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Give America’s
Whiske

Nothing goes better with
Christmas in America than
America’s Whiskey, Seagram’s
17 Crown. In homes all across
sy the land, more people give,
' more people receive, and more
LBl people enjoy the light '

j taste of 7 Crown than
S any other brand.
e Find out for your-
self this Christmas. Give
| America’s Whiskey.
Spread some Holiday
cheer.

Give Seagram’s 7Crown.

 It's America's whiskey.

SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CO., N.Y.C. AMERICAN WH!SKEY—A BLEND. 85 PROOF. BEAUTIFULLY GIFT-PACKAGED AT NO EXTRA COST.




N°5
CHANEL

PERFUME

You know what she wants. CHANEL N°5

Perfume in the classic bottle from 8.50 to 400., Eau de Chanel from 7.00 to 20.00, Eau de Cologne from 4.00 to 20.00,
Spray Perfume and Spray Cologne each 6.00.



Ifits 4-channel
this system will play it.

Discrete. Or matrix. Or enhanced
stereo. In fact, you can even listen
to your favorite monaural rec-
ords. On Panasonic’s o
discrete 4-channel
system, Model
RE-8420,and option-
al SL-800 record
changer.

The RE-8420is an
FM/AM and FM
stereoradio with an 8-track player
for discrete 4-channel tapes.

And stereo tapes. When you add
on our CD-4 record changer,
Model SL-800, you can play
Compatible Discrete 4-channel
(CD-4) records. Like RCA

Quadradiscs. Plus matrix records.
The RE-8420 enhances the sound

of stereo tapes records, and radio

becauseof Panasonic’s
Quadruplex™ Cir-
cuitry. And can even
be adapted for dis-
crete 4-channel FM
radio. When that
becomes a reality.

: This 4-channel sys-
tem has all the equipment to get
all that new sound out. There are
separate bass and treble controls.
Even a special loudness switch.
So you still hear all the highs and
lows in the music when the vol-
ume is turned way down. Plus

separate volume controls for the
four 6%" air-suspension speakers.
And with our optional remote
balancer, the RD-9775, you can
balance all 4 channels. Without
getting off the couch.

The RE-8420 is one of the
models in Panasonic’s Series 44"
A complete line of discrete
4-channel music systems that can
play anything in recorded music.
Soif you're not sure exactly what
you can listen to on a 4-channel
system, listen to any Panasonic.
And listen to everything.

200 Park Ave., N.Y. 10017. For your

nearest Panasonic dealer, call toll free
800 243-6000. In Conn., 1-800 882-6500.
Ask about Mode! RE-8420




PLAYB'L SOON AFTER its publication some 11 months

ago, a slim thriller about a bunch ol small-time
Boston hoods, The Friends of Eddie Coyle, was being called “the
sleeper of the vear” and had been purchased by Paramount for
1975 screen release, Its author, first-time novelist George V. Hig-
gins, had a finely tuned car for dialog and a chilling insight into
the lile style of the second-echelon aook. That fligured: Higgins
1s Assistant U. S, Attorney for the District of Massachusetis—a Tull
time Federal prosecutor who hits the typewriter nights and weekends. He made up his mind 1o enter Boston College
law school some nine years ago when, alter covering the state courthouse as a reporter in Spl‘inglich[, Massachusetts,
he decided trial lawyers were having more [un than he was. I like trying cases—bank-robbery, extortion, Iraud, counter-
feiting, hijacking, lence, gun-control cases—but I still like writing,” Higgins told us after we sewed up the serialization
rights to his second book, The Digger’s Game (1o be published by Alfved A. Knopfin March). In this issue, you'll find the
first of three installments ol the adventures of Digger Doherty, an improper Bostonian who runs a bar (both are pic-
tured by artist Warren Linn), has a side line in burglary and is his own worst enemy. We think you'll find Digger even
more entertaining than Lddie; you may see him on film, 100, since Higgins is busy drafting a screenplay.

