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Adams Apple.1972

(A do-it-yourself temptation)

Everwonderwhat the apple
tasted like that started thewhole
man/woman thing back in
Eden? Its a cinch your everyday
Maclntosh is pretty pallid by
comparison.
Thinking about that one
day, we got this wild idea. If we
added an ounceorsoof Smirnoff
tosome goodold unforbidden an over-promise, but drink it in
applejuice in a tall glass of ice, the right company and maybe
would thunder shake the eal'lh? you can make your own thunder
Lightning flash? No, actually, and lightning.
none of that happened. .
We did, however, discover 5’nlln0ﬁ_leauesyoubrealbless?’




® Sony Corp. of Americe, visit our showroom, 714 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y.

The only time it sounds like
other clock-radios is when it buzzes.

If you're interested in
the clock part of a clock-
radio, the TFM-C720 has
justabout every conven-
ience adigimatic radio
can have.

It has an automatic,
24-hour time setting that
goes off every morning,
without havingto be
reset every night.

Ithasasettingfora
softbuzz oraloudbuzz.
Soyoucanwakeupto
thevolume ofa “psst...",
ora"HEYYOU, GET
OuUT OF BED!"

But you may preferto
wake up to the sound of
the radio. So the TFM-
C720 also has aspecial
feature that automati-
callywakes you ata

lIllIllIiIHHHIlH

AM 53 B0 70 B0 100 120 M{B0D xw:

slightly louder volume
than the way you played
itlast night.

Besidesthat, it has
digitalnumbers. And
because of a process
called blacklighting,
they light up so much
brighter than most digital
numbers that you can
seethem fromacrossthe
room, or even through
one, barely opened eye.

But the best thing
aboutthisdigimaticis
thatit has a much better
radio than you might
expecttocomewitha
clock.

Theradio’'s FM/AM,
all solid-state, and has
integrated circuitry.

It has 1.2 watts of maxi-

mum output power. And
ithasa 3%" top-mounted
speaker.

The TFM-C720even
has aseparate pillow
speaker for sound qual-
ity you justcan’t get
throughan earphone.

Which means that
without keeping every-
bodyelse up, youcan
actually getlulledto
sleep by arespectable
sounding concerto, ora
reasonably undistorted
Doorsrecord.

Why don’'tyougo
listento this digimatic
foryourself?

Afterall,ifyouhada
nicerradioto getupto,
maybe it would be a little
nicerto getup.

SONY'’s $65.95° DIGIMATIC
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PLAYB'I-I. Last November, when

people in other lines
of work were preoccupied  with more
seasonal concerns, the editorial staff of
rravioy locked itsell in a room o discuss
coveraze ol the Democratic Convention
in Miami Beach this month.  Assistant
Editor Laura Longley Babl recalls: “The
problem was that Ed Muskie looked like
a dull shoo-in. and we didn’t want wo play
the game of sending one more big-name
writer to observe one more predictable
convention.” Her ofl-the-wall idea was to
compile an unserious how-to guide for the
dark-horse candidine. It started out as a
put-on, but as the primary season pro-
mressed—while Rescarch Editor Barbara
Nellis was checking the latest price quota-
tions on such delegate-wooing giveawavs
as engraved toenail clippers. Senior Edi-
tor Michael Laurence and Stafi Writer
Craig Verter were adding  their
thoughts and Assistant Art Director Roy
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Moody was giving the concept  visual
form—the winds of politics changed.
Suddenly, with Iront-runners unhorsing
one another right and lelt, the specter ol
a dozen, a hundred, a thousand aspirants
—even  a winning  unknown—doesn’t
scem at all absurd. Like 1o ry for the big
prize yoursell? pLaywsoy shows vou how
1o steal the nomination i The Demo-
cyatic Payty Needs You.

Professional soldier—and Korean War
hero—Lieutenant Colonel Anthony Her-
bere displaved a special kind ol courage
when he wied o lorce the Army o -
vestigate war crimes m Vietnam. Unsuc-
cossful, Herbert resigned his commission
in ALrch. and in our Playboy Inlerview,
he tells his side ol the controversy he set
in motion. A more genteel brand of dis-
sent 15 practiced by John Gardner in his
Common  Cause  movement, which  is
weighed and found wanting by Washing-
ton political observer Robert Shervill in
Cause Without a Rebel; the wrong-way
Saint George illustration is by Associate
Art Director Kerig Pope.

Even more [rustrating, to many ol us,
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than wtrving to make a dent in an unre-
sponsive political system is the ordeal of
confronting those [aceless members ol

the new power elite: machines. Kick
‘em. suggests Peter Swerdloff in Take
That, You Soulless Son of a Bitch!

The postoffice windows. Swerdlolf tells
us, were closed when he went to mail
us this piece on deadline eve; fuming,
he spent half an hour coaxing the requi-
site postage out of a recalcitrant stamp-
vending device.

The priestly wadition of celibacy
losing ground these days. Garry Wills,
himsell the produtl ol a Jesuit educaion,
examines the problem in Sex and the Sin-
gle Priest. which will appear in his book
Bare Ruined Chowrs, a study of the state
of Catholicisin in America. It's due lrom
Doubleday in October.

Sex is cropping up as a popular topic
in other areas once considered unmen-
tionable: We think vou'll enjoy Tom
Tomc’s cover and the lighthearted essay
it |'('pr(‘sc11h-—\\'illi:lm Iversen’s An Over-
view of Ladies’ Underwear (with photo-
graphs by rank Laffiite and Richard

Fegley)—as well as cartoonist John Demp-
sey's Passton in Senior City!

Two views ol sport are offered In
Associate  Editor Douglas Bauer's foor-
ball-training-camp report. No Place 1o
Be Nobody, and Contributing Editor
Ken W. Purdy’s inlormative rundown
on off-road vehicles. Far from the Mad
ding Crowd. Bauer's artide, he
“started out o be a profile ol New Eng
land Patriots quarterback Jim Plunke.
But I quickly became much more jmer
ested in how the rookie’s presence affected
others, especially Mike Talialerro, his
competition lor quarterback.”

This month’s lead fiction, Rapiure of
the Deep. is John Knowles's second
rLavsoy story. Two newcomers o the
magazine this month are James Alan M-
Pherson (The Silier Bullety, who is com-
hining work on a vovel with teaching
fiction at Harvard summer school, and
Peter L. Sandberg (The Old Bull Moose
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of the Woods), an experienced mountain-
eer who's also teaching hicion writing—at
Northeastern University in Boston.

For those who weary ol having oeno-
phile Iriends disparage their taste lor
pop wines, Emanuel Greenberg provides
cousolation in “Sommelicr! Another Well-
Chilled Botile of Chdteau Apple Dapple,
Nl Vous Plait!.” illustrated with a con-
struction by artist Ronald Stein., A pair
of pravsoy favorites. Paulas Kelly and
Pritchett, retwrn in Two Much—with
photos by Ralph Nelson, Jr., and Mario
Casilli. There’s a lot more, of course, in-
cuding Stafl Writer Reg Potterton’s visit
o Hong Kong and an inmtroduction to
Miss  July, Plavboy receptionist  Carol
O’'Neal—who's just one of the reasons we
like to hang around the office.

o @

As we were going to press, we learned
that Arthur Hadley had won the Sigma
Delta Chi Distinguished Serviee Awanrd
in the ficld of magazine reporting for his
August 1971 Avsoy article, Goodbye
to the Blind Slash Dead Kid's Hooch.
Needless to say, we're proud.
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Should your camera
be set for flash
or shouldn’t it?

If you guessed yes, chances are you
guessed wrong. Not all indoor sub-
jects require flash. For instance,
the overhead light on the pool
player's face is probably sufficient.

But why guess at all? The Minolta
Hi-matic E 35mm camera decides
whether to flash or not, automati-
cally, indoors or out.

Just leave the electronic flash on
the Hi-matic E at all times. You get
a flash when you need it. No flash
when you don't.

And, flash or no flash, you never
have to worry about shutter speeds
and lens openings. The camera ad-
justs itself automatically for a per-

[ ] 1 ] L]
Minolta Hi-matic E

fect picture every time. In any light.
Even time exposures are automatic.
Think not, before you shoot. The
electronic Minolta
Hi-matic E is about
$180 with flash and
case (camera and case
only, about $160). For
information, see your
dealer or write .
Minolta Corp., < ™_
200 Park Ave.
So., New York, £
N.Y. 10003.|
In Canada:|
Anglophoto!

Ltd., P.Q. -

et )

The automatic everything camera
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And new
Sprint colors!

There's a new Mustang
option package at your Ford
dealer's that just may be the
ultimate in personal sporty
style.

The Sprint color scheme
is classic white with bold
blue panels, red pin-
striping, color-matched
interior. You also get
dual racing mirrors,
white sidewall tires,
and red, white and
blue bodyside
insignia.

Combine that with
Mustang's independent front
suspension, floor-mounted
stick shift, bucket seats, and
panoramic instrument panel
—and you're in for a beautiful
driving experience. Inside 3
and out. #

Mag wheels, raised white ,‘ s
letter tires and competition
suspension are alsoavailable. >

Put a little Sprint in your life! /
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HAMBURGER VS, HAUTE CUISINE

The tandem anticles on {ood, Haeaoe T
Found the Greatest Restaurant in the
World? by Rov Andrics de Groot and
No! by Calvin Trillin (rravsoy, April),
were a joy 1o reul. De Groot's awesome
sensitivity was nicely halanced by Trillin's
amiable klutziness. I intend to sanple the
Troisgros restaurant on my next ip 1o
France; in the meanume. ' heed Tril-
Iin's advice and drive over 1o K
City for a burger.

Bob Nagle
St Louis, Missouri

Kansas City mav be o fine place. b
I'm sick and tired ol Calvin Trillin
claiming  tlun - Winstead's
country’s greatest burger. Frillin will
not vest until he has celebrated the joint
in every English-linguage magazine. To
which 1 sayv phoocy. The tip-ofl 1o Tril-
lin's lack ol credentials is his modest
denial of any lingering pride in Kansas
City and its food simply because he
Iappened 10 grow up there. As proof,
he thunders, he has tsted a Bob's Big
Boy and found it wanting. Some prool.
Trillin has set up the old staw-burger
dodge (mgrwmentum ad burgorim), which
is like road-testing a recent Tovorr and
proclaiming it a great car becanse 1t out-
performs a 51 Pivmouth.

The only stmdard of comparison in
hamburgers is Cassell’s Patio in Los An-
geles. T will not attempr o wmarch Tril-
lin’s garish prose in deseribing Cassell’s.
Simply put. Al Cassell gvinds the day’s
ration ol meat from U.S DAL prime
chuck beell Each patty weighs half a
pound and is served on a suitable bun.
Unlike Winsiead, Cassell alsa makes his
own mavonnaise and Roguelort dress
ing. as well as his own lemonade
(squeezed. ol course. rom the best of
the three grades ol lemons). 1T would
expect that il Trillin were indecd inter-
ested morhe avt ol the hurger. and not
just in rediscovering his childhood. he
would at least try Cassell's on his nexit
journey o Lo AL

serves  the

Lawrence Die1z
Los Angeles, Calilornia

Trillin's article on  dining  establish-
memts in Kansas City was vue lor the
most patt. but I must ieprove his selection
ol Winstead's as the place to ger a ham-
burger. Ninety pereent of the time. thei

burgers are so greasy that the bun falls
apart in your hand. I nominate Hardee's
for the blue ribbon. They have a Deluxe
Huskee that makes your balls tighten
with ecstasy.

Bud Elliott

Kansas Ciry, Missouri

As beawy lies in the eye of the be-
holder. so does a good meal lie in the
stomitch ol the eater. Following this log-
ic, the greatest restaurant in the world is
the one whose cuisine appeals to cach
ndividual's stomach. Now. at the risk
ol betraying my  peasant  background
(though I've taveled and eaten avound
the world)., 1 agree with Trillin: The
American hamburger today is a gourmet
delight.

D. F. Rosenberg
San Dicgo. Calilornia

De Groot knows. as lew of us do. what
things taste good., when and why. He
also understands the kind of uncommon
character required o make the decisions
that create a hst-class vestaurant. Ir was
almost as great a pleasure 1o read his
marrvative as it would have been 1o dine
with him.

Murray McCain
New York. New York

Huaoe I Found the Grealest Restau-
vant m the World? was a reflection not
only of Ray de Groot's understanding of
food Dut alse of his understanding ol
people and his sensitivity to the wue
personality ol a restaurant. His charm-
ingly written piece reminded me most
strongly ol mv last visit 1o Troisgros.
Certainly De Groot justifies the conclu-
sion he has veached.

Harry G. Serlis
San Francisco, Calilornia

I thoroughly enjoved De Groot's arti-
cle, but it was not until T read Trillin's
No! that the rueful vuth became ap-
parent. So intent are the French on pro-
anement and preparation of food that
they just never lemmed how to eat it

Fd Penry
Nanammo, British Columna

TRACKING JACK

To say vour April interview with Jack
Nicholson was good would be an injus
tice. It was spectacular. Here is a 35
vear-old  man who  considers  personal

PLAYBOY, JULY, 1872 vyOLUME 15, NUMBER 7 PUBLISHED MOMNTHLY By PLAYEODY, PLAYDOY BUILDING. 515 MORTH MICHIGAW

AVENUE, CHICAGOD. ILLINDIS €0611 SUBSCRIFTIONS. IN THE

MITED STATE 115 POSSESSIONS AMD CAMADA, 324 FOR THREE

YEARS, $1E FOR TWO YEARS. 510 FOR OME YEAR ELSEWMERE ADD §2 PER YEAR FOR FOREIGH FOSTAGE ALLOW 30 DAYS FOR

NEW SUBSCRIPTIONS AND RENEWALS CHANGE OF ADDRES SEND

ING, 313 NORTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGD, ILLINDIS D&M

HOTH OLD AKD NEW ADDRESSES TO PLAYEOY FLAYBOY BUILD

ANMD ALLOW 30 DAYS FOW CHARGE MARKETING: VICTOR LOWNES

DIRECTOR OF CACATIVE DEVELOPMENT: NELSON FUTCH, PROMOTION DIRECTOR LEE GOTTLIEM. DIRECTOR OF PURLIC RELATIONS

ADVERTISING: HOWARD w LEDERER, ADVERTISING DIRECTOR
MANAGERS . 405 PARK AVEMUE, MEW YORW. MEwW YORK 10022

AVENUE, CHICAGO, ILLINDIS &0&1T, DETRCIT, WILLIAM F
SYANLEY L. PERNINS, MANAGER, 8711 BEVERLY BOULEVARD

STREET, SOUTWEASTERN REFRESENTATIVE, FIRNIE L BRONN,

JULES ®ASE, JOSEPH GUENTHER. ASSOCIATE ADVERTISING
SHERMAN MEAT CHICAGD MANAGER, 519 NORTH MICHIGAN

MOORE, MANAGER, #18 FISHER BUILDING; LOS AMNGELES,
SAN FRANCISCO RODERT E STEPHENS., MANAGER. 110 SUTTER

106 PIEDWONT RCAD, N E, ATLANTA. GEORGIA 30)OS

Do aerosol deodorant
leave you cold?

Pick up @ﬂ d;ﬁwe
STICK
DEODORANT.

All day protection

that doesn’t
mess around.




PLAYBOY

10

integrity more important than his screen
image. It was both exciting and enlight-
ening to find a person of another gener-
ation who believes everyone is entitled
to his own approach to life.
M. Gouschalk, Jr.
Syracuse, New York

I found your interview with Jack Nich-
olson interesting in a sick sort ol way.
I rvealize that a man’s personal beliefs
and actions have liule o do with his
professional ability, but I feel Nicholson
is lost if, at 35, he feels his greatest
introspective moments come from drop-
ping acid. re-experiencing his own birth,
and climbing a wee and watching a rock
turnt into a horse.

Jan Siskoft
Soquel, California

On the subject of drugs. Nicholson is
right when he says it's insane 1o make
criminals out of marijuana users, and he's
correct when he says there is no proof
that pot use leads ro hevoin. He is wrong,
however, when he accuses the Federal
Bureau of Narcotics of “putting out the
most misleading kind of propaganda.”
The pamphlet of which he so knowingly
speaks was produced years ago. The pres
ent burcau is very careful and scientihic
about any information it produces.

Jolin Finlator
Arlington, Virginia

Until recently, Finlator was deputy
divector of the Bureau of Naycolics and
Dangerous Drugs.

I was intrigued to learn from your
interview with Jack Nicholson that I was
once a lover of André Gide's. Regretfully,
I decline the honor. When 1 knew Gide,
I was not yer 17—and in those days. one
was not allowed to make it, with ¢ither
sex. until one was over 21 and (preferably)
married. However, for the sake ol my
memoirs. please correat the spelling of my
name. This might enable me 1o hemn
from friends with whom I have lost con-
tact. Maybe I'll also find out what hap-
pened to my litde white Pekingese, who
disappeared in St. Paersburg, Florida, in
the winter of 1941,

Samson de Brier
Los Angeles, California

COVER CHARGE
Your April cover photo of Rosic Hol-
otik has to be one of your best ever.
Congratulations.
Smith Ribble
IFI'O San Franasco, California

Many thanks to photographer Dwight
Hooker and model Rosie Holotik for
the enchanting April cover. Everything
about the photograph, [rom the green ol
the plants to the pose of the maodel to
the expression on her face, conveys a
sense ol naturalness—a  lovely woman
captured in an unguarded moment. The

brilliant sunshine falling soltly over her
shoulders creates, for me, the feeling of
a glorious spring day.

L. Andrew Ruff

San Francisco, California

FAIR GAMES
James F. Fixx's Games for the Super-
intelligent  (PLavsoy, April) was most
informative and entertaining. The re-
quirement that one make a logical leap
in order to solve ¢ach of the items made
the quiz all the more appealing. A group
ol friends and I stayed up hall the nighe
working on it.
Christopher A. Wolter
Lalayewe, Califormia

In Games for the Supevinielligent,
Fixx poscs the question “What word con-
tains all five vowels in alphabetical or-
der?” His answer, facetious, is correct,
but I think that Fixx shouldn’t abstain
fl'(ll]l lll).‘ilcl]lioll.\'.

Donald Taggart
San Francisco, Calilornia

There's another solution to the match-
stick puzzle in Fixx's entertaining quiz.
The problem  presented an  arvray of
matchsticks that looked like this:

The challenge was: Move two matches
andd make four squares. lixx's solution
(of which there are variants) was ingen-
ious. because it involved squares of two

ﬂ

different sizes:

However, there's a much more elegant
solution, which produces four squares of
the same size, thus:

ﬂ

Randall Court
Boston, Massachusetts

LET 100 FLOWERS BLOOM

In Seven Poems by Mao Tse-lung
(rravsoy, April). Mao masterfully con-
stucts an autobiography that is not

merely a history of his actions and a
sensitive  reminiscence  of  his  youth's
greatest dreams but a conveyanee of the
sublime ecstasy so few men feel as their
dreams become manifest. I marveled at
the poems’ beautiful totality.

Gerald Patronite

Cleveland, Ohio

I think 1he poem Snow is the onc
vour transhuors. Nich  Hualing  and
Paul Engle, had in mind when they
remarked that versions of some ol Mao's
pocury were circulated in the West as
carly as TH6. The last lines of the ver-
sion published at that time, following
AMao's references 1o ancient hunters,
warriors and emperors, and intended to
describe the present worker and peasant,
were:

At last a cultured man
Stands on Chinese soil.

Nich and Engle, however, give these lines
as:

For hevoes,
Now is the time.

No doubt they feel they have justifica:
tion lor this vwanslation. but the loss of
poetry is considerable,

Despite this and other probable er-
rors. if the poems you published are vead
with patience, the classic image ol Mao's
work comes through. Perhaps this is all
that should be asked. The picce as a
whole—pocems and  accompanving  com-
mentary—gives some inkling of the way
in which poewry s deeply involved in a
politics that is radical enough to ask
questions of purposes and destres. You
are to be applauded for publishing Sev-
en Poems. Maybe human voices will
wake us belore we drown.

George Oppen
San Francaisco. California

Oppen is a Pulitzer Prize-winning
poet whose lalest collection is “Of Being
Numerous.”

With the publication of Seven Pocms
by Mao Tsc-tung. your magazine has
reached o new apex of taste and sophis-
tication. I would like to sugeest 1that you
make this kind of feature i recular, with
the next installment entided The Paint-
ings of Adolf Hitler.

J. M. Dickey
Newark, Delaware

PSYCHIC PERCEPTIONS

The Anthony Burgess article. Precogni-
tion (mavsoy. April). is cerainly well
done and o the point. 1 agree with Buy-
gess that precognition is a rather hit-or-
miss aflair. When asked a direct question
about the future. even my lLvorite tarot
cards balk at giving siraight ves or no
answers. They prefer 1o philosophize.
My quarrel with Burgess is his omission
ol anv relerence w0 Pyychic Discoieries
Behind the Iron Curtain, by Ostrander
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Shortster’s the little guy in the Harley-Davidson family. But
its resemblance to our big machines tells you where it
comes from. . and where it belongs. It has mini-motocross
forks up front and hydraulic shocks back aft to give you a
backwoods ride like no other mini-bike you ever rode. A
tough, 65cc two-stroke engine cranks out a bag of stump
pullin’ power. And puts it all on the ground through a three-
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mighty like a motorcycle. See for yourself. At your Harley-
Davidson dealer. AMF | Harley-Davidson, Milwaukee, Wis.
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and Schroeder, which tells of some amaz-
ing Russians with a Tull line of psvehic
abilities, including precognition.
Eden Gray
Vero Beach, Florida
Miss Gray's latest work is “Mastering
the Tarot”

One supportable conclusion that can
he reached Irom Burgess” article is that if
precognition  does occur, Tuture events
may  be  unchangeable and  Iree  will
mayv be merely an illusion. Burgess cites
scientific suppornt for precognitive phe-
nomeni. Free will, however, lacks scien-
tiic support: in fact. much  scientific
experimentation provides evidence agirinst
it. Hence. it can be argued that humans,
instead of being governed by [ree will.
nay be programed by genes and past
experiences. and that the human actor
mav not exercise any will at all. except as
i passive observer ol unlolding events.

Carvoll B. Nash. Director
Parapsvchology Laboratory
Saint Joseph's College
Philadelphia. Pennsylvania

I think precognition is one ol a4 number
ol man's psychic laculties. Such abilities
appear 1o some degree in almost every-
one—amd 1o an exceptional degree in
specific individuals. These powers  are
signs ol man's complexity. Thus, it is
necessary to understand  something  of
man’s true nature to make any sense of
psvchic phenomena.

Edgar E. Cayee
Virginia Beach, Virginia

Cayce, son of the famed psychic, ve-
cently co-authored “The Outer Limils of
Edgar Cayce’s Power.”

Precognition is simple use of the fifth
dimension. in which poets and advanced
mathematicians are already at home.

Robert Graves
Majorca, Spain

ALL FOR ALCOCK
Lawrence Sanders” The Adventures of
Chauneey Alcock (veavsov, April) is one
ol the funniest stories I've vead in a long
tme. As a reviewer. I've welcomed San-
ders’ two fine novels. Finding his story
N PLAYBOY was a pleasant surprise,
William G. Harrington
Columbus, Ohio

[ wish 1o protest vour publication ol
such stories as The Adveniures of Chaun-
cey Alcock. 1 pride myse!ll on my lack
ol sexual mhibitions, and when—after
reading your story—my hushand wished
to ury ity detailed sexual position, T will-
ingly agreed. However, the story did not
say which entrance o use, and the result
wis damned painlul. In future, please be
certain your stories are more explicit.

Jane Gordon
New York, New York

BURGER QUEEN

I enjoved seeing Mel Ramos™ pop-
crotic painungs in pLaveoy (Pop’s Girls,
April). Many ol his works were shown at
a wellattended one-man  exhibition art
the French & Company gallery in New
York last year. When I went to the ex-
hibition. one of Ramos’ paintings. 'irna-
burger. lelt me with a swrong fecling
ol déji vu. Finding it reproduced in
rravsoy  reimlorced  that feeling, and
now I've puzzled out the mystery. About
his  Pirnaburger. which  shows  actress
Virna Lisi sitting on a huge cheeseburger,
vou quote Ramos as sayn “I just saw
her in a magazine and thought hers was a
good lrontal face. And. 10 be honest, the
body isn’t Virna’s.” Well, 1o be really
honest, the body belongs to none other

than onc of your Playmates. Terre
Tucker. from a pose that appeared in the
1965 Playmate Calendar.
Thomas Stullman
Newark, New Jersey

For many years now, T have been
an admirer of pop art. It strikes me
as  exceedingly  sad. however, to see
reayvsoy extol the virtues of a would-he
artist who is really nothing more than a
sccondrate drafisman. Mel Ramos has
added no new dimension to the world
of art. He has simply combined existing
nudes and  famous  faces and  set the
resulting products in odd contexts. T am
well acquainted with the ease with which
photographs can be redrafted. T think
only an unimaginative artist would resort
to this dervivittive technique.

W. E. Fleming
Dailas, Texas

POT LUCK

In The Thirty-Calibey Roach  Clip
(rravsoy, April). Donn Pearce does a
wonderful job of showing up the idiocy
ol our narcotics laws. His deseriptions of
the interactions ol drug smugslers and
nares hammered home three points. The
first is the evil of lumping tozether all
psychoactive drugs. The aime ol smug-
gling  heroin and legally
cquated  with the crime ol smuggling
relatively harmless marijuana. The sec
ond point is that most of the Kids en-
gaged in smuggling are also users of
drugs. While some confine their use 1o
pot. many others do not. In my own
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rescarch, I've found that even among
those who consider themselves sophisti
cated. there is often a profound i
rance of the relitive dangars of various
drugs. The third point Pearee clucidates
is the futilitv ol government antidrug
operations. Around the Florida  coast,
nares, FBI agents. Customs oflicials and
local police swarm the sca. the beaches.
the airstrips and the air isell, wasting
untold  millions  of taxpayer  dollars.
while the smugglers dart hither and von.
Oue agent estimates that only ten por-
cent of all drags intended for the main.
land gets wavlaid. Pearce has done a hine
job of dramatizing the Government's
untenable position.
Dorothy V. Whipple, M. D.
Arlington, Virginia
Dy. Whipple, an educator and drug
aunihoridy, wrote “Is the Grass Greener?
Answers to () nestions About Drugs.”

Dot Pearce swre gets it on in The
Tlarty-Caliber Roach Clip. Ooh. he's so
good. 1T can’t help wondeving il he
hasn’t had any near misses with the law,
the nature of which he chronicles so
well.

Ben Block
Harvard. Hlinois

Until a while ago. Peavce's life svas
a series of divect hits with the law. He
served tio of fioe for safecracking,

ETHAN ALLEN LIVES
As a 23yeanrold conservative activist.
I read with interest and  amusement
Richard Pollak’s Taking Owver Vermont
(rraveoy. April). But Pollak’s proposal
ol a New Leht take-over of a small state,
via a mass migration of under-30s.
Iv assumes that all under-30s think alike.
My own experience is that the only
thing voung people have in common is
their youth
James A Movers, Chairman
Franklin County Republican Party
Winnshoro., Texas

vie-

Taking Over Vermont is more tuly
in the American wadition than s au-
thor imagines. It represents a counter
culture version ol @t least three venerable
American delusions: one, that because a
thing can be done. it should be done
(building the atomic homb or going
1o the moon are salient examples): two.
that underpopulated areas with velatively
delenscless inhabitanis constitute a lron-
tier that it is one’s manifest destuny to
occupy: and three, that all alien societies
hunger, even il unconsciously. for ow
superior way of life. That Vermont, o
some other small state. 1s 1o be “liberated”
by long-haired. grass-blowmg Ireaks seck-
ing lebensraum: rather than by creweut,
beerswilling coprer jockeys (us was at-
tempted in Viemam) makes the whole
idea no less American, no less imperialise,
no less—in all seriousness—racisi. The
Yankee gets o looking suspiciously like
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THIS PARTY WAS MADE
POSSIBLE BY CLUB.COCKTAILS.

Have yourself a party with these fresh
tasting, ready-made drinks.

Hardstuif. Daiquiris. Whiskey Sours.
Martinis, and more.

All ready when you are.

Club Cocktails.
14 We make the drinks, you make the party.

the gook. Significantly enough. ncither
Pollak nor the theoreticians he cites have
reckoned with the probable emergence
of a Vermont Cong, operating lrom bas-
es in New York and moving supplies in
along the Calvin Coolidge “Tral (for-
merly U.S. Route 4). Best let Vermont
radicals take care of their own, and every
body ¢lse do the same.

Robert A. Briges

Ann Arbor, Michigan

Taking Quer PVermon! is not a Ing
deal. T am mysell a cvizen of the norih
country and my experience is that hae
abouts, we mradittonally let other people
do their thing

as long as they don't
become damned mussionaries about it
What's all this zeal 10 1ake over govern-
ment? The orthodox politics of our part
of the country s :Ill'r;n]) charncterized
by a modest anarchism and plemy ol
decenmalization  And why does Pollak
cancourage the chief vice ol the young,
mamely, that they have to move n
hordes, which suggests that individuals or
friend groups aven’t enough [or thems
Paul Goodman
North Stratford, New Hampshire
Goodman's most vecent book 15 “Speak-
ing and Language: Defense of Poclry =

The idea of 225,000 “alicnated”
Americans moving o Vermont i order
10 seize it politically sirikes me as silly.
Vermont isn't worth the clfort. In indus
trialized countries, revolutions (no mat-
ter how you define them) always ocout
in major cities. The struggle will not be
won or lost in Montana or Vermont. but
in New York., San Francisco, Chicago
amd other uwrban centers. Moreover, the
attitude expressed in Pollak’s piece is
essentially clivist. The task Tor radicals is
not to encowrage separatist, subcultural-
ist solutions 1o American \uLiulmlili(ul
crises. Rather, it is to democratize and
humanize existing American institutons

or 1o overthrow them. It is to actualize
constitutional suwarantees ol lile and 1ib-
erty lor all, not simply for those with the
skills, Dbread and mobility 1o play at
relorm democaracy in the Green Moun-
tain State. It may be ronumtic to cop
out in Woodstock while the war contin-
ues and the poor languish. but v is
hardly rvadical. The power is not in Ver-
mont. The war is not decided ihere.
Oppression and injustice don’t cd by
smoking grass in the governor’s chair. I
Pollak and his Iriends want o do some-
thing cllective, why mot uy ending the
war by ending the political carecr ol the
President who is corrently waging iz
Lile hangs on that.

Dowson Rader
New York, New York

Rader is the anthor of “I Ain’t March-
in'  Anymore” and  “Gou't Tnspectd o
Meat and Other Fun Summer Things”
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In Italy, men build cars
with passion. One of them is
Alejandro de Tomaso. And this
is his car. Pantera. Conceived
without compromise. A car so
carefully built (it is virtually
handmade) there will only be

N7
2,500 made the first year. Mid-
engined like a racing car. An
ultra-high-performance sports
coupe that stands a little higher
than the average man’s belt
buckle, it seats two (and only
two) and it’s priced in the
neighborhood of $10,000.

Obviously, Pantera is for the
few who demand something
extraordinary.

The body designed by the
world-famous Ghia Studios—is
Italian craftsmanship at its high-
est level. Monocoque construc-
tion fuses the steel skin and
frame into an incredibly strong
and rigid structure.

The engine is a 351 CID,
4-barrel V-8 placed just ahead
of the rear axle, which gives
Pantera some huge advantages
over conventional sports cars.
Better vision forward. Less
power-loss. Better weight distri-
bution. And the tightest, most
satisfying handling characteris-
tics you’ve ever experienced.

All thisisstandard:
air-conditioning, five forward
speeds fully synchronized, inde-
pendent suspension of all four

e :
wheels, die-cast magnesium
wheels, rack and pinion steer-
ing, power-boosted disc brakes
—even an ingenious system to
prevent you from inadvertently
selecting the wrong gear while
shifting. The de Tomaso Pantera

has to be one of the most im-
pressive vehicles ever offered
here at any price.

*Based on Manufacturer's suggested retail

price. Excludes state and local taxes and
destination charges.

Pantéra by de Tomaso [l
Imported for
Lincoln-Mercury

To locate your
nearest Pantera dealer,
call free, any hour, any day
800-631-1971.

In New Jersey,
800-962-2803.

LINCOLN - MERCURY

<>
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an a captain in U.S. Military Intel-
C ligence, formerly employed as a depu-
ty sherifl guarding the premises of the
Angela Davis trial, find wrue happiness
as the producer and promoter of sex mov-
ies? Can two beautiful girls, one stud,
one Marine Corps nonstud and a vibra-
tor find happiness in one another’s parts?
Will they? Do they?

For the answers to these and other
burning (and/or itchy) questions of our
ume, tune i on What About Jane?,
billed as the first erotic soap opera by its
makers, three voung gentlemen from
(natch)y San Francisco. If you combine
Flash  Gordon, Lucky Pierre and  Just
Plain Bill, you get something of the
one of this vather slickly made (that is,
well-lit) film. There are organs. There are
also Hammond organs. There are people
saying, “Trust me, Jane, you've pot 10
trust me.”

The answer to the questions above,
concerning  happiness, as applied 1o
both the real-lite captain and the fiction-
al malcontent bride, took about 90 min-
utes during the film’s premiere at San
Francasco’s chic upstairs countercultoral
porn palace, the Sutter Cinema. And that
answer is a lubricious yes.

In an clfort to hind our why the
film was made, we sent our inuepid
San Francisco reporter to interview the
producer-director, Tom Hanley. The 30-
year-old  entrepreneur,  captain.  338rd
Psychological Operations Battalion, in
command ol the graphics section. former
Marin County deputy sheriff and real-
estate salesman, Phi Beta Kappa graduate
of the University of California ar Berke
ley, said he sincerely wants to be rich.
He and his associates spent “thirteen-five”
making What About Jane? and would
like 1o carn back “about four mill.” Burt
money is only a by-product, he assured
us. Tom has this idea of a 42-
sequence dirty soap opera—AaMore Jane,
Daughter of Jane, Jane Sirikes Back
that will help the women's Iiberation
movement, because i deals with women's
problems, and help the erotic-hlm move-
ment, deals with  real-life
emotion, and help the human-sexuality

also

because 1t

movement, because it deals with human
sexuality; and he carnestly prays, with all
the sincerity of an establishmentarian

young businessman, that “the word of

mouth” is good. He hopes that sociolo-
gists, psychologists, “the military, the
police and my friends, the district at-
torneys,” will go to see it with the wives
and  girliviends of their choice. “My
interests,” he poimts out, “are in a com-
binauon of law enforcement and erotic
materials.”

The first wave of crude erotic-film
makers is rapidly fading into court in-
junctions and artistic retirement. The
sccond and hipper wave is represented
by Tom Hanley and his colleagues, and,
as John Wasserman, critic for the San
Francisco Chronicle, remarked, messianic
Hanley is walking on that wave. He
uses words such as organizational event
and contextualization. He learned 1o
speak sociology, bureaucratese and bom-
bast at Berkeley and through selling real
estate. "1 planned o play the lead in
the film,” he admitted winningly, “but
what with my produsorial duties, T
wasn't sure I could get it up.”

His partners, Richard Hoyt (College
ol Marin, commercial photographer,
deep interest in the human form) and
Peter Tar-Sian (weacher at San Francisco
State, documentaries about Appalachia),
don’t mind lening Captain Hanley speak
for them. Aflter all, they say, he's into
“dirty-old-manism and power,” a combi-
nation that can't be beat, while they
busy themselves with the artistic prob-
lems of getting actors 1o speak  lines
convincingly  while having  orgasms.
They worry about shooting ratios and
blocking the composition, and Tom
takes care of casting. Picking performers
[rom the immense pool of Bay Area
talent, he tries to avoid outandout
hookers. junkies, the starving, the ugly.
He wants people seriously concerned
with a [uture m the 41 cpisud{’s to come,
and so used a magazine pinup givl, a
19-year-old mystery lady named Martha
Strawberry, in addition to a veteran
male sex star and a well-muscled drum-
mer who is definitely (and literally) an
up-and-comer.

“We're not exploiters,” declared Cap-
tain Hanley. “We found that our actors
had trouble relating to not being [ucked
by the producers and backers. They were
conlused. We fed them and took care
of them, and now they understand. In-
security  is  an Amevican  dilemma.
We're also into solving women's image.
We want to convince our girls—and the
ladies in our audience—that they have
mental attributes while they're [ucking.
We have to work with them a lot 1o get
what we want. It's not just shoot. print
and sell with us. We hope to break into
standard theaters all over the state
the country . . . the world!™

A review of What About  Jane?
might have to point out that it's as
explicit as any other stag film, but the
color and the sound are superior, the
girls are really young and f[resh-looking,
the boys seem a bit bleary but willing,
and the vibrator hums along without a
hitch. The basic humor of the Peyton
Place, Just Plain Bill camp parody is
sacrificed for Captain Hanley's mission-
ary sex trip. People tend to laugh ar
missionaries, but a survey of the audi-
ence at the Sutier Cinema showed that
I1.6 percent of the viewers kept hats in
their laps.

Captain Hanley wigged at his new
sideburns and hddled idly with his press
kit. “I'm a relormed sexual chauvinist,”
he stated. “Mea culpa. Now I just want to
be known as a maker of erorographic films
and an official, clean-cut millionaire.”

-

That's telling ‘em: A sign near a pond
on Long Island reads, KEEP OFF—CUHURCH
PROPERTY. NO FISHING AND NO SWIMMING.
And somebody's added, axp No warking
ON THE WATER.

.

Speak softly but carry a big stick? A
Salt Lake City man was accused of rap-
g an I18-year-old girl. The delendant’s
attorney asked the girl to descaribe the
man who attacked her. She said it was so
dark she couldn’t see him, “But,” she
added, “he had a very small organ.” The
defense attorney thereupon asked for a
recess to examine the delendant. When

19
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court resumed, he introduced incontro-
vertible evidence of his client's innocence.
His organ measured nine and - hall
inches when erect. Case dismissed.

-

According to The Wall Street Jour-
nal, a pub in Sauvsalito, Calilornia, offers
its patrons a wine list with an clegant
gold cover. Inside, the list reads. *1.
Red. 2. White, Please order by number.”

-

Seen on the Associaed Press news wire:
“Shouting  waitresses  apparently  were
mare than a holdup man could take at a
Cincinnati vestmwant oday,. A man re-
portedly carrving a ‘big black gun® en-
tered the vestaurant during the breakfase
hour. The waitresses began  creaming,
and the man fled.”

-

Our Peerless Logic Citation goes to
Eugene. Oregon’s Condon  Elementary
School. During an assembly to honor a
student organization called I Quit Lit-
tering. tenvear-old Danny Owens, co-
founder ol the group, was presented
with a nonbiodegradable plastic cooler

—filled with nonrewturnable cans  of
Coke.

=
The latest in  laborsaving  devices,

vou'll all be happy o hear, is an cleci-
cally powered douche.

I's only his nighitime job, but Ray
Higgins savs he mav tell Ganadian tax
ofhcials that his occupation is “nude
chel”™ Higgins pads around the kitchen
of the Mynah Bivd, a sweip house in
Toronto's Yorkville district. in nothing
more than a chel's hat. Health laws in
Oncario ansist that chels wear hats o
keep their hair vom falling o the
food bhur make no memion ol whar clse

they have 1o wear.
.

The Syracuse. New York., Herald Jour-
nal ended a story about a gasstation
holdup this way: “Police described the
thicl as a Negro male in his carly 20s,
slim build, wearing a long dark coat,
Drown hat and a white Lace.” And we
suppose he was singing Mammy, 100.

.

In South Benflcer, England. a fellow
gave his wile an amique chastity belt,
which she wied on for a laugh. It
secemed  like a0 cute idea until  dheir
three-year-old son threw the kev out the
window and wemen had to cat her out
ol the thing.

.

We've long had our doubts about how
diligently the IRS scarches for taxpayers
who are due refunds. Last year, when the
Albuquerque, New Mexico, [RS  office
giave an “unable to locne™ list to the local
newspapers for publicuion, an editor

spotted the name of Robert W. McCoy,
a U.S. magismate whose court is across
the street from the 1RS ofhice,
-
A women'sswear shop in Tokyo sports
a sign in English adverising sioes ro

MAKE YOUR STREET-WALKING MORE RE-
LAXED.

L]
Our Most  Aptly Ydept Business

Award goes unhesitatingly 10 the Post-
humus Funeral Home of Grandville,
Michigan.

-

PEAVBOY's persisient correspondent. Dr.
Horace Naismith, claims he has been
unfaivly Labeled an antileminist lor hav-
g founded MACHO. 1the MAle CHau-
Organizaion. To show his good
faith. he now says he understands some
women's desire 1o be addressed as Ms,
rather than the more revealing Miss or
Murs.. since men have the catchall Mr. to
hide behind. But, suggests Naismith. this
may be the wrong way to go about
remedying inequality. Why not, instead,
give men titles to show who is or isn’t
single?

Under Naismith’s new  scheme ol
things. Mister or Mr. would become the
proper form only for addressing @ mur-
ricd man. Unmarried men would he
addressed as Mo, an abbreviation of
Master. Anticipating [eminist reluctance
1o address anv man as Master. and noting
that the feminist Ms, is generally pro-
nounced Mizz. Naismith proposes that
the pronunciation of Mt be either
Marse, as in Uncle Remus, or Massa, as
in Gone With the 1Wind.

Our [eeling is that Naismith should
have quit while he had only one move-
ment gunning for his hide.

.

It's no wonder that public aid to pa-
rochi
if one can believe this headline i 1he
Chicago Daily Neaws: “6usi LAY TEACHERS
IN CATHOLIC sCHOoLS.”

schools is such an issue these davs,

Herc's one  elecion ploy  that our
numerous candidates haven’t tried vet:
In New Guinea, a legislative hopelul saud
his opponent cheated by quoting the
Bible and they
would go 1o hell unless they voted lor
him.

telling  native  vorers

A new form of curh service is avail-
able in Aspen, Colorado. Girls are wear-
ing folded-up matwesses and bed fiames
on their backs with signs reading aras-
SAGES—310.

.

From Cupertino.  California,  comes
the news that all narcotics ofhcers. FBI
agents and members of the CIA will
get a cash discount on the admission

price to student activities at DeAnza
College. “The student council unanimous-
Ly approved the 20 percent reduction for
agents who show proper identification.

This ad. spotted in San Francisco city
buses. should win some industry award
for the medivm and message it uses to
reach its target group: “Iliterate? Write
Today for Free Help. EOC, Washing-
ton. DG

BOOKS

The mystery ol human evolution, per-
haps the greatest detective story ever
told. may never he solved. But it won't
be for lack of wying. In a stunning tour
de force titled The Descent of Woman (Stein
and Day). Oxford graduate Elaine Mor-
gan points out what should have been
obvious long ago: that when man caume
down [rom the mees, woman came down
with him—and that much ol the specula-
tion about evolution is in error because it
fails to take the lemale into [ull account.
The male scientist has fallen into the
semantic wap of conlusing the generic
term man with the male individual and
thus “sces himsell quite unconsciously as
the main line of evolution. with a female
satcllite revolving around him as  the
moon revolves swound the carth.” In
clear, gracelul and humorous prose. Mor-
gan atticks such evolutionary  theoreti-
cizms as Robert Ardrey. Desmond Morris,
Lionel Tiger and Robin Fox, and under-
mines Komrad Lorenz” position on the
mature ol hwman ageression. Even the
most militant male chauvinist will find i
difficult to cling 10 all his prior convic-
tions in the lwe of the evidence mar-
shaled here. By a publishing coincidence.
a sccond book has come along that (a)
is written by a woman. (b) theorizes about
human evolution and () is highly con-
troversiil. The Nature and Evolution of Fe-
male Sexvality (Random Housc). by Dr.
Marvipane  Sherfey. a New York  psy-
chiatrist, fst appeared six years ago in
the Journal of the Amervican Psychoana-
Iytic Assoctation, Extrapolating a theory
ol female sexuality [rom the Laboratory
work of Masters and Johuson, and rom
her extensive knowledge of embryology
and comparative anatomy. Dr. Sherfey
argues that the [emale is no less sexual-
Iy responsive than the male. In [act. Dr.
Sherley says, she is more than a mawch
for him. and therelore he has suppressed
her drive by brainwashing and legishition,
He lears her because “the more orgasins
a woman has, the stronger they become:

the more orgasms she has, the more she
can hive”—and no single male can meet
her demands. Over the years, Dr. Sher-
fey's entirely  hypothetical  conclusions
have come 1o be viewad as distortions ol



A Bacardi party to go.

C11971 BACARDI IMPORTS, INC., BACARDI BLDG. MIAMI, FLA, 33137, RUM B0 & 151 PROOF.

“"HACARDI' AND THE BAT DEVICE ARE REQISTERED TRADEMARKS OF BACARD! & COMPANY LIMITED




PLAYBOY

biological potentialities. Only the least
rational ol the women's lib advocates still
cling o her notion of the [emale as sex
incarnate—a notion no less romantic than
the myth of the male as a cave man at
heart. By comparison with these two
books, Barbara Seaman’s Free and Female
(Coward, McCann & Geoghegan) is a
pastiche that wouldn’t be worth noting
except as an example ol current efforts
by writers to capitalize on the women's
lib movement by scapegoating the male
sex. Seanum’s book leans heavily on
Masters and Johnson as well as on
Sherfey, but it reports on their work
without adding a single dimension of
understanding. She would do well to
read Llaine Morgan, who understands
that the human race is shaped by forces
that (ranscend the individual and that,
socially and biologically, il a man and
woman want to make it, they either make
it together or they don’t make it ar all.

Marshall McLuban is at it again. In
collaboration with Barrington Nevitt, he
urges us. in Toke Today: The Executive as
Dropout (Harcourt Brace Jovanovich), to
abandon our rearview mirrors and to pro-
gram fate by understanding the processes
of the present. The sizable text is in the
form of a barrage of questions. challenges,
imtimations of prophecy from distant his-
l()l')'. recent ])ﬂ_'.'t‘i (:]il)l)illg!i and (lllOl(l-
tions f[rom cconomists, pocts and [uturists
as well as from past works of the master
scenarist himself. Beneath the pvrotech-
nics and the puns (“Should Old Aquinas
Be Forgotz”), the MclLuhan message is
more ol the same: We have moved from
“the industrial world ol assembly-line
‘hardware” and  visual space into the
clectrical world of orchestrated program-
ing.” But the focus of the new book is
on the exccutive, who will be able to
avoid his own obsolescence only by be-
coming a comprehensivist and by mov-
ing his action “from the manipulation
of things to the anticipation ol processes
by understanding their causes.” Toward
that end. today’s young people. we are
told. “finished with both job goals and
market values,” have programed them-
selves “for a totally diflerent range of
satislactions than those of their parents
and eachers.” So what else 1s new?

Merle Miller has heen in the public
eye for more than 20 years: His fust
novel, That Winter, summed up the
post-World War Two feelings ol many:
he helped found Americans for Demo-
cratic Action; he wrote serious nonfiction
books about our dropping of the A-bomb
and black-listing: and he did a Kafka-
kookie best seller about his experiences
in writing for TV, Only You, Dick
Daring. Then, last year, at the age ol 49,
he came out ol the closet with an elegant,
unshrill piece of autobiographical writ-

ing. What It Means to Be a Homosexual.
Now, in a further act of literary libera-
tion, he has produced a novel in which
homosexuality is an overt element. What
Happened (Harper & Row) consists ol the
jJangled,  discontinuous  memories  of
George Lionel. an aging concert pianist
from a small Midwestern town in which
he was early labeled both a prodigy and
a “sis.” He had a gentle father who was
a financial failure, a pushy and obsessively
talkative mother and two  childhood
friends, Charley and Lily, whose paths
crossed his at vavious times in lile. And
there were the hundreds, possibly thou-
sands of young men with whom George
shared his bed; only a few shared more
than that. So we come upon George,
alone in a sanmarium, writing or taping
his memories, bickering with doctors and
attendants  and  concluding that  “life
happened to all of us.” It takes a while
to get used to the nonsequential mosaic
ol George's memories, but the il’l‘lpl‘t’:“i\iil'e
thing about this novel is the quality ol
acceptance and forgiveness—of others as
well as of the protagonist. Acwaally, What
Happened is something of a veplay ol a
good 1961 Merle Miller novel, 4 Gay
and Melancholy Sound, which used the
same autobiographical material 1o fash-
ion a savage, sick-cynical cartoon. This
time around. without glossing over the
many injustices done George Lionel (in-
cluding an expos¢ in Confidential and
an appearance in Washington before
The Committee), Miller shows what
made others do what they did and how
it all has touched his principal charac-
ter; Lionel's vulnerability becomes the
reader’s. The ending section is sad. but
it is the random sadness of life, and that
is something Miller has never put be-
tween hard covers before. Now he has
had the toughness to open himsell 10
hure, and that. for a writer, is a triumph.

-

On the other hand, in the new liberari-
anism of our time, the homosexual writer
is often patronized and overpraised; the
act ol bravely revealing what he is earns
golden reviews. Perhaps no writer enjoys
as inflated a reputation as James Purdy,
a grim, gay novelist with a grisly sense of
humor, who with each succeeding work
seems to be embracing an even darker,
more misanthropic side of the homosex-
ual experience. Of late, the pleasaves of
castration and cannibalism have become
his concern, and the machinations ol a
cruel heterosexual out to thwart such
joys have provided him with his plots.
In I Am Elijah Thrush (Doubleday). the
narrator is an exotic, erotic black whose
“habit™ is the ecstasy ol having a pet
eagle peck at his vitals. The hero is
an old lairy queen in love with his
beautilul but dumb great-grandson. And
the villainess is a 100-year-old semen-sip-
ping harridan. It all reads like a homo-

sexual wet dream. Purdy’s highly vaunted
prose style twitters rather than glitters: he
tends to expose the waning energics of a
flagging imagination by repeatedly hav-
ing a character display his penis in order
to curtain a chapter; and his recurent
theme, the indomitability of homaosex-
uality, is sounded so shrilly that onc¢
almost yearns for the innocent days of
the “love that would dare not whisper
its name.”
-

The Nixon Administration’s attempt
to stop publication of the Pentagon pa-
I)“.’]'.‘i became at least as L‘llgl'()ﬁsillg il
story as what those documents revealed
about the ways in which previous Ad
ministrations  deceived  the  citizenry
about American  involvement in Viet-
nam. The first comprehensive explora-
tion of this domestic war between the
press and the Justice Depariment is San-
ford ]. Ungar’s The Papers & the Papers
(Dutton), subtitled “An Accoumt ol the
Legal and Political Baule Over the
Pentagon Papers.” Ungar, a knowledge-
able reporter for The Washington Post.
interviewed most of the principals, and
his [ast-moving narrative provides fasci-
nating revelations about the inner work-
ings of the two key newspapers involved
(The New Yook Times and The Wash-
ington Post) as well as fresh information
on how the Pentagon papers were origi-
nally assembled and how they came 1o
constitute the biggest leak of classified
information in  American  history. In
addition, the book deepens our under-
standing ol how the Federal Court system
works. espectally in an emergency. and ol
how Nixon's Justice Department. with
whatever imtent. is svstematically trying
to erode the Bill of Rights. Ungar has con-
structed a compelling narrative. Among
the memorable vignettes: the Chiel Justice
of the Supreme Court opening the door ol
his home to reporters late at night with a
gun in his hand. Nor does Ungin neglect
the fundamental legal and political issues
that remain unresolved. Since the majority
of the Supremc Court left open the possi-
bility ol prior restraint on the press. the
lamous victory of the Times and the Post
wis more limited than it first appeared:
and by encouraging criminal prosecution
of those who took part in the distribution
of the papers, the Court further narrowed
the significance ol this seeming triumph
for the First Amendment. Though the
battle over the Pentagon papers is over,
the adversary relationship between the
press and the Government has seldom
heen more pronounced.

-

When Henry Miller boarded the ovar-
ian trolley in Tropic of Capricorn, his
destination was determined by the mus-
ings ol a whole generation of writers
who wondered what would happen il
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coitus. which is one way of puuing i,
were really as blissfully all-engulfing as
the poets have so olten claimed. Miller
spent a lifetime on that particular vehi-
cle, and his jaunt into the female depths
had its jolts and jounces. A smoother—
and more fanciful—version of Miller’s
journey has now been turned out by a
young French writer, Maurice Pons. In
his novel Resa (Dial). Pons gives us a
late-19th Century, comic-opera republic
whose army. one by one is being
drained ol its vital hodily Huids by an
omnivorous and highly sexed lady. We
sce Rosa [rom a strictly ovirian view-
point; it’s a complicated joke, rvather
neatly executed. but it’s not quite clear
at whose expense—Rosa’s, socicty’s or
simply the extravagant imaginings ol
carlier erotic writers.
-

Jackie Stewart is a Mod Scotsman who
swings with Roman Polanski, backgam-
mon hustlers and the other Beautiful
People: an entrepreneur who pleads his
case for sponsorship belore giant tire com-
panies and pavels the world o cdose
business deals: a devoted family man, re-
morsciul because he doesn’t get 1o see
his children enough and worried  be-
cause he knows of his wile's rising anxie-
ty about his prolession. The prolession,
of course. is to be the best driver on the
Formula T Grand Prix civcuit today. All
these elements boil up in Faster! (Lun-
var. Straus & Giroux), a diary written
with Peter Manso dwring the 1970 rac
ing scason. Thirty-one-year-old Stewart
had won his first Grand Prix champion-
ship the year before and he was trying
to vepeat (he [ailed but did win again
in 1971). Enlmrging on the insights and
observations he confided in last month's
Playboy Intevview, he tells in the book
of beginning 1o experience intimations ol
mortality following the deaths of two
[ellow drivers, Piers Courage and Jochen
Rindt, his cosest [riends on the cir-
cuit. Stewart describes Rindt's death in
vivid detatl, with cearheaded rage (he
feels that with proper emergency care,
Rindt’s life could have been saved) and
a restrained emotion that conveys the
fragility of lus profession. Elsewhere, he
speaks feelingly and ironically of “the
good lile in the morning . . . the hor-
roi of it in the alternoon.” Stewart is
on an ego wrip that must be tempered by
the commandments ol his occupation—
caution, self-discipline and the intelli-
genee not 1o push too hard. All of this
makes Faster! a tascinating book.

How do you learn to live with the
fact that you have an autistic ¢hild? You
don’t. You live avound it, under it, over
it. but never with it, as Josh Greenfeld
demonstrates in his excruciating and ca-
thartic memoir, A Child Called Noah (Holt,
Rinchirt and Winston). Greenfeld is

a talented novelist-journalist-critic.  His
Japanese wile, Foumi, is a painter. Their
first child, Karl Taro. was born a healthy,
normal boy. Their second son, Noah Jiro,
seemed to be as normal as the first—but
he wasn't, and Greenfeld’s book is the al-
most day-by-day account ol that discovery
and of the life of hope and despair that
followed. The parents were ready to try
anything. including suicide, except that
suicide would have left unrevealed the
one great mystery that came 10 obsess
them: the child who was hiding within
the strange, blank, temilying shell that
was autism. So there was the depleting
round of doctors and institutions and
[riends-who-know-of-someone  and  old
methods and new  theories. and  each
day, cach night, the inescapable cycle ol
despaiv and hope. The amalgam of a
volatile New York Jew, an artistic Jap-
anese girl and their strange, tragic lile
stvle gives the book a spedal qualicy,
with never a taimt of bathos or special
pleading. All the littde and big things,
from toilet training 1o anger against
God, make A Child Called Noah a re-
markable human document.
L]

Though theyre not usually on speak-
ing terms, Wall Steet and Washington
tend 1o come together in times of stress.
The 1929 arash produced the Securities
and  Exchange Commission. an ostensi-
bly regulatory body which, like most,
soon became captive of the industry it
was created 1o oversee. The stock-manket
blowout of 1970 produced an equally
mnocuous solution: the Securities Inves-
tor Protection Act. a billion-dollar credit
line extended by Congress to save the
brokerage community from its own in-
eptitude. This debacle and the incredible
scenavio ol fast money, slow p;lpcl'\\'m'k,
mismanagement and  downright  culpa-
bility that led up to it. are
from 1wo complementary viewpoints
in Donald T. Regan's A View from the
Street (New American Library) and Lewis
A. DBracker's The Trouble with Wall Street
(Prenuce-Hall), Regan is board  chair-
man of Merrvill Lynch, Pierce. Fenner &
Smith, the nation’s lirgest  brokerage
house and a firm that frequently cham-
pions the rights ol small investors. Regan
bases his ook on those three portentous
days in May when tight money and plum-
meting stocks lorced many of the nation’s
fattest brokerage firms to the brink of
collapse. In somewhat technical prose,
Regan explores the roots ol the disaster
(20th Century sales techniques backed
by 19th Century business practices and
18th Century capitalization) and offers
some [amiliar  solutions:  punch-card
stock  certificates, mechanized  trading
and  computerized oficc work. Author
Bracker is a Californian who quit his
job as a life-insurance salesman, wan-
dered into the securities business and. in
less than a decade, lound himsell mak-

discussed

ing S1.200,000 a vear in commissions,
largely because of his novel practice of
investing clients” money only in compa-
nies he had personally investigated. He

s a West Coast superbroker with the
late-lamented  securities firm  of  Me-
Donnell & Company, and minces no
words in his dissection ol the archaic
management practices and clannish old-
school snobbism that brought NMcDon-
nel down. Much of Bracker’s brokerage
success might have been due to simple
zood lortune: he was in the right place
(Los Angeles) at the right time (the birth
and evolution of the conglomerates). Still,
it's not casy to ignore the words of a man
with a seven-figure income. especially
when he has a breezy wrinng style, a
pocketful of ancedotes about chemical-
toilet stocks zooming from cight dollars to
S240 a share and an acerbic repertory of
inside criticism or the New York Stock
Exchange, the SEC and the securities in-
dustry in general. But. alas, Bracker’s
suggested  reforms  essentially  duplicate
Regan’s:  computerization ol exchanges
and brokerage houses and unannounced
inspection of brokers” books. One suspects
that real suggestions lor securities reform
will have to come from sources outside the
industry.

Inn Confessions of a Wall Street Insider
(Playboy Press). author C. C. Hazard
(pen name for a longtime stockbroker)
advances  the  charming  theory  that
stock-ninket success is largely a matter
ol lTuck. This is a nicely egalitarian no-
tion, since. if our so-called rational mar-
kets are actually no more than roulete
wheels. then every investor, small or
large. has an equal chance of winning
—alter the house takes its cut (and
assuming the house stays solvent).

Il one is 10 believe former lobbyist
Robert N. Winter-Berger, venality among
Government officials and the lower judi-
ciary is more rampant than even Jack
Andeison could imagine. By way of pro-
fitable penance for his own role in the
brothel of public alfairs. Winter-Berger
has written The Washington Pay-Off (Lyle
Stuart). Presumably, the publisher has ex-
cellent libel lawyers. Among those accused
by Winter-Berger of engaging in a diver-
sitv of sleazy practices are Richard Nixon,
Lyndon Johnson. the late Sam  Ray-
burn. former House Speaker John Me-
Cormack. former Supreme Court Justice
Tom Clark (when he was U. S, Auorney
General), House Minority Leader Gerald
Ford, and a host of others—in Congress,
in the military-industrial complex, wher-
ever the right oflicial word can provide
some people with more equal protection
of the laws than others. A large part of
the book is devoted to the intricate
alfaivs of the late master fixer, Nathan
Voloshen., with whom the author was
associated and on whom he eventually
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spied for the Government. In detailing
Voloshen's enveloping web ol influence
—from Capitol Hill 1o the suzerains of
the underworld—\Winter-Berger has con-
structed a classic case history of the kind
of subversion ol democratic government
that is far more destructive than any
conspiracies by revolutionaries. An in-
triguing motif throughout the book is
the author’s charge that even when cor-
ruption is exposed, the authorities {of
whatever political party) often succeed
in cutting off an investigation belore it
wets to the highest levels of Governmen-
tal involvement. Some of the material in
this handbook ol illicit influence is [a-
miliar—the sclling of ambassadorships,
the incestuous relationship between the
Defense Department and some of its
contractors and suppliers. But Winter-
Berger does give specifics: names, dates
and even, on occasion, incriminating
dialog. As for reform, the author sees no
hope for its coming from within our
Governmental institutions. Only a prob-
ing press and an aroused citizenry can
purge our official agencics of corruption.
Meantime, the payolls go on.

MOVIES

Since McCabe & AMrs. Miller and
M*A*S*H. wmovicgoers have been con-
ditioned to expect the unexpected from
director Robert Altman, who delivers
another original cinematic jolt in Images.
Altman demands the best and gets it lrom
his ace cinematographer, Vilmos Zsig-
mond, his editor, Graeme Clifford. and
especially his star, Susannah York, acting
up a storm replete with fearsome light-
ning and distant  thunder. Susannah’s
complex role—as a childless married wonr-
an well on her way to a total emotional
crack-up—is developed ultrasubjectively
in the form of a dazling psvchological
horror story. The screenplay. written by
Altman himsell, consists ol theme and
variations on a nightmare unfolding decp
within the mind ol the disturbed heroine,
a lady author at work on a book for
children and experiencing fantasies that
make her prose pallid by comparison.
Plagued by real or imaginary crank calls
in town. she flees to an isolated coun-
try house with her hushand (Broadway's
Rene Auberjonois, plaving a square very
shrewdly), only to find matters worsc.
She takes long walks, or hides in her

room, and sees a mirror image of herself
observing every move from a far-oft hill.
She kisses her husband and his lips are
suddenly those ol a former lover (Marcel
Bozzuffi), a Frenchman she has supposed
dead [or several years. Soon cveryone’s
identity is a question mark, part of the
darkening enigma. When another lover,
or would-be lover, shows up as an un-

welcome guest. her circle of sureness and
sanity grows smaller and her erotic fancies
become a shade more violent. [fmages
finds the virtuoso Altman exploring the
cerie half-world inhabited by Rosemary's
baby, discovering demons not through
witchcraft but by tapping subterranean
hot springs ol guilt and frustration.

The late James Thurber might have
had some caustic things to say about the
weatment of himsell as a semifictional
humorist and cartoonist who is going
blind, getting married and trying to
keep his  habitual  misanthropy un-
touched by sentiment in The War Between
Men and Women, 2 comedy based—just
barely—on Thurber's life and work.
Fortunately, many of Thurber’s own
martini-dry lines are incorporated by
writer-director Melville Shavelson and his
collaborator, Danny Arnold (who used
another Thurber title for their defunct
TV series, My World and Welcome to It).
Better yet, Jack Lemmon returns to top
form as the Thurberesque author who is
charmingly wooed and won by Barbara
Harris, as an irresistible divorcee with
three precocious kids. How the author
conquers his celebrated aversion to wom-
en, children and dogs is described in a
manner that occasionally smicks less of
Thurber’s world than of televisionland’s
formula fun making. But only dedicated
Thurberites should let the flaws deter
them [rom a brisk comedy prodigiously
littered with voks. “Are you dilated? T'm
dilated,” sitys Barbara, when the battling
twosome first stumble over each other in
the eye doctor’s reception room. Droll
wurns are contributed by little Lisa Gerrit-
sen, as the least offensive of the hero's
inherited children, and Jason Robards. as
their natural father, a globe-trotting pho-
tographer who appears to relish his role
as odd man out (“Come to bed . . . one ol
you,” bellows Barbara at a low point in
her conflict with both male-chauvinist
pigs). When all else fails, Thurber's
male and [emale cartoon figures leap
vight off the walls and prove themselves
among the [unniest low comedians ever
achieved by special effects.

With Peter Ustinov directing himself,
Elizabeth Taylor. Richard Burton and
Beau Bridges in a mad modern version
ol the Faust legend, can a movie be all
bad? The answer is no—not all. Hammer-
smith Is Out is poorly written. long-winded
and olten ludicrous, but just as olten
entertaining—especially for showbiz buils
who consider it fun to watch the Burtons
slumming. Burton, in the title vole, plays
a fiendish criminal genius who offers pow-
er and riches to a nose-picking asylumn
guard named Billy Breedlove (Bridges,
nearly stealing the show against formida-
ble competition) for assisting his escape.
Liz plays the bird Billy brings along—a
dumb, drawling roadhouse waitress with

lots of purple paint en her eyelids. Social
satire is presumably intended as the wrio
rises in the world, progressing from petty
thelt to  proprictorship of a mob-con-
wolled night club (Burton takes over
the joint by throwing George Ralt out a
window). then onward and upward to
executive status in major industries. But
satire frequently gives way o snickers ol
high camp—witness Richard tapping Liz
for a stick of wui-frutti in his most
grandiloquent  classic manner or  Liz
doing a deft take when her beloved
Billy tries to convinee her he is a man ol
the world by boasting. 1 had the clap
twice.” The quality of Hammersmith's
broad humor is summed up in a bistro
scene. where the featured act is a topless
all-girl combo billed simply as The Tis.
Heedless of any possible conlusion be-
tween his role as director of the hunatic
asylum and of the pictwre itself, the
portly Ustinov pwsues his stars every-
where, savoring good and bad gags alike
and having such a fine tme that a
moviegoer may find himsell succumbing
to the outrageous sell-indulgence.

Broadway's Diana Sands brings her
own clectricity to the title role of Geor-
gio, Georgia, plaving “the mosi popular
American singer in Europe.” To spell
out the dilemma of a gl whose racial
identity is in conflict with her rampant
ego and basic female needs, Diana col-
lides with some painfully sel-conscious
dialog (“I'm a woman not black,
not famous!”) by Mava Angelou, au-
thor of I Know Why the Caged Bird
Sings and, as [ar as we know, the first
black woman 1o write an  American
screenplay. Georgia is a very bad movic,
but never a dull one, and militant black
audiences may well respond to its ethnic
prejudice against a soul sister who falls in
love with an American honkie photogra-
pher (played by movie newcomer Dirk
Benedict) in Stockholm. Georgia's dread
ful punishment for crossing the color
barrier recks of racial supremacy m re-
verse, and Miss Angelou shows great tol-
erance towiard the kind ol hate lormerly
associated  with  Mississippi  red-necks.
Ironically, this mindless animosity toward
the white world injects some vitality into
Georgia almost in spite ol Swedish direc
tor Stug Bjorkman., who hlms an agree
able Cook’s tour of Stockholm but cannot
for the life of him handle actors. The
only totally believable characters on
view are black deserters from the Ameri-
cm Armed Forces in Vietnam, whose
hang-ups convey a flash ol bitter truth
that reduces the rest of the film to soap
opera.

Woody Allen finally makes it as a sex
symbol in Ploy It Again, Sam, the movic
version of the Broadway hit he wrote lor
himself—all about a dropout from the
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You're Iookiné at part of
the Memorex Cassette Tape story.

The rest you have to listen to.

Memorex Cassette Recording Tape can reproduce a pitch that
shatters glass. And that proves we can record and play back
with exacting precision.

But, it doesn't tell you we've improved signal-
to-noise ratio. Or that we've increased
high frequency response and sensitivity
over the tape you're probably using now.

For that part of our story, you'll just
have to listen to what happens when
you record and play back your favorite
music with our cassette tape. ;

And that's just what we hope you do.

sexual revolution, a born loser whose
wife (Susan Anspach) has lelt him because
she finds him dull and physically unat-
vactive. “Don’t take it personally,” savs
she. Whereupon the sad-sack hero, a film
bufl and critic for an undoubtedly ob-
scure quarterly, decides to become a swing.
ing bachelor—a plan that misfires only
because he is rejected by every bird he
meets. including a renowned nyvmphoma-
niac (Vivay and an underground-movie
starlet (Jennifer Salt) who has co-starred
with nine guys in an epic clled Gang
Bang, Under divector Herbert Ross, Sam
turns out to be the perlect sareen vehicle
for speeding Woody along in his Familiar
role as an insecure, overanalyzed and
underdeveloped  embodiment ol Ameri-
can male sex Lancasics. The fantasies are
made palpable by the hero’s lurtive dia-
logs with a shadowy, trench-coated inca-
nation ol his hero Humphrey Bogart
(played here, as on Broadway, by Jerry
Licy, who is Bogey 1o the lile). For ob-
vious reasons, the gag plays better on film
—fMrom the opening excerpt ol Bogart
and Ingrid Bergman in Casablanca to the
[ade-out in which Woody re-enacts that
film's Lamous Lrewell scene at the airport,
with his best friend’s wile (played win-
ingly by Diane Keaton) in the Bergmin
part. Tony Roberts portrays the cuck-
olded chum with gusto, while Suzanne
Zenor, Diana Davila and Mari Flewcher
ttash by engagingly among the girls who
SV no.

i -

A wibe of primitive. hall-clad  Mud
People md a croguet ball and trace it
back o a country manor house. There
ithey discover doors, windows, clothing,
art. table manners and radios, and soon
begin 1o discuss world aflairs and high
finance at posh dinner parties. It's only
another small downward step into out-
right decadence and the natives ulti-
mniely shed their finery to return to a
state of innocent ignorance in the wild,
Savages (previewaod in pravsoy's March
issuc, - a pictorial featuring Kathleen
Widdoes, Salome Jens, Ulna Violet, ex-
otic Asha Puthli and model Susie Blakely)
is an mntlnopological allegory dressed up
in the decor of the Thirties. LEven the
photography by Walter (Zorba the Greek
amd Tom Jonesy Lassally vellects a vintage
filtn style, with liberal use ol the iris lens
and other corny wicks ol the period. The
movie 1s cever but at times a little oo
clever to be comprehensible. Narrators on
the sound wrack speak German without
subtitles. while an attractive company ol
actors—when they acquire the power of
speech, as a deadly  weapon—express
themselves mostly in ringingly themnrical
non sequiiurs. Though incisive at best,
the film falls short of its large ambitions,
and at worst becomes pritatingly smart-
ass. Thus their first all-American movie
is a daring try but hardly a triumph for
director James Ivory and Indizn-born
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REMBE producer Ismail Merchant, whose pre-
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Ali-Star Election vious collaborations  (notably  Shale-

speare Wallah and The Houscholder)
were small jewels, made in India with
more imagination than means.

Lﬂ_l-ln Lowert Basciats,)
s

.

Collecting a mixed international cast
to turn out i quasi-Hollywood Western
in Spain has become established practice
for moviemakers, but director Terence
Young (whose credits include the cream
of the James Bond series) evidently
chose the actors {or Red Sun as a kind
of prank. France's Alain Delon plays the
bad guy, a treacherous bandit named
Gauche. Capucine plays the very Conti-
nental proprietress of a hordello, with
Swiss-horn Ursula Andress as her top
girl. Il vou believe that much, you
should have no wouble whatever uac-
cepting Ewrope's  favorite Yank actor,
Charles Bronson, as a train robber. Bu
how about Japanese superstar Toshiro
Milune, adding a touch of samurii style
to a tiale reportedly based on an actual
historical incident—the thefr ol a bejew-
eled golden sword, in 1870, when high-
jackers swarmed over a train carrying the
Japanese ambassador icross the Southwest
with his priceless gilt to the U.S. Presi-
dent? Red Sun's solid base is the relation-
ship developed between Mifune, as the
samurai guard whose ancient code ol
honor decrees that he retrieve the sword
within seven days or commit hara-kiri,
and Bronson, as a [ree-enterprising outlaw
who simply wants 1o get back the bags ol
sold stolen by his crooked partner. Al-
though the glittering company provides
passable high-geared entertainment, the
curious dignity of Milune’s perlormance
persistently suggests that Red Sun might
have been something more, and measur-
ably better, Even at his most outlandish—
striding through Comanche territory in
full baule regalin or cutting down mos-
quitocs in mid-air with his sword—A\li-
[une is a wonder to behold.

-
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The gritty, gutsy realism of The
French Connection and The Godfather
amounts to damaging evidence against a
hollow gangland drama like Prime Cot.
Co-starring Lee Marvin and Gene Hack-
man as adversaries in a cloudy dispute
between the Chicago mob and  some
Kansas City thugs whose meat-packing
fum is a front for peddling dope and fe-
male flesh, the movie wakes pains to stress
that its gangsters ave Ivish, not Ialian. A
cursory glance at the supporting cast also
sugeests that most Kansas City hoodlums

- = @ : :
Gl“ette lechmatlc- are blond, blueeyed Larm boys in cover-
alls. The moviemakers also seem 1o believe

that there is still no law west of the Missis-

It’S tough Orl your beard_ sippi, or maybe the K. C. police were on

strike, for no cops interfere with the

Noton yOlJrface contrived shoot-outs in  golden wheat

ficlds, in sunflower meadows or at the

30 ©1972, The Gillette Company, Boston, Mass. county [air. Marvin plays a tough guy m
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The orange- sweet sour that

mixes up as quick as a cat.

Bartender’s Instant Pussycat Mix

and Early Times make it purr-fect. Ask

for Instant Pussycat Mix at your favorite food or liquor store.
To get 4 Pussycat glasses,” send $2.95 to: Early Times Pussycat
Glasses, P O. Box 378, Maple Plain, Minn. 55359.

*offer valid only where legal—limited time only.
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an expensive suit, with a fondness for
women. Movie newcomer Sissy Spacck
plavs an incredibly chic orphan he rescues
from white slavery, and Angel Tomp-
kins is Hackman's no-good blonde moll.
Angel was introduced in a pLAYBOY pic
torial. And the film itself was previewed
in last month’s issue. For the finale, alter
the bad guys have spilled their blood and
guts—and just belore Marvin liberates
the orphanage where tomorrow’s prosti-
tutes are held captive—Prime Cut delivers
a briel message about the dignity of man
as a creature infinitely superior to dumb
beasts. Maybe so, but a movie at this level
of percepion can make you wonder.
-

The ordinany feat of growing up in a
Qucbee mining town several decades ago
generates  extraordimny  appeal in My
Uncle Antoine, a beautiful Canadian film
based on  scenarist Clement  Perron’s
memories of his French-Canadian  boy-
hood. Filmed i and iwound Black Lake,
Quebee, with abundant local color sup-
plied by natives of the region, My Uncle
strikes a rich lode of nostalgia and con-
scientiously avoids becoming patronizing
or sentimental. A young actor named
Jacques Gagnon, who plays the 14-ycar-
old hero, Benoit, is a natural charmer
who makes the uncluttered perceptions
ol youth secem as spontaneous as his
smile, Benoit works i his uncle's gen-
eral store, one ol those vanishing centers
of community lile and death where
bridal veils, coffins and Christmas orna-
ments are sold along with appropriawe
congranulations or condolences.  Uncle
Antoine drinks too much because he
loathes the climate and secretly dreads
his responsibilities as provincial under-
taker, while Benoit's vivacious aunt finds
an outlet for her frustrations in an al-
lair with a burly shop assistant. The
boy hero is a reticent but cloquent wit-
ness of the grown-up world around him,
and direcctor Claude Juua turns what
the lad sees into vigneutes lull ol sharp
humor and poignancy—{rom the modest
excitement areated when @ small-town
store unveils its Christmas windows to
Benoit's numb inaedulity when he and
his drunken uncle drive horse and sleigh
out in a blizzard 10 collect the body ol a
dead boy, only to lose their pachetic
aargo in the snow,

-

In 1876, Cole Younger and  Jesse
James were nealy graned amnesty by
the state ol Missowri; when the legisla-
tion luiled, they reluctantly vode olt to
rob a bank in Minnesoti. Anyway, that's
how history is written in The Great North-
field, Minnesota Raid, an oflbeat Western
by writer-director Philip Kaulman, a film
miker whose works, good or bad, bear
an unmistakable personal signawure. A
bit lax at the controls here, Kaulman
sees Younger and James as peace-loving
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Stereo Warehouse was created and is run by young pecple
who are well informed ond straight forward cbout what's
coming off in the world of audio. Send for our free catalogue,
and you'll quickly find that we offer only nome-btand, top-
notch stereo components and music systems at remarkable
savings. On the basis of practical experience, and on the
findings of ocur own thorough testing and evaluation program,
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AM/FM sterec receiver, the Garrard SL-72B (complete with
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can order this system simply by sending us a coshier’s check
and this ad, or you can put it on your charge card. Call us,
literature and

or write and we’ll send you our caralogue,
complete details, fast. And Free.

THE SYSTEM:

Pioneer Model SX-626, 100 watt,

AM/FM Sterec Receiver ...... P TR
Garrard SL-72B automatic changer _................
Deluxe baose ond dust cover ...
Shure M?1E Hi-Track cartridge .......................
Two Electro-Voice Model 14 speckers
A 10" two way system, featuring an acoustic
suspension 10" woofer, coupled with a 3"
tweeter. Extremely tight bass response, even
at high volume levels. Tremendous dispersion
from the tweeter — high frequencies are clean
and crisp. There is a control on the rear of
the speaker to match the speaker to the room

STEREQ

WAREHOQUSIE
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proximately 25" x 14" x 13" deep ... $250.00
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extra weeks aging our beer?

When you're enjoying a good, cold
bottle of Olympia, you probably
don't care that we kriusen our beer—
a costly secondary aging and
fermenting process that takes extra
weeks of our time. Or that we use
only pure artesian brewing water.
Or personally select our hops. And
use only choice barley malt.

But you'd taste the difference if
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Olympia.
Its the Water. And a lot more.




PLAYRBOY

Playboy pierced
earrings on 14-kt.
white-gold wires,

JY203, $7.50

Playboy ankle
bracelel,
JY200, $3.50

Playboy tie bar,
JY104, $4;

cuff links/bar set,
JY103, $9.50

Playboy tie tac,
JY101, $3.50;
links ftac set,

JY100, $9

very touching
The right time to give Playboy jewelry is anytime you feel especially close.
Handsomely sculptured accessories in silvery rhodium and black enamel. Just the right touch.
Playboy Products, Depl. FJ2123 919 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, llinois 60611

Quantity itern Code No. Description Cost

1
1 Cihpt v e

Please add 50¢ per item for handling and postage ST
No C.0.D. orders, please. Total $

O Send item(s) 1o me.
[ Send gifi(s) and gift card(s) in my name. {Attach recipients’ names and addresses by item no.}
[0 Payment enclosed. (Make check or money order payable to Playboy Products.)

[ Charge to my Playboy Club credit Key no. l | | | | l l | | | D

My Name -
Address

{please print)

State Zip s

Playboy necklace,
JY205, $5

Playboy

bracelet,
JY202, $5

Playboy key chain,
JY105, $3.50

Playboy
cuff links,
JY102, §6



larmers driven to desperate deeds by
land-grabbing railvoad tycoons. Two in-
teresting pcrl'orm.'lm'ﬁ by CHIT Robertson,
as Younger, and Robert Duvall, who
makes James a [amatic Southern pamriot
and raving  homicidal mamiac in the
bargain, lend pungency 1o Minnesota
Raid, which was photographed (en loca-
tion in Oregon) with notable inventive-
ness by Bruce Surtees. The hlm's chiel
nandicap is a slapdash script that leans
heavily on voice-over narration to describe
cvemts  that  might  beuer have been
dramatized. Kaufman's concern with satir-
il asides—small-town  zealots amusing
themselves at basehall, then aking up
arms as & posse to vemind us that shooting
15 tuly America’s national sport—adds a
Lllip  of contemporary relevance. But
despite 1ts daim to be a character study
bhased on exhaustive research, the movie
too olten recites historical  footnotes m
support of sheer fiction.
.

The swinging doctor plaved by James
Coluun in The Carey Treatment, a patholo-
gist in a huge Boston hospital, appears
10 have borrowed his life siyle [rom Our
Man Flint. When an innocent colleague
is accused of performing an abortion that
proves [aal for the hospital director’s 15-
vear-old daughter, Dr. Carey abandons his
lab chores and launches a Ireewheeling
investigation into the diny litle secrets
of all parties concerned. His tactics re-
quire him to drive like a Sebring cham-
pion. fight like a commando and make
love like wow. The partner warming his
bed when he drops by to change shirts is
Jennifer O'Neill. the Summer of 12 girl,
exquisite as ever in a vole that amounts to
litedle move than a pit stop, Pat Hingle,
Skyve Aulwey and  Elizabeth Allen ave
among the colovful crew that help make
this an acceprable picce of conventional
film making.

-

All the underworkd characters at lage
in Sitting Target are so oncdimensional
and unsvmpathetic that the film finally
becomes as devoid ol human interest as a
pit of vipers. Oliver Reed and Tan Me-
Shane. playing two criminal psychopaths
who engineer a spectacular prison break
because Reed wants to go home and mur-
der his faithless wife, are convincingly
cold-blooded, sadistic and treacherous—
but not much more so than Jill St. John,
whaose bitchy, beautiful marked woman
scems 1o deserve the horrible death in
store for her. Only a couple ol sccondary
characters (Frank Finlay as a doomed
bookie and Jill Townsend as the Highty
bird he keeps caged in a fashionable
mews) commamd real concern, however
brielly. Though Target oifers a aook’s
tour of London as scen through the eyes
of thugs and jailbirds, director Douglas
Hickox olten vyields to the tempuations

After you've packed your papers,
there’s still room for your pajamas.

Our $45 deluxe attaché case is
perfect for overnight business trips.
There's a removable folder for
your papers. And enough
space for your pajamas,
socks, toothbrush, etc.

The outside is as nice
as the inside.

The streamiined case
is covered with tough
vinyl. There are special
bumper guards to pro-
tect the corners. And a
combination lock only
you can open.

Good news for busi-
nessmen who sleep in
the nude: we've got 3
ultra-slim attaché mod-
els that just hold papers.

American Tourister
Attaches

* You can spend more for a camera,
but you can't buy more camera than
a Konica. Because in every price
category, Konica offers more mean-
ingful features.

Features like truly automatic
exposures, set perfectly for you every-
time, Plus one no other camera can
offer: the Hexanon lens; the scalpel-
sharp reason why Konica can claim
“the lens alone is worth the price.”

Immodest? Ask the man who owns
a Konica. You'll choose one, too.

Enter the NEWSWEEK/KONICA Photo Contest.
Win a 1973 American Molors Gremilin, Pan Am tours and
vacations, Konica and Ascorlight outfit, Omega darkroom,

or any of 100 other prizes in NEWSWELK /KONICA
" Foeus on Politics '72"" contest. Details at Konica dealers.

KONICA

Makers of world-famous Sakura Color Films

Konica Camera Corp.,

Woodside, New York 11377

In Canada: Garlick Films Ltd.. Toronto
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S THE HEART OF A GOUOD COCRTAIL =

It's how
Gordon'’s keeps
its gin up!

What's in our gin that's so
special? The special botanicals
we so scrupulously collect from
the marketplaces of the world.
Juniper berries. Coriander
seeds. Lots more exotic
ingredients. They're all part of
our 203-year-old English
formula. So if you want a gin
with an impressive name, but
you also want smooth, crisp,
super-dry taste, drink Gordon's.

Biggest seller in England...America...the world.

Super-dry is why!

PRODUCT OF U.S.A. 100% KEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIK. 90 PRODF. GORDON'S DR GIN CO., LTD., LINDEK, N. 1.

Take some sound
advice from

Blood, Sweat & Tears’
Bobby Colomby.

“Why take a chance," Bobby advises,
"on stereo systems that masquerade
as hi-fi, when for the same price you
can buy quality components from a
legitimate hi-fi manufacturer."
At $179.95, Pioneer's new SX-424 is the
perfect stereb receiver Pioneer dealers
can incorporate into a complete quality
system for around $250.

