment,
the balance between expatriate snobbery
and native enthusiasm that seems to
overcome the wives of American intel-
lectuals abroad. A nice young woman
blurred by chic.

The professor, in his solemn tuxedo,
was indulging himself in criticisms of his
own production that were so unreason-
able as to elicit heated objections from
his friends. His theartrical ideas were
mostly derived from Antonin Artaud via
Peter Weiss and he dropped them into
his conversation with the offhand italics
of a radio announcer in Topeka men-
tioning “Liz and Dick."

“Of course, 1 couldn’t have done it
this way in any university at home,” he
was saying with the tone of an orphan
rejecting what has rejected him. “Can
you imagine mounting this production
in—in lowa City?" looking to me as a
recent escapee from America's bleak
shores.

I gave him back a dim smile and kept
my own counsel, because, though I had
liked the play and the young actors,
both had been so fatally encumbered by
an overlay of psychedelic gimmickry that
my mood at the final curtain was irrita-
ble. What in God’s name had Pirandello
failed to say about guilt and psychic
identification with the past and the mys-
teries of human responsibility that all
these masks and strobe lights and slide
projections could better illuminate? My
host’s conception of the play involved
such a misunderstanding of its content
that it constituted the most urgent rea-
son for his hying himself back to the
artistic upheaval in the States on the
next possible plane. But one does not
carclessly mar another's moment of
triumph, and I barely knew the man and
was drinking his liquor. So I escaped to
the punch bowl, refilled my glass and
found a spot out of the conversational
line of fire, to savor a not-unpleasant
sense of dislocation.

Forty-eight hours before, we had been
gaining altitude over the sparkling pat-
tern of Paris boulevards below, laid out
—Ilike some incredibly intricate lavaliere
on a piece of black velver—in strings of
tiny, pearl-hard lights radiating outward
from the bright pendant of the Arc de
Triomphe. Just that afternoon, 1 had

140 had an encounter on chilly Ludwig-

strasse, the meanings of which were still
to be sorted out. And this very evening,
while tooling along the autobahn out of
Munich, on the way to see a modern
Italian play performed in English by a
group of “Army brats” on an American
Armed Forces complex that had once
been a Nazi military installation, 1 had
found myself listening on the car radio
to an Israeli folk song sung in German
by a Frenchman. So I was full of the
time-and-culture shock for which I had
come to Europe, and 1 was in Germany
—the one leg of our trip that 1 had
undertaken as a duty rather than a
relief to the state of my nerves.

Germany! To a man of my age
(World War Two vet) and persuasion
(radical without an ideology), Germany
had the unhealthy fascination of De
Sade's Les 120 Journées de Sodome. It
was a dark part of all our nightmares
and there hung over it that aura of the
nadir, that faint stench of the pit to
which only the morally unimaginative
can feign indifference. 1 knew intelli-
gent and talented men who, these 20-odd
years after the war, still refused to go to
Germany and said so with the compla-
cent disinterest of people stating that
they loathe escargots on the basis of
having tried them once at 16. 1 knew
others, like myself, for whom Germany
—the very name, with its myriad associa-
tions, Nietzsche, Himmler—was an em-
bodiment of a contemporary human
problem of such huge and indistinct pro-
portions as to be inexpressible in any
terms less stark than Malraux’s “Is man
dead?” The source of my attraction to
Germany was the testing of old aversions
and new knowledges that it demanded,
and I wanted to walk German streets in
this time of Vietnam and see if any shred
of America’s fatuous sense of moral superi-
ority remained in me.

Germany! Aside from the above, my
relationship to it was especially ambiva-
lent. My grandfather had studied medi-
cine in Berlin in the Nineties, my
grandmother had been raised there and
German was often spoken in their
home. Two relatives by marriage from
Alsace, brothers, had fought through the
brutal wallow of the First War, one for
the French, one for the Germans. The
bitter, romantic carnival nihilism of Ber-
lin in the Twenties had always exerted a
stronger pull on me than the bohemian-
ism of Paris during the same decade,
and on troublous summer evenings in
1937, a second cousin, just home, had
described Nazi youth rallies in the mes
merized voice of Trilby trying to shake
off an evil spell. Hitler's guttural, hyp-
notic rant, seeping through the static of
the transatlantic radio, was as much a
part of my adolescence on the Eastern
Scaboard as the Lone Ranger. But 1
found that I had read Erich Maria Re-
marque too early and listened to Marlene

Dietrich too closely and siudied George
Grosz too long to view the Second War,
when it came, with the simple, wo-
dimensional ethics of a Western; and if
most ol my 19-year-old idealism failed 1o
survive the unspeakable revelations ol
the concentration camps, a few of my
emotions matured forever while listen-
ing to scratchy Kurt Weill records smug-
gled out of Amsterdam.

I suppose, at the last, Germany was
modern history to me, a capsule history
of my own era, encompassing both the
human lamp shades ol llse Koch and
the human eyes of Bertolt Brecht that,
to this day, stare at me from my wall,
keeping me honest; a deeply thwarted
land that found its true voice in the
totalitarian sentimentality of music like
the Horst Wessel song and Paul Dessau’s
incidental music for Mother Courage, by
both of which it is impossible not to be
stirred, despite your politics; a terrible
laboratory of extremes in which Jack
the Ripper and Wedekind’s Lulu had
murdered and copulated ceaselessly
throughout my lifetime.

In Paris, James Jones had told me,
“Go to Munich. Go to Dachau. It's an
experience you owe yourself,” and there
1 was, in an apartment full of expa-
triates, iIn a Germany that had been
occupied by Americans for 25 years, in
the Munich where Thomas Mann had
written The Magic Mountain and Hit-
ler had established National Socialism,
where Jews had died by Nazi gas and
Germans by American bombs and where,
ironically, no one but 1 seemed to feel
guilty. I swallowed the urge to spoil
everyone’s evening by swallowing cham-
pagne instead. If the truth be known, 1
felt silly, perplexed, cheated, morbid,
square, and the reason was that after-
noon’s encounter on Ludwigstrasse, about
which I hadn’t told a soul.

‘The best way to absorb a foreign city
in a short time is to map it with your
feet, and my habit was to drift without
specific aim toward the center of a town,
turning down every street that looked
intriguing. My wife and I were staying
in a small hotel next to the Armed
Forces Network on Kaulbachstrasse. Our
room was up under the roof—large, al-
coved, dark—with casemented windows
looking out over those broad, blunt
Munich rooftops that are so indefinably
Gothic after Enlightenment Paris. A
fountain riffled all night in the paved,
leaf-strewn back court below (where Pe
ter Lorre had crouched in the shadows
with his pathetic fantasies), and the
bed was smothering and womblike with
goose down. Nevertheless, 1 was up carly
and impatient to be out. But my wile
lingered under the quilts. I smoked a
cigarette and studied maps. She kept
dropping off.

(continued on page 207)



THE THEME seems to focus on the bestial in man’y
nature, but the message is perhaps prescient—how
civilizations historically move from savage to sophisticated
and then fall into decadence, regressing to the cruder cul-
ture. The first American feature film by director James Ivory
and producer Ismail Merchant, Savages concerns such a tribe
of aborigines living in Stone Age conditions who discover an
abandoned mansion in the forest. Soon after they've been

civilized by the house, they begin to revert, their primitive
personalities re-emerge and, inevitably, they return to the
woods. Though the cast includes a group of established actors
and actresses—Ulra Violet, Kathleen Widdoes, Paulita Sedg-
wick, Asha Puthli, Salome Jens, Margarer Brewster, Anne Fran-
cine, Neil Fitzgerald, Lewis J. Stadlen, Christopher Pennock,
Russ Thacker and the fresh film face of model Susie Blakely—
director Ivory contends that there is no one star. “All the

from the primitive to the worldly to the primitive, this allegorical
film traces the burth and death of a cwvilization—perhaps our own

"SANVAGES”
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In primitive nonapparel (preceding page, from left) are Susie Blakely, one of the
Young Lovers, Kathleen Widdoes, the womon of the Mon-Womon, ond Asho Puthli, the
Forest Girl. Gothering for a tribol rituol (obove), the mud people eogerly watch

the Consort (Lewis J. Stodlen) consort sexuolly with the Priestess (Anne Froncine).

characters have their moments; some may have a few more lines or scenes than
others, but if there is a star as such, it's the house,” he says. “It exerts a tremendous
influence over all the characters, just as it did over me. The inspiration for the film
actually came from the house. Last year I was up on the Hudson near Scarborough,
looking at old houses for another film, and I was extremely impressed by this par-
ticular one. Time passed and 1 began speculating on how I could make use of it
in a film. Finally 1 realized it could serve as the central civilizing element in
Savages.” Before this film, which Ivory considers an “allegory on the rise and

fall of any civilization,” the Merchant-Ivory team had worked primarily in India,

Without her other holf, Kathleen Widdoes (obove), whose credits include leoding
roles in The Group ond The Seo Gull, foroges for edible roots, berries ond bugs
in the forest. During the tribal rituol, Susie Blokely {right} observes o bright-red
croquet boll (offscreen) roll into the clecring ond strike the sacrificial stone.




Retracing the ball’s path, the savages discover a mallet, a vintage car and, finally, a
deserted mansian. In the house, they rummage through the living room (left); the Man-
Woman (Christopher Pennock and Kathleen) crawls thraugh debris (above left); and the
Unstable Girl (Paulita Sedgwick, above right), intrigued by a painting, likes and licks it.

turning out such critically acclaimed movies as The Householder, about a young
man's coming of age in contemporary Indian society; Shakespeare Wallah, which
tolled the death knell of English colonialism in India; The Guru and Bombay
Talkie, both comments on the clichés with which the West views the East and vice
versa. "Although I've developed a strong fondness for India and her people,” says
Ivory, "I was glad to return 1o America to shoot Savages, and I hope w do more
work here soon.” If his future American film efforts anywhere nearly match Savages
(scheduled for release by DIA Films in early June), we predict moviegoers and
critics alike will be even more pleased that Ivory and company have come home.

Roaming through the house, the tribe finds other remnants of civilization: a life-

size statue of Minerva, befare which the Priestess places the croquet ball to signal
the birth of religion; an elegant dining room clutiered with the remains of a banquet;
and a bathroom (abave), which the Decadent (Ulira Violet) investigates.
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While civilization advances, the
film moves from black and white to

sepia {as in the shot at right of

Susie experimenting with
clothes), to color. For a
banquet, the savages (center
right) assume names befitting
their refined personalities.

Asha Puthli, the sensuaus Indian actress portraying the
Forest Girl {left), is a singer who recently completed

a successful concert tour in Caleutta,

Bombay and New Delhi. Early in the film, running
through the woods, she is captured by the savages,
who are entranced by her bright beaded loincloth.
Later, in the house, where she’s known by the name

Asha, she is forced to become the ladies’ maid.




In a touching scene (above right), Asha and

Kathleen meet in the old car. The civilized relationships
established earlier have now virtually

disintegrated. While some congregate at the pool,

others gother in the basement ta perform occult

rites. Separated from her lover, Andrew (Russ Thacker),

Susie (right), given the name Cecily in the

house, forlornly awaits his return.

Clothes begin to disappear and
sex becomes freaky when the party
moves from the dining room to

the cellar. Out in the Pierce-Arrow
(left and center), the

Forest Girl-maid (Asha) ond

the Decadent (Ultra Violet)
losciviously explore each other.




An unconventional woman both in life and in Savages, Ultra Violet
(below) has starred in Andy Warhal’s best films, including I, a Man and
24 Hour Movie. She has alsa appeared in Midnight Cowboy, Taking Of,
Norman Mailer’s Maidstone and Nelsan Lyon’s Ultra Violet in Infrared.
As the Decadent, Ultra is among the first ta became civilized, leading the
others in the discovery of clathes. But, later, she’s also the first to break
the banquet’s decorum by squirting champagne and criticizing the others.
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The sky lightens and the group is drawn to the lawn, some in dinner
clothes, some in lingerie. As they begin to play croquet, a saft

rain drizzles dawn and they kick off their shoes and catch the

drops on their tongues. Salome Jens, cast as the Courtesan, teases

and entices one of the men (top centen), while Kathleen (middle left)
collapses in the car before joyously rejoining her partner and reforming
the Man-Woman. Wandering acrass the lawn and into the woads,
Salome (middle right) and Ultra (right) smear themselves with mud,
atavistically transforming themselves back into their savage state.




Peering out a window (below), Susie spies her lover following Salome into
the brush. Then she heads out to the lawn and back into the forest,
returning to the tribe—and her primitive condition. Only the Consort (Lewis
1. Stadlen) remains near the mansion, playing croquet with the special

red ball. The trees rustle, the abandoned house looms behind him, whistles
are heard from the woods. Apparently making the ultimate choice, he
smocks the boll into the undergrowth and follows it, just as the sun rises.
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“Sacrebleu! You aristocrats exploit the peasants to
the very end, don’t you?”
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the rise and fall of a member of the facully

from a 14th Century French university tale

N raris long ago, there lived a charm-
ing countess whose husband was so busy
mounting attacks against the enemies of
Irance, leading his woops into  the
breach, thrusting his sword against the
foe that he almost never did any mount-
ing, breaching or thrusting at home.
Thus, the lady ook to recruiting lovers
and curying on pleasant skirmishes he-
tween the sheets. She had a liking lor
chance and she took a peculiar delight
in hinding these gentlemen at random.

The count’s dwelling was an old tow-
cr. built many years ago on the very
edge of the Seine. One high window in
the lady's room looked out onto the
street and there she would sit, her white
breasts scarecly veiled, seeking among
the passers-by for a likely young man.
When she saw a handsome [ace. a good
form and a tight codpiece combined. she
would smile and beckon. Prerre, the
man-at-arms, or Alain from Picardy could
hardly resist pushing open the heavy doot
and hurrying up the staircase, such prom-
ise had he seen. Onee in the lady's room,
he would discover that another broad
window on the other side of the tower
gave a marvelous view of the river. But,
what with a naked countess twining her
arms around his neck, he was unlikely to
pause to admire the scenery.

Into bed: heavy action. The lady
bucked like an untamed mare. Sighs,
relased bodies, a drilting off. Then sud-
denly there were thrvee burly, bearded
retainers in the room. One gave him a
blow on the head; the others seized his
arms and legs. Later, downstream, some
boaunman or other would come across a
naked body in the shallows.

These matters, generally unknown in
the city, were nevertheless whispered
among the students at the umiversity.
One day, just before sunset, a group of
students appeared in the street tha passed
under the ower. At their head was Jean
Buridan, rector and lecturer at the uni-
versity, a fne figure of a man. The
students were eying the window out of
curiosity about the scandalous countess.
dut Buridan's mind  was  preoccupied
with the laws ol mechanics and he was
oblivious to anything else. He was hold-
ing at parcel amd casting an eye ar the
tower with the thought that it would
nuke an admirable spot to demonstrate
the expermment Luely said 1o have been
conducted by Galileo Galilei, the savant,
ar Pisa. “Excellend!™ he Imally exclaimed
to his studenis. 1 shall conduct a conclu-
sive experiment. Go to the riverside and
observe the demonswration.” At thie, he
pushed open the door and bounded up
the stairs.

ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HOLLAND

At the top. finding a chamber door
open, he went in and began, My apolo-
gies for this intrusion, but I am com-
pelled to ask you to allow me the use ol
your tower to conduct an experiment
n gravitation " Then he stopped at
the sight of a beautiful form clothed in
a filmy somcthing  that  scarcely  hid
the white limbs and the rosy tips of
her breasts,

“Come, sit here by me and explain
this strange notion. Gravi—what?” said
the countess. When he had st down, she
began 1o caress him in a peculiar place,
saying, “T love experiments, and magnet-
ism is the property that has always Fasci-
nated me. Come, tell me it there is not a
magnet within dhe female that always
draws forth the iron bar of the male.”

Buridan began to feel the empirical
trath ol her words. He lorgot his experi-
mente: he put his arms around her. Belore
very long, in her bed, he was conducting
a vigorous prool of the barand-magnet
theory. In fact, he repeated the demon-
stration several tmes. just to make sure.

So charmed was the ludy with these
lessons that she decided to take a full
course in the science, with honors; but
in her exhausted state, finally, she fell
asleep without remembering to counter-
mand her standing orders o the servimis.

Meanwhile, the students had  been
waiting all night in their hired barge on
the river, keeping a close watch on the
window of the tower. At last, one of
them gave a cry. They looked up to see
not the expected pound ol lead and
pound of feathers dropping from above
but the naked body of their learned
professor. They pulled him from the
water and laid him on some straw uniil
he revived.

Some weeks later, the countess re-
ceived a copy ol Jean Buridan's treatise
on the natwre of falling bodies. It was
written in excellent Latin and it was
dedicated to her. The count, who had
returned  temporarily to Paris in order
to have his armor and weapons polished,
glanced ac it bue put 1t aside when he
realized that he had forgotten most ol
his Latin.

The countess, however, read it with
mterest, learning with some astonishment
whin gravitation is actually all about. She
particularly ok to heart the final section,
which warned against the grear danger
ol conducting gravitational experiments
with anything except inanimate bodies,
Thercalter, her visitors were permitted to
withdraw discreetly thwough a side door
in the tower after their lessons in the
physical laws.

——Retold by Kenneth Marcuse ﬂ
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

that he and I were buddies, he stopped
pickin® me up, which was too bad—I had
another book in mind—Dbut T'll always
be grateful 1o him lor giving me a place
o digest my experiences, And T owas
able to wrn his head around on the
issucs, too: prety soon he did o hundred
percent somersault and became prolabor
right down the line. We eventually organ-
ized successfully and won our mujor
demands in Kansas City, and his changed
attitude was a big help to that viciory,
PLAYBOY: Where did you go alter Kansas
City?

ALINSKY: 1 divided my time between a
hall-dozen sluin communities we  were
organizing, but then we entered World
War Two, and the menace of [ascism
was the overpowering issuc at  that
point, so I felt Hitler's defeat ook tem-
porary precedence over domestic issues.
I worked on special assignment for the
Treaswry and Labor Departments; my
job wis 1o inarcase industrial produc
tion in conjunction with the C.LO. and
also to organize mass war-bond  drives
across the country. It was relatively tame
work for me. but I was consoled by the
thought 1 was having some impact on
the war effort, however small.

PLAYBOY: You didn't think of fighting
Hitler with a gun?

ALINSKY: Join the Army? No, I'd have
made a lousy soldicr. I hate discipline
oo much. But before Pearl Harbor, [
was offered a commission in the OSS.
From what litde I was told, it sounded
right up my alicy; none of the discipline
and regimentation 1 loathed. Apparent-
Iy General “Wild Bill” Donovan thought
my experience in fhighting domestic fas-
cism could have an application 1o the
Tesistance movements we were support-
ing behind enemy lines. I agreed. I was
really excited; I pictured myself in a
wench coat and beret, parachuting into
occupicd France and working with the
maquis against the Nazis. But it wasn't
meant to be. The Assistant Searetary of
State blocked my commission beciuse he
felt I could make a better contribution
in labor affairs, ensuring high produc-
tion, resolving worker-management  dis-
putes. that sort of thing. Important,
sure, but prosaic beside the cloak-and-
dagger stull. I've got 1o admit that one of
the very, very lew regrets I have in life
was being blocked from joining the OSS.
PLAYBOY: What did you do after the war?
ALINSKY: I went back 1o community-organ-
ization. work, crisscrossing the country,
working in slums m New York and
Detroit and Buffalo and in  Mexican
barrios in California and the Southwest.
Reveille for Radicals became the number-

onc best seller, and that helped drum up

150 more support for our work, but then the

(continued from page 78)

Cold War began 1o [reeze and  Me-
Carthyism started sweeping the country,
miking any radical activity increasingly
difiicult. In those davs everybody who
challenged the establishment was brand-
ed a Communist, and the radical move-
ment began to disintegrate under the
l)l‘(.‘s'illl'e.

PLAYBOY: What was vour own relation-
ship with the Communist Party?

ALINSKY: T knew plenty of Comununists
in those days, and I worked with them
on i number ol projects. Back in the
Thirties. the Communists did a hell of a
lot of good work: they were in the
vimguard of the labor movement and
they played an important yole in aiding
blacks and Okies and Southern  share-
croppers. Anybody who tells vou he was
active in progressive causes in those days
and never worked with the Reds is a god-
damn liar. Their plaiform stood for all
the right things, and unlike many liber-
als. they were willing to put their bodies
on the line. Without the Communists,
for example, 1 doubt the CI.O. could
have won all the batdes it did. T was
also sympathetic to Russia in those days,
not because I admired Stalin or the
Soviet system but because it seemed 10
Le the only country willing to stand up
to Hiter. I was in charge ol a big part of
fund raising for the International Brigade
and in that capacity 1 worked in close
alliance with the Communist Party.

When  the  Nazi-Soviet Pact  came,
though, and I refused 1o we the party
line and wrged support {or England and
for American intervention in the war,
the party turned on me tooth and nail.
Chicago Reds plastered the Back ol the
Yards with big posters featuring a carica-
ture ol me with a snarling, slavering
[anged mouth and wild eyes, labeled,
“This is the face of a warmonger.” But
there were oo many Poles, Czechs, Lith-
wimians and Lawvians in the area lor
that tactic to go over very well. Actually,
the greatest weakness ol the party was
s slavish parroting of the Moscow line.
It could have been much more clfective
if it had adopted a relatively independ-
ent stance, hike the western European
partics do today. But all in all, and
despite my own hghts with them, 1 1think
the Comnmmumnists ol the Thirtes deserve
a lot of credit lor the struggles they led
or participated in. Today the party is
just a shadow of the past. but in the
Depression it was a positive foree lor
social change. A lot of its leaders and
organizers were jerks. ol course, but
objectively the party in those days was
on the right side and did considerable
zood.

PLAYBOY: Did you consider hecoming a
party member prior to the Nazi-Soviet
Paa?

ALINSKY: Not at any time. I've never
joined any organization—nor even  the
ones I've organized mysell. I prize my
own independence 100 much. And philo-
sophically, 1 could never accept any
rigid dogma or ideology, whether it's
Chuyistiamity or Marxism. One ol the
most important things in life is what
Judge Learned Hand described as “that
ever-gnawing inner doubt as 1o whether
vou're right.” Il you don’t have that. if
you think vou've got an inside track o
absolute truth. vou become doctrinaire,
humorless and intellectually constipated.
The greatest crimes in history have been
perpetrated by such religious and politi-
cal and racial fanatics, from the persecu-
tions ol the Inquisition on down to
Communist purges and Nazi genocide.
The great atomic physicist Nicls Bohr
summed it up preuy well when he said,
“Every sentence I utter must be under-
stood not as an afhrmation, but as a
question.” Nobody owns the truith, and
dogma, whatever form it takes, is the
ultimate enemy of human freedom.

Now. this doesn’t mean that I'm yud-
derless; T think I have a much keener
sense of direction and purpose than the
true believer with his rigid ideology,
because I'm [ree to be loose, resilient
and independent, able 10 respond 10
any situation as it arises without geting
trapped by articles of faith. My only
fixed truth is a beliel in people. a con-
viction that il people have the opportu-
nity to act freely and the power to
control their own destinies, they'll gen-
erally reach the right decisions. The
only alternative to that belief is rule by
an elite, whether it's a Communist bu-
reaucracy or our own present-day corpo
rate  establishment. You should never
have an ideology more specific than that
of the founding fathers: “For the general
welfare.” That's where I parted company
with the Communists in the Thirties, and
that’s where I stay parted from them
today.

PLAYBOY: Did the McCnthy era affeat
you personally?
ALINSKY: No, not divectly, but the gen-
eral malaise made it much more difhicule
to organize for radicil goals. And in 1the
long run, McCarthy really did a terrible
injury to the country. Before McCarthy,
every generation had s vadicals who
were prepared to stand up and fight the
system. But then McCarnthy translormed
the counury into a gravevard ol lear;
liberals who had casually  joined the
party or its ront groups broke and ran
for cover in an orgy ol opportunism,
many ol them betaying their friends
and associates o save their own skins.
The firc-breathing vadicals of the Thirties
twrned il and skulked away, leaving
behind a pitiful legacy of cowardice. And
there was no one lelt except a few bat-
tered holdouts 1o hand the torch on to
(continued on page 169)
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competition was keen at a trio
of ski resorts to sce who

could do the most with the least

on a promotion gimmick. The K2 Corporation of Vashon Island, Washington, manu-

factures fiberglass skis, which it prides itself on advertising in offbeat style: G. Wash-
ington advises from a dollar bill, “Don't take any wooden skis.” Another company brain
storm is a T-shirt emblazoned with the K2 logo, available by mail for four dollars.
When Sun Valley sponsored an Airline Interline Week last season, somebody dreamed
up the idea of a contest wherein girls would dance, sing or generally gyrate for the title
of “best-looking matched set in a K2 T-shirt.” Trouble was, to the promoters’ dismay
and the spectators’ delight, the first contestant chose to reveal her qualifications for best
matched set sans a K2 T-shirt. From then on, through later contests at Aspen and Mam-
moth Mountain, things got even less inhibited—as is obvious on the next two pages. K2
is cooling it this winter—tooling up to make a new line of camping gear. We'll predict,
however, there’ll be no contest to uncover the best matched pair in a K2 sleeping bag.

IT ALL STARTED, in rather straightforward fashion, as a promotion gimmick based




Shirley Metz Boser (above)

turned her honeymoon

trip to Aspen into a profitable
victory when (cheered, incidentally,
by her bridegroom) she

garnered the top prize, including
cash donations. One of the

judges, K2 ski-team member Charles
McWilliams, auctions off

Shirley’s shirt. At right is Teri
Polak, one of the unbuttoned
entrants in the third and final
event, at California’s Mammoth

Mountain ski complex.
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At right, from top 1o bottom:

Karen Westbrook offers a scenic
rear view of the K2 Rider T-shirt
(and an even more scenic front view
of herself) at the competition
staged in Aspen’s popular Red
Onion; also at Aspen, Donna Crane
entered (with friend Margie
Lockwood, partly visible in red
outfit at left) as one of The Boobsy
Twins. Victoria Smith, an airline
stewardess, created a fringed
halter from her T-shirt for the

Mammoth Mountain contest.




Two ways to adorn a torso: with
a huge sticker of the K2 logo,
as demonstrated by Aspen’s Dee

Jones (middle left), or with an

imaginative body-paint job in

patriotic red, white and blue,

as modeled by Lake Tahoe's
amply-endowed Jan Miller (near left),
who dropped in for the rivalry

at Mammoth. In the three-picture
sequence below, British snow

bunny Barbara Webb is down to—
and nearly out of—the

barest of essentials.

The winner—at Mammoth—was
Joanne Vargaos (left), who

finished minus all save a painted
midriff. The legend reads

simply “Chew,"” which refers to

an advertising campaign wherein
the message "Chew K2" is painted
on weathered barn walls. Joanne's
prizes, in addition to K2 skis,
included boots and

related ski gear. The rapt
onlooker at lower right of photo

is photographer Dick Barrymore,
m.c. for all three contests.
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BILL LEHH (continued from page 130)

they said. “What problem:” He  said.
“The problem of automobiles’ producing
all this pollution.” They said, "Mr. Presi-
dent, that's already been solved.” So he
looked at his advisors and said, “Well,
what are we mecting [lor? Now. there’s
just one thing: Only the auomotive
manulacturers were there, T asked o be
present to be the devil's advocate. but 1
wasn't allowed. because I would have
said one thing—Bullshit!”

“Nixon's been duped by his own ad-
visors. They just ger so damned impressed.
Not only with General Motors but with
all the compamies. He suwrvounds himsclf
with a bunch of college prolessors and,
hell, they can't help but be impressed.
These coliege prolessors make S18.000-
S20.000 a year and they go down o see
Lddie Cole [president of General Mo-
tors] making S500.000 and all the rest of
the top guys making SHM000G a year
who take them down and show them
STOOLO00.000 worth ol equipment theyre
using [or testing purposes, and so forth.
And they all say, well, gee. these guys
are bound to come up with the answers,
But bigness is not the answer. It's the
old story; somebody has 1o think. And 1
don’t think anyoue has atacked the
problem on an enthusiastic basis. For
the simple reason that they knew, if they
did, they'd have 1o write ofl sone ol this
mrernal-combustion investment.”

Lear has seldom been impressed with
anyvthing or anyone, at least anyone clse.
His whole life has been dedicaed 10
disproving  the  phrse “It cm’t be
done.” Born in Hannibal, Missowri. he
moved o Chicago as an infant with
his divorced mother. “From  the  filth
gutde on. I spent every waking hour in
the Hiram Kelly libriny reading about
Tom Swilt and his divigible. Tom Swilt
and his Ihving machine,” he recalls. 1
just hannwed thar place. T oread  every
book they had on clectronies and mag-
nets.” Lear has been desaibed as a “high
sthool drepout,” but he didn’t have 1o
drvop very far. “Alwr the first ten days of
high school, they told me 10 get out,” he
savs.  obviously wclishing  the  memory.
“You know why? I would prove them
wrong. One day in geometry, the teacher
did a problem and 1 said, “Thae's an-
other way o do that.” He got mad and
said, ‘Oh, veah—show the class” and
unfortumately, I did. Then T said, “Scarew
i, and went away. T was a smartass. 1
shonld  hive stayed md leomed somie-
thing, but T was so lar ahead of them. You
couldn’t teach me anvthing.”

So at 15 he hit the road. hitchhiking
through the Midwest, A yonr Tawer, he
licd about his age and joined the Navy
and was sent 10 the Great Lakes Naval
Training Station near Chicago. There
his enmreprencurial instincs blossomed.
“I was a radio clectnician second  dlass,

and as an instructor you were a top
guy, vou could get a pass,” Lear re-
citlled. T used to go off the base and get
ten-cent hamburgers and then sell them
for filteen cents.” Alter his discharge. he
indulged his youthlul fascination with
flving machines by hanging around an
airfickd on Lake Michigan, “Those early
plines were wood and wire conurap-
tions. You wouldn't believe those old
crates would acwally fly. T worked off
andd on doing dirty jobs wound the ficld
and once m a while I'd get a ride. 1
didn’t get too many: flving in those days
was prewty dangerous—and the greatest
danger was my mother finding out. I
was working for nothing and I didn’t
wll her. but when I stnted coming home
with no pay, she began o ger wise. On
myv first ride, the airplane Lnded and
flipped onto its back. It was a DH-1, a
mail plane. affectionaely known as a
hving collm "™

Alter leaving the airficld. he dvifred
to Quincy, Hlinois, then to Tulsa, then
back to Chicago. Along the wav, he
worked in vadio labovatories. got nur-
ricd, had two kids. got divorced and
made a veputation in the radio industry.
When he was 26, a small Chicago com-
pany called him in to solve a problem
with its home rvadio sets. He did: the
company named the radio the Majestic,
took that name jsell. and  rewarded
Lear with a salary ol S1000 & mouth. A
few years later. he invented  the fivse
practical automobile radio Tor the Gal-
vin Manulactuning Company. A friend
tells the story thin Lear and Galvin were
riding home one day. discussing a name
for the new invention. “In the Midwest
avound that time. we had a lot of drinks
that ended in “ola,” hke Rock-Ola: every-
thing was ‘ola.” So Bill said. "It's going
in a car, why not call it Motovolaz™ ™
The company of that name, of course,
has had a [air degree ol success since.

But  Lear wasn’t wound  for the
growth of Matorela. He sold his stock in
the eavly Thirties 1o Torm his own com-
pany. first known as Lear Developmenis
and for most ol its lile as Lear. Inc. A\t
that point. Lear began to combine his
two great passions. vidio and airplanes.
He invented the fost radio receiver for
airplanes, but. as he was 10 do several
times, he  overextended  himsell  and
faced bankrupiey. It was only when he
perfected a new radio set and sold it to
RCA for S250.000 that he finally got his
own company going. Over the nexe 15
vears or so. he chined out a series of
imventions. One ol the most significant
was the first direction hnder lor ane-
plancs—the Learoscope—which he pub-
licized with a spectacular cross-country
flight in 1935, Five years later, he won
the Frank M. Hawks Award for a new
radio-navigation system. the Len Navi-
vator—ol course. Alter World War Two,

when military purchases suddenly slack
encd, Lear, Inc. was thrcatencd  with
collapse.  Against the dvice ol just
about everyone, Lear pushcd ahead with
a new adea, an automatic pilot small
cnough to ht into jet aircrafe. Tn 1950
the auto pilot hrought him the Collier
Trophy. aviation’s highest award. Tt alsy
resurrected Lear, Inc. which then pro-
ceeded to grow rapidly as a diversibied
radio and acrospace company.

By 1960, Lear was looking lor & noew
challenge. “Hell, as soon as something

works. I lose mterest in it,” he told me.
“"How long can you hang over a chess
aame that vou've already won®™ Abowt
this ume. he decded 10 build his own
airplane, a small jet for busy exccutives
like himself. But the Learjer was more
than just another project: it represented
the ultimite achievement in an indos
v that had continued 1o consicder him a
maverick. a nut. VBill always wanted o
build his own plane,” said Nils Eklund.
long onc of Lewr’s chief scientists. T
would put him in the same boat with
the other big guys. He has a tervible
desire for publicity, due o the lace that
e was a nobody to start with. He had
no high school training and built ham-
sclf up 10 be a multimillionaie and he
wanted the name Learv to be Known all
over the world.”

The board of Lear, Inc. however.
refused to finance the pline. so Lear
sold out 1o the Siegler Corporation—ihe
company became  Lear  Sicgler—and
went o Switzerland. Alter several hus
trating vears in Fuvope, he moved hack
to Wichita to build his pline and was
orected by almost universal skepticism.
“The expuerts said that he conldn't de
sign the plme. that il he could 1t
wouldn't iy, and if it flew, it wouldn’t
sell”” saidd Eklund. “But thev all turned
out to be wrong.” The Learjet illustrates
the real genins of Bill Lean: the ability
to nake something smaller, cheaper nd
more clhcient than anvone clse. Aler
warking on the plane all dav. he plived
around  av night with magnetic  tapos.
The vesult was another trivmph of minia-
turization, an eight-track stereo tape play-
cr small enough to fit into a o and
simple enough 1o operate with one hand,
without Jooking.

But when the jer became so successful,
Lear was scized, as one fricwd put it
“with delusions of grandeur.” He started
nieking plans for bigger planes: moncy
was spent as fast as it came in. Finally,
Learjer was faced with a carisis. The
banks wouldn’t lemd Lear any morve
money and, in order o save the comp-
ny, he sold a portion ol it w Gates
Rubber. He was supposed to stay on s
chairman of the board, but he fonght
continually with his new partners and
fmally resigned.

The sale of L

et and other invest-
ments lele him with a large imcome and
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nothing 1o do. He soon lound idleness
intolerable. “IH we don't ind something
for Bill to do,” his wile, Moya, told a
friend at the time, “we're going to have
to take him out and shoot him.” Similar
thoughts had occurred o Lear and his
restlessness had  brought him  to  the
brink of suicide. Bur then an old friend
ot him interested in steam as an answer
to smog and he plunged in,

In one way, Lear's flying leap into the
steam business was rather out ol charae-
ter. Throughout his career he has been
concerned chielly with the market po-
tential of his inventions—what would
sell. Most ol his important inventions
have been Iuxury items: radios, 1ape
recorders, personal jets. A low-emission
vehicle, however, is not only a techno-
logical challenge bhut an ecological neces-
sity. As one [riend observed, Lear may
be reaching an age where he is starting
to think about the “mark he will leave
behind him.™

As one might imagine, Bill Lear is not
the casiest man 1o work for. “His fun is
his work,” said one associmte, and since
he’s working all the time, he expects @
similar commitment from his emplovees.
“He just hates weekends and holidays,
because he can’t get a [ull crew down
here,” said Hugh Carson, currently his
chiel engineer. Just as he won't trust
anvone clse to ook his hamburgers,
Lear has to poke his nose into every-
thing. When the employees at Learjet
once complained that he made all the
decisions, he shot hack: “You put up
hall the money and yvou can make hall
the deaisions.”

This is oue of the central elements of
Lear's chavacter: the need to control. He
dominates  everything  and  everyone
around him. Like some peripatetic mag-
netic pole, he atwacts all the compass
needles wherever he is. 1 vemember the
fivst time I met him. He was flying [rom
Palm Springs 1o Reno one morning and
agreed 1o pick me up in Los Angeles. |
wits lite and he was [urious, and we
barely exchanged greetings as we bomd-
ed his Learjet and taxied out to the run-
way. The two other passengers in the
sleck seven-scater were Phil Philibosizn,
a nanaal consultint he had met in
Palm Springs, and H. B. (“Mac”) Mc
Langhlin, an old business chum from
belore the war. “Bill's so engaging,” said
Philibosian, somewhat surprised to be
where he was, “that I canceled all my
plans in order 10 be with him today. [
told him I had some ideas aboutr low-
emission vehices and he told me o
come along.”

Lear was the pilot, as he alwavs is
He had on a yellow baseball cap with
1EARTET stitched in red on the front. His
fingers drummed impatiently on the in-
strument panel, whicl also said Learjer.
From the back he was a massive man,

156 with a neck like a tree trunk bulging

over his collar. We ook off smoothly
and swiltly and within momems he an-
nounced we had reached 14,000 feet.
“This plane,” he said, “can beat most
fighters to this altitude.” Lear touched a
lever and the little plane jumped ahead.
He was part ol this machine he had
built. part of it the way a good cowboy
is part of his best pony. Later that day,
Lear told me: “Airplanes are my st
love. . . . If T had it to do over again, |
would become a professional pilot and
do nothing but fly aircraft for a living,
and then I'd play and invent things on
the side.” An overstatement, perhaps,
but when you fy with Lear, you under-
stand why he loves it. Up there, he has
all the responsibility and all the power.
One is reminded of Lyndon Johnson
driving his white Continental across his
ranch, scaring cows with his horn, and
ordering his men around by radio. The
sky is Lear’s turf the way the Pedernales
i1s Johnson’s.

After a while, Lear called me up to
the front. He is a gruff but open person,
a man of few airs, casy to talk to, or at
least listen to. He told some stories
about the emly days of aviation and
then got onto the Learjet. I wanted to
make the brst test Mlight, bur they talked
me out of it,” he said. “Alter thar 1
made many of the test flights. Aflter the
first one my wile got mad at me for being
so blasé. T said, "Honey, I've flown that
airplane thousands ol times in my mind.
It was just the fivst time I was in it."”

We passed Mono Lake, high in the
Sierrvas south of Tahoe, and Lear point-
ed 1o it. “There’s an Air Foree plane at
the bottom of that lake someplace. It
went down and they never found it.” I
asked Lear if he had ever been in danger
and he smiied: "While T was test flying,
I had a couple of close calls, but only
the laundry knew how scared T was.”

On the dashboard was a strange black-
and-white  dial that Lear said was a
“synchrometer,” a device to get the two
engines 1o run at exactly the same rite.
Did all Learjets have one? “Hell,” he
barked, "I only invented it Tast week.”
Soon we had cleared the Sierras and
were landing at Reno. Lear set the linde
plane down so gently you could lardly
fecel it. He tried—and [ailed—to sup-
press the smile that wwitched across his
lips. “That,” he said, “is what's called
Alying it into the ground.” I sure showed
you how to do it.”

Parked i the hangar were several
antomobiles, including o white Mercedes
gullwing with white-leather interior that
looked like some sort ol crouching le-
line. Lear had rebuilt the cwr from
scratch just lor the hell ol it, but he
seldom drove it. “I've got too many
goddamm cars,” he growled as we left
the hangar. “I've got to get vid of some
ol them. I don’t even know how many I
have.” Outside he waved his arm at the

future site of Leareno, barren land
stretching oft toward the distant hills,
“Think I've got enough roomn up here,
Mac?” he asked the old man. 1 own
3200 acres and someday it will be worth
an average pricc ol 510,000 1o 820,000 an
acre. I just sold a quarter of an acre lor
S10,000 on the corner right over there.”

Alter a lew minutes in the ofhce, he
took us for a tour ol the shop. He strode
down the halls with authority, shoulders
square, clbows out, chin—slightly marred
by an old scar—set hard. In one room
the crew was working on a synchrometer.
His words lunged out, making the men
finch a bit: “"What I'm wrving 1o do is
design something for production. . .
That's an expensive design, the thread is
wrong for that Kind of picce. . .. I'm not
doing this for my edification, for Chris-
sike, I'm doing it to put it into produc-
tion, and that's a  lousy production
design. .. . You can cut the cost ol that
exactly in hall with no trouble at all.”
Then it was on to the auto shops—parts
of stcam and wurbine engines scattered
about, a car with a gaping hole under the
hood, like a child who had lost his [ront
teeth. Lear was even experimenting with
an internal-combustion engine, on the
odd chance that he could find a way to
clean it up. “I never give up on any-
thing,” he explained as he guided us
along. “I'd hate like hell to Iave some-
one clse find out how to do it il I could
have doue it firse.”

Later a bunch ol us went to lunch at
a roadhouse a few miles away. The
restaurant was one ol those places with
Formica tables, bobbed waitresses, pin-
ball and slot machines and a loud juke-
box. A country-and-western song  was
plaving when Lear summoned our wait-
ress. “Honey,” he drawled. “that music
is so sacd I'm going to break out and crv.
Is there any way to get rid of the god-
damn thing—it’s just like a bunch of
bellering cows.” Then he turned 1w the
table: “Jesus Christ, it's hard 10 buy
quict at any price. Somchow or other,
we've organized society so we luwve a con-
tinuing din in the bhackground, Then we
wonder why people blow their brains
out and divorce their wives and don’t
get anything done—they're always listen-
ing to that moaning and groaning.”

The talk tumed 1o the auto compa-
nies’ efforts—or lack ol them—to control
exhaust emissions. “Either theyve not
telling the truth or they don’t know any
better,” thundered Lear. “Ics havd lor
me 1o imagine they would be that un-
truthful or that stupid. I guess the word
for them is [antastic.” Then he Laghed.
“You know what a charm school is?
That's where they teach you to sav ‘fan-
tastic” instead  of “hullshic.””™  Typical
Lear: unrelenting, unequivocal and rath-
er uncouth. His lhanch came with some
parsley on the side. “You know what the
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difference between parsley and pussy is,
don’t you?” he asked no one in particu-
lar. “Very lew people eat parsley.”

Back at the olhee, I noticed the signed
photographs on Lear’s walls. Like his
jokes. his Iriends are a bit outdated—
Art Linkletter, Arthur Godlrey, Robert
Cummings, a gallery of afternoon-TV
stars. OF course, there was also Frank
Sinawa (“I sold hum a plane”™) and
Buckminster  Fuller, who called  that
alternoon and told Lear: “You're really
such an extraordinarily courageous man
and you've really plugged [or humanity
amd ic's all really very big bets. 1 just
want vou 10 make good.”

Going through his mail, Lear lound a
pastel envelope and threw it ar Buzz
Nanney. "Will you get these girls 1o
stop writing to me?” he asked. not
meaning it a bit

“You'll just have to stop being so nice
to them,” answered Nanney.