That's just lor openers. Next, William F. Buckley, Jr., views with consummately stylish alirm the President’s
trip to Peking (on which W. F. B. was an improbable fellow wraveler) in To Cluna with Nixon, which will be enjoyed
by Buckley connoisseurs who liked his most recent book, fnveighing We 1Will Go. Germaine Greer's style may not be
as genteel as Buckley’s; [or one thing, she sometimes uses rather earthy terminology—a penchant that will set her back
$40 in court costs or a spell in the pokey if she ever returns 1o New Zealand, where she was convicted ol using obscene
language in a meeting at Auckland University last March. But however
she chooses to express hersell, Ms. Greer is an articulate and intelligent
spokesman (-woman? -persons) lor women's rights; with this month’s Sediic-
tion Is a Four-Letter Word, she scores elling points in an argument that
may be new to our readers—at least to the majority who are male. Writing
from England, where shes lecturing, working on a book and, she says,
“geuting drunk too olien,” she tells us she hasn't been seduced hersell in a
long time. “Fm busy being a Lather to a new baby who's come to live in my
house,” she says without further explanation.

rLAYBOY Stall Writer Craig Vetter reluses to wear any ol the lashionable
crowns ol thorns in Confessions of a Lettuce Fater. *'1 got tired ol listening
to 89,000 conllicting voices, cach trying 1o bury us m guilt with all this
pressure for ‘relevant’ jobs, ‘deeply meaninglul’ relationships, ‘responsible’
citizenship.” As reported last month, Vetter has found a way to handle ig;
he's moved Irom Chicago o South Laguna Beach, California. Although
he’s churning out work at a greater rate than ever belore, he admits “I'm
also gewing inwo being a beach bum prewy well.” Ac the other end ol the
country, in Ossining, New York—where he's weaching writing 10 inmates at
Sing Sing—lives one of America’s most disunguished writers, John Cheever,
“1 mostly lead a reclusive, uneventlul life, writing, walking dogs and split-
ting wood,” Cheever says. “A collection ol my stories, called The World of
Apples, will come out this year, including the three in January’s rLAYBOY
[Triad: The Widow, The Passenger, The Belly].”

There's still more outstanding hiction this month. The peripatetic Paul Theroux, whose letters—and rravsoy
contributions—in recent years have been postmarked from such exotic spots as Malawi and Malaysia, is now living in
Charlottesville, Virginia, where he's writer in vesidence at the University ol Virginia. Next, he says, “I'll probably
shamble back 10 England, where 1 have just bought a house.” His oltering herein, Dessert at the Belvedere, will be
part of Samt Jack, a novel-memoir ol a middle-aged Singapore pimp to be published soon by Houghton Mifllin.
“Many happy hours over a period ol three years,” reports Theroux, “were spent researching this rewarding subject.”

Another tale comes [rom Scan O'lFaolain, who is a winner tor the second vear running in rLavioy's annual
writing-awards competition. Reading an O’Faolain piece is so pleasurable and eflordess that one lails 1o realize the
pains that must go into it. O'Faolain’s latest message tells us mourniully: “Here I am, all alone, quictly siving at my
desk in my study, supposed to be working on the opening sentence ol a short story. The date on top of the first page
of said story is 20 days ago. It reads, so [ar as I can make out: “He had been stalking her now” (now crossed out) “lor
over' (over crossed out and changed o about) six™ (six crossed out and changed o three, which was crossed out and
changed to fwo) ‘months, and not’ (not crossed out and changed to so, which was crossed out and changed o far)

Tar from concealing’ (far [rom concealing crossed out and then
restored by o wavy red line) ‘her pleasure in his™ . . . ‘Fliration'?
(crossed out) ‘Game’? (crossed out). My magnilving glass cannot
decipher what was next proposed. Crumpet? Romper Gompe?
Gasme? Gas meter? Pleasure m his gas meter? Oh, well!™ We're
still awaiting the outcome. Meanwhile, have a go at O'Faolain’s
Latest completed story, The Inside Outside Complex. The Ireland
O'laolain writes about is lar diffcrent [rom the besieged city ol 3

HIGGINS LINN BUCKLLEY

A &
THEROUX O'FAOLAIN FITZPATRICK

NEELY BRAGG GOLD




Bellast, through which Tom Fitzpatrick guides us in And So It
Goes. Fitz, a Chicago Sun-Times columnist and 1970 Pulitzer Prize
winner, describes himsell as “lallen-away Catholic shanty Irish.” A
collection of his columns, Fitz: All Together Now, is just out.

On the level of horror films and roller-coaster rides, [ear is a
ttillating emotion. But to those who deal with real fear daily, it's
a deadly serious matter. William Neely rounded up six such—
flying ace and Air Force General Robin Olds; cardiac surgeon
Denton Cooley, M.D.; oil-well-fire capper Red Adair; black civil rights activist Aaron Henry: actor Jack Palance;
and dircus acrialist Karl Wallenda, interviewed just belore his September [all from the high wire—io tell how it
is for them in Fear. Neely, a former race-car driver who wrote our May 1972 article on Craig Breedlove, confesses
that his own biggest fear is not of death but of failure 1o succeed as a free-lance writer. “I was in corporate public
relations lor five years and I never want to have to go back to that. I'd rather [arm.” He could; he lives on a 167-acre
cattle spread in West Virginia. We asked Los Angeles artist Charles Bragg why he made death a gnome in his stunning
The Forees of Death and the Forces of Life. “Death to me isn’t ominous—just an ever-present pain in the ass,” he
replicd. “By making him a gnome, I reduce him to something I can handle. I have to look at life as a gigantic joke:
otherwise, I couldn’t get through it every day.”