U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp.,
178 Commerce Rd., Carlstadt,
New Jersey 07072

WPIONEER

when you want something better

West: 13300 5. Estrella, Los Angeles 50248 / Midwesl: 1500 Greenleal, Eik Grove Village, Il 60007 / Canada: 5. H. Parker Co., Ontario

that beset a man with a series of award-
winning TV commercials behind him and
uses the story mainly to demonstrate his
flair for snappy editing and clever camera
angles. Hickox” display of technical virtu-
osity grabs the eye but lets the mind
wander, evoking an attitude of absolute
neutrality toward both hunters and hunt-
cd—the sorriest thing that can happen to
an alleged thriller.

Cool Breeze exploits the prejudices of
angry blacks in much the same way that
vouth-cult movies were exploiting the
delusions of young people a couple of
vears ago. Getting Whitey is the primary
idea at work here, which p(:rh.-aps ex-
plains why all the white characters on
view (police pigs. mostly) are shallow or
stupid or physically repulsive. “When 1
need somethin’, T go out and get it,”
declares one atractive black hoodlum
(played by movie newcomer Jim Wat
kins) before he becomes involved n a
big jewel heist—the aim ol which is 1o
raise S3,000,000 worth of capual for a
black-people’s bank. Anyone, surely, can
see the moral justice in that. Such capa-
bie perlormers as Judy Pace, Paula Kelly
(se¢ Two Much, page 136) and Raymond
St. Jacques give strong support to Thal-
mus Rasulala, who comes on with style
as the dude in charge of the caper. Tt
should be said on behall of Cool Breeze
that its blacks are complex and corrupti-
ble, finally selling one another out be-
cause they, oo, are trapped by the rules
of the white man's world. But the movie
is ridden with clichés and  panders
clumsily to the pretense that there are
no black criminals except those who
rub shoulders with cops.

-

The body of a recentdy deceased Eng-
hshwoman figures prominently in Loet.
While the poor widower (Milo O'Shea)
tries to get his missus properly bunied,
the hired nurse who poisoned her s
already proposing marriage, and milady’s
Modcap son and his mate (Roy Holder
and Hywel Bennert) keep dumping Mum
out ol her coffin 10 make room for the
proceeds of a bank robbery. Loot fulfills
all but one of the requirements for @ black
comedy, the hitch being that although its
humors are dark, even morbid at times,
they are seldom very funuy. Based on the
Joe Orton London stage hit that flopped
on Broadway, the filmed play scems 1o
be afflicted  with opening-night  jitters,
Divector Silvio Narizzano holds his ac-
tors to a strenuous pace ina broad
therical style that movie cameras mag-
nily, and he has them  daubed  with
make-up to vesemble  [mous  people.
(For no fathomable reason, Richard At
tenborough, as the zany police inspector,
is a blred carbon  copy of  Adoll
Hitler, and pert Lee Remick, playing
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Sharp red blue yellow. and green
on pute white Aeg 512 Sale 2.98

266.AEMBRANOT GOLDEN MZPICASSO.PETIT FLEURS. T3ENARDINLMARINA.IN 324
HELMET 05tk rown biscs  Ped blue yeliom green crange  blue shades of green solt yel
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and whie The tatest super orange, leal green. solt blue  AEST.Snaoes of blue greens
& ik bisch Reg 512 Sale 2.98  and white Reg 515 Sale 2.98

chehe Aeg 38 Sale 2.98

The look and feel of original art authentically repro-
duced 18'x 24" in exact colors on canvas by master
craftsmen. We offer the country’'s largest and finest
selection of canvas art prints and posters. Order
directly from the publisher at low sales prices and
save. A money back guarantee.

You may also order your canvas art

IDECORATOR STRETCHED{: .-

703.LOVE CHILO.en : AU.VIRGIN | For § Price includes canves TSZVAN GOGHFIELO WITH CYPRES. TOZSENSUOUS.0n weivet
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spring green Aog 512 Sale 2.98 Diach yeliow & biur Aeg 515 Sale 2.98 only » print plus stretching awrhng yeliow & 1an Arg $12 Sale 2.98 and pink Feg $10 Sale 2.98

and mounting.
- g

All of pur canvas paint-
ings and posters may
be ordered tautly
stretched and

B b | Do

mounted on genuine N L)
artist stretcher bars. - 0] death !
Thewaymanygalleries * . Ishdll fear no evil
display their paintings B i ~fordam B

Stretching makes your
canvas print loock even

422.01TARECLINING TIGER.Tans more like an original 485 MONET.PARLIAMENT.An acuie - 1
and golden beowns on 4 background of werk of art. Shipped stugly of hgnt & color Pk yeilow - mtheva]]ay;
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441 Poster New verson ol
the 2300 praim Brgh yel-
Iow & black fleg 510 Sale 2.98

TIO.ROUAULT.OLO KING
Solt red.biue green & gold
with black Feg 512 Sale 2.98
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10 N. LA CIENEQA BLVD, LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90089
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FREK...5 Stereo LPs or

Worth up to $32.90

,,43 o £6r. §

-

: ds
[;uunts as 2 renor
and as 2 13955

1402 THREE DOG NIGHT * 7876 MOUNTAIN
9144 r%gmn OF  seven ﬁ’"“’ Fools ms GRAHAM NASH/ Live—The Road
DONNY DSMOND ABC/Dunhill DAVID CROSBY Goes Ever On
MEM Atlentic Windfall

Counts as 2 records
and as 2 tapes

i w7 BIUERa WOTEL ; & - | ST h
2783 B. ). THOMAS 5547 MOODY BLUES 5503 ENGELBERT 3170 BUFFY SAINTE- 3577 AIMIJNIIO PAOLD 0802 TOM S 5534
Billy Joe In Search Of HUMPERDINCK MARIE Moonshot MANTOVAN Live At Cae'sg'r.:l’alace IHIRTEI':IEE:C?
Scepter ;h;aL':st Chord Live At The Riviera Vanguard London !E LPs & 2 tapes) & Co.
6384 THE LONDON 0522 WOODSTOCK TWD 6870 THE SOUL OF
CHUCK BERRY » 3700 JAMES TAYLOR 1037 STEPPENWOLF g LPs & 2 tapes) ARETHA FRANKLIN 9038 2001: A Space 2039 ROD STEWART
SESSIONS & The Flying Machine id otillion Cmnr Odyssey Every Plcture
Chess Euphorla ABC/Dunhill MeH Tells A Story
7000 TCHAIKOVSKY 1196 GRASS ROOTS Marbary
6164 JOHNNY WINTER 9114 0SMONDS 8281 ROGER WILLIAMS 1812 Overture Their 16 Greatest Hits 8178 THE WHO
FRET MiEter EEs 1 o e ol M Deca 0371 GREATEST FOLK
= DERANDUEI QMM o v S5 O T
7044 BEETHOVEN 2640 GUESS WHO 6147 SHA NA NA ae.s Tom Within #7802 MOUNTAIN SIXTIES
Music LPs & 2 tapes) Flowers Of Evil LPs & 2 tapes)
Kam.
:ametllﬁm %l;r:ﬂln Canada a Sutra Youkehire szmr F o) Emu LS e

*NOTE: 8-track and cassette tapes NOT available for these selections only.

See why 3,500,000 Record and Tape Buyers Paid $5 to Join RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA
when Other Clubs Would Have Accepted Them FREE!

DO YOU GET FREE CAN YDU GET
g‘l‘%“‘l’:ﬁ “I'I's"m" i CAN YOU GET FREE BESTSELLING
FULFILL YOUR O BONUS . POSTERS
T ey | R,
mf IAPIS? | IIIm MANY? QELIGATION? 2 BIG DISCOUNTS?
$56.05
NO w " ”FH NO YES NO ND
$56.06
ND 7 “?h NO YES ND KO
0.8
ND ] s ND YES ND
152.60
P P pPEP~ P S 2
$70.01
} o ’ n 0 ’ N ’ YES L O No ’ N
g $71862
Club “F N0 ’ o ’ 1 ' o No ’ ves el N X0 } Ho
$56.25
lub 6" N No n e N YEs a0 n "o L
YES! YES! ZERO ALWAYS! NEVER! NO LONG YES! i YES! YES!
RECORD | Srmamcmems | oo vr o b DOLLARS | futiisa cis | o we'on com [ WAITSE | Preafiiiinng | e smioon b | 1 i vgs:
tiors: Duee 300 ar | tape cassetles No You dont have 16 | (6 acapes o ALy | TTICP JOU MUSE I | youeorder paocessed | every friend mho | more FREE or BOMUS | chures and Catalorn
CLUB OF Ferent ma restrichions. No a9 spend a perny—be- | (agELs: o i ".r",,‘u jamp Cay received. | joins ~ and nexther | LP3 1ng tapes tar | ihe morent wou join
incTuding Eanllm_ ditugnal membership cause you'se not - wanj ave soaf - ang | 10 IRIORING oA cytle yeu rar he reed buy FLUS FREE SUB-
IM[IIIBR Columtna, FCA. An | fee or separaje Eally ubl':lllzr:n IlE only when you sk anylrang ever! SCRIPTION 1o the
gel. Leadon, et dwition™ 1o join Bup Eve "“’. ple el Mgl i el }lﬂal_..uu;!laitz rEw : The
record of tape! of S ofler Clab's revolulioniry
every 21 dayy' mew mail proer Dag
of hip producis

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



3 Tapes with N0 OBLIGATI0N

TO BUY ANYTHING EVER!

Yes, take your pick of these great hits right now! Choose any 5 Stereo LPs (worth up to $32.90) or any 3 Stereo Tapes (cartridge
or cassette, worth up to $23.94) FREE... as your welcome gift from Record Club of America when you join at the low lifetime
membership fee of $5.00. You can defer your selection of FREE items and choose from an expanded list later if you can't find
5 LPs or 3 Tapes here. We make this amazing offer to introduce you to the only record and tape club offering guaranteed discounts
of up to 81% on all labels—with no obligation or commitment to buy anything ever. As a member of this one-of-a-kind club you
will be able to order any record or tape commercially available, on every label—including all musical preferences. No automatic

shipments, no cards to return. We ship only what you orde

4275 DON MC LEAN
American Pie

United Artists

omah
Counts as 2 recards
and as 2 tapes

7846 5TH DIMENSION
individually &
Collectively

Bell

0354 JOAN BAEZ
(1P 8. tipe
sl pes)

1183 THREE DOG NIGHT 2779 B. ). THOMAS

Harmony Greatest Hits Vol Two
ABC/Dunhill Scepter
0272 DIONME WAR- 6150 BREWER & SHIP-
WICKE STORY LEY Shake Off
LPs & 2 tapes) The Demon
ter Kama Sutra

A 3 é’r"

1377 JAMES GANG
igcaight Shooter

F N
Counts as 2 records
and as 2 tapes

AR

ISAAC HAYES/

R

5350 SAVOY IHOII

r. Money back guarantee if not satisfied.

5138 LED ZEPPELIN
Atlantic

P

bcla

1433 GRASS ROOTS
Move Along
ABC/Dunhill

6431 STAPLE SING 5208 CREAM
Hellbound Train SHAFT Original ST Be Altltude: i
Parrot (2 LPs & 2 tapes) Respect Yourself Atce
0505 CROSBY, STILLS, o UL o B
NASH & YOUNG 7863 MICHEL LEGRAND wf‘“’
e, B o ——
Atlantic RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA

3880 HILLSIDE SINGERS

1235 STEPPENWOLF I'd Like To Teach
For Ladies Only The World To Sing
ABC/Dunhill Metromedia

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

Ordinary record and tape clubs make you choose
from a few labels—usually their own! They make
you buy up to 12 records or tapes a year—usually
at List Price—to fulfill your obligation. And if
you forget to return their monthly cards (which
can cost an additional $2.40 in postage!)—they
send you an item you don’t want and a bill for
$4.98, $5.98, $6.98 or $7.98! In effect, you may
be charged almost double for your records and
tapes. We send only what you order!

GET LPs ON ALL LABELS FOR

AN AVERAGE OF $2.39 EACH!

We're the World"s Largest ALL-LABEL Record and
Tape Club, so you get the LOWEST EXISTING
PRICES on all records and tapes made, and guar-
anteed discounts of up to 81%. A current Club
Sale offers hundreds of top hit $5.98 LPs
of ALL LABELS at an average price of only $2.39
—you save an average of $3.59 per LP! Yes, and
save an average of $3.20 on top hit $6.98 tape
cassettes and cartridges too. Start these giant
savings now. .. not after you fulfill your obliga-
tion like other clubs.

TOF STERED EQUIPMENT BARGAINS TOO!
The moment you join, you'll start receiving Dis-
count Hi-Fi Catalogs, offering top brand name
stereo equipment at drastically reduced prices—
PLUS many FREE LPs and tapes for your pur-
chases!

HOW CAN WE BREAK ALL RECORO
AND TAPE CLUB RULES?

We are the ony major record and tape club NOT
OWNED...NOT CONTROLLED...NOT SUBSIDIZED
gzean‘y record or tape manufacturer anywhere.

refore, we are not obliged by company policy
to push any one label. Nor are we prevented by
distribution commitments from offering the very
newest LPs and tapes.

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY MEMBERSHIF OFFER
Join Record Club of America now and take any
5 LPs or any 3 tapes shown here (worth up to
$32.9l:|i and mail coupon with check or money
order for $5 membership fee (a small mailing
and handling fee for your free LPs or tapes will

be sent later). If you can't find 5 LPs or 3 tapes
here, you can defer your selection and choose
from expanded list later. You receive LIFETIME
MEMBERSHIP —and you never pay another Club
fee. Your savings have already more than made
up for the nominal membership fee.

NOW YOU CAN CHARGE IT
If you prefer, you may charge your membership
to one of your credit cards. We honor four dif-
ferent plans. Check your preference and fill-in
your account number on the coupon.

LOOK WHAT YOU GET

» FREE Lifetime Membership Card — guarantees
{o% f{:nd new LPs and lapes at discounts up
o )

» FREE Giant Master LP and Tape Catalog—lists
thousands of all readily available LPs and
tapes (cartridges and casseties) of all labels
(including foreign) . . . all musical categories.

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

 FREE ANY 5 Stereo LPs or any 3 Tapes shown
here (worth up to $32.90) with absolutely no
cbligation to buy anything ever!

 FREE Subscription to the AAAREHOUSE™ —

colorful catalog of hip products, more FREE
LPs and tapes.

GUARANTEED INSTANT SERYICE

All LPs and tapes ordered by members are
shipped same day received (orders from the
Master Catalog may take a few days longer). ALL
RECORDS AND TAPES GUARANTEED factory new
and completely satisfactory or replacements will
be made without question.
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

If you aren't absolutely delighted with our dis-
counts {up to 819)—return items within 10 days
and membership fee wiil be returned AT DNCE!
Join over three million budget-wise record and
tape collectors now.

© 1972 RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA #89
e e e e —————————

CLUB HEADQUARTERS

@ YORK, PENNSYLVANIA 17405 VOB88()

Yes—Rush me a lifetime Membership Card, Free
Giant Master LP & Tape Catalog. and Disc & Tape
Guide at this Special Membership Offer. Also send
me the 5 FREE LPs or 3 FREE tapes which | have
indicated below (with a bill for a small mailing and
handling charge). | enclose my $5.00 lifetime mem-
bership fee. This entitles me to buy any LPs or tapes
at discounts up to 819, plus a small mailing and
handling charge. | am not obligated to buy any rec-
ords or tapes—no yearly quota. If not completely
delighted | may refurn items above within 10 days
for immediate refund of membership fee.

5 FREE LPs
L__|
O 8 track

AP Jje
| | I _l [ cassette

or 3 FREE TAPES
or [] Defer Selection—send expanded list.

Mr.
Mrs.
Miss

Address

City State Zip

All Servicemen write Soc. Sec. #——

CHARGE IT to my credit card. | am charging my

$5.00 membership (mailing and handling fee for each

FREE LP and tape selected will be added).

Check one: [ Master Charge [ American Express
[] BankAmericard [ Diners Club

Acct 1.

Expiration
Signat Date

CAMADIANS mail coupon to above address. Orders
will be serviced in Canada by Record Club of Canada.
Prices vary slightly.

RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA—The World's Lowest Priced Record and Tape Club
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f’“"" Yashica
swe  Electro-35.
Ssaa The Computer

ThatTakes
Pictures.

Why put a computer in a camera?
So you get better pictures shot
after shot. Automatically, indoors,
outdoors, daytime or night—
without flash! Anyone can learn
to use it in just a few minutes. The
Electro-35 is rugged and reliable.
Will give years of pleasure to
you and your family. See it at
your local Yashica dealer.

YASHICA

ELECTRONIC CAMERAS...
It's a whole new thing
YASHICA Inc., 50-17 Queens Boulevard,
Woodside, N. Y, 11377

ERINMORE MIXTURE.
AS FRESH, RIGH AND FLAVORFUL
ASIRELAND ITSELF.

Open the tin. Enjoy the

. distinct aroma as you fill

your pipe. Now draw

slowly. And savour the

quiet, yet rich, satisfying

flavor that makes Erinmore

Mixture one of Ireland’s

most popular exports.

‘The secret is simple.

Eight generations of

experience in blending
'good, rich tobacco to the

original recipe created_

by Murray's of g
Ireland. Plus 0 a0 8
abit of Irish | 3% fikaccos

magic_ #=5 SINCE 1810

the homicidal nurse, looks oddly like
Jean Harlow.) Even the garishly overdec-
orated sets suggest an attempt to lorce
a mood of unbridled hilarity that will
make an audience Lgh, il only at the
wallpaper.

.

Tarantulas, lizards, alligators, wrtles,
water snakes and sundry other scaly rep-
tiles are the stars of Frogs, a single-minded
shocker with some vague ideas about
ccology rattling around between screams.
“What il natnwre were trying 1o get back
at us?” asks nature-loving photographer
Sam Lllion. who finds himsell on an
sland  estate owned by rich, irascible
old Ray Milland. with a wophy room
full of mounted heads and a lawn Tull
ol live, leaping. vather thoughtful frogs.
God knows what the [rogs are thinking.
but they appear 10 be hostile—the way
they fling themselves against  the  mi-
sion's  plateglass  windows and  enlist
their fellow creatures o decimate Mil
land’s roster ol summer guests. Among
the prettiest ol the potential victims are
Judy Pace, Joan Van Ark and Lynn
Borden. The last is dragged 1o a wa-
tery death by a giant alligator wurtle, and
six or seven others succumb in equally
hideous fashion. Only a certified snake
handler will be cool enough 1o sit through
this exercise in terror without involuntar-
ily lifting his fect off the lloor,

-

Another boy on the threshold of man-
hood. Another griny re-creation of lile
in the wicked old West. Sensitively
blended by director Dick Richiards, a
lormer commercial photographer making
his leature-film debut, these two Lamiliar
themes produce marvelous chemistry in
The Culpepper Cattle Co. I'viime by lhrame,
Culpepper has bloody violence to spare as
it chavts the droll, dreadlul, everyday mis-
adventures of a teenager who vearns to be
a cowboy—who buys himsell a gun and
signs up as cook’s helper on a gruciing
cattle drive from Texas 10 Colorindo, A
roughly similar experience is the subject
of The Cowboys, the curvent John Wayne
epic, but Richards sees evervthing with
fond and discerning eve that wouches a
hundred Western clichés with the pearly
light ol dawn. Raunchy. covered with
dust, as ruggedly true to lile as Qiguies in
a laded tintype, these disrepuiable cow-
pokes are a breed apart from ihe usnal
Marlboro men recruited at central cast-
ing: Billy “Green™ Bush as Culpepper
and  Geollrey Lewis as o curnankerous
saddle bum siand out. As the innocent
lamb among wolves, voung Gy Grimes
(matching his memorable staring role
in Summer of '12) looks into their leaher-
hard [aces and feels his illusions checked
by the ruthless logic ol survival. He leams
about lying and killing and whoring. and
by the time he completes his cruel educ
tion, most ol his companions on the tiail
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are dead. Culpepper Cattle Co. has no
major stars, no real plot, yet it svnthe-
sizes an aspeat of the American [rontier
experience as few other movies have done,
The finest, freshest Western in years.

RECORDINGS

Merle Haggard has come a pretty
good way since the night he sat in an
audience of convicts at San Quentin,
where he was doing a strech for burglary,
and listened to Johnny Cash, envving his
success and vowing to emulate it. Twenty-
onc albums later, Haggard ranks with
Cash as one of the top country stars,
and some of his songs, such as Mama
Tried. are classics of the genre. But he is
mostly known for Okie from Muskogee.
an anthem for the patwriotic right. Too
bad, because the song is not one of his
best. Neither is Let Me Tell You About o
Song (Capitol) one of his best albums. The
Haggard voice. a distinctive, mellow hari-
tone. with a plaintive warble. is in fine
health, and a couple of the lyrics show his
touch—particularly They're Tearin® the
Labor Camps Down and Turnin® Off a
Memory. But there is 100 much  self-
conscious talk and sentimentality. Oh.
yes, Merle sometimes tells awdiences, “You
know, I'm not much of a musician. Thart's
why I have these good bovs hehind me.”
His backup band, The Strangers. is. in-
deed, the best in the business, and it has
its moments on this record. We don't
know il thevire good boys or not. But if
Merle says so, well. . ..

-

“Aw, man, them cats wlk Tunny.” said
Antoine Domino. Jr.. best known as
Fats, after meeting the Beatles in New
Orleans about seven years ago. Today,
despite the Fact that he's sill i demand
as a performer and has 22 gold records
—more than any rockers except the Bea-
tles and Elvis—Fats is all but forsotten,
That should change as a result ol Fars
Domino  (United  Anrtists). a four-sided
re-ielease  that covers Fats’s  recording
carcer from 199 10 1961: It’s the dassic
rock 'n’ roll of the Crescent Ciry, cip-
tured at its warm, deceptively uncompli-
cated and musically muscular best,

-

How many soulsinging Johnny Taylors
are therer To Kill the suspense, the an-
swer is two. One s the | T, on Stax,
who has had chare hits such as Whae's
Makin® Love and whose many fine sides
are easily come by, The other is “Little”
Johnny Taylor, who's had a big blues
record or two—Part Time Love—and
who deserves more exposure. Both Tay-
lors sang the Gospel and both sound 2
lot like Saan Cooke. “Little” Johnny is on
Ronn Records. a division of Jewel, out
ol Shreveport, and his latest, Everybody

Knows About My Good Thing, is it good thing,
indeed, even if too few are likely to know
about it. With instrumental backgrounds
that are familiar but funky, “Liule” J. T.
convincingly applics his clear tenor 1o
some cooking rhythm tunes (Keep On
Keeping On), the Cooke-ing How Are
You Fixed for Love and some ironic,
double-entendre blues, such as [i's My
Fault Darling and the two-pant title tune.
-

Given the tendency of soul sounds
toward flattened-out. vampish hirmonic
structures, the armanger's cralt becomes
aucial. On the Dramatics’ Whatcha See
Is Whatcha Get (Volt), it definitely is work-
ing. While the group and producer Tony
Hester owe something 1o the Temprations
and their guiding genius, Norman Whit-
ficld. there's no denying their excellence,
whether they're singing in harmony. run-
uing obbligatos behind a soloist or al-
termating voices: and if you dig vocal
groups with a strong bass, vou won't be
disappointed by this one. The strictly
commercial material includes a couple
of ballads with changes (Thank You for
Your Love; Fall in Love, Lady Love),
some forgettable but fun-colored rhythm
numbers. such as Hot Panis in the Sum-
mertime, and the group’s two big ones,
the title tune and Fr the Rain; both of
these are essentially vamps. the former
a Latin groover and the latter a moody
tone poem with striking effects, including
thunder sounds and a guitar part that
flashes across the mind’s eye like lightning.

In a time when many popular soul
artists arve offering struciurally  simple
but elaborately arranged music. Stevie
Wonder is turning out some harmonical-
Iv complex songs. Music of My Mind (Tam-
la), which finds him playing  drums,
piano. harp. organ. clavichord, clavinet
and two synthesizers. besides singing, is
an impressive picce of work. Stevie's lyrics
may not always scem heavy enough to
justify his otherwise artful compositions,
but his anticipatory sense ol time and his
modal. puckish turns of phrase are highly
distinct. Among the more Wonder-ful
items are the Beadesque Happier Than
the Morning Sun. the Gospelish Eoil, the
angular Love Having You Around. and
Sweet Little Girl, a vocker with an car-
opening monolog: “You know vour haby
loves you. even more than he loves his
clavinet. Don’t make me get mad and act
like a niguer.”

i

Todd Rundgren. the Renaissance Runt
ol Rock. has hit his stride on this second
solo  album, Something/Anything? (Bears-
ville). He l\‘ril('s':.ings-’pl.’lys hrilli.‘mll}-‘,
has mastered the whole recording/ mix-
ing process from beginning 1o end and
projeais a totally versatile, inimitable
style of humor/whimsy that is very win-
ning. There are lots of Carole King

sounds. Latin inflections and soft textures
here, but also rinky-tink pianos, hard
rock and phony Motown. carly Sixties
Beatles, you name it. The vocal tracks
are. marvelous—all  performed and  ar-
ranged by Rundgren—and there are
crazy bits of studio walk left in, particu-
larly in the preposterous suite Messin®
with the Kid, which leawures such num-
bers as Piss Aaron, Some Folks Is Even
Whiter Than Me and You Left Me Sove.
Unlike most artists who indulge their
mge to whimsy, Rundgren makes his an
integral part of these two discs. And you
keep listening because it works,

Oh. my. there’s some fine strummin’
and pickin® on Me and Cher (RCA), as the
old master. Chet Adkins, and the kid with
all the moves, Jerry Reed. duct the hell
out ol Il numbers that range from the
venerable  Limehonse  Blues 1to—would
vou believer—Lichestraum, 1o Hank Wil-
liams’ I Saw the Light. The 1wo are
outrageously good individually; together
they are unhelievable,

-

Let My Children Hear Music (Columbia) is
a vinyl reminder ol the retnn to the
music scene of Charles Mingus. The Big
Bear was away much too long and jasz
was the worse for it. The Mingus compo-
sitions are from 1939 (The Chill of Death,
which includes a poem written and ve-
citeedd by Mingus) to the present and they
indicite vividly that while he has lost
nonc¢ ol his gutlevel intensity., he has
continued to grow in vision and scope.
Snooky Young leads the trumpets and
Mingus' new tenor man, Bobby Jones,
who has a hig breathy tone, is a real find.
Included with the albwm is a strong essay
by Mingus on what his musical philos-
ophy is all about—it's well worth reading,

The Guess Who keeps on trying 1o
play games such as “Guess who this
track sounds like,” but s new LP,
Rockin’ (RCA), s worth vour time and
money il yvou want 1o see how teeny
music G be made palmable, profitable
and Tun. As in American Waoman, all
the trappings of the teenage mvthos are
here: in Hearthroken Bopper and Her-
bert’s a Loser, for instance. Your taste
may not be jejune enough to appreciate
the nitwit dialog of Hi, Rockers!: Sea of
Love or the putdown ol showhiz jazz
(Steve 0" Evdie styley in Your Nashonlle
Sneakers, but vou'll like most of this,

When Alex Taylor really gets it on,
he sounds like a combination of his
brother James and Albert King., The
trouble  with  Dinnertime (Capricorn) is
that he gets it on so rarelv. even with
the backing of a toprank band. The
tunes usually drag on too long and
the recorded  balance mufiles Taylor's
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voice. While he can be great at belting
out bluesy numbers such as Jesse Win-
chester's Payday, he nceds to experiment
more, as in his excellent reworking of
Randy Newman's Let’s Burn Down the
Cornfield. Even if Johnny Sandlin’s pro-
duction is [aulty here, Taylor has the
makings ol a fine singer.
.

After a bunch of pretty mediocre al-
bums, Lighthouse—the 11-piece Canadi-
an rock band—has gotten it together
handsomely on Thoughts of Movin® On
(Evolution). There’s much good writing
here. mostly by Skip Prokop: Bob Mc
Bride’s singing is first-rate; and the ar-
ranging and voicing throughout are far
better than we hear from most large
rock outfis. While Fly Ay Airplane
sounds a bit too much like Paul Butter-
field, Lighthouse reasserts its own indi-
viduality on two standout numbers, [
Jusi Wanna Be Your Friend and Insane.

Dave Mason’s Headkeeper (Blue Thumb)
has had an amazing sales success. It's all
the more amazing since most of these
songs. while pleasant enough, are deriva-
tive and thin. Echoes of Stephen Suills
and  friends combine with  Mason's
[avorite musical device—repetition—and
frequently mindless lyrics. His guitar
work is competent, but the album is an
awlul bore. Mason had a long-playing
feud going with Blue Thumb Records
and mounted a big campaign to dis-
courage air play and, thus, sales. Be
discouraged,

.
Ever since the pioncering cfforts of
Varése and Bartok in  the Thirtics,
contemporary composers have been sys-
tematically stretching the expressive po-
tential of percussive instruments. Ringing
Changes by Pulitzer Prize winner Charles
Wuorinen (Nonesuch) is the latest addi-
tion to a growing repertoire of pieces for
percussion ensemble. Filling side two of
the LP, it has a battery of drums, tam
tams and cymbals that is joined by vibra-
phones and lour-hand piano to weave an
absorbing [abric of complex timbres and
rhythms. A group of student percussion-
ists based in New Jersey carries off this
assignment with cool aplomb.

There are so many little flaws—poor
sound veproduction, a clinker here, a
clinker there, inconsistent rhythm sec-
tions (Krupa's on one track)—it's a mir-
acle that the new recording by Anita O'Day
(sold only through the mails by a compa-
ny also bearing her name) is absolutely
superb. Miss O'Day takes us through a
dozen standards and shows the Jeannie-
come-latelies what jazz singing is all
about. The lady's phrasing is faultless;
her voice, with that throaty catch in it,

is still fascinating. She belongs up there
with Billie, Ella and Sarah, You can sce
what we mean by sending six dollars to
Anita O'Day Records. Box 442, Hes-
peria, California 92345. At four bits a
song, that's the bargain of the year.

-

John Williams is a classical guitarist
who is into everything, as Changes (Co-
lumbia) will attest. There’s some re-
vimped  Bach, movie-theme music, a
raga, a spicy helping of Spanish sounds,
a little rock, a litle jazz—all of which
Williams finds to his liking: you will,
too. The arrangements, by Stanley My-
crs, contribute much o the success of
the recording.

Like all his albums. Neil Young's Har-
vest (Reprise) is beautiful and difficult.
Dificult because, while Neil's mournful
songs are for the most part simple and
affecting, they are often rich in poetic
suggestion and melodic charm. This disc
is more polished than After the Gold
Rush. but it may not have quite the
impact: Except for a few wunes, such as
Heart of Gold, the title song and Old
Man, there’s a bit oo much stress on
gimmickry (two unfortunate cuts with
the London Symphony Orchestra) and
significance (IWords). Crosby, Stills and
Nash appear from time to time, as do
James Taylor and Linda Rondstadt, so
is an allstar cast, including Young's
fine band. Neil's artless minor-key mus
ings have lost none of their quirky
power.

-

After Duane’s motorcycle death, the
Allman Brothers Band kept going, play-
ing its dates, even recording. Eot a Peach
(Capricorn) consists of two discs, “dedi-
cated 10 a brother.” one side of which
is the band without Duane. Its sound
is predictably less fiery, but none the
less competent. Les Brers in A Minor
15 the most unusual cur on the album:
It says a lot about Duane and the inspira-
tion the band drew from him, not least
in the incredible solos by brother Gregg
on organ and by Dicky Betts on guitar.
The three other sides comprise live wracks
(drawn from the Fillmore East sessions)
and studio takes, all of the usual Allman
excellence. OF the studio picces, Litile
Martha offers Duane and Dicky in a
lovely, and rare, acoustic duet; Mountain
Jam is 35 minutes of simply the finest
long rock jam on records. Rolling Stone
calls the Allmans, even after Duane’s
death, the best rock band in the country.
To which we add, “Amen.”

THEATER

Nobody's perfect, except perhaps Rob-
crt Morse in drag, but there was reason
to hope that David Merrick’s musical

Sugar would capture the [renctic flavor
ol Some Like It Hot. That movie had a
sparkling Billy Wilder-1. A. L. Diamond
sheen to it, most of which has been lost
in Peter Stone’s imitation script. The
comic basics are still there—the all-girl
band featuring the supremely all-girl
Sugar (Marilyn Monroe in the movie)
and murderous gangsters chasing two eye-
witnesses 10 a massacre. In the Jack Lem-
mon role. Morse is the [unniest, dumpiest
size-10-short lady bass plaver ever to hit
Miami. In an upper berth with Sugar
(leggy Elaine Jovee), he is a man possessed,
unable 10 keep his hands from fondling
the merchandise. In mesh stockings and
satin shorts, clattering a dance step with
Sugar and his partner in dress, Tony
Roberts, he grows half enamored with the
thought of himself as woman; richly lu-
cred Cyril Ritchard is entirely enamored.
But except for Morse and a rauling ma-
chine gun of a tap dance by Steve Con-
dos. the show, including Jule Styne’s score
and Bob Merrill's lyrics, is soso, and Gow-
er Champion’s energetic staging is unable
to conceal the emptiness of the evening.
At the Majestic, 245 West 44th Street.

Ten years ago. a funnv thing hap
pened on  Broadway. A broadly bur-
lesqued musical plundered from Plautus,
directed by George Abbott (with an
uncredited  but  invaluable  assist  {from
Jerome Robbins) and starring the in-
comparable Zevo Mostel became an enor-
mous hit. A Funny Thing Happened on the
Way to the Forum played for 965 per-
formances, was turmed into a free-form
Richard Lester movie and went on to
become a staple on the summer circuit
from Athens (Georgia) to Rome (New
York). Recently, the show was reincu-
nated at Los Angeles” Ahmanson Theater,
starring Phil Silvers in the role he was
supposed to have created before Mostel
made Broadway history with ir. For all the
cross-country encomiums  heaped  upon
this touring Forum—now on-Broadway—
it proves to be summer-tent Plautus. Bunt
Shevelove and Larry Gelbart's book s
still funny, but the cast is several cuts
below the original and the severest cut
of all—despite his Tony Award for the
part—is Silvers, an aceeptable comedian
but no kingly clown like Mostel. Silvers
merely sketches the outline of Pseudo-
lus, the machinating slave of slaves. He
spreads his arms to embrace the audience
and fans who remember Sergeant Bilko
;lppl:uld. Still, this second coming has its
moments—Larry Blyden s amusing as
hysterical Hysterium, the courtesans are
showstoppers and the finale is a [arcical
lark. There are enough echoes of the first
Forum 10 make do for anvone who
missed the frivolity first time around. A
the Lunt-Fontanne, 205 West 46ith Sureet.



THE12HOUR CAR WAX.

It’s as weatherproof, as detergent-proof,
as any wax on the road.

CLEANS - WAXES
PROTECTS




PLAYBOY

The less you spend on a car,
the more you can spend on
other things.

This car gets up
to 40 miles to the gallon.

transmission. air conditioning,
and a 400-horsepower engine.

Up to 75 miles an hour. But which would you rather
Overhead cam engine. rack and have? Autormatic transmission,
pinion steering, 4-speed synchromesh air conditioning, and a 400-horse-
transmission. power-assisted front power engine?
disc brakes, front bucket seats. radial Or Michelle and Tammy and Alison?
tires, tachometer, racing mirror. All s
standard equipment. 'I'he Honda Coupe. $1735.
Oh, it doesn't have automatic It makes a lot of sense.

0T EREE FOR TH IAME OF [ NEAREST HOMNDA A IMNCBILE DEALER _' TCALL 67 6500 1 "SUGGESTED RETAIL WEST CDAST PO E (340
. ALER PREPARATION, TRANSPORTATICN, TAX AND 1 ICK LTRA FITCE SUE MATIGE M1THOUT NO 1972 AMEFSCAN HOMOA MOTOR €O, ING,



THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

Wi kissing my girl the other night,
I began 1o wonder how this very pleas-
ant custom started. Can you enlighten
me-—5. AL, Lincoln, Nebraska.

One authority asserts kissing may have
stavted when  primitive man, belicving
his exhaled breath had magical powers,
kissed Iis mate so that their souls would
mingle. A less romantic theory has it
that early woman may have fed her
children by premasticating  food and
transferring it to the infant by way of a
“kiss.” In any event, the modern form of
kissing dates back to at least 500 v.c.,
when 1t was commonly practiced
India. The custom eventually spread
westivard (o Rome, which had different
words for different kinds of hisses: oscu-
lum for a kiss on the cheek, basium for
a kiss on the lips and savium for tongue
inserting, or a “soul” kiss. Incidenlally,
kissing is not a world-wide practice. The
Muaoris, Australian aborigines, South Sea
Istanders and Africans weve originally
ignorant of it, and the Japanese and
Clunese have yvegarded it as revolting, the
latler thinking it suggests cannibalism.

A friend has been touting me on tran-
scendental mediction and urging me 1o
take a course in it. Even though it's
expensive, I'd like your opinion, before
I sink any bread in it. as to whether it’s
bullshit or the real thing—F. R., Los
Angeles, California.

It depends on what you mean by the
veal thing. Transcendental meditation,
the yoga technigque popularized by the
Maharishi Mahesh Yogi, is velatively easy
to learn in a short time and may have
some veal value. A stndy of 36 meditators
al Boston City Hospital and the Univer-
sily of California at Iroine indicales that
defimite physiological changes occur dur-
me the period of meditation. All of the
volunteers showed a lowered metabolic

rate and a greater degree of rvelaxation.
The state was not comparable to that
of sleep or hypnosis but was almost the
antithesis of the so-called flight-or-fight
syndyome, wiich is a defense-alarm reac-
tion characterized by an increase in
blood pressurve, heart vate, blood flow io
the muscles and oxygen consumpiion,
The theory is that this is triggered loo
frequently by our changing envivonment
and vesults in potentially disabling dis-
cases velated Lo hypertension. Medita-
tion may be one way of coping and could
resull in better health for the individual.
In addition, drug use by meditators ap-
parently declines drastically over a period
of months. A questionnaive submitied to
1800 people who had attended a traming
course offeved by SIMS—Siudents Inter-
national Meditation Society—in Los An-
weles indicated that ameng the meditators,

the use of mavijuana declined from 78 per-
cent to 12 percent, LSD from 48 (o 3, nar-
cotics from 17 to I, hard liguor from
o0 to 25 and cigarciies from 48 lo I6.

0 am 21 and happily employed as girl
Friday in an ad agency. 1 have dated only
inlrequently during the past two years
and on three occasions 1 discovered to my
horror that I enjoved having intercounrse,
but fecl I'll acquire the reputation of a
pushover. How can I handle this con-
flictz—A\nhiss T. F., Cleveland. Ohio.

By today's standards—and cven by yes-
terday’s—three times in lwo years hardly
classifies you as a “pushover.” What real-
ly should concern you is not your repula-
tion so much as your self-hatved after
Jm;-iug intercowrse. I you H’ﬂ”}' are con-
vinced that it's wreng for you, you'll
just have to see that you don’t get your-
self into circumstances wheve it's likely to
occur. On the other hand, as you get
older—and if you don’t marry—you'll
find the situations morve and more dif-
frcwlt 1o avord (unless you flee society).
Now that yowve rveached your majority,
you ought pevhaps to reassess the moral
principles that tell you sex is wrong.
You also might date more frequently,
so that you have more social experience.
This should help you gain self-confidence
and help prevent you from [eeling that
the only way to please a man is to go
to bed with him.

Wh;u's the story behind the familiar
toast “Here's looking au you™? It doesn’t
scem to nuke any sense at all.—D. M.,
St. Louis, Missouri.

It may haoe made a great deal of
sense Lo the patrons of taverns in meny
old England. The glass-bottomed tank-
ard was a popular item to drink from
because—supposediy-—the tippler could
quafl a pinl while keeping an eye oul
for cutthvoats whao might take advantage
of s vulnerability while guzzhing. The
“friendly” toast carvied a warning.

I am moving [rom Chicago 1o Los Ange-
fes but am somewhat inumidated at the
thought ol driving in L. A, wraflic—I've
scen pictures of pileups on the [reeways
and theyre Irightening. Is any infor-
mation available comparing commuting
m L. A with that in my home town?—
R. §.. Chicago. lhnais.

A suwrvey by the Coordinating Re-
search  Council, which studies driving
habuis in major cities in vegard 1o emis-
sion-conivol testing, indicates you'll prob-
ably have an easier time of it in the
City of the Angels than in the windy
metropolis.  Stalistically  speaking,  the
Chicago driver is the most hassled in the
nation. He spends 88 minutes a day in
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his car to travel an average distance of
35 miles at a comparative snail's pace.
The Los Angeles motorist spends 70
minules traveling 32 miles at a slightly
better speed (New Yorkers spend 85 min-
utes lo go 38 miles). One notso-cheery
note: Cars have been yeported losing
power al L.A’s famed [recicay inler-
changes during rush howrs, a loss attrib-
uted to an oxygen shortage in the heavily
traveled avcas. This report, in turn, led
the San Francisco underground  paper
Good Times to theorize that coervone
L. A, is a little feeble-minded because his
brain is oxygen stmoed. A base canard,
no donbi.

Thiis fall 1 will be attending a universi-
w that allows coeducational housing. To
be honest, this was one of the factors
that made me decide 10 applv to this
particular school. But. upon reflection, I
can see where this could lead to a num-
her of problems, possibly detrimental
o my studies. Or 15 my  imagination
working overtime?>—M. B., Milwaukee.
Wisconsit.

Norvtlhwestern Universily. selich houses
one third of its nndergraduates in coed
dorms (men and women lie on sepa-
rate floors or in opposite wings and have
free access fo all rooms on a 2{-hour
hasis), reports that no new o blems have
been cawsed by the arrangement and
many old ones have been solved. Cord-
dovm vesidents, says the wniversity, “dem-
onstrale a greater concern for the righl's
of others and cause fewer disciplinary
problems.” The assistani dean of stu-
dents in chavge of housing also adds that
fewer emotional ivoubles are veported
from coed doyms than from others. Stu-
denis have been quoted, in turn, as say-
ing that men and women i cocd dorms
have “morve human velationships than
other studenis.” Logically cnough, com-
petition for coed housing is fievee. The
consensus seems o be that it helps stu-
denis mature faster.

Rc('cnlly I was smoking hashish and
was terrified when my ewrs suddenly el
like they were stuffed with wax. I assume
that this sensation must have been 2 side
elfect of the drug, but I'd like 10 know
whether or not it's normal.—A. G., San
Francisco, Calilornia.

Users of hash and [or marijuana occa-
sionally note that their eyes become red
and their noses feel stufled uwp while
smoking. The reason is thal Cannabis
can cause dilation of small blood vessels
and a swelling of the mucous mem-
branes. If the Enstachian  tubes also
sawell up. it could produce the sensation
you describe.

A[lcr three years of marriage and re-
cent [atherhood, T now [feel that my
marriage is becoming sexually empey. 1
love my wife very much and enjoy her

companionship. but that “certain magic”
and the so-called beauty ol the sex act
just are no longer there. I don't know il
I'm expecting oo much, if I'm not doing
something vight mysell or il something
important is really missing.  Any  sug-
gestions?—J. V., Fitchburg, Massachusetts.

The boredom you sense may come, in
fact, from your own expectation that
boredom wonld arise in your marruge.
Moreover, like many marriage partners,
you may have neglected 1o restructure
your relationship to accommodule the
changes that paventhood brings. Pevhaps
vou feel that the excitement has trans-
ferred from sex 1o the vesponsibility of
the baby. In the coent that you didn’t
plan the child, you may be letting fear
blunt your sexual life. You can have
plenty of fun in bed and be a parent,
too. but you have to consciously and
willingly accept the changes i freedom
that occur when there ave children n
the house.

Fur a number of years I've used the
pill. but I am now considering other
forms of contraception. What is the com-
parative effectiveness of diaphragms, con-
doms, ¢tc.. in preventing pregnancy:—
Miss C. G.. Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.
The Planned Parenthood Association
vates the pidl—at 99.7 percent—as the
most effective contrvaceptive, followed by
the 1. U.D. (intra-ulerine device, or coil),
which is raled 95 (o 98 pereent effective.
Diaphragms wath jelly), ceviical caps and
condoms are vated al 88 to 92 percent;
acrosol foams, 80 to 83 percent; .vprrml'-
cidal jellics and creams, 70 (o 8O percent;
the vhythm method, 65 to 80 peveent (the
degree of effectiveness 1s dependent upon
menstrual  vegulavity); vaginal  supposi-
tories and tablets, 3% lo 65 percent; and
vaginal douche, 50 1o 55 percent. The
percentages ave based, of course, upon
propey usage of the particulay method.

I'm a stereo bull and am very happy
with my present set, which is an expen-
sive one, though hardly the best that
money can buy. Lately, I've read ads
and test reports for high-powered ampli-
ficrs that can deliver amywhere  [rom
100 watts per channel to an unbelieva-
ble 400 or more. I'm tempred 1o wade in
the unit I now own, but wonder il. on a
purely techuical basis, huge amplifiers
would really make a difference in the
sound quality of my system. What do you
think>—B. W.. Des Moines, lowa.

How high-powered an amplifier you
need depends on a number of intervelated
factons. 1] your listening room is excepr
tionaliy layge, with a cathedval ceiling,
yon may be pushing your present
amplifier  to ils limils to generate
enough sound to fill the space. The
same  applies o furnishigs: If  your

room is “soft,” with deep-pile rugs and
overstufled sofas. it's absorbing far more
sound (and making greater demands on
your amplifierj than it would if it were
“hard.” with Danish modern and little
in the seay of draperies or carpeting.
Agamn, you may be pushing your wmpli-
ficr, parviiculavly in  peak  passages, if
your speakers are velatively inefficiem o
if youw’re running several pairs of them.
Not the least important, of course, s
how loud you like your music. Human
hearing 15 logarvitlmic; it vequires a
doubling of power for a small increase
in volume. If you've infent on creating
the oviginal sound levels of a symphony
orchestra in your living room. evoen 00
walls pev channel might be insufficient
(and you would have blown the average
.rprﬁi.'cr system long befove then). If your
present set delivers iis power distortion-
free, if your .tpraf.'rr.; are [airly cfficient,
tf your room size and furnishings ave aver-
age and if you listen at moderate volume
levels, then the difference i sound qlmf—
ity by trading up to a superhigh-powered
unit would probably be marginal.

My question is a litle cazy. but I
don’t know who clse would have the
information and the honesty 1o answer
it. At 35. I still have a [air share of my
looks—despite being the mother of three
—as well as a relatively rim figure. The
trouble is, in order to keep it tim, [
have 10 work quite hard. T rigorously
follow a medically preseribed dict—Dbun
here’s my problem: I'm very fond of
performing oral sex on my husband. and
this includes swallowing his semen when
he ejaculates. Can vou rell me if I'm
doing damage to mv dietz—Murs, M. .
Detroit. Michigan.

The Journal of the American Medical
Associsttion vaguely grappled with  the
question more than a decade ago. when
it published a doctoy’s comment that this
concern appeared 1o be :i'l'ri"r_q)n't:(.f, to-
gether with the Journal’s estimate that
the average eclaculation couldn’t contain
more than 90 calovies. Actnally, they over-
estimated. We asked a unieersity labora-
tory to do a test and it veported that,
although the amount vaves with indicid-
uals, theve ave probably no more than
one or lwo calovies per avcrage ejacula-
tion, That's much less than contained in
a glass of dict soda pop, so don’t let 1t
bather your heaed.

Al rveasonable  questions—(from  fash-
ton, food and drink. steveo and sporis cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and cliquette
—will be  personally answerved if  the
writer includes a stamped, self-addvessed
envelope. Send all letters to The Plavboy
Adwvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Ave., Chicago. Hlinois 60611, The
most  provecative. pertinent queries il
be presented on these pages cach month.
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

MARIJUANA MADNESS

On February 23, 1971, our home was
invaded by cight sherilfl's deputies. They
tore the place apart and wrecked our
lives. When, alter a hve-howr scarch,
they didn’t hind any marijuana, they
planted  “evidence,”  which  they had
brought along just in case. Now, alter
an ordeal of over a year that has done
incilculable harm o my wife, my daugh-
1er and my friends as well as 10 me, I'm
writing to you [iom prison. where I'm
serving a sentence ol 33 years to life.

The county officials have gone to
ercat lengths 1o see that 1 am salely and
permanently tucked away in prison. Was
all this done only for the sake of the holy
crusade against marijuana: The sherifl
old my wile and me that he knew we
were involved in some sort ol political
revolution in Muskingum  County. In-
deed, we're proud thar we have actively
supported the social relorm that must
come 1o this irea now that Ohio Univer-
sity has established a branch campus in
Zmesville. Owr acquaimances were main-
Iv faculty and studems [rom the new
cunpus amd we frequently  had  social
aatherings ar our Lum. From the view-
point of our uliraconservative community
leaders. it is thine lor drastic action when
wore  than wen  liberalminded  people
wather in one spot.

The laws against the possession and
use of marijuana have been turned into
wearpons ol political and culiwal oppres-
sion in many paris ol the country. 1 am
not in this hellhole ol a prison Lo pro-
tect mvsell or anvone clse rom  the
supposed  evils of marijuana. My only
crime was in ying 1o move lorward in
a4 community determined o remain in
the past.

Tom Shucy
Lehanon Correctional Institution
Lebanon, Ohio

Two davs alier the raid leading to the
arrest of my husband, Tom Shuey. the
assistant  prosccuting  attorney  and  a
police licutenant lrom a nearby city
came to our home. Thev questionaed me
for about 1wo hours, thratenaed me with
20 vears’ imprisonment d the loss of
our five-vear-old daughuier, told me my
hushand was unlaithlul, threatened 1o
question the child and left with the pre-
diction that they would ruin ouwr name.
To this day, our daugheer is frightened of
policemen and she is developin
since the sepavation rom her father.

an ulecer

At Tom's trial, a material witness for
the state, a 19-vear-old girl, repudiated
her unsworn statement. Three other wit-
nesses were then guickly brought in; they
were unknown 1o us belore the wrial. Sup-
posedly. they had purchased marijuana
{from our home. ver on cross-examination
they could describe neither me nor the
house. All three ol these witnesses were
serving sentences for drug offenses.

It 1s difhicult to keep my Laith in God
and the legal system: no words and no
amount ol moncy could make up for
what we have suftered in the past year,

Pamela Shuey
Zanesville, Ohio

I was a material witness against Tom
Shuey. I've known the Shueys lor two
years. 1 was 19 vears old when Tom was
arrested. Afver his avest. T got a mes
siuge that the sherill was looking for me,
so my mother and I went o his oflice,
Ihe sherill ok me into a back room.
where 1 was questioned by a group of
officials [rom 3:00 par. ull 8:30 that
night. They accused me ol prostitution
and of posing for pornographic pictures.
threatened me with prison, withheld my
nerve medication. give me nothing w0
cat and 1old me Shuey had already signed
a confession stating he had sold me a
quantity of marijuana. After almost six
hours, I was ready to sign anything. One
ol the men typed up a paper and had
me sign it They then told me I could
have an attorney, but added that I didn't
need one.

The following month, I wstihed be-
fore a grand jury. admiting that I had
signed  the sttement but relusing to
testily thae it was vrue. When Shuey was
tried in September 1971, T told the truth
on the stand: that 1 had never purchased
any marijuana from him. I testified that
I had signed the unsworn statement un-
der duvess and  withour degal  counsel,
Immediately alter my testimony, T was
avested  and  cdharged with committing
perjury belore the grand jury, which 1
hadn’t done. T was old it wasn't too late
for me to change my 1estimony. I refused.
I have now been indicted for perjury and
am awaiting wial.

Linda Hutchison
Zanesville, Ohio

My client Thomas O. Shucy is the
scion ol a prosperous [arm family, five
sencrations of whom  have lived and
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are living in Muskingum Couwnty. He's re-
ceived numerous awards for 4-H Club
acuivities, and at the time of his arrest he
wis 26, 2 top salesmin for an industrial-
battery company, earning over 510,000 a
year, and was living on a farm owned by
his Lumily,

Tom's sentence was 33 vers to life. He
was convicted of maintaining a place for
using, keeping and selling hallucinogens,
producing a hallucinogen without a li-
cense, possessing hallucinogens for sale
and giving a hallucinogen o & minor.
The “minor.” Linda Huichison, was 19
yaus old. over the legal voting age.
Under oath at the wial, she repudiated
her unsworn statement—utaken rom her
under duress—that had implicated the
defendant. Nevertheless.  her  original
statement was  permitted  in evidence.
Other ervors were commiued during the
il and these formed the basis of our
appeal.

Because of the county’s Liilure to pro-
vide a transcript ol the wrial, the delend-
ant missed a0 session ol the court of
appeals for the districe that s in Zanes-
ville i December 1971 The county
claims it did not have adequate steno-
graphic help to produce a record. The
court did not sit again until May 1972,
so the defendant had w wait in Jail ull
then o present his appeal.

Thus, Tem Shuey, a fime young man
with a Dbrilliant mind and no previouws
criminal record, languishes in Lebanon
Correctional  Institution  in Lebanon,
Ohio.

W. J. Davis
Attorney at Law

Columbus, Ohio

PLAYBOY'S POT PLOT

A recent press releise widely drculated
by a CGalitornia marijuana legalization
group charges that the National Organi
zation lor the Relorm ol Marijuana Laws
(NORAIL) is the front for a nefarious
rravsoy scheme to legalize pot and then
corner the market. This paraneid bush-
wit is the only evidence o date that pot
smoking addles the brain. rravsoy has
made it quite cear to NORML and 10
its readers that  the magazine's  sole
objective in this arvea is the remaovil ol
criminal penalties for private marijuana
use. The only charge in the press release
that even merits rebuttal is the statement
that pravsoy established NORDML as a
wholly owned subsidiary and gives the
organization S200,000 a year. This is
otally [alse and could hurt our efforts to
sccure the grants we need [rom other
orgimizations. NORML  was independ-
ently established and only a frerward did
we approach the Playboy Foundation,
which was good cnough to give us a
eenerous grant (no strings attached), but
one that would have o be multiplied
many times o come near S200,000. At
present, we are 40 percent sell-sustaining

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

THE INDOOR SPORTSWOMAN

roxpox—IVomen who cultionte then
bodies are sexually morve talented than
those who cultivate their femininily,
according to a British sex expert. Dr.
Christine Pickard, a consultant on birth
control and sex problems, asserts that
women  athleles generally “are much
more inlerested in sex and  physically
maore responsive than their less actioe
sisters,” because they are more orienled
toward physical sensation and perform-
ance. When it comes to sex, says Dr.
Pickard, “muscles ave surely much betier
than either scraien or flab.”

SEX BACKLASH

voisk, 1pano—~Less than a year after
it reformed the state criminal code to
legalize sexual acts between consenling
adults. the Idaho legislaturve has veinstal-
ed most provisions of an antiquated sex
lawo that prohibits aduliery, fornication
and virtually all other forms of sex ex-
cept the most convenlional of marvital
relations. An atlorney who opposed the
sex-laie revival said the vemstatemenl of
the laww was the result of overwhelming
pressuve from the state’s large Mormon
poprdation and from “little old ladies
in tennis shoes from the John Birch
Society.”

THE CHURCH OF YOUR CHOICE

PASADENA, CALIFORNIA—A  bar owner
who lost his liguor and entertainment
licenses has gone back to supplying beer,
nude dancers and stag movies after re-
opening his establishment as a chuwrch.
When authorities closed down the Hi-
Life Bar, its 42-year-old viwener chartered
it as a nonprofit club—the Hi-Life Social
Club Chwrch—wchose “congregation” s
treated to beer, flms and nude dancers,
all without chavge. The churchgoers gen-
erally see it {o leave an offeving, but the
fact that they ave not required to has at
least temporarily stwmped the authori-
ties. Said the owner, who calls himself
the churel’s Ancient Highest Head
Priest, “We iy lo make them happy,
and if we succeed in making them hap-
Py we accept their contributions as any
church would?” Said a deputy city altor-
ney, “The whole thing is a farce. s
almost comical, but it kind of makes a
maockery of the whole judicial and licens-
ing system.”

FEMALE SEX DEMANDS

Sexually liberated women are  de-
manding betler performances than some
men can deliver, and the resull scems to
be an increase in male sexual problems.
Writing in the Archives of General

Psvchiauy, three New York  psychia-
Irists reported a conspicuous vise in the
number of young male patients experi-
encing pmpolence and, at the same lime,
more women paticnts tronbled over the
impotence of their husbands or boy-
friends. Drs. Geovge L. Ginsherg, Wil-
liam A. Frosch and Theodove Shapiro
agreed that a statistical suveey wounld be
necessary to confivm their obseroalions;
it could be that more people ave seeling
professional help for their sexual prob-
lems than in the pasi. But the evidence
suggests that as women have become less
passive and less imhibited in yecent years,
they also have become move threalening
fo some men's sense of masculinity and
sexual  self-confidence. In cases where
anxiely scemed to be the major cause of
impotence, the psychiatrists found that
the men commonly complained of the sex-
ual demands made upon them and wor-
vied about their ability (o salisfy a woman
during intercourse,

WAR ON BASTARDY

VENTURA, CALIFORNIA—The California
Social Welfare Board has proposed a
controversial  plan lo  combal  illegiti-
macy: In some circumstances, the siate
wonld have the authority to lake away
the children of unwed mothers and put
them up for adoption. Under the plan,

such  action wonld be taken clitefly
agaimst unwed mothers under 16 and

those who bear more than iwo illegiti-
male childven—particularly women on
welfare and those who rvefuse to aid
investigators in identifyimg the father.

THE MODERATE INSULT

WASHINGTON, D. C.—In voiding an anti-
draft  picket’s conviction  for shouting
insults at police at the time of his aryest
m Georgra, the U.S. Supreme Court
voided the stale’s abusive-language  law
and held that the Fiyst Amendment pro-
tects insults and epithets so long as they
ave clearly not “fighting words” The
Court said that the Georgia stalule was
too broad in that i outlowed all kinds
of msults to police, nol just those words
that “have a divect tendency 1o cause
acls of violence to the person to whom
the vemark is addressed.”

SUING THE FEDS

xew vork—Ad U. 8. Civcuit Court has
ruled that Fedeval agents can be sued
for damages if they make a search or
arrest that wviolales a cilizen’s conslilu-
tional rights. However, a valid defense
would be that an agent “belicoed, in
vood faith, that his conduct was lawful
[and] his belief was reasonable” The rul-
g grew oul of a 1965 narcotics vaud on




a Bronx apartment in which six agenis
allegedly acted without a search warvant
and used unnecessary force in arresting
an unrvesiiing occupant who laler sued
for S90.000 damages. The case has been
returned to a lower court for reconsider-
ation of the damage claim.

A Silver Spring, Maryland, gun collec-
tor has filed a 83 000,000 suit Jor damages
and injuries suffered when police and
agents of the Inteinal Revenue Service's
Aleohol, Tobacco and Firearms Diviston
smashed theiy way inlo his apaytment to
search for hand grenades that proved lo
be harmless dummies (“The Playboy Fo-
rum,” November 1971). Not realizing
the invaders were officers (some were
dressed hike hippies), the collector con-
fronted them seith an antique cap-and-
ball pistol and they shot hin in the head.
The wound left hun pavtially paralyzed
and almost speechless. The suil alleges
that the agents neghgently faded 1o m-
vestigate the reliability of their inform-
ant and conducted the raid in a way
that made shooting inevitable.

INFORMER INFORMS

CAMDEN, New  JERsEY—The  Gowvern-
menl’s stay witness against 28 people
chayged with varding a Camden  draft
board has admitted he was a Sot-a-day
FBI informant and agent provocateur
who supplicd the defendants with (ools,
velicles and food at FBI expense and
also provided the planning, training and
leadevship that were essential to  the
ratel. In an affidacit submiited by the
defense, the informant said  the [FBI
promised han that ot would “stop our
activities before the action actually hap-
pened. . .1 was told my [riends would
be prosecuted for, al most, a conspuacy
and that they would not go to jail”’
Then, according to the sworn statement,
“I ivas told that against the wishes of
some of the local FBI people, the higher-
ups. ‘someone at the hittle White House
i California,” they said, wanted it lo
actually happen.” The defense has ashed
a U.S. Dutrict Court (o quash the mdici-
ments on gronnds of entrapment.

The FBI has also been acensed of
trying to turn  physictans into  fpolice
wformants i owolation of medical cthics.
The Heahth /PAC Bulletin,  published
by the Health Policy Aduvisory Center in
New York, eviticizes the FBI for supply-
ing, and medical journals for publishing,
mug shots and mformation on wanted
persons who have medical problems ve-
quiring trealtment by a doctor,

ABORTION ACTIONS

NEW  HAVEN, COXNECTICUT—A  three-
mdge  Federal court has vuled Con-
nectienl’s 1 2-year-old  abortion  staiute
unconstitutional. Citing the vighis to pri-
vacy and due process guaranteed under
the Nith and Hih Amendments, the
court held that “the state’s intervesis

are insufficient to take from a woman the
decision afier conception whether or nol
she will bear a cluld, and that she, as
the appropriate decision maker, musi be
free to choose”” The opinton also noted
that “what was consideved 1o be due
process with vespect (o permissible abor-
tions in 1860 &5 not due process in 19727
In a dissenting opinton, one judge criti-
cized this court’s bold assumption  of
judicial legislative power to strike down
a lime-lested Connecticut siatute,” and
aarned that the deciston “muiles un-
limited “feticide’ . . . as a way of life in a
state long known as the land of steady
habits” A state’s attorney said the de-
cusion wonld be appealed.

Elseiwehere:

» In Flovida, the state legislature has
enacted a thevapeutic-aboriion law fo ve-
Place the 101-year-old statute that the
state supreme court ruled unconstitution-
al. The new law. sondar to abortion-
reform laies in a number of other states,
includes mental and physical health of
the woman as grounds for obtaining a
legal abortion. Befove terminating a preg-
nancy. a physician must have the written
consent of the woman’s hushand or (if an
unmarvied minor) her pavents, and the
operation must be performed in a stale-
approved medical facility, but the law sets
no time linit oy vesidency vequivement. A
state official speculated that although the
lawe s procedurally strict, legal aborlions
soon will be commonplace, particularly
m the state’s more cosmopolitan cities,
such as Gaineseille and Miami.

« In New Jersey, a thrvee-judge Federal
court has veaffrrmed fis ecarlier decision
that the state’s abortion laiv is unconstitu-
tional and void. The American Croil
Liberties Union veports that as a vesull of
the vuling an increasing number of doc-
tors are  performing abortions in hos-
pitals and clinics throughout the state.

« In Vermont, the state legislalure
adjourned without enacting a new abor-
tion lawe to veplace the statute voided by
the state supreme court, and predictions
are that some hospitals and chinics soon
aill be providing abortion services.

= In St Panl, Minnesota, a physician
has challenged the state abortion low by
aborting the [etus of a 21-year-old woman
who contvacied rubella (Gevman measles).
a discase that often causes serious bhivil
defects. After the operation, Dr. Jane
Hadgson of St. Paul informed state an-
thorities, was arvvested and convicted and
has appealed her conoction (o the Alin-
nesola supreme conrt.

* The Presidential Commission on Pop-
wlation Growth and the Ameyican Future
has recommended that legal abortions be
made available to all women, with the
cost coverved by public and private health
insurance. President Nixon has alveady
satd he opposes abortion oul of “personal
and religious beliefs.”

through our growing membership and
we have applied to several other foun-
dations for grants that will help us ex-
pand our operations. We want no one
to think that we're completely support-
ed by the Plavboy Foundation and have
no need ol additional funds.

Incidentally,  the  charges  against
NORML  included a  chadlenge 1o
rravsoy “to make a clear and definite
public statement on whether or not it
will market legal marijuana—withowt
tricky rhetoric like the tobacco compa-
nics’ ‘no plans at this time.” 7 Well?

Keith Stroup. Executive Direcior
National Ovganization lor the

Reform of Marijuana Laws
Washington, D. C.

To be credited with such capitalistic
vision Is almost flattering, but in iruih
we never coen thought of trying (o turn
a profit on our Playboy Foundation
grants. Perhaps i’s not a bad idea. IWe
could organize Playboy Day-Care Cen-
ters, Playboy Abortion Clinics, Playboy
Happy Acrves (a posh mental institution),
the  Playboy Model Prison and  the
Playboy Plowshave Faclory (inspired Dy
our donaiions to antiwar campaigns).

Bui, serously . . . we have absolutely
no plans at this time or al any other
time o distvibute, market or
othevwise peddle pol. Cross our heart
and hope to die. Our interest in nari-
juana is limited styictly to helping to end
the nationawide practice of jailing people
who use H. Toward this end we've been
helping 1o support NORMIL, and we
hope that other advocates of civil liber-
ties will, too.

g Yo,

A POLICEMAN'S DILEMMA

[ am a police olhicer. Recently, 1
stopped a car in which there were six
vouths. i couple of bottles of wine, some
beer, nine marijuana cigavettes. a hash
pipe and & quantity of hashish. With one
exception, none of these Kids had pre-
viously been in trouble with the police.
and none of them admitted knowing
that there was dope in the car: they
said they had only come to town for a
rock congert.

My sergeant and I dido’t want 1o
alicnate the Kids by giving them rest
records for a [elony—which is what drug
possession is in this state—Dbut neither
did we want 1o release them with the
contraband and give them the impres-
sion that the cops in this city are “casy.”
We mmied without success o find an
appropriate city ordinance with  which
to charge them and  reluctantdy  con-
cluded thar we had to book them on the
state charges and depend on (he deec-
tives and  prosecutors 1o do the right
thing. We weren't happy with this solu-
tion, but we were resolved to do our duty.

When we got to the jail, I explained the
situation to the desk sergeant. Another
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examintion of the city ordinance book
turned up a misdemeanor charge  that
would better serve both justice and our
obligation to take some action.

I relate this story 1o illustrate several
points. First, the police have responsibil-
ities that can’t be ignored just because
they're unpopular. Second, policemen
do have consciences and they are aware
of the world around them. Third. young
people may have strong beliefs. but they
must also  develop realistic  auitudes
abowt the society in which they live.

I concede. as will any professional po-
lice officer, that not all police ofhicers are
the best 1o be hoped for. but T wish
voung people would not stereotvpe all
policemen, as they sometimes do.

(IName and address
withheld by request)

RISK RITES

As a police officer engaged with campus
disturbances and the East Los Angeles
riots, I read Brock Yates's article You Bet
Your Life (vLavsoy. February) with great
interest. Many of the violent acts my
collcagues and 1 observed in the streets
seemed without reason, and there ap-
peared to be an almost festive air among
a number of the looters and rioters. 1
also noted that most of the people in-
volved were males in their teens or early
20s who hadn't come to grips with every-
day responsibilitics such as a family or
a steady job. During interviews following
the unrest. these same young people
would take preat pride in their arrests,
in their bottle-and-rock accuracy and in
their prowess against e gas and batons
—all of which sounded as though they
had successtully passed  through  some
ancient ritual test of manhood for ado-
lescents.

The reasons for rioting varied. Many
of the participants simply dug violence,
some found it exciting and some equat-
ed the [feelings experienced in rioting
with those of the pleasures of sexual
union. The typical youth didn't find
any challenge in his everyday, monoto-
nous life and deflinitely no tests lor his
impending manhood. Inmerview after in-
terview convinced me that political and
social commitments were not the reasons
lor the young people’s presence in a
troubled arca. Some would wvavel for
miles to be where the action was, not
knowing what the issues were. In gen-
eral, the rioting lelt good—it made them
feel alive.

Our young people must be given a
chance 1o carn their way in a meaning-
ful manner, o experience some form of
risk exercise to announce their gradua-
tion into manhood and to become a
constructive part ol our society. Yates
has raised some important points for
consideration. I hope our legishitors and
government leaders are listening. If not,
my colleagues and I are going o become
busier and busier. 1t's very disconcerting

to face a l6-year-old youth sweating,
smiling, eves glazed, upheld hand aiming
a hve-pound rock at your head. It's hard
not to feel an answering impulse woward
violence. Bigger jails and wigho sticks
just don’t provide answers for modern
problems—changes must be made in our
basic cultural patern. The alternative
will be riots every weekend just for a
chance to “bet your life.”

Joseph H. McLean

Long Beach, Calilornia

INSUBORDINATE BASTARDS
[ am a Vietnam vetevan and 1 happen
to like the United States. But [ feel that
the Kent Suie killings were an atrocity
committed by the National Guard, and
my sympathies lie with the victims and
their families. R. J. A. Fox (The Playboy
Forum, April) states that he, too. dis-
likes bloodshed but, in almost the same
breath., declares a wish o “have been
there to shoot a lew more ol those wise,
insubordinate bastards.” It seems to me
he should save such epithets for himself,
M. O'Connell
Absecon, New Jerscy

I was not present ar the Kent State
massacre, but T think I qualily as one of
R. J. Al Fox's “insubordinate hastards.”
What he fails 1o understand is that we
have been gerting our heads busted for
something we really believe in: a better
America. Thus we are not scwved to fight
for our country. The war in Vietnam is
not being fought for our country. It is a
war in which 56,000 Americans have died
for a pack of lies.

Andrew M. Wo'f
Santa Monica. California

I wonder if R. J. A. Fox knows or cares
that two of the “insubordinate bastards™
killed at Kent State were not even taking
part in the demonstration. One victim
belonged to the R.O.T. C,, no less. Fox
is a real-life Archie Bunker.

L. Winson
Philadelphia, Pennsylvi

TOLERATING MURDER

Regarding the Kent State massacre, 1
agree with George Fraaz thar “No jus
tice on carth is going to bring those four
students back™ (The Playboy  Forum,
March). However. the remainder of his
letter. arguing that there’s no value in
further prosecutions, was disheartening.

Had Governor James Rhodes been
held to account for his inflammatory
statements and  subsequent orders con-
cerning the Kent State kiliings, perhaps
Governor Nelson Rockeleller mght not
have el so secure in delending the awro-
cious suppression at Attica, New York,
in September 1971, By the same token,
had those National Guardsmen who fired
their weapons on the Kent State campus
been held responsible lor their actions,
a group of Mississippi state highway pa-

trolmen might not have felt so free to
shower a college dormitory at Jackson
State University with lead only ten days
later.

As long as people are permitted to
murder and maim and are not dealt
with justly, we are saying, in effect. that
murder is tolerable and excusable pro-
vided one wears the proper uniform. It
is lor this reason that 1 feel those Na-
tional Guardsmen should be called o
defend their actions in a court of law.

Barry Levine
Buffilo, New York

o

EQUAL INDIGNATION FOR ALL

In the March Playboy Forum, the
attorney for the family of Kent Staue
victim Jeffrev Miller vefers 1o “the me-
dia’s inadequate coverage ol the Kemt
State case.” That unlortunate incident
has gotten hysterical coverage month aft
er month. Conversely. the news media,
civil rights leaders and verbose TV com-
mentators have not shown comparable
reactions to mad-dog street murders such
as those of the wo policemen in New
York and a teacher in Miami. T [eel thac
rraYBoy should show its sense of [air-
ness by giving equal coverage o all
atrocities, whether commiced by long-
hairs, blacks or law-enforcemen asents.

Walter A, Arnesen
Pompano Beach, Florida

When murdey is commilled by privale
individuals, the police can be Irusted to
do their jobs. When—as at Kent State
and Jackson State—it’s the agents of the
laze who are themseloes the killers, some-
one else has to raise the alarm.

BASTION OF DECENCY
1 had to smile when 1 read the phrase

“the Deep South, America’s last bastion
of decency and order”™ used by Charles AL
Kanter in the March Playboy Forum. 1Is
this bastion not the one that includes Sel-
mi. Momgomery. Little Rock, Birming-
ham, Jackson, Oxford and many other
places where public officials defied the
U. S Constitution? Was it not in this
bastion that we lost such notables as Dr.
Martin Luther King and Medgar Evers?
Is this not the same bastion in which a
prominent judge has to have guards 1o
protect his house and Lamily because of
his integration rulings? Bastion of lawless-
ness would be more like it.

William R, Wall

Goldsboro, North Carolina

PSYCHIATRIC ESCAPEE

I'm imprisoned in a mental hospital
and charged with escaping [rom a psy-
chiatric institution. I could be sentenced
o up lo two years in prison. I'm a
physician, and in 1967 1 was accused ol
improprieties by lemale patients. Even
though the charges were false, my lawyer
judged that the safest course was for me
to agree o commiiment as a o oriminal
sexual psychopath, because this would
be viewed as an illness, whereas il 1




Introducing 4-Channel sound

for the front seat
and the back porch.

With this system, what you start
on the road you can finish in
your living room. Because
Panasonic has the first 4-channel
player for your car, that can
also play in your home. Model
CX-601. It’s a discrete 4-channel
system. The only kind of system
that lets a musician recreate
the feeling of a live performance.
The only system that gives you
clear, distinct, separation from
each speaker. So you feel like
you're right inside the music.
Getting this discrete 8-track
player out of your car is a lot
easier than finding a place to park.
Turn a key. The unit slides out.
Then carry it into your house.

If you can’t believe your ears
the first time you hear this
unbelievable new sound, press
the repeat button. You'll hear

- the track again. And when you
decide to put in a new cartridge,
just press the eject button.

For safekeeping. And more listen- And don’t throw away your old

ing. Slide it into the optional home  stereo tapes. Because this

adapter with the oval speakers. system makes them sound even

And you'll get your kicks. The better. When you slide in a

way you did on Route 66. stereo 8-track, you'll hear the
The CX-601 lets you customize Jackson 5 coming out of 4

the sound coming from the 4 speakers. Instead of only 2.

speakers. With sliding tone, You can play Model CX-601

volume, and balance controls. whether you're sitting in a bucket

And tracks change either seat or a love seat. But there’s

automatically. Or manually. With  only one place to see it. At
our program-selector switch. your Panasonic dealer.

Sl st



Rating

In tests by two of Europe’s leading mo

1969: Auto Motor und Sport Magazine

th

1970: Auto Motor und Sport Magazine

15T | Uniroyal 180 (Steel) 15T | Uniroyal 180 (Steel)
2'° | Michelin XAS  (Steel) 2"° | Pirelli CN 36 (Steel)
3%° | Phoenix Sen.  (Fabric) I 3% | Michelin zX (Steel)
4™ | Metzeler Monza (Fabric) 4™ | KleberV10 (Fabric)
L5T” Fulda P 23 (Fabric) 5™ | Semperit (Fabric)
Srorim el B [ 6 | Dunlop SP6B _irabric |

lar track, comfort and wear. In addition, Auto Motor und

Although radial tires are big news in the U.S. to-
day, they have been widely used in Europe—and
increasingly preferred—for the past fifteen years.

To a European motorist, the question today is not

whether to get a radial, but what kind of a radial to get.

To help answer that question, two of Europe’s
leading motoring magazines—‘‘Auto Motor und
Sport” and “Auto Zeitung”’—conducted exhaustive
track tests of the most famous European radial tires.
(Test criteria are described above.)

The results show that steel-belted radials as a
group received higher overall ratings than fabric-

belted radials, winning both first and second places

-

Sport included a test for tire noise in '69, winter suit-

in 1969, 1970 and 1971. They did not, of course, win
in every test category.

The steel-belted radial tires have a built-in advan-
tage which was not included in these tests—substan-
tially greater protection against cuts and punctures—
because the belts under the tread are made of steel
wire. (Cuts are the major cause of tire failure, by
the way.)

Uniroyal steel-belted radials
are now avallable in the United States.

We are pleased to be able to tell you that the Uni-
royal 180 steel-belted radial —which won first place

ines, steel-belted




eradials.

adial tires received higher overall ratings than fabric-belted radials.

1971: Auto Motor und Sport Magazine

1971: Auto Zeitung Magazine

15T | Metzeler Monza (Steel) 15" | Uniroyal 180 (Steel)
2" | Conti TS 771 (Steel) 2% | Michelin zX (Steel)
3% | Uniroyal180  (Steel) 370 | Pirelli CF67  (Fabric)
4™ | Phoenix Sen.  (Fabric) 4™ | Conti TS 771 (Steel)
5™ | Fulda P 25 Rib (Fabric) 5™ | KleberV10 (Fabric)
6™ | Goodyear G80O (Fabric) 6™ | ContiTT 714  (Fabric)
ability in '70 and aquaplaning tendency in '71. 6TH Fulda p 2 5 Rib (FabfiC)
overall in three out of four of the above series of tests TH 7
--—isr now available in this countr; igvseiz;sr to fit most 8 Dunlop Sp 57F (Fabric)
f the popular European cars. . . .
° In de::li]:ion,rUni:'oyal is now making a steel-belted 9TH Ph oenix P110T| (Fabric)
rl::dial\_} especliazlly desifdne%hfor Amerig:n cars.ﬁalleg
t 1 ta 40M. is tire i i TH H -
in%he"ggg’; 2 eGSR “Cél 10™ | Bridgestone  (Fabric)
ther companies are beginning to offer you steel-
belted rradia]s. But bear in mind that the srteel-belted 10™ | Metzeler Monza (Steel)
radial is a more l4:liﬂ"'n:|.tlt tilre to mﬁke bl:ecause steel
is a more difficult material to work with. TH .
" Uniror;al has matlile more than 20 n;iﬂion stﬁ-el- ' 12 Metzeler Monza (Fabric)
elted radials over the past 12 years, and knows how
to make them properly. I 13TH GOOdyear G800 (Fabric)
In fact, there are only two tire companies in the
world that have this much experience in making
steel-belted radials—Michelin and Uniroyal. I;zll:edn;s:f::i.l, you can bet your boots he's going to let

When you go to buy a steel-belted radial,
don’t let them sell you just a radial tire or a
steel-belted tire. It’s not the same thing.

Here is how to tell what you're getting. If the
dealer tells you it’s a “radial tire”’, you can be pretty
sure it’s a fabric-belted radial. If he tells you it’s a
“steel tire,” the chances are it’s a steel-

Would you like to know the name of a dealer in
your locality where you can get Uniroyal steel-belted
radials? Telephone (800)-243-6000 anytime, free of
charge. In Connecticut, call 1-(800)-882-6500.

Would you like to get a complete and unabridged
English translation of the reports of all four of the
radial tire tests described above? Send 25¢ to Dept.

GP, Uniroyal, Oxford, Connecticut

belted bias construction. (That is, a con-
ventional tire, without the performance
advantages of a radial.) If it’s a steel-

L)

UNIROYAL

06749. When you’re finished reading this
series of test reports, you’ll know what to
look for in radial tires.

€ Uniroyal
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stood trial and were convicted of a fel-
ony I could never again practice medi-
cine. I agreed, giving up my chance o
prove my innocence, and was confined
in the maximum-security ward ol Beatty
Memorial Hospital, Westville, Indiana.

After being held for a year there, 1 was
judged not to have any sexual problem
and was vanskerred to the civil side of
the hospital. Having a wile and three
children struggling on welfare. I left the
hospital without a discharge while on a
pass. I got a job as a resident psychiatric
physician for the ste of  Arkansas.
When I wrote to Beatty for my medical
records, Indiana authorities issued a war-
rant lor my arrest under a new sexual-
deviant law passed in April 1971, This
law mitkes escape from a  psychiatric
institution a crime for criminal sexual
psychopaths and criminal sexual deviants.
It does not apply to most of the inmates
in mental institntions in this state,

Now I am again behind bricks and
barbed wire at Beatty. Tt has been al-
most five years since it was alleged that 1
was guilty of misconduct. I can't be
discharged umil the esape charge is
resolved. This may take two or three
more years, and 1 have been locked up
here almost 1two years already, without
any conviction for a aime.

Robert E. Hales, M. D.
Westville, Indiana

CARNAL IGNORANCE

Showing the widely acclaimed, R-rated
film Carnal Knowledge has resulted in
an Albany, Georgia, movichouse opera-
tor's being convicted  for  distributing
obscene materials. An all-male jury de-
liberated lor two days belore reaching
its decision. which resulted in a year's
probation and a 3750 fine lor the cinema
operator. As of now. no decision has
been made on whether or not an appeal
will be filed.

Even in a reputedly progressive city,
apparently people are prone to censor art
in the name of suppressing pornography.

Dave Risher
Macon, Georgia

DEAR MR. KEATING . . .

Having received a copy ol the by-
now-notorious  anti-pornography  form
lewter that Charles H. Keating, Jr., of
Citizens [or Decent Literature, is mail-
ing o people all over the country, 1
wrote a reply with the help of a Iriend.
We are both flm makers
thoroughly against  censorship.
part of what we wrote 1o Keating:

and  are

Here's

We've read your letter and found
it an insult to our intelligence. We
cannot believe that you have dis-
counted all the scientific research
done in the field of sexually explicit
materials. We also find it incredible

that you can boast of spending 600
hours a year battling pornography,
when there are so many real prob-
lems—war, starvation, poverty and
the like—to be fought.

As individuals, we can’'t under-
stand anyone trying to control the
private morals of others. As artists,
we intend to do everything possible
to resist such oppression.

Robert S. Costa
Richard Jones
Pittsburgh. Penusylvania

SMUT IN OUTER SPACE

After The Los Angeles Times pub-
lished a picture of the plague depicting
nude lemale and male human  beings
sent beyond the solar system aboard the
Pioneer 10 spacecraft. a reader wrote in
to complain. His letter, which I consider
a superb specimen of a certain type of
mentality. concluded as lollows:

Isn’t it bad enough that we must
tolerate the bombardment of por-
nography through the media of flm
and smut magazines? Isn’t it bad
enough that our own space-agency
officials have found it necessary 10
spread this filth even bevond our
own solar system?

Frank R. Hill
Sama Monica, California

LEWD AND LASCIVIOUS COHABITATION

I represent a voung man who was
employed as a probation officer by the
Florida Pavole and Probation Com-
mission in AMiami. Less than two weeks
after he was hired, his superiors heard a
rumor that he was living with a girl who
was not his wile. He was asked for his
resignation and he submitted it Prior
to the resignation. he was told that he
could continue his employment il he
cither married the girl or moved out
and lived alone or with male compan-
ions. He told the commission representa-
tves that he was not having an illiat
relationship with the girl in question,
and he submitted two other addresses
where he might be staving, This made
no diflerence, and his employment was
terminated.

As a vesult of this incident, an official
of the commission distvibured & memo
referving to “well-founded rumors” that
other employees were living with women
without beneht of clergy and warned as
follows:

I have been directed to mlorm all
employees of this distict that the
practice will not be tolerated. Such
a sitwation is a vielation of the
Florida statutes (798.02) and is pun-
ishable by 1wo years in the suate
prison, or in the county jail lor one
vear, or a fine of S500.

Since we have a goal of rehabilitat-
ing criminal offenders, it is. to say
the least. blatant hyvpocrisy to expect
parolees and probationers o live
within the law, when SUPEIVIsOrs
choose to violate both the legal and
moral codes of socicty.

The Florida statutes referred to vead
in part: “If any man and woman, not
being married 1o each other, lewdly and
Iasciviously associate and cohabit togeth-
er .. . they shall be punished . . . in the
state prison not exceeding two years.”

The commission’s response 1o my el
lorts to discuss the case has been unsatis-
factory. As a result, 1 am considering
filing a Federal civil rights suit.