Lear said he wanted to go back 10
Palm Springs that night and someonc
suggested that he should relax. It was
like calling him a dirty name. “I can’t
relax,” he shouted. “you know that.”
Alter a staff meeting to discuss current
projects (“I haven’t heard any bright
ideas  yet—let's  hear  some!™),  Lear
wanted to drive out to his house and get
some things to take back to Palm
Springs. As we drove, I asked him how
he got into the steam business,

After he was forced to sell Learjet, he
was not only despondent but sick with a
broken leg and painful nosebleeds. He
picked up the story from there: I had a
nosebleed and I kept going to a special-

ist for nosebleeds and he kept packing
my nose and packing my nose, but the
goddamn  packing wouldn’t hold the
blood. I's a goddamn good thing it
didn’t, because il it would have. I'd
have been dead. Because the bleeding
wasn’t in my nose at all, it was way back
underncath the brain, This doctor I had
was highly recommended o me, but
cach time he would pack, they had to
give me enormous doses of morphine
just to stand the pain. Finally, he said,
‘Now, if this doesn’t hold it, next time it
breaks loose, we're going to the hospital
and give you a posterior pack.” That
means they go in and pack back of your
nose, you sce. It I had done that, I
would have been dead, because you last
about an hour and a half in a case like
that alter a posterior pack.

“1 was so despondent and the pain was
so terrible that I went to my friend who
I went around with, this fellow Ben
Edwards, who was a plastic surgeon. 1
had great confidence in Ben and 1 said,
‘Ben, 1 want you to go up in there and
find out where I'm bleeding. I'm not
bleeding where these bastards think T
am. I want you to go up in there and
cut it open and if yvou can see where I'm
bleeding, why, clamp it oft.” He said,
‘Bill. I'm not that kind of surgeon. But
I’'ve got a good [riend, I'll have him get
in touch with you’” So I said, "You'd
better have him get in touch with me
this afternoon or this evening early.”

“So about 10:30 I was in bed and this
thing busted loose again. Well, the
blood would just come spurting out
with every heartheat, it wouldn’t just

“I know this all must be quite a shock
to you, Roger, but a recent study shows that
transvestites make very good spouses.”

drip, drip, dvip. So I said, ‘Mommy, 1
don’t give a shit what happens, get me a
bowl, I'm going to pull the packing out
and bleed to death. 1 can’t stand the
pain any longer and I'm going 1o do it
So she got me the pan and she said, °I
wish you wouldn't do it and T sad, ‘I
can't help it And I started 1w pull it
out. There was about two or three yards
ol the stufl up there. I had pulled omt
abour six inches ol it and the phone
rang.

“That shows you how close you can
come, because if 1 had pulled it out, 1
would have been dead in about twenty
minutes. So the phone rang and it was
this new doctor and my wife said, ‘Oh,
doctor, I'm so glad you called, be-
cause Bill is hemorrhaging again and he's
about to pull the packing out, he's pulled
out about six inches now and he insists
on pulling it out because the pain is so
bad and he’s bleeding so badly.” The
doctor said, ‘Don’t ler him do it, gee him
in the car and wike him 1o St. John's
hospital and I'll meet him over there!
So I got to St. John's and he arrived and
pulled this packing out and the last
words 1 heard him say were ‘Oh, mv
God.”

“That was the last I knew for five
hours. Poor Mommy is walking up and
down the hall, she docsn’t know what
the hell is going on. and it was a damn
good thing she didn’t, beciuse she
would have collapsed il she had. It was
just by the grace of God. Ten scconds
liter on that telephone call and I
wouldn’t have been alive. If T hadn’t
scen Dr. Edwards in the alterncon, 1
wouldn’t have been alive. So I guess
mavbe T was destined to live.

“For a long time, 1 saw 1wo of cverv-
thing. I had to close my right eye and
look with my left. Then I got over that.
When finally T got busy in the steam
department, I forgot about evervthing.
As a matter of fact, I healed so damn
[ast alter that I don’t even remember
being sick.”

As he finished the story, we reached
his home, a rustic stone-and-timber man-
sion about 5000 leet up in the Sierras,
only a mile or two lrom the California
line. The crefully tended lawn sloped
down 1o the gwgling Truckee River,
running cold and clear out of the moun-
ttins. It 1s a lovely spot. As Lear got out
ol the car, several dogs of various shapes
and sizes came bounding over and he
exploded with greetings. “Where are my
doggics, where are my doggiess”  he
velled as they arowded around. “Oh, my
beautiful doggies; oh, my bemuilul dog-
gies. Where have you been? Daddy loves
you so much. Do you love Daddy:” One
has the fecling that is a question he asks
a lot and is never quite sure of the answer.

Inside, the house is a curious mixture
of wealth and hominess, dass and corn.
‘The walls are covered with Mova's needle



point and the living room contains a
Luge wooden frame with her master-
work. One side says, WELCOME HOME,
but when flipped over, it reads, GET our
or towx. Then there are several large
Rubens, a Courbet or two and other
extremely valuable paintings. Lear gazed
at  the luscious Rubens nudes  and
cracked: “I have no interest in art and 1
certainly would not be  imerested  in
those fat women and fat babies. 1 like a
wonuin built Tor specd, not comfort.”
Dominating  the room are two huge
sterco speakers, almost seven feer high.
When he wanted 1o demonstrate  the
sound svstem, he plaved a piano version
ol Tenderly.

One table held a recent gile [rom Moy,
three specially bound volumes called Wil
liam P. Lear os. Inertia, a record ol the
more than 150 patents he holds. On
another was a silver cigarette box with
the inscriptiont CHARTER  MEMBER, RN
ASSOCIATES, 1963, RN stands for Richard
Nixon. "I wis the second-biggest backer
Iie had,” Lear said, “amd all T want is
lor him o do something vight, 1 wanrt to
see Nixon and talk to him and set him
sirnight. But do vou think T was cver
invited to anvthing but o social occasion
at the White Housez Never.”

You don’t own those Rubens and 56
acres ol choice river-fromt land and half
a dozen houses around the world with-
out having a lot of money. and Bill Lear
is a very wealthy man. He estimates his
net worth as “more than  S25.000,000
and less than S30.000.000," and business
associates  senerally agree. Most of it
came from the sale ol Lear, Inc. and
Learjer, but he has also invested widely
in vem ostate. When 1 oasked about his
finances, he answered readily. Many of
his best investments came  during  the
early davs ol the Florida laind boom. *A
guy once came o me and asked me 1o
buy some land,” he remembered. “He
had paid 52500 Jor it and his wile was
furious because the guy who sold it to
him had paid only 51500, T told him I'd
take it, sight unseen. The girl T was with
said 1 was erazy, that the land might
be under water. But the guy was in
trouble. Today that land is worth about
SEH0000.”

All that needle point on the walls
wells another story—the days and weeks
Lear's wile spent at home, alone. Moya
AMarie Olsen, the daughier ol Ole Olsen,
the vaudeville comic, knew he was “no
angel” as he puts i A devout Christian
Scientist, Mova borve him lour children
and never tried 1o cdumge him, (His
oflicial biography lists six children, but
he admits 1o ar least one more out of
wedlock.) Lear pursued women with the
same roughness and determination with
which he pllnuctl everything else, and
with similar success. On his many trav-
cls. he would olten be met at the airport
by a preay ginl in a limousine. Famous

people became his [riends. Heavy booz
ing, night-clubbing and gambling went
with the hife style. Alter Lear moved to
Los Angeles, he was a rezular at El
Rancho Vegas, the fivst big casino on the
Strip. “Lear was one of the highest roll-
ers in town,” recalled an acquaintance.
“For vears he was known as the "hook-
er's delight Hed see a girl and say,
‘Come over here, honey, vou're good
luck,” and hand her a fistlul of chips.
Those kind of guys have gone out ol
style.” Lear has never been cov about
his exploits; quite the opposite. Call 1t
tires ol

cotism. he never
recounting his accomplishments.

We lelt the house, drove back to Reno
amd boarded  the Leawrjer. We hadn'e
been airborne more than ten mnutes
when  Lear noticed  the  synchrometer
wisn’t Tunctioning right. With a swring
of choice expletives, he turned  that
litde plane around 5o last my  stom-
ach dropped away like a sky diver's,
Back on the ground, he chewed out the

insccurity or

crew and ordered them to stay late and
fix the Loalty part. As he stalked away,
he muttered: “They've got four or five
bills in the air and theyre hoping to
catch the right one. There’s no chance ol
that—it's got to be done right in the
shop; you don't experiment on the planc.
This 1s the thivd time that engineer ol
mine his messed up and he knows he's
i wwouble.”

There was nothing lelt o do but have
dinner in town, Lear chose the Bundox,
a candlelit spot overlooking the Truckee
River where he is well known. The talk
wandered over many subjects and his
volubility inaeased with the number ol
Scotches consumed. There were at least
half a dozen—balanced only by a Caesar
salad—and  he  explained  congenially:
“I'm not an cater, 'm a drinker. I'm
not a lover. I'm a fucker,”” I asked
about the house in the mountains and
his other realestite ventures and he
mentioned that he owned property all
over  Lurope, including  Switzerland,
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where he built 2 California-style ranch
housc. Somcone once called him “the
original ugly American,” and he sort of
agrees. I hate Europe, T hate Europe,”
he thundered. “My children all speak
French fluently, my daughter married an
Lalian and my son mamied a Duich
girl, but I like it better here. I guess I'm
just a dyed-in-thewool American. It’s
strange in Europe. Its very diflicult to
be a democrat. Your workers tike off
their hats and click their heels and bow,
but you can’t say, ‘Cut that out, for
Chrissake,” because then they'll lose re-
spect for vou.™

The rtalk drifted to girls and gam-
bling. He remembered his vounger days
in New York. when he owned a huge
bed he called the playground of Amer-
ica. He sull keeps a givl in Los Angeles
on sort of a retainer, but the years have
begun 1o catch up with him. “It now
takes me all night.” he admited, “wo do
what I used 1o do all night.” His gam-
bling, too. has slowed down, but he
recalled his greatest moment in a long
career at the crap tables. T once made
SI7,000 in five minutes.” he enthused. “[
Iet 11 lav amd it hit once and then hit
again. 1 wried 10 spend all the money
that night. but there was no way to do
it, just no way.”

By the rime we got back to the car, it
was 10:30, hut Lear wasn’t through yet.
He picked up his portable telephone and
cilled the hangar, hoping someone was
still  the The light from the phone
glowed against his cheek as he drove
with one hand. When 1 think of Bill
Lear, that picture comes 1o mind: 69
vears old. late ar night, the end of a tax-
ing day, and he's still worrving about
a tiny part of his airplane. All he could
reach, however, was the night watchman.
“Can 1 help you?" he asked, but the
answer was apparently negative, and we
drove back to the mountain house. Mac
and T stayed there, as his friends always
do. Lear is one of the most gracious

aginable: just the week before,
several dozen kids from the Up With
People singing group had staved at the
house during a concert tour.

The next moming. Lear announced
that he hid been up all night, poring
over his various engine designs. Belore
too long, his houseman mentioned that
there was a message from his son John,
“What did he want®” snarled  Lear.
“Well, il he alls again, vou tell him
that Mrs. Lear doesn't want to talk to
him, and neuher does Mr. Lear, becuse
disowned him  completely,” 1
asked why and his anger came spilling
out. The story tells a lot about this
prodigious man:

“When John came back from Ewrope,
I gave him a job and he coukin't do
anything but undermine me in the plans
every time he got the chance. That shows

we've
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respond 1o kindness or reason. I think
that wis Hitler's secret: There are people
who don’t want to reason, who want you
to think for them.

“He was with me one night and T was
telling him something and he said some-
thing against his mother—I forget what
it was. It was something that just irritated
me beyond my ability o respond in a
calm way. And I just said, “John, I won't
stnd for that.” And he said, ‘Oh, vou
won't, won't you? Well, fuck vou.” That
just riggered something in me and 1
grabbed him by the (hroat and 1 put
him up against the brick wall, right up
against the brick wall. He's preity big.
not much smaller than me, and 1 hauled
off and hit him in the face so goddamn
havd that 1 had a sore hand for about
two weeks. He just slumped down for a
moment and T thought 1 had probably
Killed him. Finally, he began 1o stir.
And when he did, T picked him up
again by the neck and I put him up
against the wall. And I said, ‘Can vou
understand what I'm saving now? The
first thing I want you to know is that I
never expeat vour love. T never expect
you to be grateful. But the next time
voure disrespectful, I'll kill you. Do you
understand me? He's never said 'Fuck
you' to me since that day. He under-
stood that pevfealy. There are times
when you've got 1o force respect.”

At the same time, Lear can be a man
of great warmth and generosity. “He can
drive yvou hard Tor a couple of weeks
and then turn around and say, *Take
vour wile to Furope and bill the com-
pany.”” said Nils Fklund. Another time,
Lear had some jewel merchants ar his
house. He bhought his wife an S85.000 dia-
mond necklace and carrings and a $72,000
ving, his daughter Pauy a S14,000 ring
and his daughter-in-law a S5000 choker.
The gifis obviously conveved Lear's vast
and open aflection for his family. But
he remembered the exace prices he had
paid—the kind of thing a man might
do il he half believed money were the
measure ol love.

Despiie his huge successes, Lear's life
of siuggle has left him  despondent
about his country. It's rather curious: A
man who is so modern when it comes to
technology borders on the reactionary
when it comes to philosophy. He decries
the “all-pervasive  permissiveness”  that
he Ieels is rotting the moral fiber of the
counury. Earlier in the week, his yvoung-
est daughter, Tina, had been walking
down the streets of Palm Springs and
was jostled by some hippie types. T told
her mother not to let her on the street,
becanse they could easily do something
like push her with a needle when she's
walking past,” he said. Now that Tina is
16. Lear is worried about her virtue. As
we left that morning 10 retrn to Palm
Springs. he stuck a pistol iu his bele.
“These guys just push and push and

push,” he said, forgetting his own youth
—or remembering it too welll T saud.
“You tell them your father's a member
of the Maha and he hires button men to
handle guys like that. You tell them
they call me The Don it home.” ”

About the only thing that gets Lear
more upset than the thought of pimply-
Laced adolescems assaulting his daughter
is the thought of wellare recipients
plundering the public till. His answer is
to take away the vote [rom anyone on
public assistance. "I you don’t do it that
way,” he declaved, “you fnally have the
wellare people telling you how much more
money they need. because there will be
more on wellare than are not on welfare.

“Our forcfathers did everything in the
world to keep this country [rom becom-
ing a demoaracy,” he went on. “But the
politicians have hacked away at our re-
public so that finally they enfranchised
evervbody in the world except the cats
and the dogs. As a result, we now have a
democracy.” Democracy, he feels, will
lead to anarchy, and anarchy to dictator-
ship. The Communists are “building up
this armament and  they're simrounding
us and within the next five years, they’ll
have live times as manv nuclear subs as
we have,” he said. “And one morning
they'll say: “We have on target every city
in the United States and we have our
nuclear submarines in place and  you
know how accurate they are. You cian
avoid all this bloodshed by turning the
government over to us.” And we're going
to trn it over to them.”

The whole specch sounded like it
had been in moth balls since 1951; but
when he finished, Lear smiled: T well my
daughter 10 take up Russian, becanse if
they're the boss, 1 want o know what
they're telling me”” That's a typical
Lear remark. He keeps going, he never
stops. IUs complete compulsion,”  said
an old associate. “If he didn't have a
challenge. he'd  drop  dead.”  Another
friend feels he wants 1o leave “monu-
ments o himsell,”  and  yer amother
traces it all back to his mother: “She
alwavs wsed 10 say. Your dad never
amounted to anything and vou won't
cither” That made a pretty lasting im-
pression. and he's tried 1o prove her
wrong ever singe.”

Lear has been trving o prove a lot of
things to a lot of people ever since, but
maybe there is another element in his
frenzv these davs—the struggle against
age. He is wking Dylan Thomas™ advice:
“Rage, rage against the dving of the
lighe.” “Bill still thinks he’s 30 years
old,” said one Iriend. “He doesn’t want
to think there will ever come a day when
he can’t screw everything in sight, work
around the cdock, fly his arplane and
accomplish anything he wants.”
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AROSMCED OUT (continued from page 106)

are finished? The answer is uncertain. For
one thing, the money formassive pollution-
control systems isn’t being made available
cither by Government or by industry.

For another, these men will be com-
peting with younger, [reshly turned ow
environmental engineers. Many prospec-
tive employers consider the 50-year-old
engineer no match even for the under-
graduate  engineering student of 1972,
“Our reshmen start right in on comput-
ers.” savs a department head of a univer-
sity engineering school. “They deal with
advanced concepts and  are tiught
think conceprually. The man who grad-
uated 25 or 30 years ago doesn’t know
computers and if he hasn’t been going
back to school regularly, he no longer
cven knows the field in which he was
trained.”

Better job-information systems are be-
ing devised. The Department of Labor
has created a national registry for engi-
neers and  other skilled workers, and
there presently are job banks in more
than 100 major cities, linked by reletype
andd computers. 1o list and match jobs
and applicants. A few men e being
placed. But with further cutbacks and
phasc-outs scheduled, unemploviment in
acrospace is mounting faster than jobs
are opening up in other fields.

Some  aerospace  companics  foresaw
trouble coming and began diversilying
vears ago. A few companies meiged.
They and others acquired satellite firms.
Some seL up new companies 1o convert
from space technology to the production
of civilian goods. A number of these
businesses  began experimenting  with
pl()gl'lllllllll‘ll ('lll.l(illioll. (Olllllllllli(;llilllls
networks based on computers and new
systems  for  environmental  controls.
They have had some success—ihongh,
clearly, a S250.000 contract for designing
a sewage-disposal system for a small
town in Ohio is hardly in the same
league with a billion-dollar contract for
i Saunn booster.

Nevertheless, some acrospace compa-
nies have proved that where a real need
exists and money is available, either con-
version or diversificition can be effected.

Litton Industries is completing an ex-
perimental smog-monitoring system for the
Los Angeles County Air Pollution Control
District.  Litton’s  environmental-systems
division in Camarillo, California, which
has been involved - pollution-monitor-
ing systems since 1967, is building 12
automated, remote monitoring  stiitions
to keep constant tabs on the arca’s
temperature, humidity, wind speed and
direction, and concentrations of sulphur
dioxide, carbon monoxide, hydrocar-
bons, oxides of nitrogen and other con-
taminants. Linked by telephone lines to
a central computer, the stations serve as

162 an instant-warning system for broadeast-

ing smog alerts and will track new
sources of pollution. Litton predicts a
$250.000,000 market for pollution-moni-
toring systems in the United States
alone. Judging by prospects and needs,
Litton may be thinking small.

Another Calilornia aciospace conspa-
ny. the Electro Dynamics division of
Geneval Dyvnamics in San Dicgo, s
working on the prototype of an ocean-
monitoring system to provide basic data
on the marine biosphere, which, many
scientists agree, is seriously threatened by
pollution and poisoning. Electro Dynam-
s is building six auwiomated elearonic
ocein buovs for the National Oceanic
and  Atmospheric Agency at a cost of
about S3.000.000. II the pilot project is
successful, Electro Dynamics foresees a
system of up to 500 buoys, costing per-
haps S500,000.000. in the next wen years,

The oceans are basic to man's life on
this planet. They are the source of 70
percent of our oxvgen and ten percent
of the animal prowcin we consume each
vear. We could get much more life-
sustaining protein out of the oceans if
we tried. Two billion tons of fish are
hatched each year, vet we cach  just
three percenm—~a60.000.000 ons—by meins
of present techniques. Those two billion
tons of fish, il caught, would quadruple
the amount of fish protein now available.
And if we were to distribute the catch
more equitably throughout the world, it
could provide the basic protein needs of
a world population ten times the present
3.6 nlhon.

This is not to suggest that we ever
could—or would want to—catch and
consume that much fish. We probably
couldn’t change world dictary habits
that radically and. in any case. we would
want to be wary lest we upset the eco-
logical balance of the seas. But we have a
long way to go il we want to convert the
oceans into the “breadbasket of the fu-
ture.” And there are many technological
advances that could be made il we had a
mind (and were willing 10 spend the
moncey) to make them.

The oceans are also a vast source ol
mineral wealth. Massive concentrations
of minerals lie on the ocean floors and
huge oil deposits are under the conti-
nental shelves. Yet we have all but neg-
lected oceanic exploration. The scientists
and engineers who conquered space are
only now moving into the deep waters of
the ancient mysteries ol the sea. North
American-Rockwell’s  occan-systems  divi-
sion developed a small research  sub-
marine that could become pmt of a
futuristic underwater oil-development svs-
tem. North American and  Mobil  Oil
jointly produced a 55.200,000 prototype
underwater  oil-pumping  station  that
can be serviced from a submarine. The
underwiner  oil-pumping  system,  built

under a ¢ylindrical structure, will permit
oil operations in the waters of the conti-
nental shell. Had such a system been
available in 1969, the blowout disaster
in the Santa Barbara Channel mighe
have been prevented.

I comtend, and I have inwoduccd
legislation in the Senare 1o back up my
contention. that all oil drilling in Fedar-
al waters in the channed should be halied
until we have perfeaed the wechnigue of
sca-bottom oil completions. We already
have much ol the know-how. We have
the scientists and engineers. We  lack
only the incentive and the determina-
tion. By forbidding Tarther oil exploit-
von of the outer continenwal shelf until
it can be accomplished pollution-tree,
my bill would supp!y both the incentive
(albeit a negative incentive of 1he loss
of industrial profits and Governmental
revenuesy and  the  determination (1o
regain hoth profits and revenues).

Lockheed Missiles and Space Compa-
ny, which got into occanwork through
its Poliris submarine and other under-
water delense svstems, has been
doing much marine experimentition. Its
Deep Quest submarine has been con-
ducting rescarch and rescue operations.
It salvaged. for example, the llight-log
tape recorder Irom a commercial-ainline
jet that crashed in the deep occan water
off Los Angeles in January 1959, en-
abling investigators o determine  the
cause of the accident. Lockheed has also
developed an ocean oil-pumping system
and is investigating methods ol mining
the valuable mangimese modules that
cover huge expanses ol the ocean floor.

Westinghouse Elecuric, General Elec
tric and a host of other companies also
are involved in occan-systems work of
one kind or another and 1o one degree
or another. But mst of the work s
merely exploratory and almost all of it
is vastly underfunded. Federal expendi-
tures for occanography in fiscal 1971
totaled S318.500.000. That's about the
cquivalent of seven days of winlare in
Vicinam when we were spending 28 bil-
lion dollars a year there defoliating the
countnyside,  destroying  villages  and
crushing helicopters in the jungles as
though they were dimestore tovs with
make-believe occupants.

Proponents of the SST argued that
many George Floreas could have been
cmployed if Congress had not voted 10
end Federal Tunding. T was among those
who voted against it I did so because |
believe the S is an unjustified acro-
waitic,  environmental  and  economic
gamble that neither the country nor the
aviation imdustry really needs.

Our rveal aviation necds
meet: faster access to and lrom airports;
fewer delays in Landings and take-olls;
greater flying salety, both at aivports and

aisn
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in mid-air; nonpolluting, quicter aircraft;
and. most notably, short-take-oft-and-
landing planes  (STOLs) capable of
feeding smaller and more conveniently
located airports.

STOL aircralt are capable of operat-
ing on 15300-foot runways. Such planes,
already being experimentally flown by
McDonnell-Douglas, could serve the 90
percent of our 11261 airporis that con-
ventonal jets, requiving  7500-10-10,000-
loot runways, cannot use. They could
relieve congestion at our major airports
by making short hauls w places not
served by the big jets. Short hauls, airline
exccutives have pointed out, are the real
meat amd potatoes of the business—not
flyving a few aflluent vavelers across the
ocean at supersonic specids.

We need greatly improved ground-to-
air waffic conrol and microwave Landing-
guidance systems, and we need high-speed.
nonpolluting  ground transportation  he-
tween airports and adjoining cities. Whi
air traveler hasn’t had the frustration of
being caught in car-bus jams on airport
streets. spending as much time fighting
trafthe and fumes on the ground as he
spends in the air?

Altermatives are available, A 200-mile-
an-hour overhead monorail  and  air-
cushion vehicles can be built. Systems
have been proposed for both Dulles Air-
port near Washington, D. C., and between
Los Angeles Airport and the San Fernan-
do Valley. But, again. Federal financing
has been hesitant, meager and late. Had
President Johnson, for example, decided
in 1965 1o put 5800,000.000 into des
g and subsidizing an air-cushion wain
—instead of the ill-fated and mglorious
S5T—he would have promoted a largely

pollution-free new  industry that today
would be employing tens ol thousands of
industrial and construction workers. And
though President Nixon, shortly alter he
took ofhce, announced that our cities
would need at least ten billion dollars
in Federal aid to meer their mass-transic
needs over the next 12 years, the bill
the Administration supported limited the
amount that could he obligated during the
st five years 1o just 3.1 billion dollars.

How [ar can that kind of money
stretch on a two-teone  Federal [city
matching basis (as the law proposes), in
light ol our needsr Not very L. San
Francisco has already spent 1.4 billion
dollars (93 percent ol it in local funds)
on its Bay Area Rapid Transit. Los An-
geles estimates 1t will cost 25 billion
dollars over the next eight years to meet
the transporttion needs ol its inner city
and New York puts its need at en bil-
lion dollars over the next hve vears.

T proposed giving the Department ol
Transportation immediate authority 1o
obligate the Federal Government up to
the full ten billion dollars, so our cities
would know for sure how much money
they could expect rom Washington in
the next decade and could move rapidly
ahead o meet their mass-transit needs.
My proposal won 24 Senate votes—not
enongh to win. I also proposed a mass
transit trust fund, similar to the high-
way trust fund that has made [reeway
construction so prolific. But 1 lost on
that, too. I intend to try again. however,
on both counts.

With the right kind ol Government
help. the aerospace industry could tackle
another  airtravel  problem—the  mon-
sttous noise that  plagues millions of

“My folks ave atheists. I'm afraid to tell
them I've hecome a Jesus freak.”

people who live and work under jet
landing  and take-ofl  paths. And it
could create more jobs in the process.
Through retrofitting—soundproofing ¢n-
gine nacelles and enlinging 1the size of
the engine’s exhaust outlets—jet noise
could be cut ar least in half. T have
introduced a bill that would require
that the neanr-2000 jer planes now in use
be renofitted by January 1. 1976, Based
on formulas prepared by the Aerospace
Industries Association, I estimate that il
my bill becomes law, 55.000 people will
be employed for two vears developing
and installing the retrofits, and these jobs
will generate another 57,000 jobs owside
acrospace. Hundreds of these jobs would
go 1o acrospace engineers presently col-
lecting food stamps and reading want ads,

Health and education svstems also are
ready targets for new elecironic, comput-
crized svstems. Medical-information  spe-
cialists believe the crisis i medical
care cannot be solved without quantum-
jump improvements in information  sys-
tems, using computer banks and video
matrix terminals (two-way  televisionlike
communication devices). Lockheed Mis-
siles and Space Company wt Sunnyvale
(Florea's old firm) designed and built 2
video-compurer medical-information sys-
tem for a hospital. utilizing space-age
communication devices. The system in-
volves computerized record keeping on
all patients and television devices that
Hash diagnostic and treatment informa-
tion to doctors and nurses.

Many education specialists  helieve
similar systems are needed to modernize
schools and improve individualized self-
teaching through mass-media techniques
—primarily television and computers.

The makers of the weapons of mass
death have, ivonically, considerable ca-
pacity to perfect and produce nonlethal
weipons, ones that could help civilian
police reduce the unpleasantess ol
some of their mnpleasant work and, ot
the same time, vastly inarease their abil-
ity to maintain law and order—justly.
Becwse of the general unavailability of
clfective nonlethal  devices, police often
lave difhculty dealing adequately  with
civil disorders in which the use ol deadly
force may be uncalled lor or stopping a
lugitive or responding 1w an attack for
fear of shooting bystanders.

Police also need flexible, effective and
quickly available protective equipment
to shield them from bodily harm during
the performance ol their duty. In many
instances ol so-called overrcaction, Law-
enforeement officers are, in fact, reacting
to real or imagined threats wo their lives.,
A policeman or a deputy who doesn’t
feel his life is in imminent jeopardy is
betier able o keep his cool and act in a
restrained, professional manner.

The Ground Systems Group of Hughes
Airaraflt. Company recently completed a
detailed design for a 545,000,000 com-
mand-control communications system for




the Los Angeles Police Department that
may revolutionize policework. A digital
radio wtransmitter in cach paurol car is
connected 1o computer termimals and en-
ables the policeman to obtain immediate
data on suspects. stolen cirs amd other
missing property. By means of broadcast
radio signals, every car is automatically
tracked by computers. Dispatchers  are
able to spot car locations instantly on
clectronic maps and cach policeman has
an emergencyv-rigger device in his pocket
to use il he is in wouble away lrom his
car. The trigger, a uny transmitter, broad-
casts an SOS signal through the car
radio. This centralized computer-auto-
mated dispatch center can cut down by
an estimated 62 percent the time 1t takes
to get a patvol car 10 the scene of a
crime or an accident.

The scientists and engineers who de-
signed and built the marvelously intri-
cate systems lor the Saturn rocket and the
Apollo missions recognize that the same
techniques can be applied to overcoming
the
health, education. crime and pollution.,
Many of us in the Government see the
possibilities, too.

Why don’t we get on with it? All of those
systems and more could be built with the
help of the 85.000 unemploved Floreas,
whose precious time and alent are going
to waste. We have the manpower, the
technology, the plant equipment and the

problems of mass uwrban transit

know-how. But diversificution isn't easy
in a depressed cconomy.

In a well-intentioned but sadly mis-
directed effort to combat inllation, the
President deliberately set out to cool the
economy (a rather dubious objecuve. by
the way. for the millions who live on the
edze of unemplovinent or underemploy-
ment. for whom the economy wisn’t so
hot to begin with). His fiscal and mone-
tary policies all too obviously didn’t
deflate our continuing inflation. Bute he
did succeed in raising unemployment to
a ten-year high (the highest since 1959
in Calilornia), in driving homes out ol
the reach of most middle- and even upper-
middle-income amilies and in throttling
down the economy.

The Administration has  consistently
thwarted Congressional ¢lforts 1o reverse
this deplorable state of alfairs. Perhaps
the most egregious example is the frecze
that the Office of Management
Budget placed on 12 billion dollars Con-
gress had appropriated in 1970 for do-
mestic needs ranging from health services,
mental health, education and economic
development to urban renewal, reclama-
tion, housing and model cties. I estimate
that at least 1.613 billion dollius of these
job-stimulating [unds would have gone
into engineering and science-related fields.

By the end of 1971, 12 billion dollars
appropriated by Congress for various do-
mestic programs still had not been spent

and

by Mpr. Nixon. In hopes ol breaking some
ol this money loose—and to dramatize the
paradox of our spending 2.6 billion dol-
lars in military and economic aid overseas
while retrenching here at home—the Sen-
ate amended the foreign-aid bill just be-
fore Christmas recess to require that the
Administration spend 2.268 billion dollars
of those impounded funds: 171 billion
dollars Tor the Department ol Housing
and Urban Development;  S429,000,000
for the Department of Agriculture, includ
ing  SH6,000,000 for water and sewer
projects in communities of under 500,000:
and $131,000,000 for the Department ol
Health, Fducation and Wellare.

Thousands of jobs could be created for
uncmployed acrospace and defense work-
ers with the release of frozen appropria-
tions. such as S10,000,000 for the National
Science Foundation, $20.000,000 for the
National Aecronautics and Space Adminis-
tration, $13.000,000 for the Corps ol Eun-
gincers and S170.000,000 for the Atomic
Encrev Commission. Government econo-
mists estimate that for every billion dol-
lars spent by the Federal Government,
70,000 jobs are created. Thus, release of
those 12 billion dollars would ]er'id(' jobs
for 810,000 unemployed Americans.

Our priorities must be to:

1. Restore economic growth and [ull em-
ployment, with expanding opportunities

(concluded on page 165)
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BETTY DODSON ¢t/ art of loving

CRITICS OF WOMEN'S LIB customarily bemoan the hostliny they
encounter among movement women. Not enough of these
critics know about Benty Dodson—crotic artist, Teminist and
sexual libertarian. There ave those who see a contradiction
in leminism and good sexual relationships with men: but
to Dodson that’s survival. Her outspoken embrace of hetero-
sexuality has angered some of her sisters, causing Dodson 1o
reply, “I'm not exactly going steady with [eminism.” She calls
her Life style—which now incdudes a 13-amember “sexual family™
—her explorition ol “expanded intimacy.” But it ook time—in
vears and emotional changes—io put it all ogether: her femi
nism, her sexual atttudes and her vocation as artist. Born in
Wichita, Kansas, in 1929, Dodson worked there as a newspaper
artist until moving o New York in 1950, Scholarships wok her
through the Art Students League and the National Academy;
alterwand, she spenc a year painting in Paris. Back in New York
she manried, and painting during those five vears was subordi
nated 1o housckeeping. Not pleased with thar life nor with
monogamy. she gave up both. retwrned 1o her orale and had
her fivst one-woman show in 1968w New York's Wickersham
Gallery. The  paintings—which  glovily  sexuality,  including
masturbation-—made some oritics uptight, but uot the pubhc,
which loved them. Though advertising was mindy by word ol
mouth, 8000 people attended the exhibition during its two-week
run, and Dodson sold hall of the pictures. She is now consider
ing offers lor shows in Amsterdam, London and Los Angeles,
Recent projects include serving as a judge at the second Wey
Dream Film Festival in Amsterdam, an international gathering
ol the porn underground. and working as a telephone volunteer
for the Community Sex Inlormation Service, a New York hot
line for people seeking help with sex problems. “Relating to the
world as a sex-positive person, as a sexually expressive woman
and as i painter—that’s where it's at for me. Dig it?” We do.




A. CECIL WILLIAMS people’s preacher

SINCE THE FIFTIES. the Bay Area has generated enoungh styles of
radical wave making to qualily as capital of the counterculture.
If that culture had an archbishop, it would undoubtedly be the
Reverend A, Cecil Williams of San Francisco’s Glide Memorial
Church. Since hecoming Glide’s Minister of Involvement and
Celebration in 1966, he has set that Tenderloin chapel on its
ear, redesigning irs entire format o indude multimedia, jazz
and jive-talking sexmons on such subjects as “Quotations [rom
Chairman Jesus™ and “Ooo-ceee!'—I1 Feel So Good!™ The 42
year-old Williams is no stranger to controversy. By the time the
Texan (Irom San Angelo) was 23, he was determined 1o study for
the ministryat the all-white Perkins School of Theology at South-
ern Methodist University in Dallas—and soon hecame one ol
the first blacks o be admitted there [ull time. Aher graduaion.
hie and his wite, Evelyn, moved 1o San Francisco, where Williams
fellowed at the Pacific School ol Religion in Berkeley, while
Evelyn studied piano o San Francisco State, “While there T dis-
covered the need Tor inding a new Linguage.” he says. “hecause
what people want now is not salvation but liberation.” Appar
ently his corrent congregation agrees. When Williams went o
Glide in 1964, the Sunday services seldom drvew more than 2100:
today nearly 4000 aend. “We've got every kind ol gronp com-
ing.” he assents, “Blicks, whites, hrowns, reds. yellows. pimps,
prostitutes, gavs. even Jesus Ireaks”” Hip, flip and sassy. Wil
limms exhorts his people w acts thar incar the wrath ol evervone
from fellow devics o Governor Reagan. I helieve in serious
conlrontation.” he declares; and to practice his pl‘c:l('hnu-ms, he
lus pickered with siviking students ar San Frandisco State,
holed up with Black Panthers when they [eared an imminent
vaid and is now serving as spivitual advisor 1o conspiracy
codefendants Angela Davis and Ruchell Magee. 1 am as non-
violent as anyone will let me be.” the veverend sighs, “hur
Il risk acting on my instincts. H that’s heresy, so be it Amen.

CARLY SIMON doing it her way

e Lyeics of her frse hic single, That's the Way Poe Always
Heard 1t Should Be, 1ell the story of a girl who questions the
way love always secems to shape itsell ino a weary progression ol
marriage, kids and splivlevels. Then, i the end ol the song, the
girl sighs resignedly o her lover: "Wl marry.”™ Bue the line
hangs, dangling. imd you don’t really know if she'll submit
to the conventional arrangement or finally assert hersell.
There is no similar uncertainty abont the singer ol the
song. 26-year-old Carly Simon. She is emphatically her own
person, so much so that her cueer as a solo perlormer—she
had sung for a bricl time with a sister as one of The Simou
Sisters—was nearly shelved. I had  some  experiences that
made me think this business was all hype and full of people
looking only to exploit you.” So the New York City native
stopped singing anel, although she didn't need o worry abow
where to find a square meal (her [ather founded Simon %
Schuster publishers). she mried a variety ol jabs, from the let-
ters department it Newsiweel 1o writing commercial lead-ins
for a TV producer. Then. in the late Sixtres, she met writer-
critic Jacob Brackman, who soon began mging her oy
singing again. The vesult, a year ago. was the album from
which That's the Way came. Tollowed shordy by her elub
debut at the Troubadour in Los Angeles. Crities were both
enthused and perplexed as they aried o define Carly's singing
style, which roams [rom lilting 10 soulful and cludes sim-
ple labels. 1 sing love songs,” she explains. “Sometimes
they're about physical love, somerimes they're more cercbral.”
(She writes most of them hersell, with Brackman providing
the lyrics.) Now she has a second album, Anticipation, and
is planuing o cub schedule. 1 enjoy performing live now,
but at first T was [rightened. When 1 sang with my sister,
there was at least one other person to help me out. Now
I'm on my own.” But for Carly, that's the way it has to be.
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AEROSHCED OUT (continued from page 165)

for everybody and with full consideri-
tion for the protection and preservation
of our environment.

2. End our debilitating inflation by
ending its primary cause: the cruclly
immoral Vietnam war that has bled our
youth, split our country and cost us
more than 120 billion dollars.

3. Halt the unspeakably dangerous,
unbelievably expensive nuclear-arms race
that will one day destroy us and the Sovier
Union hnancially if we don’t first destroy
sach other physically.

We both keep pouring millions upon
millions ol dollars  into  ever-more-
monstrous  systems ol destruction,  even
though we already possess enough weap-
ons to wipe cach other out several times
over. It doesn’t make sense. And it
doesn’'t make for national  secuvity.
Quite the reverse. The danger ol an
imtentional or accidental atack  grows
with each provocative deployment and
ceunterdeployment. Fear, suspicion and
a treacherous sense ol insecurity  are
the self-deleating  consequences of  the
nuclear-irms  build-up, together with a

staggering waste ol the natural vesources
and human talents we so desperately
need to put o better use.

The Administration’s  proposed  de-
fense budgen lTor fiscal 1972 calls lor 76
billion dollars, some one to two billion
do!lars more than was spent in fscal
1971. Not an encouraging sign, but I
hope 10 help see to it that the figure is
substantially lower by the time Congress
gets through working the budget over. [
was pleased to note that the new budget
calls for a S700.000.000 increase in mili-
tary research and development, the first
such big jump in several years. 1 look
upon research and development as an
insurance policy for national security. Tt
cuts lead time on producing essential
new weapons when production is legiti-
mately called for and enables us to
avoid pm(lllcing weapons |u'cm:|lm‘t:l)'
and deploying them out of {ear.

I also believe that defenseresearch
funds should not be limited to military
purposes. I have urged the Armned Services
Committee to allow delense contractors o
use basicrescarch funds supplied by the

“Well, Senator, at least we found oul what
American youth is thinking.”

Government to diversily their operations
to meet the domestic needs they are
particularly qualified o handle.

We are wasting precious time looking
for ways to motivate acrospace and de-
fense industries to diversily. There's no
big secret in how to redirect American
space and arms production into domes-
tic channels. The Government, i part-
nership  with  private  induostry.  must
mike the switch profitable; American
capitalists and labor will do the vest,

First. the Government must put its
prioritics in proper order, so that press-
ing needs such as housing, cducation,
health, mass transit and pollution con-
trol arc placed ahead ol highting wars,
piling up provocative missiles, nancng
dictatorial foreign governments and build-
ing unwanted supersonic gewgiaws.

Next, the Government must back up
those priovities with substantinl stms ol
money, not token amounts that finance a
few timid. wentative steps but money on
the massive order of what we normally
spend on ABMs and MIRVs and space
shots without blinking an eye.

Finally, the Government should let
contritcts. We need o oreate a cen-
tral source of Federal funding and con-
tracting that can do for our domestic
priorities the kind ol job the Depart
ment of Delense has done for delense
and NASA has done for space. There
is a huge. unmer market demand lor
peacetime goods and servicss in our
crowded schools and crime-infesied cities,
in our urban ghettos and vural slums
and in our understaffed hospitals and
on our polluted heeways. We need 1o
infuse money into those markets, so that
their needs will have behind them the
ring of hard cash that private industry
can hear.

Unhappily. we still have not defined
our basic goals as a nation. As a resule
of not being sure of where we want 1o
go, we have only the foggiest notions
of how to get there, or anywhere. The
American system is notorious for its lack
of over-all planning. with the momentary
demands of the marker and of the clec
torate determining our cconomic and
political directions. That method has its
obvious drawbacks: methaency,
stumbling from crisis to crisis.

But it also has a great advantage:
freedom. Human affairvs are oo diverse
and unorganized 1o be divected tidily
from the top. Governmental institutions
should encourage diversity, not stille it
in regimentation.

But diversity and individuality need
not mean social chaos. People can have
common goils and universal needs as
well as personal ambitions and individu-
al desires. Indeed, man thrives best
when he has a clear sense of direction,
for both himsell and his socicty.

waste,




PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

the next generation of radicals. That's
why so many kids woday sneer at their
parents as cop-out artists, and  they're
right.

The saddest thing is thae if liberals

and radicals had just held a united
front against McCarthy, they could have
stopped him cold. I yemember 1n the
carly Filties his comminee caume to see
me; they told me thae if 1 didn’t supply
them with lists ol names ol people I'd
known, they'd subpocna me and Mc
Carthy would destroy my reputation. I
just laughed in their faces, and belore 1
threw ‘em out 1 said, “Repuation?
What veputation? You think 1 give a
damn about my reputation? Call me as
4 witness:  you won't ger any Fifth
Amendment  [rom me. He can  force
me to answer yes and no, but once 1 get
out into the corridor with the press,
then he can’t stop me from  talking
about the way he courted Communist
support  lor  his Senate  hght  against
La Follete in "6, "Tell McCarthy 10 go
to hiell.” They had come in all arvogant,
expecting me o aawl and beg, but
when they lele they were really white-
faced and shook up. I continued organ-
izing throughout the Filtics without any
trouble Irom Washington, although I
caught a lot of fluk Irom local police in
the communities where I was working.
PLAYBOY: What was your major orgamniza-
tional effort ol this period?
ALINSKY: The Woodlawn district of Chi-
cago, which wis a black ghetto every bit
as bad as Back of the Yards had been in
the Thirties. In 1938, a group of black
leaders came to me and expliined how
desperate conditions were in Woodlawn
and asked our help in organizing the com-
munity. At fivst. I hesitated; we had our
hands full ac the time, and besides, 1'd
never organized a black slum before and
I was afraid my white skin might prove
an insurmountable handicap. Friends of
mine in the civil rights movement who
knew I was considering the idea wld me
o lorget it; nobody could organize Wood-
Iawn; the place made Harlem look like
Grosse Pointe; it was impossible. But
there was only one way to find out: Try
it. So the decision was go.

At first, it did look as if my whiteness
might be a major obstacle, but then, as
always, the good old establishment came
to my rescue. The University ot Chicago,
which comtrolled huge hunks ol real
estate in the area, was trying to push
through an urban-renewal program that
would have driven out thousands of
Woodlawn  residents and made  their
property available for highly profitable
real-estate development, which naturally
made the Ul of C. a umiversally hated
and feared institution i Woodlawn, The
saying in the ghetto then was “Urban
renewal means Negro removal.”

(continued from page 150)

Once I announced my intentions to
organize  Woodlawn, the man in the
street looked on me as just another
white do-gooder. All the university need-
cd o do 10 knock out ol action
cifectively was to issue a statement wel-
coming me o the neighborhood and
hailing me as an illustrious alumunus.
Instead, their spokesmen  blasted  hell
out of me as a dangerous and irresponsi-
ble outside agnator, and all the Chicago
papers  picked up the cue and de-
nounced me as a kind ol later-day Auila
the Hun. Oft the record, the university
was charging that I was lunded by the
Catholic Church and the Matia! Crazy.
Well, this was great; right away, people
in. Woodlawn began to say, “Christ, this
guy must not only be OK, he must have
something on them il he bugs those
bastards so much,” and they became
receplive to our organizing pitch.

Anyway, we quickly gained the sup-
port of all the Catholic and Protestant
churches i the arca and within a few
months we had the overwhelming major-
ity of the community solidly behind us
and actively participating in our pro-
grams. Incidentally, my leading organiz-
er at the time was Nicholas von Hothman,
who has since become a writer and is
now with The Washington Post. Nick's
contribution was crucial. We picketed,
protested, boycotted and applied politi-
al and cconomic pressure against local
slumlords and exploitive merchants, the
University of Chicago and the political
machine of Mavor Daley—and we won.

mec

We stopped the urban-renewal program;
we Liunched a massive voter-registration
drive lor political power; we forced the
city to improve substandard housing and
to build new low-cost public housing:
we won representation on decision-
nitking bodies like the school board and
anti-poverty agencies; we got Lnge-scale
job-training programs going; we brought
about nujor improvememts in o sania-
tion, public health and police procedures,
The Woodlawn Organization became the
first community group not only to plan
its own urban venewal but, even more
important, to control the letting ol con-
racts to building contractors; this meant
that unless the contractors provided jobs
for blacks, they wouldn't get the contracts.
It was wouching to sce how competing
contractors suddenly discovered the prin-
ciples of brotherhood and racial equality.

Once TWO had proved itsell as a
potent political and economic foree, it
wis recognized even by Mayor Daley,
although he wied to undercut it by
channeling  hundreds ol thousands ol
Federal anti-poverty dollars to “sale”
projects; Daley has always wanted—and
gotten—all  Federal money  disbursed
through City Hall w his own house-
broken political  hacks.  But  perhaps
our most important accomplishment in
Woodlawn was intangible; by building a
mass  power organization, we gave the
people a sense ol identity and pride.
After living in squalor and despair for
generations,  they  suddenly  discovered
the unity and resolve to score viclories
over their enemies, to take their lives
back into their own hands and control

“Hello, there!”
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their own  destinies. 'We  didn’t solve
all their problems overnight, but we
showed them that those problems could
be solved through their own dedication
and their own indigenous black leader-
ship. When we entered Woodlawn, it
was a decaying, hopeless ghetto: when we
left, it was a highting, united community.
PLAYBOY: Were the tactics you employed
in Woodlawn dilferent [rom those you
would have used in a white slum?
ALINSKY: Race doesn't really make that
much difference. All tactics means s
doing what you can with what you have.
Just like in Back of the Yards, we had
no money at our disposal in Woodlawn,
but we had plenty of people ready and
willing to put themselves on the line,
and their bodies became our greatest
asset. At one point in the Woodlawn
fight, we were trying 10 get Chicigo's big
department stores to give jobs 10 blacks.
A few complied, but one of the largest
stores in the city—and one of the largest
in the country—refused to alter its hir-
ing practices and wouldn't even mect
with us. We thought of mass picketing,
but by now that had become a rather
stale and [amiliar tactic, and we didn't
think it would have much of an impact
on this particular store. Now, one ol my
basic tactical principles is that the threat
15 often move elfeaiive than the tactic
isell, as long as the power structure
knows you have the power and the will
W execute it; you can't get anywhere
bluthng in this game, but you can psych
out your opponent with the right stracegy.
Anyway, we devised our tactic for this
particular department store. Every Sat-
urday, the busiest shopping day of the
week, we decided to charer buses and
bring approximately 3000 blacks from
Woodlawn o this downtown store, all
dressed up in their Sunday best. Now, you
put 3000 blacks on the Hoor of a store,
even a store this big, and the color of
the entre store suddenly changes: Any
white coming through the revolving doors
will suddenly think he's i Alrica. So
they'd lose a lot of their white trade
right then and there. Bug that was only
the beginming. For poor prople, shop-
ping is a ume-consuming business, be-
cause cconomy 1s paramount and they're
constantly comparing  and  evaluating
prices and quality, This would mean that
at every counter you'd have groups ol
blacks closely serutinizing the merchan-
dise and asking the salesgirl intermina-
ble questions. And needless o say, none
ol our people would buy a single item
of merchandise! You'd have a situation
where one group would tie up the shirt
counter and move on to the underwear
counter, while the  group previously
occupying the underwear counter would
take over the shirt depariment. And
everybody would be very pleasant and

170 polite, ol course; alter all, who was to

say they weren’t bona-fide potential cus-
tomers? This procedure would be fol-
lowed until one hour belore  closing
time, when our people would begin buy-
ing everything in sight 10 be delivered
C. 0. D. This would tic up delivery serv-
ice for a minimum of wo days, with
additional heavy costs and administra-
tive problems, since all the merchandise
would be refused upon delivery.

With the plan set, we leaked it to one
of the stool pigeons every radical organi-
zation needs as a conduit of carelully
selected information to the opposition,
and the result was immediate. The day
after we paid the deposit for the
chartered  buses, 1he  deparumentstore
management called us and gave in to all
our demands; overnight, they opened up
nearly 200 jobs for biacks on both the
sales and executive levels, and the re-
maining holdout stores quickly followed
their lead. We'd won completely, and
through a tactic that, if implemented,
would be perlectly legal and irresistible.
Thousands of people would have been
“shopping” and the police would have
been  powerless to  interfere.  What's
more, the whole thing would have been
damned good fun, an exditing outing
and a release from the drab monotony
of gheuo life. So this simple  tactic
encompassed  all the elements of good
organization—imagination, legality, ex-
citement and, above all. effectiveness.
PLAYBOY: And coercion,

AUNSKY: No, not cocrcion—popular pres-
sure in the democratic tradition. People
don’t get opportunity or freedom or
equality or dignity as an act of chavity;
they have 1o hght for it, force it out
of the establishment. This liberal cliché
about reconciliation of opposing lorces is a
load of erap. Reconciliation means just
one thing: When one side gets enough
power, then the other side gets recon-
ciled 10 it. That's where you need or-
ganization—{irst o compel neessions
and then 1o make swre the other side
delivers. I you're 100 delicate to exert
the necessary pressures on the  power
structure, then you might as well get out
of the ball park. This was the faial
mistake the white liberals made, relying
on altruism as an instument of social
change. That's just sclf-delusion. No issue
i be negotated unless you first have
the dout 1o compel negotiation.

PLAYBOY: This emphasis on conilict and
power led Philip M. Hauser, former chair-
man of the University of Chicago's De-
partment ol Sociology, 10 say at the
time of your Woodliwn struggle 1hat
any black who follows you “may be the
victim of a auel, even il unimended,
hoax . . . [because] the methods by which
[Alinsky] organized TWO may actually
have impeded the achievement ol con-
sensus and thus delaved the attaiing of
Woodlawn’s objectives.” How would you
respond to him?

ALINSKY: T think the record of Woad-
lawn’s evolution refutes it more convine
ingly than I could with words. In fact, 1
strongly doubt Hauser would say the
same thing oday; the university is now
proud of TWO and fully reconciled to
its goals. But apart Irom the specilic
criticism, this general [ear of conflict
and emphasis on consensus and accom-
modition is typical academic drivel.
How do vou ever arrive at consensus
before you have conflict? In fact, of
course, corflict 15 the vital core ol an
open society; if you were going to ex-
press democracy in a musical score, your
major theme would be the harmony of
dissonance.  All change means  move-
ment. movement means Iriction and [ric
ton means heat. You'll find consensus
only in a totalitarian state, Communist
or [ascist.

My opposition to consensus politics,
however, doesn’t mean I'm opposed to
compromise; just the opposite. In the
world as it is, no victory is ever abso-
lute; but in the world as it is, the right
things also invariably get done for the
wrong reasons. We didn’'t win in Wood-
lawn because the establishment sudden-
ly experienced a moral revelation and
threw open its arms to blacks; we won
because we backed them into a corner
and kept them there until they decided
it would be less expensive and less dan-
gerous  to surrender o our  demands
than 10 continue the hght. I remember
that during the height of our Woodlawn
effort, I auended a luncheon with a
number ol presidents of major corpora-
tions who wuamed to “know their ene-
my.” One of them said 10 me, “Saul, you
seem like a nice guy personally, but why
do you see everything only in terms of
power and conflict rather than from the
point of view ol good will and reason
and  cooperation?” I told him, “Look,
when you and your corporation ap-
proach competing corporations in terms
of good will. reason and  cooperation
instead ol going lor the jugular, then 1’1l
follow your lead.” There was a long
silence at the wable, and the subject was
dropped.

PLAYBOY: But can’t your conllict tactics
exacerbate a dispute o a point where
i's no longer susceptible to a compro-
mise solution?

ALINSKY: No, we gituge our tactics very
carclully in that respect. Not only are
all of our most effective tactics complete-
ly nonviolent but very often the mere
threit of them is enough to bring the
encmy to s knees. Let me give you
another example. In 1964, an election
year, the Daley machine was starting to
back out ol some of its earlier commit-
ments to TWO in the belief that the
stecam had gone out of the movement
and we no longer constituted a potent
political threat. We had 1o prove Daley
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was wrong, and fast, particularly since
we couldn’t support Goldwater, which
boxed us in politically. So we decided to
move away from the wraditional political
arena and strike at Daley personally.
The most elfective way to do this wasn’t
1o publicly denounce or picket him, but
1o create a situation in which he would
become a figure of natonwide ridicule.
Now, O'Hare Airport in Chicago, the
busiest airport in the world, is Mayor
Daley's pride and joy, both his personal
toy and the visible symbol of his city’s
status and importance. If the least little
thing went wrong at O'Hare and Daley
heard about it, he was [urious and
would burn up the phone lines to his
commissioners  until  the  situation
corrected. So we knew that was the place
to get at him. But how? Even if we
massed huge numbers of pickets, they'd
be virtually lost in the thousands of
passengers  swarming  through  O'Hare's
terminals. So we devised a new tactic.
Picture yoursell for a moment on a
typical jet flight. The stewardess has
served you your drinks and lunch or
dinner, and alterwards the odds are

Wels

CoeHram:

vou'll feel like going 1o the john. But
this 15 uwsually awkward because  your
seat and those of the people sitting next
10 you are blocked by wrays, so you wait
until they're removed. Bui by then the
people dosest 1o the lavatories  have
got up and the occurien signs are on. So
you wait a few more minues and, more
often than not, by the time the johns
are vacant, the FASTEN SEAT BELTS signs
on, so you decide to wait until
landing and then use one of the termi-
nal restrooms. You can see this process
in action il you watch the passenger gate
at any landing airplane. It looks like al-
most hall the debarking passengers make
a beeline for the lavatories.

Here's where we came in. Some ol our
people went out to the airport and
made a comprehensive intelligence study
of how many sit-down pay wilets and
stand-up urinals there were in the whole
O'Hare complex and how many men
and women we'd need lor the country's
first “shit-in.” It turned out we'd require
about 2500 people, which was no prob-
fem for TWO. For the sit-down toilets,
our people would just put in their dimes

dare

“A Dbird i the hand s worth two in
the bush, Randall, but as I remember it, a chicken on the
head isn’t worth a damn thing.”

and prepare o wait it out: we arranged
lor them 1o bring box lunches and read-
g material along o help pass the time.
What were desperate passengers  going
to do—knock the cubide down
and demand evidence of legitimate occu-
pancy? This meant that the ladies™ lava-
tories  could he  completely  occupied;
in the men's, we'd take cre of the pay
oilets and then have lloating  groups
moving from one urinal 10 another,
positioning themsclves lour or five deep
and standing there for ive minutes be-
fore being relicved by a co-conspirator,
at which time they would pass on to
another rest room. Once again, what's
some poor sap at the end of the line
going to say: “Hey, pal, you're taking oo
long 10 piss™?

Now, imagine for a sccond the cata-
strophic  consequences ol this  tactic.
Constipated and bladder-bloated passen-
gers would mill about the cormdors in
anguish and  desperation, longing for
a place to relieve themselves. O'Hare
would become a shambles! You can
imagine the national and international
ridicule and laughter the siory would
create. It would probably make the
front page of the London Times. And
who would be more mortified than May-
or Daley?

PLAYBOY: Why did your shit-in never take
place?

ALINSKY: What happened was that once
again we leaked the news—excuse me, a
IFreudian slip—to an informer for the
city administration, ind the reaction wis
mstantancous. The next day, the leaders
of TWO were called down to City Hall
for a conference with Daley's aides, and
informed that they certainly had every
intention in the world of carrying out
their commitments and they could never
understand  how anyone got the idea
that Mayor Daley would ever break a
promise. There were warm handshakes
all around, the city lived up to its word,
and  that was the end ol our shit-in.
Most of Woodlawn's members  don't
know how close they came 1o making
history.

PLAYBOY: No one could accuse you of
orthodoxy in your tactics.

ALINSKY: Well. quite seriously, the c¢s-
sence of successful tactics is originality.
For one thing. it keeps your people
from getting boved; any tactic that drags
on 1o long becomes a drag isell. No
matter how burning the injustice and
how militant your supporters, people
will get wirned off by repetitious and
conventional tactics. Your opposition also
learns what w0 expect and how o
ncutralize you unless you're constanily
devising new strategics. 1 knew the day
ol the sit-in had ended when an execu-
tive ol a major corporition with impor-
tant mility contracts showed me the

door



blucprints  for its  lavish new head-
quarters. “And here,” he said, pointing
out @ spacious room, “‘is our sit-in hall,
We've got plenty of comfortable chairs,
two coffee machines s lots o maga-
rines and newspapers. Wl just usher
them in and let them stay as long as they
want.” No, il vou're going to get any-
where, you've got to be constantly in-
venting new and better tctics. When
we couldn’t get adequate garbage collec-
tion in one black community—because
the city said it didn’t have the moneyv—
we cooperated with the city by collect-
ing all our gwrbage inmo trucks and
dumping it onto the lawn of the area’s
alderman. Regular garbage pickup start
ed within 48 hours.

On another occasion. when Daley was
dragging his heels on building violations
and health procedures, we threatened o
unload a thousand live rats on the steps
ol city hall. Sort of a share-the-rats pro-
gram, a form of integration. Daley got
the message, and we got what we want-
ed. Such tactics didn't win us any popu-
larity contests. but they worked and, as a
result, the living conditons of Wood-
lawn  residents  improved  considerably.
Woodlawn is the one black arca of Chi-
cago that has never exploded into racial
violence, even during the widespread up-
risings following M:rtin Luther King's
assassination. The reason isn't that their
lives are idyllic, but simply that the
people finally have a sense ol power and
achievement, a feeling that this com-
munity is theirs and they're going some-
where with 1t, however slow and arduous
the progress. People burn down  their
prisons, not their homes.

PLAYBOY: What was vour next organiz-
tional target alter Woodlawn?

ALINSKY: | kept my fingers in a number
ol pics throughout the Sixtics, organis-
ing community-action groups in  the
black slums ol Kansas City and Bulfalo.
and sponsoring and  funding the Com-
munity Service Ovganization ol Mexi-
am-Americins in California, which was
led by our West Coast organizer at the
time, Fred Ross. The stall we organized
and trained then mcluded Cesar Chavez
and Dolores Huerta, But my next major
battle occurred in Rochester, New York.,
the home ol Eastmim Kodak—or maybe
I should say Eastman Kodak. the home
ol Rochester. New York, Rochester is a
classic company 1own, owned lock, stock
and barvel by Kodak: it's a Sowthern
plantation  vansplamed 10 the North,
and  Rodak's sell-righteous  paternalism
makes benevolent  fewdalism  look  like
participatory democracy. 1T call it Smug-
town, U5 A But in mid-1964 that smug-
ness was jolted by a bloody race riot
that resulied in widespread  burnings,
injuries and  deaths. The city's  black
minority, casually exploited by Kodak,

“The first ones there grab all the goodies, right? I say
to hell with the Ninia and the Pinta.”

finally exploded in a way that almost
destroyed  the city, and  the National
Guard had 1o be clled in 10 suppress
the uprising,

In the altermath of the riots, the Roch-
ester Area Council of Churches, a predsm-
inantly white body ol liberal clergymen,
invited us in 10 organize the black com-
munity and agreed to pay all our ex
penses. We said they didn’t speak for the
hlacks and we wouldn’t come in unless we
were mvited in by the black community
itsell. At first, there seemed little interest
in the gheto, but once again the old reli-
able establishmernt came o the rescue
and, by overteacting. cut its own throat,
The minute the invitation was made
public. the own's power structure ex-
ploded in paroxysms of rage. The mayor
joined the cty's two newspapers. hoth
part of the conservative Gannett chain.
in denouncing me as a subversive hate-
monger:  radio  station WHANM  deliv-
cred oneminute editorial drades against
me i old the ministers who'd invite:d
me that [rom now on they'd have to pay
[er their previously Iree Sunday-morning
air time. A sculement house thar had
pledged its support 1o us was promptly
informed by the Community Chest that
its funds would be cut off if it went
ahead; the board retracted its support,
with  several  members  resigning.  The
establishment acted as i the Golden
Horde of Genghis Khan was camped on
its doorsiep.

Il you listened to the public com-
ments, you'd have thought I spent my
spare tme feeding poisoned  Milk-Bones

to sccing-eye dogs. It was the nicest
thing they could have donc for me, of
course. Overnight, the black community
broke out of its apathy and started clam-
oring lor us to come in: as one black
told me later, “I just wanted to see
somehody who could [reak those moth-
crs out like that.” Black civil rights
leaders, local block  organiztions and
ministers plus 15,000 individuals signed
petitions asking me 1o come 1, and with
that kind ol support 1 knew we were roll-
ing. 1 assigned my associate, Ed Chambers,
as chief organizer in Rochester, and pre
pared 1o visit the city mysell once his
clforts were under way.,
PLAYBOY: Was vour reception as hostile
as your advance publicity?
ALINSKY: Oh, yeah. 1 wasn't disappoint
ed. I think they would have quarantined
me at the airport il they could have,
When I got ol the plane, a bunch of
local veporters were waiting for me,
keeping the same distance as tourists in
a leper colony. 1 remember one of them
asking me what right [ had to start
“meddling” in o the black community
alter evervthing Kodak had done  Tor
“them™ and Ireplied: “Aaybe I'm unin-
formed. but as tar as T know the only
thing Kodak has done on the race issue
in America is to introduce color film.”
My refationship with Kodak was to re-
matin on that plane.
PLAYBOY: How did vou organize Roches-
ter’s black communiry?
ALINSKY: With the assistance of a dynamnic
local black leader, the Reverend Franklin
(continued on page 176)
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people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

ROOM SERVICE,
TWO BAGS OF
BUTTERED
POPCORN, PLEASE

‘Within the next few months,
travelers checking into hotels
and motels in a number of
cities across the country will

be able to turn on the tube,
jump into bed and watch a
recently released full-length
color motion picture while a
computer bills their room for
two or three dollars, depending
on show time. The system,
which operates on closed-circuit
video tapes, is currently being
marketed by several companies,
including Computer Cinema
and Trans-World Productions,
a division of Columbia
Pictures. Now how about
supplying a portable video-tape
recorder that’s all ready

for instant replay?

e

KNIGHT CLUB
Want to know how to joust, construct chain
mail or concoct medieval herbal remedies?
Join The Society for Creative Anachronism.

Started at Berkeley in 1966,
it now boasts branches in 14 states

and sponsors tourneys and other events
designed to re-create the culture
of pre-17th Century Europe.

BLINK THOSE BONES

Con artists, tinhorns and crooked crap-
shooters of the world, your loaded ivories
have just become obsolete. Abercrombie &
Fitch is selling for $39.95 a battery-powered
device that simulates the roll of two

dice. Once you've flicked the pLAY button,
the unit randomly selects two lights

and, presto! There is your cheat-free roll.
OK, Hal, its your turn to shoot.

SOMETHING TO HOWL ABOUT

So you're the miimero uno used-car dealer in Los Angeles. And
there’s this widow named Yvonne whom you're gone on, see. But
she's got these spooky kids; the daughter has a thing for shoving
geriatric dentists out open windows and the son's a bloody vam-
pire. Now, the fact that your beloved scems to have been married
to a werewolf doesn’t faze you. But those kids, they're impossi-
ble; and Yvonne won't agree 1o marriage unless the two little
weirdos are part of the bargam. Is this the plot of Ralph Williamns
Meets the Munsters? No, but it is the story line of Sidney and
the Werewolf’'s Widow, a new play by Bill (The Owl and the
Pussycat) Manhoff, which opens on Broadway later this year.
Geraldine Page and Telly Savalas will play the leading roles,

but be forewarned—all silver bullets will be checked at the door.
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DIVORCE,
DOMINICAN STYLE

If you and your mate feel
plain lousy, there’s {ast,
fast, fast relief to be had

by calling the Overnight
Caribbean Divorce Compa-
ny in Birmingham, Michi-
gan. For just $555 (not
including air fare nor
property settlements), they'll
arrange a legal quickie
divorce in Santo Domingo,
put you and your ex up in
luxury accommodations,
provide a chauffeur service
and toss in a tour of the
native quarters to boot.

THE DIRTY-BOOKPLATES BOOK

Those indefatigable sex
researchers Drs. Phyllis and
Eberhard Kronhausen have
come up with a lavishly il-
lustrated volume of crotic
bookplates, Erotische Ex
Libris, published by Gala

Verlag in Hamburg, Germany.

As might be expected, motifs
run rather heavily toward
Brobdingnagian phalli, but

many exhibit a wildly raunchy

sense of humor. The book is
available at S18.75 from Riz-
zoli International Bookstore,
German Dept., New York.

EASY RIDER

Cycling freaks, rejoice! You can get all the physical bene-
fits of riding your favorite bike with none of the usual dis-
comlforts of winter: foul weather, slippery streets or muggers
lurking in dimly lit parks. With a steel bicycle pedaling
platform by Cinelli, $569.95, you simply place your wheels
between the platform’s rollers that keep you just above the
carpet—and start pumping. You can read, meditate or
catch some TV and not have to watch where you're going.

MAKING WAVES

Grab your boards, gang, the surf’s about to

roll in at Tempe, Arizona. Impossible?

Not since the Clairol people opened Big Surf,

a 20-acre complex that includes a two-and-one-
half-acre lagoon with hydraulically produced
five-foot-high waves rising every 50 seconds, a
four-acre beach, plus shops and food service. Now,
considering other landbound sites in Texas,

the Atlanta arca and California, the concept

of Big Surf hardly seems headed for a wipe-out.

A LOAF OF BREAD,
A VAULT OF WINE. ..

Watching with great interest the rapidly grow-
ing U. S. wine market (which increased by 60
percent in the past decade), the

people at Viking Sauna decided that if their
little redwood rooms could heat bodies, they
could just as easily—and profitably—cool bottles.
Hence, The Wine Vault, a new Viking divi-
sion that brings optimum cellar conditions to
the warmest of high-rise apartments. The elec-
trically cooled vaults maintain a temperature
between 53 and 57

degrees Fahrenheit

and come in six sizes —~ A
ranging from a Demi- Q )
Petit (6°8” x 4 x 2/),

which holds 118
bottles and sells for
$795, to the $3000
Cellar Master (6’8" x
127 x 63”), which can
rack up to 1768 bot-
tles. All the vaults
are quiet, vibration-
free and carry a
year's warranty. Fur-
thermore, they

come cquipped

with a lock for
security from un-
scrupulous bibbers.
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PLAYBOY lNTERVle (continued from page 173)

Florence, who'd been close to Malcolm
X. we lormed a community organization
called FIGHT—an acronym lor Free-
dom, Integration, God, Honor, Today.
We also established the Friends of
FIGHT, an associated group ol some
400 dues-paying  white hberals, which
provided us with funds, moral support,
legal advice and instructors lor our com-
munity training projects. We had a wide
range ol demands, of which the key one
was that Kodak recognize the representa-
tives of the black community who were
designated as such by the people and not
insist on dealing through its own show-
case “Negro” exccutive flunky with a
Ph.D. Kodak nawwally refused to discuss
such outrageous demands with us, con-
tending that FIGHT had no legitimacy as
a communtity spokesman and that the com-
pany would never accept it as such.
Well, that meant war, and we dug in
for the fight, which we knew wouldn't
be an overnight one. We realized picket-
ing or bovcotts wouldn't work, so we
began to consider some [ar-out tactics
along the lines of our O'Hare shit-in. At

one point we heard that Queen Eliza-
beth owned some Kodak stock, and we
considered chartering an airplane for a
hundred of our people and throwing a
picket line around Buckingham Palace
on the grounds that the changing ol the
guard was a conspiracy lo encourage
picture taking. This would have been a
good, attention-getting device, outrageous
enough to make people laugh, but with
an undertone serious enough to make
them think.

Another idea I had that almost came
to [ruition was directed at the Rochester
Phillinmonic, which was the establish-
ment's—and  Kodak's—cultural jewel. 1
suggested we pick a night when the music
would be relatively quiet and buy 100
seats. The 100 blacks scheduled to attend
the concert would then be weated w a
preshow banquet in the community con-
sisting of nothing but huge portions of
baked beans. Can you mmagine the inevita-
ble consequences within the symphony
hall? The concert would be over before
the first movement—another Freudian
slip—and Rochester would be immortal-

“I'd like you to consider it ‘a tender offer for your
services’ rather than ‘a sordid proposition.””

ized as the site of the world's first fart-in
PLAYBOY: Aren't such tactics a bit juvenile
and [rivolous?

ALINSKY: 1'dl call them absurd rather than
juvenile. But isn’'t much of life kind ol a
theater of the absurd? As far as being
frivolous 15 concerned, I say il a tactc
works, it's not [Irivolous. Let's take a
closer look at this particular tactic and
sce what purposes it serves—apart from
being [un. First of all, the Lurt-in would
be completely outside the city fathers’
experience. Demonstrations, conlront
tions and picketings they'd learned 1o
cope with, but never in their wildest
dreams could they envision a flatalent
blitzkrieg on their sacred symphony or
chestra. It would throw them into com-
plete  dismray.  Sccond,  the  acton
would make a mockery ol the law, be-
cause although you could be arrested for
throwing a stink bomb, there’s no law
on the books against natmal  bodily
funcrions. Can you imagine a guy being
triecd in cowrt on charges of first-degree
farting? The cops would be paralyzed.
Third, when the news got around, every-
body who heard it would break out
laughing, and the Rochester Philhar-
monic and the establishment it represents
would be rendered wotally ridiculous. A
fourth benefie of the tactic is that it's
psychically as well as physically satislying
to the participants. What oppressed per-
son doesn’t want, literally or figurative-
ly, to shit on his oppressors? Here was
the closest chance they'd have. Such tac
tics aren’t just cute; they can be useful
in driving your opponent up the wall.
Very often the most ridiculous tactic can
prove the most elfective.

PLAYBOY: In any case, you never held
your fart-in. So what finally broke Ko-
dak’s resistance?

ALINSKY: Simple sclf-interest—the knowl-
edge that the price of continuing to
fight us was greater than reaching a
compromise. It was one of the longest
and toughest battles I've Dbeen  in,
though. After endless months of [rustra-
tion, we finally decided we'd wy to em-
barrass Kodak outside its fortress of
Rochester, and disrupt the annual stock-
holders’ convention in Flemington, New
Jersey. Though we didn't know it at the
time—all we had in mind was a liule
troublemaking—this was the seed [rom
which a vitally important tctic was to
spring. I addressed the General Assembly
of the Unitarian-Universalist Association
and asked them for their proxies on what-
ever Kodak stock they held in order to
gain entree to the stockholders’ meeting,
The Unitarians voted to use the proxics
for their entire Kodak stock 1o support
FIGHT—5620 shares valued at over
ST00,000.

The wire services carried the story
and news of the incident rapidly spread
across the country. Individuals began
sending in their proxies, and other church



groups indicated they were prepared to
follow the Unitarians' lead. By the purest
accident, we'd stumbled onto a tactical
gold mine. Politicians who saw major
chiurch denominations assigning us their
proxies could envision them assigning us
their votes as well; the church groups h.'l_\‘(’
vast constituencies in their congregations.
Suddenly senators and  representatives
who hadi’'t returned our phone calls were
ringing up and lending a sympathetic car
to my request for a senatorial investiga
tion of Kodak’s hiring practices.

As the proxies rolled in. the pressure
began to build on Kodak—ind on other
corporations as well. Executives ol the
top companics began seeking me out
and trving 1o learn my intentions. I'd
never seen the establishment so uptight
belore, and this convincedd me that we
had happened onto the cord that might
open the golden curtain shiclding the
private scctor from its public responsi
bilitics. 1t obviously also convinced ko-
duk, because they soon caved in and
recognized FIGHT as the official repre-
sentative ol the Rochester black commu-
nity. Kodak has since begun hiring more
blacks and  training  unskilled  black
workers, as well as inducing the city
administration o deliver major conces-
sions on education, housing, municipal
services and urban renewal. It was our
proxy tactic that made all this possible. I
scared Kodak, and it scared Wall Sueet.
It’s our jub now to rcdieve their ensions
by fulfilling their [ears.
pLAYBOY: What do you mean? Surely you
don’t expect o gain enough proxies to
take control ol any major corporation.
ALINSKY: No, despite all the crap about
“people’s capitalism,” the dominant con-
volling stock in all major corporations
is vested in the hands ot a few people
we could never get to. We're not even
concerned about electing four or five
board members to a 25-member board,
which in certain cases would be theoreti-
cally [easible. They'd only be outvoted by
management right down the line. We
wiant to use l]l‘.f pr()xir:s A5 a moans l}[
social and political pressure against the
megacorporations, and as a vchicle lor
exposing their hypocrisy and deceit.

The proxy tactic is also an invaluable
means of gaining middle-class participa-
tion in radical causes. Instead of chasing
Dow Chemical recruiters oft campus, for
example, student activists could organize
and demand that the university adminis-
tration turn over the Dow proxies in its
portiolio to them. They'd refuse, but it
would be a solid organizational issue,
and one or two might even be forced to

give in. By assigning their proxies, liber-
als can also continue attending cocktail
parties while assuaging their troubled
social consciences.

Proxies can become a springboard 1o
other issues in organizing the middle
class. Proxy participation on a large scale
could ultimatcly mean the democratiza
tion of corporate America, and could
result in the changing ol these corpora-
tions' overseas operations, which would
precipitate important shilts in our lor-
cign policy. There’s really no limit to
the proxy potential. Pat Moynihan told
me in Washington when he was still
Nixon's advisor that “proxies for people
wonld mean revolution—they'll never
let you get away with it.” It will mean
revolution, peacelul revolution, and we
will get away with it in the years to
COTE.

PLAYBOY: You scem optimistic. But most
radicals and some liberals have expressed
fear that we're heading into a new era
ol repression and privacy invasion. Are
their [ears exaggerated. or is there a real
danger of America becoming a police
state?

ALINSKY: Of cowrse there’s that danger, as
this whole national fetish for law and
order indicates. But the thing to do isn't
to succumb to despair and just sit in a
corner wailing, but to go out and fight
those fascist trends and build a mass
constituency that will support progres.
sive causes. Otherwise all your moaning
about a police state will just be a sell-
[ulfilling prophecy. That's one of the
reasons I'm divecting all my cflorts today
to organizing the middle class, because
that's the arena where the luture of this
country will be decided. And I'm con-
vinced that once the middle class recog-
nizes its real enemy—the megacorporations
that comrol the country and pull the
strings on puppets like Nixon and Con-
nally—it will mobilize as one of the most
cffective instruments for social change this
country has ever known. And once mobi-
lized, i will be natural for it 1o seck out
allics among the other disenlranchised—
blacks, chicanos, poor whites.

It’s to that cause I plan to devote the
remaining years of my lile. It won't be
casy, but we can win. No matter how
bad things may look at a given time,
you can't ever give up. We're living in
one of the most exciting periods ol
human history, when new hopes and
dreams are crystallizing even as the old
certainties and vilues are dissolving, ICs
a time of great danger, but also ol
wemendous potential. My own hopes
and dreams still burn as brightly in 1972

Brut for Men.

If you have
any doubts
about yourself,

try
something else.

After shave, after shower, after anything.
Brut by Fabergé.
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as they did in M2, A couple of years
ago I sat down to write an introduc
tion to Revetlle for Radicals, which was
first published in 1946, and 1 started
to write: “As I look back upon my
youth. . .." But the words stuck, because |
don’t really fecl a day older. I guess
having been out in the [ront lines ol
conflict for most of my life, I just haven't
had the tme to grow older. Anyway,
death usually cpmes suddenly and unex-
pectedly to people in my line of work, so
I donw't worry about it. I'm just stare-
ing my G0s now and [ suppose one ol
these days I'll cop it—one way or another
—Dbut until then I'll keep on working and
fighting and having myself a hell of a
good time.

PLAYBOY: Do vou think much about death?
ALINSKY: No, not anvmore. There was a
period when T did, but then suddenly
it came to me, not as an intelleciual
abstraction but as a decp gut vevelation,
that someday [ was going to die. That
might sound silly, because it's so ab-
vious, but there are very few people
under 40 who vealize that there is veally
a hnal cutoft poim o their exisience,
that no matter what they do their light
s someday going to be snuited out. But
once you accept your own mortality on
the deepest level, your lile can take on a
whole new meaning. 11 you've learned
anything about life, you won’t care any-

mare about how much money you've got
or what people think of you, or whether
vou're successful or unsuccessful, impor-
tine or insignificant. You just care about
living every day to the [ull, drinking in
L‘\'Cl'y ncw (.‘.\']f.'l'il.'n(.’(.‘ illlll sensalion Lk
eagerly as a child, and with the same sense
ol wonder.

PLAYBOY: Huving accepted your own
mortality, do you believe in any kind of
alterlife?

ALINSKY: Sometimes it seems to me that
the question people should ask is not ~Is
there life after death=" but “lIs there lile
alter birth?” I don't know whether
there’s anything alter this or not. |
haven’t scen the evidence one way or the
other and 1 don't think anvbody else has
cither. But T do know that muan’s obses
sion with the question comes out ol his
stubborn refusal to face up to his own
mortality. Let's say that if there 5 an
alterlife, and I have all}'lhiug to say about
it, I will unreservedly choose to go 1o hell.
PLAYBOY: Why?

ALINSKY: Hell would be heaven for me. All
my life I've heen with the have-nots, Over
here, if youre a have-not, you're short of
dough. I you're a have-not in hell, you're
short of virtue. Once T ger into hell, 'L
start organizing the hive-nots over there.
PLAYBOY: Why them?

ALINSKY: They're my kind of people.

“And stop calling him "Boy'

’ f})

PLAYBOY FORUM
(continned from page 57)

nonexistence.” Il he does feel any ani-
mosity, it might be toward those who, like
Dr. Greenberg, would have taken it upon
themselves 1o deny our son his chance at
life.
Verda S, Smailer
Glasshoro, New  Jersev

While you and your hushand are to be
commended  Jor the love and under-
standing you ave ghing your son, you
should vealize that not all couples are
able to make the sacrifices you have
undertaken. And not necessavily becanse
such couples are selfish; they may be im-
mature or olherwise unready for the re-
sponsibilities of parenthood; they might
have too layge a family (o be able to give a
handicapped child all the attention he
would need; they might be emotionally
or financially mcapable of dealing with
the problems of rvearing a handicapped
child. Then too. theve are [etuses so
hopelessly deformed that no amount of
love  or  understanding  would  enable
them to live anything lite a normal life
after they were born.

We support those who want to make
abortion a matler of free individual de-
cision, and oppose those who would pro-
libit it or make it mandatory.

THE RIGHT TO LIFE
Millions of people have heen Killed in
the past few vears in Vietnam, Biafra and
Bangla Desh. Meanwhile, 1 keep reading
abour the campaigns of hunimitarians
who oppose abortion because they believe
the fetus has a right o life. What are the
antiabortion people doing to protect the
lives of those already born and threarened
with death through war or starvationz
It 1s no great task to insist on the rights
of the fetus, but what about doing some-
thing to stop the war or to pressure the
Government to use its influence to save
lives overseas? Let me read letiers from
anti-abortion people who show concern for
all human beings in jeopardy everywhere,
and then UH believe they really cne about
the life of the fetus.
Christopher Gautschi
Hastings College of Law
San Francdisco, California

RIGHTS OF THE FETUS

The conviction ol Shivley Wheeler on
a charge of manslanghter for having an
abortion  (The  Playboy  Forum, De-
cember 1971) raises the key questions:
Is the fetus a human being and does it
have as much right 1o lile as any other
human being? Those who favor abor-
tion on demand angue that the law
should let each individual decide these
questions personally and act accordingly,
Opponents of abortion say you can’t let
people commit murder just beciuse they
don’t consider it murder; therefore, the



state must forbid the killing of fetuses
just as it lorbids the Killing of people
who have alveady heen born.

The anti-abortion argument is based
on two invalid assumptions: that human
beings have a natural right to life that
the state is obligned o protect. and
that the fews (since it is a human
being) possesses this right at the mo-
ment ol conception. There is no objec
tive, scentific way to establish that these
richts exist in nature. As the French
biologist  and  Nobel Prize  winner
Jacques Monod  said in o New York
Times interview:

We  live in societies  that have
developed on the basis of sirong
and widely accepted systems of val-
ue, which are a more or less har-
monious blend of the ideas of the
philosophers of the Enlightenment.
particularly Rousseauw. Man is good
and there is something called  the
natural rvights of man that have to
be sustmined. It's an absolute Taw:
since these are matural nights, we
are  therefore bound 1o defend
them. Of course, if you analyze this
wea of nmatural rights of man, 1t
doesn’t stand lor a minute. There's
no such thing as the natural riglus
ol man.

In what wav are they natwral? No-
body could answer that,

What applies o humanity in general
certainly applies to the fetus, The right
to life is a value springing from people’s
needs and  desires, and is subject o
people’s decisions abour where and when
it applics. In India. the cow has an in-
alienable right wo life. This is not some-
thing mature has built into the cow: it
represents, vather, the feelings of Hindus
abour the cow. Similarly, the opposition
ol manv Americans 1o the destruction of
the fetus represents their feelings and has
no objective, scientific, natural basis.

We can’t expect God or science  to
answer this question for vs. In my view,
restrictive abortion laws treat women as
sbives who must bear children whethey
or not they want to. These laws cause un-
told suflering o women and 10 unwanted
children. 1l we want to minimize human
pain. we should legalize abortion. This
opinion is not based on any metaphysical
standard ol good and evil but on my sim-
ple, ]Jcl'mn;al. subjective wish to live in a
society in which people will be happier
than they are now.

George Harris
San Francisco, California

RIGHTS OF WOMEN

I was thoroughly shocked to read in
the  December 1971 Playboy  Forum
about the treatment meted out o Shir
ley Wheeler. I've vead of many cases ol
brucal injustice in the past, but o find
a woman guilty of manskwgheer because
she lud an abortion seems 10 me a new
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and frightening low in judicial practice.
I congratulate the Playboy Foundation loy
tuking steps on behalf of Shirley Wheeler
amdd urge vou to continue your elforts in
delense ol humean rights.
Fdward R. Barricks, Jr.
Chester, Virginia

I am outraged at the persecution of
Shirley Wheeler. Although T am a Cath-
olic and personally agamst abortion, 1
appland your decision to assist her.

Keep up the good work and mavhe
someday we can eall this a truly lree
cotntry.

Jim Scheid
Ferris Stare College
Big Rapids, Michigan

After Shivley Wheeler's conviction, the
Playboy  Foundation  relained  Professor
Cyril €. Means, Jr., of New York Law
School to serve as co-counsel with her pub-
lic defender and 1o argne a  moion
Jor a new tvial. The trial judge stated

that in wvicw of Projessor Means’s com-
prehensioe brief on the unconstilulionality
of the Flovida abovtion laie and Mrs,
Wheeler's good record, e would grant
probation vather than to impose a prison
sentence. The judge requested that extra
copics of Means's bricf be senl 1o the
members of the Flovida egislature who
will be vesponsible for mitiating legisla-
tion to eliminate abortion as a cviminal
charge. The conviction is being appealed
and Professor Means conlinues to be -
volved on the appellate Ievel.

“The Plavboy Forum'™  offers  the
opportunity for an extended dialog be-
tween veaders and editors of this pub-
lication on subjects and issues velated to
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
correspondence lo The Playboy Forum,

Playboy Building, 919 Norvth Aichi-
zan  Avenue, Clucago, Hlinms 60611,

“I know you never want any of my corny
[ah'rmh advice, dear—but I still say an abortion would

have been a lot simpler than this!

]

TERMINAL VIAN

(conlinued from page 94)

he never remembered what ocanred dur-
ing the blackout periods.™

Heads in the audience nodded. They
understood what she was elling them; i
was a straightforward history of a temr
poral-lobe epileptic. The hard part was
coming.

“The patient’s friends.” she contin-
ued, “told him thit he was acting differ-
ent, but he discounted their opinion,
Gradually. he has lost contact with most
ol his former Iriends. Around this time
—one vear ago——he also made what he
called monumental discovery in his
work. Benson is a computer scientist
specializing in artificial life, or machine
intelligence. In the course ol this work.
he savs he discovered that machines
were ('-cullpcling with human beings and
that  ultimately machines would take
over the world.”

Now there were whispers in the audi-
ence. This mterested them, particularly
the psvchiatrists. Ross could see her old
teacher, Manon, sitting in the top row,
holding his head i his hands. Manon
knew.