R. Jerome Sanford
Attorney at Law
Miami, Florida

SINGLES-BAR SCENE

John Costello (The Playboy Forum,
April) contends that a singles bar is “a
place that provides an opportunity to
meet people, not necessarily an opportu
nity to get laid.” T disagree. For those
who seek bed partners, the latenight
bar scene offers abundant prospects. It is
naive (or perhaps sclf-consoling) to con
sider one’s own cexperience indicative of
everyone's. Men looking for sexual en-
counters with women they meet in singles
bars are not necessarily the pseudosophis-
ticated or come-on-strong types. Wom-
cn enjoy sex as much as men do. A
womin is not doing a man a favor by
going home with him, since she stands
to gain as much from the experience as
hie does. In a world in which long-term
emotional involvement js often impract
cal or undesirable, a one-night-stand
Kind ol guy is in greater demand than
cver.

I'm not a male-chauvinist pig nor a
neurotic who has to bed a different wom
an every night. I simply believe that
varicty is a good thing and that a singles
bar is one of the better places o meer
women who share that view,

Greg Martin
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

In the March Playboy Forum, you
published two weplics 10 my letter ti-
ted “Hang-ups ol the Free,” which ap-
peared in the December 1971 Forum. An
anonymous bachelor girl Libeled me un
realistic, while Jim Davis probably felt
he was being kind when he veferred 1o
me merely as “the cdown.” Good show:
there’s obviously more 10 this 1opic than
mecets the eye.

Both the bachelor girl and Davis im
ply that no one in his right mind would
go to a singles bar with the expeaation
of mecting a willing bed partner on
short notice. I maintain that there are
many men and women who frequent
singles bars for just that purpose. 1



think it’s reasonable to ask why they
don’t get together more olien. The an-
swer—aside {rom leftover puritanical at-
titudes—is that many of them are overly
selective and closed-minded. This exces-
sive selectivity is especially noticeable in
the type of person who identifies himself
or hersell as one of the Beautiful People.
Such men and women see themselves as
being of such high caliber that they can
only settle lor prime stock in the opposite
sex.  Experienced singles will - probably
agree with me that the less pretentious
person is usually a helluva better com-
panion, in and out of bed, than most of
the Beautiful People.

Four vears ago, when [ first arrived on
Fun City's swinging East Side from a
small New England own, 1 went alter
the feminine members of the Beautilul
People set. Since then, I've given up on
that sort, because after i's all over and
my head is vesuing on the pillow, T like
to have a real person to talk o,

My point is thae singles in search of a
good night's lay should admit o them-
selves what they want and not be so
damned picky. This would resulu in few-
er people going home alone and being
frustrated. or—even worse—going home
with someone and ending up fruswated,

{(Name withheld by request)
New York, New York

SEX-DATA SERVICE
The stadl ol the Instituie for Sex Re-
scarch s aware that bhoth vesearchers and
the general public are often in need of
accurate sex information. PLAYBOY'S an-
swers amnd comments in the Adoisor and
Forum columns |n‘m'idc well-researched,
reliable inlormaton in response to spe-
cific questions asked by readers. The
mstitute offers 1two other sources ol data
that pravsoy's readers might find ol
interest. Our information  service gives
scientific [acts and  bibliogiaphic refer-
ences on human sexuality. Also, the in-
stitute  conducts  an amnual  two-week
intensive educational program o cover
all aspects ol the subject. To learn more
about either the information service or
this year's program, which will be held
here July 16-27. contact the Institute for
Sex Reseirch, 416 Morrison Hall, Indi-
ana University. Bloomington, Indiana.
Ruth Beasley
Information Service Coordinator
Institue for Sex Rescarch
Bloomingron, Indiana

NUDITY, REAL AND PICTORIAL

The controversy over the inareased
explicitmess ol reaveoy’s nude photogri-
phy. as well as the velated question of
whether or not there's any harm in
childven’s catching a glimpse of such pic-
tures, scems trivial to one who has en-
joyed public nudity. I first went to a
nude heach in 1970 and found that the
most dilicult part of the experience was
the apprehension 1 {ele belorehand. My

13-vear-old daughter was with me and 1
couldn’t imagine appearing naked in
front of her. She, God biess her, was
reasonably free of inhibitions, having
always received [ull and frank answers o
her questions about sex. She looked for-
ward to the development of her breasts.
not to attract boyvs but because she felt
it meant the end ol being a child. She
greeted her first menstrual period with a
sense of accomplishment, not with lear.
On 1he beach. she swripped down so
casually that my pride would not let me
be outdone. It was only when the last of
myv clothing was off that I realized there
was nothing 1o i, At that stage. I would
have been uncomlortible and embarrassed
only if I had besn wearing something.
As lor rravsoy, I made a point of
showing my daughter one ol the critical
letters and the copics of the magazinge in
question. Her reaction was, “So what?”
The sooner children learn the [acas of
life. the beuer their atitudes. T applaud
reavsoy, not merely  lor publishing
nudes but beciuse it publishes them in
better taste than any other magazine.
Major Jack R. Elder, U.S. AL (Ret.)
APO New Yok, New York

BILL BAIRD'S VICTORY

After a siruggle that began with my
arrest in April 1967, the U.S. Supreme
Cowrt has declared NMassachuserts” Crimes
Against Chasuty  law  unconstitutional.
This decision could knock out obsolete
Liws in 26 states and establish that single
people have the right to contraceptives.
rLAvBOY readers may recall that my
crime was lecturing on birth conurol 1o
an audience at Boston University and
eiving a package ol nonprescriptive con-
vaceptive foam to an unmarried stu-
dent. Lawvers have told me that the
dedision in my case may provide a basis
for nullifying anti-sex laws in general,
such as those against abortion, fornication
and sodomy.

My lile has been dedicited 1o the
principle that every person regardless of
age or marital status has the right to
contraceptives and abortions. The non-
profit. Parems’ Aid Society in Hemp-
stead. which T founded almost a decade
ago, has helped over 15.000 women get
sale. low-cost abortions. The opposi-
tion my work has generated has been
incredible, hecause it has come not just
[rom the predictably conservarive reli-
gious and political elements but also
from people who should have been my
allies. Last summer, I was jailed for
corvupting the morals of a 1H-month-old
baby (the infant happened to be in the
audience when I was delivering a birth-
control lecture). Not one feminist group
would respond o my request thar it
file an amicus curiae bricf in my behall.
I and other males were bamned from
speaking at equality vallies beciuse of
our sex. The ulumate absurdity came
when National Ovganization lor Women

founder Betty Friedan told newspaper
reporters, “It's been rumored that Bill
Baird is a C1A agent”

I am griwetul 10 the Playboy Founda-
tion and 10 many others who have helped.
I'm deeply in debt after this lengthy
struggle, and Paremts’ Aid Society’s pro-
grams require funds, volunteers and sup-
pliecs. My main sowrce of income is
lecturing and T greatly need the help ol
anvone connected with a college or civic
group who can aid in arranging leaure
dates for me. Perhaps now that my name
has been cleaved. some of those previously
sensitive to my prison record will pevmit
me to share with the public some ol the
struggles I've had. I'm eager 1o do so.

Bill Baird, Director
Parents” Aid Sociery
l-lcmpslc;u[, New York

ABORTION AID

Three days belore my wedding, [
learned that 1 was pregnant. T was
stunned. My hushand-to-be and 1 were
quite unprepared for the emotional and
financial problems that having a family
would have caused at the time. Fortu-
natelv. T remembered secing the repot
“The Abortion Backlash™ in the Septem-
ber 1971 Playboy Fonuomn listing phone
numbers or, among others, the Clergy
Consultation Service. I called it and was
relerved to a nearby minister who was
very well informed and understanding
and who, in turn, referred me 1o a clinic
in New York.

There were a number of women at
the clinic on the day | went there, and
we were all weated with courtesy d
concern. The helphul atmosphere of the
clinic, combined with the nonjudgmen-
ttl atntude of the swalf. did much o0
alleviate my fears concerning abortion.

The procedure itsell was briel and
ncarly painless, and the cost was nomi-
nal. coming to about one fourth of
what I had expected. Though I wouldn't
want to repeat the experience, 1 am not
ashamed of what I did; 1 feel thar it was
necessary 1o preserve my self-respect and
my saniry.

(Name and address
withheld by request)

ABORTION AND CATHOLICISM

In a letter in the April Playboy Fo-
runm. Helen Smith, chaivman of the THi-
nois Citizens for the Medical Conuol of
Abortion, chavged that the anti-abortion
campaign in the U.S. is almost solely a
product of the Gatholic Chureh. T would
like Ms. Smith to consider the following
facts:

1. Americans United f[or Lile, \Wash-
ington, D.C., is a nonsccarian group
apposed to abortion. It is headed by
men such as professor George Williams
of the Harvard University Divinity
School. professor Will Herberg ol Drew
University, Dr. Kenneth Mizner of Los

(concluded on page 19)
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The beginning of the end
of the nonsense we both go
through torentacar.

Every time you rent a car you wait around while we fill out the same old rent a
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car form.

With the same old questions. No matter how many times you've answered
them before.

You don’t like it. We don't like it. Here's how Number One Club works.

Just show your license and charge card.

-

Well, it wasn’t easy, but we solved
the problem. By creating an entirely
new way of renting cars.

It’s called Hertz Number One Club.
Once you're amember you'll never again
have to bother with a rent a car form and
all the aggravation that goes with it.

You can get information on the Hertz
Number One Club at any Hertz counter.
We'll either give you an application right
there, or have you fill out a card so we can
send you one.

Here’s how it works. First you join
for free and we send you a membership
= card.Then whenever you reserve
a Ford or other car from us, your
y rentacar form will
P24 Dbe filled out in ad-

B vance,and waiting.
(P  So when you come to
i the counter all youdois
show vour license and
charge card, sign your name, and go.

Or sign your name and stay.

Because once our girls are free from
filling out forms, they can devote their
attention to more important things.

Like you.

Hertz
Number One Club

It could make any other way
of renting cars obsolete.
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o nrees. ANTHONY HERBERT

a candid conversation with the “supersoldier” who was forced to leave
the army for exposing war crimes—and high-level cover-up—in vietnam

In 1944, a gangly I4-year-old boy
named Anthony Herbert van away from
his home in Herminie, a tough Pennsyloa-
nia coal-mining lown, to jon the Marines
in the Pacific. His mother and his high
school principal followed him, con-
vinced the Marines he wasn’t I7 and
took him back home. Three years later
he tried again and, along with a black
friend, was ﬂt"{'('p!(.'d imlo the postwar
volunteer Army. “IWe entered under the
buddy system.” Herbert recalls, “and
were promised duly in the same unit,
but the fust thing they did was split us
up. I ecomplained to my commander and
was told that Negroes and whites never
serve in the same oulfit. It was my first
experience wilh segregation.” He was still
questioning the system 24 years later, and
it finally cost him his military career.

By any reckoning, that career was a
remarkable one. At 22, he was the most
decorated enlisted man in the Korean
War, with a Bronze Star, three Silver
Stars, four Purple Hearts and an array
of additional medals from our Govern-
ment and others. Afier a tour of world
captials as an “Outstanding Soldiey” and
a “Tony Herbert Day” in his home
town, he hung up his uniform, got mar-
vied and cnrolled at the Unwersity of
Pittsburgh to get a B. A. in English. But

in 1956 he re-enlisted—as a second lieu-
tenani—and went off on a lowr of duly
that took him from Germany (where he
led the Rangers) to Africa (on classified
mtelligence missions) to the Middle East
(wheve he scuba-dived from an  intelli-
gence ship) to the Dominican Republic
(into which he took the first group of
Amevican paratvoopers during the 1965
crisis) and finally to Vietnam (wheve he
served with the Green Berets). Herbert
also became an expert in nearly all the
martial arls, yel he found time lo learn
several languages, pick up a master’s
degree in psychology, write a book on
Korea and do a psychological study of
General Patton as part of lus Ph.D. work.

Back in the Staies in 1968 as an
R. O. T. C. instructor at the Universily of
Georgia, Licutenant Colonel Hevbert wol-
uniecered to veturn lo Vietnam, where he
became a battalion commander in the
elite 173vd Airborne Brigade and quickly
won another Silver Star, three more
Bronze Stars, lwo Ay Medals, an drmy
Commendation Medal for Palor and a
recommendation for the Distinguished
Sevvice Cross. In September [971, The
New York Times quoted a letter fo Her-
bert’s wife from one of the officers in
his batialion: “This guy is absolutely
incredible. He s the perfect warrior—
a supersoldier, if I ever saw one. He is

brilliant yet simple, tough but gentle,
and I believe he is absolutely fearless.”
The same article quoted a general who
called him “one of the best, if not the
best combat commander in the whole
goddamned Aymy.” He was definitely due
a general’s stav. But on April 4, 1969,
after only 38 days in command, he was
abruptly relieved, given an efficiency re-
port that eliminaled all chance of future
promotion and sent back io the U. S.
IWhat happened to “the perfect war-
rior”? Herbert says he was relicved be-
cause of his peysisten! atiempts (o report
way crimes to his superiors and their
desive to cover them up lo protect thewr
carcers. The Army said it was “unsatis-
factory performance of duty” but later
withdvew this charge and left no official
veason for his vemouval. Herbert was
forced o investigate his war-crimes al-
legations al his own expense while sta-
tioned at Fort Leavenworih and laier
at a nondescript recruiting office i At-
lanta’s Fort McPherson. 4 Jew days after
winning an all-Army trophy for the best
re-enlisiment vecord in the couniry, he
was demoted lo an cven  lesser  post.
Finally, in March 1971, he filed formal
charges against his commanders in Viet-
nam, Colonel J. Ross Franklin and Major
Generval John Barnes, accusing them of
dercliction of duty, concealment of a

“Why in hell don’t these generals get out
theve on the booby-trapped trails and be
‘cowards’ with the vest of us? I'll go back
to Smigon and take responsibility for send-
ing them (o their deaths.”

“Kissinger is a fat little professor. I imag-
ine when he was a little kid in the streel,
somebody kicked Ins ass and ook his fool-
ball and played a game with it, and gave
it back when he was done.”

“If you've guilty of war crimes, you'll be
made commandant of West Pomnt, or at
least the President will come to your de-
fense. But when you veporl war crimes,
youw'll get thrown out of the Army.”
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felony and failure to obey regulations—
all legalese for covering up war crimes.
Since then Herberl has been charged with
assaull, forced to vesign, heard his wife
and daughter abused and seen his charges
against Franklin and Barnes dropped.

Concerned about the issues raised by
the man some call a charlatan and others
call the only honorable figure in the
Army, rravsoy assigned two Vietnam
veterans, Bruce Galloway and Robert B.
Johnson, Jr., to unravel his complex
story. They found if difficult even to be-
gin, because of new Army regulations de-
signed to prohibit Herbert, then still in
uniform, from speaking publicly and be-
cause of lus lawyer’s fears that the inter-
view would be confiscated by the Army
and used to delay his rvetivement or as
grounds for a court-martial. Finally, on
the day of his retivement, they began.
Here are their impressions:

“Chasing Tony Herbert was an ex-
hausting job. The nighis were very laic,
but the mornings came carly with a call
from him: ‘The officers at Fort Mc-
Pherson are already up and working.
Yow’'ll never win the revolution in bed;
let’s get going” His home is on a
rapidly integrating, quict suburban streel
in Atlanta and belies his pasi; the only
military souveniy we saw was a minialure
bayonet used as a letter opener. Physically,
he’s imposing. Even John Wayne would
be hard pui to oulfight this man. And he
projects the same sincerily and authority.
For ten days we searched for inconsisten-
cies in his story and could find nothing
but a contradiction between his hard-bii-
ten combat experiences and his gentle,
friendly nature. He emerged as a kind
of high-ranking, unfunny Good Soldicr
Schweik who salutes his superiors and,
much (o their dismay, does exactly what
they order. He is a baltle-toughened, in-
tellectual ex-Avmy officer who has decided
to use all his strength, his awareness of the
system and his impeccable combal record
to force that institution into veshaping
itself. He is feared and hated within the
Army for these attrvibutes, but because of
them, he may just possibly win.”

PLAYBOY: When did you first become
aware of war crimes in Vietnam?

HERBERT: In 1965 and '66, on temporary
assignment with the Special Forces. 1
was told to go out and execute Vietnam-
cse as part of the Phoenix program—
which had carlier been called Sphynx.
Phoenix is a CIA-run operation that
identifies members of the Viet Cong and
sends teams out to eliminate them. They
call it execution, but it amounts to as
sassination or plain murder; using the
word execution only gives it a ring of
legality. Ir implies that a man has been
tried, judged, sentenced and now he's
to be exccuted. My mission was 1o go out
and wipe out a lamily and make it look
like the V.C. had done it in order to
get the villagers back on our side. Now,

1 just couldn’t do this. I said no. that
I would take any other mission, but I
wouldn’t go out and kill unarmed in-
dividuals. I asked, “Who identifies these
people I'm supposed to kill?” The an-
swer was, “Well, we have Vietnamese
people Irom the area who'll take care
of this” So T asked how we knew that
a man didn’t have a more personal rea-
son for having this or that family wiped
out. Maybe lor revenge or, even worse,
maybe he’s a double agent and he's
pointing out the good people instead of
the bad people. It was too shaky a thing
for me. so I said, “I'm not going to do it
If theyre that bad and they're supposed
to be Killed, instead of a Vietnamese
pointing them out with his finger. just
hand him a rifle and let him point with
tt—and then squeeze the rigger.” A sort
ol early Vietnamization program.
PLAYBOY: Who told you to do these
things?

HERBERT: Well, the guy who was running
it at that time. like everybody else in the
program, had a cover name. You go in
and meet Smith, Ward or Jones, a bunch
of people with very short names. In a
way, it covers guilt. You didn't do it
Mpr. Smith did. It becomes unreal to you.
That's why there's so much talk about
unreality in the Viemam war. The V. C.
and the North Vietnamese are the dinks,
the slopes, the gooks. They're the bad
guys, we're the good guys. The airplane
that fires miniguns all over is Puff the
Magic Dragon. Areas targeted for dev-
astation are “free-fire zones.”” It's like
going through the looking glass. When
you come back to the real world, you
step back through it, and the dead all
jump back up.

PLAYBOY: Did you witness and report any
war crimes during this period?

HERBERT: No, I didn’t see any. If T had
witnessed a war crime, T damn sure
would have reported it. 1 had the same
understanding of the Geneva Conven-
tion and the rules of land warfare then
as I do now. and they haven’t changed.
PLAYBOY: Did vou hear any talk among
other Army officers of war crimes during
the build-up in Vietnam?

HERBERT: Sure. I did. I was with a naval-
intelligence ship like the Pueblo in the
Mediterranean as a liaison officer 1o do
some intelligence diving and after that
taught R.O.T.C. at the University of
Georgia. At these places and ar other
stations around the world I heard
young officers talk about “blowing away
gooks” and that kind of thing, but I
thought they were green soldiers trving
to be tough by talking tough. I felr all
these war stories were exaggerations by
weak men. It was hard for me 1o believe
that American officers would talk like
that and really mean it.

PLAYBOY: During this period, what were
your views on the war?

HERBERT: I Dbelieved what the President
said. I didn’t know ¢nough about what

was really happening. All I was fed in
the Army. of course, was the total propa-
ganda line. I mean, I believed the Gulf
of Tonkin story, that things had actually
occurred like that. We weren’t as [ortu-
nate as the citizenry today: we had no
Dan Ellsberg to tell us differently. But
even if it hadn’t been like that, T would
still have gone, gladly. It wouldn’t have
mattered to me what had occurred: the
fact was that it had occurred and we
were now there. Whether we were there
legally or not made no difference; we
just had to do the best job we could
under the circumstances: stay alive and
help these people as much as we possi-
bly could. I believed we were over there
to do good.

PLAYBOY: You rctwrned to Vietnam in
August of 1968, after the Tet offensive
and after the mood of the countrv had
obviously changed about the war. Did you
want to go back?

HERBERT: Sure. I was still an officer in the
Army and there was still a war going on
over there, so I volunteered to return. 1
hadn’t served a full tour in Vietnam
and had never served with Americans.
The carly trips were spent with Cambo-
dians, going across the border to moni-
tor wraffic on the Ho Chi Minh trail. I
felt. when I went back that I ought to
see how American troops operated and
learn about what was changing in the
way of tactics and equipment. I hadn’t
even operated out of helicopters and 1
knew that was the going thing in the
Army. I wanted to sce how they were
used in action.

PLAYBOY: What was your new assignment?
HERBERT: 1 became the Inspector General
of the 173rd Airborne Bricade. When
an enlisted man has no other recourse,
he can go to the I.G., who then goes
outside command channels and theoreti-
cally serves justice. He investigates the
case. sees whether there’s any legitimacy
to the man’s complaints and then—with-
out exposing the individual to any re
taliation from above—takes some action
to make things right. It comes from way
back in the Army, from Von Steuben in
the Revolutionary War; he was the first
I.G. It’s designed to make sure the en-
listed man has a recourse for justice
in the military.

OfF course, that's not how it works
today. When you take over as I. G., the
general calls you in for a Dbricfing
and says, “Look, you're on my staff and I
want you to know right away that
your real job is to protect me.” So as
soon as a man comes in with a com-
plaint, you find something to knock that
complaint the hell out as unjustified
before the man writes to Congress. But 1
had been an enlisted man, so I took the
job to heart, the way it was intended.
That was OK with General Allen, who
was the brigade commander then. He
had been an  enlisted man himsell



However, some commanders just couldn’t
tolerate an 1. G. who did his job. Tt went
completely against their personality and
their type of training—the West Point-
type training. The junior man had no
rights; he never did. Everything was for
the good of the commander’s image, for
the good of the brigade—which meant
for the good of the commanders. The
key phrase used to justily any type ol
illegal action was always “for the good
of the brigade.” We can't ler this get
out and spoil our image. The civilians
wouldn’t understand. For the good of
the brigade, you could cover up fraud
and theft, rape and murder. For the
good of the brigade, you could let people
get away with anything—even il it vio-
lated the Geneva Convention or any
other legal, moral or cthical code or set
of standards.

PLAYBOY: You later became a battalion
commander. Did you request the job?
HERBERT: No. While I was 1. G., General
Allen said he was going to assign me as
a commander. A licutenant colonel who
commanded the First Baualion of the
508rd Infantry was shot down in a heli-
copter and broke a leg or something and
I was told that General Allen had decid-
ed I would take over the unit, to come
down with all my combat gear ready to
go to the field immediately. So I threw
everything in my rucksack and went
whistling down there—you know, going
to be a commander. But when 1 got
there, the brigade sergeant major told
me something had happened; he was
kind ol pissed about it. It seems they had
a West Pointer named Hemning—who
had been at West Point with Franklin,
by the way—who had 20 years as a comr
missioned officer but had never had a
command. He had been sent over to
Vietnam to get his ticket punched—get
his command time. That's the way it's
done. Whether a man has a good combat
record or not deesn’t matter. 1 he's one
of the boys—a West Pointer—and he’s
going to be selected for big things in
the Army, he has to go out and command
troops.

I congratulated Henning and went
back to my job as L. G. Then General
Allen called me in and said he was
leaving, but he'd make sure I got the
next battalion that opened up. About
six wecks later, I took over Second Bat-
talion and that was it. But Colonel
Franklin told me, “Don’t count on being
here more than 30 days”” The night
Barnes gave me the battalion, he said,
“l know you're ncither a Leavenworth”
—that's the Army school that’s called
the school for generals—"nor a West
Point graduate. I hope you can handle
the job.” Well, I had been in three wars
and I knew damned well 1 could do it
as well as or better than the rest of them
who were already doing it. But I just
said, “Well, T'll try, sir.” So I became a

battalion commander.

PLAYBOY: Why 50 days? Was Franklin
antagonistic to you?

HERBERT: [ don't know. Maybe he just
resented the fact that I wasn’t a ring-
knocker.

PLAYBOY: Ring-knocker?

HERBERT: West Point graduates wear these
big class rings. and they’re always tap-
ping them on tabletops in case you forget
they're wearing one. Maybe Franklin
wanted a fellow ring-knocker to have that
battalion. At least thats what the bri-
gade sergeant major swears. Or maybe it
was because 1 had been a little too dedi-
cated as an L. G. and Franklin thought
I might not be a good team player. Any-
way. I didn’t think about it much at that
time. I had a banalion to get in shape,
and I knew enough about the unit to
expect some real problems.

PLAYBOY: Whit sort ol problems?

HERBERT: T here had been two attempts on
the previous commander’s lile. There
had been quite a few [raggings in that
battalion, ol both officers and senior en-
listed men. One man had both legs blown
off; seven people had been wounded by
a grenade, and a Claymore mine had been
blown right at the ractical-operations
center—a mine set to Kill the s, for
Christ's sake. Something had to be done,
and the way to start was by leveling. So
I got all the troops out and said, "OK,
a lot of you men have been convicted of
minor crimes, like having marijuana,
crimes you think you're not guilty of,
but you've heen charged and hned
hundreds of dollars. You've been, in
your estimation, screwed by the green
machine. I'm not going to argue wheth-
er you were right or the preceding bat-
talion commander was right. However,
any punishment that he gave you, I can
give the money back, I can dean your
record, T can eliminate anv charges that
he made against you, because I'm the
battalion commander now. That's the
way it works in the Army. I'm going to
take the first step. Those of you who are
going home tomorrow, you stay clean
until tomorrow and you'll go home with
a clean record. Your whole year will be
clean.” Somcbody had to make the first
move. We didn’t have any more trouble.
The marijuana problem ended. Every-
thing just ended.

PLAYBOY: Drug abusc secems to be one of
the most persistent problems in Viet-
nam. Why?

HERBERT: The Army creates its own drug
problem. The Army thinks a man who's
kept busy won't take drugs, so it tries
to keep soldiers busy at all costs by
giving them meaningless menial tasks to
perform, no matter what their qualifica-
tions or interests. On top of that, officers
and N. C. Os with nothing better to do
harass the woops day and night. It's not
fear of combat that drives most men to
drugs in Vietnam—it's harassment and

boredom. Also, the Army doesn’t distin-
guish  between marijuana and  hard
drugs, forcing the troops to use the least
detectable—heroin. Not only does the
Army drive enlisted men to look for an
escape; its corrupt members help make
that escape available to them. And look
at the Army’s current solution—burn the
marijuana fields of Vietnamese [armers
and then pay to cure. or at least dry out,
heroin addicts as they leave Vietnam.
Got to be sure “our boys™ are clean before
they get back to the real world. A month
later, of cowrse, it becomes a civilian
problem. a family problem; the Govern-
ment s absolved of its responsibility.
PLAYBOY: Some people think that the
drug problem and the fraggings in Viet-
nam are evidence of a decline in the
quality of the American soldier. Do you
think there’s any truth to that?
HERBERT: ‘The men I served with in Viet-
nam are the finest soldiers this country
has ever produced. Anyone who thinks
he did more in World War Two than
these guys did over in the jungles is just
bullshiving himself. The average grunt
or sergeant in Vietnam would do any-
thing you told him to. They were almost
[atalistic about it. As long as it was
legitimate and you were out there with
them. it was OK. no matter what the
chances ol getting blown away. If you
were out there with them, doing what
they had 1o do, not trying to win pro-
motions and decorations, then they'd do
it all. The guys T was with in Korea who
were considered really brave would be
about average in the jungles of Vietnam.
There are people in the Army now
who say that the troops that went over
to Vietnam were a bunch of bums. But
the people who are doing the crying are
the people who are at [ault. Tv was had
leadership that made some of these
troops into substandard performers. Men
just won't go out and fight and die for
somebody who doesn’t care about them.
never sees them, never shares their risks
while they're out doing the bleeding.
I the troops didn't perform like the
eenerals wanted them to, it was because
the generals weren't doing their job. It's
thae simple.
PLAYBOY: What did you do that other
commanders didn’t to win the confi-
dence of your troops?
HERBERT: T got cverybody—including my-
self—out of the rcar. You have to be over
there to know just how important that is.
You can find comfort—hell, luxury—in
Vietnam, a war zone, that's unlike any-
thing you could find this side of a Miami
Beach resort hotel. The American people
were paying for 500,000 troops over there.
but the fact is that about 475,000 of
these men were cooling their heels, living
better than they could cver afford to
live in America or any place else in this
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world, living like potentates, like kings.
We just flaunted it. Cigarettes were free.
Cigars were [ree. Beer was free. Whiskey
was almost free. Everything was free,
Now, a real winuned-down fighting bri-
gade, according to the manual, should
be able o operate almost out of two
little tents and a jeep—out of its back
pocket. But our brigade, which was
representative, had this vast complex of
swimming pools, pizza joints, stcak-
houses, Dairy Queens, outdoor thea-
ters and clubs with two or three bands
playing every night.

PLAYBOY: You had all this in just your
brigade?

HERBERT: Yc¢s. An atrborne combat brigade,
no less. And ail of this was for the enjoy-
ment of those who never saw combat—
all but a few hundred of our ten or
eleven thousand men. But everyone was
drawing combat pay. In his mess, General
Barnes actually had men in white jackets
with little winetasting cups around their
necks. I know a major whose responsibil-
ity was teaching these men how to taste
wine for General Barnes. All this while
the same few hundred guys, without any
support whatsoever, were out there dying,
humping it every day, day alter day, for
all these thousands of men woasting cach
other over the bar.

PLAYBOY: Apart from its demoralizing
effects on those who had to do the
fighting, did all this rear-ueca country-
clubbing ever interlere with operations
in the held?

HERBERT: All the time. We couldnt get
what we needed for combat because it
was being used for other missions. Like
making lile easy. The brigade had a
pizza chopper, for example. If you or-
dered enough pizzas, a helicopter would
deliver them. It was supposed to be
based on the availability of the helicop-
ter, but that was bullshit. You wanted
pizza, youd get a chopper. Well, one
day I had some wounded after a fire fight
north of An Khe and I called for medi-
cal evacuation—a “dust-ofl.” But the
medical chopper was out somewhere
and they said I'd have to wait. But I
couldn’t wait, so I ordered a stack of
pizzas and 1 had a helicopter in no time
flat. I put my wounded on—two wound-
eds and a guy with malaria. Later, I was
called in and chewed out.

PLAYBOY: By whom?

HERBERT: General Barnes. He bitched at
me for making unauthorized use of a
pizza chopper. My men should at least
have been in critical condition, he told
me. Christ! Maybe he was peeved that 1
hadn’t paid for the pizzas.

pLAYBOY: With all that high living in the
rear, didn’t your men resent being taken
into combat?

HERBERT: Not much. They were doing
what they'd been sent to do. And out in
the field there was no harassment, no
bullshit, no make-work, no idle time.
When you're out in the bush, you have



to do your job and count on the other
man to do his. Your life (ltptl‘ldi on it
S0 you get tight with the guys in your
outfit and you take pride in what you do.
A man can’t feel much pride when he's
back at an R & R beach tending bar or
lifeguarding.

Well, I put a stop to a lot of that, and
when my troops out in the field saw the
euys who had been living it up back at
base out there with them, that ended
some of the resentment they'd lelt before
I took over the battalion. They also saw
me out there, so they knew they weren't
being run by remote control, being told
to take risks their commander wasn't
willing 10 wke. They were also getting
what was due them. Every man in the
fic!d. for example, was supposed to get
a free beer a day. It was supplied and
the men were supposed to get it. Pre
viously, some swore to the 1. G. office they
had been charged a buck a can for beer
that had been given to us free to give to
them. And it was warm beer when they
eot it. So | took the beer 1o them every
night myseli: had a man put it in big
vubber body bags. The ice melted over-
night in the heat, of course, but the
beer staved cold. Anything that came
in for the woops. my staff and 1 made
sure they received it

They were also supposed to have sur-
vival knives, a big hunting knife made
for helicopter pilots in Vietnam. Every-
body in Saigon was carrying one of the
damned things on his belt. but the
troops that needed them in the jungle
didn’t have them. The high ranks
peeled them off and sold them on the
black market or kept them. So you'd see
all these Saigon commandos with this
big damned survival knife, and the guy
in the jungle running around with a
penknilfe. Well, a lviend got me a set
of these knives and 1 made a rule: Every
private in the battalion was to have one
of those knives. I said 1'd better not find
a single man above private wearing a
knife as long as there was still one
private without on¢; I'd better not find
on¢ corporal wearing one and some Ple.
without one. So instecad of giving it
from the top down, I gave it from the
bottom up, as it's meant to be. And the
troops realized right away what was
going on. You can’t bullshit them, and
when you don’t try to, they appreciate it.
pLaYBOY: Considering the unpopularity
of the war, weren’t there any men under
your command—despite your honesty
and evenhandedness—who simply didn’t
want to fight?

HERBERT: Some ol the men balked at
going into the field, but T really didn’t
have much of a problem with that. Some
of them didn't want to be involved in
this type of war, or they said they didn’t
believe in Killing. T told them they
didn’t have to kill—just go out and do
another job. There are a lot of other
jobs in war besides killing. I let them
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rebuild temples and build hospitals for
kids, or go out and administer minor
medical treatment. They were quite sat-
isfied, and that eliminated my rear-area
problems. So well, in fact, that I got
mto trouble for it.

PLAYBOY: How could you get into trouble
for eliminating discipline problems?
HERBERT: There is a letter from General
Barnes to the effect that my men weren't
getting enough  delinquency reports—
the things thar MPs give guys for run-
ning stop signs and that sort of thing. I
guess Barnes thought I was being solt on
the men or something. But I didn't give
d.r.s; the MPs did, and the reason my
men weren't getting them was  because
they weren’t back at base where the MPs
handed them out. They were with me
out in the held doing what they were
sent to do.

PLAYBOY: Were your tactics in the field
the same as other commanders’, or did
you have your own way of doing things
out there, too?

HERBERT: In my battalion. we used basic
infantry tactics that have been good
since the time of Philip of Macedonia.
There's a lot of nonsense talked about
the new lessons of Vietnam and that sort
of thing, but war is still war. The prob-
lem is still closing with the cnemy and
destroying him. But in Viemam the
Army figured we could win it with tech-
nology. So we bombed everything in
sight, used antillery like there was no
tomorrow, defoliated and all the rest.
Somebody once said that in Vietham we
would use ammunition like a million-
aire and use lives like a pauper. That
sounds good: it has a nice ring; like
something generals tack on walls behind
their desks. But what happened was we
started killing a lot of the wrong people.
You don’t know who vou're killing when
you fire antillery all over the place or
call in a B-52 strike. When you use fire-
power indiscriminately. evervbody gets
killed—including Americans. I'd  guess
that about 50 percent of our casualties
over there have been a result of our own
weapons. We wanted to make it casier
for the grunts, but visibility was so re-
stricted in the bush that uncontrolled
men fiving just Hat killed a lot of our
own troops. The big reason for using so
much firepower, of course—apart from
giving the Air Force and the artillery a
iob o do—was so we could increase our
body count. Theirs. not ours. We decid-
ed to measure success on the batilefield
in terms ol bodies.

PLAYBOY: Is that the way you operated?
HERBERT: Belore 1 took over the battalion,
men were given [urloughs for bodies. 1
changed that. 1 gave furloughs for detain-
ces, for live prisoners. We weren’t out
there just to kill. Prisoners can give you
inlormation, and in a guerilla war,
that’s an essential commodity.

PLAYBOY: But your battalion did have

the most kills of any battalion in the
entire 173rd Brigade.

HERBERT: Yes, but we made sure who we
killed. I cut down on the artillery. Cut
down on the use ol air suikes. Stopped
assaults on villages. We tried to operate
where the guearrillas were and to operate
like them. We made sure we were killing
the enemy, not just some farmer who
happened to get in our way. Havdly any
American units in Vietnam, lor exam-
ple, operate at night. But that’s when
the V. C. go to work. That's when they
move, when they set up their assaults,
when they make their mortar attacks.
Obviously, if you want to stop them,
vou have to get out there at night. when
theyre on the move; not go into a
village in the daytime, hoping the V. C.
are holed up there, and blow that vil-
lage apart. So we started seiting up
night ambushes along the trails.

1 had to rewrain my men in fire disci-
pline. With all the emphasis on firepow-
er, everybody was in the habit of going
to full automatic fire any time there was
a fhight, and all that does 18 guarantce
you're going to kill everybody in the
arca—the enemy, innocent civilians and
your own troops. I told my people we
would use single shots, no bursts. And 1
made them go out and rewrain with their
weapons so they could hit what they
were shooting at. Then I told the troops
that when we heard automatic fie from
any weapon, we would return that hre,
because it would be considered enemy.
Any man who switched to automatic
had better watch his ass or he'd be dead.
PLAYBOY: Lven if they obeved the rules,
didn’t this tactic expose your own troops
to considerable risk? There must have
been times when they needed exua sup-
port and firepower.

HERBERT: When we did. we used it. You
have to evaluate the situation and do
what's necessary. 1 didn’t sacifice people
for any policics. But the best way to
answer thar question is 1o look at the
statistics. Only two of my men were
killed in the 58 days I was in command
of that battalion.

PLAYBOY: How did you manage to keep
vour casualties so low?

HERBERT: One ol the best wavs to take
a lot of casualties in a helicopter assault
is to land your choppers 300 or 400
yards from where the enemy is dug in
and move across that ground to close
with him. You have to go through his
automatic-weapons fire, his mortars. You
get tangled up with his mines and his
booby traps. You lose some arms and
legs and you become disorganized be-
fore you ever get close. You give up
any advantage of surprise you might
have had. You get discouraged. You give
the enemy a chance to get out the back
door after he's through chewing you up.

I decided that this wasn't the way
to do it. I brought my choppers straight
down on the enemy. 1 didn’t have to

go through any damn mine fields and
have my men blown apart. And it gave
the enemy two choices. He could fight
and die or he could surrender. Some
of them did fight and die. but a lot of
them surrendered. Hell, T saw a sergeant
knock out a tank in the Dominican
Republic with a Coca-Cola. He ran up
and threw a bottle of Coke at a rebel
tank. The people in that tank thought
the bottle was full of gasoline and they
were going to be burned alive, so they got
right out. You can be aggressive enough
not to take casualties.

PLAYBOY: In spite of your combat record.
vou were relieved from command and rat-
ed by General Barnes and Colonel Frank-
lin as “unfit 1o serve as a commissioned
officer in the United States Army.”
HERBERT: Yes. One day 1 was given an
award as the best bartalion commander
in the unit and the next 1 was out of a
job.

PLAYBOY: How did it happen?

HERBERT: The day after I got that award.
I went up to Franklin and said jokingly,
“Sir, your best battalion commander
would like to talk to you about some
atrocity investigations.” 1 had wverbally
reported to him about things I'd seen in
the held and. as far as I could tell, noth-
ing was being done. When I'd reported
these incidents to Colonel Franklin, he'd
given me a typical response. He said I
was a liar or exaggeraung. Then he tried
to intimidate me by saying that maybe I
wis growing queasy and didn’t have the
stomach for guerrilla war. T also report-
ed some of these incidents to General
Barnes, who told me to deal divectly with
Colonel Franklin, that he himself wasn't
going to touch it.

Franklin ok care of it, all right—Dby
dragging his heels. But I still didn't
think he was being conrupt. Just tardy.
But when 1 brought the subject up
again the day after that award, he got
real hard about it. So I told him, “OK,

sir. I've reported crimes to you and none

of them has been inves ed. All the
witnesses will be leaving Vietnam soon.
Nobody's even asked me for a statement.
Nothing has been done. If 1 don't ger
an answer in the next week or so, I'm
going down to field headquarters and
make a report.” He said, “You'll ger an
answer tomorrow morning."

That night a major came by and told
me General Barnes wanted to see me in
the morning. When T walked in to see
him, he said 1 was being replaced.
“We're going to tell the troops you're
going to a high-level job in Saigon.” 1
said, “It's because of the war crimes,
isn’t it?" Franklin was there and he
jumped up and called me a liar and a
cheat. Barnes said he didn’t want to talk
about it. I told the general that he owed
me at least the courtesy of completing
the investigation to sce who was telling
the truth. “Colonel Franklin has already




investigated and I'm satisfied,” he said.
When 1 walked outside, Colonel Frank-
lin caught up with me and said, “You
have a very fine career ahead of you, so
don’t go down there making waves. The
general said he’d give you an outstand-
ing efficiency report if you don’t make
waves.” And I said, “You don’t know me
very well. I'm not just going to forget
about those crimes.”
PLAYBOY: And you didn’t.
HERBERT: Damn right I didn’t. When I got
to Saigon, 1 went to see General Abrams’
Inspector General, a Colonel Edler. He
suggested that I write out my side of the
story but advised me not to raise directly
the issue of war crimes. Sort of sneak it
in was his advice. Make them think I was
just out to get myself exonerated. They'd
understand that. But investigate war-
crime cover-up by the command? Never.
So I requested an investigation [or
erroncous relief of command and finally
got it. One of Abrams’ and Westumore-
land’s old West Point friends, Major
General Joseph R. Russ, was assigned to
investigate and report on the case. Gen-
eral Russ told me that war-crimes charges
were out of the question under the terms
ol the investigation 1'd requested. “If
you can bring out these crimes in cross-
examination, however, they can be made
a matter of record.” I was looking for-
ward (o crossexamining Barnes and
Franklin, but when it came time for me
and my Army-appointed lawyer to fly back
to the 173rd Brigade arca for the cross-
examination of witnesses, suddenly there
wasn't room for me on the plane. But
General Russ's investigators said they
would crossexamine for me. Nice of
them, I thought. So that investigation
was completed without a word about
war crimes.
PLAYBOY: What exactly were your charges?
HERBERT: I made eight charges involving
war crimes. Everything I reported oc-
curred in January, February or March
of 1969. Later 1 dropped one of the
charges—concerning the murder of an
American lieutenant by two of his men.
The two men were killed later, according
to the Army, and the investigation would
only have caused needless suffering for the
families involved. The others, however, 1
still stand by, and according to a fact
sheet published on December 7, 1971, and
released to Congress, so does the Army.
There are 21 crimes listed on the fact
sheet. The implication is that I reported
all of them. Of my original eight, seven
have been confirmed by the Army as
occurring as I reported. I guess by add-
ing the others they're trying to make me
look like a real troublemaker, and by
shooting their own charges down, make
it look like my batting average isn’t
really all that good. I was asked about
the others, since they were supposed to
have occurred in the same area where
my battalion was operating, so 1 just
told the investigators what I had heard

about the charges. I never claimed to
have witnessed everything myself.
PLAYBOY: But you did witness the seven
you reported?

HERBERT: Either in person or had them re-
poried to me by someone of lower rank,
which in the Army is the same thing.
PLAYBOY: Would you go through the
charges?

HERBERT: OK. I'll read them to you:
“Members of a Vietnamese unit, accom-
panied by an American captain advisor,
looted a village during a sweep-and-
search operation.” The Army fact sheet
says: “Two American officers stated that
they witnessed the looting by Republic
of Vietnam [RVN] Regional Forces
from Tam Quan District during March
1969. There was contemporancous in-
quiry by the 173rd Brigade into this
incident. The inquiry made clear that,
as a result of an American oflicer’s ac-
tions, the looted items were returned to
the Vietnamese villagers at that time.”

Here's what happened: One of my
company commanders on the ground saw
that this looting was going on and report-
ed it to my operations officer, who was
flying over the area in a chopper. He
called me over the radio and said he was
going to land and put a stop to it. Later
he came back and told me, “I got down
there and found this rat-assed captain who
said he couldn’t do anything because he
was just an advisor and didn’t have any
control over the Vietnamese. I told him
that I'd been an advisor and thatr he was
[uil of shit and to make those people give
back what they'd looted or we'd take our
companies out of the area and leave him
with his Vietnamese to fight the V. C."”

He finally did make them return what
they'd taken, and that was that. I report-
ed the incident—just like the book says
I'm supposed to—and Colonel Franklin
called me down and told me to submit
my operations officer for a court-martial
or some other kind of discipline. I said
that since he was following my orders
and under my command and was doing
the right thing, I wouldn’t do it. The
whole thing ended there. In the fact
sheet, the Army says that American
officers corrected the situation, implying
that everything was taken care of, But
the officers who did the correcting were
mine—a point the Army sort of glosses
over. And 1 was supposed to punish them
for it? It’s straight out of Kafka.

The Army goes on to say what that
rat-assed captain said: "The American
advisor did not have command authority
over the Vietnamese unit.” That's out-
right bullshit! Anybody who's served in
Vietnam knows damned well that the
Americans may be called advisors, but
we all know who's really boss out there.,
But who's boss doesn’t matter anyway,
since, as signatories to the Geneva Con-
vention, we are required Lo stop war
crimes committed by our, Army and allied
armies as well, apprehend the offenders,

turn them over to their government for
trial or try them ourselves. But the Army
gets around the whole issue by stating in
its report: “Since all offenders were Viet-
namese nationals, the results of the
USACIDA [U.S. Army Criminal Investi-
gation Division Agency] investigation
were transferred to U.S. Military Assist-
ance Command, Vietnam, for forwarding
to appropriate RVN officials.” Now,
three and a half years later, what the hell
good will that do? If they ever turned
the results over at all. Why doesn’t Con-
gress ask to see this paper? What did the
Viets do about it?

OK, allegation number two: “Mem-
bers of an unidentified South Vietnam-
ese unit, accompanied by an American
lieutenant, advisor to the Tam Quan
National Police, killed five Vietnamese
detainees who had been taken from
United States troops. The throat of one
of these detainees, a [emale, was cut in
the presence of LTC Herbert.” And
here are the results of the Army’s inves-
tigation: “Four individuals were located
who claim witnessing the execution of
detainees by the Vietnamese police on
14 February 1969, but no one could
substantiate the execution of the female
detainee. The lieutenant advisor who
accompanied the Vietnamese unit denies
seeing or hearing about any detainee
killings.”

No one can substantiate the execution
of the female detaineer Bullshit! 1 can.
I saw it with my own eyes. Others saw it,
too. There’s one man in particular from
whom the Army has refused to take a
statement swearing to it. Four other
Americans witnessed the execution of
other detainces. But the lieutenant de-
nies “seeing or hearing about any de-
tainee killings.” What does the Army
expect from him? A conlession? The
Army is implying that the lieutenant is
right and Colonel Herbert and four other
eyewitnesses are wrong. Two American
helicopter pilots and one of my sergeants
have sworn that things happened just
the way I reported them. 1 say let’s go to
court and we'll find out who's lying.

I also reported this incident to Colonel
Franklin, who was in the air at the time
it happened. He told me 10 stop inter-
fering with the Vietnamese unit. Now,
according to the Army: “Colonel Frank-
lin stated that no one reported anything
to him concerning this incident. He
adds that he was on leave in Hawaii at
this time. A check of hotel records in
Honolulu confirms that Colonel Frank-
lin was registered until 7:30 r.am. on 14
February 1969, or 3:30 r.m., 15 Febru-
ary, Vietnam time. Because of the dis-
tance between Vietnam and Hawaii,
Colonel Franklin could not have re-
turned to brigade headquarters before
16 February 1969.”
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The new General Dual-Steel
dared drive the open road

Proof: This unique demonstration of strength.

We buffed all the tread off four General
Dual-Steel Radial tires —right down to
the steel belts. Then we mounted them
on a standard sedan, and hit the road.
Over railroad tracks, over cobblestones
and curbs, through city streets, around
tight curves, up long hills...mile after
mile. The General Dual-Steel Radials
rode on the strength of their steel belts.
Rode with the comfort and smoothness
you'd expectfroma polyester-cord steel-
beltedradial. Rode with the safety you'd
expect from General Tire, the company
that built the famous Dual-90?

If these tires, stripped to the naked steel belts,
can take this, imagine their strength with full treads.
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Two steel belts protect your family mile
after mile; tough Duragen®tread rubber
hangs on to the curves; and it's a Cali-
brated”tire...computer-processed for a
smooth, quiet ride.

No wonder this was the first

polyester-and-steel radial approved

by Detroit for new cars. Ask your
General Tire Retailer about
Dual-Steel Radial tires now.
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THE MAGIC WORD
IN TRAVEL CHEQUES
EVERYWHERE

COOKS

Cooks Cheques are like magic —
they're welcomed everywhere you go.
Use them just like cash for anything
you want to buy — they're good 365
days a year (366 this year).
Remember, lost or stolen cash is gone
forever. But magic Cooks Cheques
are promptly refunded if lost or stolen.
Issuance charge, only $1 per $100.
Say the magic word in travel cheques,
say COOKS. Buy them at Banks,
Savings & Loans, Travel Agents or
Cooks Offices.

COOKS

TRAVEL CHEQUES

“The Welcome Money"’

outasight?

Not quite! The Playmate Garter comes
in satin and French lace with Rabbit
Head stitched in white. In black or
white. MY20001, $2.50. Please order
by number, indicate color choice and
add 50¢ per item for handling.

Shall we send a gift card in your name? No
C.0.D. orders; please send check or money
order to: Playboy Products, Playboy Building,
918 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, lllinois
60611, Playboy Club credit keyholders may
charge.

He produced a hotel veceipt from Hawaii
lor the Mth ol February from the Ilikai,
signed by his wile. Did

Franklin, a paratroop colonel, stand by
while his wile ook care of the bill?
Hardly. Just picture it—standing there
while wifiec handles the negotiations.
Crap. You'rc on R & R and the wile joins
you; five davs later you go back and
vour wile stays on lor a day or two. So
he probably does have a hotel receipt
with that date and his wife’s name on it
Again. the Army's favorite way of dis-
ssing such crimes: ““The Americm ad-
visor did not have command hority
over the South Vietnamese unit. Since
all alleged  offenders were  Victnamese
nationals, the investigation was lorward-
ed to U.S Army, Vietnam, to be Tur-
nished to appropriate RVN ollicials.”

But with the next two allegations they
can’t say that, because the actual perpe-
trators were Americans and Vietamese:
“A young female detainee being inter-
rogated in an Americn compound was
struck in the face by an American inter-
rogator and clectricity was  transmitted
into her body from a feld telephone.
Two lemale detainees were mistreated by
Vietnamese  intarvogators while in an
American military-immelligence compound.
One was struck on the back ol the hands
with a stick and the other siruck in the
face with a stick and hit by hand on
the breast.”

Now, the Army [act sheet says: “These
allegations are still under investi
No comment can be made pending com-
pletion of command actions, since 10 do
otherwise might prejudice the rights of
those allegedly involved.” All right. But
if the investigation is still pending, by
what  logic  have they  dropped  my
charges  against  General Barnes  and
Colonel Franklin for [ailure to report
war aimes? By what right was Barnes
SII]J.‘iL'quL'IIII)’ I]I'OIIIOIC(I 10 nliljol' gcuer-
al? These last aimes took place within
100 feet of General Barnes's wrailer. 1 re-
ported what I saw dircctly to Colonel
Franklin., but he, ol course, denies any
knowledge. Boith Barnes and  Franklin
knew what was happening theve; and if
they didn’t, they were derclict. Who is
responsible lor brigade interrogation tech-
niques, il not the commander?

The next one I reported was this: “A
Vietnamese detainee was  field  interro-
gated by having water forced into his
nose and mouth until he became un-
conscious. American militny  personnel
were involved.” The Army's resulis:
“Witnesses to the held interrogations
were located. Two persons, both now
returned to civilian life, who participat-
ed in the interrogation, admitted the
use of water during the interrogation.”
You're damned right they're in dvilian
life. but they weren't in avilian life
when 1 made the allegations. One ol these
men was a career soldier, a sergeant, first

class. The Army let these men out so they
wouldn’t have to charge them. [ guar-
antee that if the Army could have lound
anything to charge me with, they
wouldn’t have let me out. Incidentally.
it was reported later that the man died.

Next is the one I agreed to drop,
about the American licutenant being
Killed. Then come the Christmuas cirds:
“Christmas cards were prepared depict-
ing a Vietnamese body, the face ol
which had been shot away, and a 175rd
Airborne  Brigade patch either pinned
or nailed to the forchead.” The Army
investigation says: “A brigade investiga-
tion was ordered at the time to determine
the circmstances surrounding  the al-
leged incident. The investigation deter-
mined that a card had been produced,
and its originator received a veprimand.
The USACIDA investigation confirmed
the findings of the brigade. A copy of the
Christmas card obtained by USACIDA
shows no patch affixed to or cuved into
the body in any way. The deceased was
considered a combat death. Using the
picture ol the dead body on a Christmas
card was a thoughtless act, but not a vio-
lation of the law ol war.”

I didn’t say there was a patch pinned
or nailed o the forchead; that was
added to the charges by whoever wrote
up my allegation for the fact sheet
What T in fact said was that I thought
there wis a 173rd patch somewhere on
the card. I only saw the card lor a brief
period of time. But what does it matter
whether it had a patch on it or not? The
important thing is that it was a color
photograph of a Vietnamese with his
entire face blown out and underncath it
said something like “Peace on earth, from
the peaceniks ol C Company.”

PLAYBOY: Was this C Company in your
battalion?

HERBERT: Yes, Dbut this occurred belore 1
took over the battalion. When [ took
command, they were still trying to gath-
cr up the cards so they wouldn’t get o
higher headquarters. Colonel  Franklin
called me in and told me that if I got any
of the cards to suppress the issue and ger
them to him right away. You know—
take care of our own dirty lwundry. The
man vesponsible for the distribution of
the Christmas card was an oflicer, and
all he received for setting this kind ol
example was a verbal reprimand, or a
letter, if anything. I[ a private had been
responsible for this, a reprimand would
have sufficed. But an officer? A captain?
This was a “thoughtless act, bur not a
violation of the law of war.”” That's
right. It's no violation ol the law of war.
It is, however, a violation of MACV
Directive  20-4—which says that any
crime or any indication ol a crime, in-
cluding mutilation of bodies, was to be
reportedd to headquarters—and it was
goddamn sure a violation of the Uniform
Code of Military Justice, Article 133:
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conduct unbecoming an officer. The
Army is looking for an out. So if I
didn't charge conduct unbecoming an
officer, they sav it's not a violation of the
laws of war. They choose whatever docu-
ment it doesn’t violate and use that as
the criterion, realizing that the average
reader will not make this distinction. I
say this to the Army: Make that Christ-
mas card public. Let the people judge
[or themselves whether it was a wax crime.
Now. here's the final allegation I
made: “American military forces mis-
treated Vietnamese detainees in  the
American compound at An Khe by pull-
ing them up from a leaning rest posi-
tion by the hair of the head.” This
occurred while T was I. G. The I. G. office
was right next to the detainee com-
pound. The I G. sergeant saw Amnerican
interrogators beating and abusing Viet-
namese detainees. He told them to stop
but they refused, so he came to get me.
When I got there, the interrogators had
stopped their brutality, but I could see
myself that the Vietnamese had been
badly mistreated. I went right to Lieu-
tenant Colonel Bethea, who after talking
to Barnes, told me Barnes said he would
see that the incident was investigated.
Now, the man appointed to investi-
gate was a Major Arnold, whose effi-
ciency report was written by the support
battalion commander who was responsi-
ble for what went on inside the detainee
compound. Major Amold was hardly
the man to run the investigation, since
any adverse findings would be a direct
reflection on his own boss. Arnold's in-
vestigation concluded: “Not  sufhcient
evidence cxisted to substantiate the al-
leged assault on the detainees” and that
“no positive identification of alleged par-
ticipants was, or could have been, made.”
The Army’s results, of course, “found
no evidence to impugn the fndings of
an investigation conducted by the bri-
gade.” But Colonel Felix Milhouse, who
personally conducted a subsequent in-
vestigation of General Barnes, showed to
me and my military counsel the state-
ments of the men who did the interro-
gating, Their statements deny that they
beat up detainees; they merely “tapped
them in the mouth too hard with our
fists.” But they admitted that they “kept
them on their feet all night”—a crime
in itsell—"and abused them to prime
them for interrogation in the morning.”
The detainees required medical atten-
tion but received none. The reason why,
according 1o the interrogators: “They
didn’t ask for it.”
PLAYBOY: What about the other allega-
tions on the fact sheet—the 13 that were
made by others? Do you know anything
about them?
HERBERT: Sure. Omne in particular. It's
about the rape of a Vietnamese girl. I
think the Army’s response to this partic-
ular allegation tells a lot about how the
minds of the generals work, how they

deal with crimes against Vietnamese.
It reads: “'Fourteen unidentificd Ameri-
can soldiers from Fust Battalion, 50th
Mechanized Infantry, while on a village
sweep operation, took a young Viet-
namese girl from her family and repeat-
edly subjected her to rape and sodomy.”

Anal intercourse is what it was, and
14 men did do this. They admitted it
Their defense was how humane they
were; they pumped her bottom [ull of
morphine so she wouldn't feel any pain.
The soldiers just picked her up [or
interrogation—the  prettiest  girl  they
could find there—took her away from
her mother and father and kept her for
two or three days, repeatedly raping her
and filling her with morphine. She was
nine or ten years old.

Now. here are the results of the
Army’s investigation: “Scveral Dbrigade
staff members recall that such an inci-
dent was investigated ar the time of its
alleged occurrence. The victim  could
not identify her alleged assailants. A
report of the investigation was submit-
ted to U.S. Army, Vietnam, and to the
Department of the Army.”

The Army hierarchy have become
masters of the half-truth. Do you know
why she couldn’t identily her assailants?
She was dead. The soldiers had punc-
tured her intestine and she died. By this
kind ol reasoning, a rapist should never
allow his victim to live. There were, of
course, other witnesses—the mother and
father of the girl, other soldiers in the
unit, etc. But the Army hicrarchy, T
assume, didn’t consider the crime serious
enough to investigate thoroughly.
PLAYBOY: You were relieved of duty in
April of 1969, but the fact sheet wasn't
released to Congress until December of
*71. Was there a continuing investiga-
tion of your charges in the interim?
HERBERT: Yes. Mine. Here's how it hap-
pened. The first investigation took place
in Saigon, right after I was relieved.
Since I didn't get to cross-examine any
witnesses, the subject of war crimes nev-
er came up. The investigation was con-
fined to my relief and the justification
for it, as well as the accuracy of that
fitness report written by Colonel Frank-
lin and signed by General Barnes. The
report, written after my relief and after
Franklin had assured me that Barnes
would give me a [avorable rating, was
an attempt to establish me as a liar and
to discredit my allegations.

My problem, according to Franklin
and Barnes, was that 1 was “incapable of
commanding a battalion in the sense of
being part of a brigade tcam,” “incapa-
ble of telling the truth,” that my “lack
of integrity” made me “unfit to serve as
a commissioned officer in the United
States Army.” Franklin claimed under
oath that the other officers in the bri-
gade would attest to this, and to the fact
that I was hated in the brigade.

These officers came on the witness
stand, one alter another—remember,
they were Colonel Franklin's officers—
and every onc of them, except for
Franklin, Colonel Bethea, the brigade
executive officer, and General Barnes,
said that I got along with them and they
got along with me either as well as o
better than they did with any other
battalion commander in the brigade.
General Russ, the investigating officer,
concluded that any ill feelings that did
exist were a result of my I. G. tour, not
my command time. He never explained
the little gems that resulted in what few
ill feclings did exist. They came from my
investigation of $180,000 missing out of
unit funds, the disappearance of gold cer-
tificates, the slipping off of captured hero-
in into the black market, the buying and
selling of R & R leaves to Hawaii for of-
ficers by members of the staff.

PLAYBOY: We can understand why Barnes
and Franklin weren't among those who
testified on your behall. But how about
Colonel Bethea? What did he have
against you?

HERBERT: General Allen had given the
Second Battalion to me instead of to
Colonel Bethea, who had been General
Barnes’s choice, so we didn't hit it off
right from the start. When Barnes was
asked, under oath, whether or not Be-
thea was scheduled for the Second Bat-
talion before me, he tried to protect his
ass by saying no, this was not true.

PLAYBOY: Just drop them?

HERBERT: It wasn’t put that way. I pointed
out the [alse swearing and filed an
official allegation. I was told later in
Washington, D. C., “Well, yes, there was
proof of false swearing in all these cases,
but we're not going to do anything
about this, Herbert, since these men are
all going to be tried for war crimes
anyway, and to charge them with false
swearing would be comparable to hav-
ing someone already convicted of rape
charged with indecent exposure.” After
the war-crimes cases were dropped, |
asked about the cases of false swearing.
“Well, the statute of limittions ran out
on that. Sorry.” It was over.

PLAYBOY: But did you succeed in clearing
your record?

HERBERT: When General Russ read the
findings ol his investigation, I thought at
least T was going to be exonerated. They
made the  investigation, got the cvi-
dence, presented a fum case for redress
and removal of the negative efficiency
report from my file. Then—just like
that—said no redress should be given.
Unbelievable.

PLAYBOY: Whin happened then?

HERBERT: My Vietnam tour ended and 1
was reassigned 1o Fort Leavenworth o
auend the Command and General Siafl
College—a necessary  ticker for olhicers
who aspire to make general. Which
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made the investigation, got the evi-
dence, presented a firm case for redress
and removal of the negative efficiency
report from my file. Then—just like
that—said no redress should be given.
Unbelievable.

PLAYBOY: What happened then?

HERBERT: My Vietnam tour ended and 1
was reassigned to Fort Leavenworth to
attend the Commind and General Staft
College—a necessary ticket for officers
who aspire to make general. Which
might indicue that the Army didn’t feel
I was totally unfit for service as a com-
missioned olficer. When 1 got there, 1
went to the Army legal office and told
them I wanted to report these war
crimes. A few days later I got a call from
Colonel “Buck™ Newman of the Army's
officer-personnel  section. Colonel New-
man said. “1f you're going to ger in-
volved with war crimes, you're not going
to have time to go to school.” I got the
message. I said I was poing to go
through with the war-crimes thing. so
they said I couldn’t attend the staff
college.

Then the Army lawyers at Leaven-
worth told me I didn’t have enough
informiation to make war-crimes charges.
Another stall. 1 had names, dates, places.
They were supposed to gather the state-
ments of other witnesses, but they told
me I had to do it myself. When I tried
to use Army facilities to gather state-
ments, I was personally told by the
commander of Fort Leavenworth, Major
General John Hay, that I couldn’t use
the Army 1elephone system for this in-
vestigation. So I began using my own
money to call people and fly around the
country gathering statements. I spent
most of my family’s life savings doing
this—about $8000 altogether.

When regular-Army  promotion  time
came up. of course, they told me I
couldn’t be promoted in the regular
Army while I was dealing with war
crimes. Then they decided to send me o
Fort McPherson, Georgia, where West-
morceland’s old friend and ex—Army chief
ol personnel, Licutenant General Con-
nor, could keep close watch on me. The
day after I got there, I went to sce a
civilian lawyer, Charles L. Weliner, who
was handling one of the My Lai cises.
He told me 1 could file charges in Feder-
al court. But I decided thar before we
would do that—to be completely above-
board—I would let my military superiors
know what I was doing. General Connor,
through his adjutant general, asked me
to go through I. G. channels so that it
wouldn’t be made public and it could be
handled “properly.” I reported to the
I. ., who tuned the problem over 1o
the USACIDA.

PLAYBOY: Which did what abour it?
HERBERT: Over a year alter I returned

from Vietnam, after getting booted out
of the Army’s college [or generals, alter
losing promotion and spending $8000,
and finally threatening to go to Federal
court with my charges, the Army finally
responded. But it wasn't simply “the
Army.” It was Westmoreland himsell.
Westmoreland  proceeded to do every-
thing he could to keep my case out of
public view, because my charges were
related 10 the My Lai cover-up.
PLAYBOY: Would you explain?

HERBERT: Lirst, General Barnes's immedi-
ate superior in Vietnam during a period
when 1 reported some of the aimes was
Licutenant General William Peers, who
headed the Army’s board of inquiry into
the My Lai cover-up. Il General Barnes
had been brought to wial and asked if
he had reported these arimes to General
Pecrs and said yes, the Army would have
been in an embarrassing spot. Second,
Colonel Franklin was one ol the mem-
bers of the Peers Commission. Of all
people to sit in judgment of war-crimes
cover-up! Most of the Peers Report is
still classified, but thanks to the investi-
gative reporting of Seymowr Hersh and
an unknown patriot who gave a copy of
the classified report to him, we know
now the great extent of the My Lai
cover-up. During the My Lai investiga-
tion, Colonel Franklin responded to one
witness’ recollections about the shooting
of a woman who ignored an order to
halt by saying, “Well, can you think of
a better way to stop people that are
running than doing that?”

PLAYBOY: Did Westmoreland try to stall—
as well as 1o suppress the [acts about—ithe
USACIDA investigation of yvour charges?
HERBERT: Sure he did, but he also decided
to sabotage it by appointing Major Carl
Hensley to conduct the investigation.
The first time I met Hensley, he told me
he was going to prove me a liar. That
was nothing new o me. [ said OK
just get on with it. But it kept dragging
on. October, November. Then they said
it would be finished by Christmas. This
was 1970. Then January, then February.
On March 10. 1971, I went to Wash-
ington and saw Major Hensley. As the
investigation had proceeded and  he
talked 1o the witnesses and so on. we
had become a little more Miendly. I
asked him, “"When are you going to
finish this damn thing? Give me a date.”
And Hensley said. “You think we're
stalling to let the statute of limitations
run out against the general and the
colonel, don’t you?” I said. “You said
that, but that's exactly what I think. But
I'll prevent that by filing formal charges.
Then you can take as long as you want
o investigate.” So I came back to Adan-
ta and filed formal charges. Five days
later, the Army flagged my records and
threatened to charge me with some

vague, trumped-up crime. They thought
I'd get scaved.

Then, in the beginning of April, Ma-
jor Hensley called me and admitted that
he knew the crimes did occur the way |
said they did and that he was going to
get some results. He said he was going
to sce his boss, CID chief Colonel Henry
H. Tults, and lay it on the line. I asked
Hensley il he thought Tults would listen
to him and he said. “He'd better or——
I'll get back in touch with you.” Colonel
Tufts evidently was not altogether sym-
pathetic to Major Hensley's concern for
truth, because he sent him to the hospital
for psychiatric evaluation. The psychia-
trist told him to come back April 17. But
two days hefore, Hensley put a shotgun to
his head, pulled the trigger with his toe
and blew his head off.

PLAYBOY: Whit do vou think brought
him to that point?

HERBERT: No one can say exactly. The
Army says that Carl Hensley was mental-
ly unbalanced. Well, if Carl Hensley was
mentally unbalanced or having difficul-
ties, they had to know this before West-
moreland  personally  selected him  to
conduct the investigation. So why did
Westmoreland select him? With all his
computers, couldn’t he even pick a men-
tally balanced investigator? No wonder
he was such a loser in Vietnam. The
Army hierarchy figures that anybody who
goes against them must be mentally ill.
Il you won't fall in line, you're crazy.
For that reason, Carl would have been
piassed over for promotion. He would
have been Kicked out of the Service. No
retirement pay, and he had six children.
Carl would have had to go back to civilian
life in so-called disgrace. He'd have had
to work at a much-reduced wage scale
at the most critical time, when he had
these six children. So Carl Hensley, 1
think, chose the alternative that took
strength, not weakness. Dead, he was
worth survivor's benefits that amounted
to well over S800 a month. I think con-
cern about the future wellare of his
family tilted Carl over the edge. I don't
think the Army has answered lor the
death of Carl Hensley, the one honorable
member of the entire investigating stall.
PLAYBOY: Your own sanity has been ques-
tioned Dy Barnes and others, who have
said that you were excessively brutal. To
tarn your charges around, did you ever
commit any crimes in Vietnam?

HERBERT: II I had done anyvthing out of
line, you can be damn sure the Army
would have nailed me for it. Barnes told
a newspaper that he couldn’t under-
stand a man like me who got down on
the ground with his troops and went
into an attack. You had to be a killer to
do this, he lelt. A peneral doesn’t go out
and kill people; all he sees are body
counts. He doesn’t have to pick up the
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these pieces and put them in rubber bags.
the horror of what you're doing really
comes through.

PLAYBOY: And you never contributed to
this horror yourself, never participated in
any action that was unnecessarily brutal?
HERBERT: No. Well, there was the duck.
PLAYBOY: Duck?

HERBERT: Yes, General Barnes had this pet
duck that wore dog tags. This duck just
witlked avound the area, around Barnes's
imported flower bed. He had a plane fly
flowers up from Saigon and he plinted
them in this barren plot. Enlisted men
wiatered  these Howers two and  three
times a day so he could smell his posies.
This was the duck’s private area. You
may find this too much 10 believe, but
General Barnes actually insisted that we
salute that duck. O@ course, T refused. It
wiis a symbol ol all the silly aap in Viet-
nam. the Mickey Mouse, why we have
lragging in the first place. Well, I couldn’t
trag. so I took it out on the duck. Just
crept up on him one night in troe Ranger
[ashion and wrung his goddamn neck.
Then the sergeant major and I sat down
and made four duck sandwiches out of
it and ate them. 1 think the sergeant
major still has the dog tags lor a souvenir.
Alter we ate the duck, we had at least one
sobering moment before we damn near
choked Lrughing and cating. I think this
is what General Barnes was relerving to
when he said T owas a murderer. and
when he was asked, “Murdered who?”
he said, 1 can’t identily.™

PLAYBOY: Despite your denials, a man
idemtificdd as a lormer company com-
mander of yours has said in interviews
that you beat up detainees.

HERBERT: The man who made those state-
ments was a lieatenant in the  head-
quarters company of my battalion when
I assumed command. His main job was
tending bar at the oflicers” club. 1 ordered
him 10 go back into the field, and he
velused. He said the previous battalion
communder had taken him out, that he
only had a lew weeks 10 go and he had
done his share. T asked him what his
share was and he said he had heen out
there in the field six months, T said T was
sorry, he was being paid combat pay, he
was o combat licutenant and he would
take off his apron and go back into the
field with the grunts, a lot ol whom had
been out there a damn sight longer than
six months. He still balked. I explained
that I'd accept that from a private but
not from an officer, that I'd just have to
cowrt-martial him il necessiry. He finally
agreed to go bue said he would first like
to go on R&R out of the country. 1 said,
“Go ahead on RER. but when you come
back, if you only have ten days left in
Victnam, you're going 1o serve three of
thost days out there with the troops.
You'll have the time to get a Purple
Heart, a Silver Star, mayhe even a Con-

gressional Medal ol Honor”

PLAYBOY: Did you send him out when he
came hack?

HERBERT: Dammn right I did. Took him out
on one operation. He did a Tair job and
was wounded very slightly. He came
down 10 the beach we were on amd want-
cd to be evacuated immediately for a
few superficial cuts. I refused and tried
to explain that he should act like an
oficer—get a grip on himself. I told him
the battle was over, 1o get up on a hill
where there were 18 bodies 0 be
scarched lor documents and all. But the
licutenane got himsell evacuated instead;
guis are just not easy to come by for
some. He went home that day.

Brigadier General S, L. A, Marshall,
the military historian and tactician, 1s
now claiming in the press thar this man
wis a rille-campany commander ol mine
who fought valiantly under me for 58
days in combat and heard me “lLie” when
I said that there were 18 bodies on
that hill. He says he could see that
thare were no bodies there. The Army
and Marshall  immediately  bought  his
story. In [rct, of course, he was a |:l:ulum1
leader under me lTor exactly one day of
action. Belove that, he was a headguan-
ters company  commander in the bar,
The Armyv is claiming that this courir-
geous company commander served  Dhis
most terrible time e the Arov under
me  becrse ol my  insensitivity  and
lying. They've Tarmed this om o Con-
pressmen and handed it out 1o select
newsmen. some ol whom actually hought
this crap, relerring to me as “ithe notori-
ous Colonel Herbert.” IE T was so notori-
ous, why did they give me an honovable
discharge? Hell, if 1 was notorious, |
should lave heen court-mantuiled.
PLAYBOY: HHave anv ol your other ollicers
come to your support?

HERBERT: Four ol my five company com-
manders said that I was the best officer
they had ever served under.

PLAYBOY: And the hilth?

HERBERT: He said | was one ol the two hest
My medical-platoon leader, who is the son
ol a retived Surgeon General of the
United States Army. wrote that morale
was terrible before 1 avived and people
didn’t want o go into the field. When 1
came into the unit, [ took the majority
ol the men, who were in the rear arcas,
and sent them into the field. Alter a very
few weeks, the woops realized that |
wisn't out there wying w pile up body
coummns—regardless of whose bodies they
were—Dbut only o kill the enemy.
PLAYBOY: Have Barnes, Franklin and the
others named in your allegations ever
been cross-examined abou the charges?
HERBERT: There have been all sots of in-
vestigations,  hearings,  lie-detector  tests
and the like. but no cross-examination of
witnesses by me or—as far as | know—
by any ol my lormer ofhcers or by my
lawyers, The Army has handled  the

whole thing in secaret. Barnes and Frank-
lin were investigated 10 determine if
there was suflicient evidence o bring
them to trial, and the Army decided
there wasn’t. Big surprise. But I haven't
been charged with making false state-
ments either. Somebody has to be lving.
The Army admits in its own [act sheet
that my charges are  valid, buc it's
dropped  everything  with  respect  to
Barnes and Franklin.

PLAYBOY: Other high-ranking  officers—
especially those involved in My Lai—
have been investigated and some  tried

lor covering up war crimes. Why haven't
there been any  convictions?  Are  they
all innocent?
HERBERT: T'he Army isn't going to try it-
sell and find itself guilty, It's ludicrous
to hold the Army responsible for war-
crimes investigations, Westmoreland has
said publicly over and over again that
even if war arimes have been commired,
he doesn’t consider himsell responsible
for them. If he isn't responsible. then
nobody is except the men who actually
pulled the trigger. Men like Calley. But
we hanged a Japanese general named
Yamashita after the Second World War
Not for anything he did personally. Nou
for any orders he gave. We executed him
becaruse he failed to ke action that
would have prevented his troops  [rom
engaging in oriminal activity in the Phil-
ippines. Now, il that Japanese general
deserved to be hanged because war crimes
were widespread among the troops wider
his conmmand, what abour Westmoreland?
Some of the actions he ordered divectly
are violations of the Geneva Convention
—Ilorced relocation ol civiiians, lor in-
stance. And what he didnt order out-
right, he certainly tolerated or. at the
very least. like Yamashita. never made
any effort to siricily prohibit.
Westmorelund - never personally  em-
phasized that under no  circumsiances
would he tolerate brutality. What a
commander doesn’t emphasize. his suby
ordipates won’t care about. If West-
moreland had left no doubt in anybody's
mind that commanders who allowed war
crimes to happen would be punished,
war  crimes would  have ceased  long
before My Lai. A commander is responsi-
ble for the actions of his men. But Gener-
al Barnes won't be wried; like Colonel
Franklin, he can’t be tried, because West-
moreland knows exactly where that will
lead—to himsell. The My Lai trials tried
to prove that only the man on the ground
who actually participates is guiley.  If
they try only Calley—Calley was there
and pulled the wrigger—they're s
PLAYBOY: Wlinever the responsibi
such atrocitics, it's been argued that My
Lai and other episodes like 1t are iso-
Lued incidents, the kind of unfortunate
thing that happens in war when green
troops are under oo much pressure. Do
you buy thar?




PUERTO RICAN RUM.YOU CAN STRY WITH IT.

Now there's just the two of you, sharing the soft glow of
| agolden sun.

The rum you sip, our rum, still has the light, dry taste it
started with. Not by chance. By law.

After it's distilled at unusually high proof, for purity,
Puerto Rican Rum must, by Commonwealth law, be aged
for mellowness.

And our government watches.

Even then, we filter it through charcoal to be
sure there's nothing in it but the rum.

And a natural taste you can stay with.

©Commonwealth of Puerto Rico. TI'IS RUﬂIS OF PUSRTO RI(O




PLAYBOY

76

HERBERT: It's a lot of bullshit. What pres-
sure? None of those Vietnamese they
killed in My Lai were armed. They didn’t
tike any casualties that day. People might
want you to believe that hittle kids and
old women over there are absolutely dan-
wevous and wreacherous, bur that’s just so
much erap. There are incidents. of course,
but il American soldiers can’t take that
kind of pressure, then we're in rveal
trouble. And the main point is that the
people Calley and those guys killed were
the people we were sent to help.

But c¢ven if the troops are scared and
trigger-happy, ther leaders are supposed
to control them, to exercise some disci-
pline over them. That's what military
leaders are lor. It's why we pay them a
higher wage and dress them up. If Calley
couldn’t handle his men, he shouldn't
have been a leader. And il his superiors
couldn’t handle him, they shouldn't have
been where they were. Leadership is set-
ting an example and making sure things
are done the rvight way. It Tusn't changed
since Hannibal was Kicking elephants in
the ass on his way across the Alps.
PLAYBOY: Is this [ailure of leadership—
especially in the area ol war crimes—
something new in the American Army?
HERBERT: There were incidems i Korea;
there are in any war, T saw a sergeann
slap a prisoner in Korea, just slap him.
amed that man was given a general court-
martial. The diflerence in Viermam s
that such things—and far worse—have
been condoned.  There indeed 2
Lailwre of leadership.

PLAYBOY: \Why in Vietnam and not in
Korea?

HERBERT: Alter Korcia, we went into the
business ol maintaining a Luge standing
Army. We built a prolessional  officer
corps that was higger than our entire
Army had heen hefore World War Two.
In this prolessional Army, it was possible
to advinee only through a1 complicated
svstem ol seniority and a lot ol polities.
You weren’t required to prove yoursell
in combat; just get the right jobs and
know the right people. Westmoreland,
for instance, was a regimental command-
er in Korea. He lived it up behind the
lines like the rest of them. After the
war, he became Maxwell Taylor's proté-
g, After a variety ol assignments, he
got the plum: over-all commnand in Viet-
nam. It dide’t make any difference that
he didn’t know anything about Vietnam
or what we were supposed to be doing
there. In all the time he was there, West-
morelind never learned anything about
the Vietnamese—itheir  language,  their
culture, anvihing. It made him nervous to
he around them. But he was the fair-
haired boy and he got 1he job.

PLAYBOY: Are you suggesting that it was
a mistake 1o develop a Livrge prolessional
Army?

HERBERT: \We nced a very, very small
standing Army in order to maintiin ex-

wils

pertise in the profession ol
arms. I think we need @

military
Large National

Guard and a large Reserve with peaple
who represent all walks of life. have some

military training, and who are ready to
defend  their nation  agamst  mvasion.
Period. The Avmy says there is this ter-
rible menace ot there and the next war
will be so swilt thar we won't have time
to mobilize. T fell for this—untl T sat
down and studied the lessous ol history
and realized that this simply isn't true.
They may push the button and send the
nukes, but a big Army couldin’t do any
more about that than a small Army could.
In [ac, the worst thing vou could do
would be to have all your Army alreudy
standing, hecause then the enemy would
know exactly where to send the missiles.
Anyway, no country G go o wir
unless all the indications e there. To
zo to war in China, the Russians have 1o
move troops down 1o the Chinese bor-
der. They have 1o move out their artil-
lery, they have 1o move certain stores
amd supplics. Whenever vou see i coun-
try that shows all the indicators for war,
that's when you mobilize and ger ready
to defend. I1 you have a standing profes-
sional Avrmy, that Army is going 1o lind 2
wiy to be used. It's going 1o look for
causes, Instead ol having the cuse first
and then mobilizing an Army 1o fight, we
now have an Army scaching lor causes:
like “saving”™ Vietnanm. A they veally
want to do. of cowrse. is keep their jobs.
PLAYBOY: S0 vou don’t support the con-
cept of a volunteer Army?
HERBERT: Not a bi. I'm ahaid ol what
could happen in this country il we had
a large allvolumeer Army. We've al-
ready seen the Avmy in the sieers ol
our cities more in the last five vers than
in all ol our history belore that. We
have an Army conducting sumveillance
of civilians. We have an Avmy  that
rounds up protesters in Washingron and
holds them as detainees, 1 what
happened o detainees in Viemam. A
large Army. run by the sione men who
fatded i Victnam and who relused to
abide by the Geneva Convention there,
is 2 dangerous thing and T fear it Onee
Vietnam is lost, they're sure to look lor
new ciuses in Latin America or Alrica
or (he Middle East. A lage Army of
professional officers and  drafted roops
got us in enough trouble in Vietnam. 1
hate to think what a large all-volunteer
Army could manage.
PLAYBOY: What, besides reducing the size
ol the Army, would you do to improve
i
HERBERT: First, I'd get all this war-crimes
business out in the open. Conduct an
mvestigation by Congress and et the
chips [all where they may. If this Army
—this country—is cver going to hnd its
honor again, itll have to fce up w
what it’s done in Vietnam. The cover-up
aned the lies have o end, and the Army

Miw

has to come cean—purge itsell. 've
said, halfl joking, that I thought all of
these atrocities would stop il we just
hanged a few generals. But I don't think
we have 1o hang anyone; T don't believe
that kind of punishment solves any-
thing. We don’t correct anvthing, though,
by going on like nothing happened. by
rewarding  those—like  Westmorelurd —
who were most responsible. And il there
isn’t anvthing lor the Army to be ashamed
of, il it was all Calley's fault after all,
then an ivesugation by Congress would
prove it once and for all,
PLAYBOY: Do you think there should be
ammnesty for war riminals as well as for
deserters?
HERBERT: Ammnesty lor evervone. We've got
o ger on with things in this coumry.
Let's have history judge whether the
men who left the comnry were right or
wrong. Those who were cowards will
have o live with that. Those who left or
went to jail for moral reasons won't
have to apologize to anyoune or do any-
thing special to atone lor sticking 10
principle. We never declared war. Con-
gress never decided 1o go to war and the
people never voted to go to war. A few
men got us into that war—Dby  lving
about what they were doing. 1T theyve
still free and arven’t living under any
kind of sentence, nobody should have 1o
including Calley and the others who
weren't strong enough to do the riglha
thing under pressure and didn’c have
the Kind of leadership they were enti-
tled to expect.
PLAYBOY: You sympathize with Calley?
HERBERT: I don’t cxactly sympathize with
him; [ sure as hell don't think there's
any good reason for what he did. B
he’s human. He was juse a scaired  litde
loser wving to be a big man. So he
struck out against women and children.
With an M-16. In the general context ol
Vietnam, what he did wasn't a!l i
immoral compared with the responsibility
ol the men who gave the orders. You
don’t excuse something like that, but you
i try o understand and forgive.
PLAYBOY: But not the leaders?
HERBERT: T'hey were the ones who made
(concluded on page 191)
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Sfiction By JOHN KNOWLES

prisoner of

a paranoid, he

was forced into

a confrontation with
death—and with himself

R APTUR The last rem-
nant of the

OF THE marriage was  dis-
posed of:  Brian

DEEP Cooper had  just sold
their house near the

eastern end of Long Island. Like the
tissue at the bottom of 2 Kleenex hox. it
had been used and now 1ossed away. So,
in a way, had the marriage. It was all
over: he had even paid the lawyers their
stupendous fees. Still, he couldn’t really
complain from a financial point ol view.
He was not required to pay her any
alimony. Movie stars ol her caliber didn't
ask for alimony.

Brian fnished the fried clams at the
little sealood restaurant and then started
out mto the night. It was a small, con-
venient place to eat near their house.
He had olten stopped there for a snack
belore starting in o New York. This was
undoubtedly the last time he would see it.

Across the highway [rom it was a dirt
road winding off toward Peconic Bay.
Brian had glanced in an unsecing way
at thar dirt road a thousand times and,
m an unthimking way, thought that he
ought to drive down it sometime, that it
looked as though something interesting
might lie at the end of it.

But of course he never had: He'd never
secemed to have time. She had always had
to hurry into New York lfor some commit-
ment or other, or he had had to cover a
story lor the newsmagazine. Brian had,
in fact, an imerview with a Senator, a
Southern Democratic chairman of an
important  Congressional committee, in
the morning at the Waldorf, but it didn't
interest him now. Who cared?

He had never taken such an atui-
tude toward his work belore, but

"I- e
then, his auitude had  changed ,—_.(,‘
about many things. He had never Y/

[

really been sure of himself in his o
lifes despite a healthy appearance
and a surface confidence of man-
ner, her leaving him—ifor a sec-
ond-rate French movie direcior,

at that—combined with a ma-

jor setback in his career had

lele him now quietly but
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decply desperate. Brian had always been
a well-organized person, and. this trait
had carried him to this point: through
the settlement and divorce and division
of property and now sale of the
country house.

He was Ieft with nothing to do. and
thus defenseless against the onslaughts
ol his unsureness and his desperation.
There were no children to be concerned
about: She had not wanted children, be-
cause they would interfere with her ca-
reer and because in some way she fened
the responsibility of being a parenc

Perhaps down thar winding litlde dirt
road across the way would be one of
those incredibly dangerous. no-
bridges over deep rushing water Senator
Edward Kennedy had encountered on
Chappaquiddick Islaind—DBrian had cov-
ered that story. If there were, he now
decided, with a cold destructiveness that
frightened him, that he would do delib-
erately what Senator Kennedy had done
accidentally, drive off it into the water,
capsize, drown. It would look like an
accident. It was crucially important that
it look accidental. That way she would
not have to feel guilty, not have 1o bear
the responsibility. He would not inflict
on her ithe vengelul, punishing guilt
suicidal people usually inflictc on their
survivors. That was a second-rate, ado-
lescent th to do. And he would not
do it to her for one very simple reason:
He was still in love with her.

The obituaries could be not only re-
spectlul but positive thinking. After all,
for someone 32 years old, he had accom-
plished quite a bit, covering two wars,
several national elections and major dis
asters, and so on; he’d won a number ol
prizes, appeared on cnough television
discussions to be recognized sometimes
on the street and, last but not least,
been marvied to a major movie star.

No one should ever marry a movie
star, he was thinking as he walked out
ol the seafood restaurant into a driving
nighttime gale, the kind of [ailing April
storm Long Island Sound specializes in.
AMrrying a movie star was a mistake for
one reason: They were all monsters.
When it became clear o him, wwo years
belore, alter four years of marriage, that
she was a monster, too, he began pon-
dering obsessively the question of wheth-
er it was being born a monster that
drove her and all the others to become
movie stars or whether in the process of
becoming stars they were turned into
monsters. He had never higured that out
and now never would. It didn't matter,
any more than Senator Grits or what-
ever his name was mattered.

He loved her too much to share her
with that career. And she had o have it,
every last gratification that an interna-
tionally famous, politically active movie
star is heir to. She wanted to become

bigger, always bigger. And that expan-
sion awomatically meant that the min-
riage had to become smaller. continually
shrink. He couldn’t stand the torment of
this tiny, day-by-day loss ol her.

Brian got into his car. a siall. tough
litle Alla Romeo he'd bought during
the 18 months his headquarters had
heen in Rome. It was economical and
he made a ferish ol living within his
own income. Now he saw thae its small,
lowslung  construction would  make i
more diflicult to escape hom than a stand-
ard Americm e il it lay overtnmed
and submerged in o nishing soream.

He started the engine, turned on the
windshicld wipers and  the  headlights
and headed across the deserted highway
and mo the dine road. It wound toward
the bay with high evergreen trees on
both sides.

Puddles and mud had formed in the
road. He humpad slowly along it so as
not to break a spring or anything in the
Al Then. realizing what he was doing,
he smiled bitterly 1o himsell:  Don't
damage the car en route to diowning
yoursell.

Blackness was everywhere except in
the small tummel of hrightness the head-
lights cast ahead and. combined with the
racket of the gale in the surrounding
trees. made him feel in a stae ol 1sola-
tion more 1ol than anv he'd  cver
known. It was imolerable, like life. Both
had to be pur a stop to. had 10 be. It
was as though his heing had no hold on
anything, and so no justibcation: it was
a vacuum. which nature abhorred. The
compulsion 1o climinate that being was
becoming overwhelming.

The car slithered past a gue. then
over more ruts and through puddles and
past trees, no dangerous bridge appear-
ing. And then the road seemed to open
out into a clearved avea and, in crossing it
the rear wheels got into a mudhole and
could not get out and he was stuck.

It was ignominious and laughable,
and she would have laughed a lot.

Brian was not going to go out into
that kind of weather, even it it was, as it
was, a matter of lile and death. There
was an ceric sense of decorum abow
anything as final as deah. It had o be
done just rvight. Suicide-—his, anyway—
had o have an orderliness, macabre, but
an orderliness all the same. He could
not bear a botch.

The sense ol nonbeing that had en-
gulled him a lew minutes belore was
fading: he could bear to live with him-
sclf temporarily.

So he turned on the radio.

One ol the late-might New York dis-
cussion-show  hosts was  talking  abowt
Venutians with a group ol intellectual
cranks. Venutians  were  people  from
Venus. They were here, civding in trans
parent flying saucers. To fuel their sau-
cers, they were draining clectricity out

of New York. They also caused the
excessive dog droppings that were pol-
luting the city's streets. Mavor Lindsay
wits in communicittion with them abow
thar. Their use of the elearicity was
nonnegotiable.

The storm howled on more wildly
than ever. The sheer energy of it was
hard 10 believe. He had never been out
in such a storm. He had wraveled all
over the world and been in war zones,
but he now realized that his had been
on the whole a Hilton Hotel-Pan Amer-
ican Airways sort of war-correspondent
career.

The veporting he did rellecred thar. In
had been cevebral, formulated, gutless,
hasically out of touch. Orderly.

Probably that was why his carcer was
slipping at the age of 32. He had never
gone out into the storm.

Brian got out of the car. The rain
and gale hit him [rom all sides. Tre-
mendously exhilarated, he stumbled into
i. taking a bauering, feet immediately
soiked. stumbling ahead into the black-
ness. withour plan.

The blustery beating he was taking,
the physical assault ol the storm. made
every minute seem ten times as long, and
it could not have been more than three
or four minutes before he realized that
he could not get back to the car. He had
turned the lights off, he notoriously had
no natural sense ol direction and, of
course. he couldn’t strike a match in this
wind. He listened for the sound of his
car radio. but hie couldn’t hear it above
the storm. For the next minutes—ten?
302—he groped and stumbled blindly,
feeling like a ridiculous clown. It was no
good; he was sure he was farther from the
car than ever. He did not want to die of
exposure, not at all. Finally, he bumped
into something, something wooden, long.
with a lid that opened. Feeling around
inside, he discovered some thick rope
coiled at the bottom. The rest of the
space was empty.

He climbed in, lay down on the rope.
closed the lid over him. It was like a
collin, but it was dry and away from
that tearing wind.

Maybe he could stay here forever.
just like this, He had not lelt so secure
since the womb. And in this lrame ol
mind, despite the coil of rope under him
and his clammy clothes, he eventually
dozed oll.

He dreamed of her dancing  wildhy
with some Senator—Kennedy? Grits?>—
on top of a flying saucer, and of himsclt
constantly wying to climb up to them
on a rickety ladder that rested against
nothing, climbing desperately rung alter
rung, lorever.

Waking, cramped and cammy and
groggy, his first thought was of the
dream. No. I won’t go on climbing that
rickety ladder forever, I won't do it

He raised the lid of the box

and



“Don’t like 10 brag, young feller. but this here is

»

the best boitom land in the county.’
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peered out into the most beautiful April
morning he had ever seen. Last night’s
storm seemed to have gathered up all
the bad weather and thrown it across
Long Island and out to sea. What re-
mained was an endless blue cdarity of
sky, cloudless and cternal, and sunlight
shimmering on the silver and green rip-
ples of Peconic Bay. which began a
dozen yvards in front of him. He was m a
small boawvard. The sun glistened on
the white hulls, the surrounding pine
trees and the frothing purity ol the bay.
It was very beautiful,

Beauty, what was beauty? She was
heautilul, oo,

He cdimbed out of the box. Unshaved
amd bedrageled, he must look like a real
bheachcomber.

“Looking lor some rope. were vou?”
an old man’s voice inquired sharply.

Brian looked behind him and there was
an old man in faded blue pants. worn
but very clean white sweater, yachting
cap. sncakers.

Brian stared Dblankly at him for a
while—what in God’s name to sayi—
and then explained that he’d mistaken

the road, goten stuck, goten lost, 1aken
shelter.
The man’s moist  lightblue  eyes

watched him but seemed o be having
priviate reactions, unrelated to Brian's
explanation.

“Well, goodbye.” said Brian firmly.
He would have 1o get away from here,
execute his decision somewhere else, per-
haps just keep driving until he found
the vight kind of bridge over the right
kind of water. The ground was [rirly
dry and his car didn’t appear to be sill
stuck. He got in and tried o start it
Nothing happened. Because he had lelt
the radio on. the hattery was dead.

Brian got out and asked the man, who
had moved near the car, il there was a
phone ncarby,

v Ll

“You don’t have a car here, do vou?”

“No.” A long pause ensued while they
contemplated each other. T got a boat™
he then oflered. as though playing
crucial card in a bridge came.

“Oh, fine. I you could give me a ride
to the neavest phone . . . I'd be glad to
pay- - .7

“No money.” He waved a big-knuckled
hand, “Money is the corrupter.”

No it isn't, Brian thought glancingly,
love is.

“My name’s Brian Cooper,” he said as
he followed the man past several small
stilboats and  powerboats that were up
out ol the water.

The man plodded on, not comment-
ing. They reached a long wooden dock,
and tied up to it there was a small, very
old-lashioned white yacht, battered and
worn and chipped and  aacked. but
cdearly an clegant one in its day, the
kind they didn’t make anymore, with a

big glass-cudosed  wheelhouse, an on-
deck cabin behind that, big Drass fix-
tures and even a short, squat smokestack.
“Don’t use that anymore,” the man said.
“Got a diesel in her.” There were quite
a lew cats lounging here and there. The
name ol the yachy in elegant gold letter-
ing across the stern wias TAURUS DOLOKES.

“Welcome  aboard!”  said  the old
man.
“Thanks, Capuain,” Brian said, now

ll:l\'illg a title if not a name for him.

“Ah—how’d you find this finc old relic?”

“In Palm Beach,” replied the captain
with a set grin.

Brian would have thought the man
had never been south of Sag Harbor.
There  scemed  something  provincial,
rooted, local about him; now he began
revising that estimate rapidly and accel-
crated this when he saw copies of Réal-
iés magazine lving about.

“Let’s go down to the galley and get
us some grub” The man seemed 10 be
playing the role of crusty old sea dog,
when in reality he was probably a Wall
Street banker. Or perhaps it was the
other way round. He led Brian down a
very steep, marrow stairway—Iladder—to
a cramped but spotless galley, and then
produced a very good ham-and-cggs,
toast-and-collee breakFast.

This morning I'm going to quit my
job, Brian suddenly realized.  When
you decided vour life was coming o an
end, vou dealt yoursell a very strong
hand of cards. In a sense, that decision
made you all-powerful; you could do
evervthing everyone else didn’t darve do.
Self-destructiveness was one of the most
powerful forces in the world. Brian de-
cided he was going to uy to enjoy his
annihilation to the hilt.

“Got any booze?” he asked the man.

The caprain ook an unwavering look
at him and then siid coefully, “Yeah. 1
got some hoodh.”

“Well>*

“You a heavy-drinking man”

“Not usually. but 1 was out in that
storm—wet clothes—chill i

“Um-hum.”

The captain went inmo a small office
Lehind the galley 1o fetch what Brian
expected would be a bottle of rum.
There was a ause, he heard ace ratding,
and after a while, the man cime out
carrying a tray with a cockrail glass on
it. Brian wok it and tasted i i was a
very dry vodka martini.

“Now let’s cast ofl.” said the captain,
“I'll get vou to that phone.”

drian gulped down the marting and
followed the captain back up on deck.

The beautiful spring morning spread
away [rom them on all sides, so match-
less inits hopelul shine that thoughts
of death might now wvanish. But the
reverse  proved  true. The  morning
glowed ol happiness and it mocked him;
he could not join it, never capture it;

cluded by beauty. he siood mocked by
it. He wanted to die.

“Cast off fore and aft!” yelled the
captain, standing at the wheel behind
the big glass window. He started the
engine and the high-hulled old  craft
trembled slightly.

Brian cast off the lines and the Tau-
rus Dolores backed slowly away [rom the
dock. By now his svstem, not used to
aleohol in the morning, hcg.m o react
to the martini. Perhaps it was metabo-
lism, but he found that one marting in
the moring was like four m the eve-
ni In a glowing haze. he ambled
back and sat down on the high swivel
chair next to the captain’s, He was slow-
Iy turning the ship away rom Lind. and
then, shilting the ranling engine into
forward. he headed into the glittering
open wier.

“What's vour name:” Brian called out
over the engine’s rumble.

“Hm? What difference
make? You going to sue mez™

“Of course I'm not going 1o sue you.
For what?”

“Oh. you could fall down a ladder
and say vou wrenched vour back and
sue me,”

Brian grinned.
you.”

Aflter a long silence, the captain then
said, “My name’s ()gtlcn. Philip Carhart
Ogden. Heard of me?”

“No. Should T have?”

“Some people have.”

“What do you do?”

“Fm an explorer. Fitting this ship out
to go up the Amazon. Lots of salery up
the Amazon.”

Brian knew the upper Amazon to be
one of the most dangerous places in the
world, bhut perhaps he'd misunderstood
Philip Ogden in the steady beat of the
engine or because ol the vodka. He let
his inwerest slide 1o the shining, first-day-
of-creation beatitude  all wround  him.
reshness inconate, and the godly splen-
dor ol nature and of the sea made him
sick—of himself, of her, of cveryihing. IF
only he had been born a fish. a por-
poise. which was surely the happiest
creature i creation. And  failed,  di-
vorced. drunk-in-the-morning journal
were the unhappiest.

The wmpulse o jump  overboard
flashed over him, but that would ciuse
endless trouble to this nice old guy and
be cearly suicide.

The high. pointed white bow of the
yacht shiced on 10 Peconic Bay. The clos-
est telephone Brian imagined 1o be in
Sag Harbor, but they seemed 1o he leav-
ing Sag Harbor off to starboard.
knew the rudiments of nautical
and of boatsmanship in general. Brian
knew the rudiments of a grear many
things. competent journalist that he was.
It was just, he realized. that he didn’t

(continued on page 218)

does  that
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article By WILLIAM IVERSEN

IF SHE HAD TO SPEAK of them at all, she called
thern her unmentionables. Of all the evasive,
nice-Nelly terms that proper ladies and gentle-
men once used to clothe their naked thoughts,

none were more historically accurate than

the coyly suggestive euphemisms for

women’s underwear. Throughout much '

of human history, female undergarments could
not in truth be named—for the very good reason
that they simply didn’t exist.

When they did come to exist, moreover, modesty had
very little to do with it. Mother Eve and her sensational
little micromini fig leaf aside, modesty has, in fact,
played virtually no part in the origin of any sort of
human clothing—under or outer, male or female.

Modesty is born of a sense of shame. And shame con-
cerning human nudity is a relatively late and sophisti-
cated notion; it depends upon the communal taboos of
a given time and place. “Where men and women wear
only a string around the waist, their dress is decent,”
one pioneering student of primitive culture has ob-
served, “but it is indecent to leave off the string.”

It is from just such a primitive string, or leather
thong, that our entire Western wardrobe is supposed
to have evolved. So remote was the idea of conceal-
ment that the string’s first apronlike appendages hung
not in front but behind—to protect the seated but-
tocks from the damp and chilly ground.

By the time the fertility-worshiping Minoans estab-
lished their civilization on the island of Crete, the
original string had been expanded into a colorful,
tightly laced bodice that left the breasts—the symbol
of fertility—fully exposed. This pop-top Cretan crea-
tion is the ancient prototype of all the various kinds
of waist cinchers members of the fair sex have worn
to accentuate their natural curves.

Also more ornamental than moral was the Greek
chiton, a one-piece garment that is generally consid-
ered to be the ancient forerunner of all later slips and
undershirts. Its earliest styles were slung from one
shoulder and left one breast exposed. Featuring a side
slit that earned even the austere Spartan women a
reputation as displayers of thighs, the kicky chiton
was girdled with a shifty waistband called the zona—a
name that gave us the English zone, now used in con-
junction with such appropriate descriptives as torrid,
temperate, frigid, erogenous, speed and no-parking.

According to Pearl Binder, a British student of
Muffs and Morals, “Greek women wore no corsets

during the finest epochs of Greek history, but
during the time of Greek decadence they fastened
themselves into corsets.” A small waist “never
having appealed to the Greeks at any period,” the
corsets were worn to emphasize the comfy ampli-
tude of Athenian hips; many broad-beamed Greek
beauties even wore their zone-huggers to bed.
Roman bosoms were generally supported by a linen
underband, called a sirophium or mamillare. But
Messalina, the sexually insatiable wife of the Emperor
Claudius, “wore a linen corset of her own design which
pinched in the waist and thrust the breast outward.”
Messalina's come-hither corset was copied by fashion-
able matrons and by Roman prostitutes, who considered
the empress one of the girls. It was in one of Rome's
busiest brothels, Juvenal reports, that “this imperial
whore" regularly “showed her golden tits . . . took the
customers on, with gestures more than inviting.” In
her heyday—which was every day her husband took a
nap—Messalina was reputed to have shucked her
clever little corset and indulged in a 24-hour endur-
ance contest, in which she outperformed “a Harlot,
that was esteemed the very bravest in Love, by 25
Feats.” But according to one Nicolas Venette, who
wrote a circa-1740 report on the relative capabilities
of famous floozies, Messalina was sexually sluggish
compared with Cleopatra, who wore no corsets at all
and “underwent in one Night's Time the amorous
Efforts of 106 men.”

Whatever the glories of ancient Egypt, female un-
derwear wasn’t one of them, and Cleopatra was the
living embodiment of the human tendency to let it all
hang out. She may have worn a see-through mamillare
on occasion, but the Theda Bara breastplate usually
associated with Egypt’s busiest and bestknown queen
seems to have been more of a moviemaker’s conces-
sion to 20th Century breast taboos than a bona fide
fashion trademark of the Siren of the Nile.

As women's wear, robes of concealment began to
appear in the Middle East during that period in
history when fertility worship was on the wane and
were used to promote bodily shame, rather than to
ward off the elements. Concealing feminine curves
from the covetous glances of male strangers was a
form of birth control and robes were religiously worn
in even the warmest weather.

The fact that climate was secondary is further
evidenced by the Roman historian Tacitus, who tells
us that women of the Germanic north wrapped them-
selves in sleeveless shifts, (text continued on page 89)
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Back in the late 18th
Century, when a lady’s
bosom welled over her
décolletage, high
foshion called for this
ensemble of
whalebone-stiffened

corset ond puff-
sleeved chemise.



The butiressed derriére (above) and the tightly
cinched waist (below) had been supplanted

at the time of the 1918 Armistice by loose silk
chemises (right); milady’s stays had gone ta war.

1838

Hoops, my dear: Underpinnings in the 19th Century were devoted largely to achieving
fullness in strategic locations. Watch-spring steel was used for the dome-shaped
“cage crinoline” of the late 1850s (above); multiple layers of ruffled petticoats
served the purpose for the cancan girls of the archly naughty gaslight era (below).
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Slips, once nearly olways white—as in the
Twenties “shimmy*’ ot far left—began, after
the introduction of inexpensive royon

fabrics, to be moss-produced in varied colors,
such as this blue model from the Thirties
{above). Quite the rage for some yeors was
the camisole-knickers combination dubbed
step-ins (left); even less restricting was

the low-slung gorter belt of the Forties (right).

in which “the nearest part of the bosom
is also exposed.” Despite the frigid cli-
mate, underclothes were unknown. For
outdoor wear m winter, both women
and men wrapped themselves in cloaks of
fur or wool, “leaving the rest of their
persons bare.”

Contrary to present-day misconcep-
tions, it was not Roman nudity but wigs,
cosmetics and other artificial beauty aids
that stirred the righteous wrath of early
Chrisuian critics. In their view, under-
garments of any sort were sinfully vam
and unnatural. The temptations of nude
and scantily clad flesh were, in fact, wel-
comed as a means ol strengthening one’s
powers of sexual denial. Members of some
groups “slept with the prettiest persons,
that their continence might triumph.”

Though such frisky forms of devotion
were later banned, many parishioners
managed to ind and submit 1o sundry
temprations; this led to a certain vogue
for hair “shurts of penance,” which were
worn next {lext continued on page 92)
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black-satin slip

(left), once considered

slightly risqué, was
memorably popularized
by actress Silvana
Mongano in the
Italian neo-realist
film Bitter Rice.

4
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Garter belt and girdle alike received a near-fatal blow and the
stocking market crashed with the introduction of panty hose (above).
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1972

And today: freedom
ot last. The modern
girl chucks underwear
altogether. Whether
you see the liberation
of the female form as
a manifestation of
women’s lib or the
sexual revolution,
you'll ogree with us
that the mode is

easy on the wallet
—ond on the eye.
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to the sinner’s skin throughout the Mid-
dle Ages. By the Tenth Century, some
religious persons regularly wore rough
woolen undergarments to mortify their
flesh, although some upper-class women
risked eternal damnation by donning
undershirts of homespun  linen. The
Saxons called this shirt a smock—though
mention was rarely made of it until
after the Norman invasion in 1066 A.p.
when the English adopted the French
mame:  chemise. From  cors, the Old
French word for body, came the English
corsct—which, at fivst, seemed o reler
to a tightly laced bodice that boosted the
bosoms hall out of the neckline, 10 pro-
vide a display of cleavage that helped
men of all vanks and degrees survive the
Dark Ages,

Toward the middle of the 14th Cen-
tury, the tightly laced dames of the Eng-
lish moat-and-drawbridge set created a
new sensation by padding out their hips
with a curious kind of improvised bustle.
In the candid but gloomy account of a
sharp-eyed monk of Glastonbury, they
“weredde such strete [tight] clothes that
they had long foxtails sewede within ther
garments to hold them forthe for to hede
[hide] ther arses, the whiche disguising
and pride afterwards broughte forthe and
causedde many mischiefs and mishappes
that hapned in the [realm] of Englond.”

Whatever the mischiefs and mishaps
these  loxtail fanny-falsies may have
caused in a kingdom where huntsmen
avidly rode o hounds, they were probably
no more lethal than the new French
scantiness—which, by the winter of 1370,
had progressed to the point where the
Knight de la Tour Landry raised his visor
and observed that many fair young dam-
sels were “dying of cold in their bellies
and breasts.” The suffering of these blue
bloods was due in good part to imported
fabrics [rom the East—some so sheer as to
permit Geollrey Chaucer to give his read-
ers a wansparent cyeful of the Lady
Largesse:

For thvough her smocke, wrought
with sylke,

The flesshe was sene as whyle as
mylke.

In the I5th Cenuury, the smock, or
chemise, continued to be regarded as
something of a luxury item—though un-
comlortable undershirts were still worn
by rich and poor as garments ol penance
and griel. It was said, for example. that
Queen Isabella of Spain wore the same
undershirt day and night for three years,
out of sorrow over the Spanish failure to
wrest Granada from the Moors, Granada
fell and the queen’s shirt came off in
1192—a circumstance that may or may
not have influenced the Spanish decision
to send Columbus out to find a speedier
route to India’s aromatic spices.

Corsets, as a separate item ol female
dress, supposedly evolved [rom warriors’
armor. Introduced into France by Ca-
therine de Médicis. the originals were ol
hinged steel and had to be fastened with
bolts. Suited more to heavy combat than
to jousting in the lists of love, these
torturous contrivances were the height
of 16th  Century fashion—especially
among the renowned courtesans of Ven-
ice. who were the only women in Italy
permitted to wear underpanms. Their
knee-length, heavily embvoidered “pan-
taloons  of tempttion,”  officially  con-
doned as a means of stimulating rade,
were worn under  voluminous  skirts,
which the flirtatious fancy ladies could
coyly hoist up 1o their hips by means of
invisible strings—driving men mad with
desire.

In Elizabethan England. breasi-flaten-
ing corsets gave the upper bodies of
fashionable women an appearance al-
most identical with those of well-dressed
men. Portraits of the period suggest that
the seduction of a fully clothed Elizabe-
than charmer must have involved skills
similar to those required for dismantling
a circus tent. In addition 1o the velvet-
covered metal corset that stiffened the
female torso into the rigidity of a center
pole, the various layers of petticoats and
skirts stood stiffly out [rom the waist
with the aid of a farthingale—a wrap-
around bustle of whalebone hoops in the
shape of a giant salami, which women
wore under their “petty coates.” A Span-
ish innovation, introduced by way of
France, the English [farthingale was
known in lower-class parlance as a bum-
roll, by virtue of its intimate contact
with milady’s bum—or that portion of
the anatomy that monks, monarch and
milady hersell lormerly called her arse.

Doors had to be widened and special
farthingale chairs were made to accom-
modate these body bloaters, which even-
tually grew to a width of four feet.
Cautious females stayed indoors on blus-
tery days, for fear that the wind would
blow them away like sailboats without
rudders. But English Puritans perceived
different dangers: Due to the “lardin-
gale,” they declared, the commodious
skirts of wayward wives and daughters
had replaced closets and chests as a
favorite hiding place for lovers. At a
time when even the most brazen hussies
wore underpants only when dancing,
the intimacy of this stratagem tickled
the popular fancy.

In France, where cleavage was given
broad exposure by the low-swooping
necklines of Louis XIII's Austrian wife,
Anne, the Via Lactea, or Milky Way.,
wias known as the Well of Sancuification

a name that grew increasingly inap-
propriate as the deeply inwriguing cleft
became a cross between a miumature ca my-
all and a handy in-and-out box. Notes,

kevs. watches, handkerchiels and nose-
gays all were likely to be dropped down
the well, inviting  playful scarch  and
seizure by nimble-lingered gallants. Dur-
ing the decade ol Puritan rule, English
cleavage was oflten obscured by ker
chicfs, which women tucked in at the
neckline. With  the  Restoration  of
Charles TL all such “bibs and ckers”
were out. Busked-up  bosoms  bobbled
and niplets winked in and out ol [rilly
necklines, just as they did at the court
ol Frince's Loms XIV. But the tull
extent ol C!\'}X)ﬁul'(' caan S(ilrll'l)' l)(.’ IS
ured today, due o the [act that many
I8th Century families had  the hosomy
portraits of their Restoration ancestors
painted over with mantles and tuckers,
10 create a more seemly appearance.

Among the Enghsh, French and Dutch
colonists in America, female [ashions were
as close 10 those of the homeland as prac-
ticality would allow. Colonial cleavage

qas firmly supported by siays, or busks,
ol whalebone and wood, some ol which
may be seen in the collection of heirloom
corseiry now preserved at Williamsburg,
Virginia.

But just a lew hundred miles from
Williamsburg, on the Virginia fronuer,
women ol Scowch-Irish stock lived and
died without ever having seen a busk.
“The linsey petticoat and  bedgown™
were “the universal dress of our women
in early umes.” an old [rontiersman
wrote, in describing backwoods life be-
fore the Revolution. When not in use,
petticoats and bedgowns “were hung in
full display on wooden pegs, round ihe
walls of their cabins,” serving “in some
degree the place of paper hangings. . . .7

Familiar as hangings in many presem
day American homes arve gilt-lIramed re-
productions of The Swing. a pastoral
scene  that  Jean Honoré  Fragonard.
court artist to Louis XV, painted in
1766. Viewed as highly romantic by
homemakers who have never studied s
details, the painting depicts an
cratic miss seated on a wide swing, amid
poufs of pink-satin skirt, while her lov-
er reclines on the ground before her,
gazing up with adoring eyes. But are his
cyes really adorving? And what is he
staring at? As the beautcous swinger had
planned, he is staring vight up her skirt
—past the tops of her rolled silk hose
and bewtween her parted thighs—for a
French “display of the graces.”

More than the incident iself, The
Sunng is illustrative ol an 18th Century
shift of interest from the busked-up
breast 1o the longhidden female leg.
This lowering ol erotic sights began
about 1710, with the introduction ol the
lmnp skirt—actually, a hooped petticoat.
beneath the skirt and  suflened

(continued on page 213)
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“The way 1 see it, promiscuity is its own reward.”



Coot: Exceptionally powerful, the hill-bent Coot {above) features o
1-to-164 low-gear ratic and semiarticulated body that will take you
almost anywhere yau wish to wander. And, if you're planning a trek
way into the boondocks, you can even order your Coot with four-
wheel steering that works in opposite directions like a hook-and-lad-
der truck. Price: $1895, F. O. 8. Cummins Engine Co., Dallas, Texas.

Tricart: Chassis, seats, fenders and engine-mounting equipment are
all incorporated in one structure, thanks to the Tricart’s aircraft-
type, monocoque body of reinforced fiberglass. This grown-up three-
wheeler can handle gravel, sand, snow and shallow streams. Model
40E (one of four) has a dual electrical starting system. Prices: $379—
$695, F. O. 8. New Holland Division, Sperry Rand, Lebanan, Ohio




come kil or high
water—a quartet of
highway-chucking
off-road vehicles

Jor your great escape

farfrom
 themadding crowd

modern Iz'z,lr'ng h' Kenw. IlIII'IW WHEN WINSTON CHURCHILL uttered one ol his lesser profundites, a remark that
the substitution of the internal-combustion engine for the horse had marked a gloomy day lor mankind, he had
in mind only the automobile, running more or less decorously on street and highway. Had the great man known the
ORYV (Oft-Road Vehicle), his language might have been more picturesque, lor in the ORV the i.c. engine has finally
achieved ubiquity: Roads or no roads, it can go anywhere.

Hovercralt, ATV (All-Terrain Vehicle), dune buggy, trail bike and snowmaobile are the pl'im;u"\' forms ol the g5




Crazy Colt: With a planetary transmission that sends power ta each
of its six wheels through a chain drive, and a body of lightweight
thermoplastic, the Crazy Colt (above) can negotiate racky areas,
farests, streams, ponds and hills, even at a 45-degree angle. Rubber
engine mounts eliminate vibrations; twa simple levers control steering,
speed and braking. Price: $995, F. O. B. ATV Mig. Co., Glenshaw, Pa.

ILLUSTRATIONS BY MARTIN HOFFMAN

Air Cycle: Serving as an all-season escape machine, the Air Cycle
functians as o swamp vehicle, powerboat, dune buggy. iceboat and
snowmobile, hitting speeds of about 40 mph. The 33-hp twin-cylinder
engine is coupled to a fan that suspends the Air Cycle several inches
above the surface, giving an almost frictianless ride over most ter-
rain, Price: $1495, F. O. B. Air Cushion Vehicles, Troy, New Yark.
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ORV. The thing is all new, practically unheard of in the Fifties. not really significant until the late Sixties, booming
going into the Seventies—259 snowmobiles were sold in 1959; last vear, 500.000. Like other inventions, say the electric
bulb and the roulette wheel, the ORV helps satisfy a need: in this case, the wish to get away from it all, easily and
quickly. A man who wouldn’t walk a long mile to see the Taj Mahal at sunrise can in less time, with an ORV, n

himsell the only human being in 20 square miles of primeval forest, its majesty and silence his alone—as soon as he
shuts off the engine, that is, or engines, as the case may be. People love the things or hate them. The middle ground is
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almost empty. A man who lives on the
outer fringe of a small town in New
Hampshire and wakes up sitting at two
AM. because he thinks the house is col-
lapsing, just in time to sec a herd of 20 or
30 snowmabiles charging through his back
yard, has a tendency to reach for the 12-
gauge and a box ol deer slugs. But one
who's known the giantkiller sense of
power that comes with a six-wheel ATV,
equally at home on a boulderstudded
mourntain slope and the still waters of
a lake, or the sheer delight. half fun,
half fright, of dunestorming a far-tired
trike, or the wonder of hovercrafting six
inches over a frozen marsh at 30 miles an
hour, just brushing the high spots, has a
different point of view, different attitude
altogether.

Time was, and not all that long ago,
when anything with wheels on it and
room for two people could find seclusion
somewhere. It's not so easy now, par-
ticularly on the country's coasts, and
anyone with a modicum of imagination
and access o a map can see how much
harder it’s going to be before long, when
solid megalopolis will run from Boston
to Washington, D. C,, for example. The
Off-Road, laughing at freeways to saury
into the boondocks, began as an engine,
a tub and a set of squashy wheels, but it
may really be the future’s thing. Right
now, to accomplish the Jaudable end of
really getting out of it, only a two-place
helicopter can drop one into privacy
more easily.

A military prime mover that would
haul an artillery piece almost anywhere
—it had an electric motor in each hub—
was built by Ferdinand Porsche for the
Austrian army in World War One, and
maybe it all began there. Closer, though,
was the U.S. Army’s Vehicle, GP (Gen-
eral Purpose)—the jeep. By the time
1945 shut down the fighting, we had
scattered 634,569 jeeps around the world,
the Germans had chipped in 50,000-0dd
of their own version, the Kiibelwagen
(or Schwimmwagen if it was amphibious),
and a few hundred thousand Servicemen
had decided they'd like to have one back
home. (The most enterprising tried ship-
ping them back stripped. one piece at a
time.) Inevitably, somebody decided to
make a jeep thing that would be lighter,
cheaper and more versatile;  almost
equally inevitably, it happened in Cali-
fornia; so the jeep begat the dune bug-
gy, which begat the trail bike, which
begat the snowmobile, which begat the
ATV—maybe.

The hovercralt, or air-cushion vehicle,
or ground-effect machine, is the only
original among the ORVs. The others
are all adaptations, developments, the
smowmobile taking its wacked drive
from World War One’s tank, for in-
stance. But the hovercralt hangs on the
idea of using one fan to blow a vehicle
up off the ground and another one 1o

drive it. The notion surfaced around
1902, and a Finn, Toivo Kaario, built a
working model in 1934; but Sir Christo-
pher Cockerell of Great Britain is gener-
ally credited with the invention. He
came in sidewise, as so many inventors
have: An electronics engineer who'd be-
come a boatbuilder, he was working on
the reduction of water friction on ship
hulls. Cockerell, of course, knew the
hydrofoil boat, which lifts its hull out of
the water at high speeds, but he wanted
the hull dry from the stari. He made
his first model out ol a coflee can in
1953, and it worked. He made another
one, two feet, six inches long, and it
worked beter. :

Saunders-Roe of England was the
pioneer manufacturing firm, and the
first hovercraft floated, flew, went in
May 1959. It had a 435horsepower
radial engine and a speed capability of
50 knots. A regular crossChanmel service
started in 1968, by 1969 was on an
every-hour-on-the-hour basis, and suill is.
I crossed on one of these hoveraraft, the
Princess Margaret of the Mountbatten
class, a 130-footer carrying 254 passen-
gers and 30 automobiles at a cruising
speed of 60 mph. There was a heavy sea
running that day and the 60-minute ride
was rough, as rough and as noisy as it
would have been in a propellerdriven
airplane in heavy turbulence. There
were no seat belts, and you hung on—or
else. I saw four inches of daylight under
some passengers. In ordinary weather,
veteran hovercralt commuters deposed,
the thing was steady as stone. and nor-
mal running time was 40 minutes—less
than half the Channel ferry’s.

It's a peculiarity of the hovercralt that
cfficiency increases in direct proportion
to size, and it was Cockerell's opinmion
that there was no practical limit. Rich-
ard Stanton-Jones, Saunders-Roe’s man-
aging director, envisioned a transoceanic
hovercraft a mile long, of 100,000 tons
dead weight, driven by a 2,000,000-horse-
power assembly of engines. While such a
monster could be built if the money
could be found, it’s most unlikely it will
be. Stanton-Jones's optimism was charac-
teristic of the hovercraft’s nascent era.
reminiscent of the parallel period in air-
plane history: Pioneers saw the skies full
of small privare planes. Some hovercraft
enthusiasts believed that the automobile
itself would be sent to permanent rest
i museums beside the paddle-wheel ship
and the steam locomotive. Logically,
scores of manufacturers on both sides of
the Atlantic jumped into the field to
build one-to-four-passenger hovercraft,
and, equally logically. the attrition rate
was high. By 1970, three of the biggest
in Britain, including British Hovercralt,
builders of the cross-Channel machines,
were conceding financial troubles. Still, a
few months later, another firm, Hover
Air Ltd, daimed to be back-ordered

$21,000,000. Hover Air's model range
includes a single-seater weighing only
150 pounds complete with two engines,
probably the lightest hovercraft.

The root atraction of the machine,
its ability 10 move at equal speed over
ground and water, is strong cnough to
hold it viable, and 25 to 30 companies
in the U.S. and Canada are producing
or planning production. The market
place is not crowded, and it's dominat-
ed by the Air Cycle, a $1500 ticket made
by Air Cushion of Troy, New York. The
Air Cycle has wwo points of marked
superiority over most private-use hover-
craft: Standard practice has been to use
two engines, one driving a horizontal
fan o create the cushion ol air on
which the machine Hoats, the other a
vertical propeller for thrust. The Air
Cycle takes lilt and propulsion from a
single engine. Second, because the hov-
ercralt runs essentially without surface
comtact, it has been tricky to handle in
turns and in side winds: no wheels on
the ground, no rudder in the water and
not cnough speed to make its airplane-
type rudders sharply effective. A turn in
most hovercraft is a wide drift. Air Cy-
cle’s control system, induding airfoil
trim control and thrust spoilers, produces
superior handling characteristics, even at
its 40-mph top speed, and is easy to
learn. It can climb a 20-degree slope,
too much for most hovercralt.

Credit for the invention of the All-
Terrain Vehicle is usually divided be-
tween two Canadians, John Gower and
Ron Beehoo, who worked independently
of each other in 1961-1962. Gower called
his machine the Jiger, and it was in pro-
duction for about five years. Beehoo
made his first one—he called it Aquacat
—in his basement and started production
with a work staff of seven men. The vehi-
cle was an immediate success and five
years later, with five times as many em-
ployees, Beehoo was still well behind
demand; in 1966 he combined his firm
with an American company, Mobility
Unlimited. Produced in a Raymond. Mis-
sissippi, plant, it's the Amphicai now.

Ron Beehoo laid down the basic form
of all ATVs: a thermoplastic, fiberglass
or steel tub built in two halves with
preformed seats, engine cover, cargo
space, dash, wheel wells, and so on, a
light engine driving, usually, four or six
wheels through chains, the wheels tired
with big doughnut balloons, heavily
cross-treaded, running on a pound or a
pound and a hall of air pressure. The
difference between an ATV and, say, a
rough-ground waveler like the jeep is
in the simultaneous drive of wheels
so squashy that they can get a giip on
anything, even, to a modest degree,
water. I drove one by ATV Manufactur-
ing Company of Glenshaw, Pennsylvania,
the dominating firm in the ficld, into a

(continued on page 172)



article By GARRY WILLS
on the radical possibility of living for the spirit and the flesh

A tall assured man came to the
switchboard at Woodstock Col-
lege, a Jesuit seminary in Mary-
land, on the night of March
21, 1969, and asked the wom-
an there to buz students Joe
O'Rourke and Mike Dougherty.

“Who shall I say is calling?”

“They’ll know.”

Dougherty reached the phone
first. “There is someone to see
you,” the woman said.

“Who is it?”

“He won't say.”

“Describe him.”

“Tall, gray hair, blue cyes.

“OK.” He hung up.

The next day, Joe O'Rourke
and Mike Dougherty, along

with seven others, were arrested
while publicly destroying files
taken from the Dow Chemical
Company’s offices in Washing-
ton. The woman at the switch-
board, Barbara Meyer, of vague
age and mixed girlish and ma-
ternal feelings toward ‘“her
boys” at Woodstock, was dis-
turbed. “That man who came
last night is the one who got
them into trouble,” she told her
family. They asked if she knew
who he was. “No, but I could
pick him out of a crowd of
thousands. That height and
those eyes.”

During the trial of the D. C.
Nine, Mrs. Meyer got to know

“Sex
and ‘@ie

“Sin

gle ‘Pr est
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“that man.” He came to Woodstock
olten, and seemed just as concerned as
she about “the boyvs.” He had not joined
them in their act, she learned, because
he was already convicted of one felony
in Baltimore and was planning another
for Catonsville. Everyone called him Phil
—except Mrs. Meyer, who made a suff-
ish point of addressing him as Father
Berrigan.

Joe and Mike were the first Woodstock
men to be caught in an illegal action, and
Mike's New York superior decided to de-
lay his ordination, at least until he had
undergone his trial—perhaps, if it came
to that, umil he had served his prison
term, The New York seminarians in
Maryland resented this; a carload of
them drove up to New York and exacted
an agreement that their classmate would
be made a priest. Although Dougherty
knew of these cfforts, and let them go for-
ward, he had other things in mind. One
mght. alter a grueling session on the
witness stand, he called Woodstock
around midnight to summon friends back
to Washington. A priest of their circle
was about to marry him and a girl who
had camped with the peaceniks at Wood-
stock. This dismayed some of Dougherty’s
supporters, not all of whom agreed with
his politics; they had, alter all, opposed
their superior at some risk to their own
priestly careers.

Not long ago. those who left the priest-
hood did it quictly, under cover of night,
not letting others know they had o leave.
A tacit agreement had all along been as-
sumed, that such men were lost to the
community—an embarrassment Lo some,
tempration for others—never 1o be
welcomed back. Departure was to remain,
lor others, unthinkable, an option neither
considered nor imaginable. Even in the
mid-Sixties, poet novelist  John
L'Heureux, studying for ordination at
Woodstock, told of a secret party thrown
for a departing seminarian as a daring
and unique act that “no one [would] be-
lieve"—the violem: wrench had been
softened. Iriendships reafirmed at part-
ing, in a way that old seminary rules were
designed to forestall.

Entry into the seminary was an abrupt
and rending thing, [ull of symbolic re-
nunciation: simtlarly, one should leave
with a sharp break. Taboos were culti-
vated—inhibitions o prop up the dis
ciplines ol poverty, celibacy, clerical
apartness. The priest was safe inside this
inviolable zone, the area marked out by
his stiff collar's magic circle. Being in or
being out was a matter of choice, clear-
cut. Either or. One could not be both.

But all such walls of division have
come down in recent vears, “the house”
fraving out into “the world.” students
for the priesthood coming and going
casually, bringing their [riends in with
them, even meeting their future wives at

and

the seminary. There had always been
priests who married, but new questions
arose in this context: If priests were now
judged by prolessional academic norms,
why should they leave the institution in
which their competence had been estab-
lished? And so another taboo was shat-
tered: Priests who married would no
longer be pariahs at Catholic schools.
Autempts to get rid of them were met
with legal suits, appeals to the Ameri-
can Association of University Professors
and fights over the principle of tenure.

The problem arose lor Woodstock alt-
er the college had moved 1o New York
City. A bright young moral theologian,
Giles Milhaven, married and his students
asked the administration to allow him
to stay on—not only as professor but
also as priest and Jesuit. He agreed with
the request in principle, though supe-
riors begged him to spare them embar-
rassment. Milhaven saw the uneasiness
that would be caused by his staying, both
for old friends on the faculty and for his
new wife—added strains placed on the
early trials ol marriage. Besides, he was
a qualifhed prolessor and the college was
uncertain of its academic [uture. He
accepted an offer from Brown University.
The students wished him well. But some
thought he had let them down by
acquiescing to old rules, perpetuating
obsolete tiaboos.

That was the situation when Mike
Dougherty (of the Dow Chemical tri-
al) showed up again at Woodstock,
along with his wife and their new baby.
He was still appealing his convicuion,
along with Joe O'Rourke, and he want-
ed to remmiin active for peace. The Jesu-
its made room for his family in their
aparunents, on what scemed at first a
temporary basis. When he expressed a
desire to take his wife back to sce her
parents in California (where they had
stayed for some time after their mar-
riage), a collection was taken up
throughout the Woodstock community.
The seminarians—some with particular
relief—dug into exiguous salaries 10
finance the wrip. Yet though the money
disappeared, the Doughertys didn’t. The
plans for the rip [aded along with the
funds for it.

Woodstock students were divided in
the matter. At last a house meeting was
called to thrash out the problem. The
defenders of the family were clear in
their position: Mike was doing work for
which the house had prevailing sympa-
thy: he should be supporied. The oppo
sition was ill focused. Some maintained
that a baby around the house was an
imposition: but undisturbed leisure and
casy access to the TV are not very high
grounds on which 1o vindicate the sa-
credness of cloister. How could the Jesu
its kick out a Catholic folk hero—one of
the D.C. Nine. for God’s sake—to pre-
serve Colonel Blimp's [avorite leather
chair in the lounge? Others used an

argument from the concept of religious
poverty—Jesuit students live on the
contributions of benefactors who do not
intend, when donating money. to house
and feed non-Jesuits in a seminary. But
that, too, was easily answered. The do-
nations are given so that Jesuits may
carry on their apostolate, and most of
those where the Doughertys lived would
agrec that peace work is part of that
mission—more a part ol it than work in
laboratories or classrooms, on which do-
nated funds are gladly expended. Be-
sides, Joe O'Rourke is genially candid
about use ol his order's funds: “We
should be religious Robin Hoods, taking
from the rich to feed the poor. Half the
people who donate to us are making
money from the war system or from
exploitative corporations and hope they
can buy their way into heaven with
some Masses said for them.”

It seemed to some that Dougherty
came out of the meeting with stronger
claims upon the resources of the house
than many of those who were still Jesu-
its. What is given the order is given for
service: given to be given back in the
form of active ministry. The donations
that make helping others possible also
make it imperative; without this reason,
nothing would be given in the first
place. Thus, most Jesuits were for
Dougherty's staying. Given the poor
quality of arguments against his staying,
it's a wonder they did not all end up on
his side. But the debate arose initially,
one suspects, because of arguments no
one was willing to voice. These sophisti-
cated young men were afraid to be
“square” and bring up the question of
celibacy, the traditional basis for clois-
ter. If they are to remain celibate, it
must be with eyes open, not as naive
boys shut up monastically in cells. With
all of New York around them, how can
they shut out the regular contemplation
of other men’s sexual fulfillment? In-
deed, sex takes far grosser forms than
married life in almost any New York
street. Families live just down the hall
in the Woodstock students’ apartment
building. What does it matter, then,
that one family lives in the next room?

So goes the argument—or so it would
have gone if even one man had spelled
out such obvious things. Yet, in practice,
it does make a difference that the com-
munity, no matter how close it lives to
the world and its cares. does not even
try to create a celibate style of its own.
Ii celibacy is not a mere accident and
anomaly but a thing chosen for its posi-
tive values, then that choice and those
values should take external form, actual
and symbolic. To swrive for an “inner”
celibacy that needs no outer expression
is to dismiss the body and fall back on a
simpleminded view ol the soul as a
detachable “ghost in the machine.” The
sophisticates turned out 1o be more naive

(continued on page 115)



HOW TO STEAL THE PRESIDENTIAL NOMINATION

THIS MONTH, the art of the possible, the business of power, the sport of would-be kings (ah,
politics) will begin celebrating itself and trying to pick a Democratic candidate for President,
all in Miami Beach. lt's always a wonderful show and as it gets under way this year, the one
disappointing thing about it is that there are only ten or so announced candidates, and a cou-
ple of them are kidding. We think it's time to broaden the field, to make the Democratic Con-
vention democratic again, to give it back to the people until there are a million, two million
candidates. We think it's time you ran for President. Mull it over for a2 minute: that big white
™ house, secret passageways, your own barber, the power to commit ground troops, all of

il it yours to share with your friends. The guys from the office, Army buddies, your old
=¥ coach, anybody you want. So here’s a convention primer: a kit bag full of little deceits

¥ and true-to-life lies that could just turn you into the President of the United States.
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Second

most im-

portant per-

son on your

staff is a good
make-up man.

The going rate

is $100 a day,
plus expenses, a
bargain at twice
the price. One of the
great political pow-
der-and-grease men,
Syd Simons of Chica-
go, is still available.
He was the chap
who got Richard
Nixon to pluck his
eyebrows, '‘so

that he wouldn’t
look so mean."”

For television,

Syd advises can-
didates to lay it

on thick: make-up
base, rouge, lipstick,
eye liner—even false
lashes. Warning: Once
the make-up is on,
don't mess with it
Estes Kefauver, step-
ping out into the sun
on his way to a tele-
vised debate with
Stevenson in 1956,
wiped his brow and
smeared his eye shad-
ow so badly that he
looked like a hung-
over drag queen. Pho-
tographers got the
picture (they always
do), and another can-
didacy bit the dust.

Dollars—not issues—elect candidates. Rich men will try to buy you. Let them. Avoid mak-
ing public pledges. This frees you to make infinitely grandiose promises in private. Huey
Long was a master of catering to the fantasies of wealthy contributors, and when elected, he
was pragmatist enough to renege on inconvenient commitments. (*"But what can we tell
them, Huey? After all, you promised.” “‘Tell ‘em | lied.”") Lack of a political past is no
big hindrance, either. At least two men (William Henry Harrison and Dwight David
Eisenhower) were nominated for the Presidency—and subsequently elected—without

ever having voted for anything in their lives. To further fatten your campaign treasury,
set up hundreds of phony **Citizens for . . ."" bank accounts. These work like little conduits—
all flowing into one giant cesspool. President Nixon himself invented this trick as a way to get
around his own campaign-contributions iaw. It is also essential that you organize a Presi-
dent’s Club, which should net you 500 heavy breathers at $1000 a shot. Once they've
signed up, feel free to pump them for more at intimate parties. High rollers like $500-
a-plate dinners, too. In 1968, Humphrey held one in Washington and one in New York.
But he fed the folks too well: After expenses, he netted just over $1.000,000 for
both. Cut the overhead and serve Ripple and chicken pot pies. Also publish a big
glossy convention book about yourself, with lots of expensive ad space to sell to

government contractors. L. B. J. squeezed at least $400,000 from this trick in 1964;
but then, he was head of his party. Fill your coffers early and often: credit cards will
tide you through the interim, and never (this is important), never pay campaign
telephone bills. (What are they going to do—cut off service to the White House?)



To steal cen-
ter stage
in Miami

Beach,

you'll porters. if you're short on supporters,
have to borrow some. Four years ago, Nelson
outcir Rockefeller padded his ranks with demon-
cus a great strators on loan from Reagan and Romney.

Supply the folks with hand-painted signs
and deck them out in classy red-white-and-
blue costumes. Unfortunately, Neiman-Marcus

is sold out of L.B.J. embroidered patriotic
vests, but they could produce new .ones—with
your own initials—for ten dollars each. If dele-

gates don’t show for parades, they will for stunts.

Take a lesson from Teddy Roosevelt: During the
1912 Republican Convention in Chicago, his
people circulated handbills proclaiming: AT
THREE P.M. THURSDAY THEODORE ROOSEVELT WILL
WALK ON THE WATERS OF LAKE MICHIGAN. He
didn't, but thousands of credulous convention-

eers turned out. Try it. And while you're at the

water's edge, why not welcome a boatload of jovial

Cuban refugees, whom you've airlifted out beyond

the continental shelf and paid to drift ashore?

many veteran
performers and at least one born vaude-
vile showman-—Hubert Humphrey. Pretty
girls in miniskirts or hotpants—with your
name emblazoned on their skimmers and
elsewhere—are crucially important, since
they provide TV cameramen with what their @
directors lustily cherish as “honey shots':
quick close-ups of fresh faces and an occasional
high-stepping crotch. So open your Collins Avenue
parades with dancing girls, a la 1968's Nixonettes
(many of whom were Miami airline stewardesses
on layover, whom Nixon rented especially for the
occasion). You can also book Minsky's Burlesque—
all 15 G-strung girls—for $2500 a performance. Follow
them with at least ten high school bands (heavy on ¢ B! {:
drums and tubas) and several hundred flag-waving sup- ll«{‘
i

Although Presidential nominees are never
picked in the convention hall itself, you will
have to make a few token appearances to show
the delegates that you have two arms, two

legs, short hair and an ugly little smile. For
this you'll need credentials. You can wire
Larry O'Brien, asking for them. If he won't
go along, use your imagination. In 1956, a
Kefauver man got to the ticket printers and
paid them to run off several dozen extras. In
1968, Mayor Daley was the only man who knew
all along that Master Charge cards worked in

the entrance-gate machines, and with this
secret he packed the floor and gallery with his
uncredentialed minions. You'll have to work
harder this year, as credentials will not only be

et e i o o e g ol
everywhere. You, as candidate, have a chance (something like student 1. D. cards at U of C
of getting into their cross hairs. Rocky Pom- Berkeley). For black-market credentials, look
erance will tell you; he's the 260-pound police for scalpers in the lobbies of big hotels and
chief, and he's well equipped for trouble. Four the convention-hall parking lot. \Be prepareciig
years ago, he stocked his arsenal with flak JEnd same maney: Eg:StGO]%%arsngo. scilp-

vests, machine guns, Mace and an airborne ::;‘:" d’:.': '::::1 g:tasyoi intosé Dc;lphi n: yéa:“:.t

spotlight that can flood a city block. This year
the Justice Department gave him another
$400,000 for unnamed ‘‘special security de-
vices,”” which should put him one up on the
forces of evil. You'll also be able to count on
the presence, for your protection, of the mili-
tary intelligence, the FBI, the Internal Reve-
nue Service, the Bureau of Narcotics, the
Border Patrol and Army demolition experts 2t B
(for defusing bombs). Secret Service protec- ' 3
tion is available only to candidates who score h k
more than five percent in the Gallup or Harris maSter c arge 2y
preference polls. If you don’t rate, contact the THE INTERBANK CARD.

Democratic National Committee, which is
obliged to hire extra protection for all candi-
dates, percentages be damned. If you're still
paranoid, talk to Security Guard and Patrol,
Inc. They'll rent you bodyguards for three dol-
lars an hour; guard dogs cost $150 a month.
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Find someone on
your staff who is cer-
titiably bananas and who had

no taste before that, and put him in
charge of your giveaway program. If you don't

have such a man, buy him or you will have no
way to beat this kind of competition: Hubert Hum-
phrey likes to pass out gold toenail clippers with
his initials on them, while his wife, Muriel, hands out
autographed pictures of herself with her beef-soup
recipe on the back. Scoop Jackson pushes—you
guessed it—little scoops. Adlai Stevenson gave
away replicas of his holey shoe, John Kennedy
distributed PT-109 tie clasps and Stu Symington
stuffed fortune cookies with paid political mes-
sages. You can get your gold engraved toenail
clippers from Hit Sales Corporation, New York,
for only 33 cents apiece, including a neat little
vinyl case. Nickel-plated ones are cheaper, at 18
cents (you still get the case). Or you can really
save with emery boards at 2.2 cents—from Cam-.
paign Communications Institute of America, New
York. The Institute will also be happy to sell you
skimmers at 42 cents each, large nine-inch bal-
loons at three and a half cents, inch-and-a-quarter
celluloid buttons at four cents and plastic rain bon-
nets (very popular among delegate wives, most of
whom still rat their hair) at ten cents. You'll need at
least 5000 of everything. When filling in the order
blank, supply your name and picture, and the essen-
tial union insignia. You also might ask American Air-
lines for those cute paper airplanes that were so great
for sending messages at the 1968 Democratic Con-
vention, or have Aladdin Coconut Novelties in Opa-
locka cram coconuts with your promises and threats.

. Grosp lobster gingerly.

2. Tickle belly between
big and litile legs.

3. i lobster responds,

he’s undercooked.

OR OFY¥

Sabotage opponents. They'll be out to get you.
As the nominations near, it's every man for
himself. Bug opponents’ rooms, johns and head-
quarters. Install jamming devices in their com-
munications equipment, as Barry Goldwater is
said to have done in 1964. Cut every wire in
sight. Question the health of other candidates,
but be prepared for backlash. In 1960, John
Kennedy made a not-too-veiled allusion to Lyn-
don Johnson's 1955 heart attack. John Connally
responded by spreading the rumor that Kennedy
had Addison’s disease. Give delegates a taste of
what New Hampshire voters received, late on
the night before primary day: phone calls from
a group called Afro-Americans for Muskie. There
are infinite variations: Weathermen for McGov-
ern; Ku-Kluxers for Wallace; Welfare Mothers for
Chisholm. Search opposition wastebaskets for
damning memoranda. In 1956, Kefauver hired
a man to rummage through Kennedy's trash
cans. Even if you find nothing, release some
incriminating memos anyway, proving opponents’
past alliances with Alger Hiss, Sherman Adams,
Bobby Baker, Billie Sol Estes, Roy Cohn and ITT.

Learn to party. Don't gét drunk. You'H need to

throw some kind of hootenanny nightly, so rent
out every ballroom in town. Bobby Kennedy
invented this trick as a way to prevent other
candidates from holding competing ex-
travaganzas. You may also want to hire
a permanent party hostess. Dig up Perle
Mesta. That's right, Perle Mesta. She
was a smash in 1964 in Atlantic City
with her buffets, for which she pro-
vided a siren-escorted shuttie of mini-
buses that she calied Perle’s Party Line.
You can count on hokey Forties-style dinner
dances from the Humphrey people, and with
Muskie in the running, clambakes should be
big. In 1964, after trucking 3250 live Maine
lobsters from Casco Bay to Atlantic City,
Muskie scored media points by showing Luci
Johnson the difference between boy and girl
lobsters (males hawve this little thingy under
their hind ciaws). And whatever else you do,
get some donkeys to drag around. They don't
cost much, about ten dollars an hour, including
cleanup service. Be glad you're a Democrat
Elephants start at $400 a day and cleanup is extra.



Al
male dele-
gates are horny.
One hooker, even a
fat one, is worth more
in your arsenal of shabbi-
ness than a thousand gold toe-
nail clippers. Luckily, your party
picked the second-best hooker
town in America. Miami's
North Bay Village
has a higher con-
centration of
callgirls than
anyplace out-
side Las Vegas.
Rocky Pomer-
ance won't al-
low the girls

on the beach
(what beach
there is). but
during past
conventions the
girls have sta-
tioned them-
selves in nearby
hotels and tele-
graphed their phone
numbers to dele-
gates in simpledot-and-
dash code. Not cheap:
$50 a trick, $200 a night.

Get ready to storm the hall. If you don't, somebody else will. Here's how: A speaker has just given a seconding speech for some
guy. Stupidly adhering to the new convention rule, his supporters don't demonstrate. It's your turn. The conclusion of your “the
man who . . ."”" nominating speech (preferably delivered by Teddy Kennedy) should signal a flotilla of small boats to toot by in
the surf, while three tons of powder light the skies in fireworks, capped by a 600-square-foot pyrotechnic self-portrait in red, white
and blue sparklers—a virtuoso performance that won high praise for L. B. J. in 1964. (Cost: $10,000 or so, from Florida Fireworks
Displays, Inc.) You might try this in the hall; if the roof blows, so what? When the last sparkler has fizzled out and Harry Truman
has delivered your seconding speech, volunteers with hidden floor mikes should begin a rhythmic chanting of your name (shades
of Wendell Willkie). And now—rules be damned—this is the time for your spontaneous demonstration. Bring on the placard wav-
ers, confetti throwers and contraband bands blaring *Happy Days Are Here Again.” Dump the balloons, American-flag parachutes,
Kansas sunflowers and real lowa corn—all on the delegates' heads. Roll your juggernaut! And, what the hell, since you've paid for
it in time, money and dignity: Relax, have a drink or two and try to forget—if you can—that Richard Nixon is waiting at the pass.

—
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'soits a
bracelet.
whats

ttoya

if you think all
that glitters belongs
only on girls, tell it g3
to these guys J

accouterments

By ROBERT L.GREEN

Gy PHIAN RiNGs and Indian rajas
believed that those who wore
gold ornaments “lived a long
time in the abodes of the gods.”
Sumerians gilded themselves in
precious metals for their magical
qualities. And ancient Persians
donned diadems as symbols of
wealth and power. In fact, ut's
been only in the past centpury or
two that men have eschewed
wearing  baubles and  bangles.
Well, guys are decking them-
selves out in fancy jewelry again
and what they're sporting never
looked better than with today's
casygoing  clothes. The trend,
we  think  you'll  agree, puts
the well-known phrase “lamily
jewels” in a whole new setting,

PETE TURNER

James Caan, who's currently knacking them dead in The Godfather, scores fashion points
with Playmate-actress Connie Kreski. He's wearing a tiger-claw and sterling-silver pendant, $60,
and a scrimshaw-type stag point, plus a stag-bone tiger claw, $50, all by Celia Sebiri for Henri
Bendel. On his wrist is an enamel-on-silver bracelet, fram Off The Cuff, $50; 14-kt. white-gold
good-luck elephant-tail bracelet, from Hunting Warld, $485; silver-finished double-strand brace-
let, from Bloomingdale’s, $10; and a sterling-silver safari bracelet, from Off The Cuff, $20.
Caan’s patent-leather belt comes with a silver-plated buckle and matching studded trim,
by Swank, $9. At right: A wide silver-plated clip-on belt buckle, from 8loomingdale’s, $50.




Above: 18-kt. gold arrow, from
Cartier, $185. Below: Sterling-
silver letter and chain, $35, and
a plain sterling chain, $30, both
from Destino; sterling-silver dog
tag and chain, by Celia Sebiri,
$55. Bottam: 18-kt. gold zadiac
disk, from Dante Jewels, $550.

SKREBMNESHI

The cosmopolitan Burt Reynalds, naw starring in the movie version of Jomes Dickey's
best seller, Deliverance, hangs loose with an 18-kt. gald marine link choin with eye charm,
from Gucci, $510. On his wrist is an 18-kt. gald identification bracelet with an extra-heavy
link chain, from Gucci, $681; gold-on-sterling single-strand sofari-type wristband, by Pierez
far Banwit Teller, $15; ond a wide gold-finished metal band with thin strips of leather
lacing, by Swank, $7.50. Around Reynolds’ waist is a layered belt in multicolored leather
closed by a stacked satin-finished buckle with a geometric design, by Canterbury, $8. At
left: A multicolored enamel buckle on a white patent-leather belt, by Paris Accessaries, $12.
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“Sex and e “Single “PrieSt

than older guardians of the cloister walls,

It is also naive to think that the lite
ol a religious order can continue il there
is no diflerence between staying inside
and going outside it. Il there is nothing
distinctive about this way of life, why
belong to i1? The crucial matter is not
whether or not priests will marry in the
future or religious orders find some new
kind of communal discipline—I think
both developments should take place
and  will (with ome). What matters is
that liberated young religious men be
honest  with  themselves and  realistic
about what is at issue. Yet liberals are
as subject to bad faith on the subject of
sex as any target of their eriticism. That
was true of the nondebate at Woodstock
College. It is true of many priests who
leave 1o get married. There is continual
nervous insistence that the priest had
other objections to Church discipline,
not merely to celibacy—as il an immatu-
rity or shallowness attends any man who
leaves “only” to manrry. Friends would
like 1o represent his act as one of all-
iclusive  protest  against  ecclesiastical
backwardness. The real issue has been
authority, or reform, or social concerns.
And then—well, yes—as long as the pro-
test involved leaving the active exercise
of priesthood, one might as well get
manried, oo.

There are some truths hidden in this
line ol argument, bur they're wwisted by
the hiding process. The latent desire is
to make marriage or nonmarriage inci-
dental to much larger issues—which is
rather an insult to any woman married
10 a priest. Not only was the man not
“led  astray” by her personally, their
whole life rogether is reduced o an alter-
thought, made the vocanional adjunct o
more important decisions. The lucky
wonimn is a beneficiary of her hushand's
dissatislaction with the Roman Curia,

Why this denial that marriage can in
itsell. be a worthy motive for vocational
change? The argument is no  doubt
[ramed in response to right-wing pruri-
ence, which reduces all valid criticisms
of the Church to mere excuses [or get-
nng married. Faced with these sexual
obsessions. Churdh reformers insist that
other reasons [ov dissatislaction with the
ministry do exist, that there are ways of
repressing priests other than the sexual,
that Church complicity in evil cannot
simply be reduced to a man’s desire lor
a woman. Bur this response is 100 sym-
metrical, framed 0 meet the other side
on common pground. The prude says
priests leave just to get married—other
arguments are merely covers for concu-
piscence.  His opponent answers  that
pricsis do not leave just 1o get married
—other arguments ean express good rea-
sons lor dissent. A tacit agreement has
been reached that sex comes low in the

(continued from page 100)

scale ol concerns—when priestly delec
tors are accused of submission to this
inferior consideration, their defenders
try to acquit them of it, forgetting in
the process that sex is not something ol
which a man needs to be acquitted.

Both sides, in other words, treat sex as
a separable part ol lile, something that
can be placed over against other “is-
sues.” They do not recognize the way
sex permeates all of life: the lile of a
man, of society, ol a church. The priest
who resents being set apart from life
political and intellectual, as well as social
—cannot tick off what 1s sexval and
what is nonsexual in his desire to re
enter the human community. Those who
believe in such neat divisions have re-
tained some ol the sterile habit of mind
they are attacking.

This attitude is not surprising. Not
only the Catholic Church but all Chris-
tian history—indeed, the whole Western
religious tradition—is shot through with
bad faith on the subject of sex. 1t shows
in the customary defense made for a
celibate clergy. Lack of a family is sup-
posed to open a man 1o all people,
make him more accessible, able to give
himsell wholly to others. If he had his
own children, he would devote himself
first 1o them. only secondarily to others.
He would not have time to do all that
priests should do. What is given to his
[amily would be taken from what is
given to his flock.

Merely to state this argument is to
reveal its absurdity. Priests are not more
accessible than other men, but less—at
both the literal and the symbolic level.
Most Catholics have easier access to
their  (married) doctor than to their
(unmarried) pastor. 1 can more easily
talk to my Senator than to my bishop.
Many things explain this remoteness,
but the most obvious explanation takes
the form of a vicious circle: The priest
(it is saxd) should remain celibate to be
less remote; and then a remote life style
15 built up around him to keep him
celibate. Grim rectory, Torbidding chan-
cery, sealed-ofl seminary, the “brand™ ol
collar and black clothes—these are all
meant to keep a man “sale,” even when
they destroy the justification for his re-
maining safe:

This “practical” argument of accessi-
bility is based on a psychological fallacy,
the quantification ol tove—as if one had
a fixed amount to give and what goes o
the family is lost 1o all others. It is
everyone’s experience that the more one
loves, the more one can love, that love is
denied not by intensity ol love direcied
elsewhere but by general lovelessness
and desiccation of spivit. (It is interest-
ing that Catholic authorities abandon
the guantum theory of love when they
move from the question of clerical celi-
bacy to that of birth control; none of

them argue that the big family reduces
love, that what one gives to a third or
fourth child is necessarily subtracted
from the first or second.)

Even if the quantum approach were
valid, 1t would not serve as a defense of
celibacy as it now exists, since most
priests do not live by i1, any more than
they live by the norm of greater accessi-
bility. If they did. they would seek to
develop wider forms of love, social forms
of giving and total ministry—yet the
men most adamant on retaining celibacy
are also most opposed to social activism.
They try to restrict the range of services
to be rendered by a priest. Some in this
group arc the victims of their training,
so much of it focused on the repressior
of sexual love. This amounts o a sys
tematic undermining of all kinds of
love, which are all, in their own way,
sexual, since they have 1o do with one's
sense of sell, and therefore with sexual
identity.

The [act that sex iwsell, as well as
minriage. is denied in this training is
symbolized by nuns’ old habits, which
made breasts and hips not only invisible
but nearly unimaginable. This explains
that frisson of illogical guilt felt by wo
little boys in Elizabeth Cullinan’s House
of Gold when they catch a glimpse of the
nun without her headdress. Her short
hair covered only by a white cap is
enough to suggest all the body's shame
ol nakedness. Not only breasts and thighs
were to be hidden but also calves and
hair. The face could not be entirvely
veiled, il nuns were to do practical work
in the schools; but it was framed, cos
meticless and with very little mobility, in
a stiff coif apparatus, cut off [rom the rest
ol the body as il floating above it—a pic
ture hung on a wall or a wail face of
indeterminate  age and  sex  glimpsed
through the grating of a cell.

This deliberate effacement ol all wom-
anly auributes was meant o allect
others as well as to puard the woman
mside. She was not 1o be made available
as an objea for concupiscence. Because
ol this lundering of possible responses
to her, she experienced a diminishing
reality. She was a neuter, felt and
weated as such: and she had, for reasons
of sell-preservation, to shrink into this
assigned state, learn 1o be content with
it, not venturing out, not trying any but
the most tested gestures of human alfec
tion or need.

Even when nuns were “humanized” in
_iokc,-. and l'unny stories, there were un-
spoken rules to be observed. One could
show their hintle foibles and vanities, as
long as they were not feminine vanities
—Ingrid Bergman up at bat during re-
cess; Celeste Holm playing ennis in her
habit: or a long-unsuspected, then dra
matically revealed wizardry at playing
marbles. A nun could even touch vou. as
long as it was a teammate’s pat on the

(continued on page J95)




article

by robert sherrill

the question for
“common cause” is: can
you save the country without
getting your hands dirty?

IT ISN'T THE APOCALYPTIC sales pitch that guar-
antees success. 1U's the aroma of something
special—a kind  of sweatless  sincerity—that
exudes from the salesman. Your ordinary evan-
gelist may say the same thing, but he just doesn’t
get the results that Billy Graham commands
when he shouts, “Today the whole world is on
fire! . . . The flames are licking all around our
world—the roof is about to cave in . . ." etc.
And when Ralph Nader warns, “This is not
the time to fool around, wasting countless hours
watching elevision or chitchauting . . . not when
the future of civilization is at stake,” he draws a
much more universal and much more profound
response than virtually the same admonition
does when it comes from Lester Maddox.

Whatever singular quality it is that accounts for the differ-
ence, John W. Gardner certainly has it. If he had been an actor
back in the days when Hollywood considered a potted palm in a
hotel lobby the height of elegance, Gardner would have been
cast as a don, an Episcopal minister or a banker. His voice and
manner are right. And even though the idea packaged by his
voice and manner may be stunningly naive (“Why, the peace
movement alone is as hard a political force as the oil lobby!™),
the people believe in him.

So he is a first-rate apocalyptic salesman. “The nation is in
deep trouble,” he intoned in 1970, and nearly a quarter of a
million people rembled and began sending in their $15 1o join
his organization, Common Cause—called a people’s lobby and

gause
(Uithout

Rebyl

dedicated to promoting “housing, employment,
education, health, consumer protection, envi-
ronment, law enforcement, administration of
justice [and the] reordering of national priori-
ties and Governmental reform.” A pretty big
order for Common Cause’s two full-time profes-
sional lobbyists to handle, you must admit, but
for the moment let’s not talk critically.

Common Cause is remarkable for a number of
reasons. For one thing, its size. Even il nothing
great emerges from it, Gardner will have put his
tidy mark on history, lor in slightly more than
a year he pulled together an organization ex-
ceeded in size by only two dozen labor unions.
Each person who paid his $15 hoped that it
would be used 1o save his Government’s soul,
and the fact that even one 800th of the citizenry—fresh from
five years of L. B. J. and four years of R. M. N.—believed salva-
tion possible is also truly remarkable.

The third remarkable thing about Common Cause is that
despite its many absurdities it's still quite appealing. Common
Cause propagandists are uncommonly prous and windy and
hoastful about their work, and they are also quite inaccurate.
They claim to have done much more than they really have done;
they claim to be much more powerlul than they really are; they
offer as their very own ideas that were old long belore Common
Cause came into existence. In short, like all politico-evangelistic
movements, Common Cause has its share of quackery and deceit.
Yet, on balance, the nation is better  (continued on page 202)

ILLUSTRATION BY KERIG POPE
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our july playmate finds
a full lzfe under playboy’s
buswmess-and-pleasure dome

AROL O'NEAL may be “biased on
the side of astrology.” but we'd
be hard pressed to disagree with
one horoscoper’s description of

those born, like her, on August 18:
“You have a vigorous personality and
will do well in the many enterprises
you'lll undertake.” To Carol, that
makes sense. “Recently,” says our 23-
year-old Playmate, “I've moved into
the first house of a new career.” She
started work in 1970 as a Playboy re-
ceptionist. Since that time, the com-
pany's headquarters in Chicago have
expanded; the Playboy Center now
includes not only offices but a hotel,
shops and a brand-new Playboy Club.
Carol's duties have been enlarged also,
to include screening job applicants for
Playboy’s Personnel Department. “1
ask each caller what sort of job he
wants, review his employment form
and let him know what positions are
open. Sometimes, on the basis of our
conversation, I'm able to suggest al-
ternate posts he might qualify for.”
Carol's paramount responsibility, as
she sees 1t, is making prospective em-
ployees feel at ease. “That's impor-
tant,” she says, “because a person can
best communicate what he has 10 offer
if he's not uptight.” Making people
comfortable, in fact, has been a leitmo-
tiv of Miss O'Neal's professional life.
She first learned to deal with the pub-
lic as an airline stewardess; but the
travel and free-time benefits of the
job weren't enough to outweigh her
practical concerns about the future.
“Hostessing was fun, but the oppor-
tunities for advancemnent were so rare
that 1 decided to look for a more
promising carcer.” So she came to
Playboy, where, in addition to her
Personnel responsibilities, she is on
call for assignments from Playboy
Models. Looking ahecad, Carol faces
an enviable range of career choices.
“I really enjoy personnel work,” she
says, “and I'm learning more about
it every day. On the other hand,
it would be exciting 1o become a
top-notch model.” Whatever she de-
cides to do, Carol is fully conhident
that  success awaits her. After  all,
she says, “It’s written in the stars.”

Above: Carol arrives at work after a 15-minute walk fram her apartment on Chicago’'s Near
North Side. “There are several routes | could take,” she says, “past the mansions or down the
lake front, but somehow | always pass this bakery, where they make the greatest marzipan tortes.”
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Soon after nine in the Personnel Department, Corol begins to welcome a steady stream of job seekers thot won't abate until closing. Above
left: A question clears up on ambiguity on an applicont’s employment form. Since he's o candidate for an opening in Public Relotions, Carol
takes his résumé to Anson Mount {above right), Playboy's Public Affairs Manager and author of our college and professional football previews.
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A call from Playboy Models summons our Ploymate to the photo studio, where make-up mon Jerry Weitzel (obove left) readies Carol for some
test shots. Later, a lunchtime breother with friend Chris Monohon (obove right) at the Playboy Center’'s Sidewolk Cofé is followed by an om-
ble olong neorby Ook Street Beach (below). As a busy trio of visiting Japanese photo buffs attests, the lokeside view is quite sensotional.
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Above left: At her apartment, Carol dresses far o date with Chicage Bears quarterback Babby Douglass, whom she’s meeting at the new

Playbay Club. There, she and Babby canverse aver cocktails in the Playmate Bar (above right) as a prelude to dinner and the show in
the Penthause. Before leaving, they pause at the Club’s Gift Shop—where Bobby helps Carol choose a sauvenir of their evening together.
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

The young woman approached the executive
and said, “Please give, sir, to take a wayward
girl ofl the street.”

“How much do you suggest?” he asked.

“It depends,” she smiled, “on how long you
want to keep her oft ic.”

We just can’t vouch for the accuracy of the
rumor that an FBI agent who was given
the task of shadowing a gay liberation leader
has heen summarily dismissed because he blew
his assignment.

A honeymooning couple had purchased a
talkative parrot and taken it back to their
hotel room. The bird kept up a running com-
mentary on their intimacies, and the annoyed
groom finally Hung a large bath towel over the
cage and threatened to have the parrot sent to
the zoo il it didn't behave. When the couple
had finished packing the following morning,
they had difficulty in closing a large, bulging
suitcase and decided that one of them should
standd on it while the other attempted to fasten
it. “Darling,” said the groom, “you get on to
and Il try.” That didn’t work, so he then said,
“Now I'll get on top and you try.” But that
didn't work, cither, so he went on to say, “Look,
darling, we'll both get on top and try.”

At that point, the parrot yanked away the
towel with its beak. “Zoo or no zoo,” it
squawked, “this I've gotta secl”

Our Unabashied Dictionary defines peter pan
as a moving shot in a skin flick.

It was a mixed dormitory. One night there was
a scream, and immediately thereafter a coed
resident was scen running down the hall with
one shoc off and one shoc on. After that she was
naturally referred 1o as Hopalong Chastity.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines hangover
as the brew of the night meeting the cold of
the day.

A crusty old country practitioner had heen ap-
proached once too often by the town gossip,
who wanted this time to know about Mrs.
Brown's new baby. “The child was born with-
out a penis,” he said.

“Oh!” gasped the woman.

“But,” added the doctor, “she'll have a
damn nice place to put one in eighteen years.”

Tlu-.u there was the unreconstructed male su-
premacist who said that if all the women's lib
activists were laid end to end, that would be the
best thing that could happen to them.

Early one morning the personal sceretary ol 2
handsome president burst into his office in a
rage. “Mr. Johnson, I have worked faithfully
for you for three years,” she said, “and I still
don’t have a name platc on my office door.
Why notz?”

Slowly rising from behind his desk, her boss
unzipped his trousers and Hamboyantly pulled
out his manhood. “Miss Jenkins,” he replied,
“I call this ‘quality,’ and in this organization.
the quality goes in before the name goes on.”

The old gentleman was aging rapidly. “Your
hearing is getting worse,” announced his physi-
cian during a periodic checkup, “and you must
cut out all smoking, drinking and sex.”

“What!” cried the fellow. “Just so 1 can
hear a little better?”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines born loser
as i guy who has a wet drcam and then wakes
up to find he’s contracted V. D.

Two men were discussing marital infidelity.
One asked what the other would do if he
found his wife in bed with another man.
“What would I do if I found my wife in bed
with someone else? Why, I'd break the son of a
bitch’s white cane and shoot his dog!™

Aot s

An unmarried Catholic girl in Seattle went to
conlession, told the priest that she had had
sexual relations on five occsions and was
instructed 1o say 50 Hail Marys as penance.
Shortly afterward, she moved to San Francisco
with her family and in due course again went
to confession. Once more, by coincidence, she
saidd that she had engaged in the sex act
five times. “As penance,” intoned the priest,
“say ten Hail Marys.”

“Thank you, Father,” said the girl, “but
why only ten Hail Marys? I confessed to the
same thing in Seattle and was told to say fifty
ol them.”

“That may be true, my daughter.,” replied
the priest, “but they're just not that used to
fucking in Seattle.”

Hceard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, 1o Party Jokes Edilor, rLAvBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
I, 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card 1s selected. Jokes cannot be returned.,



“Miss, how would you like to prevent a rare
species from becoming extinct?”
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Sfiction

ByJAMES ALAN McPHERSON

those henry street guys were tough, the conchos were tough, the protection
boys were tough, but the toughest of all was the dude in the deep-green suit

HEN WILLIS DAVIS tried to join up

with the Henry Street guys, they

told him that first he had to
knock over Slick’s Bar & Grill to show
them what kind of stuff he had. Actually,
they needed the money lor the stocking
ol new equipment to be used in a pend
ing rveprisal against the Conchos over on
the West Side. News ol a Concho spring
offensive was in the wind. But they did
not tell Willis this. They told him they
had heard he had no stulf. Willis pro
tested, saying that he was ready to prove
himself in any way but this one. He said
that everyone knew Slick was in  the
rackets and that was why his bar had
never been hit. As a matter of fact, he did
not know this for certain, but did not
really want to do the job. Also, no one
could remember having seen Slick around
the neighborhood lor the past three years.

“Slick ain’t in no rackets!” Dewey
Bivins had screamed at Willis. “You just
uyin’ 1o get outta it on a humble!
Slick died ol th. over in Jersey two years
ago. And don’t come tellin® me you
don’'t know that.” Dewey was recognized
as the war lord ol the group, and there
were o H'IY ﬁ‘()l'i(_'ﬁ (ill_’lll;llillg. some (lilt-
ing several years back, about the num-
ber of dedicated Concho assassins who
were oul to get him. Some said that at
least two of the Concho membership
had taken a blood oath and waited at
night in the dwrker areas of Henry
Strect for Dewey to pass. Others main-
tained that the Concho leadership, fear-
ing disproportionate retaliations,  had
given orders that Dewey, ol all the Hen-
ry Sireet guys, should go unmolested.
Dewey himsell argued that at least four
guys were looking for him, day and
night, and hiked it known that he walked
the streets unarmed, all the time. In
fact, each time he was seen walking, his
‘reputation grew. People [eared him, re
spected his dash, his temper, the way he
cockad his purple beret 1o the side. The
little fellows in the neighborhood imi-
tated his swagger. He was a dangerous
encmy, but a powerful associate. So Wil
lis deaided 1o give it a ry.

But fust he went around to see Curtis
Carter, hoping to get him to go along.
Carter wanted no part of it. "1 know for
a fact thay Slick ain't dead,” he pointed

out. “You'd be a fool to mess with his
establishment.”

“Aah, bullshit!” Willis replied. “When
was the last time you seen Slick? There's
another guy runnin’ the joint now.” But
his voice was not as convinang as he
wanted it o be. And Carter was not
moved, not even when Willis suggested
that this job could lead to a closer asso
ciation for both of them with the Henry
Street guys.

Carter was not impressed. “If Slick
takes after you,” he said, "how can them
guys help you run any faster than you'll
have to run by voursellz” Willis did not
like to think about that possibility, so he
called Carter a ball-less son of a bitch and
announced that he would do it alone.

W e

But now that he was lorced 10 do
it alone, Willis began 1o really won
der about Slick’s connections with the
rackets. He remembered hearing stories
about Slick in the old days. These sto-
ries frightened him. And even with Slick
gone for good, the bar might sull be
covered. He wanted to ask around about
it, but was alvaid of calling attention to
himsell. Instead, he made several brief
trips into the place to check out the lay
of the land. The bar opened sometime
between 11 and 12 o'dock, when Al
phacus  Jones, the bartender, came in;
but it did no real business. aside [rom
the winos, until well after three. He hg-
ured that iwo o'clock would be the best
time. By then the more excitable winos
would have come and gone and the small
trickle of people who went in for the ad-
vertised home-cooked lunch would have
died away. Alphacus Jones took his own
lunch around onc-thirty or wwo, sitting
on the stool at the end of the counter,
just in case any cusiomer entered. And
the cook, Bertha Roy, whom Willis
recogmized as a neighbor of his aunt’s in
the projects over on Gilman, left the
place around that same time to carry bag
lunches o the ladies at Martha's Beauty
Salon down the block. This kept her ou
ol the place Tor at least hall an hour. He
did not want Bertha to see him, so he
decided the best time would be the min-
ute she left with the lunches.