“Benson communicated his discovery
1o his remaining Iriends. They suggested
that he see a psychiatrist, which angered
him. In the past year, he has become
increasingly cervtain that machines are
conspiring 1o take over the world.

“Then, six months ago, the patient
was arrested by police on suspicion of
beating an  airplane mechanic to a
bloody pulp. Positive identification could
not be made and charges were dropped.
But the episode unnerved Benson and
led him to seck psychiatric help. He had
the vague suspicion that, somchow, he
had been the man who had beaten the
mechanic. That was unthinkable to him,
but the nagging suspicion remained.

“He was referred to the University
Hospital Neuropsychiatric Research Unit
fowr months ago, in November 1970. On
the Dbasis of his history—head  injury,
episodic violence  preceded by strange
smells—he  was  considered a probable
psychomotor epileptic. As you know, the
NPS now accepts only patiems with organ-
ically weatable behavioral disturbances.

“A neurological examination was [ully
normal. An  electroencephalogram  was
[ully normal; brain-wave activity showed
no pathology. It was repeated alwer alco-
hol ingestion and an abnormil tracing
was obtained. The LEG showed scizure
wave-lorm activity in the right temporal
lobe of the brain. Benson was there-
fore considered a stage-one patient—firm
diagnosis ol psychomotor epilepsy.”

She paused to get her breath and let
the audience absorb what she had told
them. “The patient is an intelligent
man,” she said, “and his illness was
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Dual record changers are famous for flawless
tracking and smooth operation. The model 1215
is incomparable at just over $120, complete
with oiled walnut base and tinted dustcover. To
complement the Dual changer, the Shure M91E
Hi-Track eliptical cartridge is impeccable, and
reasonably priced at $49.95.

Altec Lansing speakers are used in profes-
sional recording studios across the nation. The
Model 886a is a newer Altee design—and it’s
the product of over a quarter century of Altec
Lansing rescarch. Each speaker system features
two 10" bass drivers, coupled with a separate
high frequency unit. This combination produces
the smoothest fidelity you'll ever hear for
$179.95. Crisp and clear high frequencies.
Solid bass without breakup, even at high
volume levels.

Total price of the above components is
$831.65, and well worth it. Send us a cashier’s
check or money order for $549 (Calif. sales tax,
if applicable) ; we'll deliver this system complete
with 50" of speaker wire and all connecting
cables, to your door. We pay shipping costs,
insurance, and orders are sent immediately.
Please give us a call, come see us, or write for
our complete catalogue. If you're alien to mail
order—drop into any Stereo West audio shop in
San Luis Obispo, Monterey, or Santa Barbara,
California, and sce this system selling for slightly
more. One last thing. Don’t buy this system

merely because you want a good deal. Send us
pION ‘— m a check assured that you'll quickly receive the

best $349 stereo system available—anywhere.

LI UST: HUGH SLAYDEN

STEREO -
WAREHOUSE -

782 HIGUERA, SAN LUIS OBISPO, CALIF. 93401
PHONE (BOS) 543-2330

ws

SEND FOR DETAILS AND FRE

E CATALOG.




PLAYRBOY

Thedrier liqueur

B&B is the drier liqueur...made with exquisite
Benedictine, blended with superb cognac in the abbey
at Fecamp, France. After coffee...enjoy B&B a la
Francaise, on the rocks, or the new B&B Stinger: 3 parts
B &B, 1 part white creme de menthe, shake with ice, BENEDICTINE BRANDY
strain into cocktail glass or serve over ice. The drier liqueur

AND



explained to him. He was told he had
injured his brain in the automobile acci-
dent and, as a result, had a form ol
epilepsy that produced thought seizures
—seizures ol the mind, not the body,
leading frequently to violent acts. He
was told that the disease was common
and could be controlled. He was started
on a series of drug trials.

“Three months ago, Benson was ar-
rested on charges of assault and battery.
The victim was a twenty-lour-year-old top-
less dancer, who later dropped charges.
The hospital intervened slightly on Ben-
son’s behall.

“One month ago, drug trials ol morla-
dong, p-amino benzadone and triamiline
were concluded. Benson showed no im-
provement on any drug or combination
of drugs. He was therelore a stage two
—drug-resistant  psychomotor  epileptic.
And he was scheduled for a stage-three
surgical procedure, which we will discuss
today.”

She paused. “Before 1 bring him in.”
she said, “I think I should add that
}'cslcn.la}' alternoon, he attacked a gas-
station attendant and beat the man
rather badly. His operation is scheduled
for tomonow and we have persuaded
the police o release him into our custo-
dy. But he is sull technically awaiting
arraignment on charges of assault and
battery.”

The amphitheater was silent. She went
o the doors w bring Benson in.

o & e

Benson was just outside the amphithe-
ater, sitting in his wheelchair, wearing
the  blue-and-whitestriped  bathrobe the
hospital issued to its patients. When
Janet Ross appeared, he smiled. “Hello,
Dr. Ross.”

“Hello,  Harry.”
“How do you leel?”

It was a polite question. Afer years of
psychiatric training, she had learned to
obscrve a patient’s status and she could
intuit how he [el. Benson was nervous
and fele threatened; there was sweat on
his upper lip, his shoulders were drawn
in, his hands clenched in his lap.

“I feel fine,” he said. " Just fine.”

Behind Benson was Morris, pushing
the wheelchair, and a cop. Ross said 1o
Morris, “Doces he come in with us?”’

She smiled back.

Belore Morris could answer. Benson
said  lightly, “He goes everywhere 1
go.” The cop nodded and looked
embarrassed.

Ross opened  the doors and  Morris
wheeled Benson imo the amphitheater
and lefe him in a position [acing the au-
dicnce. Ross ook a seat to one side
and glanced at the cop, who stood by
a door, wying 1o look inconspicuous.
Ellis stood next to DBenson, who was
looking at a wall of frosted glass against
which a dozen X rays had been clipped.

1

“Gosh, Harvey . . . when you said you were dating
a real dog, I thought. ...

He scemed to realize that they were his
own skull hilms. Ellis noticed and turned
off the light behind the frosted glass.
The X rays became opaquely black.

“We've asked you to come here,” Lllis
satd, “to answer some questions for these
doctors.” He gestured to the men sitting
in the semicircular tiers. “They don't
make you nervous, do they?”

Ellis asked 1t easily, Ross frowned.
She'd  attended  hundreds  of  grand
vounds in her lile and the patients were
invariably asked il the doctors peering
down at them made them nervous. In
answer to a direct question, the patients
always denied nervousness.

“Sure they make me nervous,” Benson
saic. “They'd make anybody nervous.”

Ross suppressed a smile. Good [or
you, she thought.

Then Benson sind, “What if you were
a machine and 1 brought you in front of
a bunch ol computer experts who were
uying to decide what was wrong with
you and how to fix it? How would you
feel?”

Ellis was plainly flustered. He ran his
hands through his thinning hair  and

olanced at Ross, and she shook her
head  [ractionally, no. This was the
wrong place to explore Benson's psvcho-
l);llh(ﬂngy.

“I'd be nervous, too,” Ellis said. “But
ol course,” he added, “I'm not a ma-
chine. am 1?7

“That depends,” Benson said. “Cer-
tain of vour [unctions are repetitive and
mechanical. From that standpoint, they
are  casily  programmed  and  reladively
straightlorward, if you i

“I think.,” Ross said, standing up,
“that we might take questions from
those present now.”

Ellis clearly didn’t like that, but he
wias silent, and DBenson, mercifully, was
quict. Ross looked up at the audience,
and after a moment, a num in the back
raised his hand and said, “\r. Benson.
cn you tell us more about the smells
you have belore vour blackouts:”

“Not really,” Benson said. “They're
strange, 15 all Tilcy smell tervible, but
they don’t smell like anvthing, il you get
what T mean. I mean. you can't identify
the odor. Memory tipes cvde through
blankly.”

“Can vou give us an approximation of
the odor:"

Benson  shrugged. “Mavbe .
shit in turpentine.”

Another hand in the audience went
up. “Mr. Benson, these blackouts have
been genting more frequent. Hive they
also been getting longer?”

“Yes.” Benson said. “Theyre several
hours now.”

“"How do you [eel when you recover
[rom a blackout*”

“Sick to my stomach.”

“Can you be more speciiic:”

“Sometimes I vomit. Is that specific
enough?”

Ross frowned. She could see that Ben-
son was becoming angry. “Are there
other questions:” she asked, hoping there
would not he. She looked up at the audi-
ence. There was a long silence.

“Well, then,” Ellis said, “perhaps we
can go on to discuss the detils of stage-
three swrgery. Mr. Denson knows all

. pig
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this, so he can stay or leave, whichever
he prefers.”

Ross didn’t approve. Ellis was show-
ing off, the surgeon’s instinct for demon-
strating to evervone that his  patient
didn’t mind being cat and murilated. Tt
was unlair to ask—to dare—Benson to
stay in the amphitheater.

“I'll stay,” Benson said.

“Fine,” Ellis said. He went to the
blackboard and drew a brain schemati-
cally. “Now, owr understanding of the
discase proccss," he said, “is that a por-
tion of the brain is damaged in epilepsy
and a scar forms. It's hke a scr on other
body organs—lots of fibrous tissue, lots
of contraction and distortion. And it
becomes a locus for abnormal elecrical
discharges. We see spreading waves mov-
ing outwird from the focus, like ripples
from a rock thrown into a poud.”

Ellis drew a point on the brain, then
skerched in concentric circles,

“These elearical ripples produce a
seizure. In some parts of the brain. the
discharge focus produces a shaking fit,
frothing at the mouth, and so on. In
other parts, there are other effects. If the
focus is in the temporal lobe, as in Mr,
Benson's case, vou get what is called
psychomotor  epilepsy—convulsions  of
thought, not ol body. Suange thoughts
and frequently violent behavior, preced-
ed by a characteristic aura that is often
an odor.

“Now, then,” Ellis said, “we know
from the work of many researchers that
it is possible 1o abort a scizure by deliv-
cring an elecwical shock 1o the correct
portion of the brain substance. These
scizures begin slowly. There are a few
secconds—sometimes as much as half a
minute—belore the scizure takes cltect
A shock at that moment prevents the
scizure,”

He drew a large X through the con-
centric circles. Then he drew a mew
brain and a head around it and a neck.
“We lace two problems,” he said. “Tirst,
to what part of the brain should we
deliver the shock? Well, we know rough-
ly that iU's in the amygdala, a posterior
arca of the so-called limbic system. We
don’'t know exactly where, but we solve
that problem by implanting several elec-
trodes in the brain, Mr. Benson will
have forty electrodes implinted  tomor-
row morning.”

He drew two lines into the hrain.

“Now, our sccond problem is, how do
we know when an attack is strting? We
must know when to deliver our aborting
shock. Well, fortunately, the same elec-
trodes that we use to deliver the shock
cin also be used to read the elearical
activity of the brain. And there is a
clharacteristic elearical pattern that pre-

cedes a seiznre.”” Ellis paused, glanced at

182 Benson, then up at the audience.

“So we have a feedback system—the
sime  clecoodes are used 1o detect an
attack starting and to deliver the abort-
ing shock. To control the feedback
mechanism we have a computer.” He
drew a small square in the neck of his
schematic hgure,

“The NPS stalf has developed a com-
puter that will monitor clecirical activ-
ity of the brain, and when it reads an
attack starting. it will tansmit a shock
to the correct brain area. This computer
is about the size ol a postage stamp and
weighs a tenth of an ounce. It will be
implanted bencath the skin ol the pa-
tient’'s neck.” He then drew an oblong
shape below the neck and drew lines
from it to the computer square.

"We will power the computer with a
Handler plutonium  power p.'lck, which
will be implanted beneath the skin of
the shoulder. This makes the patient com-
pletely sell-sufficient. The power pack
supplies encrgy continuously and  relia-
bly, lor twenty vears.”

With his chalk, he tapped the differ-
ent parts of his diagram. “That’s the
complete feedback loop—Dbrain to clec
trodes to computer 1o power pack. back
to brain. A total loop without any exter-
nalized portions.”

Ellis wwned 1o Benson, who had
listened o the discussion with an expres
sion of bland disinterest. “Any com-
ments, Mr., Bensonz”

Ross groaned inwardly. Ellis was real-
Iy letting him have it. He was flagrantdy
sadistic—even for a surgeon.

“No,” Benson said. T have nothing o
say.” And he yawned.

Denson was wheeled out of the am-
phitheater. Ross walked alongside him
toward the elevator. It wasn’t really neces-
sary for her to accompany him, but she
felt concerned about his condition—and a
little guilty about the way Ellis had
treated him. She said, “How do you
{eel?”

“1 thought it was interesting,” he said.

“In what way?”
“Well, 1he discussion was entirely

medical. T would have prefevred a more
philosophical approach.”

“Wenre just  practical  people,”  she
said lightly, “dealing with a practical
problem.”

Benson smiled. “So was Newton,” he
said. “What's more pracucal than the
problem of why an apple falls to the
ground?”

“Do you really see philosophical im-
plications in all this?”

Benson nodded. His  expression
turned serious. “Yes,” he said. “and so
do you. You're just pretending that you
don't.”

She stopped and stood in the corridor,

”

walching as he was wheeled to the eleva-
tor. Then she went back to the amphi-
theater.
- - -

“. .. Has been under development [on
ten years,” Ellis was saying. "It was started
for cardiac pacemakers, in which changing
batteries requires minor surgery every
year or so. That's an annoyance 1o sur
geon and  patient. The atomic power
pack is totally reliable and has a long
Tile span. If Mr. Benson is sull alive, we
might have to change the pack around
1990, bhut not helore then.”

Janet Ross shipped back into the amphi-
theater just as another question  was
asked: “How will you determine which
ol the forty clectrodes will prevent a
seizure?”

“We will implant them all,” Ellis said,
“and wire up the computer. But we will
not lock in any clectrodes for twenty-fomn
hours. One day afrer surgery, we'll stinm-
late cach of the electrodes by radio control
and determine which one 1s best. Then we
will lock that one in by remote control.”

High up in the amphitheater, there
was a cough and a Liniliar voice said.
"“These technical details are interesting.
but they seem to me 1o clude the point.”
Ross looked up and saw Manon again.
It was a litde surprising that her old
teacher should be here; Manon  was
nearly 75, an cmervitus professor of psy-
chiatry who rarely came to the hospital
any longer. When he did, he was usually
regarded as a caanky old man, [ar past
his prime, out of touch with modemn
thinking. “It seems to me,” Manon con-
tinued, “that the patient is psvchotic.™

“That’s putting it a litde strongly,”
Ellis said.

“Perhaps,” Manon said. “But at the
very least, he has a severe persomality
disorder. All his confusion about men
and machines is worrisome to me.”

“The personality disorder is part of
his disease.” Ellis said. “In a recemt
review, Harlev and co-workers at Yale
reported that hilty percent of temporal-
lobe epileptics had  an  accompanying
personality disorder that was independ-
ent ol seizure activity per se.”

"Quite 507 Manon sad in a voice
that had the slightest edge of impatience
to it. “It is part ol his discase. independ-
ent of scizures. But will your procedure
curce it?”

Janet  Ross  found hersell  quietly
pleased: Manon was reaching  exactly
her own conclusions. Manon said, “In
other words, the operation will stop his
seizures, but will it stop his delusions?”

“No,” Ellis said, “probably not.”

“If T may make a small speech,” Man-
on said. frowning down from the top
row, “this kind ol thinking is what [
fear most from the NPS. T don’t mean to
single you out particularly. It's a gencral
problem of the medical profession. For




“Right 32, left 12, right 17—that’s not it, either. Lejt 17,
vight 12, lejt 32—nope! OK, let's try. . . .”
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example, if the emergency ward gets @
case of atempted suicide or suicide ges-
twre via drug overdose, our approach is
to pump the patient’s stomach, give him
a lecture and send him home. That's a
ueatment—but it's hardly a cure. The
patient will be back soomer or later.
Stomach pumping doesn't treat depres-
sion. Tt only weats drug overdose,™

“I understond what  vou're  saving,
bur——"

“Idalso remind you of the hospatal’s
experience with Mr. L. Do vou recall

that cases™

“1 don’t
Ellis  said.
irritable.

“I'm not so sure,” Manon said. Since
several puzzled faces in the amphithea-
er were nrned wowawrd  him, he  ex-
plained. “Mr. L was a [amous case here
a few years ago. He was a thirty-nine
vear-old man  with  bilateral  end-stage
kidney  discase.  Chronic  glomerulo-
nephritis. He was in good shape physi-
clly and was considered o candidate for
renal transplant. Because our acilitics
lor transplantation are limited, a hospi-
il review board selects patients, The
psvchiatrists  on  that  board  strongly
opposed Mr. L as a transplantation candi-
date, because he was psvchotic. He be-
lieved that the sun ruled the enth and
he refused o go ouside during  the
davlight hours. We felt he was 100 un-
stible to benelit Trom Kidnev surgery,
but he ultimately received the opera-
tion. Six months ler, he commited
suicide. That's a nagedy. But the real
question is, couldn’t somcone clse have
benelited more from the thousands of
dollars and many hows of specialized
clfort that went into the nansplant™

LEllis paced back and lorth, his loot
scraping along the floov slightly. “'T un
derstand vour objection.” he said, “but
I'd like 1o consider the problem hrom a
somewhat different viewpoint. It is per-
lectly true  that Benson  is  disturbed
and that our operation probably won't
change that. Bt what happens if we
don’t operaie on him? Are we doing
him a favor? [ don’t think so. We know
that his seizures are lile-threatening to
himsell and o others and that theyre
getting worse, The operation will pre-
vent seizures, and we think that is an
important beneht w the patient.”

High up. Munon gave a lidle shrug.
Ross knew the gesture; it signaled ivree
oncilable diffcrences, an impasse.

“Well. then,” Fllis
other questions?”

There were no other questions.
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But  his

applies here,”
voice  was sl

said, “are  there

Jamer Ross walked with Ellis across
the parking lot toward the Langer re-
scarch building. It was late alternoon;
the sunlight was yellowing, turning pale
and weak.

“His point was valid,” she said mildly.

Ellis sighed. I keep forgetting you're
on his side.”

“Why do vou keep forgening?” she

asked. She smiled as she said it As
the psvchiatrist on the NPS stadb. she'd
opposed  Benson’s  operation hom  the
beginning.

“Look,” Ellis said. “We do what we
. Id be grear o cure him omally.
Bur we can’t do that. We can only help
him. So we'll help him.”

There wis nothing more to sav. She had
told Ellis her opinion many times be-
fore. 'The operation might not help—it
might, in fac, make Benson  much
worse. She was sue LEllis  understood
that possibility, but he was siubbornly
ignoring it. Or so it seemed 10 her.

Acwally, she liked Ellis, as much as
she liked any surgeon. She regrded sur-
geons as Hagrauly action-oriented, men
{they were almost alwavs men, which
fact she lound significant) desperate 1o
do something, to uike some physical ac
tioi. In that sense, Ellis was betrer than
most of them. MHe had wiscly turned
down several stage-three candidates be-
fore Benson, mamd she knew that was
dilthcult lor him 1o do, beciuse a part of
him was terribly eager o pelorm the
new iil)l.'l'ullllll_

“1 hate all the politics. That's the nice
thing abow operating on monkeys. No
politgs at all,” Ellis said.

“But you want 1o do Benson——-"

“I'meooveady,”  Lllis “"We're all
ready. We have 0 take that first big step
and now is the time to take it He
glanced e her.

They cime 10 the Langer building.
Ellis went olt to an early dinner with
McPherson—a political dinner, he said
iritably—and Ross took the elevator 1o
the {ourth Hoor.

Aer 1en yewrs of steady expansion,
the Newropsychiaic Research Unit en-
compassed the entive Tourth floor of the
Langer  research  building.  The  other
floors were painted a dead, cold white,
but the NPS was painted bright primary
colors. The intention was 1o make pa-
tients feel optimistic and happy, bur it
always had the reverse effect on Ross.
She found it Lalsely and aniihicially cheer-
ful. like a mursery school for retarded
children,

She 2ot off the elevator and looked at
the reception area, one wall a bright
blue, the other red. Like almost every-
thing clse about the NPS, the colors had
been McPherson's idea. It was strange,
she thought, how much an organization
veflecied the personality of its leader.
McPherson  himsell  always  seemed 10
have a  bright  Kindergarten  quality
about him and a boundless optimism.

The unit was quiet now, most ol the
staff gone home for the day. She walked
down the corridor past the colored doors

savicl.

with the stenciled labels: soxo ExceErH-
ALOGRAPHY, CORTICAL FUNCTION, ELG, RAS
SCORING, PARIETAL T and, at the [ar end
ol the hall, terecosmre. The work done
behind those doors was s complex as
the labels—and this was just the patient-
cuwe  wing, what  McPherson  called
“Applications.”

Applications  was ordinary compared
with  Development.  the research wing
with its chemitrodes and compsims and
cliud scenarios. To say nothing ol the big
projeas, like George and Aaotha, or
Form Q. Development was ten years
ahead of Applications—and Applications
wis very, very advanced.

A vear ago, McPherson had  asked
Ross 1o take a group ol newspaper sci-
ence reporters through the NPS. He
chose her. he said, "because she was such
a piece of ass.” It was funny to hear him
sav that, but shocking in a way. He was
usually so courtly and fatherly,

But her shock was minor compared
with the shock the reporters felt. She had
planned o show them both Applications
and Development, but alter they had seen
Applications they were so agitated, so
clearly overloaded, that she cut the om
short.

She worried a lot about it afterward.
The reporters hadn’t heen naive and they
hadn't been inexperienced. They were
people who shuttled hrom one scientific
arena to another all their working lives.
Yeu they were rendered speechless by the
implications of the work she had shown
them. She hersell had lost thae insight,
that perspective—she had been working
in the NPS for three years and she had
gradually  Dbecome  accustomed 1o the
things done there. The conjunction of
men and machines, human brains and
clecoronic brains, was no longer bizarre
and provocative. It was just a way to
take steps lorward and ger things done.

On the other hand, she opposed the
stage-three operation one Benson. She had
opposed it Irom the start, She thought
Benson was the wrong human  subject
and she had just one last chance 1o
prove it

At the end of the corridor, she paused
at the door 10 Telecomp, listening o
the quiet hiss of the printout units. She
heard  voices inside and  opened  the
door. Telecomp was really the heart of
the Newropsychiawic Research Unit; it
was a large room. hilled with electronic
cquipment. The walls and ceiling were
soundproofed, a vestige of carlier days
when the readout consoles were clatter-
ing teletypes. Now  they used  cither
silent CRTs—cathoderay tubes—or o
print-out machine that sprayed the let-
ters on with a nozzle rather than typed
them  mechanically. The hiss of  the
spraver was the loudest sound in the room.
McPherson had insisted on the change
to quieter units because he lelt the
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marched in Washington last
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chtering disturbed patients who came to
the NPS lor wreaument.,

Gerhard was there with his assistant,
Richards. The wiznvd 1wins, they were
called: Gerhard was only 24 and Rich-
ards even vounger. They were the least
professional the
NPS: both men regarded Telecomp as a
kil ol  permanent  plavground  filled
with complex toys. They worked long
but ervatic hows. frequently beginning
in the Late aflternoon. quitting ar dawn.

Gerhard. who waore cowhboy hoots and
dungarces and satiny shirts with peal
buttons, had  gained some  national -
tention at the age ol 13, when he had
buih a 20-loot-high solid-Tucl rocket be-
hind his house m Phocnix, The rocket
possessed o remarkably sophisticied elee-
tronic guidance system and Gerhard [ele

people  antached o

he could fire it imo orbit. His neigh-
lyows, nose ol the
linished vocket sticking up above the
aarage in his back vard. were disturbed
enough 10 call the police, and ultimately
the Army was notified.

The Army examined Gerlind’s rocket
andd shipped it 10 White Sands Proving
Grounds for firing. As it happencd, the

who could see the

second stage ignited belove disengagement
and the rocket exploded two miles up: but
by that tme. Gerhard had four patents

his guidimce mechanism and a number of
scholarship offers lrom colleges and indus-
wial fioms. He turned them all down, let
his uncle invest the patent voyalues and,
when he was old  enough 10 drive,
bought a Maserati. He went 10 work lor
I ockheed in Palmdale, Calilornia, but
quit alter a year bhecause Iie was blocked
from advancement by a lack of formal
engineering  degrees. It true
that his colleagues resented o 17-vear-old
with a Maserati Ghibli and a propensity
for working in the middle of the night;
it was felt he had no team spirvit.

Then McPherson hired him o work
Unir,

wis abo

at the Newopsvdnatric Research

ing clectronic components to be

synergistic with the human brain. Mc
Pherson. as head ol the NPS. had
mterviewed  dozens ol cmdidates who

thought the job was “a challenge™ or
Tan ineresting systems-applicuion con-
text.” Gerhard said he thought it would
be Tan and was hived immediaely.

Richards” background was similar. He
had finished high school and gone o col-
lege Tor six months belore going into the
Navy. He was about to be sent w0 Viet-
nam as a vadar operator on a cruiser when
he began 1o suggest improvements in the
scanning  devices.  The improvements
worked and Richards never gou doser 1o
combat than a Liboratory in San Dicgo,
When he was discharged, he also joined
the NPS.

CHHL Jam,” Gerhard said.

“How’s it going, Jan?” Richards said.

“OK,” she sand. “We've got our stage
three through grand rounds. I'm going
to see him now.”

“Were just finishing a check on the
compuier,” Gerhond said. T looks fine.”
He pointed w0 a microscope surrounded
by clecironic equipment. Under the lens
ol the miaoscope was a  clear-plastic
packer the size ol a postage stamp. Visi-
ble through the plastic was a dense
jumble ol miccominiaturized  clearonic
components, Forty contact points stuck
out Irom the plastic. With the help of the
microscope, the wizard twins were testing
the points sequentially, with fine probes.

“The logic circuits are the last 10 be
checked,” Richards said. “And we have
a backup unit, just in case.”

Ross went over 1o the storage shelves
and  began looking  through  the  file
crds. Alter 2 moment, she said, “Haven’y
vou got any more psvchodex cndsz”

“They're over heve,” Gerharvd  said.

“You want five-space or ne-space?”

“N-space,’ she said. Gerhard opened a
drawer and wok out a cardbourd sheer.
He also ook out a flae plastic clipboard.
Arntached 10 the cipboard by a meral
chain was a pointed metal probe, some-
thing like a pencil.

“T suppose this is for the stage three.
Haven't you run cnough pa"\cllml(rx:'s
on him="

*Just one move. for the records.”

Gerhard  shrugged  and  handed  the
card and dipboard 10 her. “Does vour
stage thice know what's going on?"”

“"He knows most of i, she sad.

Gerhard shook his head, “He must be
oul of his mind.”

“He 1s,” Ross said. “That's the prab-
lem.™

- - -

On the scventh llow of the other
building. she stopped at the nurses' sta-
von to ask for Benson's dunt. A new
nurse on duty there said, “'m sory, hut
relatives aren’t allowed to look at medi-
il records.”™

“I'm Dr. Ross.”

The nurse was flustered. “I'm sonry,
doctor. T didn’t see a name tag. Your
paticnt is in seven-oh-fowr. Little Jerry
Peters.”

. Ross looked blank.

“Aven’t vou a pediatrician:”
asked finally.

“No.” she said. “I'm a psvchiatrist an
the NPS She heavd the stridency in her
own voice and it upser her. Bue all those
vears, growing up with people who said.
“You don't really want 10 bhe a docior,
vou want 1o be a nurse,” or SWell, for a
wonun, pediatics is best. T mean. the
most natural thing. . . .7

O the nurse said, " Then vou want
Mre. Benson i oseven-ten. heen
prepped.”

“Thank vow.” she said. She ok the
chart and walked down the hall 1o Ben-
son’s roonm. She nodded o the police-
man  on duwy, knocked on Benson's
door amd heawrd gunshors. She opened
the door and saw 1hae the room lights

the nurse

He's

were dimmed. except lor a small bedside
Lamp. but the room was hathed in an
clectnic-blue glow from a TV, On the
screen, @ man was saving, “Dead before
he hit the ground. Two bullets right
through the heart.”



“Helloz” she said and swung the door
wider,
Benson looked over.

He smiled and
pressed a button beside the bed, turning
off the TV, His head was wrapped in @
towel.

“How are vyou feeling?” she asked,
coming into the room. She sat on a chair
beside the bed.

“Naked,” he saud and  touched the
towel. “It's funnv. You don’t realize
how much hair you have until somebody
cuts it all off.” He wouched the towel
again. “It must be worse lor a wom:nn.”
Then he looked at her and  became
embarrassed.

“It's not much fun for anybody,”
saiel.

she

“1 guess not.” He lay back against the
pillow. “After they did it, T looked in
the wastebasket and 1 was amazed.
much hair. And my head was cold. It
was the Tunniest thing, a cold head.
They put a towel around it. I said [
wanted 10 look at my head—sce what L
looked like bald—Dbut they said it wasn't
a good idea. So 1 waited until alter they
lelt, and then I got out of hed and went
into the bathroom. But when 1 got in
T Vet

“Yes?*

“I didn't take the towel ofl” &
laughed. T couldn’t do it. What does
that mean="

“1 don’t know. What do you think it
meins:”

He laughed again. “Why is it thac
psychiatrists never give you a straight
answer?” He lie a cigarette and looked
at her dehantdy. “They told me 1
shouldn’t smoke, but I'm doing it any-
way.”

“I doubt that it matters,” she said.
She watching He
scemed in good spirits and she didn't
wint to dampen them. But, on the other
hand, it wasn't entrely appropriate 10
be jovial en the eve of hrain surgery.

“Ellis was here a lew minutes ago,” he

wils him  closely.

=

said, puffing on the cigarette. “He put
some marks on me. Can you see?” He
lifted the right side of his towel slightly,
exposing white, pale flesh over the skull,
Two blue X marks were positioned
behind the ear. “How do I look?” he
asked, grinning.

“You look fine,” she said. “Any wor-
riese’”

“No. I mean, what is there 1o worry
about? Nothing I can do. For the next
few hours, I'm in your hands and Ellis’
hands.”

“L think most people would be a litle
worried belore an opcrittion."

“There you go again, being i reason-
able psychiatnist.” He smiled and then
frowned. He bit his lip. “Of course I'm
worried.”

“What worries you?''

“Everything,” he said. He sucked on
the cigarette. ~Everything. I worry about
how Ull sleep. How TI'll feel tomorrow.
How I'll be when it's all over. What if
somebody makes a mistake? Whae il I
get turned into a vegetabler What il it
hurts? Whae if L .. .7

“Die?”

“Sure. That, too.”

“It's really a minor procedure. Ity
hardly more complicated than an ap-
pendectomy.”

“I bet you tell that o all your brain-
surgery patients,” he said.

“No, really. I's a short, simple pro-
cedure. ICH take about an hour and a
hall.”

He nodded vaguely. She couldn’t tell
if she had reassured him. “You know.”

he said, “L don't really think ic will
happen. 1 keep  thinking,  tomorrow

morning at the last minute they’ll come
in and sav, “You're cured, Benson, you
can go home now.””

“We hope you'll be cwred by the
operation.” She lelt a wwinge of guilt,
saying  that,
cnough.

He

but it came out smoothly

nodded  again. “You're so god-

ol B i
Lo

e

i

he  said.

damned  reasonable, “There
are times when I can’t stand i He
touched the towel on his head again, I
mean, for Christ’s sake, they're going to
drill holes in my head and stick wires
in i

“You've known
time.”

“Sure,” “Sure. But this is the
night before.” He pulfed on the cigarette.

“Do vou [eel angry now:"”

“No. Just scaved.”

“It’s all right to be scaved; it's perlect
ly normal. But don’t let it make
angry.”

He stubbed out the cigarette and lit
another immediately. Changing the sub-
ject. he pointed to the clipboard she
carried under her arm, “What's that="

“Another psychodex test. I want you

about that for a long

he saud.

you

to go through it.”

He shrugged. She the
clipboard and he arranged the question
card on the board, then began to an-
swer the gquestions. He read them aloud:
“*Would vou rather be an clephant or
a baboon:” Baboon. Elephants live too
long."

With the metal probe,
out the chosen answer on the card.

handed him

he punched

Il you were a color, would you
rather be green or vellow? Yellow. I'm
fecling very yellow  right He
laughed and punched the answer.

She waited until he had done all 30
questions and punched his answers. He
handed the dipboard back 1o her and
his mood scemed o shilt ng;lill. *Are
you going to be there? Tomorrow:”

Xesr

“And when will T come out of 2"

“Tomorrow alternoon or evening.”

She asked him 1l she could get him
anything and he said some ginger ale
and she replied that he was NPO, noth-
iny

now."”

belore  the
operation, She said he'd be getting shots
to help him sleep and shots i the

peros, lor 12 hours

187
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morning belore he went to surgery. She
said she hoped he'd sleep well.

As she left, she heard @ hm as the
television went back on amd a metallic
voice said, “Look, licutciant, I've got a
murderer out there, somewhere in i ary
of three million people. . . " She closed
the door.

Belore leaving the floor, she put a
briel note on Benson's chart, She drew a
yed line around it, so that the nurses
would be sure to see in sinee it wits impor-
tant for evervone on the floor o read it:

ADMITTING ISVCHIATRIC SUNMARY

This l-year-old man has docu-
mented  psychomotor  epilepsy of
one and a hall years” duration. The
etiology is presumably  traumatic,
following an automobile accident.
This patient has abready wied to
kill two people and has been in-
volved in fights with many others,
Any statement by him 1o hospital
stalt  that he  “leels unny™  or
“smells something bad” should be
respected as indicating the start of a
seizure. Under such  circumstances,
notify the NPS and Hospital Sccuri-
Ly at once.

The patient has an accompanying
personality disorder that is part of
his disease. He is convinced  that
machines are  conspiring 1o take
over the world. This beliet 1s strong-
ly held and atempts to dissuade him
from it will onlv draw his enmity and
suspicion, One should also remember
that he is a highly intelligent and sen-
sitive man. The paticnt can be quite
demanding ar times, but he should
be weated with hirmmess and respect.

His intellizent and articulate man-
nar may lead one to forget that his
attitudes e not willful. Beneath it
all. he is [ightened and concerned
about what is happening 1o him.

Janet Ross, ML D.
NI's

v

Morris was sitting in the hospital caf-
ctevia  finishing some stale apple pie
when his pagemaster went oflL It pro-
duced a high clectronic squeal. which
persisted until he reached down 1o his
belt and wirned it ofl. He returned o
his pic. Ater a few moments. the sequeal
came agam. He swore. put down his
fork and went to the phone to answer
his page.

There had been a time when he re-
garded the litde gray box clipped 1o his
hele as a wonderlul thing. He relished
those moments when he would be hav-
ing Iunch or dinner with a ginl and his
pagemaster would go off, requiring him
to call in. That sound demonstrated

188 that he was a busy, responsible person

involved in life-and-death matters. When
the pagemaster went off, he would excuse
himself abruptly and answer the call,
raditting a sense of duty hefore pleasure.
The girls loved i

But alter several years, it was no long-
er wonderful. The box was inhuman
and implacable and it hid come to
symbalize for him the fact that he was
not his own man. He was perpetually on
call to some higher authority, however
whimsical—a nurse who wanted 10 con-
firm a medication order at two anL;
relative who was acting up, making trou-
ble abour momma’s postoperative  treat-
ment; a call o well him a conference was
being held when he was already theve,
attending the damned conlerence.
the finest moments in his  life
were those when he went home and put
the hox away lor a few houwrs. He be-
came unreachable and free. And he
liked that very much.

He stared across the cafeteria at the
remainder of his apple pic as he dialed
the switchboard. “Dr. Morris.”

“Dr. Morris. two-lour-seven-one.”

“Thank yow.” That was the extension
for the nurses’ station on the seventh
floor. It was odd how he had learned all
these extensions. The telephone system
ol University Hospital was move compli-
cated than the human anatomy. But over
the years, without any conscious attempt
to learn i, he cime to know it quite
well, He dialed the number. “Dr. Morris.”

“Oh, yes.” a lemale voice sad. “We
have a woman with an overnight bag lor
patient. Harold Benson. She says it con-
tains personal things. Is e all right 1o
give it to him:"

“T'll come up,” he said.

“Thank you. doctor.”

He went back 1o his tray. picked it up
and carried ic to the disposal area.

Now

- - -

The seventh loor was quict. Most of
the other hospit;ll floors were  notsy,
jaummed with relaives and visitors at this
hour, but the seventh Hoor was always
quict. It had a sedate, calm quality that
the nurses were careful 1o pres

The nurse at the station said, “There
she is. doctor,” and nodded w0 a girl
sitting on a couch. Morris went over to
her. She was young and very pretty in a
flashy. show-business sort of way. Her
legs were long.

“I'm Dr. Morris.”

“Angela Black.” She stood up and
shook hands very lormally. T brought
this for Harry.” She lifted a small blue
overnight bag. “He asked me o bring it.”

“All right.” He ook the bag [rom her.
“I'll see that he gets ™

She hesitated, then said,
him:"

“I don’t think iU's a good idea.” Ben-
son would have been shaved by now;

v,

“Can I see

pre-op patients who had been shaved
olten didn't want 10 see people.

“Just lor a few minutes:”

“He's heavily sedated.” he said.

She was clearly disappointed. *Then
would you give him a message? Tell
him I'm back in my old apartment.
He'll understand.”

“I'll tell him.”

“Thank vow.” She smiled. It was a
rather nice smile. despite the long Faldse
evelashes and the heavy make-up. Why
did voung girls do that to their Laucesz ~1
guess U'll be going now.”

And she walked off, short skirt and
very long legs, a briskly determined
walk. He watched her go. then hefred
the bag. which scemed a linde heavy. He
took it 1o 710

The cop ourside the door to the room
was rolling & wooden matchstick around
in his mouth. He took it out and said,
“How's it going?”

“Fine.” Morris said.

The cop glanced at the overnight bag,
but said nothing as Morris took it into
the room.

Benson was watching a Western on
television.  Morris  turned  down  the
sound i showed him the bag. “A very
preuy girl showed up with this and wants
vou to know that she’s now back in her
old apartment.”

“Angelaz” Benson smiled. “Yes, she
has a nice exterior. Not a very compli-
cated intermal mechamism, but a nice
exterior.” He extended his hand: Morris
gave him the bag. He watched as Benson
opened it. placing the contents on the
bed. There were a pair of pajamas, an
clectric razor. some altershave lotion, a
paperback novel.

Then Benson brought out a black
wig. “What's that for?” Morris asked.

Benson shrugged. I knew I'd need it
sooner or later,” he said. Then he
Laughed. “You are letting me out of
here, aren’t vou? Sooner or later="

Morris  laughed  with him.  Benson
dropped the wig back into the bag and
removed a plastic packet. With a metal-
lic clink. he unfolded it and Morris saw
that 1t was a set ol screwdrivers ol
various sizes. stored in a plastic package
with a pocket Tor cach size,

“What're those for?” Morris asked.

Benson looked puzzled Tor a moment.
Then he said, "I don’t know il vou'll
understand. I alwavs have them
with me. For protection.”

Benson put the screwdrivers back into
the overmighter. He handled them care-
Tully, almost reverently. Morris knew that
patients frequemtly brought odd  things
into the hospital.  parvcularly il they
were seriously il There was a kind of
totemic feeling about these objects, as
if they might have magical preservative
powers. They were often connected with
some hobby or [avorite activity. He re-
membered a yachisman with a metastat-
ic brain tumor who had brought a kit to



repair sails, and a woman with advanced
heart disease who had brought a can of
tennis balls, Thar kind ol thing.

“I understand,” Morris said. Benson
stiled.

\Y

Telecomp was empty when Ross went
into the room: the consoles and rele-
priuters  stood silently by, the screens
blinking up random sequences of num-
bers. She went to a corner of the room
and poured herselb a cup ol coffee. then
fed the test card [rom Benson's latest
psychodex into the computer.

The NPS had developed the psyehindex

“Now, just bear with me, Charlene.

I've got the deal with

analyzed  psvehological tests. It was all
part of what McPherson called double-
edged thinking. In this case. he meant
that the idea of a brain being like 2
computer worked two ways. in two dil-
ferent divections. On the one hand, you
could utilize the computer to probe the
brain, to help vou analyze its workings.
At the same time, vou could use your
increased  knowledge of the brain to
help design better and more ellicient
computers.  As McPherson  said, “The
brain is as much a model for the com-
puter as the computer is a model for
the brain.”

At the NI'S. computer scicotists and
neurobiologists had worked together lor
several years. From that association had
come Form Q and programs like George
and new psychosurgical technigues and
psychadex.,

Psvchadex was relatively simple. Tt was
a test that wok straightforward answers to
psychological questions and manipulated
the answers according to complex mithe-
matical formulations. As the data was led

into the computer, Ross watched  the
screen glow  with vow  alwer row ol
calculations.

She ignored them: the nmumbers, she
knew, were just the compurer’s serachi-pad,

you want to win, right?”

This judge
well, let’s be vealistic,
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the intermediate steps that it went
through belore wviving at an answer.
She smiled, thinking of how Gerhard
would explain it—rotation of 50 by 30
matrices i space, derviving lactors. mak-
ing them orthogonal, then weighting
them. It all sounded complicated and
scientilic and she didn't really under-
stand any of it. All you had to know
was which butions to push o call up
pr:)gr;lms.

She had discovered long ago that you
could use a computer without under-
standing how it worked. Just as you
could drive an automobile, use a vacuum
cleaner—or your own brain.

The screen  Hashed  cavcurarTions
ENDED. CALL DISPLAY SEQUENCE.

She punched in the display sequence
for three-space scoring. The computer
informed her that three spaces account-
cd for 81 percent ol variance. On the
screen, she saw a three-dimensional im-
age ol a mountain with a sharp, jagged

peak.
She stared at it a moment. then
picked up the relephone and  had

McPherson paged.

SERIAL PSYCHODEX SCORE
REPRESENTATIONS SHOWING
INCREASED ELEVATION
{PSYCHOTIC MENTATIONY

McPherson stared at the screen, Ellis
looked over his shoulder. Janet Ross

190 asked, “Is it clear? It was done today.”

McPherson sighed. “You're not going
to quit without a batle, are your”

Instead of answering, she punched
buttons and called up a sccond moun-
tain peak. much lower. “Here's the last
one previously.”

“On this scoring. the elevation is

“Psychotic mentation.” she said.

“So  he's much more pronounced
now,” AMcPherson  said. “Auch  more
than even i month ago.™

“Yes.” she said.

“You think he was screwing around
with the test?” McPherson said.

She shook her head. She punched in
the four previous tests in succession.
The vend was clear: On each west, the
mountain peak got higher and sharper.

“Well, then.” McPherson said. “he’s
definitely getting worse. 1 gather you
still think we shouldn’t operate.”

“More than ever,” she said. “He's
unquestionably  psychotic, and il you
start putting wires in his head——"

“I know,” McPherson said. He said it
gently but  definitely. 1 know  what
you're saving.”

“He's going 10 fecl that he's been
turned mmto a machine,” she said.