Again he went to Curtis Carter, beg-
ging for help. Curtis worked in an auto
parts warehouse about four blocks away

from Slick’s. Willis told him that the job
would be much softer il they could pull
it off together and then make @ run
back to the warchouse 1o hide ou until
after dark. But Curtis still did not wam
any part of the operation. He made a
long speech in which he siressed the
importance of independent actions. ol-
lering several of his own observations on
the dependability of the Henry Street
guys: and then disclosed. by way of
example, that he alreadv had a nice
steady income produced by ripping off,
from the stock room, new uccessories
and mended parts, which he sold 10 a
garage over on the West Side. “There
aint no fair percentage in group ac
vons,” he concluded, the nghicousness
of a sclf-made man oiling his words.
Willis called him a milk-fed jive and
said that he was after bigger stuff. Curus
checked his temper and wished him luck.

The lollowing ahternoon, Willis waited
across the street, leaning against the
window ol a barbershop and smoking a
cigarette, until he saw Bertha Roy come
out the door with the lunch bags. When
he was sure that she was not going to
turn around and go back, he threw the
cigarcite into the gunter and crossed
over, trying to work up a casual amble.
But his knces were much wo dose to-
gether. He pushed through the door,
sweeping with his eyes the few tables
against the wall on his left. The place
was empty. Alphaeus Jones, a balding,
honey-colored man with a shiny fore-
head, looked up from his lunch. A blob
of mustard from the hsh sandwich he
was eating clung 1o the corner of his
mouth. “What you wanmt#” he asked,
chewing.

Willis moved closer to the end of the
bar and licked s lips. “What you got?”
he asked.

Jones raised his left arm and mo-
tioned o where the sunlight glittered
through the green and brown and white
bottles on the shelves behind him. With
his other hand, he rased the fish sand-
wich and took another bite. Willis licked
his lips again. Then he shook his head,
trving hard to work the amble up into
his voice. “Naw, man,” he said, his voice
even bur still a bit oo high, “I mean
what vou got in the register?” And he

THE SILVER BULLET .
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made a fist with his right hand inside
the pocket of his jacket.

Jones eyed him, sucking his teeth.
Then he said, A silver bullet.” And,
looking up into the space above Willis'
head, his right hand lifted the sandwich
again. But just before it reached his
mouth, he looked Willis directly in the
face and asked, impatience hurrying his
voice on, "You want it, Roscor”

“It ain't for me,” Willis said very fast.

“Ain’t for nobody else. You the first
fool 1o come in here for years. You want
it now, or later?”

Willis thought it over. Then, ever so
slowly, he took his right hand out of his
jacket pocket and laid both hands, fin-
gers spread, on the bar.

Jones sucked his teeth again. “You
done decided?” he asked.

“A beer,” Willis said.

When he reported to the Henry Street
boys what had happened, Dewey said:
“You a silver-bullet lie!” The other
guys crowded round him. They were in
the storage basement at 1322 Henry.
There was no door. “Chimney” Sutton,
high on stuff, stood by the stairs leading
up to the fise floor, smashing his fist in-
to his open palin. Besides nceding the
money for the coming oftensive, they did
not like o have an initate seem so
humble in his failures. “First you come
with that mess about Slick,” Dewey said.
“"Now you say old Jones blufled you
outta there on a bullshit tip.” He paced
the floor, making swift turns on his heels
and jabbing an accusing brown finger at
Willis, who slumped in a green-metal
chair with his head bowed. Sutton kept
slamming his fist. The others—Harvey
Gomez and Clyde Kelley—watched Wil-
lis with stone faces. 1 know what your
problems is,” Dewey continued. “You
just wanna get in the club without
payin’ no dues. You didn’t never go in
there in the first place.”

“That ain’t true,” Willis protested, his
hands spread out over his face. “I'll pay.
You guys know how bad I wanna get in.
But there wasn’t no sense in takin' a
chance like that. A guy would have to be
crazy w call a bluff Like that,” he said,
peering through his fingers at Dewey.
“I tell you, his hands was under the
counter.”

“Aah, get off my case!” Dewey shouted.
He jerked his head toward the stairs
where Chimney Sutton was  standing,
still pounding his fist. Willis slid off the
chair and eased across the room. Sutton
was about to grab lim when he saw
Dewey wave his hand down in a gesture
of disgust. Sutton moved a few inches
away from the bottom step. Willis got
out of the basement.

He hurried away from Henry Sureet,
thinking it through. He still wanted to
ret into the organization. He felt that a
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sentative. He was not against people
going to work or joining cdwrches or
unions if these things represented them.
But he wanted something more. And the
Henry Street guys were not really bad,
he thought. The papers just made them
out to be that way. Several of them were
family men. Dewey himself had been a
family man at one time. That showed
that they respected the family as an
organization. But this by itself was not
enough. There was not cnough respect
mn it. And after a while you realized that
something more was needed. Willis was
not sure of what that thing was, but he
knew that he had o wry for it.

In the late afternoon, he went back
around to the warehouse to see Curtis
Carter. It was near closing time, but
Curtis was still sorting greasy valves and
mufllers into separate piles on the floor.

His blue overalls were dirty and rust-

stained. When Curus saw him come in,
he motioned him over to the john in the
rear of the shop, where McElrath, the
manager, could not hear them. “You do
it?" Curtis asked, his voice hollow with
suppressed excitement.

“No.”

Curtis grinned. He seemed relieved.
His mouth was smeared with black grease
from his hands. “Couldn’t get up the
balls by yourself, huh?”

Willis told him about the silver bullet.

Curtis  laughed aloud and said,
“That’s some more jive. Jones wouldn't
never shoot nobody in therve. In the after-
noon they wouldn’t have no more than
fifty dollars in the register, anyhow. You
think he wanna get in the news for
somethin® like that?”

Now Willis felt bad. He knew that,
from all angles, Curuis was right. He
could see that Curtis knew it, too. He
began to feel cheated, tricked, a laugh-
ingstock. “What can I do now?” he
asked. “The guys are gonna be hard on
me ‘cause I didn't deliver.”

"1 twld you so in the first place,”
Curtis said. “Now you go'n get it, no
matter whichaway you turn. Don’t think
that old Jones go'n keep his mouth shut
about what happen today.”

“What can I do?” Willis asked, his
lowered voice begging support.

"Get yourself some protection,” Curtis
sid. “Maybe try a new approach.”

“Like what?”

Curas, still with the air ol an objec-
tive advisor, told him about some guys
with a new approach. They were over
on the West Side. He offered no names
but gave Willis the address of an office
that. he suggested, might be friendly o
Willis” situation.

- - -

On Wednesday morning, Willis ook
the bus over 1o the office. Once he had
located i, he began 1o suspect that he
might have been given the wrong ad-
dress. This ofhice had the suggestion of

real business about it, with large red
lettering on the window that  read:
w. sMiTH ENTERPRISES. When Willis en-
tered, he saw two new hardwood desks
and tall gray file cabinets on either side
of the small room. On the lloor was a
thin, bright-red wall-to-wall carpet; and
behind one of the desks sat a man who
wore a full beard, with a matching
red shirt and wide te. The man was
watching him and looking very mad at
something. Willis approached the desk,
holding out lus hand as he introduced
himsell. The man ignored the hand and
continued 1o look very mad. The new
hand-carved name plate on the desk
suid that his name was R. V. Felion. He
was the only person in the oflice, so
Willis had o wait until Felton was
through surveying him. Finally, sull no
seceming 1o focus on the physical pres-
ence before him, the man named Felion
asked: “What you wantz”

Willis said what he had been wold o
say: “I got a problem in community
relations.”

R. V. Felton looked even madder. His
cheeks puffed out. His nose widened as
he sat erect in the brown-leather chair.
Then, as il some switch had been
clicked on, he began to speak. "Well,
brother,” he said, “that’s our concern
here. This office is commitied 1w prob
lems vis-d-vis the community. That's our
only concern: an interest in the maobil-
ity of the community.” His voice, as he
talked, seemed 1ightly controlled and
solt, but his hands suddenly came alive,
almost on their own, it seemed 0 Willis.
and began to make grandiose patierns
in the air. The index finger of his right
hand pumped up and down, now strik-
ing the flat palm of his left hand, now
jabbing out at Willis. The hands made
spirals, sharp, quick cutting motions,
limber pirouetics, even while the fin-
gers maintained independent movements.
“There are profound problems that re
late 10 community structure that have 1o
be challenged through the appropriate
agency,” he continued. “We have friends
downtown and [riends in the community
who see the dynamics of our organiza
tion, vis-a-vis the community, as the only
legitimate and viable group to operate in
this sphere. They support us,” he said. his
eyes wandering, his hands working furi-
ously now, “we support the community
dynamic, and together we all know what's
going down. That's our dynamic. Dig 2"
And he fixed a superior eye on Willis' lace.

“Yeah,” Willis said.

Now R. V. Felton relaxed in the chan
and lifted a pencil from the new brown
holder at the edge of his desk. “Now,
brother,” he said. “suppose vou articu-
late the specihics ol yowr problem.”

At one-thirty that same afternoon.
Willis, with R. V. Felion behind him.
walked into Shick’s Bar & Grill. Bertha

(continued on page 198



Once Hong Kong's
red-light and opium-
den district, Cat
Street (right) is now
a teeming market
place stocked with
everything from Ming
vases to copies of The
Thoughts of Chair-
man Mao. Aberdeen
(below), the colony’s
maijor fishing port, is
thronged with sam-
pans that serve as
hames for thousands
of Chinese families.
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communism
and caprtalism

peacefully—

and

profitably—

coexist n
IH[ that exotic
outpost of
british
H“ll] colonialism:
hong kong

BUILT ON CONQUEST and contra-
band, founded by men whose
lack of moral principles would
have endeared them to the
Mafia, the British crown colony
of Hong Kong 1s, in the purest
sense of the word, a freak, a
congenital mallunction of his-
tory and politics. Illegitimate
by birth, it took to crime at
an e:irly age and, though it
has been a loyal son—sending
everything it can spare home
to mummy 1n London—it has
never gone straight. Having
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outlived the empire that cre-
ated it, Hong Kong thrives as a
blatantly capitalist colony, nine
tenths of which sits on the
mainland of the most Spartan
Communist society the world
has ever known.

With no natural resources to
speak of, Hong Kong must rely
on this theoretical adversary
for food and water. More than
9814 percent of its 4,000,000
p:'oplc are Chinese, nearly half
ol them refugees from the main-
land. They represent conflicting
manners of custom and culture,
they don't all speak the same
language and there is tradi-
tional antipathy among regional
groups. They are loyal to Chair-
man Mao, to Chiang Kai-shek
or simply to China; rarely to
the queen of England. Yet they
live under the union jack and

accept (continued on page 176)

Despite the crowded
conditions of Hong Kong’s
waterways, secluded bays
and inlets still can be found
(top). Seventy-five minutes
away by hydrofoil, on o
peninsula of mainland
Ching, is tiny Portuguese
Macao, with its tree-lined es-
plonades and battlemented
Monte Fortress (above),
formerly the province’s
military stronghold. All that
remains of Portugal’s once-
world-wide system of trading
posts, Macao today depends
largely on China for its
subsistence. Seen from Hong
Kang’s Kowloon section, a
ferry ride across Victaria
Harbor (right), the foding
glow of sunset is eclipsed by
the nightly spectacle of
lights on Hong Kong Island.
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attie By ROBERT L. GREEN

HANGING
LOOSE

wide-legged, roomy or
rainbow-hued — summer
slacks designed to free you
Sfrom that uptight feeling

AN : o
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Left: Rayon-nylon-acetate
slacks with a single-pleated
front and three-button waist-
band, by Paul Ressler, $12,
Abave: Striped cotton-denim
jeans with checked rall-up cuffs
and straight-cut legs, by A.
Smile, $10, worn with a check-
trimmed chambray shirt,
by Yan Heusen, $10.
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nary man, he is the manager of a Dance Oil service
station in Indianapolis. It is a station stocked with the cus-
tomary maps and stacks of tires, cquipped with the ordinary
pumps and lifts. And it was furnished with an ordinary soft-
drink machine—which routinely bilked Goines's customers
of a couple of bucks a month. It did, that is, until the 29th
of December three years ago. On that faetul afierncon,
Goines led 1t 15 cents and it balked—yielding neither bottle
nor change. "I shook that maching,™ he reported alterward,
“then | walked over to the desk drawer, got my .22 revolver
and I shot it dead.” Watching the fizzing stain spread across
the concrete floor, he cried, “That's the last time you're
going to cheat anybody.”

Goines's machine was not the only one murdered in
recent years. Indeed, Americans have lately put a surpris-
ing number of rifle slugs into public vending machines,
coin changers and pay phones. And those that got away
have often been clubbed, hatcheted, burned and, in the
case of phone booths on isolated roads, run over. Goines
had a ficuonal model: Keenan Wynn wailed, “Now you'll
have to answer to the Coca-Cola Company,” alter Peter
Sellers had forced him to wrn his carbine on a Coke machine
in Dr. Strangelove way back in 1961. And who can doubt
that for every overt act of antimachine violence, there have
been untold thousands of spindled IBM cards, washers
slipped into gum machines and long-distance calls charged
to other people’s numbers?

It is more than mindless vandalism. True, Impless toast-
ers and unoffending phones are often dobbered for kicks
alone. And cigarette machines and gum vendors knocked
over by caooks who would just as willingly steal from
people. But in cases too common to ignore, mechanical
gadgets have been calmly murdered, quietly uncoupled or
coldly abandoned by people who simply hate machines.

The first massive attacks on machinery took place in
Nottingham in the early years of the English Industrial
Revolution. Called Luddites after their apocryphal leader,
Ned Ludd, clandestine bands of English stocking makers

an»:k'l' GoINEs is, perhaps, a hero of our times. An ordi-

article By PETER SWERDLOFF

in the battle against
machines, man usually comes
up on the short end,

but there is a growing
number of guernillas

who have managed to

deliver some telling blows

and doth finishers worked havoc with the newlangled gins
and mills that were eliminating their jobs.

In some ways we have come [ull cirde. While the
Luddites of Robin Hood country feared machines that did
what people could not, the Neo-Luddites of America
oppose machines that fail to do what people can. The old
Luddites hated machines that could knit faster than they
could. The Neo-Luddites hate machines that can't say
good morning when they sell you a newspaper. And there
is an added slight. The Luddites of Nouingham were re
pl:lcc(l by mills that made beiter stockings. Today's com-
puters often give less service than the clerks they replace.

Norman Mailer encountered the malaise right in the
heart of echnologyland, Cape Kennedy, where Apollo 11
was sel to take men to the moon for the first ume:

The trailer interior consisted of a set of vending
machines for chiliburgers, hamburgers, pastries—all
people wanted were cold drinks. So the line crawled,
while everyone waited for the same machine. Nobody
was about 1o have machine-vended chiliburgers at hall
past eight in the morning. Still so many demands on
the iced-drink machine caused mallunctions. Soon,
two vending-machine workers were helping to service
the machine. But it took [orever. Coins had to go into
their slot, change be made, cups filled, tot of cracked
ice be dropped, syrup poured, then soda. Just one
machine. It was pure American lunacy. Shoddy tech-
nology, the worst kind of American shoddy, was
replacing men with machines which did not do the
work as well as the men. This crowd of a hundred
thirsty reporters could have been handled in three
minutes by a couple of countermen at a refreshment
stand in a ball park. But there was an insidious desire
to replace men everywhere with absurd machines
poorly designed and abominably put together; yes this
abominable food-vending trailer was the proper oppo-
site number to those smug and complacent VIPs in
their stands a half mile away: this was the world they
had created, not the spaceship. They knew nothing
about the spaceship but its value in the eyes of the
world—that was all they had w0 know. The lood-
vending trailer was their true product.

After three quarters of a century of unbridled machine
worship, a new heresy is abroad in the land. Brought up
helieving that every electric can opener or hydraulic dam
was an unqualified boon to mankind and thai when better
cars were built Buick would build them, Americans are
beginning to lose their technological innocence. They are
learning that detergents may be more dangerous than dirt
and automobiles more deadly than wars. Appliances, they
are told, work better than ever—only they can't be fixed
when they finally break down. The supersonic transport is
now 100 times as fast as the bus to the airport. “Things fall
apart,” wrote Yeats in another context. They do, indeed.

It isn’t necessarily when machines break down, but when
they work, that many find them distressing. Not only do
they multiply at an alarming rate but their evolutionary
patterns would stump a Darwin. In the face of all logic,
perfectly sensible machines sprout chrome-plated knobs and
plastic fins; they merge with one another to forin freakish
combinations; and they spawn endless and more expensive
progeny. We are learning that mechanical progress is not
without cost, that like the blob from outer space, technolo-
gics seem to prosper at the expense of living things, and
that they appear to have no natural enemies.

Most disturbing, machines are beginning 1o make people
mechamical. Laborsaving devices alter the nature of labor.
The evidence can be found on any production line. And
computers, even where they make no mistakes, can allow no
exceptions to the rules. Progress has its own refugees. Un
willing to be mechamized, constitutionally opposed to van-
dalism. a number of people simply abandon machines
altogether. Bicycles are appearing where there were once
only cars and trucks. People walk where they once rode.
After a century ol trying to go as fast as possible, men are
standing still, and afier 5000 years of trying 10 overcome
the vagaries of wind and tide and weather, people are re-
turning to farms. Who would  (continued on page 146)
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article By DOUCLAS BAUER CHEQUERS' RESTAURANT sits at an
angle to black-top crossroads on the western edge of Ambherst,
Massachusetts; it's a low, attractive brick building fringed by squat
evergreens. East from Chequers’ corner, the road rises leisurely with
the hillside, past large genteel New England homes with yards of
thick shade, and meets South Pleasant Street at the town’s busiest
intersection. Three blocks from there, the academicred brick and
rolling lawns of Amherst College begin. Many stores on the square
post NO BARE FEET signs in their windows, taking dead aim on
fashionable student slovenliness.

A wide banner sags high above South Pleasant. Its red capital
leuers say WELCOME PATRIOTS. The banner has yellowed, having
hung through three summers while the New England Patriots foot-
ball team has trained in this town. North from Chequers’ are the



dormitories and football stadium of the University of Massachusetts,
Ambherst's second campus and the Patriots’ training site.

Chequers’ draws a mix of college students, local families and pass-
ing salesmen who often stop before they reach nearby Northampton
to have a quick drink and dust off their sales-pitch voices in conver-
sation with bartenders.

For the past three summers, Chequers’ has also filled up with
another group of customers. From mid-July until late August, it is
where Patriot football players have come to drink. Most of them
prefer beer from frosted mugs, but tonight a few gin and tonics
and a glass of tequila on the rocks are in evidence.

“These guys have been, historically, the worst bunch of drinkers
I've ever seen,” says the bartender, Bill Carty. “They used to come
in here at seven-thirty, eight at night and start drinking like there

Sor the hot-shot college
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was no tomorrow. They'd every one of
them drink cight gallons of beer, not have
the sense to stop and eat something, and
by nine-thirty they were completely shit-
faced and looking for a civilian to beat
on until they had 10 be back for curfew
at ten.” Carty is young, has a beefy face
and is very large, casily 6"4”, 250 pounds;
not someone to beat on. His size and the
weight that has sifted down from his chest
to rest ponderously over his belt indicate
that he’s had experience with drinking
and football, He played tight end for the
University of Massachusetts in the sta-
dium just a half mile from Chequers’, was
drafted by the Dallas Cowboys and quick-
ly cut. The brevity of his stay bothers him
today. More than anything, he would like
to sit on the other side of his bar, at the
table with Jon Morris, Tom Neville and
Joe Kapp—the tequila drinker—and com-
plain with them about the injustice of
assembling foothall players in the middle
of July. As it is, Carty draws pass patterns
in beer foam on the bar and gives bold
preachments about the game.

“Tight end is the most important po-
sition on a football team,” he says to a
customer.

“Well, it's certainly one of the most
important.”

“It's the most important,” says Carty.
“I should know, I played the [ucking
position.”

Many New Englanders share Bill Car-
ty's enthusiasm for football, but that
doesn’t necessarily make them Patriot
fans. This has long been New York
Giant country. Steve Owen, Mel Hein
and Ken Strong were their early heroes,
Charlie Conerly, Kyle Rote and Frank
Gifford their more recent ones. Since the
Patriots have played poorly during most
of their history, they've been unable to
lure huge numbers of Giant supporters.

In January of last year, during the
professional draft, the Patriots attended
to the matter ol winning future football
games. Head coach John Mazur left his
chair at the club’s Boston-area draft
office and dialed the Downtown Athletic
Club in New York to tell Jim Plunkett,
who was there to receive the Heisman
Trophy, that he was now one of the
Patriots. Plunkett accepted the news with
no surprise, since Patriot president Billy
Sullivan had asked him to inform the Pa-
triots where he'd be at ten am., when
the first pick would be made. No other
team had made that request.

Plunkett, still to sign his contract, is
not in Chequers’ this night but in a
room at the Orringion Hotel in Evans
ton, lllinois, studying his College All-
Star playbook, preparing to face the
world-champion Baltimore Colts. Even if
he had been in Amherst, he would not
have been at Chequers’. Rookies leave
Chequers’ to the veterans for a respect-

134 Tul week or so belore making a first

appearance. This is unspoken but under
stood, and custom is a mosi resistant force
in professional football.

Many players believe that making this
trip, to sweat at some isolated college
for six weeks, is itself a musty custom.
“"We could get just as much accom-
plished—and it would be a helluva lot
less boring—if we stayed at home to
work out,” says center Jon Morris at the
table in Chequers’. “But George Halas
started doing it this way and no one
wants to be the first to change it.”

- - -

On the practice field behind the Uni
versity of Massachusetts football  sta-
dium, Mike Taliaferro is running a mile
and a hall. A narrow highway parallels
the long sides of a half-mile rectangle that
he is lapping for the first time. On the
other side of the pavement, green terrain
slopes to a sprawling New England farm,
its big white main house supported by
additions built onto all its sides, giving
the place a rested, haphazard architecture.
Above 1ts shingled roof, the Berkshires
are blue and fnal.

As a quarterback, Taliaferro is expect-
ed to run the distance in ten minutes or
less. Linebackers and linemen, weighing
20 to 50 pounds more than backs, are
given 12 minutes.

As Talialerro moves into the second
half mile, he’s pleased that it's his chest
that aches and not his back. In the
second regular-season game the year be-
tore, against the New York Jets, he had
just released a pass and a defender
jumped on his shoulders. The weight
squeezed Taliaferro’s back like an accor-
dion. He was assured by trainers that
the damage was muscular and tempo-
rary, but that diagnosis was increasingly
hard to accept. Each ume he raised his
throwing arm, he felt a stabbing pain.
Alter the season, a Patriot trainer sug-
gested he fly o Boston from his Houston
home for [urther tests. They revealed a
ruptured disk, which was repaired by
surgery that April.

Taliaferro had been the starting Pa-
triot quarterback in the Jet game and
had been satished with his early-season
performance. (He is coolly objective
about his talent, a mental excrcise per-
fected when he was with the Jets, watch.
ing Joe Namath flick his wrist, releasing
a football faster than Taliaferro could
believe.) Because of this contentment, his
mind went blank with confusion when he
answered the phone at nine o'clock on
the Tuesday morning after his injury and
heard a coach say, “You'd better drive in
to practice. Joe Kapp's here.” Talialerro
started the following game against Balti-
more, was replaced in the third quarter
by Kapp and played rarely therealter.

Taliaferro’s back feels good and his
wind is holding as he moves into the

final 300 yards of the run. Some of the
backs running with him are whining
and snorung for air. Taliaferro rained
for this run every day in Houston after
he had recovered from his operation.
Taking a stop watch with him to a local
track, he learned the precise exhaustion
required to run three 3:20 half miles,
gauging his pace by the pumping
rhythin of his heart and the tughtening in
his thin calves. He has trained harder
for this season than he has for any since
he's played football, and has come to
Ambherst in the best shape of his life.

“I was just cocky enough to believe
that they had made a horrendous mistake
last year by bringing in Kapp and that it
was up to me to show the coaches. 1
wanted to put them on the spot and
prove that I could do a better job than
Kapp. You see, 1 never resemed a day
sitting on the bench behind Namath,
because T knew that every other quarter-
back in the league would be sitting there
with me. But I resented like hell sitting
on the bench one minute behind Kapp.”

Taliaferro eases past the stop watch
and bends for air.

“Keep movin', You'll get your breath
faster if you're movin',” shouts line
coach Bruce Beatty.

Tahaferro's time is 9:48.

« =

Joe Kapp leans into camera range for
photographers who want to file a shot
for their evening editions. Kapp's skin is
brown. His black hair, which is graying
evenly at the temples, hangs over the
tops of his ears and curls up from the back
of his neck. When he smiles, his teeth are
very white and fll an inordinately large
area of his lace. He looks like a hand-
some Anthony Quinm, say the Amherst
matrons watching this Press Day picture
taking. The litheness of Kapp’s body
will surprise you il your indelible im-
age of him is the moment when he
hurdled Cleveland linebacker Jim Hous
ton, knocking him unconscious, in the
1969 N.F.L. championship game. You
somehow assume the body that did that 10
be low and compact.

Taliaferro, aware of the attention
Kapp is receiving, sits in the first row ol
bleachers, elbows on his knees. No one
has asked him to pose for a photo. His
face is long and thin and has kept some
freckles. His brown curly hair lies flat
near a high part and stays close to his
head. His eyes are pinched, causing wrin-
kles to spread out from the corners when
his [ace erupts in a full smile or when
his mood turns dark, as u is now. Fi-
nally, he stands and walks toward his
friend Bake Turner. The two of them
were teammates with the Jets when
Turner was single and used his easy
Southern charm to great romantic ad-
vantage in East Side singles bars.

“Mike has a hell of an arm,” says

(continued on page 156)



“Mother! What do you do up that damn beanstalk?”
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a pair of paulas—
pritchett and kelly,
both of whom

were introduced in 3
playboy— are now jey:<
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PAULA K

in “top of the
heap”’ she plays
a cabaret singer
who’s mistress to
an uptight cop
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WHEN SHE first appeared n
PLAYBOY back in August 1969,
Paula Kelly was singing and
dancing in the national road-
show production of a hip musi-
cal, Your Own Thing. She had
also just completed her maiden
film, Sweet Charity, in which
she recreated her award-win-
ning stage role as a hard-boiled
taxi dancer. Paula told us then
that she'd like to do more act-
ing and less hoofing—a wish
that appears 10 be coming true.
To her dramatic credits—
which include TV's Medical
Center and The Young Law-
yers, plus Hollywood's version
of The Andromeda Strain—
she now adds Top of the Heap,
written, produced and directed
by Christopher St. John, who
played a militant Harlem lead
er in Shaft. Paula is cast as
a night-club performer who's
being kept by St. John. Al
though it’s prir a dra-
matic role, she's also called
upon to display her consider-
able talents as a singer. New
York—raised, Paula majored in
voice at Manhauan's High
School of Music and Art and
switched to dance at  Juil-
liard School of Music. An in-
vitation to perform at the
1969 Academy Awards led to
a saucy—and show-stealing—
interpretation of Chitty Chitty
Bang Bang; subscquent TV
gigs included the Dean Martin
and Carol Burnett shows, and
specials by Soupy Sales and
Sammy Davis Jr. One day soon
they may all be looking for
spots on the Paula Kelly show.

Top of the Heap takes a hard
lock at the frustrations of a
black cop, played by author-
director Christopher St. John,
whose brother in real life is o
cop. St. John's character fails
to communicate with his wife and
kids, with his white patrol-car
partner, with the owner of the
club at which Paula works and
with just about everyone he
encounters in the line of duty,
from dope dealers to hard-hats
and demonstrators, bus drivers
and troublesome passengers. His
outlets are Paula (above right),
the violence he deals out daily—
professionally and otherwise—
and his dreams, in which he
fancies himself both o warrior

in an African jungle and the
first black to walk on the moon.




In addition to pursuing her
career in films, Paula K. is
writing both drama and music:
She has authored a Christmas
show set in Harlem and intended
for production as a TV special,
and she’s set to music several
poems by ex-footballer Bernie
Casey. She's also managed to
find enough time to do some
teaching at Mafundi Institute,

a community workshop in Watts.







PAULA P

as a mute indian
girl in“‘the wrath
of god,”’ she doesn’t
need words to get
her message across




“SHE'S a very strange givl,” say
the |u'np|l- at MGM lor whom
Paula Pritchett works these
days. "She disappears every
now and then, and it's impos-
sible to hnd her for weeks.” At
I)l('.wlimt:, however, we locared
Paula in the midst of moving
to L. A. from New York, where
she spent seven years as a mod
¢l with Eileen Ford's agency,
specializing in offbeat TV com
mercials—olten  plugging  as
many as five products. usually
beauty aids. per week: “1 did
them all, made a mint—you
can't believe the residuals.
Or how I spent them.” A sell-
taught actress, Paula considers
her dramatic career a Huke. It
began 1n 1967 when she ap
peared in Conrad Rooks’s
phantasmagorial  Chappaqua,
and got a boost when Crecho
slovakian director Jan Kadar,
alter two years of searching lor
the right actress, cast her in
Adrift as a dream girl who is
pulled from a niver by a hsher
man, then destroys him. Ow
reviewer, describing the movie,
praised the “bewitching pres
enee” of Miss Pritchett—who
had made her rLAvsoy debut
in a December 1970 pictorial.
In The Wrath of God, Paula
plays a 17-year-old Indian girl,
mute since the slaughter of her
parents, who miraculously re-
covers her ability to speak,
then helps end the rule ol
a Central American despot.
Her part is a strong one
and it will be anything but a
miracle if it leads to a sohid
career for the elusive Paula P.

Top right: Paula P. confers

with Ralph Nelsan, producer and
director of The Wrath of God;
the film sites, all in Mexico,
included the granite-spired
landscope of Los Organos, and
Lo Luz, a mining villoge 7000 feet
up @ mountoin. Center right:
Poulo clowns with stors Rita
Hoyworth and Robert Mitchum, as
well as Ken Hutchison, who plays
the Irish odventurer with whom
she folls in love. Bottom right:

In o scene from the film, Paula

is about to be roped by o gang
of soldiers when Hutchison saves
her, with a lost-minute assist

from Mitchum. Later, after
Hutchison has been coerced into
aiding a revolutionary leoder,
Pavlo offers to help him escape,
but he elects to stay and fight.
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TAKE THAT (continued from page 131)

have thought, 20 years ago, that men
would boast of owning no television, that
they would be thought daring for living
without a telephone?

As with the original Luddites, how-
ever, the machines usually win. Bob
Goines was convicted of drawing a dead-
ly weapon, shooting a gun inside city
limits and disorderly conduct. He was
sentenced to 60 days in jail (50 sus-
pended) and fined $160 plus costs. The
masses, though, were with him. More
than 150 strangers wrote, offering aid.
Several lawyers, a policeman and a
judge were among those who helped pay
his fine. Other Indianapolis lawyers of-
fered to handle an appeal, and an organ
player was willing to serve part of his
sentence. (Still, how Nottingham has
changed! Neo-Luddite Goines is a new
Robin Hood who no longer steals from
the rich to give to the poor but, rather,
can do no more than put sugar in the
sheriff's gas tank.)

The Neo-Luddites, to be sure, have
other champions. Chicago Daily News
columnist Mike Royko, for example, last
year wrote a column on “How to Kick a
Machine.” Royko reported watching a
man lose a dime in a coffee machine,
then prepare to walk away. “If he had
gone in a bar,” Royko ruminated, “and
ordered a beer, and if the bartender
had taken his money but not given him a
beer, he’d do something. He'd yell or
fight or call the police. But he let a
machine cow him."

“Kick it,” Royko called to him. “But
not like that. You are going to kick it
with your toe, but you can hurt yourself
that way.” “I stepped back,” he contin-
ued, “and showed him the best way. You
use the bottom of your foot, as if you're
kicking in a bedroom door.” Another
spectator disagreed. “I prefer pounding
on it. I'll show you.” “But why just one
fist?” queried yet another bystander. “I
always use two.”

But there is little point in clobbering
your own dishwasher when it leaks. It
just increases the repair bill. And it is
equally self-defeating to poke holes in
the fuselage of a plane because it is still
circling Washington when it should be
in Boston. Pent-up hostilities, though,
generally find outlets, and it seems likely
that much of the violence aimed at
public pay phones and gum machines
was meant for privale toasters and vacu-
um cleaners—or the adding machine at
work. What would appear mindless van-
dalism may in fact be sublimated Lud-
dism, for if one’s own expensive machines
are off limits, someone else’s may be fair
game. “The answer,” wrote Royko, “is to
kick and punch them.” “If you are old,
lame or female,” he added, “bring a ham-

mer to work with you, or an ax.”

Some people do. William Lynch, the
general manager of New York City's
Interborough News Company, is in the
unenviable position of viewing Neo-
Luddites as the machines sce them, and
he knows all about hatchets and crow-
bars. For Interborough owns (and Lynch
is responsible for) the 6666 gum, candy,
mint, icecream, potato-chip, lipstick,
comb, novelty, shoeshine and weight ma-
chines in the city’s subway stations.

Lynch’s machines are constanily as-
saulted by Neo-Luddites, vandals and
crooks. The problem, he says, is that no
one can tell who did what—or when. A
gum machine may have been ripped o
shreds by a gang of thieves, an irate gum-
chewer suripped of his last penny or a
tired commuter furious with his car.
What's more, the machine may have kept
the penny because of poor maintenance
or perhaps because of an earlier attempt
to rob it.

Whatever the cause, there is growing
evidence public machines don't work as
well as they used 0. According to a
survey recently undertaken by New
York’s Department of Consumer Affairs,
the number of subway machines in some
way defective jumped from 36 percent
to 62 percent in the past two years,
while the number producing neither
product nor returned coin rose from 23
percent to 38 percent. Most blood boil-
ing was the 11 percent to 57 percent
increase in the number of machines that
gave no clue as to whom to write or
phone for refunds. That kind of hau-
teur creates people willing to invest con-
siderable time and ingenuity for the
simple pleasure of fooling a machine.

On an average day, New Yorkers slip
250 slugs (mostly washers), 100 filed-
down pennies (good as dimes) and up-
wards of 150 foreign coins into the
gullible mouths of Interborough’s ven-
dors. In one three-day period,  Lynch
found coins from 55 nations, including
Iceland, Surinam, Ceylon and the Nether
lands Antilles—as well as four tokens
for the Delaware River Bridge and one
for the Toronto subways. Leading the
list, for some reason, were 263 Trinidad
pennies. Lynch sells the foreign coins to
dealers, returns the filed pennies to the
mint, keeps the usable washers for his re-
pair shop and dumps the remaining slugs
and buttons into Long Island Sound.

- - -

America’s largest corporation (and,
indeed, the world's) is, to no one’s sur-
prise. the favorite target of this country’s
Neo-Luddites. But while it is hardly
news that there are those who steal from
Ma Bell, it is remarkable how little of
the damage comes from the simple theft

of cash. Of the $23,000,000 A T.&T.
lost to thieves last year, only $750,000
was taken from pay phones. And of the
$11,000,000 Bell suffered last year in
property damage, only $1,250,000 was
connected with larceny. The vast bulk
of the company’s losses—$22,200,000 last
year and $28,300,000 the year before—
came from thefts of service: calls that
were billed to other people’s phones and
credit cards. And the overwhelming ma-
jority of service thicves were neither
professional aiminals nor very heavy
phone users. Not all who filched service,
to be sure, were Neo-Luddites, nor were
all the vandals who ripped up A. T. & T.
property. But it seems siafe to assume
that a great many people harbor some
hostility toward the phone company,
since it is, after all, the largest machine
in America. And telephones are handy
and faceless. A shoplifter has to face, or
at least consider, the human being from
whom he is stealing, while a service thief
is knocking over an innocuous black-
plastic box—taking money no one will
try to collect until next month.

Some addicted Neo-Luddites also ar-
gue that the war against A . T.&T. is
just—fought for the humanist cause.
Filled with unanswerable recorded re-
marks, linked to ranks of computers and
forever beeping and buzzing back when
spoken to, they feel the telephone is an
upstart machine trying to ape its betters.
Cheating i, beating it down and show-
ing it to be no more than a dumb collec-
tion of plastic blobs and wires, they
maintain, is a victory for people.

The telephone company has also given
the matter some thought. Hank Boet-
tnger, the Bell System’s director of man-
agement sciences, thought a lot of toll
fraud—calls billed to others’ credit cards
and numbers—might come from a kind
of prankish urge to play with machines.
In his youth, he recalled, kids used to
hang around railroad yards to watch the
engines. But people no longer simply
gape at mechanical marvels, he contin-
ued. “What happens now is that they
turn them on.” A Boston wrain was, in
fact, recently taken on a short jaunt—olff
the tracks—by a young man who wanted
to sec how it ran.

The cultists who call themselves
“phone phreaks” also secem to have more
fun playing with the phone system than
making free telephone calls. Using small
electronic devices (called blue boxes,
for reasons lost to history), they have
learned how to make unlimited, unde-
tectable long-distance calls and they've
set up what amounts to a private phone
network. What do they discusst New
ways to make free calls.

The story of the phone phreaks illus-
trates the special vulnerability of the

(continued on page 170)



THE OLD
BULL
MOOSE
OF THE
WOODS

cATE. Kachina Canyon, Arizona. Forty-foot aspen pole bal-
anced on log fulcrum by 100-pound sack of meal. Gatehouse
shaped like coffin on end containing one 150-year-old Indian
chief. White shoulder-length hair under black Navaho hat,
bleached denim, skin color of walnut, hollow cheeks, eyes
locked in winter past, mouth sewed shut with a deer gut.

“Howdy!” Jay-D said.

Cliphoard over door of Old Bull Moose. Experience. Jay-D
filled it in. Number in party. Name and address. Registration.
Next of kin!!

“Rat fan day!” Jay-D said.

Steel strongbox over door of Old Bull Moose, lid up, sign
taped there: s100—IN ADVANCE. “Yessir, rat fan!” C-note
plucked from sweatband of bush hat, held for moribund chief
to see, dropped into steel box, BANG! “Fella could lose his
fingers,” Jay-D said.

Clipboard, stronghox tucked into coffin. One 40-foot aspen
so neatly balanced it could be raised and lowered by the old-
est man alive on the desert reservations. Jay-D idled under
gate. Uneasy. Question to ask, but how?

Wicker, Jay-D. Hero of piece. 21. Lubbock, Texas. Rover
a birthday gift from his pappy (“Jest tell me whut yew want,

“"L’yf"f

fiction By PETER L. SANDBERG
who will win the death-
defying race to the top of the
mountain— the lovely
women’s libber or the

oafish male chauvinist?

boy!” Jay-D told him). Only child. Bleached blond hair, blue
eyes (“Handsome Daddy,” the Lubbock Annual said. “‘Ladies’
Man.” “Candy Is Dandy, but Wicker Is Quicker!”). Glen
Campbell voice, hillbilly drawl, not as tall as would like to
have been, 5 10” with rock shoes on, red socks, high-cut dark
leather climbing shorts (Austrian), bush hat with chin strap
(Australian), no shirt, bodybuilder's physique, chiseled and
planed, 16-inch arms, abdominals like briquettes, exposed
surfaces tanned and haired, square white teeth. . . . Rising
climber, Southwest. First ascents 26 pinnacles, New Mexico,
Arizona, Utah. Cover story last month, Texas Parade (Ques-
tion: What accounts for your success as a climber, Mr. Wick-
er? Answer: When Ah want somethin’, Ah go fer it).
Wanted Cholla Rock, Kachma Canyon

THE OLD BULL MOOSE OF 'nuz WOODS. Words letiered in red
on driver’s door of black 1971 Rover. Rack of moose antlers
(genuine) fitted forward on hood. Decals of Satan astride
gold fork and phrase (get close if you want to read it) AH'M
A HORNY DEVIL! Tape deck. Sixteen cassettes. Everything
Lester Flatt and Earl Scruggs ever recorded (You Are My
lower just ending, Salty Dog about to begin). Indoor-
utdoor red-pile carpet on floors, walnut dash and wheel,
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silver inlays, leather map pockets, air horn . . . climb-
ing gear under neoprene tarp in back, 150-foot coils
of red-and-white Perlon rope, bandoleers, étriers,
swami belts, wedges and nuts, pitons and carabiners,
enough for the Eiger North Wall, the best money could
buy, $3,000,000 in the trust fund. . . . Jest tell me whut
yew want, hoy.

Cholla Rock. 860-foot red-stone pinnacle. Never been
climbed. Sacred to Indians. But hard times in villages
now, new generation. For $100, cash in advance . . .
apply at gatchouse (story by Newhall, Albuquerque
News). Wanted that rock, JayD Wicker, a long time.
Feather in bush hat. April 1972. Clear day, bright
sun, top down. 84 west-northwest from Lubbock. Inter-
state 40 (old 66!) west to Gallup. Then north on
Indian roads, winter-cut, dust-dry. Fort Defiance. Saw-
mill. Chinle formation. Flocks of sheep led by belled
goats. Tumbleweed, mesquite . . . Flatt and Scruggs . . .
(Cripple Creek). . . .

‘Too many winters in that old chief’s eyes, like holes
in a frozen lake. The mouth a three-quarter-inch seam
between two empty cheeks and a pointed chin.

“This here’s mah vee-hickle,” Jay-D said. Patted wal-
nut wheel. Saw movement in chief’s eyes. “Got ‘er ail
bored out, she'll do a hundred thirty on the flat. . . ."
Words lettered in red on black finish. Chief close
enough to read.

“Horny,” he said. Voice came from last year. Very
deep. Arm rose to point, motion smooth as gate rising.
Grin spread seams of checks to leather lobes of ears.
Gums revealed. Could bite bolt in two. “Horny-ho-ho.”

“Dogged!” Jay-D said. “Ah knew it!”

CHOLLA ROCK 6 MILES /| CAMPGROUND 3 MILES | CLIMB-
ERS REGISTER AND PAY FEE /[ CANYON FLOODED IN SPRING [
CARRY OUT GARBAGE | NOTHING ELSE.

“Be seein’ yah!”

(Goin’ Down That Road, Feelin’ Fine.)

Two miles into canyon before he saw girl ankle deep
in Aood, wading away from him, short pants, long legs,
Kelty Pack bobbing red under late sun (must have
lieard Old Bull Moose whining behind her, Jay-D, Flatt
and Scruggs, but never wurned around).

"Dogged,” Jay-D said. Lit himself a Between-The-
Acts, pushed bush hat back, edged up into corner be-
tween seat and door, brought the Rover up, idled
alongside her, sighted down nose, squinted eyes.
“Dogged!” he said. Little cigar between his teeth,

No reply. Same steady pace, straight ahead, splashing
through the flood. Long brown hair tied off with rubber
band and hung along close side of face in mare's-tail.
Good-looker. Built. 18. Jay-D idling alongside, eyes
witering from smoke. Walked up out of flood onto
stretch of sand past stand of cottonwood where birds
sang old melody. What approach to take? Females deli-
cate. Required special treatment. (“Yew got tew be sub-
tul,” his pappy said. “Yew wouldn’t tickle yore nose
with a fence post!™) Decided to blow air horn. Reached
out, touched lever. Horn had always been loud. Here
in canyon, it was louder than any horn ever heard in

life, four times as loud as horn on tandem ten-wheeler.
Scared himsell with it, by golly.

And the girl who had walked through the Hood and
across the sand without breaking stride or looking
at him jumped one foot above the ground and let
out shriek.

“Howdy, ma'am,” Jay-D said.

Unshouldered Kelty Pack, Turned to face him.
Down front of denim shirt two bands of sweat where
padded straps had been. No underthings. Jay-D looked.
Good tits. Mad as a hornet.

“You idiot!”

“Ma'am?”

“What do you think you are doing?”

“Well, now. . . ."

“Why are you doing this? What do you want?"

Jay-D tipped head, squinted eyes, moved cigar be-
tween teeth. “Ma'am?”

“Why are you following me? What do you want?
Your truck is obscene!”

“Whut?* Jay-D hollering over Scruggsplink and
Flau-twang. Turned stereo down. (Hard Travelin.)

“Ob," she said, “scene.”

Jay-D nodded.

“Blatant and ludicrous.”

“Yas, ma'am.”

“Uuerly without redeeming qualities. Patently ridicu-
lous. Buffoonish. Obviously owned by a lout. Turn it
around, please, and go back where you came from.”

“Whee-co!" Jay-D said.

Arms folded across {front where he had been looking.
Raised eycbrows thick, real; vein beating in center of
forehead. “Have I made myself quite clear?”

“Ma’am, whut is a purty thang lak yew %

“I am not the least bit interested,” she said, “in your
dull-witted assessment of me as a ‘pretty thing.””

“Sorry, ma'am.”

“You exude male chauvinism.”

“Ma'am?"”

*Male,” she said, “chauvinism.” Picked up Kelty Pack.
Shouldered it. Padded straps in place over sweat lines.

“Yew headin® that way?"” Jay-D asked.

“Obviously.”

“Campground’s 'nuther mal. Rat proud tew give yew
Alflie ot

" “I do not want a lift, thank you."

“Tote yore [reight fer yew. ..."”

“I am quite capable,” she said, “of ‘toting it" my-
self.” Walked away from him, across what was left of
sandy stretch, back into Hood. Jay-D watched move-
ment of shorts, heard feet splash above idle of Old
Bull Moose. Patches of snow on canyon rim crimson in
westering sun. Ejected cassette. Injected another. Lit
fresh cigar. Drove on. When passing girl thigh deep
in flood, smiled, tipped hat. (The Last Public Hanging
in West Virginia.)

Question: What do you do, Mr. Wicker, when you
reach, say, an unclimbable section of rock, something
extremely difficult, impossible even? Answer: “There's
more'n one way tew shuck corn.”

Campground deserted. Maybe not for long. On 1o
Cholla Rock. 800-foot red-stone rocket on 60-foot
launching pad. Good crack (continued on page 224)




the mender of pots  tom t'Aimanac d’Amour, 1781

A VERY CURIOUS MARRIAGE cuslom among
the ancient Thalamians has always puz
zled scholars and historians. It is referred
to in Thalamian literature as the donolla
and it scems to have been strictly ob-
served. In this culture, nubile givls would
possess something equivalent to the hope
chest of later eras. Besides a store of cloth-
ing and a marriage portion in gold coins,
cach girl treasured a [agile, miniature
pot. hardly larger than a demitasse. Un-
fortunately. none of these has survived,
but we know from the descriptions by
Thalamian lyric poets that this wedding
gilt was charming in shape. rose color by
tradition and decorated with a rich foli-
age in cither gold or ¢cbony hue.

An cnormous, superstitious importance
wits placed on the perlection ol the deli-
ate vessel, The writers well vs that young
husbands were often thrown imo an ir-
vational despair when the pot proved o
have even the slightest crack, (.hi]) or
fissure. This was even stranger when con-
sidered in the light of the next step—the
bridegroom wis obliged to tike the pot
and shatter it with a single blow. The
firmer the pot and the harder it was to
break, the more delighted was the Thala-
mian man. This act ol violent destruction
scems 1o have had deep cultural 1oots,

Such was the custom of the donolla—
but what ritual significance was attached
to it s been the subject of much scholar-
ly debate. The German author Von Spalt-
Jaeger has argued that after the shateering
ol the pot, the newlyweds would carefully
count the number of fragments and de-
duce from it the years ol happiness they
might expect. This theory, however, is
supported by no actual evidenee and, in
Lict, any rationale lor the donolla is dif-
licult o perceive from the viewpoint of
our enlightened 18th Century, which has
put aside so muny fears and stupidities
belonging to the inlancy of mankind.

Be that as it may, we do know that
Thalamian girls protected their precious
objects with the greatest of care. Feaving
danger to the pots, they would ravely
expose them to currents ol air or even
to the inspection of other people. When-
ever they ok them outdoors, they made
sure to wrap the objects in the finest silk
or woolen [abrics in order to guard them
agiinst curious stues and rude knocks
or blows.

Nevertheless, it seems that there existed
certain bullies and blackguards among
Thalimian men, and it was their doltish
humor to try to jostle the girls and to
crack their pots belore the marriage day.
Often, too, a girl might make a misstep,
stumble and sulffer damage to her fragite
vessel. Little good it did them to plead
that this was no more than an unfortu-
nate accident. No man would wittingly

BRAD HDLLAMO

accept that tale, and such girls remained
unwed, Others who managed to conceal
the damage until their weddings were
afterward faced with violent hushandly
rage. Thus it was that, out of both avarice
and compassion, a new breed ol artistic
specialist was born. He lewned the ant
ol skillful restoration, more commonly
kllﬂ“'l'l s [)Dl ]“(.‘II‘.’I] )

The most talented and Lamous of these

practitionars, the records el us, wias a
certain Master Pintadius. Because of the
excellence of his work, young women
flocked to him [rom all corners ol the
Lmd and in time he became very rich.
Whatever may have been the searet of
his technique, the Thalamian chronicles
contain no hine ol ir, and it is very likely
that he took it with him to his grave.

We do know, however, that a few days
of his expert treatment were sulhcient to
cure any cracks or rilts in a damaged pot,
Later, it would shine Dbelore the bride-
groom's eyes in all its pristine, rosy

Ribald Classic

splendor—hrm and resilient. ready to be
snnitshed as il for the very first time.

Naturally, with such a remedy at hand,
voung girls tended to be rather more care-
less about their mamiage tokens than
they had been belore, especially  afier
Pintadius developed methods of restoring
ceven those pots that had suffered vigorous
pounding. And, naturally, he acquired a
great many slanderers and detractors, who
satid that he did ne more than apply a
little fish glue 1w fool the gullible, But
one day something happened that stilled
all doubts forever.

Master Pinmtadius was siting in lus
luxurious consulting room, already hav-
g dealt with a dozen or more ladices,
when a couple was ushered in. This was
not at all uwsual and Pintadius, as he
glanced at the slim, pretty givl and the
handsome young man, thought, “Here's
one who brought her brother along to
give her courage.”

When they were scated, he said 1o
them, “Now, if I may guess, the young
Lidy has had a slight mishap, a simple
fracture that is easily mendedz”

The girl blushed furiously and put her
hands over her face. The young man
replied, “On the contrary, Master Pinta-
dius, we have trouble of the opposite
kind. You sce, we've been married for two
weeks and—ierrible to say—we haven't
been able to go through with the age-old
Thalimian  marriage  custom.  Though
I've got a big musce and a heavy fist, I
just haven't been able o do it. Tha
little thing looks small and delicate, but
i's really hard as a rock. So, you being a
specialisy, we came here.”

The celebrated  restorer was  rather
anmized. Thousands ol pots were so frail
that they broke on the first impact.
Others aosisted a little longer. A few re-
quired repeated  cllorns o shatter—Dbut
Pintadins had never heard ol one so stout
as 1o last two whole weeks. He began to
examine this apparently unbreakable ob-
jeet with the Liveliest interest.

There was nothing about it that
scemed exiraordinary. It was lovely and
tragile in apperance, orminnented charm-
mgly with a fleeey gold. He bent closer.
Then something about it—some  secret
trace visible only to the eye of the grem
artisan—struck  him as  Lamiliar. He
looked up 1n astonishment and, lor the
hrst thme, recognized the gnl as one ol
his hundreds of lormer cliemis. This grea
pot, this marvelous, unbreakable pot was
the product ol his own restorative cralts-
vanship. The ultimate perlection hid
been reached.

AMost scholars of our century date the
subsequent decine ol the ancient custom

ol the donolla 1o this very moment.

—Retold by Paul Tabori ﬂ 149



“"SOMMELIER! ANOTHER WELL-CHILLED BOTTLE OF CHATEAU
APPLE DAPPLE, S’IL VOUS PLAIT?!” /:ini By EMANUEL GREENBERG

for those without grape expectations, today’s pop wines provide an easy-does-it change of pace

WE AMERICANS are soaking up wine at a faster rate than ever before—305,000,000 gallons this past year, a smart 90
percent increase in the past decade. Conservative Bank of America prognosticators figure that, collectively, we'll be
knocking back better than 600,000,000 gallons per annum by 1980—which would make it a very good year, indeed!
You'd expect that this new-found devotion 1o Bacchus would enchant the vinophiles, who've been relentlessly urging
us cultural heathens to get with the grape. Well, that’s not quite the way it is. You see, a hefty propertion of the
increased guzzling is in such arriviste categories as flavored wines, fruit wines, cold ducks and numerous effervescent
spin-offs of that frigid fowl. There are those—snobs and ritualists—who wail about this new development. To them,
the wine game is all. They revel in the swirling and sniffing, the macher or ceremonial rolling on the tongue, the ever-
lasting discussion of vintages and “finds” {rom little oftbeat chiteaux. If that's your bag, then pop wines won't make
it with you, because the word for them is uncomplicated. ‘The true sophisticate knows how to enjoy both—the new
and the traditional. For there is a place for both in the life we lead today. A Wall Street Journal story, “Watch Out,
Burgundy, Here Come Spanada, Zapple and 1 Love You,” offers these pertinent consumer comments: “This is good
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stuff for a party. It's much cheaper than
hard liquor and you don’t get bombed on
a couple of drinks. . . . We just pour a
lot of it into a bowl and we have an
instant punch. There’s no work.” That
ihout sums up the appeal ol pop wines.
They're casy to take, easy to serve, in-
formal sipping or cntertainment bever-
ages. Ice does a lot for them; so do a
splash of soda and two or three slices of
fresh fruit. They're good mixers, especial-
ly the ones with a [ruit base. At a recent
tasting, one young participant confided
modestly, “The secret ingredient in my
[amous punch is Bali Hai” Now the
secret’s out,

A great deal of the enthusiasm for
pop wines comes [rom what Casey Sten-
gel called “the yout” of America.” Con-
temporary wines are gregavious. You'll
sce them being poured poolside, dock-
side or en bateau—in posh surroundings
as well as at peace rallies and campus rap
sessions, where they are giving beer a
run for vour money. At ski resorts, the
sangria wvpes are warmed with cinna-
mon and served in mugs. But there’s
no question that the under-25 consumer
has led the swmg to contemporary
wings, and he is still the primary wine-
industry target. because he's not hound
to the conventional manners and mores
surrounding wine,

Some people, incduding a few in the
trade, maintain that Havored wines, fruit
wines and the new sparkling wines are
just a fad and will pass into limbo, like
the Hula-Hoop. No way, says Joscph
McDonald, Canandaigua Industries” manr-
keting man. “Today's ‘pop’ wines or
others like them will become America’s
vins ordinaives.”” And they'll be with us
for many years to come, becaunse they fill
a niche in our hedonistic lile style in a
way that is singularly American. This is
not to imply that contemporary wincs

can or should ever ke the place of
table wines. The seasoned winebibber,
with  a nose for lusty Burgundies,

chiatean-bottled Bordeaux or aged Caber-
net Sauvignons, crisp bruf champagnes
and flinty Chablis, will certainly continue
to seck out and savor their many-laceted
delights. More than likely, he will be
joined in his quest by many  whose
first pleasurable encounter with the fer-
mented grape was Spanada, Key Largo,
Aquarins, Yago Sant'Gria or Richards
Wild Irish Rose. And, no doubt, they'll
Launch wine prices farther into the strato-
‘illll{.‘l'l’ ill I]I‘.' [)!'(l(l‘ﬁs.

The Internal Revenue Code delines
Special Natural wines as products made
from a base of naunmal wine exclusive-
ly. with the additon of namral herbs,
spices, fruit  juices, aromatics, essences
and other natural flavorings. Sounds like
a canny modern caper, right? In lact,
the practice of Havoring wines is an-
cient. As far back as you can go, there

152 arc records of men wrying to improve or

vary the {lavor ol their wines with such
hoary aromatics as myrrh. lovage, maid-
cnhair fern. balm, horchound. grains
ol paradise and other suggestively titled
botanicals. Don’t let the names [ool you.
Neither the herbals nor the wines they
embellished were in any way aphrodisiac.

Vintmers have never abandoned the
custom ol flavoring wines, to lend pi-
(UANCY Or SaIvor or, on occision, 1o mask
taste. In  France, Havored wines are
called aperitifs, which seems o impart a
suave Continental cachet in our eyes.
Along with Dubonnet, the most glamor-
ous. there are Byrrh, Lillet, St. Raphaél
and  literally  dozens more—all  grape
wines with natural flavors added. In
Greece, the popular wine is retsina—fla-
vored with resin—a dvink that only a
Spartan could love. Germans and Austri-
ans steep their young white wines with
waldmeister  (woodrufl) and cll them
May wines. Vermouth is probably the
most universal flavored wine. Producers
boast of having upwards of 25 different
herbs, spices, barks, seeds, roots and aro-
nuitics in their “secret” formulas. [t would
scem that American vintners are Johnny-
come-latelies 1o the flavored-wine field.

What, then, is so special about our
Special Nawral  wines:  Simply  this:
They were created to please the Ameri-
can palate. The flavors added are those
we've known since childhood and  that
have been accepted and enjoyed in this
country for generations. The new wines
first hit liquorstore shelves in 1957 and
came in a mind-blowing assortment of
popular flavors and hues. There were
cherries, colas. lemon-limes, oranges, choc-
olates. mints. you name it—just. about
evervthing but candy cane and chicken
fat. In the main, the wines were rela-
tively sweet—though hardly as sweet as
ports and olorosos. The flavors were frank
and forthright, with very litde subtlety,
occasionally harsh, and fairly potent—
most rumning to 20 percent alcohol, about
the same as dessert wines and European
aperitifs.

The new flavored wines seemed to be
an instant  smash, reaching a healthy
14.000,000-gallon annual figure by 1964,
And there they leveled ofl. Though the
“pops” were intriguing and lots of people
were interested enough to sample them,
they didn’t appear to have broad ap
peal. Apparently they were too dose o
the soda-pop image that inspired their
nickname. The most Linhll flavored-
wine customers were what the  liquor
retailers cuphemistically call the “prool
per penny” crowd—those who measure
the amount of kick against dollar cost.
But the door had been opened. This
limited success finally convinced vintners
that they would do beuer formulating
wines that appealed 1o the indigenous
taste buds than by uying to wuansform
existing tastes along Old World lines.

There were some pretty good indica-
tions. The unabashedly pop flavors such
as the straight colas, chocolates and larger-
than-life rock wines were falling by the
wayside and have preuy much  disap-
peared by now. Fruitflavored Bali Hai
and fruity Ripple, familiar and some-
what muted Havors—Dboth at a low level
of alcohol—were faring well. So the boys
went back to the drawing board.

Alter a five-year period of gestation,
phase two of the pop phenomenon ma-
terialized. If the original flavored wines
were a revelation. the second coming
was closer to a revolution. As a group.
they're considerably lighter.  smoother
and lower in alcohol by almost half—
generally running between nine and H
percent, as opp(wcd o the 20 percent
formerly marketed. AMany are  slightly
cffervescent—no  dancing  bubbles,  just
the merest prickle on the tongue. The
sensory range is much wider. combina-
tions being both more complex  and
more subtle, with lemon, lime and or-
ange tones predominating. There are the
citrusy  sangria  types:  wines  touched
with exotic wopical fruit such as guava,
mango and  passion  fruit: and there
are wines flavored with cranberry, striw-
berry, tangerine and such nonfruits as
almond, cinnamon, mint and coltee. Even
the old hotshots have bheen restyled.
Thunderbird is now also available at 13
percent alcohol, Silver Satin and  Swiss
Up are now also available at 14 percent.
Silver Satin also has a companion, Silver
Satin [ Buter Lemon. A detailed chare
on page 190 lists the specific propertics
and characteristics of many of the brands.

Perhaps the most signilicant departure
in phase two is the emergence of non-
grape, or fruit, wines—the apples, pears,
pincapples, peaches, apricots, plums, cur-
rants, chermes and the numerous bervies.
Most of these are wechnically not Special
Nitural wines. Their flavors come {rom,
and are remarkably true 0. the fruits
from which they are made; no added fla-
vors. They seem to capture the essence of
the froie and are immediately identifi-
able. As with the flavored wines. they're
not the choice to accompany a prime rib
roast or beel Wellington, hut with a
fresh-Mruit dessert, or m a shoes-off situa-
tion, they're just right. At least one
vintaer, San Martin ol Calilornia. puts
out sparkling [ruit wines—an Aprivette
(apricot) and a Cham-berry (blackberry).

The apple types are far and away the
biggest [actor in the cunegory. Boone's
Farm alone reputedly laid  6.000.000
cases of the stuff on the populace in the
past 12 months. Zapple—with a sprinkle
ol cinnamon—Apple Dapple, Richards
Old Style Apple Wine and Boone’s Farm
Strawberry  Hill (apple Mavored with
strawberry) are among the apple brands
contributing 10 the acute shortage ol
this plain Jane of the orchard. Major

(continued on page 158)




“Now, tf there’s anything we can do for you while Herb
is recuperating at the hospital, Marge, just anything. . . .”

“Would you answer that, dear?
I dow’t have my dentures mn.”




“Qooh, Andrew! “Why should I turn it back to the post office?
Oh! Aaaaah. . ..” I can use all the help I can get.”

“I’m gonna be a little late for the shuffleboard game this morning, Ed. .




“Dear, if you'd just stop worrying about the “Please, Sam. Not during
lays dwindling down to a precious few. . ..” a Billy Graham Crusade!”

“My wife, the jokester.”
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NO PLACE TO BE NOBODY

Turner. “I'd rather catch him up 1o forty
yards than any quarterback I've ever
played with. [Turner has played with
Namath.] He puts it right in your gut.”
Turner is beginning his second  year
with the Patriots, his tenth as a pro. "I
thought about retiring after last scason,
but it means more pension money for
me il I play ten years. I'll hang "em up
after this year, if I make this team.”

He talks about Talialerro’s attitude
in light of Kapp's presence and the
attention  that's waiting  for  Plunkeit.
“It's been rough on Mike. He went
through this same thing in New York
when he lost his job to Namadh. But
he’'ll catch on with some team.”

The sun holds the temperature in the
70s through the noon hour and ecarly
alternoon.  After lunch, some of the
players mill outside their dorm, James
House, chewing on fruit and hooting at
braless summer school coeds sloshing by.
Others hurry to the thivd-floor lounge to
play poker until 1:45, when they leave
for the locker room. Mike Talialerro, on
the other hand, occupies the noon hour
by calling on general manager Upton
Bell and asking to be waded.

“There was complete disregard for my
existence on Press Day. It all added up.
so I hgured, why beat my head against
the wall? Bell and T agreed that it
would be the best thing for me o be
traded.” Bell assures him that there will
be interested teams. He knows this he-
cause he had previously decided to wade
Taliaferro and has had promising reac-
tions to already-placed telephone calls,

- - -

A few hundred people, mostly local
businessmen, have come 1o watch the first
full practice. A group of bharechested
boys run to the top row of bleachers,
winting the warm sun. Summer school
students with hooks lie on the grass. Two
middleaged  couples, wearing  Miami
Beach outfits and nursing deep  tans,
shield their eyes from the sun as one of
the husbands points o the field, where
Bell is inspecting the ground.

“See that guy in the ved shivt:” says
the husband. “That's the general manag-
cr, Bell. He's Bert Bell's son.™

“Who's Bert Bell?” asks his wile.

“He was the first prolessional foothall
commissioner. That's his son and he's the
general manager here. He's ouly twenty-
nine years old.”

Acually, Bell is 33, but he could pass
for & man in his carly 20s. His black hai
sweeps down and acoss his forchead,
almost 1o his evebrows, and he looks oo
boyish to be handsome, although he
frequently jokes that he is. He cm be
disarming, il one prejudges the personal-
ity by the innocent lice that accompanies
it. Bell has come to the Patriots from Bal-

(continued from page 134)

timore, where he was the Colts” player-
personnel director. He has supreme con-
fidence in his ability 10 judge lootball
talent and sometimes his comments sug-
gest that he has special perceptions.

“I'm not high on Jack Tatum,” he
says of Oakland’s number-one  draft
choice. On another occasion, he will
predict that “Archic Manning will be
the league’s prize bust.”

At 3:15, players walk from the locker
room, cleats grinding on the parking-lot
gravel. There's a bit of applause from
the spectators. “Where’s Jim Plunket?”
many of them ask.

The offensive backs group with coach
Sam Rutigliano. The first-string backfield
—Kapp. the quarterback, Jim Nanee, the
fullback, Cirl Garrett, the other running
back—always rchearses together, Its tim-
ing is critical. Other backs fall in without
regard o rank when the second- and
third-string quarterbacks, Taliaferro and
Brian Dowling. call the plays.

Kapp looks to his left and calls a play,
looks to his right and repeats it. His
voice is dry and hoarse—he even sounds
like Anthony Quinn. He hands the ball
to Nance, then lollows through, giving
Garrett, who trails a step and a half be-
hind Nance, his empty hand.

Mazur runs a clean, disciplined of-
fense, a reflection of his conservatism. A
Notre Dame quarterback, Marine officer
and devout Catholic, he is excited by aus-
tevity. (He abhors white football shoes.)

Rutigliano detects a tiny flaw in the
motion of a play. *Take your depth step,
Jim! Take your depth step.” He's elling
Nance, who's taking a pitchout, to step
away from the ball as the guards pull
from the line 10 lead interference. They
do it again and Rutigliano senses guards
moving majestically and an time,

“Much beuer! Much better.”

The backficlds now work on passing
plays and all the quarterbacks, without
the distraction of a delensive rush, throw
with mechanical accuracy.

“Everybody up!™ vells Mazur. Players
run instintly toward him for a light-
contact scrimmage. He relers to this as
“nudging cach other around.” Blockers
hic. hold, and no one tackles the quarter-
back. Considering  this vestraing,  pads
crack with a force that startles the car; 1t's
the same surprise the eve gets watching
a goll ball fly 1o the green from the im-
pact ol Julius Boros® slow-motion siroke.

The quarterbacks are passing on near-
Iy every play. Kapp drops straight back,
Plamts and throws long, incomplete. i
his throwing motion were filmed and
run in stop-action segments, it would
look disjointed. He stands very erect and
leads  radically  with chest,  Dback
bowed, at the moment ol release. His

his

body comes all the way through, spends
its force, then waits for the arm 10
follow. The addition of a defense in
front of Kapp takes the edge off his
accuracy and he doesn’t complete a pass
in this scrinmage.

Taliaferro's  passes smack  insolently
into receivers’ hands. He is bitter, for
things have not gone as planned in
Ambherst.

As he thought about this camp during
the winter, did he give much considera-
tion to the rookic Plunkeu? 1 didn’t
follow the dralt news, since T was swe
they'd pick the guy number one anyway:
not like I did when I was with the Jets
and they drafted Namath. Jesus, 1 read
everything 1 could find about Joe. Of
cou I was just a rookie then. But
chances are Plunkett won’t be able 10
contribute much this season.”

Taliaferro throws what receivers call a
heavy ball, much harder than Kapp's.
Now that he can’t have this job, he wants
1o refine his accuracy for some new team.

“Mike believes,” says Bill Rademach-
er, a wide receiver who played in New
York with Taliaferro and Namath, “that
he has as good an arm as anyone in
football. He's wold me this. He remem-
bers the days when he’s accurate.”

As Kapp scems to grow taller than
6’3" when he stretches to throw, Talia-
ferro appears to shrink shorter than 6717
while passing. Taliaferro sets up and
throws high and long to Ron Sellers for a
touchdown. His long passes, according 1o
the Boston press, are olten underthrown.
but this one leads Sellers perfectly.

“Everybody up!™ shouts Mazur o end
practice, It's hwe o'clock and players are
exhausted  from  this 30-minute scrim
mage. Kapp refuses  fatigue, running
backward off (the ficld. He does this 1o
get the feel ol moving quickly awiny
from the center.

- - -

At 9:30 ro. Eastern davlight  dme.
Bell calls a press conference. A media
room has been improvised in a1 long
tiled lounge oft the James House lobby,
Bell walks dwough the door 1o a relevi-
ston cuneraman and about ten reporters,
imcluding a long-haired editor of the uni-
versity newspaper, who regards this evemt
with the requisite vouthiul cvnicism. 1
came over only because nothing else was
zoing on.”

Bell begins, “I'm happy to announce
that we've come 1o terms with Jim Plun-
kett, The hnal conditions of his conmact
were worked out last might. Discussions
with Jim and his kawyer. Wayne Hooper,
have been [riendly from the very begin-
ning and I'm sure they've pleased with the
settlement,” Bell offers that the contract
15 a “multiyear” agreement but declines
to give a dollar figure, since he doesn’t
believe in revealing  plavers’
He goes on 1o say thin Hooper amd team

salaries,
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president Billy Sullivan are now waiting
in a room at the O'Hare Inn in Chicago
andl that Plunkett will be calling momen-
tarily to answer reporters’ questions.

Across the room [rom Bell, o telephone-
company electrician is  setting up an
amplifier so that the conversation with
Chicago can be easily heard. Bell sits
down alter finishing his statement and
thare's an odd  silence in the  room.
Reporters drink cans ol Schacler beer,
scribble notes and  prepare  questions,
leaning over classroom desks that have
been provided. They look like students
in an adult-education class.

“Do vou think we should call him?”
Sell is asked.

“No."

“This is about as exciting as watching
Last vear's games.” savs a writer [rom the
Worcester Telegram.

The phone rings. When Plunkett comes
on, a reporter asks how he feels.

“I'm relieved to have the load off my
back.”

“Are you satisfied with the conact?”

“Yes. I'm very happy with it.” Now
Plunkett’s lawyer takes the receiver and
sivs that he's happy because his client is
happy. All the while, the welephone com-
pany’'s amplifier is squeaking intolerably
while the elecuician wildly turns knobs
that don’t stop the noise. The television
man s noisily dismantling his cquip-
ment and  throwing parts into a large
trunk. The student editor scornfully sips
his seccond or third beer. Bell hangs up
the phone and the reporters llee to
typewriters, one of them grabbing a
six-pack to help the words come. The
telephone man is winding wire into con-
centric circles. He shakes his head and
apologizes in behall of New LEngland
Telephone and Telegraph.

Kapp moves furtively about the dor-
mitory quadrangle on the morning alter
Plunkew’s signing. He disappears down
the stairway to Bell's room lor minutes
at a time. then goes back up o the
lobby phone. ducking his head  deep
into the phone box. He's talking to his
lawyer, John Elliou Cook. in San Fran-
cisco. turning his back to the continuous
lobby wralhe in order to hear Cook’s
words. Kapp is involved in his second
contractual  fisht in as many  seasons.
When he came to New Englind. he had
bheen allowed to sign something other
than o sundard  player's contract. In
January, Cook had resolutely refused to
consider an ofhcial contract, msisting that
his client already had one. In Ambherst,
Bell has met three or four times daily
with Kapp. sympathizing with his devo-
tion to his lawyer while reminding him
that there is also an obligation w0 his
teammates. Bell has also assigned Kapp's
riend, Pawiot kicker Gino Cappelleut, 1o
work on him, and the two of them have
stood outside James House alter dinner
for long conversations, arms folded, star-

ing down at the lawn. Now everything
has come down to this very nervous day.
Commissioner Pete Rozelle has ordered
Kapp out of camp unless he signs.

Kapp is finally convinced by Cook’s
long-distance assurances and  begins o
pack at 3:30 rar Sullivan and Bell call
another press conference and  explain
the news to virmually no one, since most
reporters  Jelt Amherst  the  previous
night with the week’s big story. Alter
the press conlerence, Kapp and Sullivan
leave James House together. Sullivan
carries Kapp's bags as they walk down
cement steps to the driveway where a
limousine is parked. The chauffeur meets
them at the runk and lifts the lid while
Sullivan opens the rear door for Kapp.
The limousine backs slowly out ol the
driveway and turns toward Boston.

- - -

“The boy’s all football,” says John EL
liott Cook to reporters over the phong,
drawing his voice out dramatically. ™ Joe
just wants to play. And that’s all I'm ac
liberty to say.”

- L] -

Talialerro fist felt Kapp's absence at
the alternoon team meeting, noticing,
around one o'cdlock, his empty front-row
chair. Other players saw it, too, but for
Talialerro it had reminiscent importance.

“Namath "used to do this kind ol
thing all the time, but he'd always be
back alter a day or two. The first thing
that came o mind when 1 realized what
had happened was how glad 1 was that 1
hadn’t signed my contract. Since 1 was
the only veteran quinterback in camp, |
figured that this would be a good chance
to negotiate. But I wanted to get my
lawyver up here right away. There's no
telling when Kapp might come back.”

Taliaferro hurries to the lobby phone
and calls his attorney in Boston, Bob
Woolf. Wooll agrees that the timing is
mndeed opportune and fills his bricfcase
with Xerox copics of Boston sports col-
umns that give unkind reviews of Talia-
ferio’s leadership qualities. That night,
Wooll spreads out the Xeroxes on Bell's
unmade bed to mstruct him on the deep
abuse Talialervo has taken. A figure is
agreed upon.

“Kapp's absence allowed Mike 1o get
a very generous contract.” savs Wooll.

It's raining hard on july 30. All-Star
game day, a full, vinsing rain that trns
parched lawns solt. Exacly two weeks
have passed since Kapp departed, leav-
ing players 1o work out their confusions
and  sorenesses  in the summer  heat.
Roughly 70 players remain ol the 110
that arrived here on the 13th. Many of
the men cut early had Dbrought smail
expectations to Amherst and could leave
camp content that they had been given
the chance to ofhically fail. Those re-
maining have practiced twice a day.

“The worst part of two-a-day: :
Taliaferro, “is having to put on pads in

"

the aflicrnoon  that still from
morning practice.”

Tonight, players are gathering in the
room that has formerly accommodated
the press to watch the College All-Star
aame. Couches and  chairs have been
collected and grouped over a yellow rug.
The room has been ruled oft limits 1o
coiches and reporters.

“l want my boys to be able 1o relax
and say anything they want to, without
having to worry about a reporter or i
coach hearing them,” coach Mazur ex-
plains. He is watching the game with his
fricnd the monsignor at the university’s
Newman Center. “I'll have a hotline 1o
the Man Upstairs if one ol our rookies
gets hur,” he says with a smile.

The players applaud an end sweep by
John Brockington for the All-Stars’ first
touchdown, set up by a Plunkett pass
and a pass-interference call that put the
ball near the goal line. Later in the first
half, Plunkett rolls to his left, is rushed
and tackled hard by Colr defenders.

“I'll bet Mazur just lost fourteen
pounds,” savs a Patriot scout. The first
touchdown drive is Plunkett’s best series
ol the night; he will play disappointing:
ly, seeming confused by the Colt zone
delense.

Earl Morrall’s head and arm keep Bal-
timore fully in control and, except for
some spots of unintimidated All-Star de-
fense, there is litde o distinguish this
game from most of its predecessors. The
All-Stars lose, 24-17, but the game wasn't
that close.

In Evanston, Plunkett returns to the
Orrington Hotel around 1:30 aar to
drink medicinal beers with teammates
until he and other Patriot rookies Julius
Adams and Tim Kelly catch a seven-
aar flight to Bradley Field, 40 minutes
south of Amherst. A Pawriot oflicial
meets them and they drive norih, pull-
ing into the James House parking lot at
11 o'clock. Their arrival qualifies as the
secondary news item of the morning.

Carl Garrett has been waded 1o the
Dallas Cowboys. At %:30 A, Mazur
tells him that the Pawiots are getting
running back Duane Thomas, lineman
Halvor Hagen and wide receiver Honor
Jackson for Garrett and two dralt
numbers. The news that he's expendable
startles and shocks Garrett, who believes
i his desivability as an athlete and a
specimen. Within an hour, however, he
has Tully recovered.

“At fost T was depressed. Jim Nance
and me, we'd had a lot of long talks about
what we were going to do this year. And
I like Boston. But then [ got to thinking,
the Patriots were getting theee players
and giving up me. It makes you leel good
to know youre worth three players.” He
pauses to consider his future. 1 wonder
what number they'll give me. Danny
Reeves already has number thinty for
Dallas,”

At 10:30, Garrert sits in the large

are wct
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James House office that is serving as a
general reception avea, a telephone re-
ceiver cradled deep in his neck, telling
his wife the good news.

- - -

Plunkett has spent his first morning
in Amherst, having met the press. eaten
lunch across the table from a TV movie
aimera and its floodlights, aud returnced
to his room for a nap that lasts the
afternoon.  Around  five o'clock, he
wakes, dresses in ored Bermuda shorts
and walks to the dining hall. Many ol
the players have gone home flor the
weckend, free, alter a morning sorim-
mage, until six e Sunday. The dining
hall 1s scattered with those few who
remain, Plunkett stands in line, waiting
10 be served two sered steaks. One ol the
cooks, who looks like an owl wenring a
silver wig, says, “Are you onc ol the boys
who just came in today?”

“Yes." says Plunkett.

“You aren’t Jim Phukert, are you?”

“Yeah, 1 guess 1| am” Plunkent is
awkwardly shy.

“Well!™ says the lady, having waited
two weeks for this moment. The steaks
come. “Here you go. Now, you just
watch the other fellows and do like they
do and you'll be just fine.”

After dinner, Plunkett retwns o
James House and sits with Tim Kelly
and Julius Adams to watch 2 welecast of
the Oilers-Rams Hall of Fame ggme.

Plunkert is still tived and he eases s
head down 1o his shoulder. The most
striki thing about him is his thick
neck, which he habitnally moves in slow
circles, as if he had a nagging aramp. He
secems uncomfortable with 1is size. not
quite knowing what to do with it. When
Plunkett rests. he stares with an open,
vulnerable expression. His skin is very
dark and he looks more Mexican than
he photographs.

After the game, he and Adams hitch-
hike uptown to a bar called Quicksilver,
one of the few places in Amherst ihat
welcome bare lect and animals and that
15, therelore, hiled with both. They
drink one hurried beer.

- . -

Bake Turner and veserve linehacker
Ed Toner are carvying bags to Tonar's
car. They have been cut. On a e that
loses, veterans arc suseeptible 10 quick
unemployment. The two men  drive
south, swing into the stadium parking
lot 1o cruise past Monday's  practice,
then dhange theiv minds and trn ow
again. The car comtinues down the road
and pulls into Chequers'.

While linehackers hop back and forth
over conical ackling dummics o the
arm direction of coach John Meyer, and
reccivers chase passes thrown teasingly
long, the ball boys wheel a construction
of metal poles onto the field, It's an in-
volved piece of welding that looks like

162 a horseracing starting gate and scems

obliged 1o have a motor, o be powered
in some way, but is a total invalid. It's
called a passing pocket and substitues for
an offensive Jime during drills in which
the quarterback, running backs and re-
ceivers try to complete passes against line-
backers, cornerbacks and saleties,

Standing in the middle ol the passing
pocket, Talialerro grips a loothall with
his right hand and calls a play. Looking
into his Liee is a ball boy, holding a stop
watch in one hand and a whistle i his
mouth. At 1the moment Talialerro sweps
away from the pocker. the ball boy will
start the watch. When it rans 10 3.2
scconds. he will blow his whistle. Pamiot
coaches crlculate thae iff Taliaderro has
not thrown the foothall in that Jength
of time during a game, he'll hind himsell
bewtween the ground and defensemen.

“Shit, 1 wish I lad  threepointtwo
seconds in a game.” he'll say privacely.,
Taliaferro is not agile: m orvder 1o give
himsell maximum quickness. he wears
no pads below his waist—no kneepads,
no thigh pads, no hip pads. The area
from head to chest wwkes most of his
coniact as he stands, waiting o release
the ball or warch s flight. He vuns with
the hall only in moments of crisis.

“Blue  thirty-five,”  savs Talialerro.
This is an audible signal that. in prac
tice. means nothing. “Blue thiry-five!
Hut! Hut!” His right leg stavis back
and he takes eight steps, then sets his
right foot into the ground. While he
wiatches backs and  receivers run pat-
terns, his heels come up imo he anr and
he begins o dance on his 1oes. the
foothall at his car. Twelve yards down-
ficld. Sellevs tarns left and into the
middle.  Talalerro  throws.  Complete.
No whistle is blown.

Plunkeit steps into the passing pocket.
He has never seen one belore. (v both-
cred me at fost, trying 1o sce over it.”)
Plunkett looks vy Loge in pads. He
weighs more than 220 pounds but fecls
strong and the coaches have told him w
report at a weight he fecls comlortable
creving, i uncharacterisiic concession.

“Green cighteen,” says Plunkett, look-
ing 10 the New England postcard farm.
“Green cighteen™: he tarns his head o
the largest number ol people ever 10
watch the Patriots practice. “Hut! Hud!™”
Plunkett pulls away from 1he  poles.
straight back nine steps, and plons. His
body jigeles and jerks rom the impact
ol his feet meeting the ground. He holds
the ball an his chest and it jumps in his
hands as if it were alive and squirming.
Receivers and hacks senter heatically in
front of him. On his lelt, end Gayle
Kniel slices toward the middle of the
ficld. He is the primary receiver on this
pattern. Plunkett’s arm moves forward,
rveleasing his pass as a contracted
member of the New England Patriots.
Mazur's ceyes, hidden under his baseball
cap, lollow the ball. A muscle in his
check wwitches. He looks thin. Filty-seven

ol the 70 players are not moving o
citch the ball or to prevent it from
being caught. They e watching it in
the air, intensely amious. Plunket lifts
himsell to peer over the passing pocket
as the ball seeks Knief, and sees that
he's overcompensated for the height of
the pocker. The ball continues  past
Knicl. high above his hands.

“Bring it down, Jimmy. Bring it
down.” says Rutiglhiano. Plunka will
complete his sccond pass and most of
the others he’ll throw in his fist practice.
One will be intercepred.

- - -

Dwine Thomas and his friend line-
backer Steve Kiner are standing beneath
the  parking-lot  lightpost  behind  Her-
man Mecelville House, leaning against a
brown Ford, talking soltly. It is Mon-
day, 1l ra Thomas has been in Am-
herst since Sunday afternoon, 30 hours
that have built to this unfortunate night.

He is wearing a knce-length brighily
patterned  dashiki, Dlue jeans and san-
dals, and carries a cellophane bag filled
with fruit. which has swung at his side
as he's walked  around  the  cimpus.
Thomas has had w0 reach into the bag
olten, for he has become i vegetarian and
has found no sympathetic menu in the
raining-camp dining hall. The dashiki
hangs full and loose, hiding his physique.
He is thin. weighing 204 pounds. more
than 15 pounds below 1970°s weight and,
according 1o alarmed coaches, o light
to cnry the football.

I'he Pawriots had been able 1o wade
for Thomas hecause of an angry impasse
between him and the Dallas Cowboys.
Going to Dallas from West Texas State,
where he had played a schedule that
produced  easy  Sauurday  heroics,  he
signed a three-year 520,000 contract. In
1970, he gained more than 800 yards.
and belorve this scason. asked for a raisc.
Tex Schramm, the Cowboy general man.
ager. pointed out that he was already
signed. Things stryed that way  amil
Bell called Thomas and welcomed him
to New England.

Soon alter mecting on Sunday, Bell
brought up the subject of foothall and
the amount of money Thomas expected
1o reccive for cnrying one, They talked
without the inconvenience of a Liwyer
and were close 1o agreement. Sunday
night, Thomas was pleased enough 10
relax and share some opinions with his
roommate, Brian Dowling. who lound
them out of place in Amherst.

“I knew alter twenty minuies of wlk
ing with him that he wasn't going 1o he
plaving football for this team. He was
talking about how we should all love
cach  other and  that  individualism
should be rewarded. I couldn’t agree
with him more, from January until July.
But you have 1o set those feelings aside
when you put on pads.”

On Monday morning, Thomas came
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“Anyway, now I know that my neighbor’s grass
is not as green as il seems.”



late to the team meeting. Alterward,
Rutigliano asked him to stay and talk
about the Patriots’ offense. “Don’t mess
my mind, man,” said Thomas.

After lunch that day, a sportscaster
stood beneath the second-floor bav win-
dows of Melville House with Thomas
to ger an interview for the 11 . news,
while players idled down the cement stair-
case rom the dining hall to the lawn and
took in the conversation.

“What's Duane doing,” asked tackle
Mike Montler, “amnouncing his retire-
ment?”

At five rar., after practice, Mazur and
Thomas remained on the field o review
some primary Patriot foothall.

“In Dallas, the backs set up with their
hands on their knees so they'll be higher
and able 1o look over the line at where
the linebackers are standing.” explained
Thomas.

“Well, here, our backs come to a sct
in a three-point stance.”

“T think I'll sull set like I
Dallas.”

“You're not going to set any way.
Get the hell out of here!”

Three hours later, the Pawiots’ team
physician drove with his wife from their
home in Concord. New Hampshire, 10
hear Thomas refusc to complete the
Patriots” physical examination, which in-
cluded a urinalysis.

He was then asked to leave.

Now, at 11 ear, Thomas and Kiner,
his roommate when they hoth played for
Dallas, wait to be driven away by the
Pamiots’ pro  scout, Rommie Loudd,
whose blackness, the team's management
reasoned, especially qualified him  for
this tense drive. Kiner will ride along to
lubricate the silence in the car. He is
sitting on the wunk lid, dangling his
Iegs. The white clogs he wears pick up
and throw back the light. Words stay
low and are extinguished almost imme-
dintely in the heavy air. Occasionally,
Thomas becomes ammmated. When he
does, the [ruit bag swings and his words
risc up and over the top ol the Ford,
but they are only sounds by that time.
At 11:40, Loudd drives into the parking
lot and, just as president Billy Sullivan’s
chauffeur did two and a half weeks earli-
er, he helps two people with car doors,
then heads toward Boston.

Bell remains in his room for 36 howrs
as he sits on the edge of his bed, talking
on the phone, working 1o erase the
wrade. His meals are brought from the
dining hall. The empty trays are picked
up from the floor beside his closed door
by a secretary; everyone acts as il the
person in the room were ill.

On Wednesday aliernoon, the Patriots
announce that Garrett is coming home
and that they will be allowed to keep
the two other players who came to camp
with the Thomas trade: Hagen and

did in

Jackson. They have [orfeited wwo dralt
choices in return. From Dallas, Tex
Schramm issues a statement that says he
feels “morally and ethically hound” 10
negate  the wade—alier 36 viciously
argued hours. That night, Bell sits in the
lounge, talking with reporters until four
At He feels very sly.
. s

“What's the news on the waiver
wiret” a reporter from The Providence
Jowrnal asks Bell, who is ducking under
the ropes and walking out to the prac-
tice field. Every afternoon at  four
o'clock a telex machine hidden behind a
wooden folding screen in the big James
House oflice starts to print names onto a
roll of yellow paper. The names are
those of players who have been placed
on waivers by all the other teams. The
Yatriots” last-place record gives them first
claim to any waivered player. So Bell
steps  cagerly behind  the soreen and
waits for the machine to give him a
name that might be coming to Amherst,

“A body every day,” he replies with a
big grin, "a body every day.” This is
what he asks of the telex, but it is not
always so benevolent. He is in a good
mood, perhaps having seen a name.

It is cool and clear after a week of rain,
a fact that displeases him. Bell feels 1he
weather has been oo kind to his play-
ers. “Hell, in Baltimore, it was so hot
and muggy where we trained that every-
body came out of camp in fantastic
shape. T don’t think these guys have
sweat enough up here.”

The crowd is large at practice today,
after the rain that kept them home.
Among them. drinking beer from a six-
pack, is a long-haired reporter lrom The
Phoenix, a Boston underground paper.
He had planned to see Duane Thomas
in Amherst. He shrugs, feeling the beer
in the sun, and says he'll interview
Thomas™ friend Kiner instead. “He'll be
of interest to our readers. He was busted
for dope. you know.”

Taliaferro plays catch with  Sellers.
Plunkett does the same with Dowling, as
the passing pocket is moved into position.
Taliaferro is asserting his first-string sta-
tus, never choosing another quarterback
to catch his [ootball but always a receiver,
Taliaferro throws compulsively. Between
turns in drills, he tosses quick passes, as
if he leared instant atrophy ol his passing
arm if he were to rest it. I he can’t get
anyone to catch him Taliaferro  will
throw at the goal post or a blade of grass.

Al Sykes breaks rom the huddle and
sets wide on Taliaferro's leflt. Sykes, a
rookic Mth-round draft choice {rom
Florida A&M, is showing enough natural
ability to be playing first siring. This is
surprising to no one more than to him,
and he spends so much time wondering
how long it's going to last that he often
runs sloppy patterns. At times he will
cven forget the count,

“Can’t anyone count past the number
twa?” asks Mazur. Sykes has started his
route one count carly. “Think, Al

Sykes glides into the center of 1he
field ind Taliaferro’s ball ricochets away
[rom his shoulder pads.

“Get big in the middle. Al! Big in the
middle!™ A coadh is elling Svkes to turn
so that his shoulders are perpendicular
to the passer’s arm as he fights for space
with delensive backs. In that way, the
ball will have a beuer chance o hnd
some part ol his body. There is not much
ol knife-thin Sykes to find.

Sykes starts on the count, cuts to his
right and drops the ball. “Catch the
lootball, All That’s what you're paid
to do! Catch the foothall!” By the end
of the prescason schedule, a combina-
tion of player wrades and Sykes's contin-
ued inconsistency will forece him 10 a
spot on the reserve taxi squad, where
he'll spend the remainder of the year.

Plunkett calls his signal and starts
back. his feet beating the ground: now
he rolls to his left and his steps are
lighter. He throws to Sellers 40 yards
downficld. The ball clatters as it settles
o Sellers” pads.

Quarterback  Dowling is  watching.
“He threw that ball with his arm. He
was running to his lelt and threw it
with just his arm. I can't do thar.”

- - -

The first game of the 1971 season,
against the Vikings in Minneapolis, was
arranged to exploit Joe Kapp's popular-
ity in Minnesota. But only 30.000 people
have come to watch Minnesota play a bad
foothall team that no longer has Kapp.
From the ficld, the steep. howlshaped
stadium scems close and intimate. Near-
by 3M Company has supplied the play-
ing field. It's called Tartan Turf and
looks like a living-room rug.

“I'm afvaid to spit on it,” says Tal
ilerro.

In warm-up drills, players, wearing
rubber-cleated shoes, move about with a
new silence over the carpet. Taliaferro,
on top of his nerves, throws to Sellers.
Plunkett throws beside him. This is the
first tootball game in his memory that
he will not stare.

On the Patriots’ bench, trainers are
soaking large green bath towels in pails
of ice. When the game begins, they will
distribute the towels 1o players coming
off the held, who'll wear them like head
scarves 1o fight their body heat. Taliafer
ro wilks to a table and finds a can of
resin to powder his hands. Sellers, wear-
ing a glob ol Vascline to grease a shin
splint, takes an acrosol can and coats his
hands with sticky spray.

“Herve we go! Big season, Ron Sellers!
Big season!” shouts center Morris.

From the field, there is the thunder-
ous impact ol pads and the players'
obscene shrieks and grunts. Trom the

(continued on page 168)
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JEFF GREENFIELD :0x populist

MOST KIDS WHO TRY TO BREAK into politics do it the hard way:
i lot of precinct canvassing, maybe a big chance to lick enve-
lopes or paint posters. Not Jeff Greenfield, who, at 29, already
has written speeches for Robert Kennedy and John Lindsay, has
served as a consultant on Senatorial and Presidemial campaigns
handled by Dave Garth Associates and has co-authored 1wo
popular political books. A 1967 cum lande graduate of Yale
Law School, New York-born Greenfield says he got into politics
by a lluke. “Every year Senator Kennedy wonld hire a “bright
young law student” as a legislative aide. Well, this B. Y. L. S,
needed a job, so Bobby put me to work writing speeches.” He
was still av it when Kennedy was assassinated in June of 1968.
Then, after several months of “getting my head together,”
Greenhield joined Lindsay's staff, but he left in 1970 1o work for
Garth, mapping out John Tunney's California Senatorial cam-

166 paign, John Gilligan's race for the Ohio governorship and, this

year, Lindsay’s Presidential-primary effort, which he accurately
predicted would fold “if the mayor doesn’t run ahead ol George
McGovern in Wisconsin.” Politics has itlso provided fodder for
Greenfield's books. Last year, with former Kennedy scout Jerry
Bruno, he turned out The Advance Man and, more recently,
with Jack Newfield. he's conlronted the politico-business estab-
lishment with A Populist Manifesto: The Making of a New
Majority. Challenging the distribution of wealth and power,
Manifesto proposes relorms that range rom nationalizing utili-
ties to banning huge mergers. According 10 FCC Commissioner
Nicholas Johnson, “Any Presidential candidate who would run
on this book could win.” But even if 1972's Democratic nominee
did so, we doubt if Greenficld would get into the campaign.
“I'm rveady to finish a book on the Fifties rock-"nroll genera-
tion,” he says. Is he dropping out of politics? “Let’s just say that
alter July they won't have Greenfield 1o kick around anymore.”



DR. CHARLES G. HURST, JR. parchment poccer

HE'S BEEN CALLED pEDICATED and innovative by some educio:s,
militant and revolutionary by others. \Whatever the label.
is making waves
in academic circles as president of Malcolm X Community Col
lege in Chicago’s West Side ghetto. A product of the ghetto
himsell, 44-vear-old Hurst dropped out of high school at 15 in
Springfield, Massachusetts; married (the fivst of his three wives)
at 16; hoxed lor two and a hall years, wying to emulate his
cousin Sugar Rav Robinson; drifted through various laborer
jobs; and spent lour months in a North Carolina jail. charged
with possession ol untaxed liquor. After release, seeing educa-
tion as his only way up. he entered Detroit’s Wayne State Uni-
versity on probation and in less than six years cirned bachelor's
and master’s degrees and a Ph.D. in hearing therapy. Following
this impresive tmabout. he rose quickly from teacher to dean
of speech at Howard University. But with the death ot his son
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i Victnam. Hurst decided to retum 1o the ghetto to help black
vouths. So in 1969 he aceepted the presidency of Chicago's
Crne College, where only 15 ol 1000 students had completed
their yvear of study in 1968, Hurst immediately instituted a “get-
tough” policy with moonlighting teachers and initiated such
conivoversial programs as Project Raise for parolees and a
learning-skills cemer lor remedial students. Further controversy
resulted when Crane was renamed Malcolm X, with critics
charging 1t would become a “black-power training school.”
“There is black pride here. but we're developing humanists. not
militants,” savs Hurst, whose book Passport to Freedom—about
failing educational structures—was just published. “Among our
8000 students, there's a strong beliel that education is the key
to liberation. We're building an academic institution that will
liberare not only the student body but the entire black commu-
nity—and nothing's going 1o get in our way.” We believe him.

e JF

RICHARD HONGISTO cons’ man

CTHIS JAIL 18 DISGUSTING ats Dell: it's illegal and unsanitary.” The
newlv elected sheriff of San Francisco County. 35-year-old Rich
ard Duane Hongisto, had imvited the press on a midnight tour
ol his own jail so they could see for themselves the bitter facts ol
prison lile. “Jails.” he said indignantly, “are low-profile institu-
tions because they're rotten to the core.” Realizing that reform
starts at the top, Hongisto last year put together a coalition of
minority groups and liberal whites and polled a surprising up-
set victory. A maverick ex-cop as much at home with North
Beach vansvestites as with Nob Hill aristocrats. the outspoken
candidate was by lar the best qualified. Armed with an M. A,
in criminology from the University of California, Hongisto. a
native San Franciscan. was a much-decorated veteran of the
police department. a founder—and only white member—ol the
black Ofhcers for Justice and community-relations officer in
Haight-Ashbury when the Summer of Love was disintegiating

into  the muderous "Winter of Discontent.”  Campaigner
Hongisto’s views were vindical: He suggested that justice might
be better served il municipal judges started carning “their ful
salaries by working full days and knocking oll their three-hour
lunches™ and [avored reduced pot penalties and legalized pros-
titution, As sheriff, Hongisto put his principles wheve his mouth
had heen: Among other innovations, he offered to rent cells i
ten dollars per day to citizens interested in a prisoner’s-eye view
of life and encouraged comributions of money and services o
a nonprolit corporation devoted to inmate wellare. Equally con-
voversial were his appointment of a gay (Il:lphlill and sub-
mission of a budget raising a prisoner’s 68-cent-per-day lood
allowance closer 1o the S1.75 lavished on an ape in the zoo.
“Fifty vears from now,” the new sheriff predicts. “people will
look back on our jails and ask, *How did th} let that happen?™ ™
If Hongisto's reformation succeeds. it won't happen anymore.
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NO PLACE TO BE NOBODY

stands comes a persistent buzzing,  fla-
vored with pleas for enemy blood. “Tear
him in half, Carl! Tear the hastd in
half!” yells a red-faced man in the first
row to Viking delensive end Carl Eller.

Offensive tackle Tom Neville is being
cmnonaded by Eller's arms and hands.
At the snap, Eller pounds Neville's hel-
met and moves past him. “Eller is the
best T've ever played against,” he will
say later. I didn't know anyone could
be so fast. Every uime T looked up. he
wis running by me. In our huddle,
everybody kept complaining about the
Vikings' tackle Alan Page and how fast
he was. He can’t be faster than Eller.”

Tahaferro  bends over  center  and
takes the fomball. Eller is already slid-
ing past Neville. In desperation. Neville
is holding onto Eller's jersey, so openly
that he is penalized. Neville, on his
knees, pounds his fist on the Tartan Turf.

Eller brings only cilicient brutality 10
his work. His quickness allows him to
play foothall av a gracelul level tha is
bevond violence. He has no need to
wiste contact at the line. taking the easy
wav into the backheld. past Neville's
outside shoulder. avoiding the dark un-
necessary pile in the middle of the line.

Marzur sees this.  Berween  oflensive
series. he groups his backfield on the side
line. "OK. Mike, I want vou to run a
sixty series. That'll keep your hacks in to
block and give vou protection. Now,
listen, Garrett, if nobody else gets through
and Eller’s coming in, I want you to slice
his ass!™

It works. Taliaferro rewveats and Eller
is around Neville. Garrett ducks low
and cuts Eller 1o the ground. The pass is
underthrown, incomplete. But on the
next play, Eller moves to the inside and
starts to climb bodices like steps. Taliaferro
throws into his lorearm.

“Eat him alive, Carl!”
red-faced man.

The Vikings lead 10-0 at half time and
carly in the thivd quarter, when the Pa-
triots are called lor pass interference in
the end zone. Dave Osborn scores from
the one-yard line: 17-0.

Neville 1s [rantic, working 1o think of
a way to slow Eller. He begins to take
his stance some distance from the line of
scrimmage, so that when he stands 1o
block, Eller will not be already behind
him. He also drops his right loot back in
the manner of a receiver as he crouches
into his stance. That way his body
will be at a better angle 1o meet Eller
outside. This is good swategy, but Eller
has Neville upset. Av the snap, Neville
first brings his right leg lorward, losing
both angle and time, Eller flies past him.

“Jim! Jim!” yells AMazur, turning to
the bench carly in the fourth quarter.

screams  the

168 Plunkett rises and trots to Mazur.

(continued from page 165)

“Do vou feel like going in?"”

“Yeah.”

Warming up, Plunkeut throws deliber-
ately oll his Iront [oot, a habit he be-
lieves hastens the blood through  his
arm. While the Vikings are moving the
ball.  Taliafervo  wlks  with  Plunkert.
“Delaved passes over the middle will
work for you. Their linemen will rush
and their linebackers drop off. so that
frees the middle.” He wishes Plunken
luck and walks away, to the soothing
Texas sympnhies of his [riend punte
Tom Janik.

With 11:09 lefe in the game. Plunkert
sieps over the side line, having carlier
decided what play 10 call. The score is
17-7. The Pariots’ touchdown  came
minutes carlier on an intercepted pass.

Plunkett looks to his bench as his hands
reach under center. “Blue cighty-cight!™
He turns his head and repeats. “Blue
cighty-cight. Hut! Hui!”

As he dvops back. he veads the Minne-
sota defense. Their backs are floating
into a loose zone. concemrating  thenr
coverage on his lelt. He has called a 44
out.” The split end on his right side—
Gavle Knicl—is the prim: receiver.
Plunkett has called the vight play.

Knicl. nine yards downficld, turns
right and to the side line. As his shoul-
ders begin to move with lus cut, Plunkett
releases the ball and i arvives, hard and
low, slipping into Knicf’s stomach.

After a few running plays, he com-
pletes a pass o tight end Roland Moss,
who turns into the center, six yards past
the line of scrimmage.

“Roland really should have run far-
ther and not cut until he had the st
down. As it was. we only got six yards
and had to punt. I'm a firm believer
in a curl patcrn. There’'s not much
chance of interception.”

On his second series, Plunkett moves
the Patriots, calling @ good mix ol run-
ning plays. On third down. from the
Minnesota 27-vard line, he throws in-
complete im0 a cowd of delensive
backs and receiver Tom  Richardson.
The Patriots ke a hield goal. The hnal
score is 17-10. In his quarter of play,
Plunkett completed two of five passes.

“T threw well. Actually, every one of
my passes could have been caughe. 1f
we're going 1o win, our recuivers are
going to have to come up with those
carches when it counts.”

Taliaferro walks slowly up two steps
and onto the team bus as it pulls away
from the stadium parking lot.

“How do you feel?” asks Janik.

“Shell-shocked.”

Three days afier his first professional
game in Minnesota, Plunkett stands in
the dark doorway ol James House watch-
ing the rain. Talialerro comes down the

stairs. heading for Chequers’, and  asks
Phunkere if he'd like 1o come along.

“Sure.”

The conversation in the car during
the short drive is dificult lor both men.
Plunkett unconsciously catches some of
Taliaferre’s Houston  accem and  his
words stretch and flatten. At 8:30, they
pull into the parking lot 1o begin Plun-
kert's first might at Chequers’.

Plunkert is squivming in his chair at a
table with Tahalervo, Morrts and Len St
Jean. He is very nervous in their compa
ny. His voice starts loudly, then carches
msell and adjusts 1o a low volume. The
words are so ecager 1o be out of his
mouth and finished that they stack up at
a point just heyond his lips. His specch
pattern is like the turning ol a radio
dial across the band. picking up ship
bursts of sound and stuic.

“Let the rookic buy.” he says, waving
a dollar bill, a “multivear”™ dollar bill.
He is still naive about his saliry, having
bad linle to do with negotiating his
worth. His liwyer often praised Plunkent
for avoiding contract alk.

“Let the rookie buy.” he savs again.
but Taliaferro has already paid for the
pitcher and is filling mugs.

“That's all vight. Jim,” says St. Jean.
“With the war between the leagues over,
you probably didn’t get much 1o sign.”

“Yeah. that's right.” Lies Plunkett. He
continues to be uneasy and sings mono-
tone lyrics to the jukebox.

Taliaferro is relaxed. He uses his eves
to illustrate his conversation. He rais
his brows to underline a word and it has
the same impact the slapping ol a palm
on a tabletop has for men who gesture
with less thrilt.

The twalk is of Tartan Twif. “It
burned my ctbows like hell.,” says Talia-
ferro. “1 don't wear elbow pads, ‘cause
their weight affects my passing arm.”

“They're really not that heavy,” says
St. Jean. “You ought to try them.”

“Well,” says Talialerro. “if one of my
offensive Timemen tells me o wear them,
mavbe I should get some.”

Plunkeur  says.  “Elbow
bother my throwing.”

Earlier in the evening. he told a re-
porter, 1 think I'm a better passer than
Mike” Then he quickly added. “But he
has the experience.” Plunkett thinks this
camp has heen casy.

To the question “What if vou fail as a
prolessional foothall plavers” he savs,
“Oh, 1 cn't do thar.” He needs the
sport. It keeps any notion ol poverty in
the past, where it belongs, and justifies
his right 1o a bit of quict conceit.

“What time is it?" asks Morris, suck-
ing the ice in his gin-and-tonic glass,

“About a quanter to ten,” says Talia-
ferro. "We'd better go.” He has paid
for all the beer with after-dinner poker
winnings.
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“Man, it’s been raining up here since
1 can remember,” savs Plunkewt back in
the car.

“H vou wimt sunshine.” says Talia-
lerra, “you've come o the wrong state.”
- - .

The drive [rom Boston to Foxboro
and the Patriots’ new stadium is scenic
and relaxing. with late-summer evidence
ol New England’s finest scenery along the
way. Branches extend high out over nar-
row Route 1, paving suretches of the road
with late-alternoon shade. But today, over
60,000 people are making this drive
within a lew howrs of one another, too
many [or the unsuspecting countryside
to bear. Trafic becomes choked  and
backed up for miles. People leave their
cars on the highway or alongside it. The
first game to be played in  Schacler
Stadium—IMitingly, against the New York
Giants—will begin in a few hours, and
the crowd is nearly double this team’s
previous record.

The stadium sits on a high dirt hill.
From inside, its aluminum-bench rows
glimmer under the lights and make the
structure look portable.

As the game begins, both teams trade
spectacular  plays—it's N.F.L. High-
lichts, with the dull plays cdited out.
Giant rookiec Rocky Thompson runs the
opening kickoff 1o the Patviots” 31-yard
line. On the Giants® firse sevies, Tucker
Frederickson Tumbles on a draw  play.
The Pawiots recover. They move close
enough to get a held goal: 3-0.

The Patriots kick to Thompson again
and he starts novth, splitting the field's
width in hall. At his 25-yard line, the
blocks wre on time and he is through,
the side line drawing him close. Now he
becomes  another  runner, with  long
strides. and uses them all the way 1o the
end zone. New York 7, New England 3.
The Patriots’ lead lasted 11 seconds.

Garrett takes the [ollowing  Kickoll,
licads uphield, finds the blocks, makes
the side line and gets to mid-ficld. On
the nexe play, Talialerro gives Nance his
hand and Garretr the ball. Garrett is
through 2t big hole made by Neville. G-
rett breaks a tackle, throwing his course
vight, bicaks another and beats a defen-
sive back 1o the end zone. New England
10, New Yok 7.

Everyone stops for a moment 1o in-
hale and things become a linde more
saine. Now ncither oflense works consist-
ently, although Neville is keeping his side
ol the line clean.

Near the end of the half, Seliers
breaks [rom the huddle and moves wide
to Tahalerro’s right. Sellers bends into
his stance, stretching his right leg out
behind him, seuting it, then kicking it
into the air again, like a sprinter set-
ting into the blocks.

At the snap, Sellers breaks with ago-
nizing slowness, or so it looks. His leas

“That? That’s the standard flag warning
that there’s a diver down.”

are actually consuming yards at a time
and he is free down the side line, Talia-
ferro gathers his body around him and
throws {or a spot well in front of Sellers,
Sellers sees that the ball will be behind
him unless he shortens his stride and
waits. He has his defender so badly
beaten that, although the ball is under-
thrown, he is able 1o move ahead a few
vards alter catching it 1o the Giants’
nine-yard line before being tackled.

“A dying quail,” says a Boston sports-
caster in the press box. “Should have
been intercepted.”

Two running plays get two vards and
Taliaferro throws incomplete on  third
down. The Patriots take a field goal. At
hall time, the score is 13-7.

Midway through the third quarter,
the Patriots put together a drive and go
ahead, 20-7, when Nance slides into the
corner ol the end zone.

At 3:46 of the third quarter, Plunkett
moves onto the ficld and the crowd
crupts, On his first play, Garett ges
one yard. Now Plunkete calls a curl pass
pattern. He takes the snap, finds hall-
back Odell Lawson cutting across the
middle, throws a soft lob into his stom-
ach and is gone, beneath Giants.

“Did you sce that?” says the Boston
TV man. “The way he stood in there?
Reminds me of Roman Gabriel.”

Later in the period, Plunkett volls to
his right as Sellers angles toward the goal
line on a deep post pattern, Plunkent
rears and releases, the ball spinning
hard off his fingers, looking for Sellers.
Its a low line drive and Sellers opens
his arms to take it. It is intercepted. The
Giams” free safery returns the ball to
the Patriots” 33. In is a costly mistake. The
CGiants get a quick touchdown and 1he
score tightens at 20-14.

But Tarkenton is having a bad mght
for the Giants. Evervone knows he must

pass in order to catch up. He's throwing
long on every down but isn't accurate.
New England keeps the ball primarily
on the ground. Plunketr throws five
more passes, two of them complete, two
incomplete, and las another intercept-
ed. On the final play of the game, he
ducks ahead Tor a yard gain. New Eng.
land wins, 20-14.

In the locker room, tucked into unhn-
ished wood cubicles, the players sit in
stages ol  makedness, surrounded by
stacks of cement blocks covered with
plastic blankets. The smell of sawduast
deodorizes the room.

Plunkett’s locker is located just inside
the doorway, a convenience to reporters,
who are already encircling him, He
answers their questions erisply and confi-
demly, the game still with him, strip-
ping while they write in note pads.

“I played well. T threw two intercep-
tions, sure, but the first one was a good
pass. I was at faule on the second one.
They always tell you in college, "Don’t
pass over the middle when vou have 1o
throw late.” So what did I do? T threw
late, over the middle. Bur that's qust
inexperience.”

Morris is drenched with sweat bu stll
Tully dressed and smoking hard on a ¢
rette. The players are happy, a few even
boisterous, but the room, more than
large enough to accommodate the mood,
Is quict.

Tahalerro, outside the showers, 1s talk-
ing to no reporters. He stands, drying
himself, looking pale and pubescenty
naked. His eyes are narrowed. Talialer-
ro is not tired, having rested for more
than a quarter. He has nished his show-
er quickly, as he did aflter games last
vear, and when he plaved [or the Jets in

New York.
(¥ |
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Brut for Men.

If you have
any doubts
about yourself,

fry
something else.

After shave, after shower, after anything.
Brut by Fabergé.

TAKE THAT

(continued from page o)
most complicated machines—a weakness
Luddites have always been quick 1o
note. The Bell System some years ago
allowed a technical jowrnal 1o print the
Irequencies of the beeps it uses Lo route
long-distance calls—the notes i the lit-
tle jingle heard just belore a call con-
nects. Belore loug,  private musicians
were playing their own littde tunes for
Bell's switches and relays. Using blue
boxes to produce the notes—or, in the
cise of one young man with perlect
pitch, simply whisitling—they are able to
make calls that not only go for free but
also leave no wrace. And there is appar-
cntly no way to stop them—short of
Junking a few billion dollars’ worth of
beepers and electronic ears.

The New Lelt has also made the
phone company its own plaything. The
editors of underground newspapers, for
example, ke grear pride in being the
first to publish the credit-card numbers
ol the nation’s great corporations—and
they have so successtully spread the word
that the Dow Chemical Company was
reportedly billed lor 10,000 bogus calls
last year. Credit-card calling, however,
requires a bit of acting ability. More
commonly, long-distance calls are simply
charged to other people’s numbers. Or
placed on pay phones—with the help of
a portable tape recorder and a short
tape ol dimes, nickels and quarters drop-
ping inwo coin boxes.

Even truck drivers subvert the phone
company, as Bell discovered some years
ago. Drivers, it found, were carrying
peculinr code books that connected mes-
sages  like “Proceeding  Piusbuwrgh on
schedule” or “Tied up for repairs in
Newark” with lists of ordinary nmames.
Drivers on the road would place person-
to-person  collect calls to  their  home
ollices and the ofhces, equipped with
their own  copics of the code book,
would know what was the matter from
the name requested. The calls, of course,
were not accepted, giving the vuckers
their own free communications system.

As Bocttinger points out, the Neo-
Luddites simply inflict the cost of their
attacks on the public at large. This
argument, however, does not exacaly
ring. The enraged misanthrope  who
takes his ax to the phone whose record-
ed voice insists the Penuigon’s main
number has been  temporarily  discon-
nected is not likely to be deterved by the
thought he has added $.000000046 to the
bill ol every phone user in Virginia.
What's more, the passthrough of in-
creased expenses 1s a notion that, rightly
or wrongly, angers many Americans. If
AT &L, cannov pay its bills, then,
goddamn it, some olficer should sell his
yacht. The public image of most large

American corporations, laments Boettin-
ger, 1s not what it could be.

Il the image of the corporation is
slipping, that ol its most conscientious
servant, the data-processing computer,
has dropped out of sight. Americans
today fold, spindle and mutilate with
complete There may  have
been a time (in the carly Filties, per-
haps) when people took the punched
cards in their electric bills as a bright
omen, but those days are long gone. Too
many yens of blackening linle boxes,
copving 19-digit identification numbers
on chedks and writing irate letters have
reduced vomance o drudgery. We have
learned that computer programs are de
signed to make people compaible with
muachines, not the other way around.

Everyone is eventually billed for last
year's paid-lor merchandise or somcone
else’s extravagant clothes hamper. Now
and then, someone receives nine bills and
four threatening letters about an out-
standing debt of "S00.00." Writer Rex
Reed was computered in a fashion that
may, however, be unusual. Shopping in
a New York department store, Reed was
briclly put under arvest lor using a stolen
credit card. Upon producing identifica-
tion, he was informed that Rex Reed was
dead. Finally. persuaded Reed was alive,
store authorities destroved his card, ex-
plaining that their compuer’s conclu-
sions could not be altered.

Neo-Luddite reaction to computerized
billing has been mild up to now, accord-
ing to utility spokesmen. Some people
rip their punched billing cods into lit-
tle picces belore they send them back,
while others simply write obscene re-
marks on them. A few refuse to pay
postage and retwrn their chedks in un-
stamped  envelopes  (the same  people,
perhaps, who always return the prepaid-
postage  envelopes that come in junk
mail).

More subversive voices, however, are
being heard. Most persuasive, doubtless,
is that ol ex-Communist Harvey Matusow,
an American living in London who is the
founder and mam mover of the Interna-
tional Society for the Abolition of Data
Processing Machines and the author of an
anticomputer texe called The Beast of
Business. Admitting  computers are ol
vilue in science, Matusow claims their
commercial applications sacrifice individ-
uwal  ficedom 1o simple cost efhiciency.
What to do? Subtlety, wgues Matusow, is
the rule. A ripped or obviously vandalized
card is casy to spot before it enters the
machine. “The object,” as one young
programmer put it, "is to shove it as [ar
down the computer’s throat as possible.”
Matusow's suggestion is what he calls
“computer-card  rouletie”  Tape  your
bill 1o a dralting board and carefully cn
in a few extra holes. Then sit back and
sce what happens. Several extra holes in

abandon.




a magazine-subscription  card, Matusow
reports,  produced 23 copies a week,
along with a nice note thanking him for
using the weekly in his current-events
class. Three holes in his electric bill, he
adds, yiclded six months’ free service.
Matusow also recommends over- or un-
derpaying utility bilis by a few cems—
which tends o persuade  oversensitive
computer programs they are making a-
rors—and running a strong clectromag-
net over the magnetized coding numbers
on checks, which makes them unht for
automatic  sorters.  “Someone at  the
bank,” he says, “will have to handle
them personally. But, afer all, it's your
money and it should get the loving cue
it deserves.”

That may be satislying, but it doesn't
really get 10 the root of the problem.
There is, in truth, no way to veally
cripple a computer through the minl.
Even in the ilesh, data-processing ma-
chines are not all that easy 1o dismantle.
In the uproar that lollowed Kent State
and Cambodia, a band of New York
University students seized a 53,500,000
computer the Atomic Energy Commis-
sion had thoughtlessly left on theiv cam-
pus. No money, they threatened, and
the machine would be “offed.” The swu-
dents’ first crisis occurred  shortly alter
they had baricaded themselves in the
computer’s air-conditioned quarters: No
one, it seems, had brought a screwdriv-
er, When policc arrived the next day,
the killers w alveady  defeated—no

amount of bashing, bumping or, as a last
resort, burning appeared o faze the
machine, which went on happily buzz-
ing and clicking throughout its ordeal.
Matusow suggests a subtler way of

irritating the machine, a method with
the added charm ol requiring no overt
violence. The idea, he says, is to have
the computer visited by a number of rav-
ishing women doused with the strongest,
cheapest perlume they can buy. Comput-
ers. it appears, are allergy prone, and tiny
perfume droplets in the aiv may make
some sensitive internal parts unhappy.

i T

The original lollowers of Ned Ludd,
ol course, worked in the [actories they
attacked—a thought thar has given move
than one executive a sleepless nighe
In-house Luddism, in [aet, is more
common than supposed. Like Gls who
retahiate unpopular  olhcers,
printers often cdit their editors’ copy.
At one Pennsylvania newspaper, a long-
standing feud between a sportswriter
named Wilson—whose copy was always
late—and his overworked printers led o
an occasiomal extra subhead in his col-
umn. One such read, “Ed Wilson LEats
Shit.”  Time-Lile writers  commiserite
about the “phantom diddler” who alters
their stories somewhere between closing

agaimnst

in New York and printing in Chicago.
And there is also the case of the mechanic
who pasted the mailing labels on several
million Time covers right across Spiro
Agnew’s mouth.

In-house computer sabotage is still in
the theoretical stage. The best way, the
cxperts agree, would be to tinker with
the program in a manner both difficult
to detect and slowly but cumulatively
damaging. A billing system, for example,
should be altered to subract a small but
random amount from every customer’s
bill. By the time the errors were discov-
cred, the loss would be vast; and, since
the deductions followed no pattern, they
would be difhcult to trace and almost
impossible 10 collect.  Any  program
could be mildly boggled by simply re-
versing one ol its many steps—though
an expert, of course, would know which
steps would cause the greatest conlusion.

The billing systems used by Bell, ac-
cording to Boeutinger's associate Harvey
McMains, use standardized and  easily
replaced programs. The company’s ex-
perimental and research  programs, on
the other hand, could be reduced to
gibbevish—for a few weceks, at least—
by a knowledgeable Neo-Luddite working
from within. Another danger is the no-
tion of stealing computer time. Time-
sharing  systems, which, in effect, rent
the use ol a computer for a given time,
are growing increasingly popular. And
while the Bell System is not heavily in-
volved in time sharing, it has had ics dil-
ficulties. One laboratory cmployee, for
example, completed his doctoral dissert-
tion during his Iree evenings on one ol
Bell's computers. By the time the loss was
noticed, $15,000 in computer time had
irretrievably  vanished into  the  past
Most perplexing was the fact the studemt
didn’t know he was stealing.

Nor is the Bell System itself incapable
of a bit ol playtul tinkering. While
buying time on a computer owned by
General Elecwric, Bell engineers began
playing with the clock that measured
the hours they were purchasing. In time,
McMains relates, they learned how 1o
make it run backward. The Bell people
eventually owned up—much to the em-
barrassment ol G. E; but who is to say
the next company will be so honest?

So Iar, no radical Neo-Luddite has
offered a computer in the people’s inter-
est. But there is a story current about a
young mun who built his company’s

pavroll program around his own em-
ployece number. The whole system, it is
said, would self-destruct if his number
were absent—in the event, for example,
that he was fired. IBM's systems design-
ers go a step further. In their “dooms
day program,” IBM machines that are
leased [or several yecars are taught to
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keep track of the date. When the lease
expires, the machine kills itseli—so cliec-
tively, in fact. that no one but an 1BM
engineer has ever been able 10 resurrect
one.

While few admit murdering a pro-
gram, there are many who allow they
could. A scienust at one ol the nation’s
major research luboratories is fomd ol
saying he could “get into any system in
the country and wipe it out.” Another
in Calilornia claims there is a project at
MIT he could close down over the tele-
phone if he wished.

But most systems  designers are  cu-
riously ncutral toward their computers.
Like photographers’ cameras. they see
computers as essential but largely  sex-
less tools. In contrast to  pleasurable
machines like sailboats, which are al-
wavs “she,” frequenty “dilhcult” or at
times “lorgiving.” computers are mostly
“is.”” T would never,” said a young
scientist, “think ol a computer as doing
me a favor.”

.t e e

Neo-Luddites have always come [rom
the ranks of the processed, not the proc-
essors. Vending repairmen  rarely hate
machines: subwav riders do. It is star-
tling. nonetheless, to see a man destroy
his own machinery. On the last day of
August 1971, Eddie Campos, 18, of Los
Angeles,  Calilornia. became  the  first
man to commit public carocide. Accord-
ing to United Press International. he
drove his 1970 Continental Mark LI up
onto the front Ltwn of the Ford Motor
Company assembly plant and burned it
to ashes. “I had saved up for five years to
buy that car and it turned out to be a
lemon.” said Campos. 1 had towed it in
for repairs 10,000 times and everybody
just Laughed e me—the dealers I ook it
to. the Ford people. T couldn’t get any
satisfaction.” The local sherifl deseribed
Campos after the five: "He was perfectly
sober, perlectly rational and completely
disgusted.”

I ey, | o . = )
Here’s your chance lo ease your liberal conscience, sexist:
new feminist cookies, two dollars a box.”

far from the madding crowd

(continued from page 95)
swimming pool. across it and out the
other side. A fast swimmer would have
beat it across the pool, but its progress
wis dignified and steady.

The ATV is happy in rough ground—
wooded, rocky, marshy, sandy, snow-
covered—any  kind.  On any  terrain,
at least one wheel will find a grip on
something, and one wheel will do it. No
matter how solt the looting, the wheels
are reluctmt to dig in, since theyre
putting only aibout a pound per square
inch of pressure on the ground. almost
floating on it. Being run over by an
ATV produces only a mild massage sen
sation.  For comparison, a  jeep  puts
down 17 pounds. a horse 13, a wrail bike
12. a dunc buggy 8. The body of an
ATV will ke a terrible pounding
without significant distress, and since all
running gear except the practically in-
destructible wheels is housed inside the
body shell, a good one is indifferent to
most hazards.

None of the wheels aciually steers on
a standard-design ATV, since they all
run in a straight line all the time. It's
controlled like a tank: The driver
brakes all the wheels on one side and
speeds up all on the other side. Some
ATVs have wheel or voke steering. but
the original tank twin-lever system is
commonest. one  lever handling  each
bank of wheels, pull for brake, push for
o, hand throttle on the right-hand one.
The novice ATV pilot proceeds in a
stretched series of bent lines. constantly
overcontrolling. but an hour’s practice
will make a fair driver out ol a bright
ten-year-old.

Among the 16 leading makers. ATV
Manulacturing. which builds the Artex
(pronounced  Addex, by the way), has
the widest range ol models, and controls
about 50 percent of the market. Atex
sells six  madels,  beginning with  the
Crazy Colt. at 5995 the  lowest-priced
six-wheel ATV in the field. Attex shows
a heavy option list, including a 1T10-voli
generator for power wols or camp light-
ing and a four-man sell-contained vailer
tent that can be towed anywhere the
Antex itsell will go. The machine’s lei-
surely water speed can be signilicandy
bettered by hanging an outhoard on the
optional mount.

The Coot, by Cummins Engine Com
pany of Dallas, steers by wheel, not
levers  (lour-wheel siecering is an op-
tion). and has a wwo-part steel body
hull, hinged in the middle, allowing
Iront and rear sections to rack inde-
pendently over rough terrain. The Coot
will accept 1000-pound loads over short
hauls, is made in three models begin:
ning at S1895.

The Coot’s semiarticulation. which al-
lows the front and rear sections to take




a vertical angle of 15 degrees relative 10
each other, combined with the optional
four-wheel steering, makes it almost
stallproof in any terrain. It's nearly im-
possible to put a Coot into a sitution
in which it can’t get power to the
ground, and the four-wheel steering (in
opposite directions, like a hook-and-lad-
der fire truck, the front wheels poiuting
left, the rvears right for a left-hand cor-
ner) cain take it out of ridiculously rtight
binds. Slower, at 20 mph top, than most
ATVs, it's exceptionally powerful: The
1-to-161 low-gear ratio would run it up
the side of a house il it could stick.

There's no reason to doubt that the
first anthropoid to cut a set of wheels
out of a wee runk was copied by the
fellow in the next cave and challenged
to a race, and that’s the way it's been
since, from onchorse chariots to jets.
The ATV, on first sight, is an improba-
ble racing thing, tiny-wheeled, tundly
and as strecamlined as a brick. Truth s,
however, that ATVs can be made o do
60 mph, and theyre raced all over the
country. A national meet will pull 300
entries and 10,000 spectators. The first
big race was run in 1969 and won by an
Autex. The course, which looked to be
strictly for pack mules, was laid out over
abandoned logging trails and mounuain-
sides in New Hampshire. One Dexter
Schultz, an airline flight engincer, ran it
i 36 minutes flat, a rate that works
out, almost incredibly, 1o a shade under
30 mph twough semisolid  hoondock
country. Attex still holds the national
championship.

While the normal ATV mode speci-
fied wheels in muluples of two, a hot
new item in the market place runs on
three: the ATC (All-Terrain Cycle). An
obvious spin-oft from the go-mywhere
wrail moworcycle, the ATC is simply a
fat-ured wicyde and, like a wrail bike,
it's usually a oncrider rig. Excepting
deep water, the tricycle will go any-
where a standard ATV will go—Dbut the
pilot needs to be in better shape; he's in
for a workout.

Onigination of the idea is hard to
pinpoint, but Sperry Rand’s SPD began
work on a design concept in 1966, and
its Tricart was a clear first in the nation-
al market in January 1970. The Tricart
1o 5695 sitdown  trike, the body a
monocoque fiberglass b, rear-mounted
Briggs & Stratton or Rockwell-JLO en-
gine, rounded handle-bar steering, loot-
the ront axle. It will do 43
mph, run up a 45-degree hill and stay
upright on a sidewise 30-degree slope,
A single-cylinder B &S engine drives the
smaller and simpler S495 "Iricub 25 mph.
Optional is a ski conversion for the Iront
wheel.

Snow conversion 15 available, too,
on the Dunecycle, an Allied Pacific ATC
highly regarded by wike freaks. Dune-

Tésls On

cycle  carries  independent  rear-wheel
brakes and can be nuned in litde more
than its  width. Footrests are  [rame-
mounted, the stylish “chopper”™ handling
of the Iront end putting the wheel out
ol reach. Alsport’s Tri-Sport is another
sit-down  trike, running  engines  lrom
three to 12 horsepower and optioning
everything [rom a dune flag to a three-
unit gang lawn mower.

Honda of Japan, which blitzed the
motorcycle universe a few  years ago,
sticks to the bike sctup in s ATC, the
rider going astride. Because the two rear
wheels run on a sohid axle. the Honda
is tricky to handle. All ATCs are il
Iegal for road use; Honda's fix for this
is an casy one-tool teardown into com-
ponents that can be stulled into most
automobile runks.

Doomsayers to the contrary, OIl-Road
Vehicles are on the scene to stay. The
things simply have too much going for
them to be pur down. Against that, the
environmentalists and  the old-line, or

“The Garden of Eden is a couple miles down
This is the Garden of Morris.”

muscle-power, nature lovers have a case.
too. The ORVs are noisy, they throw
theiv share ol exhaust pollutants: cre-
lessly or irresponsibly used. they can
tear up the environment, and in some
areas they leave permanent scars on the
ground they travel. (Tread tracks leh
by training ks in World War Two
are still clearly visible in  California
desert arcas.)

The same charges were laid on the
automobile when it first appeared. and
the answers will be the same: licensing,
Federal and state regulation, and so on.
Society's responses to the auto didn’t hurt
it and won't hurt the ORVs. They're
uselul working tools m many wavs and
many places. (An Eskimo’s first ride in
a snowmobile usually turns him oft the
trusty Malemute sled dog for good.)

Besides, the ORVs are about as
much [un as anvthing you can buy for

mere moncy.

the road.
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people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

LOOK, MA BELL, NO WIRES!

Will the wonders of space-age technology never
cease? Within a few months, we've learned, a
California corporation called Portafone will be
marketing a cordless telephone designed to
operatc on a radio frequency anywhere within
300 fcet of a phone-line terminal. Reception
will be clear and the cost negligible—a $40
installation fee and a S5-a-month charge. Gino's
Pizzeria? Listen, I'm in the middle of painting
my flagpole. Would you send up one garlic

NIP ONE, CURL TWO

If you should see a jock at the beach taking a
drink from his dumbbell this summer, don't flip
out. The Water-Bells Company is selling hollow
plastic dumbbclls for $5.50 a pair. Feather-light
when empty, they can be filled with water or
sand to reach a maximum heft of eight pounds.
Or you can turn your purchase into bar bells by
filling the pair with wine or whatever and
rewarding yoursell with a nip for every curl—thus

lightening your load as you get loaded.

So

WHAT'S UP, BABY DOC?
If your circle of friends includes the Duke of Bedford, Mick
Jagger, Jean-Paul Belmondo and Baron Edmond de Rothschild,
you'll feel right ar home beside the pool of Olivier Coquelin's -
newest private club, Habitation Leclerc, soon to open in
Haiti. Scattered about the grounds, which were once a
Bonaparte estate, are 44 Empire period cottages, which will
rent for a flat rate of $56 a day and include meals, liquor, a
butler and two chambermaids. Coquelin says his latest
endeavor will be the “most extraordinary, lascivious and
decadent place in the world.” And best of all—no tipping.

TENNIS UNDER GLASS

Ever since Houston millionaire judge Roy Hofheinz co-opted
nature by building his Astrodome, there’s been an increasing
passion [or erecting roofs over our sporting events. Now Tension
Structures of Canada is offering a way to enclose a

tennis court. Tension's vinyl-coated hberglass dome is

raised to its full height by simply turning a crank that lifts three
giant arch supports into place, giving the structure the look of a
huge Conestoga wagon. It's large enough to cover a 60 x 120”
court, is ventilated by ducts at both ends and comes in

various colors and degrees of transparency. And it costs a hell of a
lot less than the judge had to pay: For $20,000—not including
lighting or heating—you can play tennis any time.




NEW PORT FOR THE NEWPORT

That bastion of bourgeois taste, Radio City Music Hall, will host
wee-hour jam sessions on July 3 and 6, with such well-known
musicians as Dizzy Gillespie and Charles Mingus. The Newport
Jazz Festival, it scems, has left its rip-off-prone home base and
moved to the big city, with concerts set between July 1 and 8

at Philharmonic Hall, Carnegie Hall and Yankee Stadium.

We can't say if Radio City has gone hip or the festival

has gone square, but the latter’s press contact is Charles Bourgeois.

ALL RIGHT, LOUIE,
DROP THE PROP

Hey, you closct gun freaks!
Now you can release pent-up
hostilitics, compensate for
sexual inadequacies, infuriate
your pseudoliberal friends
and stay within the law by
owning a replica of

the Model 1921 Thompson
submachine gun—the
favorite weapon of mobsters
and an occasional prime
minister. A Virginia outfit,
Replica Models, is selling
made-in-Japan knockoffs of
the real choppers lor $89.50.
They do everything

but spray hot lead.

HOT SHOT
Did you know that Ben Hogan used to wrap his
balls in heavy blankets before a match? And
that other golfers have been seen holding a
lighter under theirs prior to tecing off? The
reason is that a heated golf ball travels about
30 percent farther. Par Electronics has simplified
the procedure by offering a portable plastic
golf-ball warmer called Hot Balls (519.95) that
comes with four lifetime batteries and a separate
charger. Fire! We mean Fore!

IT'S A BIRD, IT'S A PLANE,
IT'S A COLLEGE COURSE!

“All right, class. Close your comic books. Today
we're going to have a pop quiz. Question one:
What is the longest distance Plastic Man ever
strerched?”™ O, wow! It's here at last, fellow
[antasy lovers, a legit course in comics that

will be taught this [all at Indiana U—and
through its international correspondence school.
But don't kid yourself. Comics is no casy A.
Instructor Michael Uslan has a list of required
reading that includes some pretty heavy stuff:
The New Gods and Mr. Miracle, for example.
and everybody’s favorite, the one and only
Spiderman! Is that Crime and Punishment you
have behind that comic book, Feldspar?

ROLLING STOCK

Picture yourself in the back seat of Her Grace,
a 1934 Rolls-Royce Phantom II limousine. The
driver is a gorgeous bird and at your elbow i5 a
picnic hamper stuffed with goodies. Sounds like
a rerun of The Avengers, right? Well, it's all for
real, ducks. Horseless Carriage Hire in London
has for rent a number of vintage Royces that
will take you and five [riends to the picnic site
of your choice for about $150 a day—I{emale
chauffeur and champagne included. Smashing!
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the rule of Englishmen
by the British government
away. Other colonies have lought for
independence and achieved it. but no-
body fights for it in Hong Kong and
none ol the parties  concerned—the
British, the Hong Kong Chinese and the
Peking authoritics—would want it, any-
The only ambition of its people,
whether Chinese or foreign expatriate,
capitalist or Conununist. is to make mon-
ev. That's what Hong Kong is all about;
the only sccurity it cares for is the sort
vou find in banks. In the rush for spoils,
opposing ideologics are swept aside. Hong
Kong is open lor business with ¢veryone,
regardless of race, politics and all the
other idle nonsense that inhabits  the
acquisition of money.

Wedded for lile to the golden princi-
ples of [ast profits, low taxes and minimal
wade controls, this sunny, subuopical
enclave of prosperity is unashamed of its
past and unworried about its luture.
Perhaps this is the most remarkable thing
of all, because, unlike other members
ol the international community, Hong
Kong knows the date on which it is
scheduled 1o die.

The British took the island of Hong
Kong from China in 1841, declaring it a
colony two years later. They had gone
to war with the Chinese over the ques-
tion of selling opium to the inhabitants
ol the Celestial Empire. a practice that
wis contrary to the laws of China and to
the better judgment ol its emperor, who.
at the time. ruled a navon that was est-
mitted to have 10,000,000 to 12,000.000
addicts in ats population. Over the years,
the island colony was enlarged by various
wreaties from its original 30 square miles
to its present area ol about 400 square
miles. Most of this is represented by the
mainland’s New Territories and 230-odd
islands, the majority of which are liule
more than uninhabitable rocky lumps in
the South China Sea. Kowloon. on the
tip of the mainkand  peniosula. and
Swonecutiers Island, in the harbor, add
another four square miles to the “perma-
" colony ol Hong Kong.

The biggest portion of the colony—
the New Territories and their islands—is
held by the British on a lease that runs
out in June 1997. At that time, assuming
the Chinese government allows the lease
to run its full term, the colony will shrink
almost to its original size. The mainland
border, instead of following a 22-mile
course over farmland and open country-
side, as it does now, will cut through a
city where, in some districts, the density of
population is the highest in the world.

Nobody knows what China will do
about Hong Kong. and most people in
the colony respond 1o the question with
prolound indifference. The luture is a

appointed
6000 miles

wiay.

nent

176 long way ofl, they say, and the hell with

. Peking. meanwhile, finds Hong Kong
usc[ul for forcign exchange, po]:tu.nl
gamesmanship and trade. Last year the
mainland earned around hall a billion
dollars selling food and consumer goods
1o Hong Kong.

A prevailing state ol uncertainty rein-
forces the feeling ol unreality a visitor
soon acquires. He arrives expecting to
find the insautable and instead discov-
ers the outrageous: a Hilton hotel next
door to a Communist bank with a ncon
sign praising Chairman Mao, both over-
looking an English cricket held where
gents in white Hlannels perform leisurely
capers to the accompaniment of gentle
snoring from the spectators. American
warships are moored in the same harbor
as  high-sterned  cargo  junks  thar My
the fvestarred red flag of the People’s
Republic: Russian merchant  seamen
hand out anti-British and anti-Chinese
pamphlicts on the streets; Indians and
Pakistanis squabble about Bangla Desh
in Kowloon tailor shops. Schemers, deal-
ers, manipulators and connivers of every
nationality. every shade ol moral and
political conviction. mingle in a bizarre
concentration of outlandish talents all
dedicated 1 various ways to the steady
extortion of money and power.

Amid the prevailing climate ol lunacy
and legerdemain, the Hong Kong gov-
eruyment steps delicately, aware that a
wrong move could disturb the balance of
things. Tt is especially  discreer about
China. The China policy ol the Hong
Kong government is to avoid at all costs
any public admission that it sas a China
policy—a remarkable posture, a compro
mise between low profile and dignified
crouch, that somehow works. To appease
Peking, the government deports 1o Tai-
wan the Nationalist agents it periodically
arrests in a ghue ol publicity. Much fuss
is made in the press about their radio
vransmitters and secret documents, which,
after caveful scrutiny and selective con-
fiscation. probably end up in the hands of
the mainland authorities who, no doubt,
told the British where to find the Nation-
alists in the fust place. But one seldom
reads about Communists being arrested in
Hong Kong and thrown across the border.

Non-Chinese  visitors  are advised to
stay out of the Walled City, which is an
arca ol Kowloon near the airport: it is
claimed both by the British and by the
Chinese. and  its 10,000 residents ex-
ploit this incongruity for evarything it's
worth, relusing to have anything what-
soever 1o do with the rest of the colony.
“The blot on Hong Kong,™ as a local
newspaper  tecently  described  the  dis
trict, is a dank, dark and smelly wanen
of littered allevs and hlthy tenements.
Many of the homes have no running
water and Tamilies dump their sewage in
outside drains. Police patrol the district
but rarely succeed in catching the fugi-

tives who hide there or in curtailing
trathe in heroin, opium, dog meat, juve
nile sex partners and all the other com-
modities purveyed on its streets.

For most visitors, their introduction
to the colony comes with the approach
into Kai Tak airport, one ol the most
dramatic  landings  on carth. Green.
rocky islands appear through the haze as
the aircraflt descends below the shreds
of mist around the top of the Peak, the
highest point on Hong Kong Islimd. In
the harbor, an Australian aircralt cavier
slips her moorings and heads cast oy
the Lei Yue Mun passage to the South
China Sea. Her oew lines the flight
deck, each man facing ourward i cere-
monial order, tiny silhouettes against a
shimmering pattern of sunlight on the
water. Leaving the deparnting ship be
hind. the plane banks steeply to the left.
loses more altitude and then follows a
perilonssceming  cowse, skimming  the
rools of tenement  houses.  dropping
lower and lower over the congested mass
of housing projects, apartment blocks and
highways built almost to the edge of the
apron, and landing on a runway that juts
out into the hirhor like a pointed finger.

The last time I armived. a few months
ago, on a Cathay Pacific flight from To-
kvo. we landed 1o the accompaniment of
a Brazilian samba on the cabin’s music
system. Hong Kong had changed a linle
since my last trip. but the quality of mad-
ness was as strong as ever. especially in
Kowloon, which is the fivst part ol the
colony you see on the short drive from
the airport o your hotel. The tunnel
under the harbor from Kowloon o the
Hong Kong side (vesidents use this dis-
unction to avoid confusion among the
mainland. the island and the colony as a
whole) was almost ready. The LEnglish
engineers who worked on its construction
said it would probably be open tliee
months ahead of schedule. which is the
way they build things in Hong Kong—
fast. There were a few morve massage par
lors and topless bars than before, but
hardly any Gls. They stopped coming
from Vietnam last Ocwober, when the
U.S. Government gave up subsidizing
R & R hights.

The bar girls are still there—by the
thousmds—sitting in booths near the
jukebox, propositioning  customers, gig-
eling at the bar over a joke with mama
san while she picks the day's winners
from the enwies at Happy Valley race
track. Take any wrn off the lower part
ol Nathan Road and there’ll be slim,
dink-eved girls in the doorways who
look as though they should sull be in
high school. Some of them ave.

Kowloon is a gaudy, captivating zoo,
full of noise and life and recking with a
tide of smells: charred wood. incense,
diesel [umes, [lowers, spices and lood.
Lines ol washing and fowering plants
fill the balconies of tenements and maod-
ern apartment houses. Enormous neon
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“The problem is modern medical science

there's

just no real [reaks like there used to be.”

signs are suspended across the street at
second-floor level, packed so closely to-
gether vou can’t always read the word-
the sun. Store

ing or, somctimes, scc

windows are [ull of cameras, stereo
equipment, watches, jewelry, jade, gold,
vory, antiques, suits, shoes. shirts, [urni-
ture. Every doorway along the narrow,

crowded streets leads to one transaction

or another: stores, theaters, rh'.wr;fhr"qrn‘s,
night  dubs, restauramts, whorehouses,
workshops. markets and the sort ol guest-
houses that keep Cliisumas decorations
hanging all vear round.,

In some parts of the colony, conges-
tion is so intense that people have to
find space wherever they can, not always

successfully.  One

lamily has buwlt a

house on the rool of the building where
a Mr. Hoi Kee lives, on Yee Pun Road,
“Cracks have appeared in our walls,”
Mr. Hoi writes, in a plaintive note 1o a
local newspaper. “Water is even leaking
through the ceiling. The whole building
1s out ol hakince. Help.” Another Kow-
loon resident is driven to public com-
plaint by “a temribly noisy hawker” who
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stands at the corner of Bowring and
Parkes streets. keeping nightshilt work-
ers awake all day with his screaming.
And a Mr. Koo demands to know when
the authorities are going to do some-
thing about a gambling den that has
opened over the bank next door, “caus:
ing a terrific noise lor 24 hours a day.”
Fortunately, there are many quict and
cool havens in Kowloon where the noise
and the crush uever intrude. One of
them is Chinese Arts and Crafts Lud., a
Communist  department store  specializ-
ing in handicalts rom the mainland.
Here the derks wear blue-nvlon jackets,
usmally with at least one Mao buuon
pinned 1o the chest. They sit behind
long glass display cases ol siik brocades,
ivory cuvings., antiques, jewelry. poree-
liin and other merchandise: their man-
ner is correct without being solicitous.
There is no such thing as a pushy sales-
man on the premises, not even at the
propaganda displays ol posters and he-
roic carvings in ivory that depict crucial

madents in the Republic’s voung his-
torv. When I visited C. A C.. the second-
floor gallery was filled with visitors,
mostly  childien  Irom  local  Chinese
schools who had come to see an acu-
punciure exhibition. There are dozens of
establishments in Hong Kong—newspa-
prrs. banks, theaters and stores—directly
afiliated  with  the  People’s  Republic.
Tourists patromize them because all the
iems are nerked—unlike most stores in
Hong Kong, where buver and  seller
negotiate the price—and prices e low
even by the colony’s stndards.

A hundred vinds or so from C. A C.,
on the same sireet. the huge glass doors
of the Peminsula Hotel veflect the [oun-
ain and a fleet of limousine parked in
the front courtyard. The Peninsula—the
Pen to stall and regular customers—is
the most venerable hotel in the olony.
During World War Two. it was the site
on which the British swrendered  the
colony to the Japanese on Christmas Day
I'M1. Ofheers of the Imperial Army were

“I suppose it is possible that 1 misunderstood the provisions
of the bank’s early-retirement plan!”

billeted there until the war ended and
the British took possession again.

The Pen's clientele we the sort ol
people who are accustomed 1o being met
at airports by a chaulfeur. so the man-
agement keeps eight dink-green Rolls-
Rovees lor this purpose and cossets the
guests in other small. elegant wavs, Tea
is served two minutes alter new  ocou-
pants check into their rooms. or it cn
be taken downstans under the chande-
lievs in the lobby, a gilded ivory sctting
of such grandewr that the word lobby
lails to do it justice. The Pen keeps rec-
ords ol the brand of soap preferred by
VIPs. so when they return. the correa
sort—out of about a dozen kept in stock
—will be set out in the bhinhroom. And
none ol that supermarket soap; at the
Peninsula, ic0s Eau Sauvage. Rochas, Jean
Patou and other aristocrats in the nobility
ol suds. Any resemblince between the Pen
and the rest of Kowloon is an unforiunate
accident. as the position ol the hotel iselt,
Lacing away lrom the mainland roward the
island ol Hong Kong, scems to suggest.

Most visitors do their Kowloon shop-
ping in the Tsimshatsui district aud in
the shopping waades on the Hong Kong
side. In some Kowloon stores, merchan-
dise may be cheaper than across the
harbor, but m the case ol cameras and
watches, there may be no manufacturer’s
suarntee. Oue ol the traditional dodges
among Hong Kong's less sarupulous en-
veprencurs is the  doctoring of - Swiss
watches, the original mechanisms ol
which are sometimes vepliced with infe
vior parts. A few months ago, a repre-
sentative of a well-kknown  warchmaker
flew in from Geneva o trace the source
ol mmitations bearing  lus  company’s
name. He was supplicd with a large
amount ol cish and wold w buy up
the entire stock il it could be done. He
made contact with a man who said 1t
was possible, but the makers ol the lake
watches would want S10,000, 10 which
the gentleman from Geneva agreed. He
handed over the money and avimged a
meeting with his contact, who promised
o bring the waches. Neither these nor
the S40.000—nor the  go-between—has
been seen again and those who know how
things operate in the colony assume the
unexpected  bonus has been used 1o
finance the purchase of yer another con-
signment ol Swiss watches and  locally
nuide mechanisms,

Having gratilied the acquisitive urge,
you should waste little ume in finding
the best places 1o eat. In Hong Kong the
choice is on the gencrous side: There
are at least seven regional Chinese styles
of cooking here, with Cantonese predom-

imant. Others include Shanghai. Peking,
Hakka, Swatow, Srechwan and  Fu-
kienese.  Foreign - cuisines  represented

include Portuguese, Swiss, Korean, Japa-
nese, Italian, Indonestan, French, Hun-
garian, Indian, American and a polyglot

(lext continued overleaf)
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HOTELS

SHOPPING

DINING

In most cities, the choice of hotel is
governed by its location as much os by its
cost ond service, but not in Hong Kong,
where the urbon districts on both sides of
the horbor ore very compoct ond oll
essential tourist facilities are within a few
minutes’ walk. There ore four luxury-class
hotels on the island—the Mandarin, Hil-
ton, Lee Gardens ond Repulse Bay. Impec-
cable as the others are, the Mandorin hos
a definite edge in style, food and service,
but the Hilton has a pool, one of the most
sociable bors—the Drogon Boat—a terrific
buffet lunch and o 24-hour coffee shop
that rarely has on empty seot. The lee
Gardens, which opened this yeor, pio-
neered new ground for o maojor tourist
hotel by situating itself in the Couseway
Boy orea, omid the color and noise of the
Chinese community, instead of in Centrol,
the main business district on the island.
The Repulse Bay is on the other side of
the island, away from the city, overlocking
a beoutiful beach. Both hotel ond beach
ore crowded on weekends, but between
Monday ond Fridoy residents hove them
pretty much to themselves. It's difficult to
imagine, seeing the Repulse Bay todaoy,
with its potted palms flonking the central
porch steps and young English army
officers toking tec with their wives, that
the corridor in the west wing was the
site of o battle between Jopanese and
British troops, in which the latter silenced
a Jopaonese machine gunner by rolling
hand grenades along the carpeted floor.

The best hotels in Kowloon, after the
Peninsula, are the Hong Keng, Hyatt and
Miramar. The Hyatt accommodates TWA
and Pon Am crews, ond its 24-hour coffee
shop is heovily patronized by local girls
when the bars and clubs in the area close
for the night.

There are many hotels below the luxury
range [average cost of a single room:
between $12 and $17]) that cost less and
aren't appreciably less comfortable, but
the rooms ore smaller. At North Point, on
the island, you can stay in the Show Boat,
a bizarre place full of mirrors and other
inducements of one sort or another, where
o single starts at obout eight dollars. The
Singapore in Wonchai charges cbout the
same. The Imperial, on Nathon Rood in
Kowloon, is slightly higher, but it's con-
venient to shopping ond night life. Ancther
in the some category is the Grand, on
Cornarvon Rood, which serves excellent
Scandinavion food and has refrigerotors
in the rcoms. There are also dozens of
guesthouses on both sides of the harbor,
some less sleozy thon others, but mostly
dank, sweaty buildings off Nathan Road
that moy be sondwiched between a
brothel ond o Turkish bath.

With the exception of five groups of
commodities—liquor, tobocco, hydrocar-
bon oils, table waters ond methyl alcohol
—everything sold in Hong Kong is free of
duty ond toxes, and bears only the markup
cloimed by the importer, wholesaler and
retailer, who ore, in many cases, the same
individual or company. For the buyer,
it means thol everything—English woolens
and leathers, Indian silks, Swiss ond Jopo-
nese wotches, Germaon and Japanese cam-
eras, stereo equipment and other imported
portable luxuries—is often cheaper in the
colony thon in the country of origin. Bar-
gaining for o lower price is standord
practice, even in some of the more elegant
jewelry stores, where the maonagement
won't argue the point if a serious buyer
cuts the asking price by 20 percent.

Prices also are offected by fluctuations
in the exchange rote and by supplies of
popular brands. And stores that offer big
discounts may have inflated the originol
price, so, when buying anything thot’s
moderotely expensive, compare prices
thoroughly on both sides of the horbor.

Few men agree about the criteria of
good tailoring in Hong Kong, but omong
the most reputable are George Chen, A-
Man Hing Cheong, Ricky Bo, MacBeth II,
Princeton, Kawa and Lai Chow, The ma-
terial governs the cost, naturolly, but it
should be around holf the price of an
equivalent suit in the U.S. Don't try to get
anything made in 24 hours. You'll need at
least two fittings for o good fit and a mini-
mum of three days for a perfect finish.
MoacBeth Il also mokes shirts to measure. If
you want shoes, try Kow Hoo, in the Hil-
ton; they'll be made to fit you, and you
con reorder from anywhere in the world
by quoting the size. For ready-made cloth-
ing, shop in one of the deportment stores,
such os lone Crowford, where the best
bargains are Heng Kong manufactured.

If you want on oceon-going yacht or o
fully rigged Chinese junk, the two best
shipyards are Cheoy Lee ond Wang Fot.
Authorized deolers or sole agents for the
better-known brands of Swiss wotches are:
Artland Wolch Co., for Rolex ond Aude-
mors Piguet; Gilmon & Co., for Girord-
Perregaux; Omtis, for Omega ond Tissot;
Sennet Freres, for Patek Philippe; Shui
Hwa Wotch Co., for Pioget. Photographic
goods from Kinefolo, on the Hong Kong
side; Cinex, at Ocean Terminel ond Cen-
tral; A. Sek, in the Hilton; or from any
leading hotel arcade. Shotguns from Hong
Kong Sporting Arms, opposite Kinefoto,
Stereo equipment from Pacific Radio, Cos-
del, Tom Lee Piono and Moutrie & Ceo. Try
the Communist department stores to get an
ideo of prices for antiques. Most stores
offer free packing but charge for shipping.

Typicol Contonese dishes consist of
barbecued pork, steamed fish ond other
seafoods, roast goose, delicious soups and
dim sum, which are small dumplings of
meot ond fish served on soucers thot ore
counted afterward by the waiter when he
adds up the check. The best Cantonese
restaurant in Hong Kong is Luk Yu Tea
House, an unpretentious estoblishment in
Central that seats regular customers ahead
of strongers. If you're patient, you can
feast on dim sum during the day and, ot
night, on shark’s-fin soup, followed by Chi-
nese ham soaked in honey and deep-fried.

At Yung Kee, olso in Central, Cantonese
specialties ore roost goose, braised
pigeon, soyed chicken, fried stuffed crobs'
claws and fried frogs' legs. For Shonghai
dishes, go to the Greot Shanghai in Kow-
loon, where you con sample chicken in
wine, the famous ‘‘drunken chicken,” or
fried noodles served with pork, shrimps,
kidneys, chicken or eels. A few minutes
away, ot the Spring Deer on Mody Road,
you can order Peking duck cooted with
honey and hung for nearly an hour over
charcoal. If you've still got room ofter-
ward, the rest can be maode into a soup.
If you like heavily spiced foods, try the
Sun Sun in Causeway Bay, where you'll
find cher padi, a pork-stuffed bun; ciled
pancakes coated with green onions; hot
chili beef, Szechwan style; fried shrimps;
broised eggplont; and heot-and-sour soup.

In the best Hong Kong restourants,
you'll have trouble communicating if you
don't speak the language; but don't be
put off. If you want something that con
be drawn, drow it, or point to someone
else’s plate. Go to the back, where they
keep the tanks of fish ond other sea crea-
tures, and indicate the one you want. Don't
think you're moking a fool of yourself;
the serious eoter never lets his ignorance
get in the way of his appetite.

Alternatives to Chinese meals, should
the need arise, are Jimmy's Kitchen for
chicken Kiev; the Copper Chimney for
Swiss fondue; la Taverna for pizzo, con-
nellone and Florentine steak; the Morseille
for bouvilloboisse and coq au vin; the
Dateline for Macaoo scle and enchiladoes;
the Parisian Grill for Kobe beef and a
globe-trotting menu; and Saito for tem-
pura, sushi and other Jopanese dishes. For
Europeon food ond a lot of flomes ot table-
side, head for Goddi’s in the Peninsulo.

Finally, you might try to wangle an
invitation to © man han feast. The meol
consists of 69 courses and has to be
ordered five months in advance. It includes
broised venison, bear's paw and some-
thing called silver fungus soup. Cots are
provided for blooted diners who wani
to sleep between courses.
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mixture known vaguely as international.

Virtually nothing that swims, crawls,
hops. flics or burrows under damp rocks
is wasted by Hong Kong's chefs. Their
refusal to throw away any part of a crea
ture that can be prepared and eaten pos-
sibly explains why one never sees any sea
gulls in the harbor. You can find every-
thing from cocodile steaks 1o snake’s
bile, cock’s testes, fish lips, duck’s brains
and steamed pigeon hearis. In areas like
Mongkok there is. mn winter, a thriving
underground trade in dogs. Black, prel-
erably, and someone else’s. The Chinese
believe that for every pound ol dog
ment,  the body  acquires  insulation
against winter dralts: three pounds and
vou don’t nced to buy a topcoat. But if
vou cat dog i summer, they sayv. vou
bleed lrom the nose and ears. Elsewhere,
chiclly around Kowloon. vou may come
across such oddities as storks and mon-
keys, both of which are believed o he
rich in  properties that ensure  good
health and long lile, and which. with
dogs, are prohibited foods in Hong
Kong. Have no feiwr that one of these
will be served on your plate cunningly
disguised as meat loal or Chinese beel
and vegetables: they are all hard to
come by—and expensive.

The only thing o know about
Chinese lood in Hong Kong is that it
is the hnest in the Orient. at least for
the Cantonese. since most Hong Kong
Chinese are Cantonese people. Northern
Chinese dishes are better i Taiwan, hut
one would have to have been born in
northern China to be able 1o 1ell the
difference.

Anyone who cant find something to
his taste among the possibilities avail-
able in Hong Kong's night life should
feel his pulse to see if it's still going.
The choice. apart [rom resturants. m-
cludes discothéques,

right clubs, cabarets,
ballrooms. theaters and alter-hours clubs.
You can dine expensively aboard a float-
ing restanrant or lor a few pennies at a
roadside stall.

If vou're alone in the colony, vou cin
remedy that by calling one ol the escort
services that employ Oriental and Euro-
pran young ladies. With the legitimate
operations, such s Escort. Lud.. you pay
lor the services of an escort; elsewhere. you
may get a linde more. It depends on
whether the givl hersell is interested; al-
though money can buy almost evervithing
here, nany a tourist has been surprised 10
find that a bulging wallet makes linle
dilference il the young lady tikes a dislike
10 1S OWICL.

Prostitution has been a [eature of life
i China for at least 3000 years, though
mainland authorities claim to have elim-
inated it along with venereal disease,
which still exists in Hong Kong. In
other Chinese communitics, the business
flourishes. In Taiwan, where it 15 a
business  (govern-

ment-owned might be more accurate),
the whorchouses are  huge, multistory
hotels. most of them concentrated in
Peitou. just outside the capital of Tai-
peic Iv's not dike that in Hong Kong.
where prostitution is technically illegal.
But it's a thriving business, like every-
thing else in 1own, and one that the
covernment does little to suppress. The
girls work out of bars, ballrooms. night
clubs.  brothels. on  boats moored i
Yaumati Typhoon Shelter. in Kowloon's
Walled City. in the New Territories—
virtually everywhere.

If that sort of companionship doesn’t
appeial but yvou'd still like company. go
to the Polaris on top of Kowloon's
Hvarr Hotel, around six, or 1o the Go-
down in the basement ol Sutherland
House. on the Hong Kong side, about
5:50. You'll imd an assortment ol voung-
ish people who belong to the Up Club, a
highly successful and very informal or-
ganizaton  founded last year by Jon
Benn, an American resident. The club
ospouses no specific cn Benn, who
savs he started it as an attempt to break
down the colonv's prolessional and n
tionality cliues, claims a membership of
around 1000, about 15 percem ol which
are Chinese. Twenty other nationalities
are represented and about 35 percent are
mauried. Anvone can join. Weekend
parties are held every now and  then,
sometimes aboard a three-masted schooner
that sails around to Big Wave Bay lor a
feast on the beach. Some of the more cyni-
cal nonjoiners in Hong Kong say the
purpose of the Up Club is to help people
find a place 10 get it up: il so (and why
not?), the Godown or the Polaris i cock-
tail hour awve worth an exploratory visit.
Drinks are hall price for evervone. Call
Jou Benn at H-724398 6 you wint o find
out more.

Some of the best and least expensive
things vou am do in Hong hong
night are in the open air. Among these
is the Poor Man's Night Club at the
Macao Ferry car park on the islind. You
should wrrive about ten e, when the
food vendois have set up their caldrons,
grills and open fires and the night air is
vich with the spicy smell of odd and ap-
petizing loods. For a dime you cn feist
on a stew ol noodles. pork and vegetahles.
Spend another 40 cents lor a saving of
steamed fresh shrimps, a howl of rice and
a quant of beer, which you can cat sitting
at a long trestle wable lie by the hissing
glare ol a Coleman lamp.

Once. at least. vou should cross the
harbor at night on a walla-walla. These
small sampans (named  for the watery
chug of their engines) go into operation
when the St Ferry service stops at two
A, Less than 20 cenis buys one ol
the most memorable experiences Hong
Kong can olfer. You descend a steep
flight of steps built into the side of the
wharf, lit by the pale-yellow glow of a
single bulb in the ol ol a shed, with

the water of the harbor lapping at the
pilings and splashing across the lower
steps where the walla-wallas are moored
alongside one another. The surlace is a
nuiss ol shimmering colors, the lights re-
Hected  from shipping and the clecuric
fagade on the other side of the harbor.
Eerie signals from passing vessels echo
across the water, the only sounds heard
over the comlo beat ol the sam
pan’s engine. Crossing the harbor, you
sce warships diessed [rom bow to stern
with strings ol lights, or a cruise liner
clowing like a gold ingot that's spot-
lighted in a dark room.

The Star Ferry, however. is probably
the best bargain in the colony. The fare
is a nickel or a couple ol cents, depend-
ing on the class vraveled: hoth upper and
lower decks afford the same view, which
changes constntly with the movement
ol shipping. Aboard the ferry, a blind
wonmin with two heavy baskets of vege-
tables at her leer calls her three young
childven. who have been plaving hide-
andlseck around the funnel housing thit
picices the upper deck, From the feny’s
engine room comes the dang of hells
and the thump ol engines as the skipper
signals for rveverse and the propellers
churn the water into a foam in prepara-
tion for docking at the Hong Kong—side
terminal. The passenger ramps are low-
ered and everyone streams ashore in a
jostling din. some running to be first
in the line for taxis. the rest dispersing
into the modern office buildings of the
colonv's capital, Vicoria,

Most people refer to the arca as Cen-
tral. It's the administrative capital as
well as the main business diswict ol
Hong Kong. There is a sense ol spa-
ciousness and  colonial  grandeur  here
that's not evident  in - kowloon.
The buildings e bigger and cleaner, the
streets wider, and gardens and fountains
just ourside the ferry terminal lead a
touch ol serenity. But immediaiely be-
vond this dloister lies more of urban Hong
Kong's typical chaos: narrow suoeets hlled
with nurker stalls, rickshas, wathe and
prople—thousands  upon thousands ol
shouting.  gesturing,  spitting  people.
Alleys lead uphill in Hlights ol conarae
steps. both sides with hooths
selling haberdashery, cheap dothing, bolts
ol doth. souvenirs and all manner ol hot
foods.

The dominant feature of the island is
the Peak, which rises 18089 feet rom sea
level and was once the prestige address
of anyone who aspired to he anvone in
the governor’s social circe. It is stll one
ol the most pleasam pliaces to live in the
colony. being cooler by several degrees
than the lower levels ol the island, hut
the advent of air conditioning has taken
some of the status away. Tourisis wravel
to the end of the the Peak
Fram to enjov the colony’s most impres-
sive view ol the harbor or 1o take a
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“Money can’t buy love, but il can sure get you
a bunch of sexy broads!”
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breather in the calé near the top. From
the lookout point, Hong Kong sprawls
acvoss the steep, wooded hills down to
the foreshore and the harbor. To the
right are Causeway Bay and Wanchai—
girlic-bar land, a hazy atyscape during
the day that is transformed into a win-
kling sca ol ncon at night.

The Hong Kong side. the island. s the
prelerred address of the colony's loreign-
crs, whether DBritsh, Auwstralian, Ger-
nan.  Americm, Swiss or Swedish. On
the upper slopes of the Paik. senior
exceutives live i colonial villas  with
neat gardens and cool, t'ed patios, or in
one ol the modern apartment houses
that sprout lrom the hillside—anywhere
on the island where the hills and sea
alford an occasional breere and the sun-
set is not obscured by another building,
The best districts resemble the upper
reaches of the more exclusive canvons in
Los Angeles—winding roads between
banks ol wees, with long driveways lead-
ing to gracious, expensive houses that

stand on the rims ol precipitous slopes.

The white man who used 1o come to
the Orient and prompuly sink into decay
scems to have vanished [rom the colo-
nial stage in Hong Kong, He looks well
fed and prosperous. Most of the Cauca-
sians vou see on the streets seem o be
dressed for cither a board meeting or a
barbecue at a conntry club, New cns are
everywhere—Jags and Mercedes, many
ol them—and the Gumily that cin’t al-
ford a servamt or two, or at the very
least a part-time maid, is a varity.

It is by no means a strenuous lile and
the rewards are gencrous. Income ix s
only 15 percent, with a personal exemp-
tion of more than ST000, and munage-
ment vpes get paid leave every year.
The Hong Kong whites enjoyv a social
position similar to that of another racial
minority, the South Alrican whites, ex-
cept thar in Hong Kong there is no
visible sign ol racism apart from the
traditional Deliel of all Chinese that all
non-Chinese, amd white men in particu-
lar, are dangerous idiots.

“You got the wrong place, buddy. The gay

bar is across the street

*y

Prosperity and  upward  mobility arve
not confined to the Ewopean popula-
ton, however; Hong Kong
Chinese has dragged himself out of the
back streets into the rarefied air of the
ereen Peak, where he can, il he wishes,
consider  himsell  the equal of any
round-cve and probably more cqual. For
the majority of his fellow Chinese, it's
another story,

Most of them live in the recking -
mult along the northern shore ol the
islaind or in the filth and noise ol the
slums north  of  Kowloon's  Golden
Mile. Hundreds ol thousands live in the
government's  huge  housing  projects,
where they pav next o nothing for rent
but are obliged 1o live in overcrowded
conditions that would cause most people
to take to the sireets in protest. Thou-
sands - more—"the  hoat  people™—live
in shanty seulements or aboard junks or
sampans mooved in floating cities such
as Aberdeen, on the island’s south coast.
and in other anchorages all around the
colonv's coast linc.

Many lamilies with five or more mem-
bers live on sampans measuring  litle
more than 16 feer long and six fect
wide. During the day, while the children
are at school and hushbands at work,
wives ferry tourists to the lloating restau-
rants in Aberdeen. Between fares. they
might string artilicial pearls for a local
costume jeweler, prepare wine from the
1oots of plants or paint souvenir objects
that they hang up to dry under the
sampan awning.

The highway that encircles most ol
the island has alwivs bheen busy on week-
ends and with the opening ol the new
wnnel, will doubt be even
jammed. Visitors hoping for a quict place
on the beach will be out of Tuck unless
they charter a boat or a helicopter 10
take them 1o a lonely coast line on one
of the islands. where the only sign ol
life might he a hshing boat drifting across
the sca.

Or 1hey might drive up through 1he
rural landscape of the New Territorics,

nuny  a

no moe

among narow plains edged with moun-
tains and  dotted with yed-roofed  vil-
Liges. A girl, up o her knees in a
muddy ficld ol rice, siears a plow pulled
by a water buflalo. Thousands of ducks
fatten in breeding ponds and  bandy-
legeed men, wearing  the  conical
staw hats seen in Chinese prinis. stoop
in the hot sun to divert a wickle of
water from an irvigation ditdi. Farvther
north, at the nearest point to which
visitors may approach the borvder, is the
abservation post ol Lok Ma Chau,
steep hill overlooking the Shum Chun
River and the collective farms  of
Kwangtung province. At the top of the
hill, an o!d Chinese

old

who mukes his
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living by looking wizened and inscrutable
poses for photographs.

For the purest solitude, you can catch
the ferry from the Hong Kong side to the
outlying island of Lantao, where, for
about ten dollars, a couple can spend a
night in a Buddhist monastery, room,
meals and fares included. The [erry ride
takes 45 minutes to Lantao's Silver Mine
Bay Terminal. From there you take a bus
that follows a single-track road, winding
up imo the mist in the hills, then making
a tarifying U-twrn on the edge of a cliit
that looks as though it plunges straight
into hell. From here the road is two par-
allel concrete strips on an embankment
jutting out from the mountainside. Below,
at a spine-chilling depth, lies the valley
floor and, beyond that, the sea douted
with the humps of islands. At the top of
the mountain, usually to the accompani-
ment of an ominously overheated radia-
tor, the bus passes an ornate arch guarded
by stone beasts. Through the ron gates,
set against a steep declivity, lics the tem-
ple of Po Lin Tse, a yellow-roofed Ori-
cntal fantasy that stands in a broad,
paved courtyard.

A pack of wild dogs roams the area,
invading the kitchen for leftovers and
snarling at strangers. A couple of these
stunted mongrels sit at the steps o the
temple, while monks shuflle in and out
in their black or salfron robes. Incense
burns in a stone basin, the wind whip-
ping shreds of smoke from the glowing
ash, and the bronze arash of gongs min-
gles with the howling of an unearthly
chant.

At night there is nothing to do at Po
Lin Tsc except walk farther up  the
slope, past the temple and beyond the
isolated  tombs on  the bare hillside.
Here, sheltered from the groaning wind
by thick and lengthy stems ol grass, with
the lights of the temple sectlement flicker-
ing in the dusk below, you see an ordinary
sunset transformed into a thing of somber
dread that fills the sky with blood and
darkness. Returning o the temple dormi-
tory, the shaved head of a monk is seen
through an undraped window. He sits in
a room lit by a [amiliav cold-blue glow,
watching a quiz show on television.

There is another journey to make
from Hong Kong, and this one requires
a passport amd a visa, for it takes you
out ol British waters on a 40-mile excur-
sion across the wide mouth ol the Pearl
River, west ol Hong Koug, to the Porwu-
euese colony ol AMacao, the oldest Euro-
pean settlement in the Orient, having
been established as an outpost of Lisbon
some 300 years belore the British wnrived.