McPherson tmed o Ellis. “Do you
suppose we can knock this elevation
down with Thorazine?” Thorazine was a
major tranquilizer. With some psychotics,
it helped them think more clearly.

“It's worth a wry,” Ellis said.

AMcPherson nodded. I agree. Janetz”

She staved at the sereen and didn't
reply. Tt was odd how these tests
worked. The mountain peaks were an
abstraction., a1 mathematical representi-
tion ol an emotional state. They weren't
a real characteristic ol a person, like
fingers or 1ocs, or height or weight

“1 think.” she said, “that you're both
committed 1o this operation.”™

“And vou still disapprover”

"1 don’t disapprove. T think iU's un-
wise for Benson.™

“How do you fecl about using Thora-
zine?” McPherson persisted.

“Maybe it's worth it and maybe it's
not. Bur it’s a gamble.”

McPherson nodded and wturned 1o El-
lis. “Do vou still want to do him:”

“Yes,” Ellis said, staving at the screen.
“I still want to do lam.”

WEDNESDAY, MARCH 10, 1971 IMPLANTATION
I

At six A, Janet Ross was on the
third swrgical floor, dressed in greens,
having coffee and a doughnut. The sur-
geons’ lounge was busy at this hour.
Although operations were scheduled to
begin at six, most didn’t get going until
15 or 20 minutes after that. The surgeons
sat around, reading the newspaper, dis-
cussing the stock market and their goll
games. From time to ume, one of them
would leave, go to the overhead viewing

galleries and look down on his OR 1o
sce how preparitions were coming.

Ross was the only woman in the lounge
and her presence changed the masculine
atmosphere subtly. It annoyed her that
she should be the only woman and 1t
annoyed her that the men should be-
come quicml'. more  polite, less jovial
and raucous. She didn't give a damm if
they were raucous and she resented be-
ing made to feel hke an intruder. It
scemed 1o her that she had been an
intruder all her lile.

- - -

Morris was in the elevator with a
nurse and Benson, who lay on a stretch-
er, ind one of the cops. As they rode
down, Morris said to the cop. “You can’t
get off on the second tloor.”

“Why notz”

“We're going onto the sierile floor
divectly.”

“What should T do?" The cop was
intimidated. He'd been doctle and hest-
tant all moring. The routine of surgery
left him fecling as a helpless outsider.

“You can watch from the viewing gal-
lery on the third floor. Tell the desk
nurse I said it was all righe.”

The cop nodded. The clevator stopped
at the second floor. The doors opened 1o
reveal a hallway with people, all in sur-
gical greens, walking back and {orth. A
large sign read STERILE AREA. NO ADMIT-
TANCE WITHOUT AvTHORIZATION, The let-
tering was red.

Monis and the nurse wheeled Benson
out ol the clevator. The cop remained
behind. looking nervous. He pushed the
button and the doars closed.

Morrvis went with Benson down  the
corridor. Alter a moment, Benson sad,
“I'm still awake.”

Morris nodded patiently. Benson hadd
gotten pre-op mediciions hall an howm
carlier. They would be aking  ellect
soon, making him drowsy. "How's your
mouth:"

“Dry.”

That was the avopine beginning 10
work. “You'll be OK.” Benson  just
stared ar him as he was wheeled down
the comdor 10 OR 9.

- - -

OR 9 was the largest operating voom
in the hospital. It was nearly 30 feet
square  and  packed  with  electronic
equipment. When the full surgical ream
was in there—all 12 of them—things got
pretty crowded. But now just two scrub
nurses were working in the cavernous,
gray-tiled space. They were seuing out
stevile tables and drapes around the
chair.

OR 9 had ne operating table. Instead,
there was a soltly cushioned upright
chair, Tike a denust’s chair, Janet Ross
watched the givls through the window
in the door that separated the scrub
room from the operaing room. Along-
side her, Ellis finished his seruly and mut-
tered something about fucking Morris
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being fucking Tate. Ellis got  profane
belore operations. He also got very nerv-
ous, though he seemed to think nobady
noticed that. Ross had  scrubbed  with
him on several animal procedures and
had seen the ritnal—tension and prolan-
ity before the operation and utter bland
calmness once things were under way.

Ellis turned off the [aucets with his
clbows and enteved the OR, backing in
so that his arms did not touch the door.
A nurse handed him a towel. While he
dried his hands, he looked back thvough
the door at Ross and then up at the
glasswalled  viewing  gallery  overhead.
Ross knew there would be a crowd in
the gallery watching the operation.

Morris came in amd began scrubbing,
Ross said, “Ellis wondered where
were.”

"Tour guide for the patient.” he said.

One ol the civeulating nurses entered
the soruly room  and “Dr. Ross,
there’s somebaody here hrom the radiation
lab with a wnit for Dr. Ellis. Daoes he
wWint it now?"”

I s loaded.” she said.

I oask.” the nurse said. She disap-
peared and stuck her head in @ moment
later. "He savs ics loaded and redy 1o
go. but unless yowr equipment is shicld-
cd. it could give vou trouble.”

Ross knew that all the OR cquipment
had been shicelded the week before, The
plutonium exchanger dido’t put ont much
radiation—mnot cnough 1o fog an X-ay
plate—but it could confuse more delicate
screntific cquipment. There was, ol course,
no danger to people.

"We're shielded.” she said. “Have him
take it into the QR

She shook her lumds Tree of excess
water and hacked o the OR. The
thing she saw was the vad-lab 1
wheel in the way with the ch
unit on it It was comained noa small
lead box. On the sides were stenciled:
BANGER  Raptation and he rriple-blade
magenta symbol fov vadiation. Tt was all
Cuintly ridiculous: the dharging unit was
quite sale.

Ellis stood  across the  room. being
helped into his gown. He plunged  his
linuds into his rubber gloves and flexed
his fingers. To the vad-lab mam he said.
“Has the unit been sterilized®”

I don’t know, sir.”

“Then give it o one ol the
have autoclave It
sterile.”

Ross dried her hands and shivered in
the cold of the operating room. Like
most surgeons.  Ellis preferred a0 cold
room—too cold, veally, for the paticnt.
But, as Ellis often said, I I'm happy,
the patient’s happy.”

Ellis was now across the room, stand-
ing by the viewing hox. while the dircu-
Liting  nurse, was  not  scrubbed.

vour

sad,

rls and
I's got 1o be

her

whao

192 put up the paticnt’s X rays. Ellis peered

closely at them. though he had scen
them a dozen times hefore. They were
perfealy normal  skull films. Air had
been injected into the ventricles, so that
the horns swood our in dark grav.

One by one, the rest ol the team
began 1o filter into the room. All togeth
er, there were two scrub nurses. two cir

culating nurses, one orderly, Ellis, 1wo

assistant surgeons. including Morris. two

electronics  technicians and 2 computer
programmer. he anesthetist was out-

side with Benson.

Without looking up from his console,
one ol the clectronics men said. ~Any
time vou want to begin, docor.”

“Well wait for the patient.” Ellis said
dryly, and  there were some  chuckles
Irom the Nine Group e,

Ross looked around the room at the
sevenn TV sareens. They were ol diller-
ent sizes and stationed in different places,
depending on how important they were
to the surgeon. The smallest screen moni-
the taping of the
operation. At the moment, 1t showed an
overheud view of the anpy chair.

Another saeen. neaver the surgeon,
monitored  the clectroencephalogram. o
EEG. It was wrned off now, the 16 pens
it white lines across the
also a Lwge TV soreen
[or Dhasic operative paramet clectro-
cardiogram. blomnd  pressure, respiratio
cardiae output, CVP. vectal temperature,
Like the EEG screen, it was also trac-
ing a series ol straight lines.

Another paiv ol sareens was completely
blank. Thev would display black-and-
white image-intensified Xory views dur-
ing the operation.

Finally, two color sareens displaved
the lmbic-program output. That program
s oveling now, without punched-in co-

tored closcd-circuit

W

ordinates. On the sareens, a picuwe ol the
brain rotated while random coordinaes,
gencrated by computer. llshed below. As
alwatys, Ross felt that the computer wis
an almost-human presence in the room—
an impression that was always heightened
as the operation procecded.

Ellis finished looking at the N rins
sand ghanced up at the Cock. Tt was G219
Benson was still outside being checked
by the anestheise, Ellis walked soomd
the room. talking briclly to cveryone,
He was being umsually  friendly and
Ross wondered why. She looked up at
the viewing gallery aad saw the diveaon
ob the hospital. the chicl of surgery
chicl of medicine. the chiel ol rese
all Jooking down through the glass. Then
she understood.

It was 6:21 when Benson was whecled

m. He was now heavily  premedicated.
relaxed. his body limp. his eyelids heavy.
His head was wrapped ina green towel.

Ellis supervised Benson's transler {rom

the stretcher to the chair. As the leatha
straps were placed across his anms and
legs, Benson seemed 1o wake up, his eves
going wide,

“That's just so vou don't [all off.”
Ellis said easily. “We don’t want vou 1o
huvt voursell™

“Uh-hul,”™  Benson  said  softly and
closed s eves again.
Ellis nodded 10 the nurses. who re-

moved the sterile towel. Benson's shaved
head scemed very small and white. The
skin was smooth, except for a vazor nick
on the lel fromal. Ellis” bluc-ink X marks
were clearly visible on the right side.

One of the tedimicians began 1w hix
the monitor leads 1o Benson's hody.
strapping them on with lintle dabs ol
clectrolyte  paste. They were anached
quickly: soon his body was a tngle ol
multicolored wires, vunning off o the
cyuipment.

Ellis looked at the TV monitor sereens.
The EEG was now tracing 16 jagged
lines; heartheat was vecorded: vespirations
were gently rising and falling: tempera-
e was steady, The technicians began
to punch preop  paramciers into  the
computer,

Normal lab values had alveady been
fed . During the operation, the com
puter would monitor all vil signs
hivesccond intervals and would signal il
anvthing went wrong.

“Let’s have music, please,” Ellis said.
and one of the nurses slipped a tipe
cartridge into the portable cassctie re-
corder in o corner ol the room. A Bach
violin concerto began o play soltly. El-
lis always operated 10 Bach: he said he
hoped thin the precision. il not the
s, mght be contagions.

g‘l'l

They were approaching the stnt of
the opervation. The digital wall dock
vead 06:29: 14 Next to i, an clapsed-time
digital dock stll vead 00:00:00,

With the help ol a scrub nurse, Ross
put on her stevile gown and gloves, The
wloves were always dithcult for her. She
didn’t sarub Ivequently, and when she
plunged  her hingers  into the  gloves.
she cuught hev hand. missing one ol the
finger slots. putting two hingers in anoth
impossible to read the scrub
action: only her eyes were visi-
ble above the mask. But Ross was glad
that Ellis and the other surgeons were
turned away. attending o the patient.

She stepped o the back ol the room.
heing coeful not o wip over the thick
black power cables that smaked  across
the floor in all divections. Ross did not
participate in the initial stages ol the
operation, She wiited unul the stereo-
tactic mechanism was in place and the
woordinates  determined.  She had  rime
to stardd 1o one side and pluck ar her
glove until all her fingers were in the
right slots.




There was no real purpose for her to
attend  the operation at all, but M-
Pherson was msistent that one member
of the nonsurgical staff scrub in cach
day that they u]x‘l';ll('ll. He [elt it kept
the unit more cohesive. At least that was
what he said.

Ross watched Ellis and lus assistants
across the room as they draped the pa-
tient: then she looked over 1o the drap-
ing as seen on the closed-circuit monitor.
I'he entire operation would be recorded
on video tape. for later review.

“1 think we can start now.” Ellis said
easily, “Go ahead with the needle.”

I'he anesthenist. working behind  the
chair, placed the needle between  the
sccomdd and thivd lumbar spaces of Ben-
son's spine. Benson moved and
made a slight sound. and then the anes-
thetist said, “I'm through the dura. How
much do vou wantz"”

The computer console flashed  orer-
Attox sEGUN. The computer automati-
cally nted  the  celapsed-time  clock.
which ticked ol the seconds.

“Give me thirty c.os to begin.” Ellis
saied. “Let’s have X oray. please.™

Fhe Xerav machines were swung into
position at the front and side of the
patient’s headk. Film plates were set on.
locking in with a click. Ellis stepped on
the floor button and the
glowed  suddenly.  showing  black-and-

Onee

TV screens

white images of the skull. He watched
in two views as aiv slowly filled the
ventricles, outlining the horns in black.

The programmer sat at the computer
console. his hands fluttering over the
buttons. On his TV display screen. the
letters PNEUNOGRAPH INTTIATED appered.

“All right. let's fix his hat.” Ellis said.
The tubular boxlike stereotactic frame
wias placed over the patient’s head. Bur-
hole fixed and checked.
When Ellis was satished, he injected
local anesthetic imo the scalp  points.
Then he cut the skin and reflected it
back. exposing the white surlace of the
skull.

“Drill. please.” With the two-millime-
ter drill. he made the first ol the wo
holes on the right side of the skull. He
placed the stercotactic Irame-—the “hat™
—over the head and saewed it down
sccurely.

Ross looked over at the computer dis-
plav. Values for heart rate and blood
pressure flashed on the screen and Lad-
ed: evervthing was normal. Soon  the
computer. like the surgeons. would be-
gin 1o deal with more complex matters,

“Let’s have a position check.” Ellis
saicd. stepping away from the patient.
frowning critically at Benson's shaved
head and the metal frame screwed on
top of it. The Xeray echnician came
lorward and snapped the pictures.

locations  were

In the old days. Ross remembered,
they acnually took Xeray plates and deter-
mined the position by visual inspection
of the plates. Tr was a slow process. Using
W compass,  protractor and  ruler, lines
were drawn across the X rav., :
rechecked. Now the data was fed divectly
to the computer. which did the analysis
more rapidly and more accurately.

All of the team turned 1o look at the
computer print-out  screen. The X-ray
views appeared brielly and were replaced
by schematic drawings. The ideal location
of the stercotactic apparatus was calou-
Lued: the actual location was then merged
with it. A set of coordinares Hashed up.
followed by the notation PEACEMENT COR
rect, Elhs nodded. “Thank vou for your
satd humorlessly  and

ay that held the

consultation,” he
went over to the
electrodes.

The team was now using Briggs suiin-
lesssteel Tellon-coated elecorode arrays,
In the past, they had tried almost every-
thing clse: gold, platinum  allov and
even fexible steel strands. m the days

when  the  electrodes  were placed by
mspection.
Ihe old inspection operations were

bloody, messy atlairs. Tt wias necessary (o
remove a Lwge portion ol the skull and
expose the surface ol the I he
surgeon found his Laindmark points on
the surface iwsell and then placed  his
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electrodes in the substance of the brain.
1f he had to place them in deep strue
tures, he would occasionally cut through
the brain to the ventricles with a knife
and then place them. There were seri-
ous complications; the opcrations were
lengthy; the patients never did very well.

The computer had changed all that.
It allowed you to fix a point precisely in
three-dimensional space. Initially, along
with other vesearchers in the field, the
NPS group had tried to relate deep
brain points to skull architecture. They
measured their landmark  points  [rom
the orbit of the eye, from the meatus of
the ear, from the sagittal suture. Thar,
of course, didn’t work-—pcople’s brains
did not fit inside their skulls with any
consistency. The only way to determine
deep brain points was in relation to
other brain  pomts—and the  logical
landmarks were the ventricles, the Huid-
filled spaces within the brain. According
to the new system, evervthing was deter-
mined in relation to the ventricles.

With the help of the computer, it was
no longer necessary to expose the brain
surface. Instead, a few small holes were
drilled in the skull and the electrodes
inserted, while the computer watched by
X ray to make sure they were being
placed correctly.

Ellis picked up the first electrode ar-
ray. From where Ross swood, it looked
like a single slender wire. Actually, it
was a bundle ol 20 wires, with staggered
contact points. Each wire was coated
with Tellon except for the last millime-
ter, which was exposed. Each wire was a
different lengih, so that under a magni-
fying glass, the staggered electrode tips
looked like a miniature staircase.

Ellis checked the array under a large
glass. He called for more light and
wrned the array, peering at all contact
points. Then he had a scrub nurse plug
it into a testing unit and test every
contact. This had heen done dozens of
times belore, but Ellis always checked
again belore insertion. And he always
had four arvays sterilized. though he
would need only two. Ellis was careful.

At length he was satisfied. “Are we
ready to wire?”" he asked the weam. They
nodded. He stepped up to the patient
and said, “Let’s go through the dura.™

Up to this point in the operation,
they had drilled through the skull but
had lele intact the right membrane of
dura mater that covered the bri and
held in the spinal fluid. Ellis" assistant
used a probe to puncture the dura,

“I have Huwid,” he smid, and a thin
trickle of clear liquid slid down the side
of the shaved skull from the hole. A
nurse sponged it away.

Ross always found it a source of won-
der, the way the brain was protected.

194 The entive ceniral nervous system was

encased in thick bone, but inside the
bone there were sachike membranes that
held cervebrospinal flind. The Huid was
under pressure, so that the brain sat in
the middle of a pressurized liquid sys-
tem that afforded it superb protection.

McPherson always compared it o a
fetus in a water-iilled womb. “The baby
comes out of the womb,” McPherson
said, “but the brain never comes out of
its own special womb.”

“We will pl:lct' now,” Ellis said.

Ross moved forward, joining the surgi-
cal team gathered around the head. She
watched as Ellis slid the tip ol the
elecorode inte the bur hole and then
pressed  slightly, entering the substance
of the brain. The technician punched bu-
tons on the computer console. The display
screen read ENTRY POINT LOCALIZED.

The patient did not move, made no
sound. The brain could not feel pain; it
lacked pain sensors, It was one of the
frcaks of evolution that the organ that
sensed pain throughout the body could
feel nothing iwself.

Ross looked away from Ellis toward
the X-ray screens. There, in harsh black
and white, she saw the ovisply outlined
white electrode begin its slow, steady
movement intoe the brain. She looked
from the anterior view to the lateral and
then to the computer-generated images.

The computer was interpreting  the
X-ray images by drawing a simplified
brain, with the temporal-lobe targen area
in red and a Hickering blue track show-
ing the line the clectrode must traverse
from entry point to the target arca. So
far, Ellis was following the track perfectly.

“Very pretty,” Ross said.

The computer flashed up wiple coordi-
nates in rapid succession, as the elec-
trode went deeper.,

“Practice makes perfect.” Ellis said
sourly. He was now using the scale-down
apparatus attached to the stercotactic
hat. The scaler reduced his crude finger
movements to very small changes in elec
vode movements, If he moved his finger
half an inch, the scaler converted that to
half a millimeter. Very slowly the elec-
trode penetrated deeper into the brain.

From the screens, Ross could lift her
eyes and watch the closed-civcuit TV
monitor, showing Ellis at work. It was
casier to watch on TV than to turn
around and see the wveal thing. She
glanced back at the computer screen.

The computer had now presented an
inverted view ol the brain, as seen from
below, near the nedk. The cearode
track was visible end on, as a single blue
point surrounded by concentric circles.
Ellis was supposed to keep within one
millimeter, one 25th ol an inch, ol
the assiened track. He deviated half a
millimeter.

50 TRACK FRROR, warned the computer.
Ross said, “You're slipping off.”

The eclectrode stopped in its path.
Ellis glanced up at the screens. “Too
high on bea plane?”

“Wide on gamma.”

YK

Alter a moment, the electrode contin-
ued along the path. 4 TRACK ERROR. the
computer flashed. It rotated its brain
image slowlv. bringing up an anierolat-
eral view. 20 TRACK ERROR, it read.

“You're correcting nicely,” Ross said.

Ellis hummed along with the Bach
and nodded.

7ERO TRACK ERROR, the computer indi-
cated and swung the brain view around
to a full lateral. The second screen
showed a full fromtal view. A [ew sec-
onds later, the screen blinked ApproOACH-
ING TARGET. Ross conveyed the message.

Seconds later, the Hashing word STRIKE,

“You're on,” Ross said.

Ellis stepped back and folded his
hands across lus chest.

“Let’s have a coordinate check,” he
said. The elapsed-time clock showed that
27 minutes had passed in the operation.

The programmer Hicked the console
buttons rapidly. On the TV screens, the
placement of the electrode was simu-
Jated by the computer. The simulation
ended, like the actual placement, with
the word STRIKE.

“Now match it."” Elis said.

The computer held its simulation on
one screen and matched it 1o the Xeray
image of the patient. The overlap was
perlect: the computer reported MaTCHED
WITHIN FSTABLISHED LIMITS.

“That's 1t,” Ellis said. He screwed on
the little plastic button cap that held
the clectrode tightly against the skull.
Then he appliced dental cement to hix it
He uniangled the 20 fine wire leads that
came off the electrode and pushed them
to onc side.

“We can do the next one now,” he
said.

- - -

At the end of the second placement, a
thin, arcing cut was made with a knile
along he scalp. To avoid important
superficial vessels and nerves, the cut
ran from the electrode enwy points
down the side of the car 10 the base of
the neck. There it deviated 10 the rvight
shoulder. Using blunt dissection, Ellis
opened a small pocket beneath the skin
of the right chest.

“"Have we got the charging unitz” he
asked.

The charger was brought to him. It
was smaller than a pack of cigareties
and contained 37 grams ol the radioac-
tive isotope plutonium-238 oxide. The
radiation produced heat, which was con-
verted divectly by a thermionic unit to
clearical power. A Kenbeck  solid-state
D.C/D.C circuit translormed the output
to tl'll_‘ Il(‘{'l_'?ﬁ-'ll“\' \‘()ll:lg(‘.

Ellis plugged the charger into the test
pack and did a lastminute check ol its
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power before implantation. As he held
it i his hand. he said. “1t's cold. 1 cn't
et used to that.” Ross knew layers of
vacuum-foil insulation kept the exierior
ol and thar inside the packer the ra.
diation capsule was producing heatr at
00 degrees  Falnenheit—more  than
cnough to cook a roast.

Fllis checked radiation, wo be sure there
would be no real leakage. The meters
all vead o the low-normal vange. There
was o certain amounnt ol feakage, narural-
Iv. but it was no more than that produced
by o commercial color-television set.

Ellis mserted the dharging unie into
the small subdermal  pocker he  had
made i the chest wall, He sewed tissue
lavers around it 10 fix it in place. Then
he turmed his attention o the postage-
stamp-sized clecronic compuer.

Ross looked up m the viewing gal-
levy and saw the wizard wwins, Gerhard
and  Richards,  watchn intemly, LEllis
checked the packet under the magnily-
g eliss, then gave it to o saubbed
technician, who hooked the linde com-
puter mto the main hospitad computer.

To Ross. the computer was the most
remarkable pare ol the entive system.
Since she had  joined the NPS three
venrs before, she had seen the computer
size shrink [rom a prototvpe as Large as
a bricfcase 1o the present tiny model,
which looked small in the palm ol a
hand ver contained all the clements ol
the original bulky unit.

This tiny size made subdermal  im-
plantation possible. The paticnt was
[ree 1o move about. take showers, do
anything he wanted. Much bener than
the old units where the dunger was
clipped o a patient’s belt and wirves
dingled.

She Jooked ar the computer screens,
which Hashed orrraTIVE  MoONITORS  1%-
VERRULPTED FOR FLECTRONICS CHtck, On
the sereen. a blown-up civcuit diagram
appered. The computer checked  cach
pathway and - component  independent-
Iv. It 1ook Tour millionths of 4 sccond
lor cach chedk: the entive process wias
completed in two seconds. The comput-
or flashed FLECTRONICS CHECK NFGATIVE, A
moment Lner, brain views reappeared.
The compurer had gone back 1o moni-
toring the operation.

“Well,” Ellis smid. “let’s hook him
up.” He paimstakingly attached the 40
fime wire leads from the two elecirode
arcays to the plastic unit. Then he fitted
the wires down along the neck. wicked
the plastic under the skin and called for
sutures. The elapsed-time clock vead one
hour, 12 minutes.

Finadly, he called for the dog g
Benson would have to wear this dog tag
as long as he had the aomic charging
unit in his bodv. The dog tag warned
that the person had an atomic pacemak-
er and gave a telephone number. Ross
knew thit the number was a listing that

196 played a recorded message 24 hours a

day. The recording save detailed techni-
cal information about the dvarging unit
and warned that bullet wounds, automo-
bile accidemis. fives and other damage
could release the plutonium, which was
a powerful alpha-particle emitter. The
recording abyo gave special instructions (o
physicians. coroners and morticizms and
warned particulindy against aemation of
the bady, unless the charger were lost
removed,

Morris wheeled Benson into the re-
covery room. a long. low-ceilinged room
where patients were brought  immedi-
ately atlter operiation. The NPS had a
special section of the ree room. as did
cidiac paticnts and hirm patiens. But
the NPS section. with s cluster of elec-
tonic cquipment, had never heen wsed
belore. Benson was the first case.

Benson  looked  pale but otharwise
fine: his hewd. neck, vight shoulder and
chest were heavily bandaged. Morris
supervised  his mansfer from the rolling
stretcher to the permanent bed. Across
the room, Ellis was telephoning in his
operative note. I vou diaded  exrension
O vou got a transeribing machine. The
dictaed message would Later be tvped up
by o searetry and inserted in Benson's

record,
EHis" voice droned on in the back-
gronnd. “Centimeter  incsions  were

madde over the right temporal region
and two twosmillimeter bur holes diilled
with a Kseven drill. Implantition ol
Briges clectrodes coried ont with com-
puter assistance on the limbic program.
Neray  plicement ol clecivodes  deter-
mincd with computer natching  within
estiblished limits. Elecorodes seitled with
Tyler fixation caps and seven-oh-grade
dental scaler. Transmission wires——"

“What do vou wiant on him®” the
rec-room nurse asked.

“Vial signs Q five minutes for the
first hour. Q fificen for the seoond. Q
thirty lor the thivd. hourly thereafter. Tt
he's stable, you ¢ move him up o his
room in six hours.”

The nurse nodded. making  notes.
Morris sat down ot the hedside 10 write
the short operative note:

Short operative note on Harvold F.
Benson

Preop dx: psychomotor  (temporal
lohe) epilepsy

Post-op dx: same

Procedure:  implantation  of  twin

Briggs clecovode arays into right

temporal  lobe  with  subdermal

placing of compuer and  pluto-
minm clurging unit,

Pre-op meds: phenobarbital 500 me
avopine 60 mg one hr prior 10
procedure

Anesthesia: lidociine  (1/1000) epi-
nephrine locally

Estimatted blood loss: 250 ¢c

Fluid replacement: 200 ¢c D5 /W
Operative duration: 1 hr 12 min
Post-op coudition: good

As he finished the note, he heard Ross
say to the norse. “Sunt him on pheno-
barly as soon as he's awake” She sound-
cd angry

He Jooked up at her and said. “Some-
thing the mater:”

“No." she said.

“You scem angry.”

“Are vou picking a fight with me?”

“No." he saud. ol course——""

“Just make swre he gets his pheno-
barh. We want o keep him sedated
until we can interbice him.”

And she stormed out of the room
Morris watched her go, then glanced
over i Ellis, who was still dictating hut
had been watching. Ellis shrugged.

“What's the matter with  her?”
murse asked.

“Probably just tived.” Morris said. He
adjusted the monitoring cquipment on
the shell above  Benson's head. He
turned it on and wiaited until i warmed
up. Then he placed the wemporary in-
duction mnit  wround  Benson's taped
shoulder.

During the operation. all the wires
hid been hooked up. but they were not
working now. Belore that happened,
Benson had to be “interbiced.” This
meant determining which ol the 10 elec-
trodes would stop an epilepric scizure
and Jocking in the appropriate switches
o the subdermal computer. Because the
compuier was under the skin, the lock-
ing in would be accomplished by an
induction unit. which worked through
the skin. But the inerfacing couldn’t be
done until tomorrow.

Meanwhile, the equipment monitored
Benson's hrain-wive activity. The sereens
above the bed glowed a bright green and
showed the white wacing of his FFG.
The patern was normal  for
rhyvthms slowing (vom sedation,

Benson opened his eyes and looked
Morris.

"How do you leel?” Morris asked.

"h!f:"l'p}'." he said. “Is it beginning
S000:

s over,” Morris said.

Benson looked, not ot all swrprised,
and closed his eves. A vad-lab echnician
came in oand checked for leakage from
the plutonium with a Geiger counter.
There was none. Morris madde sure thin
the dog tag was still around  Benson's
neck. The nurse picked it up curiously,
vead it and Trowned.

Ellis came over. “Time for break fast?

“Yes.” Morris said. “Time {or Dreak-
fase.”

They lelt the room togeiher.

11

the

alpha

The wouble was he didn’t really like
the sowd of his voice. His voice was
rough and grating and his enunciation
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was poor. McPherson preferred to sce
the words in his mind, as if they had
been written. He pressed the micro-
phone button on the dictation machine.
“Roman numeral three period philosophi-
cal implications period.”

He paused and looked around his
oflicec. A large model of the brain sat
at the corner ol his desk. Shelves ol
journals along one wall. And the TV
monitor. On the sareen now, he was
wattching the playback of the morning’s
operation. The sound was turned oll. He
looked at the silem, milky images. Fllis
was drilling holes in Benson's head. M
Pherson began to dictate.

This procedure vepresenls the fust di-
vect link Detween a lnonan brain and a
computer. The fink is permanent. . ..

Too stuffy. he thought. He rvan the
tape back and made changes. Now, a
man silting at a computer console and
interacting with the computer by press-
ing buttons is linked to the compuier.
But that link is not divect. And the link
i not permanent.

This operative  procedure represenls
sometlung vather diffevent. How is one to
thinl: about i1?

A good question. he  thought. He
stared at the TV image of the operation,
then continued to dictate.

One might think of the computer in
this case as a prosthetic device. Just as o
raan swho las his arm amputated can

receive a mechanical equivalent of the
lost arm, so a brain-damaged man can
receve a mechanical aid o overcome
the effects of brain damage. This is a
comfortable way to think about the op-
cralion. It makes the com puler info a
high-class wooden leg, Yet the implica-
Lions go much Jurther than that.

He paused to look at the screen.
Somcebody at the main tape station had
changed reels. He was no longer secing
the operation bui a psychiawic inter-
view with Benson before surgery. Ben-
son was excited, smoking a cigarente,
making stabbing gestures with the light-
ed tip as he spoke. '

Curious, AMcPherson turned the sound
up slightly. “Know what they're doing,
The machines are everywhere. They
uscd to be the servants of man, hut now
they're taking over. Subtly, subtly taking
over.

Benson continued, “Know I'm a tai-
or to the human race, because I'm
helping to make machines move intelli-
gent. That's my job. progranuning artih-
cial intelligence, and i

McPherson trned the sound  down
until it was almost inaudible. Then he
went back 1o his dictation.

In thinking about computer hard-
ware, we dislinguish  between  central
and peripheral equipment. That is, the
main computer is central bul, in human
teyms, Aocated in some  out-of-the-vay

“I, too, could have opted for the counter-
culture, Miss Hanley, but I fell it was my mission to
humanize the wholesale-plumbing-supplies game.”

place—like the basement of a building,
Jor example. The computer’s readout
equipment, display consoles and so on,
are peripheral. They are located at the
edges of the computer system, on differ-
ent floors of the building.

He looked at the TV screen. Benson
seemed particularly excited. McPherson
turned up the sound and heard . | Get-
ting more intelligent. First steam cn-
gines. then antomobiles and airplanes,
then adding machines. Now computers
feedback loops——-"

He nurned the sound ofl.

For the hman brain, the analogy is a
central brain and pervipheral tevminals,
such as mouth, arms and legs. T hey
carrvy out the instrucltions—ithe onlt put
of the brain. By and lavge, we judge the
workings of the brain by the activity of
these  peripheral functions. We nolice
what a person says and how he acts and
from that deduce how his brain works.
This tdea is familtar to cveryone,

He looked at Benson on the TV
screen. What would Benson say aboum
this? Would he agree or disagree? But
then, did it matier?

Now, however, in this operalion we
have crealed a man with not one brain
but wwo. He has his biological brain,
which is damaged, and he has a new
compuler brain. which is desicned to
correct the damage. This new brain is
intended to control the biological brain.
Thevefore, a new sitwation arises. The
patient’s biological bvain is the periph-
eral terminal—the only pevipheral tey-
minal—for the new computer. In one
arca, the new computer brain has iotal
control. And thevefore, the patient’s bio-
logical brain and, indeed, his whole
body, has become a teyminal for the new
compuier. We have created a man who
is one single, large, complex computer
teyrminal. The patient is a veadoul de-
vice for the new computer and he is as
helpless to control the veadout as a TV
screen s helpless to control the informa-
tion presented on il.

Perhaps that was a bit strong, he
thought. He pressed the button again.
“Hariet, type thar last pavagraph, bur 1
want to look at it, OK? Roman numeral
four period summary and conclusions
period.”

He paused again and wumed on the
sound. Benson was saving . .. Hate them,
particalarly the prostituaes. Airplane me-
chanics, dancers, tanshators, gas-station
attendiants, the people who are machines
or who service machines. The prosuitutes.
I hate them all”

As he spoke, Benson continued 1o stab
with his cigirette.

This is the first of three mstallments
of a condensed version of “The Termi-
nal Man.” The second installment of the
novel will appear in the April issue.



sure and inevitable move. glided  past
the two leaders to win, the way Jim
Rvun was supposed to glide past Marty
Liquori but didn’t. I got all my moncey
back and SIS in winnings,

Great buzz of excitement in the dining
room next morning. Nat Kanter old me
that John Raite had swept in and sung
all through breaklast. snatches ol tunes
from every show he'd ever been i
“There was no stopping him,” said Kan-
ter, who then informed me that Tom
Mackell was a grear singer ol barroom-
style Irish tunes and that mavhe we
could get Raitt and Mackell to sing a
duct. I said I'd vote [or that and then
cornered Rairr, a chesty stalwart tvpe who
walked about as though he were con-
stantly marveling at the quality of the
air. YIts Kismet lor me in the summer
with Anna Maria Alberghetti,” he began
rather brightly, but his mood swiltly
darkened and he said. “There's really
nothing for me. A few conventions—
that’s a wough dollar. I talked w Hal
Prince about Follies, but it really wasn't
right. Terrific for Alexis, though.” 1 felt
sorvy [or the man who'd once thrilled
me as Billy Bigelow in Carousel, as il it
were my fault that he was doing conven-
tions, and Tound mysell making a silent
vow to see il 1 could drum something up
for him.

At breakfast, T met a newly arrived
lellow judge named S. Rodgers Benja-
min, the furrier, who told me, “We're
the second-largest retailer in the country,”
and sad he had sent 46 units worth
SHIO000 to Kutsher's to be worn on the
TV show by the pageant girls but that
Kutsher's security system was zilch, so he'd
hid to ship two of his own men down to
Each one ol my men

guard the garments.

takes twenty-three furs to his room at

night and sleeps with them,” said Benja-
min. Mrs. Benjamin. a stylish and quite
dazzling brunette, sidled up 1o the 1able
and said, “OK, il you're so big in the fur
business, how come 1 wear a trench coat
from Klein's?” A bell vang and a spry
oldster introduced a dozen  contestants
who strolled into the dining room to mild
applause. As was  Luter explained, the
mealtime salutes were designed to buoy
up their conhdence before the contest.
Miss Lynbrook marched in wearing no
bra and it was dillicult o avoid doing a
little premature judging. “If I were a
judge,” said Mrs. Benjamin, “I'd pick
the one I'd like to bang.”

“Negative.” said her hushand. “You'd
pick the one you think £'d like to bang.”

I excused myself to hustle off and
corral John Russell Lowell, whose agency
had screened the givls for Kuisher's pag-

(continued from page 126)

cant and handles 92 other competitions a
year. “I'm no relation to the poer” said
Lowell, & zesty grav-haived senior citizen,
“though I can quote liberally from his
works. I've been in this business for
twenty-three vears and got started doing
the promotion ol the world premicre of
The Girl from Jones Beach, starring Vir-
gima Mavo and Ronald Reagan. We held
a Miss Rheingold—type competition and
when I saw all that pulchritude, T said chis
is lor me. What have T learned about
girls i all this tme? They are natural-
horn liars, unbelievably enchanting and
devious at the same time. Take whar they
tell vou with o grain of salt. You'll gee
an ulcer anyway. One will go along pure
and honest for six years then suddenly
show her teeth. like she's swallowed a M.
Hyde solution. Neither God nor man
should dwell in the same house with more
than one woman. If such is your lot, get
a chair and a whip and seule in for pee-
vishness and pettiness, with fair play an
unheard-ol  dream.”  More  specifically,
Lowell said that the most dangerous of
beauty contestants was the one who was
getting on in age and was suddenly con-
fronted with “a frothy young number”
some cight or nine years her junior. “Sud-

denly, Miss Oldster wurns into a spitting
thing. I remember one such gitl who
waited ull the final moment ol the contest
and then just happened o spill four
scoops ol raspherry ice cream on a sure
winner’s vellow gown. Another girl kept
threatening 1o jump off @ building il she
didn’t win, driving her roomniue into o
nervous bhreakdown. She wouldn't have
jumped five feet.”

In Lowell's estimate. despite the seem-
ingly apathetic stvle of many ol 1the
givls. there wasn't one among them who
wouldnt kill to walk away with first
prize. And there was one orcature even
more treiacherous than i contestane. “Your
Bengal tiger, Kodiak bear, wounded Afri-
can bullulo, they're all timid, indeed. com
parcd with the mother of a loser in
beauty pageant.” Despite his innate sus-
picion ol young girls and their moms and
his repuation as a fierce taskmaster,
Lowell made it clear that he was quite
protective of his young ladies and a foc
of 1hose who would ty o compromise
or insult them. “I'm a testy bastard,”
he said. “and won't tolerate anyone fool
ing with my Kids. Anyone refers to them
as ‘fresh mear,” I don't care il he's thirny
years younger, I'll invite the man out
side and break his glasses. I once took
twenty-six girls o a Queen of Queens

“You funmin’ me, bub?”’
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beauty  pageant. The convention numn
asked, "Which broad would you like o
win? and before it was out ol his mouth,
. CLet’s go, girls,” and we all got
back on the bus.™”

As far as Lowell was concerned, the
girls were the mame ol the game and
cach TV pageant was a 90-minute llow-
through story with a single punch line
—the winner—and it was a shame to let
it get spoiled by amomee. with a buck
and wing. “Then there are the judges,”
said Lowell, not bothering 1o spire my
leelings. “vour weakest link. They'll vote
lor Elsic. the givl they used 1o go with,
or Bessie. the girl who twmed  them
down, all the while failing 1o notice a
perfect swanlike neck and  dignity of
movenwnt.” Silently pledging 1o he on
the lookout [m asked
Lowell il pageant entrics were allowed
to beel up their natural wonderfulness
with aotificial nds. “Falls and supple-
mentary  hairpicces, yes.” said  Lowell.
“Wigs, no. Contourmg the bustline is in
hounds. 1oo. but ol course you're risking
a pop-out situation. so the givls tend 1o
take it casy in this department. A single
cjected sponge can destroy a gitl with
embanrassment.”

Lowell dashed olf 1o prep his girls for
their TV runway strolls, his place imme-
diately taken by Peggy  Molitor, who
said, 1 cm see now you're looking lor
dirt. I won't give vou any, but long alter
you've finished your story. make sure to
ask me about a certain dinty old man
who wound up in my hotel room last
night.” Before T could  give  Turther

classic necks, |

thought to the mystery, Blake tumed up
and said that both Boozer and DBarnett
had passed the contest by, but there was
no need 1o worry. since he was conhdent
that by hardly moving a muscde, he
could induce either Monte hvin or Jesse
Owens to speed up to Kutsher's and fill
the empty judge slot. “Just lor lun,
though, do you know any colored ath-
letesz” 1 mentioned a friend ol mine. an
ex-athlete now in public relations, and
Blake said, “Well, what are we wating
for? Let's go. Let’s get him up.” 1 said 1
wast't sure my buddy would be interest-
ed and Blake said, “Look, it’s no prob-
lem. Forget it. One thing vou can always
gt is a colored judge.”

- - -

At seven the morning, Blike
woke me up with a phone call, his voice
a trifle anxious this time. 1 understand
vou know Artic Shaw.” 1 said ves, I'd
met the great clarinest at a party, and
Blake said. “Well. what about him:”

“For a black judges” 1 said.

“Well, yvou know . . . he's a wild guy

. . all those wives. . . "

“But he's not black,”™ I said. “There's
no way itll work.”

“You've probably right,” said Blake.
“Well, look, go back to sleep. There's
absolutely no  problem.  Walt Frazier’s
personal nunager is on  the  highway
now and nine chances out ol 1en, we
can get Clyde himsell up here. What's
the big dealz”

next

- - -
Later 1 got caught up in the Day
Belore the Finals tempo. Kanter told me

“Tuition has soared again Lhis year, but
we're lucky in that our Greg gels a little something [rom
the FBI to sort of keep an eye on his dorm floor.”

that the girls were nervous as hillies and
that later in the evening there would
be a preliminary shakedown, the judges
knocking out 19 girls but not daring to
tell them, for fear they would check out
on the next bus and not be on hand for
the TV taping of the finals. In other
words, 19 of the girls would go to bed
that night thinking they were in the
running  when  actually  they'd  been
wiped out hours belore and didn’t stand
a chance. Kanter informed me ol an-
other development—that Milton Kutsher,
president of the Lamily corporation that
owns the horel, who'd been slated 1o
be one ol the judges, had stepped aside
in favor ol his wile. who waned 10 be
seen on television.

Soon. other judges began o tom up.
among them a genial ex-pilot named
Bob Dobbin, vice-president and minket-
ing divector for Best Foods, w S300,000.000
subsidiary of  CPC Tuternational.  No
stranger to beauty contests, Dobbin told
me over cocktails that his company had
once  sponsored  the  National - College
Queen Pageant, a contest designed 10
show the world that not all ol our youths
are hippies and activists.

At dinner, Dobbin and [ were intro
duced 10 another fellow judge, Thomas
J. Mackell, the celebrated Queens DAL
A huge.  good-natured,  aime-busting
Santa  Claus aype, Mackell stuck one
hand over his face and when the girls
made their dining-room entvance, coyly
peered through his fngers and said, 1
guess we're not supposed o stint judg-
ing vet, are we?” Nimbly ducking all
feelers Tor Crimmins ancedotes, Mackell
dug into the delicious Kuwisher's  food.
patting his girth after each course and
saying., “Well, T could just inhale five
pounds around here. And those waister
cizers don't do me any good, either.”

When the gitls paraded by again, |
said, "Wow, it's a lucky thing 1 don't
like girls.”

“That has got to be one ol the Tunni-
est hines I've heard around a beay
contest,” said Kanter. “Mind af 1 use it
in my story?”

Then Lowell told the judges table it
wis time lor our frst climimations. 1
suddenly felt some wension and responsi-
bility and had a [antasy in which 1 lost
a contact lens and wound up voting for
gehand. We were short a
judges. the most conspicuous  absentee
being the black one Blike had promised
to supply.  Anticipating  my - concern,
Blake said he had the maver i hand;
no, it was not to be the greae Knick
guard Walt Frazier but a chap named
John Kress, who would be rolling in the
following night for the linals. Whae if all
three black girls were eliminated belore
Kress arrived? Wouldn't that seem fishy?

lew

a sk



Blake didn’t think so, as long as Kress
wias on hand for the finals on TV.
Lowell got ws all wogether in the Pales
tra Room and informed us that on this
first  chimination, we would get three
shots at the girls. who would first walk
through so that we could [amiliarize
oursclves with them and then glide by
for scoring in swimsuits and gowns.
Each givl was 10 be awarded from one to
36 pomis in each category, according to
Lowell. who gave us this rough scoring
euide o follow: 1-6 Lur, 7-14
15-24 excellent and 25-36 through the
rool. In Lowell's experience. some judges
were iberal in scoring, while others doled

goad,

out points in a miserly fashion, but the
two tendencies canceled each other out.
Lowell warned us that we might tend o
be niggardly in our scoring ol the frst
gitls and then give out great panicky
showers of points as the n‘ll!a]:l}' ol girls
ran out. I this were mrue, it occurred to
me that Miss Albany. first out of the pad-
dock, would be in big wrouble.

Kanter leaned across and told me that
had several contests by
tossing long sucking kisses ar each judge
as she paraded by. One by one, the girls
while hollered their
mames. {avorite actors and  hobbies. By
and large, I'd liked more
tively; they were about on  the
of St. Luke's Hospital student

one gl woll

came  out, Lowell
collec-

level
nurses

them

—not bad—but T had an idea T could
round up a handsomer baich any alter-
noon outside Bloomingdale’s. 1 got verv
sclf-conscious  about my scoring and
found T tended to tack on an extia five
points or so for contestants who winked
at me, whispered “Hi" and tossed off a
kiss. even il it wasn't ol the long sucking
varicty. At onc point, | pecked over at
Benjamin's  score  sheet—as  though  we
were taking a biology quiz—and learned
that he was a much more generous point-
giver than I was. One girl caused a stir
by twning up with an unmistakably
distended stomach. giving rise 10 specu-
lations about whether it was the vesult
of it recent pregnancy. Another quickly
picked up the nickname Miss Tiny Tim,
showing a remarkable resemblance to
the famed showbiz personality. As the
three black girvls strolled by, 1 wondered
about the cwrent notion in publishing
that white critics lack the sensibility for
judging black literature. Did this apply
to beauty pageants? There was lhule
time to sink my teeth into this, so 1 took
no chances and gave them each temihc
although down deep, 1 didn't
think any one of them was standing

SCONes.

room only.

Midway dwough the parade, 1 felt
confident I'd spotted the winner: a sul-
try. budding Ava Gardner type: but she
[ailed to cast so much as a glance ac the

judges’ wble and. 10 my disappoint-
ment. I heard one of my colleagues let
out a disgusted snort as another said,
“What a zombi” As it turned out, my
candidate was quickly eliminated and
told me Luter that been on
“heavy downs.” Alier the last contestant,
an overbrimming girl representing Troy.
had glided by in her gown, a tiny man
named Sol Shields, of the accounting
fhirm ol Rosenfeld, Hauptman
Shiclds. scooped up our scoring sheets
and we all retired to the bar with the
knowledge that we had dipped the
wings of 19 of the aspiring lovelies. Tom
Mackell ordered a round of drinks, Say-
ing he had opened up Queens o Cutty
Sark. getting the brand into 100 bars in
the borough. A guest tapped me on the
shoulder and  wanted w0 know il |
judged the girls constantly, every second.
lor every move they made throughout the
day. T told him no, just when they were
on the stage—and he seemed surprised.

she had

and

S e

I was amazed the lollowing day when
a  slender  sandy-haired fellow
turned to me in Kutsher's steam room

voung

and said he was John Kress, assistant
coach amd head scout for the New York
Nets. Blake had lailed 10 come up with a
black judge, after all, unless he felt that
Kress's association with black ballplayers

just that.
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The Kents: married 4 years,
2 children, 3 bedrooms,
1bath and theyd like to

keep it that
ancpl'roiuns helpthemdo

Family planning should be a family affair. . .decided
upon by mutual consent.

Before the decision is made though, both partners
should be aware that the male contraceptive is safe,
sensitive and of course has no after effects.

Ask your pharmacist for TROJAN brand prophylactics.

wl Youngs Drug Products Corporation,

865 Centennial Avenue, Piscataway, N.J. 08854
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qualified him for the role. As it turned
out, with my dark beard, Bronx-Jewish
heritage and work in the theater, 1 was
the closest to being a black judge on the
panel. In any case, my conscience was
clear: 1'd given each of the black gitls
IASSIVe SCOTes.

The waping of the finals was set for
nine o’clock in the evening and would
be shown late at night the lollowing
Samurday. According to the Dancer-Fitz
gerald man, Ave Buensky. the show was
good for a 10 percent or 11 percent Neil-
sen, which meant that voughly 1,250.000
folks in the New York area would have
their dials tumed to it It was Butensky's
view that people watched beauty pageants
not so much to see gorgeous girls in their
skivvies as to root for their favorites, much
in the same way they cheered on entries in
a horse race. At the appointed time, we
each took a seat at the judges’ able, the
ladies in gowns, the men decked out in
tuxedos. In my view, Bob Dobbin, the
Best Foods man, took top honors in the
wxedo competition with a wild ruflled
ensemble that might have come out of
the court of Louis XIV.

John Raitt loosened us up a bit with
a story about a friend. working in
Desert Song, who'd mixed up his lines
and swid, “Shoot one step fTurther and
I'll come” 1 got 1o meet Kathleen
Levin, the “terrifically classv™ girl [rom
Prince Matchabelli, who said, T under-
stand vou're to write an account of this
evening. My hope is that it will avoid
IIIC .‘ill'ili:."]“ ;l’)lll'ﬂll(ll ﬂll(l concentrate
on the various sativical aspects of such
events as these. To do otherwise would he
wite.” The last of the judges was a 1all,
rakish  fellow named LEddic  Schafter,
who described himsell as the country's
top roastmaster, the term making reler-
ence 1o the wpe of me who insults
rather than praises the honored guest at
charity henefus, I rip and 1ear, cut the
fellow to pieces,” said Schaffer. “When
I go out onstage, this mild-mannered
fellow belore you turns into worse than
twenty  Don Rickles rolled  into one.
Slash. chop. cut and rip.” Schafter said
that his home base was Florida, where,
as a top-ranking oficer in one of the
local hospitals, he got to roast [or many
discases, such as leukemia and muscular
dystrophy. As the givls assembled nerv-
ously, Schaffer hollered.  “You're all
winners: 'm in draw-
ing a titer from the hitherto imperious
Prince Michabelli woman, who said, “I'd
invite all vou men judges to my island
in the Hudson, except that who knows
what vou'd look like in the morning?”

The show begun with songs and pat-
ter from Raitt and Kayve Stevens and a
stroll-through of the contestants in the

room lourteen,”

o0z thoicest of 5. Rodgers Benjamin's fur

units. My Ava Gardner—style favorite,
cvidently off downs, came to brilliant
life, with sly winks and sceretive smiles
at the judges; but, of course, without
knowing it, she'd already been wiped
out in the preliminaries, Raitt sang (/
Did It) My Way, and when he came to
the phrase “And now the end is near,”
Schafler cracked up the Prince Matcha-
belli rep again by whispering, “IUs the
newest fag song.” The girls were whit-
tled down to 15 semilinalists (the re-
jects waking a lorlorn position  beneath
set designer Newton White's irises) and
were then cut down to a group ol seven,
from which there would be chosen one
winner and four runners-up. Pointing to
onc of them, Schaller said, "1 never
could go for a girl with a wrick knee,”
practically knocking the Prince Matcha-
belli woman ofl her chair.

The aowd [avorite was clearly Miss
Setauket, whose favorite actor was Paul
Newman, but the winner turned out to
be Miss Rochester, a somewhat sweet
though vacanteved blonde whose favor-
ite lood was Wiener Schnitzel and whose
ambition was to be “a good human
being.” She'd been among my top thiee
sclections, so 1 didn’t really feel the fix
was in, but [ couldn’t find a judge who
had picked her as the winner. A contest
official told me that if she was “close” on
all the judges” cards and a single judge
went bananas over her, it was pcﬁsiblt'
for her 1o go over the top.

I felt a lide sad about the losers,
remembering my Ireshman vear at col-
lege, when my essay Hemingway's Lost
Genevation placed sixth in a school com-
petition. The losers all llocked around
Miss Rochester, a cool customer who
failed to break ow in the traditional
aving jag, and then moms began o
pour out of the stands to take pictures
ol their alsoran danghters. One such
mother told me she was proud ol her
daughter, though she had known she
didn’t have a praver. “She's Jewish
and, well . . . you know. . . .” Minutes
later, a second mom, snapping away
with a Polaroid, wld me her daughter
had entered just Tor the fun of it “She's
the only Jewish givl in the contest and
knew she was out of business. a1
the bar, 1 cornered my Ava Garduoer
look-alike, who told me she had been
gzobbling up downs because she was sure
they were going 1o pick a blonde, blue-
eved type. “I'm Jewish, ol course, and
vou know where that is.”

[ asked Miss Manhasset how things
were in that trim litde suburban com-
munity and she looked at me as if 1
were crazy. Having been led to believe
that cach of the girls was the [lairest
flower of the town denoted on her bos-
om sign. I said. "You mean you're not
from Manhasset?”

1L

“Are vou kidding?” she She
turned out to be [rom Bayside; Miss Lyn-
brook, from Atlantic Beach; and Miss
Setauket, from Bavport. The winner, Miss
Rochester, hailing from Oceanside, had
never set foot in the city whose colors
she bore. The only explanation 1 could
get was that Lowell, acting as talent scout,
found them and then the names ol various
cities had more or less arbitrarily been
tacked onto them, the contest rules speci-
fying that the girls can emer any area
competition where they think they have a
chance of winning. Ol well, 1t wasn’t
much of a scndal—and there was still
that wild party to look [orward to, the
one 1I'd been told about in which the girls,
spilling over with accumulated tension,
would finally cut loose and fill Kutsher's
with orgiastic frenzy. All I could find were
a couple of contestants doing an antique
twist in the lounge and several befuddled
Upstaters, wandering about in search of
the john, announcing they were going to
die if they didn’t get to “tinkle.”

said.

The next morning, in Kutsher's din-
ing room, 1 was awarded an interview

with the winner, Susan Dishaw, who
said her mother was a  librarvian, her
father a sales rep and that she was

always in a good mood. Her previous
laurels were runner-up honors in  the
Miss American Teenager, Miss Pal
and  Miss Times Square competitions,
but this was the first time she had ever
landed a number-one slot. Right in the
middle of the baked herring and Nova
Scotia salmon and wravs ol sweer rolls

ades

and bagels, T had a furious temptation to
ask her what she thought ol Germiine
Greer's contention that the fem-libbers’
obsession with clitoral stimulation  and
orgasm, s attendam
of genital sexuality for spivitual satisfac
tion, was a copout and a ruse foisted
upon women by male chauvinists. 1 held
off, however, and made my way to the
lobbv, where 1 quickly learned that three
pageant girls had broken their curfew the
night before and that Lowell, wrue to his
reputation of  being a nomonsense  en-
forcer of the rules, was now relusing to
take them back 1o New York in his beamy
bus. T really would sort of like them out

with substitution

of my lobby.” said Mrs. Kutsher, nodding
toward the forlorn trio of curlew breakers,
Visibly upset, Seyvmour Seitz raced into
the lobby and said he'd been in touch
with Lowell, who was waiting outside 1n
his bus and, indeed, wis not about 1o
budge an inch. Was T driving 1o New
York City and. if so. was there the shighies:
chance 1 might find room in my car for
the three wayward lovelies? I looked them
over: one wias a helty blonde gumchew-
er, the second a south-ol-the-border-style



nifty and the third a slender yellow-
haired rascal I recalled as having the
neatest body in the group. She was
decked out in tiny hotpants for the long
ride back to the dy.

“What the hell” I said to Seitz. “I'll
find room for them.” Seitz threw his arms
around me in gratitude and promised o
find work for me in future pageants.

The girls piled into my car. a bellhop
loading their airline-hostess luggage and
saying, “It's all right 10 be bad.” We
made three stops in the first ten miles,
so that the still-jittery girls could “tin
kle,” and then hit the highway. the
blonde saving she would serve as a look-
out for “bubbletops™ while T floored
the accelerator. T told her I had two
tickets already and one more would put
me out ol business. whereupon she spot-
ted a fellow on ot motorbike and said
she sure wished she could be heading for
the city on a scrambler. The girl with the
tiny shorts said she was still upset about

being locked out by Lowell. “I had to
call a security guard and finally spent
the night sleeping in a strange bed next
to two girls' leet.” Still, she had only
good things to say about the beauty
king. “At least he's straight.” she said.
“Not like other divectors, who insist on
getting into your pants belore they'll
put you in a contest.” The Latin-siyle
girl delivered a lecture on the merits of
various ups and downs. putting in a big
plug for “beanies” and telling me 1o think
twice belore getting involved with “angel
dust,” since it had embalming fluid in
it. The girl in the hotpants said there cer-
tainly were some weirdos in the contest,
particularly one quartet of girls who
were always parading through the halls
naked. scrubbing one another  down
with sponges and insisting that she join
in and get saubbed, too. As we ap-
proiached the city, the girls got into a
laughing jag over one contestant who'd
had a “corroded navel” By the time we

reached Penn Station. they were on the
floor of the car, in stitches.

- - .

After T said goodbve. I wondered
about pageants in general. Was it true
that the beamy contest is a Neander-
thal custom, a sad relic of the Forties and
Fifties that has to go? A corrupt vitual
that demeans woman, ignoring her real
worth and concentrating instead on the
neamess of her profile and the swell of
her bosom? Wasn't it all just a cynical
money-making device for the sponsors.
an apparatus for selling useless products
to women who have been shvly led o be-
lieve they need them but veally don'tz
And would not Miss Utica, for example,
be miles ahead of the game il some
carly age, she'd been encouraged in a na
ural bent for biochemical research rather
than pushed along the road that took
her to the reviewing stand at Kuisher's:
Maybe so. But I certainly wish my Lwvor-
ite hadn't been on downs.

o oTH
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LIGHT WHISKEYS

{continned [rom page V1)
words, the present will be dipping into
the traditional liquor arsenal lor a small
but significant amount of hefty flavor
reinforcement. Drinkers who want a bour-
bon on the rocks, a mint julep or a sazerac
will do best to steer themsclves to the
same straight stuff they now have in their
liquor cabinet. A vodka martini will still
be made with vodka, and a planter’s
punch with rum. But the new whiskeys
wil be distinaly versaule. For those in-
terested in roaming through new drink
paths with cocktail shaker and blender,
we offer the following wrio of recipes.

LLOODY MARY

114 ozs. light whiskey

3 ozs. tomirto juice

14 or. lemon juice

1 teaspoon catsup

Dash Worcestershive sauce

Dash Tubasco sauce

Dash celery salt

Shatke all ingredients well with  ice.
Strain over rocks into 8oz, tall glass.

BANANA FROZEN DAIQUIRI

114 ors. Light whiskey

14 0z. lime juice
14 cup (firmly packed) thinly sliced ripe

[FRSTHTT

1 teaspoon sugar or more to taste

14 cup finely crushed ice

Put all ingredients in blender. Blend at
low speed 15 scconds. Pour into deep

saucer cham |):lglll’: gl.lss.

In time, the new light whiskeys will
have their own conglomerate of mixed
drinks. We offer this double-sized  cock-
tail as a first step in liquid rescarch and
development.

DOUBLE CHAMBERY

2 ors. light whiskey

34 oz. vermouth de chambéry (straw-

berry-flavored light vermouth)

1/3 M. Il..'ﬂlllll jlli((_'

1 teaspoon sugar

I teaspoon maraschino liqueur

Iced ginger ale

1 slice lemon

1 fresh strawbeny (optional)

Shike whiskey, vermouth. lemon juice,
sugar and maraschino liqueur well with
1ce. Strain into 141-0z. double old fashioned
glass half filled with rocks. Add a splash
of ginger ale. Stir. Place lemon slice on
rocks. Place strawberry on lemon slice.
A double lift for guests and obviously
hall the work for the host.

Let there be light whiskeys!

“Well then, Gladys, if you won’t
helieve I'm in a motel with a sexy broad, would you
believe I'm working late at the office?”

THE CHEF'S STORY

(continued from page 151)

“I do not wish him to be pleased with
it!” le patron said. “I would like this
man out of my restaurant for all time!”

“You have not yet heard my second
suggestion.”

“Which 1s what®" the chel asked.

“Let me create for Maugron the most
terrible sauce ever made. He will i

“No!" the chef shouted. I will not
allow such a sauce out ol my kitchen!”

“Oh, be silent!” le patron shouted. OI
me, he asked, “He will | . . what?”

“He will be so repelled by Sauce Mau-
gron that he will fly imo a rage and
scream that he has been deliberately
insulted, and he will say that he'll never
come here 1o cat again and you will be
rid of him lorever.”

“No!" the chef cried. I won’t allow
this! It will demean us as chefs!”

“Be quict!” e patron said 1o the chel.
“I am in charge of this restaurant. This
is purcly the business of this young man
and myselt! Go away!™

The chef stalked off and le patron
said confidentially to me. “Yes. Do it!
Make this sauce! 1 will wake full re-
sponsibility! T will stand behind  you!
Do it! However, put nothing in this
sauce that is loul or rotten. I don't wish
the man in a hospital, filing a lawsuit
against me. Now—what kind of sauce do
vou intend to make?”

“1 don't know yet, siv,” I said. “How
much time do I haves”

“Maugron has ordered soup and then
escargols and then the steaks. Filteen
minutes.”

Le  patron walked oft, leaving me
alone with my problem. For five years,
I'd been learning how to make my
sauces better and better. Now I'd given
myself the task of concocting a sauce so
terrible that it would disgust anyone
who wsted it. How to begin? 1 didn't
know at first. However, during my learn-
ing yeawrs, I had made many mistakes.
Now 1 decided to capitalize on them.

I took some good olive oil and poured
far too much ol it into a saucepan on
my fire and then I wok four cloves of
garlic and cut them up coarsely and
threw the bits into the smoking oil amnd
Iet them burn. There is nothing that
will ruin any sauce more than the Havor
ol burnt garlic—unless it is the biter

taste of scorched onton. So I tossed in a
sliced onion, too, and when these had
wnned black, I threw in a chopped
tomato. 1 realized that my sauce needed
some body, so I added a cup of ordinary
brown sauce and a lew tablespoons ol
flour, which I let cook into lumps. While
this mess was bubbling away, 1 looked
about for other ingredients and found



and added quite a bit of curry powder
and some cinnamon and just a touch of
ginger. I then poured in half a cup of
port and added three egg yolks beaten
into a cup ol heavy cream. 1 turned up
my flame and the whole began to curdle
terribly.

While this obnoxious mixture was
boiling and reducing irtself, my chef
wandered over and looked and snifted
and held his nose and exclaimed, “Oh,
my dear God! Oh, how low can a chef
sink?”

“I am merely carrying out the orders
of le patron.”

“Well,” the chel said, “I hope you
will at least have the decency to strain
this mess.”

“Oh, certainly,” I said. “I imend to
strain out the tomato skins and some
of the larger curds and lumps of flour.”

“Oh, my dear Lord, but this is terri-
ble!” The chel covered his face as he
wialked away. "Terrible!”

Le patron walked in and up to me
and asked, “How is the Sauce Maugron
comingz"

“Well,” I said, “I feel that it still
needs something.” 1 walked over to the
dessert center and got a half cup of
caramel sauce and, while coming back
with it, 1 passed the salad counter and
got a quarter cup of pickle relish, and
these went into the sauce.

Watching and smelling, le  pairon
looked a wifle sick. "Had you thought of
maraschino cherries®”

“Oh, of course,” I said. “But they go
in last, as a kind of garniture, along
with the anchovies and the chives.”

“I just had a thought,” le patron said.
“What il Maugron becomes so drunk
that he doesn't notice?”

“Trust me,” I said. “Not a chance.
This sauce would disgust a man three
days dead.”

“When will it be ready? The steaks
are under the broiler.”

“In one minute.” I stirred my sauce
once or twice and let the olive oil rise 1o
the top, and then swrained the sauce
through a coarse sieve into a large silver
saucchoat and garnished it with chopped
maraschinos and anchovy fillets and finely
minced chives. Putting the sauceboat onto
a silver platter, 1 walked over and pre-
sented it to my chel. “Here you are, Sauce
Maugron. The most terrible sauce ever
created by the hand of man.”

“I refuse even o look at
chel said, turning away.

“I will take it,” said le patron. “And 1
congratulite you, young man. Any good
chel can make a good sauce. It takes a
genius to make one as obnoxious as this.
I will serve it mysell. And remember—I1
will stand behind you, no matter what.”

A waiter took the steaks into the dining
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room. Le patron followed, proudly bear- tures indicating the whole establish-

ing the sauce. I hurried to peer through the
door. Being just as curious as 1, the chel
came and joined me. We saw the waiter
aoss o the [ar side of the dining room,
where Maugron sat with his women, and
we watched as the waiter put the steaks
onto dinner plites. Now le patron ad-
vanced and bowed, and while we were 100
far away 1o hear, we knew what le patron
must be saying as he ladled generous
spoonfuls of Sauce Maugron over the
steaks and served the women and then
Maugron. The chel and 1 held our
breath as he cut into his filet and took a
bite ol the saucedrenched meat. He
frowned, puzzled, and then reached for a
spoon and ook a taste of the sauce alone.
Slowly. his taste buds began to react in
repulsion and he rose to his feet and
threw down his napkin. His face turned
red as he shouted at le patron. He
pointed to the kitchen and made ges-

ment, and then, after shaking his fist at
le patyon, he stalked out. His three women
followed. snatching their wraps from my
sister as they marched out the door.,

“The Sauce Maugron did its work,” 1
said to the chel. “We will never see the
man again.”

“Just the same,” the chel said, “to
think that such a monstrosity could
come out of my kitchen! Ob, terrible!
Terrible!”

The chef and I went back to our
ranges. In a moment, le patron came
mto the Kitchen and up to me. He was
not smiling. “You are discharged,” he
said. “You must leave the premises at
once! I also sugpest you leave town.”

My mouth [ell open. *Dischargeds!
Leave town?! I don’t understand! B
.. why?

“Because,” le patron said, “I have just
learned that the business deal Maugron
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was celebrating was the purchase, this
very afternoon, of every building in our
town square, which, of course, includes
this one. So he is now my new landlord
and he has threatened to quintuple my
rent i the person responsible for this
outrage to minkind called Sauce Mau-
gron is not fired on the spot.”

“But"—I protested—"but you said you
would stand behind me!™

“I will,” said le patron. 1 will stand
behind you until you are off my premises.
You have disgraced your prolession and
should be ashimed of voursell. Go! Oui!
Go!™

“And good riddance! I heard the
chel say as 1 slunk out the rear door,
never 1o reir.

T

When the old man in the wheelchair
didn't continue, the girl said, “And
that's the end of your story? Oh. how
sad! Oh, what a heartbreaking story!”

The old man smiled. “Well, no, it's
not quite the end. And it’s really not a

sad story. You sece, if I had not been
fired, T would have spent my life as
merely a good chef in a small restaurant.
As it was, I had 1o leave town and I
went to Nice and got a post in the
kitchen of a fine hotel, and later T went
to Paris and worked under the great
Escother himsell, and as I learned more
and more, T rose higher and higher in
rank and finally became a master chel,
in charge of some ol the world’s greatest
kitchens. But none ol that would have
happened if 1 had not made the Sauce
Maugron and been fired. That is why it
is really not a sad story.”

“I think it's a wonderful story!” the
girl said, laughing. “With a marvelously
happy ending! I'll write it just as well
as I can. I've a feeling icll make all the
difference between my success or lailure
as a beginning food writer! Oh, thank
you!” She came i took the old man’s
hand and kissed it. “Thank you so
much! And goodbye!™

“You mean, that’s it? That’s our date?”

After she had shown the girl to the gar-
den gate, the sister came back to the old
man and began to wheel him up the path
toward his house and his nap.

“Never in my life have I heard such a
packet ol lies,” she said.

The old man  looked
“Lies? What lies:”

“To begin with, Ahugron was too
drunk even to taste the sauce. But he
was delighted and overwhelmed by hav-
ing a new sauce named in his honor and
he sent his compliments to the chel,
tossed around a small fortune in tips and
staggered out, supported by his women.”

“Dear me,” the old man said. “Was
that what really happened?”

“Of course that was what happened!
And then. vou surely remember, catas
rophe struck! AMaugron was so proud
ol being immortalized by a sauce that he
kept boasting of it to his low-class drink-
ing companions. And these wine swill-
ers, these odious gluttons, began flocking
1o the restaurant and banging on the
tables and demanding steaks with Sauce
Maugron at the top of their voices.”

“They did? How unlortunate.”

“Certainly you recall how these fright-
ful louts drove away the discriminating
clients! How le patron wok to drink
in utter despair? How the chel achieved
almost a total breakdown and would
burst into tears at the thought of poach-
ing an cgg:”

“Goodness me!” the old man exclaimed.
“What a terrible, unhappy, unsatislactory
tale. T much prefer my memory of the
cvents,”

The sister  continued  relendessly,
“And the real reason le patron fived you
was so he could pretend to evervone
that with you, the secret of Sauce Mau-
gron had departed his restaurant  for-
ever. It was not—as was generally believed

merely because you had seduced le
patron’s daugher.”

“How wicked of me,” the old man
saidd with an innocent smile. “Ah, well
—at my age, the memory begins 1o tell
one the most [ascinating lics. Perhaps
even at your age.”

“Nonsense.  Your memory has not
failed one bit. But neither has mine.
The story you told the girl was almost
a complete invention, and you know it.”

“Well,”  the great  chel  admitted
grudgingly, “perhaps T did change a [ew
ol the ingredients and add a litde garni-
ture here and there and rectify the sea-
soning, so to speak. But . . . my story Is
far more wsable for this young lady.

bewildered.

And . . . so? I spent most of my life
creating  dishes for beautiful  women.
Can I not end it by creating a greatly
needed little story for the most beautiful
one ol them allz”



ENCOUNMIER 1IN MUNICH

“Come on.” 1 said. “We've only got
today and morrow. We'll change trav-
cler’s checks and book a flight 10 Venice
on Saturday, and then hind a restaurant
around Marienplatz somewhere.”

She strred and blinked and wirned
OVer agilin.

“Listen,” I said, “let’s get going. It's
already alter nine. What's wrong, any-
way?”

I looked down into her [ace and real-
1zed that she was wide awake and had
been for hall an hour. And I knew the
shilty, distracted expression in her eyes.
She was [rightened.

The last days in Paris had been diff-
cult, demanding, not gay. She had come
down with a bug and had had 10 call a
doctor, which had taxed her convent
IFrench o s limits. And now, for the
first time in her life, she was in a city
where she couldn’t understand a single
word that was spoken. She hadn’t much
wanted to come to Germany. There was
something ponderous and gloomy about
it that was antithetcal 1o her Mediterra-
nean soul. s aiv of logic baflled her
mtuitions. Its streets were without nu-
ance, its people strangely shrouded. its
longuage lugubrious with abstraction.

The alternoon belore, as we walked
through the dense, still woods and open
meadows ol the Enalischer Garten under
a dreary, somchow siricken sky, she had
scemed  depressed, and  bewildered by
her depression. It was cold there, the
paths wound on and on, the sad rustle of
leaves only accentuating the melancholy
silence ol Bavarian autumn. The hunting-
lodge restawrant in the center of the
Garlen was shuttered lor the winter, the
huge masdff chained by the service en-
trance—strings ol slaver hanging from his
savagely  barking  jaws—explaining  the
ACHTUNG! signs that were posted on the
trees.

There was a lorlorn hint of carly
snow, and twilight Faalism and muflled
Beethoven i the air, She was shivering
and wanted coflee and it was all deeply
alien to her. That mght, when I at-
tempied o thank the hotel’s Frau Miller
lor calling us a cab, only o be told
with humorless rectitude, “But no. Do
not thank me, It is my duty,” my wile
had visibly  winced, something in her
recoiling, as il rom a elimpse into the
heaviness, the narrowness at the nation’s
heart. And now, vulnerable with sleep,
she simply couldn’t bring hersell 1o get
out ol the bed.

“I can’t. I just ean’l. Not this momn-
ing. I [eel like the woman in Bergman’s
Silence. 1 anyone looked at me and said
something, just anything, I'd break into
tears.”” She was furious with herself, but
she was even more Ivightened. "Bt you
go on. Don't wait for me. 1 just can't
make it.”

(continued from page 110)

IF T was a livde miffed ac this, T sup-
pose it was because, since 1 spoke no
language other than English, I had long
ago got used to [unctioning with my
hands and eyes and didn't clearly re-
member any  longer  the stifling  sense
ol absolute estrangement that can over-
come you when you can’t even ask the
way to the john, much less understand
the directions il they're oftered. So I
went off by mysell.

1 walked. The teller at the Deutsche
Bank in Schwabing spoke English, and
so did the givl at Alitalia. They conduct-
ed my business with dispatch, without
small talk. correctly. But they weren't
cold, they were shy. Their reliance on
form was the result of an inhibition,
rather than an  absence of emotion.
They eyed me distantly, but there was
hunger in their eyes—the hunger of the
socially unpoised, the oversensitive ado-
lescent who is excruciatingly polite. It is
why so many Gernuans love music. They
are as [ull ol chaotic, unclear feelings
as so many I7-year-olds, and music
expresses the inexpressible.

I walked. Munich was in the midst of
completing a subway that had been be-
gun by the Nazis. and making one’s way

along Leopoldstrasse was like navigating
in a modern city after a devastating air
raid. Huge craters yawned in the middle
of the sidewalk and you had to detour
at least once in every block; at one
point, I could see all the way under the
street to the other side. Drills stuttered,
dust rose in a weird unfocusing haze,
men crawled about below the pavements
in hard has, trathe snarled around tem-
porary excavation lences plastered with
posters, rubble was heaped in neatly
numbered piles.

In the vicinity of the university.
throngs of easy-hipped. long-haired stu
dents milled  about among the wan-
faced hippies, who, with their knapsacks
and scarred boots, looking as blank-eyed
and passive as DPs, crouched against signs
asking MARN-MAO-MARCUSE? in that at
tude of eternal waiting lor Godot that is
now characieristic ol certain sucets all
over the world. Munich was an impor-
tant way station on the cravan route
across Furope along which Dutch Pro
vos, Amernicn hippies,  English  Maods,
French dropouts and Scandinavian acid-
heads moved toward some remote mecea
in the desert of their psyches. A kind of
walking madness scemed o have afllict-
ed youth everywhere, a lemminglike mi-
gration ol the with their grass
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and  guitars and  copies of Hermann
Hesse, as if some crucial taproot had
been pulled in everyone under 25. They
were the first flotsam ol an as-yetunde-
darved war, refugees from an impossible
past and an inhuman future, LSD wrip-
pers on the chemical  thumb,  gypsics
who had kidnaped themselves out ol the
straight world. And they looked at 1he
strafed arches, the dreary institutional-
ized buildings. the disemboweled streets
and the impersonal crowds right out ol
a Go W. Pabst film and did not sce
them. But then they had never seen
anything else.

1 walked. There idealistic
egreen Volks with the sticker Mage pLove
~Nor wakr and, a block away., a Cinoén
that countered Gallicly, MAKE LOVE Nor
sasies, There were the amputated stumps
of Bismarckian linden  trees and  the
brightly lit windows ol aluminized stores,
where evervthing was dirt-cheap. and the
steamy, jammed  Gaststalten, where all
speculations could be numbed by wust
and  dumplings and studel and  lager.
There was a street corner in the canyony,
Wall Street bustle of Marienplatz where
I paused to watch the 1-o'clock glocken-
spiel up in the Rathaus tower, the wo
apposing files of lile-size knights and peas-

wils  an

ants moving with the precise, automated
jerks of figures in a silent movie; the crisp,
thin air ol mountain-girt Munich on that
cold morning pierced by the pealing of sil-
very bells and the strong sense beneath
everything of some Black Forest in the
German soul, stranded ac last in realivy
but unreconciled.

All was hurry, commotion, chill. Early
Beckmann faces were everywhere—thick.
searctly  sensual, metallic. Platzl suruck
me with a sharp pang ol déja vu, which,
upon investigation, proved to  be
grounded in Fritz Lang. An old inlatua-
tion with expressionism hallucinated me
with the feeling that I undersiood every-
thing I saw—the heavy overcoats mul-
fling the body but not the will, the
glutonous menus stupelying both, the
mood ol public propriety and private
(|1|irk, of unexamined urges and a damn-
ing sense of soaal distance. All  this
framed itself into an unhappy question
as 1 walked. Why did I seem to know,
instinctively, how to function in a Ger-
man city? Ic was cverything about my-
self from which T was trying o escape.

I started back up Ludwigstrasse, pon-
dering again the awlul mystery that had
obsessed my generation 20 years belore
and, in another context, had set the

"My dissenting opinion will be hrief:
You're all full of crap?”

hippies wandering: the eruption of bar-
barism at the very core of Christian
civilization, the mass slaughter ol real
human beings so that a lew absuract
ideas might live. Dachau. My Lai. Concen-
tration-camp commandant Hoess. with
his love of dogs and Brahms. 'The Ameri-
can captain who said of the Vietnamese
village he had just burned, “We had 1o
destroy it in order o save i 11 these
people passing me in the street were
“good Germans.” who hadn’t known
what was going on just ten miles away,
what did that make of me, who knew
too well the horrors that were being
comitied halfway around the world in
my mame? Would anyone sce the con-
science under my overcoat?

I looked into the faces around me
with an unpleasant understanding—new
to Americans—of how terribly difhcult it
is to hate one’s own counury, to lorce it
to live up to its dream or judge the
dream inadequate, to isolate in all the
welter of policy, ego, blunder and ava-
rice that make up a nation’s acts the germ
ol future evil, and to stand against it, no
nutter what. Some ol us had been stand-
ing against America’s current “evil” since
1965 with a growing [eeling of impo-
tence and outrage, and a lew of us were
tired and hopeless and had escaped 10
Lurope. I thought. with a pinch ol guilt,
ol {rnends back home. sull theve. relus
ing to relinquish  stewardship of the
dream 1o its debauchers, and T el again
the old dull pulse of that resentment of
America’s Ieaders that had driven me
away. But no matter how uncompromis-
ingly onc opposed the sickness in one’s
own land. one could not avoid a feeling
of complicity in it. It was as il one had
discovered a murderer in one’s immediate
family but remembered the celree, win-
ning vouth he had once been. Dachau?
My Laiz "Though diflerent, both posed an
identical moral problem. and one’s an-
euish was not lessened for knowing the
answer. The awlul mystery was within.

“Is colder than New York:" a
saiel.

A smalll disheveled man had  Lallen
mto siep beside me. He had the eager,
worried, paunchy face of a bank clerk
proving his tustworthiness with every
overfriendly  “Good morning, sir.”  An
that moment, the Lace had a high flush
from the cold and it hadn’t heen shaved
in a day. His watery, agitated  eves
begged my paticnce with his skeletal
English and his wan smile revealed a
monthful of neglected teeth. He wore a
thin black vaincoat in need of reprool-
ing. a baggy-trousered summer suit with
that junkic rumple at the crowch, a
fraved white summer-weave shirt bur-
toned 1o the throat, no tic and a shape-
less felt hat thae had been handled by
greasy hngers. He talked sieadilv, seuly-
bornly, Glling over his words, i;icking

voice



himsell up, Ealling again, laughing at his
mistakes, encouraging me o laugh, too.
Though there was a certain chavm about
his comic scll-deprecations, I had been
accosted in hall a dozen loreign cities by
then and I was on guard. Nevertheless,
he seemed to be mterested only in talk,
and since the talk was in Eoglish, I went
along with him.,

He was, he said, a Polish refugee, a
teacher, who had been in Dachau dur-
ing the war and worked as a laborer In
Munich just alterward, and now, after
veirs back in Poland, had managed to
ger out and was waiting in a relocation
Gunp 1o go o Americ.

“Studentz” he said and, at my “No.”
“Teacher, then. ooz concluding this. 1
suppose, [rom my glasses and loden coat
and  rugged walking shoes—a  lucky
guess. as it happened, in that T did teach
now and then.

He had thought so. and, ol
cowurse, he realized that ke could not
expeet to teach in Ameriea, bue just last
week the refugee committee had gotten
him a job in a library on Long Island.
Perhaps not as a librarian in the begiu-
ning, perhaps only as a janitor, but he
didn’t mind.

“I don’t know even where is Long
Island,”  he

yos,

said  with  an  expressive
shrug. “But it pavs two tousand. Can
live in America. with family, for two
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tousand?” Lo which. at my [t “Per-
haps.” he added hastily, “Well, 1 want
roof. and to be in blessed America, it is
enough. . . . But can live on two tou-
sanl there?"”

Somchow I got the impression that he
knew you couldn’t and that there was a
question within the question that his
rudimentary  English  could not quite
frame, but then he said, “You like Miin-
chen? Have seen the sights? . . . No?
Must show you something. then. You have
a few minutes®? One moe time before |
Ieave Miinchen, I must see, too. | show
vou, and then show you bus to Schwabing.
Just over here.”

We turned off Ludwigstrasse and he
talked on and on. asking the same ques-
tions over again, opening the raincoat o
show me his suit. “They give me suit.
Committee. Worn belore,” fhingering a
fraving Lapel, “but wha do I carez Only
o get to America. Sail in fifteen days
now. I tell my wile soon we he all right.
.« . But tell me, you think I need scarl
—vyou say it, scarfi—in America? Is cold
there, too?”

He Lrughed. but he was cold, his teeth
actually chattering as he blew on his
vaw, chapped hands, the tears stimding
in the corners ol his weary little eyes. s
cars as red and numb as a rooster’s comb.

He hurried me along through  the
cempty, formal Hofgarien. with its aus-

tere pavilion, withered flower beds and
pebbled walks. The sky was aching with
snow and the city scemed bleak
unfriendly. Winter there would be bit-
ter if vou were poor: slush. cold door
watys, leaky shoes; all that heavy, spiced
food Dbehind the steamy windows, all
those accordions and vielins, Then, over
a high privet hedge, cipped with
precision that seemed [anatical, I crught
sight of a large ofhcial building at the
back ol the garden, once a palace of the
Bavarian kings and now a modern ruin:
that is, bombed out 20-0dd years ago
and lelt as a monument to—what? The
disasters of Nazism? The bavbarity ol
the Americans? Grass grew out of the
wide, smashed steps. the ornate stone-
work fire-blackened. a dead  sky
showed through gaping windows where
dircet hits had been made on the walls
beyvond. There was about 1t that echo ol
vats scuttling over hittered parquer thae
haunts ruined buildings of some mag-
nificence. A rusty chain link fence had
been erected around it and juse i front,
at the bottom of what appeared to be an
empty rellecting pool. there was a mau
soleum made ol blunt, modernistic shibs
of concrete, and it was to this that my
friend, who had identified himsell as
Adam and who was now clling me
John several vimes in every sentence,

Wiy

wis leading me.
We walked down into it and there, n
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a damp. chilly. oppressive crypt, a mas-
sive bronze figure lay almost buried
beneath wreaths of dead flowers. The
walls were cuved with casualty igures—
18,000. 30,000—but I couldn’t read the
epitaphs accompanying them and  learn
who these people were or in what man-
ner thev had died or why they were
memorialized  there. Germans or  Jews?
Victims ol the bombers or the ovens?
An old habit of mind made it scem to
matter.

My [riend’s English could get no closer
than “mnocent dead,” somehow leaving
the suggestion that they were workers
from Dachau (why else would he want
to have a last look?) but not excluding
the possibility that they might have been
Miinchener killed in the raids, 1 stood
there, sobered by the grim arithmetic.

But all at once. he scized nv hand. his
eyes watered  and  averted  themselves
[rom mine and he was saying in a stum-
bling ltle speech: “\merica must aid
the Polish people. John. They would do
the same. I bless vou forever. Americans

such good people, so generous. See,
they send me this suit. Help the Polish
people, John 2y

I was moved and a liule shamed by
my recent thoughts, hecause, ves, 1 De-
licved we were generous; I ostill believed
that, at bottom, we werve good: and the
old tarnished dream ol haven in Ameri-
ca lived on in him, despite what we had
made of it. 1 lelt a reflex of pride in my
country, in its instinctive decency, now so
bafllingly obscured: its honesty. now so
appallingly compromised; its idealism,

now buried in a hle somewhere in the
antiseptic warrens of the Pentagon—but
there, still there, in  the Im])t:s of
Europe’s displaced and uprooted. T wus
moved enough to grasp his shoulder and
say, just as solemmly, that I would tell
people in America, that they would
help. that 1 wished him a good life
there, a happy life. only to hear him say
with redoubled wrgency, “I Kiss vour
hand. John. I never lorget you. We have
to live. Do not forget the Polish relugee
.« . a few marks——"

It had been a con. a piich, all along. I
suppose I was alvaid that he might ac-
tually Kiss my hand. I suppose I was
embarrassed by the tears—were they
real?>—that started out of his hesceching
cves and by my own chagrin at having
[ailed to realize that he was asking me
for money and had brought me there for
no other reason, there to that evil spot,
from which no memorial could immu-
nize me against the knowledge that
thousands had died nearby, S(‘IISK'I(‘SSI)',
in tervor and despair, aflame (whether
at their hands or ours no matter). our
century forever indicted by such butch-
ery. none of us ever to be quite whole
again because it had happencd. I regis-
teved the sulfocating pall it had laid
over my fife and the herce hun-
ger for human  solidarity that human
vicionsness always arouses.

In the midst of these lofty thouglus, I
saw him realize that I had misunder-
stood him and abruptly change his tack.

“One more thing you should sce,” he
said insistently, “and then 1 put you on
bus to Schwabing,” hurrying me up the

owil
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steps out of the arypt and along a path,
almost babbling now, toward nothing
more than some gloomy bushes along a
wall bordering the garden.

Suddenly I stopped in my tracks. All
musing ceased. I re-entered the moment.
The suspicious vigilance of an old Cen-
tral Park walker came back to me. He
wasn't a relugee ar all. He might not
even be Polish. He was a thicf. He was
desperate. he was probably half cracked.
Whitt did I know of the Munich under
world? He intended to rob me in those
bushes, by force if necessary. Or was it
only some [urther rveminder of the ob-
scene  past  that  waited  there—some
plaque, some grave, some bullet-riddled
statue—with which he hoped to finally
shame my pockets open? T still don't
know. But I stopped dead and he knew
I wouldn’t go anv farther. He conld feel
me bridling. so he talked on. stubborn
pridelessness replacing the charm. wet
eyes searching the pebbles at our feet.