Some people think Macao is the best
thing about Hong Kong, with which it
has practically nothing in common. No
booming industries, no modern highway

186 systems, not cven an international air-

port. It's small; with the two adjacent
islands of Coldane and Taipa, Macao
covers about six square miles. The town
itsell is an Iberian-Oriental blend of
Catholic churches, Buddhist temples and
crumbling old Mediterranean villas that
meander in soft pastel colors across a
mwarrow, hilly peninsula of the mainland.

There is something wistful about the
place, a reminder of splendid destinies
gone astray. You sense it in the valiant
grandeur of Government House, with its
lone Portugucse soldier on guard outside,
and in the flaking walls of once-elegant
houses, their dark courtyards heavy with
the perfume of flowering vines. “Surely
nowhere in the world,” as a visitor wrote
ol Macio some years ago, “do the buglers
linger so long over reveille and rewear.”

If you'd like to stay somewhere that’s
typical of the old Macao, check i at the
Bela Vista, a venerable house situated in
a garden at the op of a steep flight of
steps. You'll take breaklast on the ve-
randa ol an old villa, with the ceiling
lans stirring a breeze through the French
windows, the [ragrance of bougainvil-
Iaca in the air and the twitter of swal-
lows whinling around the 1ool. Ask for a
room at the front, so that vou can look
down at the junks scudding under full
sail across the bay,

Macao was at one time the sin center
of the Orient, or so the legend goes. It's
havd 1o imagine that in these lew square
miles there was cnough room for any
Ioge-scale debauchery, but the reputa-
tion persists that herve was a place wheve
vices of every sort reached unparalleled
depths of depraved ingenuity. Along the
Street of Eternal Happiness, opium di-
vans lined the lower lloors. with brothels
one [light up. The sireet is still here,
but not the rest. You can find taxi
drivers who might steer you to a stag
movic in some smelly loft, and people in
Hong Kong claim to have witnessed a
grandmotherly couple perform with a
double-ended dildo, but AMacao is not
the stronghold of sin ol former days.

Neither is it the [eeble, declined Euro-
pem colony it appears to be. Macao
is the caretaker ol enormous wealth in
gold, which carns more for Portugal
(and for Peking) than tourism or local
exports of hrearackers and textiles. Por-
tugal never signed the Bretton Woods
agreement of 1944, in which the impor-
tation ol gold for private use was prohib-
ited. Consequently, Macao and Portugal
import all the gold they can get, the bulk
of which comes through Hong Kong in
vansit rom countries mound the world.
Shipments mrive in special  hydrofoil
deliveries.

The Macao gold syndicate, which
holds the official [ranchise for handling
the gold, issues swatistics for imports

(around  $32,000.000 in 1970) but not
exports, so nobody knows where the
metal goes alter it gets o Macao. In all
probability, it is melted down from the
conventional bars into lighter and more
convenicntly shaped strips, which can be
hidden and then smuggled  through
Hong Kong to illegal buyers in South-
cast Asia, Latin America and India—to
all those places in the world where piracy
and intrigue, crooked dealings and clan-
destine meetings, narcotics traffic and casy
wealth exist either not at all or as the
unapproved exception.

It's tempting to regard Macao and
Hong Kong as vestigial anachronisms,
the last remnants of empires that no
longer exist. But neither the Portuguese
nor the British have disappeared from
the colonial scene. With Macao, Lisbon
still rules scven overseas territories as
Portuguese  provinces, from the Cape
Verde Islands off the west coast of Alrica
to Timor Islind in the Alalay Archipela-
go. And London is still the scat of gov-
crnment for about 15 colonies and is
directly concerned in the administration
of a dozen protectorates, dependencies
and associated stares located around the
globe from the West Indies to the Pacilic
Occan. The new China—translormed
from a 19th Century weakling into a 20th
Century colossus capable ol crushing both
Portugal and Britain—could long ago
have acted upon its frequently stated
hostility 10 European colonialism by re-
taking these two most vulnerably situated
colonies of all. It has not. Indeed, when
Portuguese government officials in Macao
were reported o have expressed their
government’s intention to abandon the
colony during the Communist-instigated
riots there in 1966-1967, Peking moved
very swiltly wo cool them ol

So Macao and Hong Kong endure—
uncertain, as alwavs, about their desti-
nics. Hong Kong in particular has aston-
ished everyone since the very beginning.
having outgrown its apparent potential
a thousand times over. It isn't always
remembered, but when British govern-
ment leaders first heard about Queen
Victovia's new acquisition in China in
1811, they were distressed by its small-
ness: they had wanted something bigger
from which to expand their trading
strength in the Orvient. A barren island
with hardly a house upon it” was the
contemptuous appraisal ol Lord Palmer-
ston, the Forcign Scactrry. He  dis-
missed the official responsible for the
choice of this lowly wact and had him
exiled 1o the independent republic of
Texas as chargé dallaires. “Tt seems ob-
vious.” Palmerston wrote in a lener ol
crushing rchuke to this unlucky man,
“that Hong Kong will not be a mant

of trade.”
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CHATEAU APPLE DAPPLE

wineries are roaming farther and farther
in their scarch for suitable and sufficient
fruit, and have even begun to import
apples from abroad.

As with the flavored wines, [ruit wines
as a category are certainly not new. Den-
mark, Czechoslovakia and Holland are
noted for their berry and cherry wines,
Japan for a soft plum wine and England
for its perry—pear wine.

Kosher fruit wines and the sweet, grapy
Passover wines may have triggered our
modern wine revolution; at least some
astute observers believe so. In the carly
Filties, before the first flavored wines
appeared, kosher wines became suddenly
and inexplicably popular. Investigation
revealed that 85 percent of kosher-wine
sales were going to the non-Jewish
market.

Whatever the genesis—and  certainly
there are myriad influences. including
our penchant for sweet, fruity beverages
—the broad spectrum of flavor and 1ype
available today is unprecedented and con-
tinually expanding. Witness cold duck,
the Irothy, pink, moderately sweet wine
that has literally swept the country.

Just a few years ago. cold duck was
something you ate; today it's almost as
popular as champagne. Cold duck is,
in [act, an artful or awful blend of
champagne and sparkling  Burgundy,
depending on  your predilections and
prejudices. It's come on so suddenly that
there still 1s not a precise definition;
however, there are some de faclo stand-

(continued from page 152)

ards. The product must consist of
champagne and sparkling Burgundy in
roughly equal proportions and must be
some shade ol pink. The Feds won't
grant approval to an artificially carbon-
ated beverage mor 1o one that's either
white or solid red.

There ave several anecdotes, probably
all apocryphal, purporting to explain the
origin of cold duck. The latest one cred-
its it to the hard-biving, hard-drinking

Scott Fitzgerald clan ol expatriates in
Paris. Their Saturday-night bashes invar-

Teatured roast duck, washed down
with buckets ol champagne and  spar-
kling Burgundy. Sunday luncheon. leg-
end has at, consisted ol the leftover wines
mixed together and the remains of the
bird—"cold duck™ all around.

In Germany. co'd duck (Kalte Ente) is
well known as a white-wine  punch.
Chilled Moselle or Rhine is slowly poured
over a long, thin strip of lemon rind, fol-
lowed by chilled Seli. German sparkling
wine. The rind is held over a large pitcher
braced by two forks and is discarded after
the pouring.

The first commercial cold duck, bottled
in New Yok, had a marked labrusca-
grape tang. This is the native. Con-
cord-type  Eastern variety, used in the
kosher wines, and it's no coinddence
that both wines have come into favor.
Many people find these fragrant wines,
reminiscent of grape juice. very pleasant.
Often, first-time  tasters are thrown oft
hecause overcager retailers represent cold

iably

“Have you heard the latest? "Your Tallness’
isn’t good enough for him anymore. From now on, he wants

to be addressed as ‘Your Highness.

r

duck as a form ol champagne, which it
is not. It's generally sweeter, not as light
nor as delicate. Ducks are much more
flavorful, (‘specially the Eastern brands,
with their marked labrusea cast. Many
from California have at least a touch of
labrusca, too.

Ducks are proliferating—with quite a
few winging in [rom overscas. K. C.
Bourke, wine savant and editor ol the
authoritative British  bimonthly Wine
magazine, indicates that the ralhce is not
all onc way, to the surprise ol European
vintners. She compares the ducks with
sparkling perry, “phenomenally success-
ful” in England. Both products, she
feels, “fulfill a nced on the part of
numerous people for an uncomplicated,
sweel, fresh, fruity drink, not too alco-
holic. not too expensive, casy 1o quall
on all occasions.”

We've found that cold duck does
more for a punch than champagne; it
mixes nicely with orange juice, cognac
or vodka.

The array of cold ducks on the shelves
is so vast, and constantly changing, that
it’s impractical to vate them all; but
there are a [ew guidelines that will help
you bring down the duck of your choice.
Firms that are noted for their cham-
pagnes will usually have better-quality
cold ducks: Christian Brothers (Extra
Cold Duck). Paul Masson (Very Cold
Duck), Korbel and Almaden (Le Do-
maine) i California; Taylor, Gold Seal
and Great Western (Pink Cold Duck) in
New York. Christian Brothers” Extra Cold
Duck is among the driest. There ave, ol
course, many other fine brands. André
is about as good as you can do in a low-
cost duck. and it's consistent. Lastern bot-
tlings tend 1o a greater labrusca flavor.
The imports are usually quite sweet and
lower in alcoholic content, some as little
as nine percent. American ducks go be-
tween mine and 13 percent.

Much ol the preceding information
can be gleaned Irom the labels. Read
them before you buy. And be alert o
the fliers that sound like ducks but
aren’t, like Peacock, Cold Turkey, Cold
Bear and Cold Bird. They may be wor-
thy specimens; theyre just not cold
duck. However, Waikiki Duck and On-
ange Duck, even though they ave Ha-
vored, like the Special Naturals, are true
cold ducks.

Considering all we've seen so [ar, you
wouldn’t think there'd be room for any
thing new. But there’s activity in the
vineyards—Last, West and o hewtween,
The flow of new wines, new flavors and
revamped old  [avorites will contmue.
Exactly what's coming? Nobody knows
lor sure, but here’s a fairly educated

guess:  For one thing, contemporary
wines  will have more cliervescence.

(There's presently a bill in Congress to
increase the allowable level rom seven
pounds pressure 10 14 pounds, without
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going into the higher tax category for spice flavors added. A tomato or tomato-  lyzed by concern about the right wine
sparkling wines.) New flavors will con- flavored wine would certainly make an with the right dish, correct preparation
tinuc to emphasize the fruits, straight or  agrecable predinner aperitil, if a good and pouring, proper appointments—the

as a mélange. Expect to see more pure onc could be developed. whole gowrmet number. This allows
fruit wines such as loganberry and black- Maybe the most delightful aspect of wine to be handled casvally—a pleasant,
berry, in lighter, low-alcohol VErsions. the entire new deal in wines has noth-  casygoing beverage with a  somewhat

As grapes become more expensive, we  ing to do with the wines themselves but  mild lift that requires no special occasion.
may have a surge of neutral, fruit-based s in the feeling about them. People who  You take it when and how you like,
wines with natwral [ruit or fruit and are into contemporary wines wren’t para-  just lor the fun of it. And that's nice. ﬂ

PLAYBOY’S GUIDE TO POP WINES

NAME UIT | % ALCOHOL | SWEETNESS RANGE
‘Almondoro_ | 18-20 | |_Full
Anggrél’em:n | Moderate |
: ngs ! |
| Medium 5
ey o il
{

. Medium

g

Bacchus

Bali Hai

ao';me'! Far;'l'lw .

S Ao
Boone's Farm
Strawberry Hill

Cold Bird Medium

- Cold Duck Medium (uniess
(various label indicates
wineries) otherwise)
Dudenhoefer
- May wine

i Fruit wines:

A Genera |!'l.
‘Apple, some qui ea

: Cﬁerry. etc. y
et

Mardi Gras
Mokka Lau

B s R
JRFuIERE. & TR
X Full sy |
2 Full s e 32 |
Moderate |
Medium

Ocean Spray Rose
Pagan Pink Ripple
Peacock ;
Pear Ripple
Red Ripple

Richards Hard Moderate
Cider

Richards Did Style Medium

__Apple Wine

‘Richards Peach Medium

Richards Wild Irish Moderate

Rose Extra ht

Sangrole Medium
Silver Satin Full
Silver Satin/ Medium

Bitter Lemon
Spa nada" d

Moderate

Su_rn-.Plurr_l
Swiss Up Full
Tangor Full
Thunderbird Medium
Twister Medium
Tyrolia Medium
Vin Kafé Medium
Sant'Gri Two types: regula
Yago Sant'Gria (me(}z_lp Ll e r
extra-dry (lighter
body, less sweet) o - 2
Zapple 11 Medium (FRpeaReeee| Gold |

NOTE: In any wine chart, taste evaluations are subjective, being rnerell)jdues to what the bottles hold. (Also, note that not all brands are available
in all markets, and that alcohol percentage may vary. place to place.) Under Sweetness Range, Moderate indicates a perceptible sweetness that
doesn't dominate—similar, say, to a sweet Vouvray. Full indicates a frankly sweet wine but one that's still below the sweetness level of a cream
sherry. Medium, obviously, isin between. There's no substitute for doing your own tasting. so open a bottle or two and draw your own conclusions.
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policy, who gave the orders. And they
haven’t asked for any sympathy; they
still claim they were right. None of the
people who are really responsible for
war crimes in Vietnam has ever admit-
ted doing anything wrong. They need to
understand that the people who hired
them think they did just about every-
thing wrong. Generals like Westmore-
land won’t take any responsibility for
the awful things that could have been
avoided in Vietnam. Instead, they try
to sell people this bill of goods about
the heavy responsibility of sending men
to their deaths, implying that this is so
much harder than going out there them-
selves, What unadulterated horseshit.

Why in hell. just once in a while,
don’t these generals get our there on
the Dbooby-trapped trails and be “cow-
ards” with the rest of us? I'll go back
to Saigon and take the responsibility
for scnding them to their deaths. What
they really ought to do is put a private
in charge for a day each month and let
him name the members of combat patrols.
Let’s let them send the generals out there
and see then whether the generals think
it takes more courage 1o go out there and
fight or whether it takes more courage to
send others.

And this doesn’t apply just to the
generals; it also applies 1o the military
mentality in Government. The Kissin-
gers, you know. Kissinger is a fat litle
professor. I imagine when he was a lictle
kid in the street, somebody kicked his
ass and took his football and played a
game with it, and gave it back when he
was done. And all of a sudden here
he is, 2 guy to make “tough” deci-
sions. People in Washington are more
worried about being “tough” than they
are about making good decisions. T say on
“Private’s Day” throw Kissinger’s name in
the hat with the generals'.

PLAYBOY: Given your hostility to the
Army, how did you manage to stay in
it all those years?

HERBERT: Well, 1 don’t hate everything
about the Army. I gave a lot of good
years to the Army and I believed in a
lot of what the Army preached. I still do.
And 1 did well in the Army. I received
an early promotion to major and an
carly promotion to licutenant colonel. I
was one of the Army's 1op five percent-
ers. I cut my hair, 1 shined my shoes, I
did everything that was required, and I
still felt the way I always have about
vight and wrong. This was very con-
fusing to military minds. They figure
that if vou look like a sheep, you must
be a sheep.

When I went all the way, reported
war crimes just like the regulations say
it's your responsibility to do, the Army
jumped on me with both feet. I'm not
doing my duty, the way they look at it;

I'm just making trouble for the Army.
Again, it’s straight out of Kafka—or
Catch-22. 1f you're guilty of war crimes,
you'll be promoted or made comman-
dant of West Point, or at least the
President will come to your defense. But
when you report war crimes, you'll get
hounded and thrown out of the Army.
But I don't hate the Army. T hate what's
happened to it. T tried my damnedest to
do something about it from within, but
I couldn’t ger anywhere.

PLAYBOY: And now you're out.

HERBERT: Yeah. But before T retired. they
got in a few last little humiliations,
After cverything was dropped and 1 was
obviously going to leave the Army. there
was still all this mindless harassment—
the sort of games they play at West
Point to humble a man and 10 make
some jackass feel superior because he
can order a freshman to eat his meals
sitting at attention. I was called in, for
example, and given lessons on how to
salute, like I was a recruit in basic
trtining who couldn’t get it right and
needed a little discipline. Why did they
have to discipline me? For reporting
war crimes? For going on the Dick Cav-
ett Show? It got to the point of their
gewing soldiers to call my wife dirty
names in front of me, to call my daughter
dirty names in front of me, things like
this, to antagonize me into saying some-
thing back or swinging out like a little
kid. Petty shit. Foolish. I mean, I grew
up a long time ago.

PLAYBOY: Well, their provocations didn’t
work, and you were mustered out in
March without another black mark.
How does it feel to be out?

HERBERT: My [eclings are mixed. Tt's a
relief to get away from the Alice in
Wonderland atmosphere of the past
three years. I was beginning to wonder

if maybe everybody was crazy but me.
Or vice versa. But I put a lot of my life
into the Army. So in a way I'll miss it. I
have a lot of good friends in the Service
—most of whom support me even if it’s
just in private—and I'll miss them. Bur
I'm excited about doing something new.
I have a book coming out this fall about
my life in the Army and the experiences
of the past few years. I also have my
training in psychology and look forward
to putting that to use—teaching and
writing.

But the biggest thing I have to do is
stay active in making the public aware
of what must be done hefore it's too late.
Something has 10 be done and there are
a few men back from Vietnam who have
decided that the way to make peace with
themselves and to really do something lor
the country is by bringing all of this out
in the open. It's something that has to be
done. Not for vengeance, but so we can
avoid the even greater recriminations
that will occur if this country doesn't
honestly face the questions raised by
Vietnam—war crimes and the runaway
military.

We can’t afford to go on hating each
other and covering up. If we do, the
whole thing will just fester like an open
wound. I think that Vietnam could, para-
doxically, be a blessing. We can learn
from it and change and go on to become
an even greater country. So I'll try 1o do
my part. You know, every now and then
someone will ask me why I'm doing all
this, implying that there’s something in
it for me, that I'm making a buck or
enjoying the notoriety. I just tell them.
“I'm doing this for the simplest reason
in the world: because it happened.” But
the question isn't really why I'm doing
it, but why all the others—who saw the
same things and who feel the same way
I do—aren’t doing it. too.

“I think yow’re too old to marry my daughter. Would you
consider taking my wife off my hands?”
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(continued from page 57)

Angeles and  Prolessor  Victor  Rosen-
blum of the Northwestern University
Law School.

2. Both the Rabbinical Alliance of
America and the Rabbinical Coundl of
the Syrian and Near  Eastern  Jewish
Community in America have condemned
aboruon as legalized kitling.

3. The Orthodox Church has called
abortion “the killing of a human being
with the vight to lile.”

1. Over 800 doctors have signed a
petition in New York State opposing the
present liberalized abortion law.

If Ms. Sinith thinks thar abortion is
supported by the American College of
Obstetricians and  Gynecologisis, b osuy
gest she poll the members. The fact that
a representative body voted in such a
way does not mean its members agree.

Besides objecting 1o Ms. Smith's error,
I found the tone of her letter ollensive.
Her auitude scems to be than il a Catho-
lic does something to fight abortion he
does it only because he's a Catholic.
That’s the same kind of reasoning that
was used back when the L that a
robbery was committed by two black
men was always included in the newspa-
per story.

Ms. Smith calls the phrase “killing
habies” an emotional reference, imply-
ing that i's therelore invalid as a point
of argument. But that is preascly the
point ol this whole issue: Abortion is
killing habies. Medical science has proved
the fetus 1o be a unigue individual. and
to think otherwise. to deny that the
union of egg and sperm is a human, is
medieval.

Finally, Ms. Smith dredges up the
howry argument that Catholics should
not impose their views on evervone else.
As a Catholic. T oppose war, racism. the
prison system and murder. May 1 not
“impose” these "prejudices” on evervone
clse? The denial of rights o many class-
es ol people is most surcly the concern

ol all.

James Breig
Fast Greenbush, New York

ABORTION CONFUSION

I am constantly amazed by the inge-
nuity with which people cin Lilwicie
arguments to justily almost any uncon-
scionable position. For example. consider
Dr. Roberts Rugh's incredible leter on
abortion (The Playboy Forum, April),
in which he states that no layman could
differentiate hetween  a  two-month-old
human fetus and a similarage fetus of
any of several other animals. From this,
he concludes that “To say that this or-
ganism is @ human being and therefore
1o conclude that abortion is murder is
ridiculous.”

It is quite irrelevant whether or not a
layman—or a tained scientist, for that

matter—can, with the naked eye, make
the distinction to which Dr. Rugh refers.
An examination by eleciron microscope
of the strucue ol cell chromosomes and
genes ina newly conceived luman zygote
reveals beyond any doubt the unmistak-
able stamp of humanity.

Just for argument’s sake. let’s assume
that the lile developing in a woman’s
womb is not yet human. Then the prob-
lem is to determine at what point this
entity becomes human and  shares in
human vights. I am confident that no
one am answer that question, nor does
anvone have infallible criteria for mak-
ing the determination. Thus, even il a
fetus is not human from the moment of
conception. the doubt about the point
at which it hecomes human means that
every abortion runs the risk ol destroy-
mg a human being.

Dr. Rugh is a prime example of a
person who distorts and [or ignores reality
when forming an opmion and who has
sold ot to the rends of the times,

Mis. Philip A. Gonzales
Portand, Oregon

Dr. Rugh's obseroation was made in
response 1o those who belicve, with Dr.
Bart T. Heflevnan " The Playboy Fo-
rum.” Januwary). that displaying pictures
of feluses constitutes some sorl of ar-
gument against abortion. Such photo
wraphs. often  wsed  for anti-abortion
propaganda, arve less impressice when
one realizes that they might as well be
pictures of a mouse, chicken or turile
embryo. Of course, an expert conld tell
them apart, but the fact that they're so
undeveloped that it would reguire an
expert with instruments (o identify the
spectes 1s a good veason for maintaining
that this organism is not yet a hwman
bemng.

Determining at what point the fetus
“becomes human and shares i human
rights” becomes a problem only if you
think the answer could be Jound by
scientifically examining the [etus. It's
not that kiid of question, though: 1's a
question of making a value judgment
Such a deiermination is made on the
basis of one’s  Jeelings, among  othey
things. abont the velative valwe of a
woman's life versus that of a fetus’s. 1We
vealize that others may disagree with the
judgments made by the women who
obtain abortions and the doctors who
perform them. But we also feel that
those who support  elective  abortion
reach their convictions out of a sincere
cancern for the quality of Iniman life.

“The  Plaxboy  Forum™  offers  the
opporiunily for an extended dialog be-
tween rveaders and cdiloys of this pub-
lication on subjects and ssues velated to
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
corvespondence lo The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 Norvth  Michi-
gan  Avenue, Chlicago, Illinois 60611,
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(continued from page {08)
back. She could be something other than
a neuter, as long as that something was
a little boy.

Yer nuns often survived their training
better than priests—remained more hu-
man, more  spontaneous  and  loving.
They were saved by another Catholic
prejudice—the view that women are bas-
ically emotional. not capable of much
reason. The priest. by conuast, had a
specilic duty and ability to “rise above”
the emotional life. He was (or should
have been) more a aecature of reason,
and he had more occasions of danger.
The nun could stay in her convent. hut
the priest had to go out into the world

10 deathbeds for the last sacraments,
to banks for the parish mortgage. Yet
even this mobility was felt as a danger-
ous trafic with the secular. A success in
the priesthood was the man who could
work his way toward isolation—up the
hicrarchic rungs to that large ollice
where a bishop could be all alone with
his ledgers.

The priest's own instinets fit in with
those ol many Catholic lavinen, who
rejoiced in the [act that priests were
alool and different. “We would not re-
spect priests so much if they were just
like us.” That judgment was betrayed by
its selective character. A priest could be
“just like us” in enjoying food or sports
or pets. Despite the fact that Irish Cath-
olics have sullered a good deal for their
love of the bottle, Catholics have not
expected their priests to set an example
of abstinence in this regard. They can
be just like others in most weaknesses—
in all of them, actually, except one. If
they resemble them by “indulging in”
sex, they lose their respect.

Why are we allowed 1o respect doctors
andd lawvyers, Presidents and - Senators,
Protestant ministers and - Jewish rabbis
without demanding that they be separat-
cd from their sexualityz Where priests
are concerned, we were told that hav-
g no family would make a man more
open and caving. If thar were true, then
we should require celibacy from  the
President, who has his hand on the
nuclear-destruet button and  needs  all
the humanttarian  inhibitions  we  can
place upon him. But of course it is not
true. The reason Catholics admirved celi-
bacy in their priests was simple—they still
believed. despite lormal prolessions to
the contrary, that sex, though not quite
evil, somehow sullies, makes a person
subtly contaminaed or second-rate. The
maried person is allowed sex—a mini-
mum amount. anywav: enough to beget
children and blunt concupiscence—as a
concession 1o weakness. The beter way
is that of the priest, who is “above all
that"—an  attitude  expressed  whenever
women said they could not go to conles

sion to a married priest (one not neu-
ter, above all that, a nonman).

Thus Catholics were sorted out into
first-class (priests and nuns) and second-
class citizens (the married laity), with an
unrecognized group ol resident aliens (the
unmarried laity). It was unfortunate that
the debate on states ol life began ar all,
and doubly unfortunate that it drew on
the Aristotelian idea of perfection as sell-
sufhciency.

The religious life of the three vows
became the state ol perfection (martyrs,
since they were considered perfect, be-
came  first-class  citizens  fronoris  causa,
even if they had been married). Other
celibates, those without the formal pro-
fession of vows, were lower in the scale
ol things—priests outside the religious
orders or pious widows, too old 10 take
the vows, leading a single life ol dedica-
tion to God (widows were also “above
all that™). But widows fell back into the
second-class category il they remanried.
This sccond stratum  was  a  difterem
world as [ar as merit was concerned:
The great dass distinction was given a
spurious  Biblical sanction by  sharply
dividing  Christ’'s commands  from  his
counsels. Hard savings such as “Turn
the other cheek”™ or “Become a stranger
to [ather and mother” or "Go and sell
all and give 1o the poor” were held o be
additions to the minimal course that
could be steered to salvation. The “ordi-
nary” Christian strove for salvition—to
scrape through, as it were. The more
generous strove to live up to the full
Gospel by adding things onto the preach-
ing that made for salvation. obeyving not
only what Christ commanded but what he
merely counseled.

The result was a prolessionalization of
virtue: If one really did seek perfection,
he would hardly do it in the second-class
context. To get married was 1o admit
you were not in the big race, not even
in the running of the perlection stakes.
Perfeaion cime as a package deal—true
poverty, chastity and obedience were all
to be found together, in the religious
life. Note the quiet assumption that
chastity (sexual virtue) was svnonymous
with celibacy. Temible misconceptions
were bred by this set ol norms: saintly
Christian - Jaymen  [eeling  they  could
never practice the full Gospel-—indeed,
had no right 1o do so: lax priests and
nuns lecling superior by virtue of their
state”: the reversal of all the Gospels'
reversals—the  last  making  themselves
first; the idea ol competitive virtue rein-
troduced alter Christ had mocked it in
his own roles ol slave and clown and
criminal, had  said  the
saved as a whole, not splintered into
individuals.

Perlups the worst injustice, in this
systematized round ol wrongs done to
others and to onesell in the name of the
Gospel, was embodied in this fact: The

kingdom  was
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religion that gave such honor 1o celibacy
was far more cruel than most o the
unmarried laity. This, too, was a result
ol the professionalization of the coun-
scls. I 2 person were secking perfection,
he would enter the state of perlection.
If people were equally holy outside that
state, what would happen to that state’s
claims, to all the prerogatives of proles-
sionals? Bachelors and old maids  did
not belong 1o the union. They had not
chosen, had only been rejected—nobody
wanted them, A nun was the pride of an
old-fashioned  Catholic [amily: an old
maid was its shame.

It should be clear by now that all the
areuments for institutionalized celibacy
are dodges and  deceits. The Church's
problem lay in its double heritage, a
Hebrew tradition hrmly rooted in the
wooddness of the Creator and His gilts
(“It is not good that the man is alone™)
andd 2 classical tradition insistent on the
hody-soul dualism. treating the body as
enemy and  encumbiznce. Some  voung
Catholics have rediscovered the  bias
against sex in early Chvistian - Fathers
and treated it with a judgment as alis-
torical as the blanket approval al all
patristic texts. We get endless replays,
now, of the idea that Saint Augustine
laid down repressive  rules  for  the
Church out of his own guili-ridden past
and  halfshed  Manichacism. But any-
thing he said against sex can be 1opped
by even the most casual reading in late
classical authors or carly Cluistian here-
tics. Augustine’s importance. in this con-

196 text, lies not where he echoed the culwure

but where he opposed it—opposed the
Platonizers by saying this life is properly
imperfect, even i its Christian sectors;
opposed the Manichacans by saying mar-
riage is a good in itsell (though not the
highest onc); opposed those who, like
Tertullian, said men should not bring
children into this imperfect state of wial:
opposed the prejudices against bastards
by lavishing praise and love on his son
(defiantly named God's Gilt); and op-
posed those who were critical of his “con-
lessions™ as 1oo frank about sex.

Over against his background and envi-
ronment, Aungustine was on the side of
lile-——and that is the point: There s
cultural struggle, all the way, in man’s
attitude  toward  sex. The  ahistorical
mind cinnot take this in. It swrives for
one rule, a paduring thing, onc dis
cerned rom earliest to latest times, dim-
Iv or clearly grasped but always there.
Such a predisposition 1o changelessness
is destructive wherever we find i, b
nowhere more so than in dealing with
sex—where, as Chesterton said, we are
all a little mad, and those maddest who
think they are most rational. There s
always clash and tension in the charged
area of sex. Those who deny this by
saving it is all a blessing are as idiotic as
those who think ol it only as a curse.
The Catholic Church, in trying to deny
such contradictions, has heen forced in
an eminent way to embody them: All its
formulas say sex is good, the Creator’s
aift. while all its instincts and many ol
its actions say just the opposite.

The whole Church teaching went
astray when two virginities were mis-
interpreted—that of Jesus and that ol
his mother. The Hebrew world was as
harsh on unmarried people of its day
as has been any Catholic community of
the past—a common prejudice in tribes
sccking perpetuity of lineage.  Why,
then, arve Mary and Jesus presented in
the Gospels as virgins? Bible scholars
argue that the virgin birth cn be inter
preted only in conjunction with the
schematic genealogy of Jesus, as 2 bal-
ance of continuity against discontinuity.
Jesus was the heir of David, Tulfiller of
the kingly dreams, yet not in the line
of expected hopes. He fulfills unex-
pectediy (his kingdom not being ol this
world) and represents a new departure,
a beginning; a birth as unindebied to
the past as Adam’s own. He is both the
heir of David and the canceler of Da-
vid's line, of all earthly hopes of power:
the heir of Adam and his own Adam
—second Adam, man returning to God, as
the first Adam had come from Him. So,
as the Spirit moved throngh an inchoate
universe, to call Adam up in abrupt
creative act, the Spirit once more moves
over “virgin territory” to begin ancw
with another Adam. Mary is virgin not
because she is “above all that"—though
her likenesses in the modern age have
been as vague about breasts and hips as
those of a habited nun, She was virginal
as the dust from which Adam came
—innocent, as yet. of history: for history
was about to be reversed.

Then what ol the virgin Jesus: He
did not “fall through woman,” it is true
—though Genesis does not have the mi-
sopynist and antisexuitl mind ol this
patristic interpretation of Adam’s fall.
Adam fell out of his sell-sufficient isola-
tion into human need—into the complex
possibilities created by the existence ol
another person, He fell to his “own
flesh,” the rib that yearned outward and
turned back wearing a  different  lace,
and he fell because it is not good for
man o be alone. The [all was an escape
from Aristotclian scli-sufficiency into his-
tory and muual need. Adam s the
sacrament ol the beginning, mere prom-
ise; he could not be more. Jesus is a sign
of the end, of the Gospel's disturbance
of ordinary life, and ol Christianity’s
union with Jesus in that “last time™ he
lives.

That is the Gospel message, one very
L from Catholics’ feeling that an ideal
mother (e.g., Mary) would not actually,
well, h])l'(';ul her legs; do  that; take
that thing into her, even for the noble
purpose of producing me. (Sure, Mom's
all right, she couldn’t help it—it’s the
price of original sin, there’s no other
way anymore. But it only Adam hadn’
{allen, then she could have

been o



mother and still have been as pure as
Mary.) And the Gospel message is very
far from the claim that anyone who
wants to follow Jesus must be a virgin
like Jesus, One can no more be Jesus
(shouldering expensive tombstones down
all over Catholic cemeteries on the third
day after burial) than one can be Adam
and diraw a woman from one'’s ribs. The
sign is, in both cases, a sign, a teaching
—something ])niming outward 1o [act,
not contained in itsell for isell.

Only once in the lour Gospels does
Jesus seem o call men to celibacy (Mai-
thew 19:12) as “cunuchs for the sake of
the kingdom of heaven”™—and that pas-
sage has probably been as badly misinter-
preted as the Onan story in the Old
Testament. A number of modern scholars
have returned o Clement ol Alexan-
dria’s understanding ol the verse, which
involves no reference o celibacy (see Q.
Quesnell, Catholic  Biblical Quarierly,
1968, and Harvey Cox, For Christ’s
Sake, PLAYBOY. Junuary 1970). Otherwise.
Scripture contains only Paul's commen-
dation of virginity to the Corinthians
(I Corinthians 7)—and even there, he
miakes it clear that T have no command-
ment of the Lovd.” He writes in the very
shadow of the final crisis (the “impend-
ing calamity,” in which “our time is a
contracted one”). Out ol the urgency of
his own preaching activities before the
end of the world, he recommends that no
one bother 1o change his state in lile—
not slaves, not the married [ nor the
winmarriced. “Let every man remain in the
cilling in which he was called.” Why
set up houschold in a crumbling world?
Paul writes on the run, calling others to
come with him i they can—there is so
much 10 be done helore the end.

When the expeatation of an immedi-
ate end w0 the world  disappened,
Mwal's norms had o undergo a change.
Men thought in terms of greater per-
nanence, while adapting the idea of
“the last time” to new uses. Is there a
place for celibacy in a last time so

reinterprered?

Some think so—including two radical
priests. Philip Bervigan and his brother,
Daniel. They have seen single nuns and
pricsts visk Jail with casier minds than
some who would be leaving spouses and
children behind. Indeed. so eritical have
they been of the modern family—as a
“sitting duck lor the state”—that some
think they wre trying to limit the full Gos-
pel once more. set up another clerical
monopoly on it. 1 think this is & misun-
derstanding of their criticism. As Dan
Berrigan puts it, the [amily is weak inso-
Lar as it meshes with other institutions as
part ol the suicidal working ol our system:
“The muddle class breeds kids 1o become
social engineers, the poor breeds kids to

kill—and their progeny stays in conflict
with each other and supports the state.”
The answer is not for everyone to go
off to seminaries—for the institutional
church is also engaged with the svstem,
and it wses celibacy not to invite risk
but to minimize it. The Gospel can he
reccived by those in any state of lile,
as Saint Paul emphasized—and certain
things (including the comatose [amily)
can be changed only from within, But
it is probably true that no change will
ocar without those who take special
risks, wage a special kind of war upon
the world. In Berrvigan's words, “With
regard 1o most ol our fellows in church
and state. both my brother and I e
really dead men. It makes no sense not
to start with that fact. We have no stake
in church or state, as currently in evi-
dence;  their aims. their values,  their
mutual vansfusions of comfort. We have
said no 1o 1t all.”

This kind of lonely no said o the
system hias nothing 10 do with mass
produced cunuch-servants to the Church
bureaucracy. It is a way ol going. indi-

vidually, out to an edge of hyperaware-
ness and risk, signilying in one’s own
breakaway—the most radical rejection of
this order’s living death. It is a highly
personal way ol being “dead men™ 10
bring lile back into the world. thinking
in terms ol ultimates, an ending to our
whole scheme of things. Religious celi-
bacy, to be justified at all, must be a
radical, exceptional, exceedingly private
choice relamed 1o carisis. To make of 1t
a taming institutional device is to mock
the spirit of freedom for which it should
stand, Most priests, like the rest of us,
have not gone far enough into danger to
say, with Daniel Berrigan, “We have jail
records. we have been tarbulent, unchar-
itable, we have failed in love lor the
brethren, have viclded to fear and de-
spaiv and pride olien in our lives. For-
give us. We are no more, when the truth
is told. than ignorant beset men, jockey-
ing against all chance, at the hour ol
death, for a place at the right hand ol
the Dying One.”
a

“That’s the difference between just a politician
and a real statesman.”
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THE SILVER BULLET  (continuca from poge 122

Roy was back in the kitchen, preparing
the bag lunches; at the end table in the
far lelt cormer of the room, a single
customer was gewting drunk. Jones was
pulling his own lunch out of the kitchen
window with his back to the door.
When he wrned and saw that it was
Willis standing by the bar, he smiled
and asked, “A born [ool, hey:”

R. V., looking especially mean, came
up 1o the bar and stood beside Willis.
Jones sighed. laid the plate on the b
and dropped both hands out of sight.
“How much this place carn in a week?”
R. V. denunded. He had pufled our his
checks and chest. so that he now looked
like a bearded Buddha.

“We eat steady,” Jones told him, still
smiling.

Bertha Roy looked out at them from
the kitchen, her sweating face screwed
up in puzzlement.

R. V. sighed, intimating ruflled  pa-
tience. A fat mouth make a solt ass,
brother,” he said to Jones.

“What you bovs waniz" Bertha called

from the Kkitchen. Her voice sounded
like a bark.

“Tend your pots. Momma,” R. V.
called 10 her. Then he said to Jones:
“How muchz"

“You better get on out,” Joues wld him.

Willis, standing beside R. V., wied 10
look as mad. But his checks could not
hold as much air, and without a beard,
he did not look as imposing.

“Now. listen here, brother,” R. V. said
to Jones. “As ol this minute. 1 declare
this  joint nationalized. Every  dollar
come in here, the community ger back
wwenty-five cemts. less three cents oy
tax. Every plate of food pass over that
counter, the community get ten pereent
of the profit, less two cents tax. Paving-up
time is Friday mornings. before noon.
You can play ball or dlose down now.”

“Can I ask who go'n do the collecting
for the community?*” Jones asked. his
voice humble.

R. V. snapped his fingers twice. Willis
moved in closer to the bar. “This here's
our certificd community collector visa-
vis this bar,” R. V. announced. “Treat

“It was my first earthquake, my first time on
a water bed and my furst time! All at the same lime!”

him nice. And when he come in here on
Friday mornings, you smile.”

“Why wait lor Fridayz” Jones asked.
“I'll smile right now.” And he raised his
hands rom under the bar, He was hold:
ing a 12Z.gauge shotgun. “See how wide
my jaws are:” he asked. “I'm smiling so
much my ass is tight. Now, what about
yours:” And he lifted the gun and backed
olf for range.

“Let’s go, man,” Willis said to R. V.
He was already moving toward the door.

But R. V. did not move. He held up
one long finger and began to wave it at
Jones. A bad move, brother,” he said.

“Why don't you boys go on home!”
Dertha Roy called from behind  Jones.
“You oughtta be shame ol yoursells!™

“Bertha, vou don't have to tell them
nothin’,” Jones said over his shoulder.
“Thev'H be goin® home soon enough.”

Willis was already at the door. He did
not mind being the first one our, but
then, he did not want w leave without
R. V. “Let's go, man,” he called from
the door.

“Tomorrow's Thursday,” R. V. said to
Jones, ignoving Willis. “We'll be in to
inspect the books. And remember, il you
get any ideas about disrupting the prog-
ress of ouwr dynamic here. thac'll be
some action, visievis yoir” Then he
twrned sharply and walked toward Wil-
lis at the door.

The druuk over in the corner lifted
his head from the table and peered alter
them.

“You bovs need a good whippin®.”
Bertha Roy called.

Jones just watched them go, smiling
to himself.

- - -

That night, Willis went into Stanley’s
pool Tl and wold Dewey Bivins what
had happened. He explained that since
R. V. Felton and his organization had
taken over, there would be a guaranteed
cut ol 12 percent for him, Willis, every
Friday. And sinee he had deaded o
join up with the Henry Streer guys,
rather than with 1. V., this would memn
a weekly income ol from S20 to S50 oy
the vang. He said that he envisioned
new unilonms for the guys, beter cquip-
ment and a growing slush fund lor more
speedy bail bonding. But Dewey did not
secem 1o share his enthusiasm. He  laid
his cue on the wable, howned ad
asked, “Who is these guys, anyhow? They
don’t hive round here. This herve's o
werritory.”

Willis tried to explain, as conarercly
as possible, the purposes of the organiz-
tion. And though he made a brave clornt
to repeat, word for word, the speech
that R. V. had given him, he could el
thae without the hand movements, it
sounded  uninspiring. In fact, Dewey
saidd as much even belore Willis had
fimished. “That's bullshit!” he said, his
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[ace poing tight. “They ain’t go'n pull
that kind of shit round here. Any natu-
ralizin® that’s done, we'll be doin® it!”

“Nationalization,” said Willis.

“And we'll be doin’ it, not
phonies.”

“But then ' be in wouble,” Willis
explained. “These guys have alrcady
taken over the job. If T let you take it
from them, they'll be after me.”

“That’s vour problem,” Dewey said,
his eyes showing a single-mindedness.
“You wanna be with them or us? Remem-
ber. we live round here. If you join up
with them, the West Side ain't go'n be
far enough away lor vou to move.” He
allowed a potent pause to intervene,
then asked. “Know what T mean?”

Willis kuew.

them

- - -

The Iollowing morning. he waited out-
side the barbershop acvoss the  street
from Slick’s. He smoked, walked up and
down the block several umes, then sot
imto a throw-to-the-wall game with the
boy who worked in the shop. He lost 17
cents, and then quit. The boy went back
into the shop, shaking the coins in his
pocker. Willis waited some more. He
had planned to go in with the group
that arrived first: but as the wan became
longer and longer. he began o consider
going in alone and apologizing to Jones
lor the whole thing. He decided against
this, however. when he saw Bertha Roy
leaving o deliver the lunch bags. The
place secemed unsafe with her gone.

Finally, a linle alter two. R. V. Fel-
ton and another fellow drove up in a
dark-blue Ford. R. V_, behind the wheel,
wis wearing green sunshades. He double-
parked and kept the motor running
while his man got out and went into
Slick’s. Willis crossed over and leanced
against the car. R. V. was looking espe-
cially mean. He looked at his rellection
in the rearview mirror, and then looked
at i in the side miror. Wilhis waited
patiently. Finally, R. V. said, “We walked
it over. Six pereent lor you.”

“You said twelve!” Willis protested.

“Six,”" Ro Vo osaid. “This here's a small
dymumic. Besides, I had to cut Auiney
in on your share. You'll ger wwelve,
maybe morve, when you line up some
mote of these blights on the community.”

“I don't winna get involve no more,”
Willis saud.

“I fizured that. That's why it’s six.”

Willis was about 10 make lurther pro-
tests when Aubirey cune back 1o the car.
He opened the door on the curb side,
leaned in and said, “R. V., vou better
come on in, man. That dude done pull
that heat agin.”

“Aah, [uck!” R. V. said. But he got
out of the car, pushing Willis aside, and
followed Aubrey o the bar. Willis
entered behind them.

Jones was standing behind the Dbar,
holding the shotgun.,

f i v
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“No, ma’am . . . the reason we call them
longhorns is up at this end.”

~v

“You want some brother?
R. V. asked.

“There aint go'n be no trouble,”
Jones said.

“Then let's have them books,”

“We don’t keep no hooks.” Jones said.

“A strange dynamic,” R. V. said, pull-
ing on his beard. “"Maost strange.”

Jones eradled the gun burtt against the
bend of his right arm. “And here’s some-
thin® stranger,” he said. “lf T was 10
blast vour ass to kingdom come. there
wouldn’t be no cops come through that
door for at least six hours. And when
they come, they might take me down,
but in the end. I'd ger me a medal.”

Now R. Vs lips cutled into a confi-
dent grin. He shook his head several
times. “Let me run something down for
you, brother.” he said. “First of all, we
are a nonprofit community-hased grass-
roots organizition, totally responsive to
the needs ol the community. Second”—
and here he again brought his fingers
into play—"we think the community
would be very interested in the articula-
ton of the total proceeds of this joint
vis-a-vis the average income level for this
area. Third, you don’t want to mess
with us. We got the support of college
stucdents.”

“Do tell” Jones said. “Well, T ain’t
never been o college myself, but I can
count to ten. And if you punks ain’t
down the block when I finish, that street
out there is gonna be full of hamburger-
meat.” He braced his shoulder and lifeed
the gun. “And one last thing.”

“You beuer say it quick, then,” R. V.
told him.

“I'm already way past five.”

Willis, backing off during the ex-
change, had the door almost open when
it suddenly rammed into his back. Be-
fore he could turn around, Dewey Bivins

trouble,

and Chimuney Sutton pushed him aside
and stepped into the room. As Sution
pushed the door shut again and leaned his
back againse it, Willis glimpsed Bertha
Roy. her lace a Irightened blur, moving
quickly past the window and away down
the block. He turned around. Dewey, a
tight fist pressed into either hip. stood
surveying the room. Both he and Sutton
were in full uniform, with purple berers
and coftee-colored imitation-leather jack
cts. Dewey swung his gaze round 10 Willis,
his cves flashing back fire. Alphacus
Jones. still in the same spot behind the
bar, held the gun a bit higher.

“Who are these dudesz” R. V. asked
Willis.

Willis, wying to avoid Dewey’s eyes,
said nothing,

“Who the hell are you?" Dewey asked.

“Ning,” Jones said.

Willis was still wving for the door.
But Sutton moved up behind him, fore-
ing Willis to cdge almost to the center
ol the room.

Dewey walked closer to R. V. “Where's
the money?” he demanded.

R. V. began to snoke his beard again.
He looked more puzzded  than mael.
“Brother,” he said, “there's some weird
vibrations i heve, What we need now is
some unity. Think of the ramihcations
that would cvolve lrom our working
wogether. This here's a Lirge commuaniry.
The funds from this one joint is pure
chicken shit compared to the total pro-
ceeds we could plow back into community
organizations by combining our mdivid-
ual cfforts imo one dynamic and pro-
found creative approach.™

“Yeahr™ asked Dewey, his head cocked
1o the side.

R. V. nodded, looking less puzzed.

“Our organizition, for example, is a g9
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legitimate relevant grassroots community
group.” he said. making hyphens with
his downturned fhingers. “We have been
able to study the ramifications of these
here bloodsucking community facilities.
We have the dynamic. You have the
manpower. Together we can begin a
nationalization process——"

“You a maturalizin®  lie!” Dewey
screamed. “We the only group operate
round here. You better take that bull-
shit over to the Conchos.”

"Let’s git 'em,” Chimney hissed, mov-
ing forward and pounding on his fist.

Jones grinned and raised the gun.

The room tensed. Chimney and Dewey
stood  close together, almost back to
back. Similarly, Aubrey inched closer to
R. V. and both stood facing Chimney
and Dewey, their backs to Jones. Lyes
narrowed in assessment, hands began 1o
move toward pockets, fingers twitched.
Dewey wrned o Willis, standing near
the door. “Which side yor on?” he asked
through his weeth. Withoutr answering,
Willis began to move toward the center
of the room.

“Hey, Alphee!” someone said.

They all looked. A man was coming
through the door. “Hey, Alphee,” he
said  again, seemingly unaware of the
fury he had temporarily aborted, “a cop
out there writin’ a ticket on that car
that's  double-parked. The owner in
here?” He walked past the group and
over to the bar, his [ace betraying no
curiosity.

“Could be,” Jones told him, now low-
ering the gun. “But you know how these
big-time businessmen can fix tickets.”

The man smiled, then, in the same
loud voice, asked, “What you doin’ with
that gun, Alphee?”

“Fixing to swat some flies,”  Jones
answered.

Now the man turned and looked at
the five in the middle of the room.
“Them?” he asked, nodding his head as
he surveyed the faces.

Jones smiled. “That’s right.”

The man smiled, wo. He was dressed
in a deepgreen suit and starched white
shirt. open at the collar. “Which onc's
the big businessman, Alphee?”” he asked,
the suggestion of amusement tugging
at the corners of his mouth.

“You got me,” Jones said.

“Is it your” the man asked R. V.
“You the only one in here don’t look
like a bum.”

“Lemme
said,

But R. V. didn't answer. He was ob-
viously in deep thought.

Dewey and Chimney began 1o look
troubled. Willis' mind was racing. He
looked out the window. The cop was
standing with his Ieft foot on the bumper
of the car. writing. He began to wish

take 'em, R. V.” Aubrey

200 that Bertha Roy would come back or

that the cop would finish quickly and
then go away.

“Now, a real businessman,” the man
was saying o no one in particular, “he
would own him at least six cops, a city
councilman, one and a half judges and
a personal letter from the mayor, He
wouldn’t have to worry about one little
old cop writin’ a ticket.” He paused and
the smile left his face. “You own any-
thing like tha1?”” he asked R. V.

“Let’s go, man,” R. V. said to Aubrey
in a low voice.

The man walked over and slapped
R. V. across the lace. "You own anyihing
like tha1?” he asked again, his voice sud-
denly dropping the hint of amusement.

R. V. stiffened and drew back his fists.
The man slapped him again. "What you
wanna do that fors” R. V. whimpered.

“Floor the mother!” Dewey said. “He
come in here trvin® to take over.”

The man trned to Jones. *Who's
that?” he asked.

“Some of them punks that hang out
on Henry Street.”

“Get out,” the man said to Dewey.

“For what?” Dewey asked. “We on your
side.”

“No you ain't,” the man said. “Now,
get out before I clange my mind.”

Dewey and Chimmey headed for the
door. Willis followed them.

“Not you,” the man called alier Wil-
lis. “You with these other businessmen,
ain’t you?"

Dewey turned at the door. “Yeah,” he
said, malice in his voice, “he ain't wear-
in” our uniform.”

“I told you to get out,” the man
called.

“You go'n let him talk that way?”
Chimney asked Dewey.

“Shut up!” Dewey hissed at him, an
unlamiliar fear in his eyes.

Willis watched them go out the door.
He felt wapped. Now there was only
Bertha to hope for. Through the win-
dow, he could sce that the cop had
already left the car. Turning to the
room. he saw R. V. and Aubrey stand-
ing unnauvally straight, like mechanical
toys, R. Vs lips were pushed out, but
now the mean look had been replaced
and R. V. was sulking like a little boy.
The man stood at the bar, seemingly
engaged in some private conversation
with Jones. But after a few seconds, he
turned o Ro V. again. “Alphee, here,
says I should just let you fellows go. He
got a good heart and don’t want to see
you boys in any more trouble.” ‘Then he
hit R. V. again, this time a quick, hard
blow with his hst. R. V. screamed as the
knuckles thudded into his face. “Waste
him, Aubrey!” he moaned, his face turn-
ing deep brown,

But Aubrey did not move. le was
looking past the man. Willis looked. too,
and saw Jones holding the shotgun

"

again and smiling. “Ten,” Jones said.

R. Vs head lell. He backed ofl.
roughly pushing Aubrey aside. “You

go'n be sorry you done that,” he mut-
tered, fighting to contain his rage. “"We
got—-—"

“Give the boys a beer before they go,
Alphee,” the man said.

“Let ‘em pay.” Jones said, following
R. V. with the gun.

‘The man smiled. “Just a regular busi-
nessman, huh?”

“We don’t want nothin® from here,”
Aubrey said. R. V. was standing behind
him, nwsing his face. He didn't say
anything.

“Then take that dummy out of here,”
Jones ordered.

R. V. and Aubrey slowly moved to
ward the door. Again, Willis followed.

“Not him,” Jones said. “He been in
here three times already. I want o make
sure he don’t come back.”

Willis stopped. The two others went
on out, R. V. pausing only long enough
at the door to sav, “You ain’t seen the
last of our dynamic,” and to shake his
fist vengefully.

“Punks,” Jones said.

Now Willis stood alone, [righiened
and frozen, eager 1o be going, too. He
faced the man. “T didn’t know,” he said,
his voice little more than a wemble.
“Konow what?” the man asked in a
softer tone.

“That this place was covered by the
rackets.”

The man laughed. He closed his eyes
and kept the laugh suppressed in his
throat. He laughed this way for almost a
minute. “You hustlers kill me,” he said
at last. “All that big talk and vou still
think a black man can’t have no balls
without being in the rackets.”

“I didn’t know,” Willis said again,

“Aah, go on and get out!” Jones said.

“Let him have a beer, Alphee,” the
man said, still containing his langhter.

“No." Jones said. “Go and get out.
You give me a pain.”

“They just young,” the man told Jones,

“The hell with that,” Jones said.

Willis moved toward the door, Any
moment he expeced them to call him
back. But all he could hear as he moved
was the jerking laughter coming up
from deep inside the man as he made
low comments 10 Jones. When he was
going out the door. he heard Jones say,
“Sure, I was young. But I ain't never
been no fool.”

Willis ran down the block. As he
passed Martha’s Beauty Salon, Bertha
Roy saw him and raced to the door.
“You!” she called alter him. Willis
turned. Bertha's face was stern and her
cyes flashed. “Your momma oughtia give
you a good whippin®,” she said.

Willis pretended he had not heard
and ran faster down the block,
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“I like the way you're always on top of things, Miss Simpson.
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m wim H R@bﬂ (continued from page 109)

off because Gardner goes around chanting
his doleful quasi sermons, and it’s prob-
ably also accurate to say that Common
Cause has givded the loins of the timid
taxpaving citizen in a fashion no other
organization has done in recent years.

The worst mistake that one could pos
sibly make would be to think of Gardner
as a radical reformer. His philosophy has
received the seal of approval of Reader's
Digest, where nine of his speeches and
essiys have appened in the past decade
—seven more times than ). Edgar Hoover
wis chosen—and ol Fortune magazine,
which once admiringly published excerpts
lrom two Gardner books 1t quite accu-
rately desavibed as “moral tracis.”

The idea that the public should seize
certain corporations horrifies him. Hav-
ing been kept by the largess of the
Carncgie riches for 19 years, Gardner
puts much trust in America’s “great
families.”  He apparently  believes  in
spreading political power evenly over the
people (although he once said of the
political process, "It is not essential that
coeryone participate. As a matter ol lact,
il everyone suddenly did, the society

would fly apart!”) as long as democra-
cy is not equated with a more equitable
distribution of money. When I suggested
to him that the most necessiy reform
needed in this country is a redistribu-
tion of wealth, he became quite angry,
ridiculed this as “one of those big round
phrases that sound greac” and evenu-
ally broke off our discussion by calling
me “arrogant—and, if you don’t mind
my saying so. snotty.”

One ol Gardner’s aides later ex-
plained  that Gardner avoids 1alking
about redistribution of wealth because
“it does scave oft some people who aren’t
surc if it's their wealth you're talking
about.”

There are certain people of considera-
ble wealth whom he has indecd taken
great pains not to [frighten away, for
they have helped keep him in business
as i modest reformer since 1968, The
wwo major do-gooding operations Gard-
ner has headed are the Urban Coalition
(along with its lobbhying counterpart,
the Urban Coalition Action Council)
and Common Cause.

The Urban Coalition was gencrously

“People, Henderson! Only people!”

bank-rolled by corporations such as

those whose executives have served on
the Urban Coalition hoard:

Litton In-
dustries, the Aluminum  Company of
America, the Chase AManhattan  Bank.
A T.&T., Boise Cascade Corporation,
General Motors Corporation.

And when he started Common Cause,
he tapped the same kind of personal
and corporate pockets—John . Rocke-
feller 111, John Hay Whitney, Arvthur
Krim, Sol Linowitz, the Watsons of
IBM, Time Inc., Ford Motor Company,
Norton Sinon.

Like the true veformer, Gardner thinks
he has a stronger charvacter and  purer
heart than other men. He has said that
politicians who seck an “alliance with
the masses™ may be just “power-hungry
men”; but of course e wouldn't mis
us¢ Common Cause's mass alliance. Like-
wise, though he believes the corporate
dollar comupts politics. he also believes
Common Cause 1s immune lrom such
corruption. I asked how he can be so
sure, but he didn’t like the question.
And when T asked il he did not in lact
represent “the  establishment,” he  be-
came so irvitated he refused 1o discuss it.

Of  course he does represent  the
establishment. He's sort of the lay chap-
Lain of Fortune’s 500, “Businessmen re-
spect him, especially big businessmen,” a
close [riend ol Gardner’s once said.
“Maybe it's because the bigger the busi-
nessiman is, the more idealistic he's apt
to be.” Maybe. And maybe they like him
because they are convinced Gardner will
never let his relorm movement get out
of hand. After all, he has always min
gled casily and worked closely and sym-
pathetically with the corporate world.
He has served as a consuliant 1o the
Pentagon. helped put together the Rand
Corporation’s nonproft System Develop-
ment Corporation, served on the board
ol directors of such corporations as Shell
Oil. Amenicm Airlines, Time Inc. and
the New York Telephone Company.

Understandably,  Time  considered
Gardner’s sentimems worthy of being
published as an essay in 1969 when he
wrote ol the Top People: “Contempo-
rary critics often appear 1o believe that
the smothering of  individuality is a
consequence of imtentional decisions by
people at the top. Right-wingers blame
Government leaders, lelt-wingers blame
corporate leaders. But the modern lead-
er s always in some measure caught i

the system. To a considerable degree,
the system determines how and when he
will exercise power. The queen bee is as
much a prisoner ol the system as is any
ather m the hive,”

It wasn't clear, as is ofien the case
with Gardner's essays and speeches, just
what he was

gerting at. What svstem
outside Government and the corporate
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world did he have in mind as the vil-
Iain? Could 1t be some mysterious sys-
tem originating with the Lower Classes?

If one were 1o judge Common Ciuse
only from the list of “sample” members
distributed by the organization’s publici-
1y oflice, one would have to conclude
that nobody can get in unless his name
has appeared [requently on the front
page, society page, movie page or finan-
cial page. Everyone on the list is some-
body: Mis. Dean  Acheson, Winthrop
Aldrich, Hugh Auchincloss, Ralph Bella-
my, S. I. Hayakawa, Fredric March, Greg-
ory Peck, Dr. Jonas Salk. Well, you get
the wdea.

And from some of the names, one
might wonder just how common a cause
can get. There is Thomas (“Tommy the
Cork™ Corcoran, for example, one of
Washington’s best wheeler-dealer lobby-
ists. whose carcer reached a high point
of sorts a lew vemrs back when a Con-
gressional  committee  investigated  the
wiy he went about getting a natural-gas

rate increase through the Federal Power
Commission. And there is the gentleman
so well remembered at Attica prison,
Governor Nelson Rockeleller, whose 1dea
ol democracy is sometimes illustrated by
running a highway throngh your f[ront
room and sometimes by withholding
money from needy insane asylums. And
there is Robert McNamara, whose elforts
on behall of international peace need no
explanation here. (Remember, please, the
ofhaals ol Common Cause—not I—have
singled out these names for your special
attention.)

But in fact the membership, like the
hicrarchy, is a mixture of the middle
class and up. Balancing chairman Gard-
ner at the top is president Jack Conway,
an assistant to Walter Reather for many
years, an old Iabor organizer and a
crafty lobbyist. And il the establishment-
oriented membership is not exactly bal-
anced by honest progressives, at least it
1s diluted, as will be shown later on.

No cffort is made o disguise the elit-

“Good morning—you may not know me,
but I'm the Crown Prince of Cassel-Falstein, and
last night 1 gave a ball....”

ist_atmosphere that surrounds Gardner,
an avmosphere to which he contributes
with little anecdotes, such as one he told
an admiring audience in Washington. It
started out like this: I remember once
when T was walking down the water-
front in San Francisco—not something I
normally do—and a limousine [not just a
plain car] comittg in my direction slowed
down and a lady stuck her head out the
window and said, "Keep up the good
work, My, Gardnert™ ™

Nice members appreciate those subtle
assurances of good 1aste.

The Common Cause staflf contributes
its share to this atmosphere. In a press
release about the visit of Wheelock Whit-
ney, @ prominent liberal  Republican
from Minnesota, to the Washington
olhces. the note of noblesse oblige was
right on top: “|Whitney| was tremendous-
ly impressed. He did not have an ap-
pointment with Mr. Gardner, but M.
Gardner met him and even gave him a
personal tour of the ofhee.”

Until Gardner joined the  Johnson
Administration in 19635, he had led an
almost doistered life, broken only by a
hitch behind a Marine Corps OSS desk
during World War Two. For several
years belore the war he had worked
quite happily in what he later described
as “fine girls’ colleges in sylvan glens”—
Connecticut College for Women and
AMount Holyoke College. Books were his
favored enury 1o life. During his under-
graduate days at Stanford University he
tropped out with plans to become a
fiction writer, but at the end of a year
he decided he needed to understand
people beuer in order to write about
them. Others mighe think the best way
to do this would be to travel or get the
rvight Kind of job or in some other way
anange to mix with people. Not Gard-
ner: his solution was 1o return to Stan-
ford’s books and switch his major to
psvchology.

In 1946 he became an official and in
1955 the president of the Carnegie Cor-
poration and the Girnegie Foundation
lor the Advancement of Teaching. This
was the lile ol a theoretician devoted o
guessing what esoteric teaching projects
deserved how much moola. For backing
such ventures as the new manth and the
Russian  Rescarch Center at Harvard,
Gardner was hailed by The New York
Tiomes as “the most powerlul behind-the-
scenes figure in American education.”

It the reputation was deserved, it w
obtained at a bargain price. As with
most foundations, the benevolence of
the Carnegic Corporation was marked
by stinginess; it was worth more than
5330,000,000, bhut under Gardner it was
giving away only S12,000,000 of its tax-
free dollars, or less than four percent,
a year.

A foundation officer’s ideas of the im-
mediate problems of eduction are not
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- he were making a g

necessarily related to the ouside world.
There is no indication that Gardner was
much interested in wsing the Carnegie
power and prestige during the period
when it was his 1o command—which
spanned the era between the Supreme
Court’s Brown decision in 1951 and the
first. major civil rviglus legislation of
the Johmson regime—to promote deseg-
regated education.

In 1963, when 975 percent of the
black children in the South still attended
wholly segregated schools, Gardner spoke
at the University of Geargia. Only two
years before, two blacks had needed
pelice protection to register theve, and
feelings were still mfammatory. Gard-
ner wrged the Georgia students 1o “keep
your horizons wide.” 10 “develop vour
potentialities,” to “risk failure”—all ad-
mirable advice, no doubt, bhut nowheye
in the speech (as proeserved in Reader's
Digest) does one find him alluding even
vaguely to the most critical problem
then confronting the studenis: racism.
“If you want 1o get back to the source of
your own vitality.” Gardner counseled
the Georgians, “to be refreshed and ve-
newed. cut through the false [ronts of
lile and 1y to understand which are
the things that vou really believe in
and can put vour hewrt inwo.” Like
white supremicy?

One must sympathize with his ter-
vible isolation during this period. Even
as late as 1965 he could write as though
cat discovery  that
“young people find that the moral pre-
cepts their parents have to olfer e no
longer relevant in a rapidly changing
world.” Gosh.

For 19 yers Gavdner was in the foun-
dation icebox and then one day he was
miraculously rescued by President John-
son. who pulled him out and made him
his Secretary ol Health, Education and
Wellare. It was a ume ol enormous
growth in the deparument, with LB, .
grinding .mother socialwellime or edu-
cation program through Congress every
other day and depositing it on Gardner’s
doorstep  lor  implementation, and  at
least Gavdner carried out his duties with
dignity under greart suress.

But once again it was a period in his
lile unmarked by exceptional leadership
in the delicate area of race relatons,
although. ol course, his education agen-
¢y was expected to exert a pivotal inllu-
ence. As his stay at HEW n
he admitted, “IL we had taken literally
the language ol the Civil Rights Act,
which instructs us not to give Federal
money to anyone who discriminares, we
would have cut off a far greater number
ol school districis than we actually did.”
At the time he made that declknation of
obvious lawlessness, HEW wis withhold-
ing Federal lunds from only 34 diswicts
of the literally thousands that were re-

906 lusing to comply with the civil vights Law.

Gardner was in his early 50s (he'll be
60 next October) belore he even went
into the street, which is pretty late 1o
get started and may partly account for
his subsequent erratic course.

Today. like so many ol the men who
happily served L.B. J. Gardner  de-
nounces the war as the worst blight on
our existence. As a result of it he says,
“the erosion of the spivit that we have
experienced is bevond caleulation.” No
such remarks were heard from him dur-
ing the great escalation. He knew the
kind of Administration he was coming
into; the build-up had already started in
Southeast Asia when he joined HEW,

Johnson used Gardner as a show horse
in his Vietnam snow job. trotting him
out to indicate that the Administration
didn't really want to destroy Vietnam but
to bring it health, education and welfae
—as Gardner's presence was supposed to
symbolize when, in February 1966, L. B. |.
hauled him out ol a sickbed and ook
him along lor the mecting in Honolulu
with South Viemam's leaders. Apparent-
Iy Gardner enjoyved being used in this
fashion. His rvesponse to the trip was a
breathless “God, it was exciting!™

When he left HEW in March 1968,
there were speculations among his many
journalist [ans that he did so owr ol
opposition 1o the LB J. win. But
Gardner publidy denied it and he did
not condenm the war until Johnson had
lelt Washington.

Today one ol Gardner's  favorite
themes is the disastrous callousness and
unresponsiveness ol the Federal Govern-
ment. He pounds away at this in every
speech. But when he was an important
part of that sime Government, he never
made any such complame Early in 1971
he told The New Yorker, “What wis
borne in on me during my years in
Washington is that we aren’t going to
solve any of our problems with the exist-
ing machinery.” Later the same year he
told me that his tme at HEW had
perstided him how decaved some ol our
political institutions ve,

One finds no tace in the printed
record of his having felu this way ar that
time. As recenily as 1969 he wroie con-
descendingly ol dissenters who believe in
the “old and naive doctrine” that “cor-
rupt and wicked institutions” have op-
pressed mankind.,

The reason he has got by with this
ad hoc hopping around without being
caught is that he sticks to genervalities—
the vaguest sort of  gencralities—and
awoids specifics like poison.

Assuming that he is now really con-
vinced the madunery ol Government is
decadent, surely he should be able 1o
supply an example of the decadence
from his two years and eight months at
HEW—which, next to the Department
ol Defense, has the biggest budget and

the biggest waste factor and the biggest
employee mess in the Federal Govern-
ment. I asked him for just one example.
one specific example. His response was,
“The unholy trinity among a burcau
chicf and a Iobbyist and a member ol the
Appropriations Commitee. There wre
hundreds of them all over town. Little
threesomes. Fellows who have gone fish-
ing together for yeiars. Their wives have
played bridge together. They are part
of a pernument invisible Washington,
Their names are not known. They rare-
Iy make the headlines. But they've seen
Presidents come and go, they've seen
Secretaries come and go, and they deter-
mine a great deal of what actually goes
through Congress with vespect to their
ficld. This is roughly the kind ol rela-
tionship vou might have among, say, the
head of vocational education in the
Ofhce ol Education. the Amervican Vo-
citioml Association and a member of
the Senate or House Appropriations
Committee.”

That’s a colorful and totally believable
premise—sneaky  litle  threesomes—but
how about one concrete example ol their
destructiveness while he was ar HEW?

“Gee,” he said with an apologetic sei-
zure in his throat, "1 could have given
vou a lot of examples [once upon a time],
but it’s laded now.”

Inaedible? Not really. To Gardner,
life has been an uninchored, unbal-
lasted. gascous romanticism. Semetimes
there has not been o single sandbag
hanging from his balloon, and things
down below in the solid world of specil-
ics are just too small to make out. Excel-
sior. A Higher Calling. On his way up
he admonishes us to have [aith in “jus-
tice, libertv. cquality of opportunity. the
worth and  dignity of the individual,
brotherhood. individual vesponsibility,”
and then, as if sensing that maybe we
hid hewrd of those things somewhere
before, he hwiries on 10 concede that
these have little meaning unless vans-
Lued  into “down-to-carth”  programs.
But when he is asked to point out
exactly what he has in mind, he squints
at the receding earth below and, waving
vaguely, equates all those airvy concepts
with “a decent job for everyvone who
wants one.”

Such is the typical view [rom a Gard
ner balloon: that the ultimate of the

faith he had been preaching, the purest

expression ol human existence, the high-
est aim of all his exhoriations against

“stevile sell-preoccupation,” comes down
Linally to something that the Employ-
ment Act of 1916, il enforced, could
provide.

But a man with that outlook is highly
valued in some quarters. So in 1968,
with Detroit and Newark still smoking
and with the powers that be afraid
that this time the blacks might really be
out for theirs, the Urban Coalition was
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established and Gardner was put in
charge ol it. Concocted by hig-city mayors,
the stndard labor leaders, the stand-
avd civil rights organizations and a repre-
sentative covey of big businessmen, the
Urban Coalition was supposed to have a
tranquilizing effect. It was supposed to
“establish a dialog.” as they say.

Gardner’s concept ol how to proceed
was captured in a speech he made in
1969 that went like this: “Our problems
today-—poverty, racial conflict, urban de-
ciry, archaic Government institutions, in-
adequate education. inflation, crime, air
and water pollution, snarled ransporta-
tion, and so on—are more L':)mplt"x and
deep-seated than most Americans wish to
recognize. But I want o talk about them
not as problems but as opportunities.”

The italics are mine, but the rest is
pure Gardner. Fortunately the gheito
blacks weren’t paying any attention or
they would probably have switched from
gasoline to napalm. He was [ull of that
sort of thing, The confrontation of the
races, he said, “will be resolved only by
patient. determined efforts on the part
ol the great. politically moderate major-
ity of whites and blacks through pro-
grams of education, job training. health
care and  social services.” God.  Alter
nearly three years in HEW did he
still think a few rvinky-dink programs
could fix up a place like Bedlord Stuy-
vesant? Did he really think that health
care could offset a city [ull of the kind
ol apartment buildings in which the
upstairs toilet leaks into the downstairs
knchen sink?

Today, when he's peddling a lobby to
the middle class. his objective is o cut
through apathy, and so he talks occa-
sionally in a  semi-quasi-revolutionary
way about how the ballot will never get
the job done, as the system now stands.
“If you could increase by ten percent or
even 15 percent the number ol firstrate
people in Congress, it would be spectac-
ular,” he savs, But if you did, so what?
For “there would still be the oil lobby,
the Congressional-military-industrial com-
plex.” Good people, he suggests, are
swallowed by the system: they disappear
into its recky conflict-ol-interest bowels
and are never seen again.

That's his line now. and it may be an
accurate one. Bue il 1t's accurate lor the
middle-class whites, who aren’t expected
to react with more vigor than o reach
o their wallets and produce S15 lor
a C.C. membership, why wasn't it also
accurate for the rioting blacks of the
late Sixties? Gardner didn’t see i1 that
wav. In those days his line was that first
among the “long-tested. well-established
procedures ol a [ree society,” the chiel
means by which “civzens make thenr in-
fluence felt” was—the ballot. Put down
that brick, darky.

“The Urban Coalition of that era was a

208 flop, but not necessarily beciuse of any

failure on Gardner’s part. Perhaps the
lailure could be traced to the fact that by
the time he left i, most whites were fed
up with blackish organizations and black-
ish needs. Whether or not Gardner diag-
nosed his problem that way, it is clear
that Common Cause was s¢t up to ap-
peal w another class, the white middle
and upper-middle and  even  wealthy
class—the people whose daughters he
had got along with so well as a profes-
sor, the people he had spent Carnegie
Corporation money on, the people lor
whom he had held HEW (o a program
of gradualism. They were back in busi-
ness together.

It was a brilliant step to take, a per-
fect mriage of talent and interests.
The middle class was in despair. Yet it
is also the center of whatever clout the
people might have. No serious effort had
ever belore been made to organize it
And Gardner was just the man to
launch the organization with respect.

No effort is made to disguise the
predominant color. At Common Cause
headquarters I was repeatedly told that
il I really wanted 10 get a feel for
the inmterplay between Gardner and his
followers T should auend one of the
“town-hall-type” meetings he has been
holding around the coumry. A few
weeks later there was a meeting in the
Daughters of the Amenican Revolution
auditorium 1 Washington. On several
notable occasions in the past the D. A. R.
has refused o let Negro and antiwar
artists perform in their hall. The ladics
would have been pleased with the people
who used their hall that evening. At fivst
swing I could not see a single black face
in the 2000 or so on hand; in a city whose
population is 72 percent black, an all-
white crowd ol thart size is rather unusual.
Then I saw two black men in the hrse
balcony, just at the edge of the suage.
Obviously they wanted to hear every-
thing. But as it turned out, their interest
was not persontal: They were reporters for
The Washington Post and the Washing-
ton Star, ordered to listen.

The color and class on display that
night constitute the strength ol the citi-
zen lobby, some of its leaders [eel. C. C.
president  Conway “The thing
about our members is they are where
labor people aren’t. The peculiar thing
about our members is they are right
smack in the middle of where the power
in this country now resides—that'’s the
suburbs, the arcas swrrounding the cit-
ies, in the small towns. Middle America.”
He said he had no idea how many
blacks were among the membership, but
conceded the obvious, that “until we're
on issues that have a direct appeal to
the blacks and browns and Indians and
poor lolks where they can see i, they're
not going to join.”

Unlortunately, Gardner's brilliant con-
ception has not yet brilliantly achieved.

savs,

Considering the lobby's immuaturity, how-
ever, it has done OK. Perhaps its biggest
problem was that during the first year
and a half, it usually joined an issue
too late o really make much dilterence
(although Common Cause newsletters
convey an entively different estimate of
its impact).

Gardner's Iobby helped in the hght to
change the Congressional seniority  sys-
tem, but as Richard Conlon, staff
director of the House’s Democratic
Study Group, comvectly recalled. *"There
was all kind ol press 1o change the
sentority system all vear long—long be-
fore Common Cause got involved. They
were not the prime movers. 1 think [the
modest relorm rules] would have gone
through anyway, whether or not Com
mon Cause had helped.”

Common Cause lobbied against ap-
propriations lor the continued develop-
ment of the supersonic transport (55T),
and Senator William Proxmire, the ring-
leader ol the opposition. has publicly
given polite thanks. But stalil members
in Proxmire’s office, to keep the credit in
balance. point out thit the aitical vote
to kill the SST ocaurred in December of
1970, ar which time Common Cause
wasn't even lobbving the issue. Gard-
ner's crowd did recruit help for the vote
in March 1971, which delivered the
coup de grice 1o the SST, but the mo-
mentum to that end had been building
for a vear—thanks to the lobbying drive
ol 15 publicinterest organizations, coor-
dinated ar the end by Friends of the
Earth. Thev. along with Proxmire, were
the real heroes.

Unquestionably Common Cause was
the most vigorous peace lobby in Wash-
ington throughout 1971, and although it
Lailed (the vote was 251 1o 158) to pass
an amendment in the House 1o cut off
[unds for the Vietnam war by the end of
the year. Gardner's lobbyists did win a
number ol unlikely converts among the
ethnic hawks and established a more
tangible antiwar mood than had cver
before been created in the House.

Common Cause Liwvers have been
busy. In California they sued the state
and forced it to let unmarrvied students
vote where they were auending school
rather than being required o vorte at
the home of their parents—a victory
that helped one flth of the nation’s
18t0-21-year-old voters. And in the Dis
trict ol Columbia. Garduer’s lawyers em-
barrassed both national parties by suing
them to obey the campa money Liws,

A full and accurate appraisal  of
Common Cause’s work to date. how-
ever. is impossible to make. For one
thing. the lobby's bookkeeping is helter-
skelter. Tt is a bit ironic. Gardner’s stand-
ard theme is that “the two great weapons
against the public interest are money and
searecy.” He is constantly  denouncing
special mterests for not telling the whole
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story about their lobbying activities. Yet
the lobbying reports Common Cause files
with the cderk of the House ol Rep-
resentatives, as required by law, leave
much untold.

These reports show that Common
Cause received $S4.217.668.22 in dues and
gifts in 1971 and spent SB47.856.29. Does
this mean the lobby cume through the
year with a surplus ol more than
53.000.0007 No. it only means this was all
Common Cause spent to actually lobby
on Federal legislation. Like all its public
accounting, Common  Ciause’s record of
specific lobbying expenditures is spotty.
Guessing  from other known Common
Cause executive salavies. David Cohen,
the lobby’s national ficld director—the
fellow who pulls together amy  letter-
writing campaign from the membership
—must be earning ar least S24.000, but
the lobbying report shows that for the
last three months of 1971 he was paid a
total ol only 51246 {or his ellorts o influ-
ence legislation at the Fedeval level

A number ol other kev salaries either
are also reported only in part or are
ignored altogether. Common Cause pres-
ident Conway's $45.000 salary is not list-
ed. No salary 1s listed for Gardner and
his aides say he doesn’t receive one,
surviving instead on income hrom  lec-
turing and  from  stock-marker  profits.
Andrew . Glass, a reporter lor the Na-
tional Journal, veminded Gardner that
his relusal to disclose the specific sources
ol his income “appaired inconsistent with
his stand against financial scorecy in
lobbying operations and exposed him 1o
conllict-of-interest suspicions™; but Gard-
ner still vefused 10 open up.

Lifortis to put wogether an accurate
picture ol the financial outlay through
direct inquiries at Common Ciuse head-
quarters are cqually frusirating.  The
voung woman who—Dbyv her and her
boss's estimate—researched all and wrote
90 pereent of a leallet on delegate selec
tion to national party conventions told
me that the editorial cost had been “less
than S3000." But other olhcials at Com-
mon Cause, insisting that the cost of
scaretaries and proofreaders and rewrite
editors should also be counted. put the

cost at S15.000. The state direaor of
another project westified before a Con-

gressional committee that “the total cost
1o us in making this elfort may  be
esunied to have been between S10,000
and 51500007 But higher officials at na-
tional headquarters told me that the
director was wrong and that the actual
cost was in the neighborhood of S75.000.

IT there's confusion about how the
citizens” lobby spends its money, there’s
cven more conlusion about where the
lobby is going and what it hopes to
achicve nexi—conlusion that was gener-
ated at the end of 1971 when, just as it
scemed  Gardner and his top honchos

210 had seuded on a plan ol operation, there

was. without warning. an upheaval and
a regrouping. Some of the more success-
[ul operations were killed and a few of
the C. C. exeauives with the best repu-
tations were let gn. The Capitol Hill
lobbying stall was cut in hall. Even
though thevd just begun to learn how
to concentrate pressure at the Federal
level. suddenly there was the announce-
ment that “from now on we intend to
put more emphasis on state issues and
state legislatures” A Common  Cause
lawyer had been cooking up 2 suit to
force Nixon 1o roll back milk prices on
the grounds that the G. O. P. had been
bought off by the milk lobby—just the
sort of lawsuir it scemed Gardner should
have loved—Dbut at the avitical moment
the lawyer was an from the pavroll. (So
Ralph Nader stepped in and hired him,
filed the Lawsuit and reaped fromt-page
publicity in The New York Times. The
Washington Post and papers all around
the coomtry—publicity from which Com-
mon Ciruse could have dearly profited.)

Why the nervous veorganization? It
was widelv believed around town that
Gardner had panicked. Il there is any
one thing that has been his specialty in
the world of real people. it has heen
raising money—nd suddenly. alarming
Iv. it seemed that he was losing his tonch.
Common Cause had Lwunched bisell. as
one of Nader's aides put it “on nothing
bur a good idea and John Gardner's
good name.” As 1971 slumped 10 an
end. it scemed that these were sull s
main, or only. assets in the public's
mind. The organization’s activist role in
Wiashington had been  admirable but
not impressive. And the public seemed
1o be losing interese.

The retum on the lobhy's direct-mail
recruiting had [allen [rom a high of two
and a hall peveent—£ar better than the
average rerurn for direc-mail solicita-
tion—to one percemt. which is barely
acceptable. (For a Nader's
divect-mail  soliciation sometimes
had as high as a thyee-and-a-half-percent
return and has never had less than 1wo
and a hall percent) In the all of 1970,
Iull-page ads in The New York Times
had a [antastic response. pulling more
than 7000 members  imo  Common
Cause. But a SI0.000 [ull-page ad in
the Times in November 1971 broughe
in only 300 members. Gardner and
his advisors deaded 1the ad route was
washed out.

This is not 1o

has

suggest that Common
Cause is dying or that its executives [eel
deleated. Conway predias the outhe will
continue 1o grow at the rate of 15 per-
cent a year. But it is 1o suggest that by
spending  about  S1.500.000 a year in
membership drives—over one third s
income—the C.C. hierarchy is forced
to be wo concerned with what  that
money returns, Thus, if Federal lobbying
scems to lose its sales appeal, pump

more into the state level and see if that
catches on better,

This is a danger Common Cause leaders
scem to realize. They say they will spend
much less 1o rearuit in 1972, The experi-
cnces of 1971 had a dampening cllect on
some workers. At the first meeling of
the Hlinois state steering committee after
Gardner's dedision o change C. Cl's focus,
onc who was there vecalls. “The leeling
was that the Washington ollices were so
screwed up that no one quite knew how
1o approach the whole thing, that it was
a mistake o switeh the locus to local and
state issues, since we abready have the
VI [lmlcpcndcm Voters ol Illinois],
BGCA {Boter Government  Association],
et tor that type of lobbying, and that
Common Cause ought 1o be a natonal
—hat is. Federal Government—Ilobby,
Therve was also the leching thar Common
Cause was concentrating so much on
membership drives and fund raising that
it might possibly hecome simply a sell-

perpetuating organization, Josing sight of

its original goals

Whether or not the relocusing on the
states was wise, it was understandable, in
a way. Aside [rom a couple ol lawsuits,
Common Cause had only one socko tro-
phy to point to at the end of 1971: the
Colorado Project. This project was so
well conceived and executed—on so lit-
tle monev—ihat it was normal for Gard-
ner to hold it in awe and o dream of
duplicating it elsewhere, even il the cl-
fort vipped apart the original concept of
Common Cause.

The pilkars of the Colorado Project/
Common Cause re a couple ol excit-
ing publicinterest adventurers named
David  Mixoer and Craig S, Bines.
Mixner, who grew up in the Seven Moun-
tains arca of  Appalachia in a coal
mining Lmily “that had been vipped oft
for yeurs by the Rockelellers,” as he put
it, dropped out ol college 1o join the
prace movement, drilted West and in
1970 went to work nrving 1o elect Bames
to Congress.

Barnes’s background is posher. Son of
a Denver civil engineer. he graduated
from Stanford University in 1958 and
from its law school in 1962. He joined a
lavge Deaver law firm. Part ol his duties
included lobbying [or indusiry’s position
on pollution matters. But. sy )
decided T didn’t want 1o do thit lor the
rest of my life.” and his rebellion quick-
Iy evolved 10 the point that he became
the lawver in a celebrated  Denver
school-integration case. Hawving cut the
ties in this way. he ok the next siep by
running as a peace candidate I
20-year incumbent, Congressman Byron
Rogers. Barnes defeated Rogers by 350
votes in the primary. but lost in the
general clection for two reasons: He was
wsidered o pro-integration and  he
made a public stntement, which he never
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“I'm expecting an obscene phone call.”

withdrew, that he would go to jail rather
than serve i Vietnam.

Thus free 1o do better things than
serve 1n Congress, Barnes and  Mixner
looked around 1o see what they could do
lor Colorado. “We started out o discover
why the average Coloradan feels that has
government is corrupt,” says  Barnes.
“Here's a progressive state with progres-
sive leadership on both sides of the aisle,
good men in the legislature, a legislature
that has sporadically kicked up progres-
sive legiskition on abortion law and a
children’s code and things like that.
Nevertheless, the typical citizen in the
state thinks that all politics is corrupt,
that the government somehow  doesn’t
reflect his interest and that he's tuned
out. We [elt il we could find out what
was wrong and what to do about it in
a microcosin like Colorado, then we'd
know the answer to the whole national
malaise.”

When the Public Service Company ol
Colorado—the biggest utility (gas and
clectricity) in the state—asked for an
annual S1TL300.000 rate increase, Barnes
and Mixner decided that this was the
test case they had been waiting  [or.
First they pulled together data showing
P.5. C's paralvzing hold on the state:
imerlocking oflicials in hall of Denver’s

biggest banks, on 28 Colorado govern-
ment  commissions, in 19 chambers of
commerce, 19 civic organizations (such
as Red Cross). 32 business and proles
sional organizations, six country clubs
and eight universities and colleges.

“We sent out fact shects to thousands
of Common Cause members,”  says
Barnes, “to tell them what was at stake
here: the country clubs we were financ-
ing through our electric bills, the politi-
cal movies we were financing  through
our clecuric bills, the inflationary salary
increases we were hnancing: the [ailure
of the company to do anything about
pollution control at the same time it
spent nearly §3,000,000 a year on adver-
using for a monopoly it didn't need
to advertise. We sent all that informa-
tion out to the public, and wow, they
weren't apathetic at all. They cime
streaming in.”

Indeed they did. It was the Imgest
public partcipation in a rate hearing in
the state’s history. Barnes and Mixner
had welded together a coalition that
would have made the ghosts ol the
old Populists give a cheer. Every Steel-
workers local in Colorado joined. The
women's auxiliaries of the Steelworkers
joined. The National Tarmers Union
cune in. So did the environmentalists

and the peace people. Mixner calls it “a
“coitlition of the exploited.” 10 use Sena-
tor Fred Harris' phrase. These are the
people who are getting together, who
have been divided by the wealthy in this
country. The people in our coalition,
why, they weren't even talking 10 cach
other a year ago.”

The public showing in the rate hear-
ings was so overwhelming that the utilities
commission, notoriously in the pocket
of the industry, decided that the safest
thing to do was whack $3.900,000 off the
STL300,000 rate-increase request. And in
their appeal Irom this ruling the Public
Service Company lawvers were reduced
to complaining that—and these are their
very words—the Colorado Project lead-
ers had injected an “emotional clement”
into the hearing and that this was “im-
proper.” Nobody can whine like a corpo-
ration lawyer when he’s been trounced.

Moving from Gardner to Barnes/
Mixner, one moves to an entirely dil-
ferent altitude. Here the air is crisp and
biting. No sludgy Reader’s Digest wish-
fulness. No tips of the hat 1o Rockelel-
ler, Whitney, Ford and company. “"We
are gearing up to the day when we can
force the states to require different crite-
ria [or chartering corporations so that
corporations will have their public re-
sponsibilities as well as profit motives,”
says Barnes. “Isn’t it Saul Alinsky who

csays what we need is an American [orm

of communism? That we need a fairer
way to restrain corporate power and the
profit ethic, but something that just isn't
as unethical as Marxist communism? 1
would agree with that. I think this is a
political movement. I think the climate
is right to have another progressive revo-
lution. The facts are right. The 30-yvear
period ol consolidation ol corporate
power is almost complete, so that the
President can deal with 500 corporations
and leel that he's got the problem under
control. Mintz and Cohen say [in Ameri
ca, Inc] there are only 200 corporations
that you have to worry about, standing
astride the cconomy of the country. Well,
the time has come, and those ol us who
are involved are at the genesis of a
movement to do something about the
subversion of the democratic process by
corporate power.”

The point in quoting so extensively
from these two Colorado chaps is 1o
show one potential of Common Cause.
Both in the Federal capital and out in
the states it has surfaced a number of
tough do-gooders like Barnes and Mix-
ner, and occasionally the money raised
by Gardner trickles down 1o them and
they do marvelous things with it. Mavbe
the wickling will increase.

AMeanwhile, what more could you ask
from S15 than the surprise of finding
voursell lobbying hand in hand  with
Jack Valenu and Arlene Francis?



LADIES UNDEIAWVEAR

into the shape of an oversized lamp
shade by means of flexible whalebone
hoops. Generally considered by moderns
to be the very symbol of 18th Century
decorum, the hoop skirt was really a
seductive  contrivance, which  women
could tilt up on one side—as high as
they wished—ito reveal seemingly acci-
dental views of their legs, stockings and
g."lrl(_‘l'.‘i.

The hoops were awkward, mainly he-
cause ol their size. One London corre-
spondent, who had evidently met with
women  wearing hoops ol steel, com-
plained to The Guardian that the “great
petticoats” were knocking over the wares
of sweer vendors and “hurting men’s
shins.” The writer, who signed himself
Tom Pain. was not so severely injured
that he lailed to observe, "1 saw a voung
lady fall down the other day and believe
me. sir, she very much resembled an
overturned bell without a clapper.”

Such ring-a-ding sights were, perhaps,
cven more common in pre-Revolutionary
America, where poor roads and a scarcity
of coaches would olten conspire 10 cause
hoop-skirted belles 10 ride sidesaddle on
a horse. Colanial preachers ol all persua-
sions denounced the skittish hoops, which
would surely roll their wanton wearers
straight into hell. Bur women of fashion
continued to tilt their skirts by sidling
close to furniture legs, in the presence ol
male admirers.

The novelty of legs and garters in
no way diminished male enthusiasm for
“neate Niplets.” The period’s penchant
for flaunting and fondling breasts is
amply illustrated by popular wood en-
eravings, and the old game of hide-and.
grope had progressed to the point where
Casanova was plaving it with raw French

oysters:
“I want my oyster,” said I

“Take it, then.”

There was no need to tell me wwice.
I unlaced her corset o such a way as
to make it fall sull lower, bewailing
the necessity of having to search for it
with my hands.

What martyrdom [or an amorous
man to have to conceal his bliss at
such i moment!

I did not let Armelline have any
occasion 1o accuse me of tiking wo
much license, lor I only touched her
alabaster spheres so much as was abso-
lutely necessary.

When 1 had got the oyster again
I could restrain mysell no more, and
aflixing my lips to one of the blos
soms of her breasts, I sucked it with
a voluptuous pleasure which was be-
yond all description.

(continued from page 92)

The American Revolution—though
imspired in good part by the passionate
pamphleteering of a former corset mak-
er named Thomas Paine—had litle ap-
parent effect on female underthings, and
women of both Britain and the United
States emerged from the conflict with
high hoops for the future. In France,
however, where costly hoop skirts and
richly embroidered corsets were symbols
of the Iuxurious sellindulgence of the
hated aristocracy, female underclothing
fell with the Bastille. Naturalness and
nudity were politically correct. “No
shoes, stockings, corsets or garters,” a
burcau chiel of the new Ministry of the
Interior proclaimed. “No petticoats, but
a simple tunic open at both sides.”

Convenient as this mode of attire may
have seemed to a busy bureaucrat, the
idea was oo radical for the new wom-
an of France. She hadu't lought at the
barricades for the dubious liberté to go
knocking around Paris in a shapeless
picce of unstitched yard goods, like a
barefooted frump. To avoid a second
revolution.  therefore, the government
appointed the artist David to design a
dress that would reflect the French affin-
ity for the ideals of ancient Greece.
fatterned after the gauzy chiton worn
by Hellenic nymphs, the new French
style was a sheerly wransparent “chemise,
held together by a band under the bos-
om,” and “exposed not merely shoulders
but the breast as well.”

“These days you see the bosom of a

woman more easily and sooner than the
lace,” a wide-eyed journalist noted in 1795.

Some women “preferred o wear white
or flesh-colored tights underncath this
simple costume, but not a lew lelt their
limbs unadorned except for anklets or
toe rings.” With or without such seldom-
noticed  accessories,  the  siyle  quickly
spreadd. From Philadelphia, then capital
ol the United States, Abigail Adams. the
President’s wile, regaled her sister in
Briintree, Massachuseuts. with a newsy
description of a leading American devo-
tee of the new French flimsiness: “When
this Lady has been led up o make her
curtzey. which she does most gracelully,
it is true, every Eye in the Room has
been fixed upon her her [hair?], and you
might literally see through her”

The rapid adoption ol the Directoire
mode among American females of first
rank is indicated by the fact that only a
few weeks later, Betsy Mason, the “fassi-
nmating” voung danghier of the Senator
from \'.I\‘r.l(hll\(‘ll‘. attended a party at
the Presidential mansion  wearing  a
Irock so wtransparent that the first lady
“could not but lament that the un-
covered  hosom  should  display  what
ought 1o have been veild.” In neither
case, moreover, does “Her Majesty™ Abi-
gail make mention of pantaloons or
drawers—the wearing of which by e
males was considered even more shock-
ing to Americans than total nudity.

A major share ol the aredit for top-
pling the English taboo against women
wearing  drawers is given o Princess
Charloute, daughter of George I who

“Sorry, Mrs. Benson, but your late husband’s life
policy specifically excluded suicide. We feel that
by strolling down West 45th Street in Hn,

middle of the night, he was asking for it.”

213



PLAYROY

set a royal example by displaying her
knec-length drawers at court.

In France. where the see-through,
pseudo-Greek style resulted in “innu-
merable colds, influenzas and pulmonary
complaints.” short corsets came in—not
to ward oft the sneezes and wheezes but
to clevate the bosom to its former state
of pre-Revolutionary prominence. These
French boosters pushed the bosoms “up
1o the chin™ and aristocratic cleavage
was made available to all by the 1803
invention ol a “divorce corset,” with a
patented  padded-sieel  plate that held
the upthrust breasts apart.

Meanwhile, Americans of both sexes
were still trying to get used to the idea of
“decent” women wearing underdrawers.
By 1820. a compromise solution was
offered in the form of individual “panta-
let” legs that could be tied above the
knee. More “moral” than drawers, in
that they lacked a seat, the new ruffled
pantalets were nevertheless a source of
constnt distress. I will never put them
on again,” one dissatisfied customer con-
hided, alter experimenting with  cight
different pairs. I dragged my dress in
the dirt for fear someone would spy
them. My finest dimity pair with real
Swiss lace is quite useless 1o me, lor I
lost one leg and did not deem it proper
to pick it up, and so walked off leaving
it the streer behind me. I saw
that mean Mrs. Spring wearing it last
week as a tucker. ... 1 hope there will
be a short wearing ol these horrid pan-
talets, they are 100 uying.” Happily. the
troublesome  shams went out ol siyle
within a decade—though they were still
worn by liule girls and, as one English
visitor noted, as modest coverings for
the limbs ol naked pianolortes.

In the hrst 50 years of independence,
Americans increasingly rejected the “dis-
solute” modes and manners of European
cultures; puatrictism came to serve the
cruse of prudery. The old Yankee flair
for displaying legs and bosoms was lost.
In describing The Domestic Manners of
the Americans in ihe Jacksonian era,
England’s Mys. Trollope wld of the in-
dignation provoked in Cincinnati by leg

art. In a ™ ill'([L‘I] where lJL‘Oplt‘ g0 1o cat
ices,” there was a sign “representing a

Swiss peasant girl” with a “petticoat so
short as 1o shew her ancles. The ladies
saw, and shuddered; and it was formally
intimated to the proprictor that il he
wished for the patronage ol the Ludies of
Cincinnati, he must have the petticoats
ol this figure lengthened.”

Much 10 her DBritish bewilderment,
Mrs. Trollope was inlormed  that she
had inadvertently “offended one of the
principal families in the neighborhood,
by having pronounced the word corset
belore the ladies ol 10"

The modesty gap that existed between

214 Americans and their British cousins is

further evidenced by the Reminiscences
of an Idler, named Henry Wikoll. A
well-to-do Philadelphian, just out of col-
lege, voung Wikoft embarked on a tour
abroad that landed him in London in
1834, At times the young Philadelphi-
an’s book reads like a Bacdeker of Brit-
ish bosoms, as he goes abour marveling
at the sights—the “lovely bust” of Lady
Blessington and the regal ceavage dis
played by voung Princess Victoria, at
her 18th-birthday ball: “In person she
was something under medium  height,
and most  symmetrically formed. Her
Dust was strikingly handsome.”

In a few short years, however, the
symmetry of Victoria the Queen was to
be rendered squat and awesome by ju-
pons de erinoline—a muliiplicity of pet-
ticoitts lined with horschair, “to make
the dress sit heauilully.”  Industrial
growth had bred a moneved middle class,
whose work-oriented morality was re-
flected in the unbending rigidity of long
corscts, and  whose aflluent pride  was
swelled and  stiffened by the hair of
horsctiils. used 1o upholsier solas and
women. Skirts expanded along with the
LEmpire and petticoats were pulfed out
by means of pneumatic tubes, “with a
nozzle lor the insertion of a bellows.”
Women wore I petticons “in evening
dvess,” the Ladies’ Companion rvevealed.,
“They go to a ball standing up in their
carriages.”

In both Eorope and America, women
tottered under the bulk and weight of
SIX OF seven petticoats in daytime, and
feminist dress reformers sought a “ra-
tional” alternauve. Taking o lead from
LElizabeth Smith  Miller, of Peterboro,
Amelia  Jenks Bloomer, of
created national controver-
\ ing a pants suit with Twkish-
type  pantaloons, which  soon  becuime
known as Bloomers. But visible “bilur
cated garments” were too [ out to find
acceptance at a time when Americn
women were just beginning to cotton 1o
Nannel underdrawers. Reliel from  the
weight and hean of horschair petticoats
cime  in December 1836, wih  the
French mvention of a “metal arinoline”
—a cagelike petticoat Irame, made up of
a ics of horizomal steel hoops, that
hung from the waist on vertical tapes.

Intoduced to the American veaders
ol Peterson’s Magazine in 1858, under
the heading “Uschul Noveliies for the
Momith.” the “cage-crinoline”  [Tulhilled
the female “desire for wide skirts with-
out impeding the legs by hot and heavy
petticoats.” But it also incurred the in-
stant dislike of males as @ most formida-
ble obstacle to courtship and conjugal
relations. Recognizing this drawback, one
British firm brought out a superflexible
model that would “bear a good squeeze
without getting omt of order.” Buc the
erotics ol the steel crinoline were mainly

sy by wes

1al and eentered on leg and ankle
display. as did the earlier hoop skirt.

In the 1860s. reformers railed against
the crinoline as a hazard to both morals
and physical safery. In America, Maria
M. Jones pitied the female fashion slave
who “Irantically grasping her skirts . . .
tiptoes across the street, with her cloth-
ing in the rear at an altitude of which
she has no conccpticm, and revealing
not only fect and ankles but even limbs,
to an extent which a neatly clad Bloom-
¢r would blush o think ol.” Others
bemoaned  the overcrowding of  public
conveyances and the menace to Iragile
parlor whatnots. More serious yet were
accidents caused by crinolines catching
in carriage wheels and [aalities o wear-
ers who were blown oft difls. But most
deadly of all was the danger of fire,
which the wide, inflammable petticoats
presented in an era of oil lamps, candles
and open hearths, “Take what precau-
tions we may against fire, so long as the
hoop 1s worn, life is never safe,” Lon-
donw’s Nlustrated News of the World
wiarned in 1863, alter 2000 crinoline-clad
women were burned to death in Chile.
“All are living under a sentence of
death which may occur unexpectedly in
the most appalling form.”

Ultimately, it was not prudence but
the fickleness of female [ashion thae led
to the downfall of the crinoline. Alter
seven  years, it became “rather daring
nol to wear a crinoline at all indoors.”
A narrower silhouette, with fewer petti-
coats, became the vogue, and Paris styl-
ists groped about for a new fashion
focus. The wend was to curves, bol-
stered, il need be. by false bosoms “ol
pink rubber, which follow the move-
ments of respiration with mathematical
and perfect precision.” An equally cralty
demi-temps, or “halt-uime,” belly bolster,
put the wmmy in active competition
with the bust. But in the end, all eves
were drawn to milady’s backside, with a
big assist from an undercover put-on
that was known, variously, as a dress
improver, a ftowrnure, a bertha and a
bustle.

Shaped like a bumblebee’s bum and
somewhat resembling the jump seat on
a modern motorcycle, the early models
were made ol a variety of doth materi-
als, built on a [rame ol wire mesh.
“Have you seen the wonderful cusmon
Wire Bustle?” an American  advertiser
asked in the stylish pages ol Pelerson’s
Magazine. “Here It Is! It Leads Them
all! You can sit on it, stand on 1 or
jump on it, and it comes right back into
shape.”

With, perhaps, the addition of wire-
mesh “bosom [orms,” o counterbalance
the gibhosity of the rump, the bustle
eventually grew to be the owstanding
underthing of the 19th Century. In the
Seventies and Eighties, chairs were de-
signed “with a space at the back above




“dnd then I get this almost paranoid jealousy that makes me
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the seat 1o allow for the passage of the
bustle.” For Queen Victoria's  Jubilee,
in 1887, patriotism brought up the Bt
ish rear with a patented bertha containing
a music box that plaved God Save the
Queen whenever the wearer sat down—a
selldefeating gesture, in that she had
“immediately o rise again, and everyone
clse with her.”

“Brinded Wire Bustles Have Come
to Stay. for Women Understand They
Cannot Allord 10 let Them Go™ was a
snappy slogan that appeared in the La-
dies’” Home Journal in 1889, But a grow-
ing number ol people were beginning
to wonder about the advisability ol wom-
ng corsets. In pursuit of an 18-
inch waist that “a man could span with
his hands,” the Victorian torso was laced
into an “hourglass™ corset that Thor-
stein Vieblen, the American social scien-
tst, denounced as a mutilwion. ‘The
hndings ol anticorset relormers support-
ed the Veblen view. although few mem-
bers of the medical prolession venmured
10 deseribe the displacement of internal
organs and the deformation of the ribs
that the wearing of tight corsets caused,
Female disorders were at an  all-time
high, and those whom prudery or pover-
tv deprived of a doctor’s coddling care
resorted 1o the use of patemt medicines
olfering evervithing Irom “a Sure Cure
lor Prolapsus Uteri. or Falling ol the
Womb™ to instant reliel from “dragging
sensation in the groin, sparks helore the
eves, hvsteria, temple and car throb, a
dread of some impending evil, morbid
feclings and the blues.™

Politicians nobly stumbled where the
medicos refused o vead. In 1894 a
member ol the French Chamber ol Dep-
uties proposed 1o combat tight lacing by
imposing a still ax on corsets. In the
Wisconsin legislature, Henry L. Dagget,
ol Bear Creek. fought 1o abolish corsets
from the Badger State and was ridiculed
out of ofice as “"Corset” Dagger. On all
levels of government, ofhcials maintained
a hands-ofl’ policy.

Nowhere was  tight  corseting  more
prevalent than in the military fleshpots
ol central Europe, where Prussian ofh-
cars corseted their givth into rigid subimis-
sion, and overstulfed Valkvries panted
and groaned within the areaking confines
of the “Colossus,” the “Hercules” and the
“Grenadier.” Clinical  case  histories  of
the Ni s give exhanstive evidence of
psvchosexual  aberrations  involving  the
peviod corset. Putting 1 on and aking
i off became an erotic stimulanc for
everything from ordinary intercourse to
ransvestite  Hagellation a  trors. Sedate
European  businessmen kept  their mis-
resses’ perfumed corsets hidden in desk
drawers, to caress and snift bewween ap-
peintments. Elderly noblemen  collected
corset strings stolen or purchased [rom
]n'mlitmcs and schoolgirls. (No item ol

216 attire, however, had more kinky aficiona-

dos than did female underdrawers. Since
the Seventies, the French had been
doing all sorts of shocking things to
them—Ilike making them ol tinted silk
and lacing ribbons through the lancy
knce ruflles! Favored mainly by last
women of the haut and  demimonde,
the naughty French innominables were
spurned by decent American lemales, who
remained  loval o their  durable—and
by now virtuwous—coton and  fannel
drawers)) Lasting veliel [rom the tyranny
of ught corsets did not arrive unul well
into the 20th Century, when the need
for typists and stenographers  brought
increasing numbers ol voung women
into the business world and the new
“jass” bands drew America’s youth onto
the dance floor.

The stepped-up tempos of both com-
merce and dancing made rigid corseting
impractical.  Manufacturers  experiment-
ed with lighter materials, and whale-
bone corset stavs  were veplaced  with
steel and Celluloid. The whaling indus-
try hit bottom, while the steel industry

; to live off the fat of the land.
With America’s entry into World War
One, however, it bhecame a chotce be-
tween  steel stavs for the home front
and armament to hght the Kaiser. In re-
sponsc to a pleéa from the War Industries
Board, American women sacrificed their
corset stavs 1o the wne of 23000 tons
—“enough 1o build wwo battleships.”
Patriotism was rewanrded with undreamed-
ol comlort. and when the German grip
on Europe was broken, many women
were reluctant to return to the hondage
ol steel stays.

To meet “the requirements of stvle,
comfort and health,” clastic girdles ap-
peared, designed to hold the figure “in
position” without the aid of stays. Im-
provements in the [(abrication of mass-
produced rayon put silky undies and
stockings within the reach ol all. Skirts
hee to inch higher to display sheerly
clad legs. Drawers retreated to the upper
thigh and earned the spicily diminunve
name  panties, Skimpicr, sexier under-
shirts brought back into popular use the
o'd Frendy word chemise—which became
shimmy, when Gilda Gray, a Polish-born
Broadway dancer, described her quivering
performance as “shaking my shim-mee.”

“You Just Know She Weawrs Them™
nmational  catch phrase of the
gigeling Twenties, when McCallum Ho-
siery used the slogan to promote its line
of budget legwear. But it olten
dificult to tell, just from looking. wheth
er or not she was wening one of the
new brassicres—lite chest corsets that
had evolved from the upper portion
of a French loundation garment  de-
signed for fatties in 192, Made to flaten
the bosom. as though a bras. or arm, were
pressed across the breasts. the brassiere
provided the full-breasted Happer with
the bovish higure the Twenties prized. 1f

wils

Wis

her bust were naturally small. there was
no need for a ginl to wear a bra an all.
Given the bovish hips of cartoonist John
Held. Jr's jazz babies. she could even dis
pense with i elastic girdle or corselet.
In which case she simply stepped into
one of the new chemise-and-panty com-
binatons, which she called—guess what=
—step-ins.

Lacking a foundation to hitch her
stockings to. the shortskirted “chicken™
wore i garter belt or rolled her ravons
above the knee, Glimpses ol thigh had
even nearsighted males humming Tin
Pan Allev's hit tune Roll "Em, Gnlies,
Roll "Em. and America’s latter-day puri-
ans issued  thunderous predictions ol
Armageddon. It was fast-and-loose specu-
lation rather than skimpy fashions that
caused the bottom to drop out of the
Wall Swreet marker in 1929, but hem-
lines fell, nevertheless. and women began
to look around lor ways to augment their
physical assets.

As though in preparation for the day
when the bust would vise again. Mrs,
Ida Rosenthal, a Lsighted  Russian-
horn retailer of ladies dresses, went into
the business of manulacturing brassieres
in 1922 Years of hiing and design re-
sulted m a cupped “uplilt” bra, which
was marketed under the now-familiar
name Maidenform. Other dreamers and
doers got in the uplift line; in 1935,
Warner's brought forth a new concept:
brassieres with alphabetical cup sizes, A,
B.Cand D.

In the late Thirties, the uplift bra was
responsible for the rise of a busty new
breed of Hollvwood star, ol whom Lana
Tuwrner prominent s the
much-photographed  “sweater girl.” Fon
the A-cup girl who aspired 10 hlm-star
proportions. lalse bosoms called Gay De-
ceivers were available.

Depression winters had established
seasonmal  [ad  for knitted, knec-length
drawers, called woollies, snuggies and
teddies. But on the eve of World War
Two. the American female’s wardrobe of
undergarments had pretty much sertled
into a pattern of brassiere, panties. gir-
dle and slip. From the waist down. the
clasticized  girdle reigned  supreme—de-
spite the [act that it obliterated the
natural ceavage of the nates and pro-
duced a “uniform postevior bulge™ thin
one post-World War Two caritic called
the “mono-buttock.”

The peacctime anback in parachute
production  released  vast quantities of
mvlon for the manulacture of hosiery
and  briel  underpants—the  potential
fanciness  of  which  was  underscored
when ULS. aennis star Gussie Moran
amted “bricks with white lace show-
ing” wm the sid Wimbledon  tourna-
ment in 1919, In so doing. Gorseous
Gussie started a lad for decorative der-
ricres that made the Wimbledon matches
a carnival of sightly underpants. Players

wis  maost




vied to outdo one another with bricls of
shocking pink and 18-kt gold, as spec-
tators struggled to keep their eyes on the
ball. Leopardskin, mink trimming and
even a Conlederate flag had bedecked the
lady competitors’ bottoms by the time
Wimbledon ofhicials called a hale to the
Lancy-pants era in 1962,

In the bra business, old hands credit
the sky-high ideal of the late Forties and
Filties o the acronantical-enginecring
savvy the moviemaking zillionaire How-
ard Hughes applied o the construction
of a bra for Jane Russell 1o wear in his
saga of cowhoys and cleavage, The Qut-
law. Calculited to make the most of
every last micromillimeter of mammary
allure, the OQutlaw bra extended the
uplift prindiple to the point where the
breasts resembled the nose cones on bal-
listic misstles. Other prominent  Holly-
wood higures helped popularize the pointy
style, and women all over the Western
world dreamed of acquiring the new
Americian look. “A goad bra is a beauty
must,” the British readers of Good Tuste
were told. Al American women know—
beauty begins with the bra.” Breasting
the highise tide in 1964, Calilornia’s
Rudi Gernreich  aeated a world-wide
sensation with a topless bathing suit and
a transparent blouse—modeled without a
bra.

The
the

threatened
the  billion-

Germreich showing

very  loundations  of

doliar undergarment industry. Manufac-
wurers moaned and foundered; all was
chaos and flux. Until, that is. Exquisite
Form “took the bull by the horns” and
recruited Gernreich—the creator of the
20th Century topless mode—to design a
chimerical No-Bra bra!

To satisly the habitwal undic hunger
of American  women, Exquisite Form
went on the market with a series ol
sce-through follow-ups: the No Side bra
("Rudi’s newest. Essential for the new
porthole fashions. . _ ."), the No Back
("It's all front. No back. . . ."), the All-
in-None ("Rudi’s one-piece masterpiece
with a deep plunging front. . . . Works
under anything. .. ."). Amid all the tans
parent Nos, there was even an opagque
Maybe—lor indecisive teens, who weren't
sure they could measure up.

But surely there is no need to briel
the present audience ol readers on the
sort of thing thit has been going on

and  coming  off—since  the  Sixties.
Counterculture streer fashions. coupled
with  women's lib, gave underthings

short shrilt. The new unlewered feeling
found favor even among establishmen
females, and  the undie rip-off spread.
What does the [uture promise? \Who cin
honestly say? Within five years, a single
string may be the thing. Or space-age cor-
sets. Or AM /FA bustles—rear-end radios
that will play music and give weather re-

ports 24 hours a day. The cyclical nature
ol fashion is such that the luture of ladies
menmtionables would seem to lie some-
where in the past. But, as the designers
and executives of the Treo Company
learned in 1963, it doesn’t pay for a
girdle manulacturer o push any patri-
otic associations with the nation’s history.

“USTARS N STRIPES' GIRDLE BANNED ON
D. AR PROTEST,” The New York Times
announced in a fivmly molded headline
that strct-ched across two columns.
As described in the story, the girdle had
“eight blue stars on a white background.
and ved and  white vertical  stripes.”
Treo had  distributed  about 3000 (o
stores before the Daughters ol the Amer-
ican  Revolution  demanded  that  the
Stars 'n Stripes givdle, which they felt was
deseerating the American flag, “be with
drawn [rom sale.”

Now. none of us wounld like o see our
nation’s flag confused with a panty gir-
dle. But without having seen what they
look like—and without ever wanting 1o
—it’s fairly safe to say that the D. A R.
ladies” underduds could be run up the
flagpole any time. Traflic might grind 10
a halt, people might stop and gawk. A
few might even fecl compelled to dolt
their hats in respect. But T venture to
say that nobody—but n-o-b-o-d-y—in his
right mind would salute.
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RAPTURE OF THE DEEP

know the profunditics of anything, be-
ginning with himsclf.

“Docsn’t Sag Harbor have a phone I
could use:"”

Squinting. Philip Ogden proceeded full
throtle ahead, toward open water.

Hard of hearing, reflected Brian. Must
be waking me to his house, on Sheler
Island.

But they were leaving Shelier Island
well off to port, and where the hell were
they going?

Brian began to [eel uncasy. Was he in
danger?

And then the sheer ludicrousness of
that thought coming to him on this
morning—perhaps  the  yacht might
sink! he might drown!—forced him o
bechold himsell [or the first time in all
his full Iatuousness. He leancd back m
his seit next o the captain’s, aossed his
i his chest and. bemused  and
stupelied by the endless quirks of this
human anmimal, himsell, awaited evems.

They sliced ahead. apparvently bound
lor the open seit, perhaps lor the upper
Amazon right now. Then the capuain
veered to port and drew near a very
small place called Plum Island.

“Go lorward and drvop the anchor,”
he ovdered.

Brian found the big. old-fashioned an-
chor on a coil ol rope in the bow and
heaved it over the side. The eaptain cut
the engine. Returming 1o the wheel
house, Brian remarked diyly. T don't
see too many phones around here.”

Ogden cved him and then walked out
of the wheelhouse and along the hittle
deck o the door of the on-deck cabin.
They both went inside.

The cabin was htted out with a bunk
and a big walnut desk and mautical in-
struments and  logs and  navigational
books: severial of the cus lay here and
there. And there was a ship-toshore tele-
phone.

S

“COON!

(continued from puge 82)

“1 could have phoned Irom that boat-
yardl” It was perhaps waaless 1o point
that out, but the vestiges of the vodka
were still active.

The captain looked wt him and then
said, “What number did you wan?”

S0 you wanted company for a short
cruise m return for lenting me use your
phone, Brian rellected. 1 don’t blame
you. It's a lonely world.

He gave Ogden the number of the
magazine's cditorial office in New York,
and, when the connection had  been
made, Brian took the phone.

“Give me the ceditor,” he said to the
switchboard.

The cditor, Billy Murcheson, kept
him waiting. as usual, which was mfuri-
ating in this special instance. Finally, he
got through.

“Where the hell are you?" Billy de-
manded  without  preliminaries. “That
Dixicorat Senator’s people have called
here twice.”

“I'm on a yache at sea”

“Whae”
“I suid I'm aboard a yacht called the
Taurus Dolores, which we are . . . we

are wictualing lor our expedition to
the upper Amazon.” The captain’s chin-
Jutting smile was sct in satisfaction.

“I didn’t know you woke up drunk on
Monday mornings. Oh. The divorce.
Now. listen o

“No. You listen. Why didn’t T get the
Washington burcaun® I was first in line.”

In his voice of wriest irritability. Billy
replicd. “I'm not going to discuss the
magazine's ceditorial decisions with you
this way.”

“Yes vou are. Or else 1 quit.”

Silence reigned across the waters of
Gardiners Bay. Had they been cut off?

“Billy?

Billv's voice eventually resumed, in a
gruff but dubious tone. I don’t respond
very well o threats. Brian.” Clearly, he

Sl

“HONKIE!"

was disturbed. Alter all, Brian's yveport-
ing really was competent and based on
wide experience, bloodless  though it
might be. “1 know you've been through
the wringer with this divorce and . . .
I'm sorry, you're wense. You know some-
thing? What you need is a vacation!
That place you went in the Virgin Is
Tands? What's its name?”

“Caneel Bay,” said Brian slowly. But
that had been for a honeymoon. He
could not imagine what it would be like
Iving on the sand of those enchanted
coves alone. Yes, he could. He would
want to kill himself on the spot.

“I’s no use, Billy. It's all over. 1 quit.
Sorry not 1o give you some notice. But
I'm very rveplaceable and there e lots
ol good reporters out ol work these days.
You'll have a hundred good people to
choose [rom."”

“Now, listen, Brian.” Billy's voice was
solicitous, but there was ilso a new tone
in 1, a calmness. as the vuth of Brian’s
last words sank in. “You're upset and [
think vou ought 1o take two weeks off,
and then we'll have a wlk”

He means that, he's wrying 1o help me,
he's really a decent guy at heat, Brian
realized. Evervone on the staff detesis
him simply because he's the boss, the
[ather. 10 be rebelled against.

His feelings began 1o mount and ke
control of him; he was on the hrink ol
breaking down on the ship-to-shore tele-
phone, so he rasped tightly, “I'm quit-
ting. Thanks.” And hung up.

“Good-0." said the captain warmly. His
cyes twinkled at Briim for a moment.
“I did the same thing, seven vears ago.
Tha's why I am,” he added proudly,
“who 1 am 1oday.”

The buccaneer of the upper Amazon,
thought Brian.

The captain began to load one of his
pipes.

“What did you use
Brian.

“Preach.”

“Preachz™

“Yes.”" he repeated, “preach.”

Palm Beach, very dry vodka martinis,
Reéalités, a vache?

After tamping the tobacco in the howl
lor a while, Ogden hxed him with a
witery blue stare and said, “Ask a lot of
que

“You sce, Mr. Osden. that was a news-
magazine I just resigned from. T'm a
reporter, well, journalist. well, foreign
correspondent, well, pundit e

"You're what we used to aall ‘newspa-
per el Inmy congregation. newspaper
fellas were just one degree more respect-
able tham fan dancers. So don't give me
those lancy names for .

“Just wrying 1o explain why I ask so
numy questions. Can’t help . T was
trained that way.”

“I was trained o shepherd my flock of
good Christians in the #ood Christian

o do?” asked

ions for a stanger.”




life.” He sucked loudly on the pipe.
“But I got over i!”

“Go ye and do likewise,
was the lesson lor 1oday.

“Now.” the captain went on, “hoist
anchor.”

“I'd like 10 make another call, to some
gavage aromud here to come and re-
charge my bateery.”

The captiin was going out the door.
“Hoist imchor.” he repeated and proceed-
ed 10 the wheelhouse.

There was nothing lor Brian Cooper
to do bur hoist the anchor. This eceen-
tric had 1o be humored. The wineh had
no motor and getting the thing ofl the
bottom was hard and diny work, and
Brian was coatless, ticless and sweaty
when 1 was at last accomplished.

The captain set a course away from
the boatvard where Brian had encoun
teredd him, heading o Long  Island
Sound roward Connecticut.

Taking the chair next 1o him. Brian
said as pleasantdy as he could, “I'd like
to cruise avound with you, Philip. b
Fve got thines to do.”

“Want 1o have a wlk with va,” the
captain yelled over the engine's o,
“Got a proposition for va”

He's not going 1o make a pass at me,
is he?

The man was sturdy but old. and
Briam exercised regularly, so he felt swe
he could win a fight,

But then that possibility, 100, lurched
into ludicrousness in the context ol s
resolve to end his life. Fight 1o defend
liis body from sodomy only to deliver ir
over 1o suicide. Somchow lile was so
contradictory that it wasnt worth strug.
gling with. There was no logic or sense
in it anywhere. To see that, you had
only 1o decide to end it. Standing thus
at the center of the wheel ol lile, Brian
found that in whatever direction he
turned, utter absurdity conlronted him,

The caprain eventually pulled into a
small, empty cove on the north coast ol
Ovient Point, cut the engine and then
matter-ol-Lictly offered Brian the job of
hiest mate on the Tiaurus Dolores. One
hundred dollars 2 week was the salary,
the duties were eencral and the eventual
joint goal was the upper Amazon,

It broke over Brian thar he was heing
handed @ heaven-sent chance to achiceve
his own personal goal. Nothing in the
world would be simpler than to make a
suicide look like an accident sailing in
this tuby all thae distance with this rad-
dled old man.

She would not have 1o feel one twinge
ol gutlt. He stood up. “You know whuat?
I'm going 10 take you up on that,
PIPhi Uh. Captain.”

Philip Ogden put the pipe fivmly
back between his teeth. “Hoist the an-
chor, Mate!”

They sailed here and there along that

"

Brian saw,
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stretch of coast during the next weeks,
up and down Long Island Sound. to
Fishers Island. Block Island. and on to
Cape Cod. Nantucket and  Martha's
Vineyard. Chappaquiddick Island, with
its fatal bridge. was there, right across a
narrow stretch ol water. Brian consid-
ered it and immediately rejected  the
idea: a grandstand play and a giveaway.

Captain Ogden knew a good deal
about boats and navigation, it wrned
out. Aside from that. he seemed pleased
to spend a great deal of time in solitude.
Brian’s only doubis abour becoming fisst
mate had heen that he might be bored
to death by Ogden. which was not at all
the way he wanted 10 go. Instead. the
old man ran the boat efficiently, con-
versed at mealtimes. tended his cats and
spent all other hours in his cabin alone.

Brian. who had been an off-and-on
insomniac for vears, slept in a liule
cabin below deck on a very hard and
narrow bunk. After all the Hilton Hotel
mattresses. this nautical cot turned out
to be exactly what he needed: He slept
like a child. The confinement of the
cot and the cabin swited him; or perhaps
it was the lazy rocking of the anchored
hoat at night, the lisp of the water
against the hull. As the wecks passed,
Brian concluded that it was the sea itself
putting him to sleep. the laat ol his
being cradled on the vastest and most
creative element on carth.

One evening  Ogden  invited  Brian
into the captain’s cabin for brandy. It
was served ceremoniously in large snif-
ters and 1t was excellent brandy.

The captain. who was already several
drinks ahead. sat in a swivel chair next
to his desk in the shadowy room. Brian
sat in a black-leather wing chair across
from him. Cats loitered here and there.
The ship rocked faintly.

“How pinko are you?" asked the
captain.

Brian made a noncommittal answer,
which Ogden seemed 1o want and expect.

“Can’t stand  pinkos.” the captain
went on. “Never could. In the dergy we
get a lot of them, half-ass bleeding-heart
types. That's why I finally got out of all
that and wemt to sea. Couldn’t stand all
the pinkos around me, talking about
humanity. Too many big words. You
ever play squash?”

Brian said he had, and that scemed to
make him less pinko in the captain’s eves.

“I had a congregation in New York
City,” Ogden continued, “like nobody
clse’s. Presidents ol big  corporations.
Celebrities.  Socialites. Colummists. TV
personalitics. Ol [amilies. The works.
And I gave them what they wanted. You
know what they wanted? They wanted
me to make the world make sense. Well,
I made it make sense for them. How? 1
told them the truth. You get what you
deserve. T must have delivered, 1 don't

290 know, thousands of scrmons. All of them

said the same thing in different words.
You get what vou deserve.”

Oh, no, thought Brian.

“And then these new people drifted
mto the congregation with their radical
ideas and they poisoned the water. the
water of life, the baptism. Of course, the
Kremlin sent them. [ was too important,
helped  keep  the country sttong  too
much. They had to get me, so the Red
Guard can take over New York City.”

Total paranoia. Brian thought. And
then he thought: He must have some
sense that he's arazy. Why does he go on
living?

“Captain. uh. when this happened,
this plot. and they, T guess, drove you
out ol vour church, more or less"—a
grim nod from Ogden—"weren’t vou.
well, in despair? How were you able o
keep on going? Didn’t you ever . . . I
mean . .. osuicide . L

Scowling at the floor, Ogden then
looked up. looked past Brian and grum-
bled. "I'm no yellow Jap. It's against
God’s law, our true God's law.” There
was a grim silence, and then Ogden
added. “And it's against my law, 10
mysell. [ am going o occupy my pl:lcc.
my space in lile and in naure.”

Whether you're bent all out of shape
or not, Brian thought wonderingly.

Here was a totally paranoid man. He
had to be something like that. Raging
mdividualists always seemed to. But so
what? He seemed harmless enough.

Harmless! Harmless! Brian wanted to
roar with scornful laughter at himself.

“Of cowrse, it was my father,” the
captain went on. “Never should have
died. He could have held them off.
He would have stared them down and
conquered them and reasserted his au-
thority. That's what he would have done,
that man, my father” And suaring into
the depths of his brandy. Ogden lapsed
into reverie.

Still living under the spell of pavents,
an old man like that. thought Brian.
And something stivred in him deeply.
He couldn’t locate it. He took a gulp of
brandy.

Ten minutes later. with the captain
remaining in his reverie, Brian got up
andd said he'd beter go to bed. Ogden
waved a listless hand after him.

There was a small lifeboat with an
outhoard motor abeard the Taurus Do-
lores. Two days later, it occurred 1o
Brian 10 test the motor. It wouldn’t
start. He suggested that it be repaired.
The grotesqueness of human nature per-
sisted: @ suicide-bent man repairing a
lifeboat?

The captain, for some reason, took
the suggestion with deep seriousness. He
stared at Brian for a long time. Then he
said quictly. "Very well.”

Brian had it repaired at the boat
dock.

The next morning, Captain Ogden

ordered him o pump out the bilge.
This was the messiest and most menial
job Brian had had.

As he was standing in ruliber boots in
the diny water, Ogden loomed  above
him. lormidable.  gray-haired. weather
beaten. “What are you doing™ he asked
in a level tone,

Brian stared at him and then said
with a hall Laugh, “Pumping out the
bilge.™

Alter gazing at him, the captain said
cevenly, “Are vou surer” Ogden gazed at
him some more and then disappeared.

Biian went on pumping. That alter-
noon they sailed o an empty stretch of
Orient Point. They had supper side by
side on the counter in the litle galley.
Captain Ogden did not speak  during
the meal,

At the end of it, Ogden stood up. “Go
to your cabin.” he ordered.

“Wh—what*”’

“Your cabin. Go there.’

Brian shoved lkis thumbs under his
belt. “What's that supposed to mean:”

“You do understand some sort of Eng-
lish. don’t you? Or have you radicals
abolished that, toor”

He had never directly accused Brian
of being a radical hefore.

I'm not a radical, Brian started o sav.
and then gave it up. What was the
peint? He would just humor him.

He passed slowly in front of Ogden,
went into his tiny cabin and sat down
on the bunk. A second later, the outside
key mwmed in the lock and he was
imprisoned.

What an  idiot. he thought. Why
didn’t I dive overboard, or call for help
on the ship to-shore, or at least stay in
the open? T knew he was mad. What
an idiot I am. Obeving a madman. What
does that make me?

A fool. just a fool. Nothing more pro
found than that.

The tiny. curtained porthole was im-
possible as an  escape route, but he
might see a passing boat and vyell or
signal o it. He pulled the curtain aside,
but instead of wansparent glass, he saw
blackness. He opened the porthole and
found that a heavy metal slab had been
fixed 1o the hull outside it. He pushed i,
punched it. Unbudgeable. He was com-
pleiely enclosed i a madman’s prison.

“"Cooper.” came the captain’s voice
from outside his door.

Taking a  breath,
¥est

“Tell me. Cooper, why do you want
to sink my ship?”

“1 don’t want to sink your ship, Cap-
tain.”

“l saw you punching a hole in the
bottom when you pretended 1o pump
out the bilge. Why did vou resent
pumping out the bilge so much?”

“I didn’t resent it.”

“We all have to do unpleasant tasks in

.

Brian  answered,
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lile. My [ather often told me that. I
vou knew what fie made me do! Then
you wouldn’t have resented pumping at
all. That's nothing' You know what he
miade me do? Clean out the cesspool
under our outhouse! A living soul . . .
a living soul. The kingdoms and 1he
powers under the cesspool in the out-
house.” A long silence. “Filth!” Anoth-
er silence.

“Captain?”

There was no answer.

“Captain Ogdenz”

“What?”" he answered in oa flat. low
voice.

“I want 10 wlk to you about my
religious feelings.”

“Religious feclings,” Ogden snorted.
“What do you know abour religious
feelings? Anv of vou. Scum. If you knew
what the people of my dav went
through mentally in striving o find the
onc true route to Jesus, you wouldn't
iry to loist this nonsense about your
religious [eelings on me. Your gencra-
tion has all i feelings concentrated in
its  private  paris! My  generation  at
least tried o find Jesus. And my father’s
seneration . well, there they were,
there they were. Marvels. Living sccure
in Jesus .. . living secure. ..

Brian examined his fists carefully for
no particular reason. The door of the
cabin was unbreakable. He went on ex-
amining them, “How long are you going
to keep me here:” he eventually asked.

“Umil the danger has drifted away. 1f
it ever does.™

“What danger?” In asking the ques-
tion. Brian became aware of s stupidiry.
He was trving to reason with irrationality.

“IH it ever does. It doesn’t, usually.™

“Did you ever play heartsz” asked
Brian.

“Hearts? The card game?”

“Yes,” said Brian. “I used to play it a
lot, with my [arher”

There was a profound silence. Then
the captain asked, “Was he a all man,
vowr father?™

“Oh. yes. Very tall” He was five [eet.
six. Ogden had used the past tense in
reflerring to Brian's very alive lather. To
him, all fathers were dead.

“Did you cheat when you played cards
with himz”

At sea in irvationality, Brian hesitat-
cd and then said, “Yes. but he caught me
at it and punished me and I never did it
again.”

“But you are trying it with me.”

I'm not, he began 1o protest, and then
instinct told him not to. “I need a lot of
suidance. I'm very confused i

The captain muttered in a deep voice,
“If you knew what love I could have for
a son.”

“I'm very confused,” was all DBrian

.

dared answer.

“Good might!” Ogden vyelled and

could be heard stumping up the Jadder
to his cabin.

There had to be a way out. It was just
a question of being intelligent enough
to discover it. He must remain very calm
amd clearheaded, not allow himsell o
panic or even hecome very nervous,

On the edge of his consciousness he
seised something stirving about himself,
and her.

A minute examination of the room
disclosed nothing. There was still a way.
It was to inveigle Ogden to open 1he
door. The problem thus simplified, Brian
pondered how to do that.

“Captain!™ he yelled,
the door. “Captain!™

Ogden could be heard coming down
the ladder. “What is it?" he said gruflly.

“Captain, I'm sorry. I have to go to the
hatlroom. I can’t go on the floor in
here”

There was a heavy silence, and then
Ogden mutiered. “No, that would be
oo filthy.” Another long silence. “T'm
going o let you go to the head in a
minute.” He pounded up the ladder
and soon came back down again.

The key turned in the lock and the
door opened. In the tiny dark passage
outside, Ogden stood, his cye gazing
down the barrel of a rifle aimed at
Brian's head.

With coldness closing like a helmet
over his skull, Brian realized that the
opportunity he had sought to die had
arrived.

But his desperation of a few days ago
seemed o have dis;lppc;lrcd; now he
suddenly wanted 1o live.

Brian’s brain then shut down.

He lunged for the barrel of the rille,
shoved it up, the gun went off with a
remendous roar in the confined space
as they struggled for it. The man was
old but strong, in good condition from
life on the sca. He yanked the gun out
ol Brian's hands, but the space was so
conhned he could not level the barrel at
him and Brian lunged at him again,
seizing the barrel and wwisting desperate-
ly. The man vanked it away again and
tried 1o slam the butt of the gun against
Brian’s head. Fending that oft with his
shoulder, Brian  forgot the gun and
pounded a fist into the man’s face.
Brian wied o knee him in the groin.
nussed but caught him on the side of
the head with a powerlul blow of the
clbow. The man hesitated for a split
sccond; Brian snatched the vifle away
rom him—for that iastant, Ogden had
scemed 1o lose his will to possess it—
and, siepping back inwo his cabin, Brian
worked the bolt and pointed the reload-
ed rifle at the old man.

“Now, get up on deck,” said Brian,
panring.

Looking at the floor and shaking his
head—it had all become some silly mis-

pounding on

understanding—Ogden cocked a quizzi-
aal look ar him and. shaking his head
again, climbed slowly up the ladder.

“Lower the lhifchoat into the water,”
ordered Brian,

Ogden slowly began to do so. He said.
“I knew you would want to leave the day
you had it repaired. That's when T saw
vour plim. To scuttle the Taurus Do-
lores and Ieave on the liteboat. Who was
it.” he asked with a ule of the head, “who
sent your”

“"Nobody sent me. All these  plots
against you are just delusions. You're
very sick mentally and you ought 1o
have reatment.”

“Oh,” a shrug, “weatment, They've
tricd to treat me, T osiow through that.
That's just their way of brainwashing
me. tving 1o control me. But vou. |
could have rescued yon from them, il
vou had trusted me.”

Brian stood stock-still. You know, he
thought 10 himsell. I think you hae
rescued me [rom them.

Brian stepped down into the boat
andl. holding the rifle against his shoul
der with one hand, started the outbomd
motor. The capain might have another
viffe, but if it came to a shoot-out, Brian
would take his chances. The lifeboat
began to move away, but the captain
remained standing on the deck, watch-
ing the departure. Then he raised his
hand in what might have been a gesture
of blessing. He slowly tumed. looking
perhaps a little more stooped than be-
lore. and went back to his cabin,

Infinitely sorry for him. Brian then de
cided not to make any complaints or
notily anybody. but to leave Philip Og-
den 1o heaven.

The lifeboat chugged slowly across the
sheet ol black water toward a dock.
Briam felt utterly exhausted physically,
the first time, it scemed, he had felt thar
way since his college track-team days. I
had alwavs been nervous  exhaustion
since. At sea he had slept the way he
hitd nov slept in a long ume, either. He
was alwavs hungry these days. He looked
around him ac the impevtrbable night-
Lme sea.

When he was hungry, there was food:
when he was exhausted. there was sleep:
when he fele sex, theve alwiys had been
before, and would be again, a partner:
when he conlronted a problem, there
was his mtelligence. And he now real-
ized that he was emphatically sane.

He muost have a futare. a real future,
not one like hers but one that would
banish the hatelul feeling he'd had in
the Alla on the dirt youd in the rain, ol
the eternal vacuum, of no hold on
anvthing.

His hold must be to use what he had
and pass it on—the way practically every-
one ¢lse in the world did—to a descend-
ant, an offspring, an heir.



“And what kind of a day did you have, darling?”
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THE OLD BULL MOOSE

(continued from page 148}
system west side looked like a go. Jav-D
so excited had to get out and pee. High
around on cast side. Grove ol cottonwood,
room to park Old Bull Moose. Found
surprise. Flag in dlearing. hung  lIrom
lorked tree. Out o investigate,  Jordan
Marsh brassiere. 38-1). Claimed ground
lor Gerry mountain tent. Cerulean blue.
Zipped shut. Jav-D serached  briguetes
on cither side ol navel. “Dogged.” he said,
with  reverence.  Unzipped  tent fly,
Looked in. Found another surprise.

lu search ol conquest, man fays plans,
not willv-nilly. Jav-D collected wood for
fire. kindled same inside circle of siones
on high ground out of clearing not far
Irom Old Bull Moose. Smoke rose imnto
what was lelt ol light ol day. Swallows
swooped from crags of Cholla to look in
on new sarival, Water burbled on wav
to place where old chiel stood by aspen
gate. Coals snapped. Eastern walls of
canyon turned color of blood. At Jast
gleaming. coyote barked. Then reduc-
tion of perceivable things 1o six-loot
diameter of fire’s light. Soup was on.
Honor the provider. Large aluminum
pot. Odor ol onions traceable in smoke
drift. Not one but two cups. Not one
hut two spoons. Two forks, two knives,
two plates. Dinty Moore’s Beef Stew.
Instant  pudding.  Sterco  switched o
portable  batteries now  (RRoll in My
Sweet Baby's Arms, Cabin in the Pines,
The Great Philadelphia Lawyer, Hot
Corn, Cold Corn, The Wreck of the
Old 97). Finally, unmistakably. a splash-
ing in the flood. Jav-D. in orange Sierra
jacket now, observable leaning against
pack on high ground near fire. Legs
stretched out. Bush hat low on brow.

“Howdy, ma'am!”

W Gem

Six miles a far piece in daylight
through  flood cnrying  Kelty  Pack.
Perhaps 100 far, cven in redeeming pres-
ence at wrail's end of onion-scented
smoke, reacquaintance, light,  warmtl,
all the verities ol home s where the
hearth is. Onto high ground then and
past our hevo, straight ahead to dearing
Not a word. Not an eveblink. "There
vew go. Jay-D said. Got up s'owly to
follow. Butt sore lrom riding Old Moose
over Indian roads. Rubbing glutei with
flats ol hands.

“Obviously. this is not going to be my
day.” Her welcome. Hands and knees on
ground in grove now, trying 1o light five.
Match blowing out in breeze. Whisk of
butts in air.

“Now, don’t yew wiste yore tam on
that, vew swate thang.” Jay-D said. “Ah
got supper in the pot.”

Stood up. Faced him.

“1What did you saye”

“Ah said Ah got supper in the por—
soap, stew and butterscotch. "Nuff there
fer two bulldoggers, Come on “lore the
varmints git it

“I have no intention of cating with
you.” she said.

“Yew don'ez”

“I certainly do not.”

“Dimy Moore's stew, ma'am. Onion
SOAP... s

“I do not wish to hear about it.”

Jay-1 hooked thumbs in bele Con-
templitted while she it small propane
lantern with frosted globe. Gentle light.
Soft hiss.

“Ma'am,” he said. “Have Ah offended
vew?"”

“Yes,” she replied, “you most certainly
have.”

“Yew mane comin” up on yew the way
Ah did and hittin’ the horn lak that?”

Wince rom the wench, “Believe me,”
she said. “that is only part of it

“And do Ah take it yew thank mah
vee-hickle is”—had to rustle up a word—
“orerdone:”

“Your ‘vec-hickle,” as you say, is ob-
scene.”

“Mah hort's in the rat place.”

“Is it really?”

“Would Ah have cooked supper fer
vew il it warn't? Would Ahz”

“§peaking frankly,” she said, “T would
be very much inclined to distrust you in
all your endeavors.”

“Lord.” Jav-D said.

“Now will you please leave? I am
tived and hungry, and I plan to be up
very early in the morning. 1 would also
appreciate it il you would turn down
that, thar——"

“Lester Flawe
nicam.”

“Yes. That™

Finished talking, apparently. Hands
and knees again. Up to Jay-D to mvest
encounter with life. Bring things hack
hrom the edge.

“Which sad vew figger to clam:”

“What did vou say?”

“Ah said. which sad yew hgger to
clam=" Nod of bush hat in direction ol
Cholla.

Bounced up. Looked at him closcly.
“How do vou know I am going to climb

and Earl  Scruggs,

anything?” Not 10 be answered. "Texas
thumbs hooked now in hack flap pockets
ol Austrian shorts. “You looked in mn
tent. didn't vour” Taking the Filth
“Didn’t your!”

“Well, vas, ma‘am, Ah did.”

“What unmitigated nerve!™

“Yas, ma'am, Ah can see it was

unwirranted.”
Her hands on hips. Vein visible on
temple. Sweer pulsing  thing,  carried
blood hort o haid.  Glanced
around grove, “And my brassiere. . ..
“Thought 1t flag,

from

wis  a niamn.



Auracted mah  attention soon as Ah
arrived.”

“You are despicable!™

Reflex shrug from  Jay-D. Instincts
honed since 14 suggest new  tack is
desirable.

“Yew ain’t really about tew wy and
clam that pinnacule by yoreself, are
yvew?"

“Do you find that upsetting?”

“Ah jest don’t thank a girl

“You don't.”

“No. ma‘am.”

“You have a vemarkable way ol never
disappointing me.”

“Thank yew, maam. . . .7

“Il you wait around until tomorrow
—which 1 personally hope you do nor—
vou may lose some of your feckless atti-
tudes regarding what 1 imagine you re-
ler to as “the opposite sex.” "

“Aa’am, Ah'm not reckless.”

“Feckless!™

“Yes, mat"am.”

“Now. I am fLuced with an arduous
climb. I you have no [urther recommen-
dations. . . .7

“Ah got one.”

“You do.”

“Yes, maam.
west sad.”

“You would.”

“Yes, ma'am.”

Moment of silence. Dawning ol new
light. Net from lantern.

“Oh. no,” she saud.

“Ma'am:?"”

“You're not. . . .

“Why, shore! Ah come tew clammer
her, too!”

"

Ah'd recommend the

e

Kachina Canyon. Dark as deep well.
Cuticle moon. Night aiv in April skin-
bracer cool. Tire thump, stream burble,
bat whisk. breeze rustle, frog rivet. Jay-1D
Wicker turned in. Old jungle hammock
strung from one branch of moose antler
across high ground to forked tree [rom
which flag had been struck after sun-
down. Last casscite played out. Foggy
Mountain Boys racked up for night alt-
er fourth encore ol old favorite (Po’
Rebel Soldier | Long Way from Home).

“Hail” Jay-D said. Hands on stom-
ich. Enough soup to float side-wheeler,
enough stew and butterscotch to sink it.
“Had mah smares, Ah'd of waited 1ill
breaklast anvhow. Let her git used tew
me. Come up on her slow.”

Plan B. Rise carly. Beans and bacon.
Hot coflee. Some spiritual  songs  (Joy
Bells, Fathey's Table Grace, I Saw Moth-
er with God Last Night). When time
vight, suggest two can do things casier
than one. Suawegy. (“Boy, Ah do wish
yew'd use yore haid fer somethin® “sads
ah hatrack!™) Subtul.

Coyotes on cast rim kindled color of
autumn leaves by first light of April sun.
howling up an Indian from Lubbock,

“I know I'm going to have a baby! I want

to know whose baby!”

Texas, Stealthy, Cunning. Out 1o collect
water in bush hat to keep from banging
pot. Subtle son of his father creeping 60
yards downwind to Lart ("Yew better go
aisy on them banes, boy!”) Banes in
the pot. Bacon in the pan. Wake up
Foggy Mountain Boys. Sofltly! Sofuly!
Just a ad above the beat ol a humming-
bird's wing ("I'll be going to heaven
sometime. sometime [ 'l be going 1o
heaven sometime. , . 7). Toward the
perimeter. Hort on Sierra sleeve.

“Mornin®, ma'am! Rat Ln day fer a
clam!”’

Silence in the sacred grove. All flags
struck. Cerulean fly zipped shut tight-

cr than an old buck’s mouth. Beaury
sleeping.

CMatam:”

An answer, Not the stff of dreams

while hung Dbetween old antler and
forked wree. Nor even virtue rewarded.
But distant rising ring (])ing-ping) of
steel piton going into crack in west lace
ol Cholla Rock. Driven with resolution.
Straight ahead.

“Dang ! our hero cries. “She left
me al the gate!™

ol e

Disengage subtleties. Engage action.

Flush of temper, cven. S])rillt across

high ground. vault side of Bull Moose,
lork oversized pistons to lile. give top vol-
ume to Scruggs solo (Flint Hill Specialy,
engineer four-wheel Wicker breakaway
from the high ground on a heading
cast to west through the flood. skirt-
g south side of red-stone rocket, con-
firming almost at once the principle that
under certain definable  circamstances,
something has to give—in this case, not
antler nor wree fork nor synthetic line
capable of resisting 2000-plus pounds ol
siress but old jungle hammock. weary,
perhaps. of so much hanging around,
torn in two with a rattling hang. hall
left fastened to the sacred grove, half fly-
ing between legs of Old Moose charging.

Elapsed time [rom point of departure
to point ol arrival: 26 seconds. Engine
off. Scruggs silenced mid-tune as il by
the bow ol a fiddle.

“Maam! Al don’t take it kandly yew
startin’ without me! Yew hair?”

Measuring from canyon floor 260 feer
up Cholla Rock, the fivst 60 fect angled
at 45 degrees, the next 2000 at 70 de-
arees: and at exactly that point, just
there precisely. a nicely booted foot mov
ing up from the fourth to the third web
step ol a fourstep étrier hung from piton
recently driven into crack. And  [rom
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approximatcly five feet above that raised
{oot, give or take an inch or so, a pretty
voice coming all that distance down in
reply to one of Lubbock's [avorite sons:

“Drop dead! Will you!”

S

Hour one. Jay-D Wicker, Sierra jacket
size of beanbag now in pocket of climb-
ing pack (with two 150-foot coils ol
Perlon rope. one one quarter inch, one
three cighths inch, and other miscella-
nics): black form-ht T-shirt snug over
lats, pees. traps, delts; 16-inch arms
abulge from wuly herculean effort to
aain clevation at faster rate than enemy;
bush hat knocked back on frst difficul
move. held by chin strap; two bando-
leers, shoulder to hip. shoulder to
hip. cach lestooned with nuts and wedges,
pitons and carabiners, étriers, lap links,
clifi hangers, crack tacks. bongs. Dbrake
bars, daisy chains, copperheads: quick-
draw hammer holster low on hip: belt-
worn bolt kit, dalt bolt hangers, studs,
drills. . . - . All standing easily now—al-
though huffing and puffing a linle—edge

of right Galibier rock shoe on one-
cighth-inch flake, 260 [eet above the
flood, west face, Cholla Rock (hot sun,
blue sky, swallows swooping); left hand
clipping carabiner into eye of piton
driven and left by another party carlier
that morning (said party hard-hated
and hard at it 360 feer high on same
west face. feet wedged in long vertical
crack, waist sccured 1o length of web
sling looped around chock stone, hands
above head, about to drive fourinch
bong into same arack above chock stone.
Short pamts. Long legs.).

“Ma'am!”

“What is it2!1”

“Yew lelt a pyton down year!”

Early. tentative blows on bong. Ham-
mer on high (thock-thodk).

“Hair!™

“Please feel free to use it!”

“Ah intend o!”

Pretty face looking down with, well, a
certain disapproval. “I am sure you need
all the help you can get!™

“Not talll”

“That’s what I tell my kid. ‘Hey, Charley! I tell

him. ‘Look at me, Charley. I

don’t need drugs, Charley,

I tell him. ‘Just plain living turns me on.” Right?
Just plain living.”

“Someone clse! Almost anyone else 1
can think of! Would have selected his
own route! Would have used his imagi
nation! Would have shown a modicum
of pride! Would not have turned a
potentially beautiful climb into an ab-
surd race!”

“Well, how come yew snuck up yeir
‘fore sunup?”

Rain of blows on bong (thock-thock,
thick-thack, hang-bong-bang). Hostility
redirected. Metal to stone. Desert fal-
cons glide from aertes on high to sce
going out and down small c¢hips once
part of wall.

“AND DON'T DROP ROCKS ON
MAH HAID!™

“T am,” she said, “exceedingly sorry.”

B &

Hours two and three. Enemy climbing
carefully but well ascends 100 additional
feet up long vertical erack. exits finally
at start of two-inch ledge extruded hori-
zontally across west face. Enemy traverses
this ledge north to south undl reaches
start of natural chimney. Pauses to
glance over shoulder at point high on
vertical crack where:

Jay-D Wicker, formerly of Lubbock,
Texas, but recently on the road, heroi-
cally toils to make up for lost time.
Makes it to small but tricky overhanging
section of wall, 130 vertical feet above
driver’s seat of Old Bull Moose, a like
distance below final objective (the sum-
mit, that is), hufling and pufing, look-
ing over what is in the vernacular of the
overrcachers  “an  interesting  technical
dilemma.”

“AMatam”

“What s 12"

“Did yew use steps to mount this-year
overhang?”

“T did not.”

“Yew hree-clammed i?”

-1 did.”

“Whee-00." Jay-D said. Respectlully.

Moment ol silence between these two
and all other living things within car-
shot save the flood that burbled far
below. sun bright in its riflles and rills.

“Whee-00,” Jay-D said again.

“If you will veach your lelt hand to
the edge of the overhang. Said
patiently and with kindness, as il o a
small but earnest child. “And then move
it slowly to the left, you will find a
substantial hold.™

“M-mem—ran !

"On the wall about sixteen inches
above the toe of your right shoe and
about four inches our from the erack,
concealed by a nubbin lip, you will find
a solution hole large enough to accom-
modate your toe and angled in such a
way that counterforce can be applied
bewween vour left hand and left [oot.”

“Memem—rat!”’

“This will

give you the leverage



necessiry 1o circumvent the overhang.”

“AMaam:”

“Circumvent,”
hang.”

“Lord,” Jay-D said.

“Now that I have solved that problem
for you, in addition to leaving pitons at
several critical points along the way, plus
domng all the route finding. 1 am swe
you will agree you are no longer handi-
aipped by the carly st T had. Do you
“Erees

Jay-D, heavily engaged in circumvent-
ing the overhang, sweary lace, crimson
cars. bulging neck, all orifices  tightly
puckered, unable o reply.

she said, “the over-

o e e

Howrs fouwr and five. Enemy leaving
narrow traversing ledge cmers chimney,
three feet wide. 125 feet high. places
back and hands against close wall. leet
against [ar wall, and ascends by means
ol a dean. uncomplicated motion. Exits
chimney 1o lreeclimb  additional 100
feer o small sit-down ledge. Drives piion
into crack on adjacent wall, suspends
pack and hard hat from same, shakes
out hair, turns, sits, back of denim shirt

(sweatsonked) o wall, legs dangling
over ledge. Peers out now and then

neat bites of cucumber
sandwich and slugs of celery tonic to
sce:

Jav-D Wicker emerge bloodied but
unbowed Irom bout with tiny unseen
cretus in last section of chimnev. Huft-
ing. puflmg. bandoleers aratle  (click-
click. ching-ching). head down, climbing
up. inch by inch. foot by floot. angle of
dimb 75 deg grees. dithculty of climb 5.8
on the six-point Sierra Club scale, eleva-

between small

tion above ground 5385 leet. 590 leet,
61 feet, 615 leet . e s
..... 616 leet . .. . 617 [ee
hl.f [BCC it v o
“Are you——"" she started to say.
“HALLP!!™
Airborne. Upside down high above

Old Bull Moose, latissimus spread in
imitation of cagles but of small use, due
to unfavorable rato bhetween amount to
be lifted and amount of lift: folly of
hubris flashing belore eyes ("Boy. yew
eot vore feet planted smack in mid-
air!”). A praceless and apparently end-
less [all until-—no deus ex machina here
but simply the system at work—he was
stopped WHUNMP! by piton and ten
loot loop of quarter-inch Perlon rope.
Lord! Breath-taking! Hung by his own
petard, all  adangle  while something
echoed unnaturally from canyon wall to
canvon wall, a scream. . . . His? . . . Hers?

“Are you all rightz” (Rightright-
right?)

“Yas!” (Yas-yas-yas!)

“What did you doz” (Do-do-doz)

“Ah Ll (Ail-ail-ail!)

“Well, I know that!” (Atat-at!)

“Danged flake busted on me!™ (On-
me-onme-onme?)

“Would you like me to lower a rope?”
(Arope-arope-arope?)

“Hail, no!” (Oh-oh-oht)

“I'm glad there wasn't a  tragedy!

(Agedy-agedy-agedy!)

S50 my!”T (My-my-my!)

Hours six and seven. The enemy, hav-
ing in light ol certain unexpected and
fairly substantial delays in the woop
movements of the other side lingered at
lunch, savored the sun (which for those
who have lost sight of such things has
already passed its zenith), caten a high-
protein energy bar, rises hinally to ascend
slowly but with grear skill to a ledge
exactly 850 feet above the ground and
ten leet below the virginal apogee ol
Cholla Rock, Kachina Canyon, Arizona,
U5, AL where. for the first time, trouble
is encountered in form ol an expanse
of stone angled at 80 degrees, glass-
smooth except for small V-shaped crack
six inches beyond tips ol fingers. even
when at great risk 1o sell standing on
pack on ledge, denim shirt unbuttoned
1o improve reach. Struggles—unkind (o
put it this way—manfully for 20 minutes
to no avail, when at long last, just helow
ledge:

Owr hero arvives. Huffhull. Puil-pulf.
Wondering what is up.

“I am wruly sorry to have to say this,”
she explains. “But I need one of yowm
nuts.”

o e .

There follows here a briel explanato
ry paragraph for beneht of those who
have not lately cdimbed high-angle rock.
Rest may proceed direcily to subsequent
section, where Jay-I) Wicker says. . . .

Definition of nut (and, indivectly, of
nutters and nuttimg): Recent technolog-
ical imnovation in sport ol rock-climb
ing. scorned by purists. perhaps,  but
hailed by most as aesthetically accepta-
ble breakihrough. Certain distinet ad
vintiges over more  traditional  priton.
But picture first a common nut, hexago-
nally shaped, with, say, a three-cighths-
mch-diameter hole, originally threaded
but threads removed by means of small
rat-tailed fle. And piciure, fixed o this
now-smooth-sided hole, a six-inch length
anplane  cable,
looped at its lower end. Used as follows:
Wedge nut in crack on rock lace, cable
loop hanging down. Clip carabiner to
loop. Clip rope (or éivier) through car-
abiner (as in classic climbing technique).
Advantages: Nuts just as strong as pilons
but lighter. Easier 1o place. Easier to
remove. And, because cable is suft, nuy
can be qaised to and placed in crack
six or cight inches beyond  climber's

of three-sixteentth-inch
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reach, whereas piton cannot. A point
that will soon be brought to Jay-D
Wicker's attention as he says. . ..

- - -

“Whut fer?”

“If you will raise the brim of your
hat,” the enemy replied. coolly over
right shoulder, “you will see that T have
reached a virtually impassable section of
wall, guite devoid of eracks, nubbins,
Nakes and other matural aids, exeept for
oue small Vshaped fissure that lies six
or eight inches beyvond my reach.”™

“AN'N tike care ol it. ma’am, il yew'll
jest siep down. ..

“I have no intention ol ‘stepping
down." "

Flourish of temper. Trumpeting of
male prerogative.

“Ma'am, 1f yew ain’t e-quipped fer
this clam, be daysent and say so! Hair!”

A wrning now inch by ch ol hooted
fect on pack on ledge until enemy pro-
filed 10 wall, looking down.

“IWhat did vou say="

“ Al said, if vew ain't e-quipped——"

“It is not a mater of my not being
equipped! T have a perfectly good bolt
kit and am quite capable of fixing a bole
in no more than twelve minutes. How-
cver, 1 am sure you will agree that
inasmiuch as we have managed 1o ascend
this entirve rock without using a single
bolt, it would be unthinkable to use one
now. It would violate the aesithetic of
the chimb in ways too obvious 10 men-
ton. A nut will be [aster. will serve
exactly the same purpsse and, once it
has served that pupose, can be removed
without leaving a wvace of our having
passed this way.” Pause. No reply from
hero standing on small holds just below
ledge, Lace level with cnemy’s pack. up-
tilied to allow view. “As for my shirt
being  unbuttoned,”  she  continued,
“which scems to have ‘awracted vour
attention,” as you would say. I did that
in an auempt to increase my reach. My
position at this moment is 0o precar-
iwous to attempt a vebuttoning. I hope
the redness around your ears is a result
ol vour exertions and not ol some ridic-
ulous postpubescent projection.”

“Lord hailp us,” Jay-D said.

- - -

And the Lord, who had fivst helped
others (Gilcons and mice among them)
to this high place, did help these two,
the first of their kind, who appeared
finally up over the cedge, hard haa first,
followed closely by bush hat sceond.
Moment of illuminating awe: long view
out, 1000-foor red canyon walls, snow-
vimmed juniper and jack pine, ice-blue
sky, westering sun; long view down, 860
feer Old Bull Moose reduced in distance
tiny toy, chrome reflecting flood-dazzle;
close view summit, size of basehall in-
ficld studded with mesquite and, appro-
priate 10 image, one diamond-shaped
meltwater pool.

“Ism't it wonderful!™ she exdaimed,

“Isn't it marvelous! Have you ever
seen anvthing so. so. so exquisite!™”
No reply from Jay-D Wicker, who

stood like a sweatsoaked question mark
not lar lrom ultimare edge.

“What's the matter?” she asked,

“Nothin".”

“Of course there is. You look simply
awlul.”

Silence.

“Wellz” she insisted.

“Ah'm de-pressed.”

“What on ecarth [o? How could you
possibly be depressed after as invigorat-
ing a climb as we have just had, in the
presence of this grandewrs”

“Ah ain't never bin whupped by a
fav-male. It don’t seem rat.”

“1 am not a ‘fay-male,”” she said. “I
am a person. The only reason you were
‘whupped.” as vou sav. is that you. hav-
ing clenly underestimated my  ability,
insisted on tarning what might have
been a delighdul climb into a newotic
swed | ¥t .'ll\(_'h——”

“Ah cain’t hailp it Jay-D blurted.
“Ah let down mah sad!”

“Oh. really.” she said. “For heaven’s
sake. The idea that men and women
make up opposing sides in some kind ol
sexual war is not only absurd but also.
in light of recent years. anachronis-
tic. Furthermore, there is absslutely no
justification for raising the climb we
have just compleied to the level of a
metaphor.”

Silence then, save the distant and
brief scurry of one small unlortunate
rodent and a beating of falcon wings.

“Oh. dear,” she said,

“Whanz™

“IUs just that . . . well . . . life is so
ephemeral.”

Removed hard hat. Shook long hair
down. Looked at him. Smiled.

“What's your name:"

*Jay-D Wacker.”

"My name is Amanda Barrymore-Fitz-
gerad. T am a senior at Wheaton College,
which is a rather good women's school
located in Norton, Massachusetts.”

Extended her hand. Bricfly, he wok
it. It was hot. She opened a pack pocket
then and got out some soap, not ouion
but lemon-scented,

“I'm a perlect mess,” she said. “You are,
too. Shall we ‘bite the apple,” as they say?”

“Ma'amn?”

“Bathe,” she said. “Belore descending.”

- - -

Large mesquite bush atop  860-foot
rock pinnacle deep in canyon, northeast-
ern Arizona. From low branch on close
side ol bush (owr point of view), a
Lamiliar flag flying in what has become a
warm. satisfving brecze. In  dinmond-
shaped meltwater pool nearby, a being
too voluptuous 1o have sprung from a
rib sits, the water rising 1o point just be-
low her newly soaped navel. She is wait-
ing for a man to join her, & man whom

she has only recently met but lor whom—
and for reasons she really could not
have articulated—she has developed a
ertain fondness. He appears au last. a
well-muscled vouth, blue eves, blond hair.
altogether naked except for an old bush
hat. which he holds by the brim to cover.
well, his old bush,

“I don’t believe n!” she cries. "Not
you! Not the Old Bull Moose of the
Woods!"”

“Maam——-"

“Oh. this is priceless!™

“Aaam, [ace is——""

“And they say e need liberating!™

He shrugs. letting go the hat brim to
gesture helplessly. The hat, in defiance of
certain ol Newton's laws, not falling 1o
ground but staving in place as if on rack.

“Fact is. na’am, Ah'm aroused!”

Bright bhut not unkind laughter from
pool fills the rare air there like clatter of
coins—no—Ilike stained glass breaking—
no—like antic wopical bird. . . .

“Come here,” she savs. “You silly boy.”

. - -

Time passes. It is an interim of explo-
ration. ol discovery, ol gentleness and
liberation: and it is. in spite of experr
ments 10 the contrary, a close and pri-
vate thing that can no more pass
through the point of a pen than can a
butterfly's wing. In the interest of objec
tivity and truth, however, we will set
down the single line of dialog spoken dur
ing the passage ol this time (and spoken
near the end, and with veverence):

“Lord. ma'am. Did yew learn this at
Waitin College:™

2 & s

And here at last an anticlimax, a
denouement, a tying up ol loosc ends
wrapped in end-of-story rhetoric suitable
to the ¢pic structure ol the picce (and
setting. oo, symbolic). A glimpse ol the
morning alter.

Old Nouah-Body, Indian chiel, alert in
cofin by aspen gate, obscrves through
winny eyes and ewrly April mist one
antlered ark advancing on the swrlace ol
the flood, complete now with one of this
ad one ol that (Earl Scruggs and Lester
Flatt), the Old Bull Moose returning.
High ground at last (with help ol Lord's
wind) and passing under elevated aspen
gate in coud of dust and final Horny-
ho-ho. Jay-D Wicker at the walnu wheel
and—riding shotgun, shall we say?—the
heroine ol the tale, wresses secured under
borrowed bush lu, Amanda Barrymore-
Fitzeerald, to be known aftectionately for
some time o come as his ‘swate thang,’
all fading now, music, motion and im-
mutability, not into the west but toward
the east, where the sun has nsen and
spreads its supernal  glow  acvoss  the
continent in benign benediction 1o all
created things.

Goodbye. my friends. God bless.




Impotent? I thought you told me he was important!”
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PLAYBOY
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 cily
where you can buy any of the spe-
cialized items advertised or edito-
rially featured in pLavyBoy. For
example, where-to-buy information is
available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below.

Amcerican Tourister Loggage ... ... 33
Columbia Record Club

Cand Aty . Between 16-17
Datsim s v R
Cavat Books Card o Beiween 24-25
Hoarlev-Pavidson Motoreveles 1
HMoqudal Amper o s Sal s i e
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Memorex Elearomics ... 2R
Mercedes-Benz Anmo ...l 62
Minolta Coneras .. ... ..., .
I“imasonic Elecivonicos 4 e A

Pioneer Elearonics AR H
Plavboy Book Club

Card v e Between 184185
Somy Elecrronics ; T Y LV
Toveta Auto e Sl €
Yamaha Motoveveles ... 00 205
Yashica Camweras v s .

Use these lines for infoimation about other
feaured merohandise.

We will be happy 1o answer any of
your olher questions on fashion, trav-
¢l, food and drink, sterco, ete. If your
question involves itlems 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. 77

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE

Plavboy Boilding. 919 N, Michigan Ave.
Chicago, 1Hinois GOGHL

PLAYBOY

[ 3 yrs. for 524 (Save 515.00)
[ 1 vr. for 510 (Save $3.00)

[] payment enclosed O Lill later
To:
name {please print)
nddress
ity T sate zip code no.

Mail 10 PLAYBOY

Playhoy Building, 919 N, Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Hlinois G0G1
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NEXT MONTH:

MUNICH GIRLS

HAPPIEST DAYS

PRO PREVIEW

“GOD IS A VARIABLE INTERVAL"—EMINENT BEHAVIORIST
B. F. SKINNER HAS THIS VISION: TODAY PIGEONS, TOMORROW
THE WORLD—BY DONN PEARCE

SAM PECKINPAH, “THE PICASSO OF VIOLENCE,"” WHO DIRECTED
THE WILD BUNCH AND THE *‘FASCIST CLASSIC" STRAW DOGS,
DEFENDS HIS OBSESSIONS WITH MACHISMO, BRUTALITY, BOOZ-
ING AND WENCHING IN AN EARTHY PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“SWINDLING & KNAVERY, INC.””—ROBBING THE POOR AND
GIVING TO THE RICH, CORPORATE OUTLAWS ACHIEVE CRIME
WITHOUT PUNISHMENT—BY U.S. SENATOR PHILIP A. HART

“THE GIRLS OF MUNICH"—A GOLD-MEDAL PICTORIAL ON THE
OLYMPIC CITY'S UNBEATABLE BEAUTIES

“BACKWARD, TURN BACKWARD'" —ON HIS NEW SUN PORCH,
THE TIME TRAVELER OF THIS SCI-FI THRILLER RIGS UP SOME
BIG SURPRISES FOR HIS NEIGHBORS—BY THOMAS BAUM

“SEX AND SIN IN SHEBOYGAN"—WHEN THE BREACH OF LAW
IS LOVING SOMEONE, JUST HOW MUCH DOES AN OFFENDER
HAVE TO PAY?—BY RICHARD RHODES

“IN THE COMMUNITY OF GIRLS AND THE COMMERCE OF
CULTURE"—ADRIFT IN MANHATTAN, OUR HERO SEEKS LITER-
ARY FAME AND SCORE-CARD FORNICATION—BYHERBERT GOLD

“PLAYBOY’S PRO FOOTBALL PREVIEW"—PRE-SEASON AP-
PRAISAL OF THE TEAMS AND PLAYERS—BY ANSON MOUNT

“BOXCAR BERTHA™—A LIVELY LOOK AT AN EXCITING NEW
FILM AND ITS STAR ATTRACTION, BARBARA HERSHEY

“ODE TO A BOTTOMLESS BATHTUB"—FOR WACKY ANTICS
AND ZANY WIT, TODAY'S TELEVISION HAS YET TO OUTFUNNY
THE HUMOR OF ERNIE KOVACS—BY TERRY GALANOY

“SHUT UP AND SHOW THE MOVIES!"—TEACHING A FILM
COURSE IN ACADEME, CRITIC DWIGHT MACDONALD BORES
THE YOUNG BARBARIANS TO DEATH—BY LARRY LEVINGER

“THE HAPPIEST DAYS"—IN AN IRONIC TALE, A RADIO
OPERATOR ON A SLOW BOAT TO CHINA KEEPS EVERYONE
ECSTATIC WITH HIS WONDERFUL LIES—BY SLOAN WILSON



You can get one
for the price of aToyota.

At first glance, the Toyota
Celica ST might come off as a
rich man's sports car.

That's the nice thing
about it.

But in real life it's an
economy car.

That's the nice thing
about it.

Car and Driver Magazine
tested six sports coupes. In gas
mileage, they found that the

Toyota got the most out of a
gallon of gas.

Some economy car.

The Celica ST comes with
hood vents and rally stripes.
Standard.

It comes with a four-speed
synchromesh transmission and
radial tires. Standard.

A high revving overhead
cam engine, tachometer (red
lined at 6300 rpm) and front disc

brakes. Standard.

A dash, console and shift
knob that look like wood.
Reclining bucket seats. Wall-to-
wall carpeting. Electric clock.
Even an AM radio. Compliments
of Toyota.

The price of the Toyota
Celica ST. $2848%

All this for $2848.

That's the nice thing
about it.

For your nearest dealer, call B00-243-6000 toll-free. (In Connecticur, 1-8(K0-BA2-65(00  “Mrs. suggested retail price. Freight, local taxes, dealer prep. and options extra
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DEWAR'S PROFILES

(Pronounced Do-ers “White Label”)

CHARLES GORDONE
HOME: New York, New York

AGE: 45

PROFESSION: Playwright. Actor. Director.
HOBBIES: Writing. More writing.

LAST BOOK RIEAD: “Custer Died for Your Sins”

LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT:

Awarded a Pulitzer Prize for his play:

“No Place to be Somebody.”

QUOTE: “We're all here trying to be somebody,
find a place for ourselves ... well, a lot of the
people vou hear about today, whether it be in
art, politics, whatever . .. these are the people
trying to find a place for America. We're a very
young country and I don’t think we've

found out where we're at yet.”

PROFILE: Agitated. Proud. Opinionated. He
has energy to expend. His ability to articulate
ideas will add immeasurably to the literature of
self-identification for the black Americans.

SCOTCH: Dewar's “White Label”

BUENDED SCOTCH WHISKY « B6.8 PROOF = & SCHENLEY IMPORTS CO, N.Y. .

Authentlc. There are more than a thousand ways
to blendwhiskiesin Scotland, butfeware authenticenough
for Dewar's **White Label.” The quality standards we set
down in 1846 have never varied. into each drop goes only
the finest whiskies from the Highlands, the Lowlands,

the Hebrides. Dewar’s never Uaries.
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