“No fond. T tell my wife about
the kind American prolessor. . . . Could
vou think to voursell about the Polish
tecacher who only wanted 1o get his
family to America? . . . And my litde
girl—what does she know ol the bitter-
ness of life?” A sad and desperate ram-
ble. Was it true? Did it matter?

“Look.” T said. interrupting him as
vou interrupt someone who is embarrass-
ing vou by humiliating himsell. “Would
it insult vou if I gave vou money? I
don’t want 1o insult you, but il it would
help—~

Il he was a con man. working the
oldest dodge in  postwar Germany—
evoking guilt or horror in feckless Ameri-
cin tourists—ithis must have amused him
mightily when he recounted it later to
his cronies (“Ah. the Americans: always
so naive, so childlike, so wusting. To
wonder whether it would insult me!
How can vou respect such  conquer-
ors¥). But darve you wreat a man as if
he s not a man, as if he cannot he
insulted? Dared [ assume that conning
was not demeaning, even o a con man?
Somchow I couldn’t call him on the
truth, whatever the wruth might have
been, so T kept up the hetion, il it was a
fiction.

I thumbed out 50 marks—worth about
512 then—which he pocketed without even
looking at the bills, thanking me effusive-
Iy but with emburassment now, and,
that being over. his agitation eased a lit-
te, and he walked me back through the
Hofgarten to Ludwigstrsse. A certain
formality, a certain chaty reserve entered
our conversation, One could not keep the
mmage ol the posttransaction whore and
client out of one’s mind, Tor we had wal-
ficked with each other, we had reduced
whatever emotions we shared o a crude
exchange of money and it was necessary
for both of us to act as if it hadn't
happened. Each of us felt that sudden




reeoil from the other that results [rom
some kinds of intimacy.

We reached the bus stop, eager
part, and, though it seemed painful for
him to have to mention the moncy
again, he said, “T never forget you. And
do not worry. This go lor lood, only for
food. . Who needs a scarl—you say
scarf in American?”  gesturing at his
throat in such a way that I realized it was
probably a necktie about which he was so
concerned. “But now,” he said with a cu-
rious, sly, almost comradely hint of hu-
mor in his voice, “now you broke.” That
was the very word he used.

I asswred him that I wasn't and we
said a quick goodbye. He turned ou his
heel and went olf into the crowd stream-
ing in and out of a haberdashery, and
the last glimpse I had of him was when
he paused to inspect a window display.
Something had caught his eye. Perbaps,
alter all, a necktie,

I nuned ofl Ludwigsturasse and walked
toward the river, searching emptier
streets. 1 felt foolish, like the all-Ameri-
can sucker, the goodhearted boob so
ignorant of the modem world that any
reminder of the years of suffering and
death there in Europe would automati:
cally evoke the comiest sort of pity—
and the money with which o buy it off.
1 had fallen lor one ol the oldest Euvo-
pean cons, no less callow than a James-
ian heroine from Duxbury, and allowed
mysclf to be hilked out of the cost of a
full day ol our wip, a day I had worked.
schemed and, yes, conned for myself
during most of the preceding year. Did
every Ewopean think every American
was rich? As an American writer, a little
honored but without profit in his own
land. T scethed with resentment, only to
realize that I was mostly furious with
mysell for proving such an casy mark.

The nightmare of modern history had
always been my secret albatross. But did
it show on my face? Had these last years
ol anguish and dissent put lines there
that anyone could sce? Was it so clear
that I hiad come 10 Germany, as to some
heart of contemporary darkness, hoping
to case one guilt in the presence ol a
greater? Was it even Drue? 1 didu’t hate
the Germuans, 1 never had, It was like-
nesses 1 looked for, not differences. T was
not at odds with my conscience; I was at
odds with my century.

But how conld Adam have known the
burden of human complicity that some
of us feel, even in crimes for which we
bear no responsibitity: How could he
have known that, at the last, 1 would
vather stay human  than act hip? 1
hadn’'t known it mysell. [ hadn’t known
it unuil the moment when it no longer
mattered 1o me whether he was telling
the truth or not. For he was a man. too.
and even the shabbicst ol saly stories is
an appeal to a common condition, a

ol g

“ j\ .
'L.‘-i"i‘

common consciousness, It assumes thin
we are all indissolubly involved with
one another.

I walked along the Isar escarpment,
where delicate, pale-yellow leaves flut-
tered down into the fast, cold, murmur-
ing rush of light-blue water over rocks.
The few old men on benches seemed
distracted by smoky. hall-obliterated
memories of pre-Sarajevo davs. A black
coated woman, with that look ol a stern
governess that is wypical of some German
women over 40, waited patiently by
tree for her dachshund to hinish.
the river [rom me,
headstone out of the [feathery trees,
there was an ofhcial-looking  building,
cold and somchow spirit-withering, as
olhcial buildings in Germany olten are.
A vague air ol sadness without cause, of
exhaustion in the hopes, ol some perpet-
wal autumn in human affairs, hung over
evervthing. It was, I must conless. not
unpleasant to me. It was one reason 1
had come to Germiny: to experience as
keeuly as possible my own relation to
the strengihs and weaknesses of my spe-
cics in my tme.

I thought of Adam and I decided 1o
believe in him, realizing with delight
that I had the choice. 1 had comned to
get away from America in order to save
a pint ol my AmeriGinness that seemed

Across
rising stolid as a

in jeopardy, and Adam was conning o
gct there belore something of himselfl was
[inally lost. Our spur was the same: to
survive, to avoid hating life, to remain
human. I settled it that way in my mind
and relinguished the 50 marks with some
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reliel. They had bought something, after
all.

- - -

Standing with my glass of champagne
amid the britte, literae talk of Ameri
can expatriates, living the  privileged
lives of Romans in Gaul, it scemed
triviatl incident. Undoubtedly, something
similar had happened 10 cvervone in
that room. But what had they feh:

The prolessor was talking to me about
Tuscany, where he and his wile had a
smiall  counwry  house, and  scribbling
down the names ol viends lor us 1o look
up when we got to Florence.

“Taly,” he said, a warm, surprisingly
boyish smile coming over his face.
“What i one say? You'll know the

minute you get there. You'll rest. . ..
Gernuny is a stram lor Americans now.
It's oo much like home.” He eved me.
wondering what I would make ol this,
“Of course, that's why some of us like it

“I rather like i,” I saud. 1 think it's

been valuable to me.”
“Yes, that's the word,” he replied
immediately. “ICs wvaluable. Americans

should have the experience ol Germany.
H they can receive it And il they
to Ialy alterward. . . . By the w
added. “did you ger out 1o Dachau?”

“No.,” I said. “Well. not exactly.

A look ol recognition Hickered across
his eyes, which he understood T under-
stood. and, liking each other immensely
at that moment, we turned to the punch

bowl.
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DOTINIOUL  continue rom page 50

she says, “because he sulfered so much.”
Their relationship is “beautiful but dil-
ficult,” since both were born under the
sign of Pisces. “We always feel the same,
When one ol us is depressed. the other
is, 100.” For the moment, they share a
flat in Paris and rent a ramshackle old
manor they are hoping to buy in the
mountains of Haute-Provence, a half-
day’s drive from St-Tropez. “It is not
quite what we wanted; we were looking
for a place with religious and mystical
vibrations,” says Dominique, though the
gleam in her Mediterranean-blue eyes
suggests that she will supply plentiful
vibrations of her own.

Lunchtime the next day brings Va-
dim, bareloot, to a noisy table on the
terrace set with rare roast becel, green
salad and ved Provengal wine. “This
morning 1 was brooding about Domi-
nique,” he says lightly, “and I know her
secret: She doesn't exist at all. It's a
{agade. She is entirely her own lagade.”

Dominique Laughs and replies to the
jest in French. She learned to speak
English after three weeks ol coaching lor
her role in First Love. “Later on, 1 was
three months with an American boy,”
she explains, as if to recommend this
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method of improving language skills.
Her accent is delightlully unobtrusive.

I on alternoon errands in St Tropez,
Dominique  drives one of two Volks-
wagens she shaves with Christian, The
spare is parked at the airport in Nice, 1o
[acilitate their requent arrivals and de-
partures. She takes the wrong turn at a
crossroads marked PLAGE DE Graxizrs and
LA cTapeLLE. “Qoohh, shit!” she groans
and backs into a onc-way street 1o ask a
startled workman for directions.

Swolling along the quay lined with
sidewalk calds and souvenir shops, Domi-
nique  wears red  boots, bells and  a
blue-cotton Chinese jacket. She adores
loose “Huid” dresses, make-up, démodde
shoes and anything made for her by
Christian’s mother, who used 1o sew for
Chanel. But clothes matter litde right
here and now. She finds the village
agrecable out of scason. “In summer,”
she says, “St-Tropez is a bordello. Look
at those men. . . " Her scorn zeroes in
on two cruising male tourists, sporting
tight pocketless hip-huggers and shoul-
der bags. Unisex is not her style.

The ncarly deserted bar of the Hotel
Byblos, a luxurious cloister even by Rivi-
era standards, encouwrages a more relaxed

“Ella, I am leaving you.”

exchange. Dominique orders orange juice,
having sworn off drinking (“I used to
drink quite a lot”) and smoking until
alter the baby comes. I don’t smoke at
all,” she remarks with meaningful em-
phasis, “and 1 won't take LSD, though
T've been on trips five or six times. Fan-
tastic. I will probably wip again, but it
has to be only my risk. One cannot choose
for a child. We cach choose our own risks.
You have to go as far as vou can go,
n'est-ce pas?”

Dominigue removes her purply-tinted
shades, apologizes for leaving the top
two buttons ol her slacks undone 1o
accommodate a mostly imaginary bulge.
She looks down into the hotel’s semi-
circular swimming pool just outside and
talks about water. Water as life. As
symbolism. Though she shrugs off mar-
ringe (“Suppose in seven years 1 were
with someone else or Christian  were
with somcone else—what would it mat-
ter? We are together now.”™), except as a
vague future, perhaps, some sort of in-
comprehensible legal convenience, the
ritual of baptism stirs her soul. “Lile
begins in water, doesn’t it?> There is a
doctor in Parvis—I mean a real doctor,
not a charlatan—who delivers your baby
by candlelight in a quict room. then
washes it in a basin of water kept at
body temperature, the same temperature
as inside the womb. All very peacelul
and natural, as 1t should be. I think
I'm going to have a talk with that
doctor. .. .” Combing her hands through
her hair, she shakes off any hint of
seriousness and observes that she hasn't
been to the Byblos since Mick Jagger's
wedding. Another good Driend of hers
and Christian’s. She gigeles suddenly, be-
gins to illustrate with gestures: “Jagger's
wile was pregnant. so. Since he mar-
vied, he has settled down, stopped smok-
ing pot. I think he's become exiremely
bourgeois.” There's that dirty word again.

Hours pass. The sun is scuing as
Dominique returns to a table at the
portside Calé Senequier, juggling several
small paper bags full of hot roasted
chestnuts. To accompany her on a shop-
ping excursion is a renarkably painless
chore. An elegant bauble in a boutique
window may catch her eye, but she sel-
dom wastes more than 30 seconds decid-
ing between trés bon and trop cher. She
is cntranced by a pipe-and-tobacco shop,
unequivocally the finest in St.-Tropez,
and spies a stack of miniature wooden
pipes, “marvelous for smoking hashish.”
The pipes cost only a few Irancs cach
and the gift of a pair—one lor Christian
—bricfly transforms the dazzling some-
time lotus-cater into a grateful child.

Evening finds Dominique back at the
Villa Lou Solailles, where Vadim’s week-
end guests—evidently unaware thac they



are occupants of jetset territory—seck
post-prandial diversion  in TV and
Scrabble. A girl named Deborah lrom
Houston is building a fire. Manitas de
Pluo is strumming on the stereo. Domi-
nique, having changed into something
topped by a deep-burgundy blouse that
casually opens to her waist, presides over
this mixed assemblage as if by God-given
decree. Beuter vet, as il a fastidious film
divector had chosen her 1o star and had
shrewdly prearranged  the lights, dialog
and camera angles in her favor.

Dominique moves across the room
and brings a new group ol supportimg
plavers imo focus.

Dominique laughs. or trills a scrap of
music, and the buxom brown-eyed gypsy
at the far end ol the table mighe as well
be Apple Mary.

Dominique glides to the French win-
dows, retrieves her knten from the dark-
ness outside  and  gently shakes  him,
scolding: “He slept all day? What dous
he know, hmm: He doesnt give a
damn, Ether . . . do you? Do vou?”

Ether mav. in fact. know as much as
anvone about the inner mysieries of
Dominique. who calls her sell-assurance
a necessity, “because 1 don't believe in
God or Christ or resurrection. 1 believe
in the moment, not in what's going to be.
One has 1o have it now.”

She longs o play Desdemona on the
screen to Christian's Othello, and Chris-
tian is convineed she could easily handle
the part. “She has youth, dassic beauty,”
he savs. “Lverything  she leels is ex-
pressed instanddy, the same in lile as in
front ol the camera, so she appears 1o be
a thoroughly vained acress. Then. ol
course, there are her eyes. When she is
photographed. there’s a Kind ol madness
in her that's Loger than lile. That is
very important.”

Vadim. justly famous as a connoisseur
ol women in both private and profes:
sional spheres, sees other phenomena a
work in Dominique: “She has the kind
ol total cgo that creates monsters. I was
only wasing abour her facade. But by
monsters | mean  those who  shut oft
everything  outside  themselves  except
precisely what they need—and sull they
secem to remain wirm aand  valonerable.
Dominigue. ah! She is just impossible
cnough to become one ol the greaest
French stars.”™

Not surprisingly, it is Dominigue her-
sell who has the last word. “My sensibil-
ity is not normal Tor my age,” says she, 1
have to change, grow up . . . I can cas-
ilv be wonnded. At heart T am a trage-
dicnne. My God, il 1 were really to let
mvself go, 1t would be dangerous. . . .7

Fade out on Dominigque in close-up.,
wluwing awav the odds that Destiny
will dare 10 contradict her.
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HlMSELF {continued [rom page 98)

Subsection colleagues that Herself was
to be taken o dinner that evening—for
so had he already dubbed the new secre-
tary who had made such an impressive
impact carlier in the day. 10047 had
picked up this latest intelligence from
another surreptitious chat with his B. C.
friend.

By 9:30 v.ar, Fuel Refinery and Process-
ing's disgruntled chick was aware that it
was likely to be sometung of a gala night
in his diviston. What was clearly going
to be a long and steady consignment of a
wide variety had begun. The winesand-
spirits range was already impressive. In
addition to the [amiliar Scotch spirit,
early on there had been an aperitil, and
two kinds of wine had just been sent
down. Chiefy had already  predicted
publicly to his subordinates that they
would see champagne arvive as well be-
[ore the night was out. There had been a

wide selection of hors d'ocuvres, a very
good and useful trtle soup with sherry
that had cearly been set alive in a thim-
ble-sized  ladle immediately  belore the
union. Now there was smoked salmon and
daintily sliced brown bread. The division
was settling down, under the chiel’s eye, w0
a long spell ol overtime again tonight.

The chiel took a call from Central
Executive. It was the same B. C. he had
spoken to carlier.

“Well, Chicl, trust you're happy with
what we're doing lor you tonight.” he
said very jovially.

“Aye, sir. There's some good-quality
raw material arriving, right enough,”
replied the chicl in his taciturn way.

“There’ll be plenty more vet, Chicf,
plenty more, belore the night's out,
Roast pheasant, cranberry sauce, game,
chips”—he recled olf a string of com-
modities, hall of which the chiel couldn’t

“I suppose all the talk aboul your money
is only half true, too!”

catch. There was something a little odd
about the B. C., he thoughi—"crepes su-
zette or possibly strawberries and cream”
—he was still going on—"and champagne
to finish with!” he concluded breathlessly.

“Ave, I thought that would be it, sir,”
said the chiel, “Very good, then, sir, if
thare's nothing clse, I'll be getting back
to my work.”

“No, that's all. Oh, about that other
thing carlier today. I've written a memo.
Cant do more, can we?” The B.C
Taughed loudly. “Well, keep up the good
work, Chiel,” he added flippantly and
went off.

The chief puzzled over the B. C's un-
usually erratic behavior as he went back
to work. If he hadn’t known it was too
carly to be possible, he would have said
it was a case of inebriation. At last he
gave it up. Of course, the chief had no
way of knowing that the first heady
moments of love and infatuation with a
beautiful girl can sometimes produce an
cffect that is very similar to intoxication.
All the B.C.s tonight found themselves
unaccountably bright and [vivolous, lound
themselves being terribly clever and in
form—and sometimes even a bit silly, too!

Much later, L. C. 10047, [resh from a
call upstairs, gave a progress report to
his gossip-hungry colleagues. “Seems our
dinner was a roaring success. We seem to
be making a big impression with Hersell.
We were right at the top ol our wits to-
night. Oh, mv word, we were [unny and
amusing and charming and everything
rolled into one.” 10047 suuck a few
exaggerated cellular atutedes to illustrate
his report in whar he imagined was a
sativical vein.

“We are at present at Hersell's apart-
ment for a nighicap, having gallantly
escorted her home, and we are now, il
you please”—he rolled his eyes heaven-
ward—"playing with Hersell’s pet kit
ten. Or should I say wrying to, since the
creature apparently has contrived to get
itself out the window and is crouching
on a nawrrow ledge, refusing to budge. The
apartment, I might add, is twelve stories
up in a fashionable part of London. At
the time ol my call upstairs, Himsell, o
the considerible wmusement ol a lot of
B. Cs, was leaning out the window, en-

deavoring 10 emice  the aeatre  in,
wittched by the anxious but  adoring
Hersell.”

Further wwonic comment [rom 10047
was suddenly stifled by an abrupt step-up
in the tempo of activity in the surround-
ing pipelines. The lights brightened 10 a
new imensity and the L. Cis ol Parathy-
roid Subsection waited expectantly to see
what the development meant. The level
ol activity held at about that noticed
carlier in the day, perhaps slightly higher,

“Well,” said 10047 reflectively after a
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pause. 1 should think there could be
two ciplanations. Either we have al
ready rescued the kitten and are being
suitubly rewarded by Hersell or we are
attempting  something  heroically  risky
and impressive in order to do same.”

The supervisor. his voice very serious,
broke in. T think vou can lorget about
vour first guess, 10017, Experience has
taught me to distinguish roughly among
different stmuli for accelerated employ-
ment of all capacities. I think we are
committed 1o a  possibly  dangerous
situartion.”

There was a wense silence. Slowly but
unmistakably, the tempo was increasing.
Pipelines  were  constricting.  pressure
aanges showed increased readings.

It seemed certain to the waiting L. Cs
that they were ont on the narrow ledge
12 stories up over London. crawling
along it o reach the kitten. All eves
were fixed on the auwomatic warming

board, to sec if the situation would
develop  into an  ultimate  state  of
CMETECNCY.

1 supposc.” breathed 10047, his cellu-
lar face set in unusually grim lines, “the
only wiay Himself cou'd possibly know
how we Lo Cs feel in such situations
would be Tor him 1o be in a submarine
in some kind ol difhicutiv.”™  Nobody
replicd. Tension was rising with the
tempo of what was now clearly danger
mobilization ol resowrces.

Although they had been aware of the
possibility ol its sounding. the rirucous
amd repeared rvasp ol the action-stations
hooter startled them when it came. The
rad ExiErGENCY sign blazed on. Lighting
reached  Tull intensity. With hardly a
sign from the supervisor. the  subsec-
tion’s stafl slipped smoothly into its as-
signed vole. The subsection shut down
s suppl} intake to an absolute mmmum,
since it had no active past 1o play in the
CICTECNCY.

Its vole. like many of the units in the
organization, was one of minimum inter-
ference. But Advenals  Division
working flat-out. [t was feeding in large
quantities of its rich Tucl. Pressure gauges
showed thar maximum pressure wis now
obtaining. Pipeline consiriction was also
maximum and the pumping vite had
doubled. The pounding throh ol maxi-
mum  mobilization  gripped  the  entire
Zation.

Wis

()l'f_.'):ll

The L. Cs of Parathyroid Subscction
waited. keved up and on edge—most
ol them had never experienced anything
as sertous as this belose. Then the sixth-
sense wall announcer, varely ever used,
crackled to life. The 1. C.s held their
breath, It was 71" making a direa an-
nouncement to all points.

“The situation is extremely serious,”
the anthoritative voice said. Tt was not

a1 dificult to detect the edge of high ten-

sion in it cither. Bur 17 did not gabble
the announcement. despite the extreme
nature ol the emergency.

“At present. we are hanging by our
finger tips Irom o ledge wtwelve stories up
with solid-concrete pavement [ below.
We almost fell while crawling onto the
ledge but managed to make a grab to
assume  the present very difhicult posi-
ton. I want all 10 make the greatest
possible cttort to contribure 1o the ar-
wmpt to hang on until help arrvives,

“1 need hardly say what the conse-
quences of lailure to do so will be. 1
know most of you run youwrselves. in
cilzct. most ol the tme, quite independ-
cutly ol anvthing I might do, but this is
one occasion when a supreme efort is
required or there will he no question ol
running vourselves in the future. Yon
know what I mean. Thank you,
everybody.”

The wall announcer crackled and went
silent. The tension had  become  almost
unbearable. The moments ticked by, The
L. C.s, knowing their fite hung in the
balance quite literally, were silent, mo-

uonless. All energy and  power were
concenirated  on the  wvital  exoremity
arcas involved in the swvival task of

holding on.

The supervisor did. however, whisper
briclly to 10047, “See, now, the impor-
tnce ol vour work. The strength ol some
of your wellmaintiined two hundred
and six bones 15 now contributing an
essential part o owr endurance.”

1047 nodded  vespectlully,
drawn and serious.

Moments stretched into minutes. The
EarERGENCY indicator still blized our. The
pounding empo did not slacken. Swely
this mightv cffort could not be sustained
much longer in such adverse conditions.
Suddenly there was o great lurch and an
entirely new and terrilying sensation was
feli. Plunging, lalling, the subscction
secemed to twrn end over end. The lighes
scemed 1o whirl and swim above, then
below, Down. down, plumneting down,
long and slowly and awludly.

Then another, more tervifving, lurch-
ing, shuddering impact. Now it seemed
there was a sensation of rising. shooting
upward. but faster than in any lifu
Then down once agimn. much shorter
this time. and another  boneshaking.
breath-taking impact. A mmbling sensa-
tion—and they were at rest. The L. Cs
who had endured this gripped with ter-
ror looked  uncomprehendingly  about
them, The lights were sti!ll on at full
brightness. That scemed to be favorable.
The emergency rhythm continued. But
just as thev began to breathe sighs of
relicl, the lights flickered and dimmed
abruptly to an cerie blue glow. They all
looked anxiowsly 1o the supervisor in
the strange gloom for an explanation.

looking

“1 think I'm right in saving.” he said
almost in i whisper. “that we've faint-
ed” He peered through the suan
light. ~This is not the deep indigo that
one remembers experiencing on sudden
devastating departures from consciousness
on the rugeer ficld. At the risk of being
unduly optimistic. T woukl say—lollow-
ing  that terrible and  quite  unprece-
dented  [alling  sensation—that  some
kind of soft impact was achieved. We
must await patiently full details of its
outcome and damage. if any.”

At thar moment. lights flickered np
again to a dim working level. Along the
parasympathetic lines ol communici-
tion. messages were buzzing, bringing
the vacimg machinery back to its normal.
cven. subdued rhythm.

7 arched o talk with s pal
upstairs but knew that in this posterisis
period. it was quite  impossible. He
would have to wait patiently until the
morning. He didn’t know it now. but
then he would discover and announce 10
the cagerly receprive L. Cs of his de-
pavtment  that they were in hospital,
Just [or observation, vou know. No seri-
ous damage. A few Druises, that was all.
Be out in a few days at the most
Himscll had suffered a bit ol shock. Had
clung to the ledge by his finger tips for
nearly ten minutes, By then, the five bri
gade had rushed to the scene and got one
ol its jumping things ready down below
know, the things suitable  for
plunging into from  grear heights ol
burning buildings. It had been a rather
good ellore all round. actually, 10047
would find himsell saying. Good, solid,
dependable  bone  construction  had
played a big part. A lot of important
work to he done in these subsections. Of
cowse, L.C. 10047 wouldn't vealize i,
but he himsell would be suffering a bit
fhrom shock for a few days, 100.

The chicl engineer ol the Fuel Rehin-
ery and Processing Division didn't yet
know. cither, that he would be pleased
with the coming few days. Quiet, very
regular  consignments ol supplies. No
trouble with richness ratios, since all
that was nicely balainced and worked
out by experts o thi sort of thing.
And in the near lutwre, the chiel would
become even more pleased  when he
lecaned ol the merger ol the entire
organization with another—dubbed Her-
sell by T0OM7. One result of this merger
would be that the part of the business
with which the chief wis concerned would
benefit greatly under the new manage-
ment and good  regular  consignments
ol supplics would become i everyday
occurrence. When he fnally learned of
this, the chiel would grin that slow grin
of satislaction—the one that cells do so
engagingly.

a

—Yyou




“We play a rather novel kind of cushion billiards here, Carruthers.”
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GRATEFUL DEAD

and precise and he can be devastatingly
articulate, his dancing  hands  playing
perfect accompaniment 1o his words.”

- - -

“The thing about us, I guess, is that
we've not rveally layin® anything on any-
body. 1 mean if you're tellin’ people
divectly how 1o “be vight! how to act,
how 1o do, if you're talkin’ to people on
that level, then the Eind of fecdback yon
get is gonna be more of, like, "You
promised e this, man, now where is
7 I’s the I-demand-to-speal-to-John-
Lennon-personally syndvome. Like, one
time this guy came mio our office, this
fucked-up guy, just walked vight up and
started staving al me in this intense way,
man, and he was so heaoy, it was as of he

was about 1o say something yeally impoy-
tant, vou Enow, veally wrgent, he looked
like he was on the .'rrgz_of _u:'.\"‘?h)(“!!g or
somethmg, and  finally he .éal\‘s. Listen.
when are you guys gonna

gel it on,

(continued from page 108)

man? Because you know scientology’s
got a good head start!” But it’s just the
price you pay for standin’ up in public,
you get stuf] comin’ back at you, and if
you're a little fucked up yourself, you
gel fucked-up feedback, that's all””
Another summer Sunday  afternoon,
and I'm dviving up to Marin County to
see a solthall game bhetween—get this—
the Grateful Dead and the  Jefferson
Airplane. and  just before 1 ger on
the Golden Gate Bridge T pick up this
most renirkably seroungy, stringy-haived,

snagele-toothed  hippie  hitchhiker—
“Wheat Germ,” he called himself, 1

swear he did-—who says he s bound lor
Sausalito, and in the slow Sunday bridge
trathe I light up a number and rather
grandly offer him a hit, all the while
coming on (I admit i, I'm freakdom’s
own Major Hoople) absolutely shame
lessly about the Greatr Moment in Sports

“This witches” coven you've joined—is il
here in Samford? I don’t wani (o worry about you
down tn the city at all hours.”

that the editors of a certain National-
lv Known Publication have prevailed
upon me to cover for them this after-
noon, and Wheat Germ coolly 1akes his
toke and lavs a far smoke ring against
the windshield, and then goes for the
inside pocker ol his ragtag old Goodwill
Bargain Basement tweed hacking jacket
amd outs with .. . gasp! .. . a badge? a
gun? No. just a saddle-soap tin, the Kind
that’s abont twice as big around as a Kiwi
can, which he exiends to me the way
onc might proffer a tin ol lozenges. and
I see that it's [ull of these litde purple
tablets, thousands ol them, tny lavender
pastilles thar slither around inside the
can like collar buttons when Wheat
Germ o shakes  them  gently,  saving,
through a sudden spray of spiule so
dense that, as his excitement rises, 1 cin
sometimes almost make out a rainbow
in i, “Serve vowrsell, dad, go on, ke
some, shie veah, all vou want, me and my
brother Yogurt's got a [lactory up in
Sausalito  puts out seven hunnert ol
these tabs an howr, it's good acid. man, [
mean 've moved over six million dol-
Lus” worth of dope in the last three
years and nobody’s got burnt ved!”

Yoguriz Six million?

“Shit yeah, over that. And that don’t
cven count the shipload ol hash the
Interpol nares shot out rom under us
down at Yuctian last month! Them
Interpol pigs, man, they're all a bunch
ol Commics or somethi’, filteen hun-
nert kevs, man, straight o the bot
tom of the Pacific!” (The Pacificz Ul say
there, Wheat Germ, Yucatin is. . . .
“Shit yeah, I mean they tar-petered the
mother, man! But 1 don’t give a shit, 1
got me a aew down there right now,
divin® for it. I mean I'll get the bastid
back, fucking-A dig it dad, 1 deal lor all
the big people, see, the veally heavy
dudes, T mean Janis and me was just
like that, dig. and whenever T need
anything done, T just. . .. 1 mean 1 go
people all over the fuckin® wountry work-
m’ lor me, man, in my organizuion.
The Syadicate, me and Yogurt call i1,
hee-hee-hee. Listen, s, are yon swre
vou can’t use a hit of this acid? Decause
I was just  thinkin’, vou know. |
wouldn’t oo much mind doin’ a liule
dealin® 1o them guys, the Dead and the
Airplane.” He pauses long enough 1o
glince down at the amay of Olhcial
Accuracy Reporter’s Notebooks  spread
between us on the engine housing.
adds, “Reporter, huh? 1 can dig i
What are vou, dad, a sportswriter o
somethin'z”

" e .
“I don't have too much trouble with
that Linda stuf. dealers and guys like
that. Because I think theve’s o thing
to i, ke bein” able to say, No. man,
I don’t [eel like goin’ on that kinda i
today. And when you learn how to do
i, you just dow’t find yourself in those



sttuations very often. And i's not neces-
sartly to be pulting somebody  down,
or even to be (urning down  some
kind of energy exchange or whaleover,
it's just learning lo assume that every-
body can  understand coerything, and
just tryin’ do communicate with that
principle alweays in mind. So I don’t
have too much trouble with those guys,
actually. . ..”
- - -

Anyhow, I didn’t go 1o the San Jose
Acid Test. Bur a lew Satwrday nights
later 1 did make it over to a ratty old
night club called Ben's Big Beat, in the
mud flats beside the Bayshore Freeway,
for the Palo Alto Acid Test; and the
what's-their-names, the Gratelul  Dead.
they were there, 100, Jerry Garcia pluck-
myg strange sonic atomilities out ol his
Magic Twanger, backed up by a pair ol
cherubic-looking boys named Phil Lesh,
on bass guitar, and Bobby  Weir, on
rhvthm  guitar, and a  drummer—Bill
Kreutzmann—who looked so young and
innocent and fresh-laced that one’s first
impulse wis o wonder how he got his
momma to let him stay out so late, and,
mainly, this incredibly gross person who
played clectric organ and  harmonica
and sang occasional blues vocals—Pigpen,
someone  sud  his nmame  was—bevond
i doubt the most marvelously ill-favored
figure 10 gracc a  public  platform
sinee King Kong came down with stage
lright and copped out on the Bruce
Cabot show. He was beaded and burly
and barrel chested, jowly and scowly and
growly, and he had long, Medusalike
hair so greasy it might have been
groomed with Valvoline, and his angry
countenance  glowered out duough it
like a woll at bay in a hummock of
some strange, rank foliage. He wore, as 1
recall, a motoreydist’s cap, crimped and
crumpled Hell's Angel siyle, and heavy
iron-black boots, and the gap between
the top ol his oily Levis and the bottom
ol his tdetale-gray “I-shirt exposed a
half-moon of distended  beer belly as
pale ind belurred as a wedge of moldy
Jack cheese. Sitting up theve at that
litde  spindly-legged  organ, he  looked
enormous, bigger than lile, like a goriila
at a harpsichord. But the ugly mother
sure could play! To one as dull of cars
as I, who'd always pretty muech assumed
that the only fit place lor organ music
outside of church was the roller rink,
those ham-fisted whorchouse chords he
was hammering out seemed in and of
themselves 1o constitute the most satisly-
mg sort ol blasphemy. And sing? The
way this cowrse-voiced ogre snarled his
unintetligible  yet aimfathomably  inde-
cent talkin®-blues phrases would cunl the
very Devil's codpicee; Lathers ol teenage
daughters must have shuddered in thei
sleep as far away as Burlingame that
night. Vertly. he was wondrous gross,
wis this Pigpen; yet such was the subtle

alchemy of his art that the more he
prolaned love and beauty, the more his
grossness rendered him beautiful. “Far
oul!™ the rteeny-boppers and their boy
friends in Ben's Beat kept exclaiming
while Pig worked. “Isn’t he far fuckin’
out!™ It was an expression I'd not run
into before, but even at first hearing it
scemed destined, i only for its commo-
dious inexaciness, 1o be with us for a
good long while. In any case, it accom-
modated  Pigpen  very nicely; he was
indeed one Ln-out gentleman, no doubt
about it. none at all.
- - -

Summertime, midmorning, and I'm
sitting in the living room of what was
then Jerry Garcia and Bob Hunter's
house, under the redwoods up a canyon
m Lavkspur. 15 or 20 miles north of San
Francisco, sitting there in an old casy
chair reworking my notes on last night's
thee sets at the Fillmore (“An Evening
with the Gratelul Dead.” the show is
tided, and Jermy played all three sets,
straight through from 8:30 until nearly
two AL, two sets with the Dead and
one with their country-cousin  stable-
mates the New Riders of the Purple
Sage, and will do the same tonight and
again tomorrow night, yet while he's
playing he looks as if he could happily
go on lorever). While I'm sitting there,
Jerry, vawning and stretching and seratch-
ing like a [reshly dehibernated bear, is
puttering around the stereo in search of «
record by a vocalist he's so Tar identified
ouly as "my [avorite gl singer,” and
Jerry's lady, Mountain Girl (a great, gor-
geous creature, an Amazon’s Amazon, a
Valkvrie with raven tresses, the sort of
awesome, Venus-ol-Willendorl beauty who
inspires me o pure pressagent  flack-
ery, the "onc-hundred-sixty-pounds-of-cye-
poppin’-pulchritude™ school of prose) . . .
aliem . . . and as 1 was saving, Moun-
tain Girl is banging around in the kiwch-
en fixing breakfast for me and Jerry and
Hunter (who is right now standing in
the doorwaty blinking myopically behind
his cnormous, sleep-frazeled Pecos Pete
mustache), and Hunter's lady, Christy, is
out back playing with Jerry and Moun-
tain’s two kids, and Jerry, dark eves
suddenly aglint behind  his dandelion-
yellow-tinted  glasses, hollers “FEureka!™
or “Ala!" or whatever and plunges his
hand wrist-deep into a disordered stack
ol albums and comes up with . . . no, no,
not Joplin, not Grace Slick, not Joni
Mitchell or Joan Bacz or Laura Nyro,
not even Tina Turner or Big Mama
Thornton, but . .. Dolly Parton?

Who'da thought it? Who'd ever have
supposed that the favorite girl singer of
the spiritual leader of the Heaviest
Rock-n"-Roll Band in the Known World
would turn out to be my [avorite
girl singer. . .. Dolly Parton, the fairest
wildflower that ever bloomed in Tennes-
see, the best female country vocalist
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since the prime of Kitty Wells? Far—
how you say?>—flung! Far [uckin® flung!
Jerry's at the wntable now, iipping
switches and  adjusting  dials, blowing
mvisible dust off the record with French-
maid fastidiousness, dehcately plucking
up the tonearm, catching it the way one
might pick up a small but outraged ser-
pent, with two fingers just at the base ol
the skull, gingerly almost 1o the point ol
reverence, and a moment Luer the room
is filled with the exquisitely melancholic
strains of Dolly Parton’s mourning-dove-
with-a-broken-wing voice, keening,

In this mental insti-too-shun,
Looking  out  through  these
bars.

arm

It's her beautiful Daddy, Come and
Get Me, about a girl whose hushand has
had her committed (“to get me out of
his way”), and when Dolly comes to the
lines “It's not my mind that's broken
I's my hewrt” Jerry Gaeia, standing
limned in solt morning sunlight betore
the arched front window, turns 10 me
and . . . remember now, this is the Jerry
Garcia, Captain Trips himsell, the sime
Jerry Garcia who only 12 hours earlier
utterly blew out 3000 ol the most jaded,
dope-devastated  heads  ever  assembled
even at the Fillmore (Dead lans are
notorious in that regard) . . . that Jerry
Garcia turns to me and clasps his hands
to his breast and volls his eyes alter the
gooly, ga-ga lashion ol a lovesick swain
and utters an cestatic little moan and
swoons into the nearest chair . and
for the next hall hour, while our hreak-
fast turns cold in the kitchen, he and
Hunter and 1 sit there i the living
room tokin® on a taste ol Captain
Trips's morming pipe and groovin® on
Sweet Dolly's bucolic threnodies about
lost loves and dving lovers and stillborn
babes, and by the time her last words
('O Robert! O Robent!™)  lLaude o
silence, T swear 10 God there’s not a dry
eve in the room. . . .

It is, I suppose. my unhappy destiny
to be crernally numbered amone  the
Last of the Fir ‘twas ever thus, even
m 1966, For by the time T arrived,
sioned to the eveballs, at the Longshore-
men's Hall in San Francdisco lor the final
night of the Trips Festival. it had some-
got to be one or two or three
o'clock in the morning, and the Dead
were packing up their gear and nearly
evervbody had gone home. Some late-lin-
pering hanger-on was fiddling with a
slide projecior. running through old slides
that one ol Kesev's Pranksters  had
shot in the La Honda woods, and even
as I walked into the vast, almost empry
hall there flashed. purely by cosmic coin-
adence—the synch, Tom Wolle named
i—on a gumt screen above the hand-
standd, @ ANt mulium-tlim--u]:

how

990 image of ... right ... of me, slapped up

there on the wall behind the stage like
some Kind of weird wallpaper, head and
shoulders  in - monumental  proportions,
my cyes masked behind a 12-Toot span of
impenetrably black wrap-around  shades
and my nostrils as big as manholes and
my tightly pursed mouth. a hwrow the
length of the grave of a good-sized dog,
fixed i what T must have inended
to resemble a pensive attitude but that
now scemed fraoght with nameless ap
prehiensions (1o tell the wuth. for all the
time 1 put i lunging avound the cdges
of the La Honda scene, T never did
quite numage o shake off that vague,
stranger-in-asstrange-land  uneasiness that
is the special affliction ol us dav-trippers);
and, dwarfed by my looming monolithic
visage,  the Gratetul Dead  and  their
equipment crews slouched about at their
assorted  choves. a shadowy  platoon  of
climbers grouping 1o scale a one-man,
two-climensional Mount Rushimore. All in
all. it seemed as appropriate an image
as any to remember the Trips Festival by,
so I turned on my heel and splic as quick-
Iv as I'd come.

And that was the very last time 1
sought out the company ol anv Rock-"n™
roll Stars whatsocver, the very last time
until. . ..

- - -

“Looks like you fell in with a bad
crowd, nun.”

Huh: Hoodat said dac?

Joerry Garda, dhat's who; Jerry Garcia
wading through the jack-strewn corpses
aupeting the floor wall 10 wall. Jerry
Garcia grinmng down at me, his face
swimming slowlv into focus, his hairy
aspect droll, almost elfin, Jerry Gurcia
veaching for the guitar case he stashed
behind my chair about seven centuries
ago when this night was voung and so
was L. All of which means, lemme see
now, il of whicl: means. . ..

Sonolabitch, it's ower! Thiee  sets,
three whole sets of the Sweerest Sound
This Side of Pandemonium, five solid
hours I've been cuddled up back here in
icy congress with a cold tank while out
front the Dead were raising a rumpus
Joud enough 1o wake the living and sct
a multitude 1o hoogalooing, and I've
scarcely heard o sound all evening long,
siave the nitrous oxide whistling through
the empty chambers of my mind. . . . 1
mean, great Scoll, Front Page. you've got
a story o write, fella, you can’t be loafin
around back here on vour dead  ass
when. . . .

Prodded at last by my long-dormant
conscicnee, goosed by good  intentions,
cveballs  bulging  mumacally - with  the
clfort o Pull Mysell Together, T am
halfway to my feet when Jeny, who by
now has retricved his guitar case and
made his way back to the doors, tarns
and halts me with an upraised hand,

“What's vour hurey?” he  says, still
grinming. “The tank’s not cmpry yer,
1y it?

I blink as this highly relevant bit
ol intelligence illuminates my socked-in
consciousness, and when T look again
Jenv is gone, vanished like the Cheshire
cat. leaving just the memory of his grin
hanging in mid-air o nunk his passing.
And the next thing T know I'm back in
my chair once more, and somehow the
hose is rising magically, like a fak
cobra, from the writhing trmoil on the
floor to meet my outstretched hand, and
I am thinking Yeah, right. just another
Ii'l toke or two for the road. and then
T'll get a good night’s sleep so 1 cn
come back wmorrow might all primed
and cocked to. . .

. - -
“An Evening with the Grateful Dead,”
Fillmore West, frst ser, raw  Ofhcial

Accuracy Reporter notes considerably re
fined and amplified afier the faci: The
Acoustic Dead lead off. Bill the Drum-
mer and the three guitars (all acoustic,
no clecrronic angmentation) and Pig, his
clearic organ temporarily supplanted by
an old upright  piano—they open w.
Cumberland Blwes, much fine bluegrassy
gittar  pickin’, good downhome lyrix
like “a lotta po’ man got de cumberlan’
bloooze, | he cain’t win lor looo-zin® "—
sounds like it came suraight out of Appa
lachia (didn't tho—Hunter wrote 11)—
Jerry sings it just vite, his husky tenor a
power-thru-gentleness sort of trip. almost
unnaturally soft but with a kind of lilting
aulp that makes me think of Lefty Frizzell
or the wav Hank Williams sings Honky
Tonlk Blues—]G's voice’s sweetness belies
its tuflness, and is in perfect counterpoint
to the uncompromising pessimism  of
Hunter’s lyrixs—secems 1o me the Dead
are carving their yvears in this meat-
grinder racker reallv welll aging  grace-
fully—Bobby Weir stall has the lace of a
debauched Renaissance choirboy, beauti-
fully modeled features, there are mo-
ments when he looks like a0 dissolute
12.yr-old—when he does backup vocals
for JG (or solo, as on Truckin' and
several others) he sings in a voice not
quite his own. the kind ol voice tha
skims across the wop of the glonds and
comes  out  sounding  like it never
plumbed the depths of the throat at all
—Pig’s piano has that hne country-hon-
Kie-Gospel kind of plinking barrelhouse
wiit that’s perfect for the hack-to-the
roots thing the Dead are into these davs
— Pz has somehow shed 50, mavhe 75
pounds in the hve vears since that night
at Ben's Big Bea. and now stands re-
vealed as what he was all the time
beneath thae 8. Clay Wilson—ogreish exie-
rior. a fierce-looking little guy in cowboy
funk. boots and low-slung Levis and oily
leather  sheepherder's coar. a banered
Stetsonr with its yolled brim cocked so
low over his eyes that his tough. pinched
liule face is barely visible above his
scragely goatee. Gabby Haves with teeth
—Phil Lesh almost never surfaces in the
group, but is alwavs working behind




“But Carol, honey, I don’t just think of you as a sex object—
you've always been a fun thing for me.”
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everybody else, providing substance on
bass, fleshing out vocals, cdowning, goof-
ing around with Jittle  hippy-dippy
mouth-breather mugging wips, he looks

to be the loosest ol them all onstage—
Bill Kreutzmann is darkly handsome,
dour. brooding, solemn, looks “deep”

and plays the same way, hunches posses-
sively over his traps and seems almost to
lose himself in his own rumbling-lioof-
beats-in-the-middle-distance  vhvihms—he
15 never flashy; his drumming is as
steady as the drone of a tamboura, a hixed
point around which the guitus work
their airy  hligrees: tomight’s the  fist
time the Dead have tried a sricdly
acoustic set on the lillmore audience,
and when Cumberland Blues is over, a
scattering of old-line Dead fans. missing
the electronically amplificd bedlam  of
vesteryear,  holler  “Play  louder!  Play
louder!" —but Jerry, smiling beatifical-
Iy, steps to the mike and coals them out
by explaining. very gently, "No. no,
man. vou don’t understand, this is the
part where we play soft. and vou lisien
loud!”"—then they do New Speedway
Boogie. Dive Wolf (Don’t Murder Me).

Candyman and two or three others, mostly
from the Workineman’s Dead allhn,

then finish off the set with a reverently
beautiful and altogether decorous rendi-
tion of that All-Time Number-One Sike-

O-Deelik  Space-Music  Golden  Oldie
Swing Low, Sweet Chariol.  everybody
loves it, crowd re:
fine, rvousing set, looks hike a good
night. . . .

“I just play the sway I play, T play

what [ like (o hear. T don’t veally think
about guitar players anymore, 1 think
abowt music, 1 like music, you know
what I mean? When 1 buy vecords [
don’t buy gwtar players, T buy . . .
music. Because all those guys, they're
just ltearning to play the guilar, just like
I am, and [ don’t listen to them much,
because that’d be like learning from me.
You know? Theyve devived all theiv
shit from the same shit 've dervived all
my shit from. No, I listen (o the real
shit if I'm lookin® for ideas musically,
cuttarwise and so forth, I o to ithe
masters, nol to the other students. Like
Dyjango Rembardt, or B. B. King, you
Inee, guys who really play. Bul the
main thing is that I play music because 1
love music, you hknow, and all my lije
Ive loved music, and as I've golien
more and more inio lookin® at ihe
whole, over-all thing., And that's where 1
doin’ that. . . "

. - -

aHE MO0,

Among the habitues of the perform
ers’ Jounge backstage at the Fillmore s
this tall, rangy, loose-limbed, spacy-look-
ing voung [reak—the Sunnyvale Ex-
press. they call him—who. during the
breaks, is never Lar Irom Jorry Gancia's
circle ol friends and admirers, usually

toving idly with a guitar. just noodling,
picking out disconnected phrases and
fragments 10 underscore whatever con-
versation is going on around him. noth-
ing special, here a bit ol bluegrass. there

~a snippet of flamenco or a rock vill or

wilrt-have-vou, anything at all, apparent-
ly, that comes to mind. It’s obvious he's

Garcia fan, but there is about him
none of that eamrnest innocence and hu-
mility that ¢ do so much toward
making cven us hero worshipers a toler-
able lot: ramther, the Sunnyvale Express’
whole bearing and manner bespeak the
Linguid arrozance of a coxcomb, and
couple of times I've spotted him eving
Jervy with a look of ill-disguised envy.

He is here again tonight with his old
lady. an impossibly beatiful but other-
worldly looking redhead named (brace
voursell) The Burning Bush, who paints
her eyelids dead Dlack like Theda Bara
and wears antique  crushed-velver vamp
costumes, the two of them lounging in
an old threadbare armchair near the
couch where Jerry sits talking animated-
Iv 10 a rockmagazine imerviewer. As |
cross the big room towmd them, the
Sunnyvale Express disentangles himself
from the several pale, entwining limbs
of The Burning Bush, rises slowly [rom
his chair. takes up his guitar, props one
foot on the arm of Jerry's couch and
announces, in 2 voice as somnolent with
dope as a sleepwalker’s, “Now I'm “onmna
plav jus’ like ole G'cia. here”

And with that he launches mo what
has to be accounted. at least on the face
of it. one of the most dazzling virtuoso
performances TI've ever heard,  clawing
areat fistfuls of sound off the bass strings
even as he picks the high notes off with
blinding music-hox precision and delica-
cy. plaving. as far as T can determine, no
particular song but rather a kind of
collage, a mosaic—all right, a medley,

then—of  those  staccato  rilfs  that  are
almost a Garcia signature, not  chords
but swift. rushing runs ol single bass

notes in which cach note is resonantly,

sonorously — deep  vet somchow  dear.
sharp. bright. never murky or nmuddy.
Closing my eves, T can at first almost

make myvself believe it is Jerry himsell
who is swathing my mind like a swami's
turbaned head in laver upon layer of
silken sound: but afier a minute or so [
begin o sense that for all its resonant
vibrancy. the Sunnyvale Express” playing
desperately wants the very quality that
Jervy's s richest in. cdl it density or
wnmth or even, il you must. soul, and
that the only ingredient the Express can
replace it with is a sour mix of envy and
insolence and sullen mockery. His play-
ing is techmically perfear but as devoid
of human feching for the music as a
player piano unkling away on an empty
stage: one whose st interest was in
listiening to the read thing had as well
attend @ concert featuring  an  oysta
playing One Meathall on the piceolo.



So it is no surprise to discover, when I
look again, that the same old Sunnvvale
Express is playing still. Just behind him,
leaning forward in her chair, sits the
Burning  Bush, her  darkringed  eves
glazed with yapture, her right hand lost
10 the wiist between her Jover's parted
thighs, cupping and fondling his crotch
in the uprurned  palm. And  around
them, on the couch and in the other
chairs, Jerry and his friends sit listening
and watching, their faces stonily impas-
sive. When, alter he's plaved for mavbe
five minutes or so. the Express senscs at
last the chilly indiflerence with which
his efforts are being received. he abrupt-
lv stops plaving, favors his implacable
audience with an elaborately phlegmatic
shrug and wrns and drilts off toward
the far end of the room, the Burning
Bush floating along beside him, her busy
hand now wandering aimlessly, crablike,
across his narrow rump.

“Whew, that guy.” says Jerry wearily,
rising 1o go ont front for his set with the
New Riders. "He's, like. my own per-
sonal psychic bedbug.”™ Then, brighten-
ing, he adds, "But you know. I need
guys like him around, cverybody does. 1
mean. they keep us honest, you know
what T mean?”

L] - .

riuL Lesi: The Gratelul Dead are try-
ing to save the world.

- - -

“I don’l think of music as a craft. see.
Like when I'm owriling songs, I don’t sit
down and assemble stuff. Because music
to me is more of a flash than a craft, so
that somethin’ comes to me and that's
the thing I'll bother to isolate, you
Eknow. the stufl that nudges its way out
of the subconscious and you sorta go
Oh! and suddenly there’s a whole melo-
dy in your head. And it happens just
ofien enough to seem like a, you know,
hike a flow, I mean I vecognize the
mechanism, | Eknow what il is as op-
posed 1o everything clse. And that ends
up to be the stuf] I can live with a long
time, and that’s a thing I think about a
lot, too. . . ."”

are, me and ole Wheat
Germ, smack in the middle of your
typical sunny Sunday alternoon in a
smaldl, semirural suburb in upper Marin
County, and well under way is vour
typical soltball game in your tvpical
small-town mumicipal ball park: chicken-
wire backstop, rvickety wooden  bleach-
ers along both hase lines, scrolulously
barren infield, shaggy outficld—in short
vour regulation  government-issue  I-see-
Amuwrrica-plaving scene as it is enacted
cvery summer Sunday not just here in
Marin County but from sea to shining
seit, lots of good cold beer and good
fellowship  and  good-natured  umpire
baiting . . . and, here today among these
particular devotees of the national pas-

So here we

“You take him. I'm on a sali-free diel.”

ume, an abundance ol good vibes and
good karma and the world’s own
amount of gooosooad dope.

Because the curiously coiffed 50 or 60
fans in the stands here today are not
vour common ordinary garden-variety
bleacherites, those dulcet-toned. under-
shirted cigar chompers and their Irimpy
Cowbell Annies who customarily attend
to the umpire baiting on these occa-
sions. Such undershirts as are in evidence
this alternoon are brilliantly tie-dyed.
and  the ladies in the crowd, lor all
their clectrified Bride of Frankenslein
hairdos, are almost unanimously prety,
not a frump in sight. No more do those
improbably  belurred  gents manning
their posts upon the ficld of combat
bear more than a passing resemblance to
the Mudville Nine's anonymous oppo-
nemts, nor s that the Mighty Casey at
the bat.

No, sports fans, the awful oruth (may
J. G. taylor Spink, up there in the
Great Press Box in the Sky. be spaved
it!) is that the freaks afield arve Jefler-
son Airplanes to a man; and the big-
wigged fellow who just struck out. the
onc who looks like John the Baptist,
that's Jerry Garda, guitarist extraordi-
naire but a banjo hitter if ever there
was one. And the umpire just now heing
baited, that scowly littde dude with the
scragely  chin whiskers and  the red-
white-and-blue backwards baseball cap,
is cither Angie Donatelli or Pigpen
AMcKernan, choose one.

So far, seen as I am seeing it through
the sickly-sweet blue smaze of the dread
devil drug. it's been a genuine pisscutter

of a ball game—which appraisal has, as

the Great Scorer is reputed to have
written, nought 1o do with who's win-
ning (the Airplane, by about 11 to
about six, nobody seems to know ex-
actly) or losing. but solely with How
Theyre Plaving the Game. For il the
Grear Scorer ever looked 1non this con-
test. He'd probably take His ball and go
home: because these weirdos are simply
having much more fun than this moldy
old sport wis ever intended 1o provide.
Most of them play like the guys who
always made the second string in high
school but never actually got in a game:
lotsa hustle, lotsa chatter on the benches
and base paths, no end ol hot-pepper
vazzle-dazzle when theyre chucking the
old pill around the inficld, but complete
and utter panic when they somehow get
themselves involved in an actual honest-
to-god play. The Airplme, for instance,
has a beautiful, big-bearded guy wearing
bib overalls in the outheld who circles
frantically under pop flies like a man
with one leg shorter than the other.
hollering  “Me! AMe! Me! Me!™  and
waving his wms as  though  besicged
by a swarm of bees. but who, o my
admittedly none-too-reliable recollection.
has yet to lay a glove on the ball. And
Jerry Garcia cavorts very impressively
around the Dead’s hot corner until he
sees the ball headed in his direction, at
which point he instantly goes into such
gleclul paroxysms of excitement that he
can’t possibly execute the play.

What they lack in skill. though, they
more than make up for in dlan, jawing

o
at Pig and guzzling beer in the on-deck

circle and squawking “Whaddya waitin® 93
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for, Christmas®" at batters who don't
choose 10 swing at every pitch within
bat's length of the plate. So that when,
along about the filth, Mickey Hart, some-
vme second  drummer  or the  Dead,
hounces one out of the park over the
low Tence in deep lele ficld, and a lu-
rious hassle ensues along the third-base
line over whether or not I"ig should have
vuled it a ground-rule double instead of
homer—both  wams storming up  and
down the base paths and gesticulating
wildly and wming the air yeo another
shade ol blue with good old-Lashioned
cussing  plain and  Lincy—one  under-
stands immediately that behind all their
histrionics the players are taking cnor-
mous dehight in burlesquing these hoary
old rituals, and at the same time one
senses oo that behind that is a pro-
found and abiding respect—reverence,
even—Ilor the very traditions they are
pretending to make light ol Which in
trn gocs i long way toward expliining
how it is that the Dead, who not long
ago were plunging ever deeper into the
howling wilderness of ¢lectronic exoti-
cism, e now working almost exclusively
within the relatively swrict, fundamen-
tal forms of stay-at-home country music
and blues. Tt may even help explain why
Mickev Hart, alter he has negotiated the
knot of wrangling dialecticians around
Pigpen and tagged the plate, wots di-
vectly over 1o where I'm sitting with my
ubiguitous notehook  spread upon  my
knee, and says, grinning proudly, “Lis
ten, man. I don't give a shit what you
about my drummin’, but you he
sure and put tha luckin® homer in, OK?”

Anvhow. all those heady speculations
aside, there remains one more disconcert-
g Jinle  disuncuion hetween  roday's
contest and your run-ofithe-mill Sunday
solthall game: 10 wit: That  unwashed
voung chap over there. Turtively but
cagerly prolleving fist this freak, then
that. something or other Irom the small
round tin he's palming, is no poanuat
vendor. As a matter ol cmbarrassing fact,
he's none other than the noted Wheat
Germ, my very own millionaire mill-
stone; and judging from the withering
scowls his attempts 10 peddle his wares
have been drawing all atternoon, busi-
ness is bad. exceeding bad. Evidently,
the Deid's and the Airplane’s respective
rooting sections preler their tradesmen
to come  on—il  ar all—considerably
cooler than Wheatr Germ, who, his sell-
advertised  S6,000,000 worth ol experi
cnee  in these affairs notwithstanding,
has already lorgotien the cardinal pre-
cept of his chosen prolession: Nobody
loves a pushy pusher. Poor old Wheat
Germ: even from where I sic in the
bleachers down near thivd. ic's apparent
that he's trying way too hard, buttonhol-
g Lans while thevre uying to watch
Paul Kantner strike out Jerry Garcia,
spraying them with the humid spindrift

g24 ol his enthusiasm, generally conducting

himsell in & manner likely to get him a
reprimand from the Dealers Association’s
Ethical Practices Committee if the word
gets around.

Which is all the same 1o me, acually,
except that as T ponder the obdurate
sales resistance his cheap-Jack wheedling
scems 1o be cliciting in the marker place.
it begins 1o occur to me that it just
might not be in my best interest 1o
associate. mysell 1o cosely with  this
pariah in the present company. Aler
all, despite the unarguable fact that it
was my vainglorious boasting ol Connce-
tions in High Places thar brought him
hore in the first place—therehy making
Wheat Germ inoa sense the corporeal
cmbodiment of my vanity, mv alter cgo
incarnate—I iim nonctheless a Responsi-
ble Card-Cawrving Member of the Fourth
Estate and, as such. it behooves me .
oh Christ. here he comes now, heading
straight for me, wearing the ruelul hang-
dog look of a man who's just sulfored
put-down upon put-down, cvervbody'll
sce that he's with me and suppose 1 got
no more cool than he does and T
never get within hollerin® distance  of
the Dead again and it positively
behooves me 1o maintain at all costs my
credibility in the eves of these the sub-
jects of my report to my vast readership,
ane might almost say T owe it 1o my
public to cook this albatross” goose some-
how. to sneak away brom him or pretend
I don’t know him or offer to drive him
to the bus statton or. . . .

We need guys like him, they kr-r") s
honest. Jerry Garci's own true words
cchoing up from some lost recess of my
memory, s even as I hear them I hear
oo my own voice saving. aloud and
straining to convey the hemtiness I'm
trving hard to feel, ver in a kind ol
searet harmony with Jerry's words, “Hey
listen, Whear Germ. the New Riders are
Plavin® at the Family Dog onight, and
I've got an exura ticket. You want to
come along?”

And as his snaggle-toothed grin chases
the despair from Wheat Germ's unlovely
countenance, T am smote by vet another
Cosmic Axiom. this one more or less of
my own making: One nun’s pain in the
ass 1s the nest man's psychic bedbug.
Dig i, dad, you never know when vou
might need one.

ricreN: Hey, Magazine, y" wanna know
the searet of m' success?

ME (cagerly): Yeah, sure, hell yes!

me (growling soflo voce hehind  his
hand, mock furtive as a Disnevland
Foxv Loxv): Take thirty-iive percent ofl
the top and split!

- - -

“Well T think the Grateful Dead is
basically, like, a good, snappy vock'n’.
roll band. I mean that's iis basic charae-
ter. So when we do country stufl. for
instance, people someitmes tend to think

we've suddenly gotien very pure. very
divect. Bul we don’t actually do it wvery
purely or divectly at all, compared lo, like,
Roy Acuff, say. And if we've talking
about country music, we have to compare
it to those kind of guys. I mean, when
we ploy i, ifs still ns. ...
a0 o ¥C

“An Evening with the GD7: fillmore
wost, second set, new riders of the pur-
ple sage: garcia on pedal steel, dave
torbert on bass, david nelson on clectric
auitar, mickey hart on drums, wnd most
ol all, marmaduke, nee john dawson,
vocalistlyricist-acoustic-guitarist, lovely it
tle guv all decked out (unlike other
deads and new riders in their shitkicker
rouglrider  cowhbov  Tunk) in high-stvle
wostern sartortal splendor, dude  duds,
hand-embroidered  cowboy  shivt,  hand-
tooled  high-heel boots, trimly blocked
stetson  atop  incongruously long  pale
blond locks, a p.».ycllt:tlt:lic rOV  TOgers
—they open w. the grear dave dud-
ley wruck-driver somg  six  days  on
the road, ic;ap blithely from that 1w the
stones” dope-discase-and-dark-mghi-ol-the-
soul song connection, then o henry, a
cery funny rock-"wrollicker by marma-
duke, about the wavails of 4 dope vun-
ner (Y. . . went o Acapuleo [ oo turn
the golden kev. "y who gers him-
sell involved in o wild kevstone kops
car chase alter sampling his own wares
(“henry wsted, he got wasted [ couldn’t
even see. - . )—crowd loves i, hillmore
15 pmmed to the rafters with dead fans
by now and thev're unanimous in their
enthusiosm for the new riders—marma-
duke onstage 15 really something  to
watch, he’s so fresh, so ingenuous, so
enthralled by the whole rock-"n'-roll-star
trip, even backstage he can hardly keep
his hands ofl his guitar. and our from
when the crowd shows it digs him he
blushes and grins all over his Fice and
practically wags his il with delight—
new riders do 2 more marmaduke songs,
dirty busimess and the last lonely cagle
(which vr. reporter, vipped again, keeps
hearing as the last lonely ego. but fortu-
maely does not il 1o note that garcia
plays brilliantly on it despite the Tact
that he's only taken up the pedal steel
serionsly in the lase vear or so. none
of thar mawkish, whiny, hawaian-war-
chant rebop: his pedal sweel, like his
guitar, is crisp and intense. it weeps, of
course—it wouldn’t be a pedal stecl if it
didn't—but it’s  properly melancholy,
never merely  sentimental)—then  nur-
maduke does o yodeler thin 1 don't
vecognize  (yodeling? in the  fillmore?),
then they fimish off the set by bringing
the whole house 10 its leet with the
stones” hoaky tonk woman—as marmg-
duke, beaming happily, basks in the
warm applause, it occurs o me  tha
these guys rank right up there near the
top ol the lower order of cternal veri
ties: vock-n"roll stars may come and go,




“You have completely changed, My. Beghy, since we
entered French territorial watevs.”
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but there’ll always be the sons of the
pioneers. . . .
& wom

Backstage again, and I've retreated to
the remotest corner ol the lounge to
work for a few minutes on my notes on
the New Riders” set. I'm just getting
fairly deep into it when I begin to lecl
that  crecping  uncasiness  that  signals
another presence, close at hand and watch-
ing me intently. I 1ilt my eyes reluctant-
Iy from my notebook and find mysell
face to face with a small child. just a
toddler, a little boy about a year old,
standing there right next to the arm ol
my chair, his wide blue cyes fixed on my
moving ballpoint. He has rustred hair
brushed neatly Hat, and a round, [air
face upon which has seuled an expres
sion as solemn as a judge’s. And he very
definitely does nof, let it be said here
and now for reasons that will momen-

tarily become apparent, resemble Jerry
Garcia in any way, shape or lorm.

“Hi sport,” T greet the boy. offering
him the pen. "You wanta write some-
thing:"

“Oh lord, baby, don’t go bothering
peaple that way, sweetheart. Is he both-
ering you?"’

The mother, presumably: a tall. slen-
der blonde, very pretty in a sort of pale,
bloodless way. oddly brittle-looking some-
how, a china figurine off some Victorian
parlor’s whatnot shelf, or perhaps, with
her plaid wool skirt and cardigan sweater
and plastic barrettes and silk stockings
and penny loalers, a portrait by Andvew
Wyeth, Here amid this tribe ol weird
Aquarian savages, she seems, in ewery
sense that the phrase can conjure, out ol
time.

“No, he's fine,” T reassured her, flip-
ping a page in my notebook for the boy

“Some of you may be wondering what application any of
this could possibly have to the real world of drugs.”

1o leave his mark on. “Let him write; he
probably understands it all better than 1
do anvhow.™

“Are you writing something about the
band?” she asks. I own up to it and
name the magazine I'm doing it lorn.
“Oh,” she says, “that’s very interesting.
Because  Jerry Garcia, well, he's. vou
know,” she rolls her eves significantly
toward the kid. who by now is assidu-
ously inscribing his hicroglyphic auto-
graph m my notebook. “he’s Little Jerry's
Lather.”

Uh, beg pardon, ma’am, but, heh-heh.
I could've sworn vou said. | . .

“His mrue Funher, T mean. He's his true
[ather.”

My first flash is 1o those two lines
from Jerry's song Friend of the Deuvil,
the ones that 2o “Got a wile in Chino.
babe / And one in Cherokee. . .. B
then 1 cop another quick peek at the
weanling ar my knee, with his sober
dellt-blue eves and  that red hair, and
instntly the next lines ol the song come
to mind: “First one sav she got my
child, / But it don’t look like me.” Which
is to say cither that the girl is some Kind
of shakedown artist, or that she is, as the
quaint old phrase so delicuely had it
berelt of reason. Because il this kid s
Jerry Garcia’s oftspring, then I am Wal-
ter Winchell.

“Amd vou know what?” she hwries
on. "I cime all the wav owr here from
Stockton on the Greyhound. just so he
could sec Little Jerry, and 1 pmid my
way in tonight just like evervbody else,
and T aalked the door guy into letting
me come backstage and evenything, and
then when I said Hi to Jerry and held up
the baby to him and all, he acied like,
vou know, like he didn’t even know
us. Which T just don’t understand what's
wrong, I mean, 1 sure hope it's not
because of something I've, vou know,
done or amvthing. . "

True lather indecd. But this time 1
can plunly hear, through the rush of
words. the Liint rattle ol hysteria that
bespeaks a screw loose somewhere.,

“1 just hope he's not, you know, mad
at me or something,” she adds, bending
to scoop up Little Jerry and chueh him
defensively to her aeast, as il o demon-
strare that nothing in the hiving world
terrifics her quite as much  as  the
thought of Jerry Garcia in a snit. “Be-
cruse I cereanly don’t know whiae I
could've, vou know, done. . "

My pen slips from Liule Jerry's moist
grasp and clatters 1o the floor. Rising 1o
retrieve i, T olfer her what meager veas-
surance I can muster. I wouldn't worry
too much if I were you" 1 tell her
Lamely, " Jerry’s preuy busy these davs,
he prabably just didn'e. .. "

“1 mean, we're very close, me and
Jerry are. Like, you take the last time I
saw him, Lase April Tihink it was, why, |
just walked right up to him, right on




the street outside this building, and said,
you know, Hi! And he said Hi back,
and smiled, and sort of patted the baby
on the head and everything. And that's
why I'm alvaid he must be mad about
something. Because this ume he just,
you know, walked right on by like he
didn’t even see us!”

The girl is beginning now to look as
distraught as she sounds; her cheeks are
flushed and several strands of hair have
pulled loose from the bwreties to dan-
gle limply at her temples, and her pale
eves well with tears. She is, as they say,
Going All w0 Pieces, and as her fragile
composure shatters T can read in the
crazed web of striations a case history of
her delusion that, if not altogether accu-
rate in everv detatl, will answer almost as
well as if it were:

Two years ago she was a carhop in a
Stockton AXW root-beer stand, and that
night  smmmer  before  last when  she
got hersell knocked up. the redheaded
Stockton  College  dairv-and-animal-hus-
bandry major who ook her and  two
six-packs out on 1the levec in  his
Mustang plaved the Grateful Dead on
his eight-track sterco while he pumped
drunkenly atop her in the back seat,
and she heard, in midzygoie as it were,
not the redhead’s sodden grunting but a
vue dream lover’s voice, his honeyed
lips just at her car whispering what
somchow scemed—even though she didn’t
exactly, vou know, understand it, quite—
the sweetest, tenderest, loveliest thing any-
body had ever said to her, ever in her

life:

Lady finger, dipped in moonlizht,
Writing  ~“IWhat  for?” across the
morning sky. . ..

Jerry Garcia of course. readv. as al-
ways, with the right word at the right
moment. And since from that night for-
ward she never once saw or heard from
the redheaded daivy-and-animal-husband-
ry major ever again, whereas she could
hear from  Jervy Garcia any time she
wanted 1o, merely by pl.'l)ing a Grateful
Dead album on the $29.95 Victor portable
stereo she'd bought on sale it the discount
store with her first week's wages [rom the
root-beer stand, wee-c-lll, . . |

“I mean,” she whimpcrs wretchedly,
“we don’t want nothing [rom him. not
one thing. But youw'd think he could've
at least reckanized his own Hesh and. you
know. blood. . . "

Well, it occurs to me o observe, there
are an awlul lot of people around here
tonight, most likely he veally didn't sce
you. But then it also occurs to me that
she is already quite clear on that tech-
nicility, and that as far as she is con-
cerned it's altogether beside the poing;
according to her lights, a man is obliged
to sce and recognize the fruit of his own
loins in any crowd. he is.

And anvhow, before T can utier the
first:. word, the girl suddenly squeaks,

“Oooo! There he 5! and takes off for
the other end of the room. leaving me
standing there dumfounded in a left-
over cloud of her tooty-hiooty dime-store
perfume, stll biting the air and trying
to think of something to say. She is
headed, as vou might expect, for Jerry
Garcia himself, who stands at the [ar end
of the lounge talking to Pigpen and Phil
Lesh and Zonk the Gasman's handsome
wife Candace and Bob Weir's beautiful,
Garbocsque girllviend Frankic: and as
she makes for them I see, over her shoul-
der. those great blue eves of Little Jerry’s
gazing back at me, grave as a lemur's
stare.

The girl marches resolutely up to
Jerry and thrusts the baby a2t him and
announces hersell—-I can't hear what she
says, but it's doubtless some such com-
monplace pleasantry as “Allow me to
present your own [lesh and, you know,
blood——" And Jerrv looks at her with
an expression so blankly devoid of rec-
oginition that for an instant I'm afraid
some hideous litle slice-of-life drama is
ibout to happen, that any second now
she’s going to whip out a 44 and start
blazing away at Jerry or herself or
Candace and Frankie or whomever a lady
in her frame of mind might settle on as
a i target for her irve.

But when at last Jerry's countenance
lights up with that faubled beartific smile.
and he savs Hello or whatever and bends
to peer closely at the baby. then at her.
and, still smiling. shakes his head, there
is even in his denial ol them such a
palpable quantity of gentleness and gen-
crosity that she is utterly disarmed and
undonc. She blushes and shies and smiles
back at him, and after a moment she
shoulders the baby once more and goes
on out. vestored, into the main ballroom,
As the door closes after her, Jerry turns
back to the others and delivers himself
of onc of those exaggerated. palmsup-
turned.  beats-the-hellout-ol-me  shrugs,
and that's it, it's over, Good karma has
iumphed once more over Bad, and
plaving lead guitar for the Grawelul
Dead is still quite as safe a calling as,
say, playing first base for the Philadel-
phia Phils in 1949, . _,

- - -

“Guys in other bands have that kind
of stufl a lot, there’ll be fe or six
chicks runnin’ around all the time savin’
they're somebody's old lady, that kind
of trip. But we don’t gel foo much of
that sort of thing, actually, we're all
kimd of ugly for that. Ugly bui honesi,
that's us. Hev, there’s a good title for
you, ‘Ugly But Honest! A'course, we
ain’t all that honest, either. Maybe just

s

‘Ugly is good enough. . . .

. - .

“an evening with the gd.” fillmore,
third set, [ull complement dead (garcia,
weir, lesh, pig. kreutzmann. hart). full
clectronic amplification—they open w.
dancing in the streets, a motown-style
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rocker, follow that w. merle haggard’s
tendder  honky  tearjerker  mama  ivied,
then it's o man’s world with pig doing
a very aceditable  james-brown-in-white-
face, then buddy holly’s not fade away,
working through their repertory the way
a painter might put together i retro-
spective, displaying their influences, put-
ting the audience through the same
changes the dead themselves have been
subject to—it is cclecticism in s very
best and highest sense, s the andience,
already thoroughly jacked up by the fivse
two sets. is flashing  soongly to 10—
the upturned faces near the stage, awash
with the splashover ol swirling colors
from the light show, scem almost 10 glow
with enthusiasm and delight. and each
time the band tikes up a dilferent song
there arises from out there in the dark
a wild chorus ol voices, dozens of them
from even the [arthest corners ol the
hall, whooping and howling and yipping
like coyotes baying at the moon, ai-ooo-
A0-000-2202-00000, 4 savage,  animal,
tribal thing one knows instincively they
do only for the dead. in honor of the
dead—a christian missionary would get
gobbled up in seconds in such a scene as
this—now bob weir, looking hike a full-
color, slick-paper ideadization of billy the
kid on a dimemag cover. sings truckin’,
hunter’s leisurely, Iaid-back ramble about
the vicdissitudes of life on the road with
the dead (“busted | down on howrbon
street [ oset up [ like a bowlin® pin. . ..,
puts me in mind of those old-timy oddlin’
tunes like side by side, only with more
substance, gene kelly and donald o'connor
with soul-—they follow that with two more
hunter songs, wncle joln’s band  and
casey  jones, and by the time  casey
("drvin® that tvam [/ high on cocaine.
7y is highballing down  the  track
toward that fateful encounter with train
102, the crowd is on its feet and chugging
up and down. it s the train, a greac
Jovous surging mass ol energy hurtling
headlong into the unchavted darkness of
the Toture—and it doesn’t stop when the
song ends but changes vight on into love
light with just the scantest pause 1o catch
its breath, pig taking the dhrottle now,
strutting arvound  onstage with his tam-
hourine whirring i his hand o his ha
cocked low and mean, dangerous, snarling
and frevee (1 don” wanu il [ jes wan-
ma leetde L) his exhortations as raw
and lewd and Laden with insinuation as a
cinival  kootch-show  pitchman’s  hype
("git vo' hands outta yo' pockets and
wrn on yo' love light!™), and cvery now
amd then 1 oseem 1o hear a line ol such
brazen, unbounded  lickerishness  (Cdew
yew lak ta fu-u-u-uck KKKy thac i start and
blink and wonder did he veally say thae?
ad the whole thing builds and builds,
10 minutes, 15, 20, and now the audience
is clapping to keep time, they have
joined the dead en masse as one enormaus
synchronized  syncopated  single-minded

228 rhythm scction, 1aking up the beat from

bill the drummer’s tom-tom and making
it their own, insisting on it denanding it
and the dead are delightedly handing
it over to then, one by one laying down
guitars and drumsticks and leaving the
center ol the stage 1o pig and jerry. hrst
weir, then hart and lesh, then even bill
the  drummer, leaving  their posts 1o
join the aew ol groupics and quippics
and buddices and wives and old ladics
at the rear of the stage back against the
lightshow screen among the throbhing
blobs., greeting Iriends and  accepting
tokes on whatever gets passed their way,
beer or joints or cokes or vipple, and
just jerry and pig and the audience are
left o mind the music. jerry's guitar
weaving  incredible intricacies in front
of the rhythmic whipcorack of applause,
pig chanting his unholy litiny (. . . so
come awn bayheh, baby please. [ i'm
beggin® vi bay-bel, and i'm on my knees.
. like o man possessed by a whole
mob ol randy. rampant demons, and
now jerry too puts down his guitar and
leaves, and Qs just pig up there alone
with his timbourine and his snarvl (. . .
turn on yo' light, all i need. . . ") and
his  3000nn  rhythm  section  keeping
time, keeping time, i've never before con-
sidered (7. . . huh! 7)) what that ex-
pression veally means, the crowd  has
undertaken 1o tend and cherish the beat
until the band comes back (7. . .1 jus’
got ta gl sum, it's all 1 need. . . ")
and resumes its stewardship, the whole
arrangement amounts 1o a very special
kind of trust, we are (. . . hul! . . ."7)
not just audience but keepers ol the
Mame, we are of the gratelul dead, with
them (7. . . got ta keep pooshin’. all i
need. ..y and for them and of them. .. .
BLAM!

It's the cruck ol doom or the first
shot of the revolition or anvhow a
cherry bomb that Pig has somchow set
off Just at Lis feet, a cloud of dense gray
smoke still boils up around him. no
longer any doubt about it he is plainly
a siwanic nanifestation. and without my
noticing them the other Dead have stolen
back to their places and taken up their
mstrumems, and ar the signal of the
cherry bomb the song Dblasts into life
again, the decibel count is astronomical.
the crowd is shricking in one hysievically
costatic voice and  the volume of the
music is so great it swallows up the very
shrick itsell: by a single diabolic stroke
@ multitade 3000 strong has suddenly
been struck dumb. the din is enough
to wiake cven the moldering spirits of
those moribund old pocts who once set
mwiad toes aapping in the hallowed
hall. T can almost see them now, Vaughn
Monroe and Wayne King the Waltz
King and Clyde McCoy and Ginny
Sims and the Ink Spots and  Frankie
Yinkovic and Ralph Flanagan and the
Hilltoppers and - Kay  Kyser and  His
Kollege of  Musical  Knowledge  and
Horace Heidt and s Musical Knighus

. . . a whole host of phantoms, troupers
10 the last. aawling ont of this old
wormy woodwork and vising up [rom
the rankest. dankest depths of the mem
ory of man to join the living Dead for
one last encore, just histen o the racket,

MIL the Drummers heavy anillery s
pounding at my temples and  Mickey
Hart is laving into his four great shim-
mering gongs nntil the pandemonium
itsell is all aremble with their clangor
and my back teeth taste ol brass, and
Lesh and Weir are vipping Turiously at
the aces of their guitirs and the crowd
1s screaming as il that enormous palpiat
ing blood-red blob of light behind the
band were the fiming dawn ol dooms
day, and Jerry's guitar is winding out 2
shrill silvery coil of sound that spirals
up and up and up until, whining like
a brain surgeon’s drill, it bores straight
through the skull and sinks its spinning
shalt into the very quick ol my mind,
and Pig. oa rag doll bufleted by hot
blasis ol costasy gusting up [rom 3000
burning throats. flings himsell into a
demented litde St Vitus's dance ol de-
monic glee and howls the kamikaze cory
ol one who is plunging headlong into
the void, the st word beyond which
all sound 1s rendered meaningless as
Silénce v s

YEEEEEELEL-
O-0-0-0-00WIWIWIWIWVIWIVIVIY!
- - -

“When I dall: about musicians, ['m
talkin® about people who make music,
not just people who are technically per-
fect. Music bein' That Thine Wiich
Gets You Off. I wmean that's just wmy
definition of that word. And wwhen yvou're
playin’, and yeally Geitin® Off that way,
1's Nike when you're drivin’ down a roud
past an vou know, and you
look out and at first all you can see is
just another woods, a bunch of trees all
jumbled up together, like there’s no
form o at. it's chaos. But then you come
to a certain pomnt and suddenly—zing!
zing! zing!—itheve it is, the order, the
trees all lined up perfectly no matter
which icay you look, so you can see the
real shape of the orchard! I mean you
Enow what | omean? And as you move
along, ut gels away [rom you. it lurns
back into chaos again. but nowe it doesn’t
mualter, hecause now vou undevstand, 1
mean noie you know the seeret. . .

orchard,

- - -

Wane ad in the Berkeley Barb:

GRATEFUL DEAD FREAK. 16, wants 1o
write same. long-hair only. guy in

Bay Area. No guyv. Need love,
warmth. Titas Canby. Box 700,
Milpitas, Calil. 95035, Any age.
Hnmm, lemme sce now. . . | Dear

Tuus: I am a 38-gomg on-39-year-old
long-hatr Grateful Dead Freak, no gay,

AR o



“But just because you no longer conduct experiments, master,
doesn’t mean 1 have 1o stop snatching bodies!”
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READER SERVICE

Write to Playboy Reader Service for
answers to your shopping questions.
We will provide you with the name
of a retail store in or near your city
where you can buy any of the spe-
cialized items advertised or edito-
rially featured in prLayBoy. For
example, where-to-buy information is
available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below.

Aciie BoBIR: . oo s spuebonive@es 213
Brown Shoes . .......
Classic Movie Cavd .. Between 32 and 33
Columbia Record Club

Gard . ... oo Between 24 and 25
Curlec Clothing .................... 40
Iatsum Avilos
Freeman Shoes ...
Hoavley: Davidson Motoreyeles ... ... 15
Hivachi Electronics .. vcevoeean . i
Thonevwell Cameras ... ...
Kawasaki Motomeveles -
Litermy Guild Card - Betwern :
Moarants Hi Fidelity Components ... 58
Massagic Shoes ... .. A e B
Fanasnc Electvonics L. ... L 1, 27
Pioneer Electronics . .oo.ooniveieannn 31
Plaviesn Cluls

Candd .. s Between 214 and 215
o TR O oy MLy nd C
Wrangler Jeans | e e A 2
Fenith Elevnonies . o i i =

Use these lines for information about other
featured merchandise.

We will be happy to answer any of
your other questions on fashion. trav-
el, food and drink, stereo, ete. If your
question Involves items you saw in
PLAYBOY, please specify page num-
ber and issue of the magazine as well
as a brief description of the items
when you write.

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE

Plashoy Building, 919 N_ Michigan Ave.
Chicago. Tlinois 60611

PLAYBOY

[] 3 yrs. for 524 (Save %15.00)
[1 1 yr. for 310 (Save 33.00)

[] paymem enclosed O bill later

TO:

name (please print)

adhiiess —
aty T sae 7ip code no.

Mail to PLAYBOY

Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Ilinois 60611
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TIFFANY BOLLING

ROACH CLIP

RAMOS' BEAUTIES

JACK NICHOLSON, THE INTENSE, VERSATILE ACTOR-DIRECTOR,
CANDIDLY DISCUSSES HIS PAST DRUG EXPERIENCES, HIS DUES-
PAYING DAYS IN GRADE-B FILMS AND THE GOOD BREAKS SINCE
EASY RIDER IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“SEVEN POEMS BY MAO TSE-TUNG" —IN CLASSICAL VERSE,
THE LEADER OF 800,000,000 PEOPLE RECOUNTS THE LONG
MARCH AND HIS MYRIAD BATTLES WITH CHIANG KAI-SHEK

#THE ADVENTURES OF CHAUNCEY ALCOCK"-WHAT BE-
FALLS AN INNOCENT BOY WHO, BLESSED WITH AN UNUSUAL
FACULTY, TRIES TO AVOID EVIL—BY LAWRENCE SANDERS

“TIFFANY'S A GEM"—A PHOTOGRAPHIC TRIBUTE TO A SPAR-
KLING NEW STAR OF TV AND MOVIES, TIFFANY BOLLING

#HAVE | FOUND THE GREATEST RESTAURANT IN THE
WORLD?”—A GOURMET PRESENTS HIS CASE FOR A SIMFLE
CAFE IN SOUTHERN FRANCE—BY ROY ANDRIES DE GROOT
PLUS A REBUTTAL: *‘NO!”—A BURGER-AND-FRIES DEVOTEE
DEFENDS KANSAS CITY'S BASSE CUISINE—BY CALVIN TRILLIN

#THE THIRTY-CALIBER ROACH CLIP”—INTRODUCING THE
SEVENTIES-STYLE SMUGGLERS, YOUNG HEADS WHO RUN POT FOR
THE MONEY AND FOR THE TRIP—BY DONN PEARCE

#FROM THOSE WONDERFUL FOLKS WHO BRING YOU...”
—ANYTHING FROM SUPERTANKERS TO TAPE RECORDERS TO
TUNA FISH, JAPAN'S GOT IT TO EXPORT—BY NEIL MARTIN

“BEAUTIES AND THE BEASTS"”—POP PAINTER MEL RAMOS
BURLESQUES CALENDAR ART OF THE FIFTIES BY PORTRAYING
AN ARRAY OF BEAUTIFUL MAIDENS WITH A BIZARRE MENAGERIE

“TAKING OVER VERMONT"—HOW A GROUP OF POLITICAL
ACTIVISTS AND COUNTERCULTURE KIDS COULD ACTUALLY SEIZE
A STATE GOVERNMENT—BY RICHARD POLLAK

“GAMES FOR THE SUPERINTELLIGENT” A BAFFLING ME-
LANGE OF MATHEMATICS, LOGIC AND LANGUAGE GUARANTEED
TO GOAD THE GRAY CELLS—BY JAMES F. FIXX

“FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD'—TO TAKE YOU ZEST-
FULLY OFF THE BEATEN TRACK, BY LAND AND WATER, AN ASSEM-
BLAGE OF ALL-TERRAIN VEHICLES—BY KEN W. PURDY

“ONE WAY TO BOLINAS"—PICK UP A PRETTY HITCHHIKER
AND YOU MAY BE IN FOR MORE THAN COMPANIONSHIP, AC-
CORDING TO THIS IRONIC TALE—BY HERBERT GOLD

“PLAYBOY’S SPRING AND SUMMER FASHION FORECAST”
—THE DEFINITIVE STATEMENT ON COMING TRENDS IN WARM-
WEATHER WEARABLES—BY ROBERT L. GREEN



Ourexperts
carefully sniff malt whiskies
from 121 distilleries
to find the precise 31
for Pipers.

Now go buyascotch.
1A ¥

Visitourblending
& roomsandyoullsee
an unusual sight.
i Men in white coats,
sseated around a
B table sniffing glasses
0 i filled with scotch
=y h5 whisky.
These are the master blenders who
select, from a library of over 1300
samples, the 31 or moresingle maltwhis-
kies that give 100 Pipers +&~
Scotch its memorable, :
mellow flavor. :
Theirs is perhaps theg
most demanding art in all
the beverage world. Rely-
ing solely on a sophisti- »

- - —
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IOOPIPERS

cated sense of smell, they select and
marry, in precise proportion, the choic-
est Highland, Islay, Campbeltown and
Lowland malts and the best of Scotland’s
grain whiskies. On their skill
rests the continuity of our
whisky’s excellence.

In any generation, there is
rarely more than a handful
of great blenders. We like
to believe that most of to-
day’s are employed
in our blending

T

rooms. One sip of [N
100 Pipers Scotch  JNVRIVGER
may well causeyou [JSees

to sharethis convic-

tion with us.

'''''

Its made proudly. Drink it that way.

100 PIPERS « BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY « 86 PROOF « SEAGRAM DISTILLERS COMPANY, NEW YORK
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