San Franciscan Herbert Gold writes that it’s possible to have Candy-Coated Nightmares in Niveana by the Bay.
Gold—another 1972 rravsoy writing-award winner—is celebrating publication of My Last Two Thousand Years,
an autobiography about "being a writer and a Jew in America” (and, he adds, “wondering why Anthony Quinn
isn’t playing me in a movie version”). Well, it’s one thing, says Ralph Keyes, to grow up a Jew; it's quite another
o grow up “half Jewish and hall WASP. I've been hurting for a deviant
identity. Finally I've found it in the struggle against heightism”—feistily
outlined in Runts Lib,

Despite his stature, which he has recorded at 57.62”, Keves likes to
play basketball. This issue, as it happens, is replete with jocks of one kind
or another: an outrageously campy wrestler, even more outrageously
portrayed in Gorgeous George, M. D., by Richard Smith; world-champion
pool player Steve Mizerak, profiled by our newest Stall Writer, Laurence
Gonzales—himsell a daily player who's no slouch with the cue; LeRoy
Netman, artist and training-camp lollower extraordinaire, who limns the
Super Bowl in Man at His Leisure (complemented, suitably, by Whiskey in
the Kitchen cookbook author Emanuel Greenberg’s punch recipes in Pro
Boiels!, which is illustrated by Robert von Neumann's ceramic sculpture);
and tennis lanatic Are Buchwald, more renowned (though one would never
guess it from reading Advantage, God) as a political satirist and syndicated
columnist. Smith, a technical writer for IBM in New York, tells us straight
facedly that on his own tme he's compiling “an illustrated history of
chemical laundering in the United States rom July 1950 1o the present.”
You may believe that il you wish. Gonzales claims, more credibly, 10 be
working on two novels and a volume ol poetry. Neiman has been showing
up with regularity as a guest/commentator on sports telecasts. Greenberg,
a perhaps unique combination ol home economist and ex-merchant ma-
rine cook, has made something of a specialty of writing about spiked cui-

sine. Buchwald dropped us a line sayving he’s devoting all his spare moments to perlecting his tennis game. 1 have
discovered anyone can write a humor column,” he says, “but very lew people can develop a good serve.” Calvin
Trillin's hobby is played in a dilferent kind of court; this month Trillin, also best known as a humorist, does a new
number in Adventures of a Litigious Law Buff.

As you may have guessed, there’'s much more: an interview with Al in the Family's Carroll O'Connor, a talented
and versatile actor entangled in a kind ol love-hate velationship with the character he made famous (and vice versa)
—Archie Bunker. Plus a portfolio of erotic photos by Pete Turner; some equally erotic fortunetelling cards by
Hungarian-born artist-photographer Francois Colos; and the latest from Shel Silversiein. Distinctly un-Biblical, it’s
The Song of Songs Which Is Silverstein's. The ballads are leatured on Shel's new album, Columbia’s Freakin®
at the Freakers Ball; one of them, Don’t Give a Dose to the One You Lowve Most, was the theme song for the recent
television spectal 1'D Blues, hosted by Dick Cavett. Due soon is a Silverstein children's book, Sara Cynthia Sylvia
Stout Wouldn't Take the Garbage Out and Other Poems (Harper & Row); an animated film, The Giving Tree,
bascd on his best seller; more albums, more movies, more evervthing Irom the man who gave you 4 Boy Named Suce.

Still with us? Come back 10 those golden days of yestervear—
1972, that is—with That Was the Year That Was, by Judith Wax;
invest in Blue-Chip Fashion Fultures, Robert 1. Green's Creative
Menswear Collection; catch a sneak preview of the latest Domi-
nique Sanda movie, Impossible Object; tune in with stereo
headphones For Your Ears Only; get to know an unquenchable
Sacramento miss, Plavmate Miki Garcia; and, of course, pick

4 your Lavorite in Playboy’s Playmate Revicw. For auld lang syne.

L

KREYES SMITID GONFALES

BUCHWALD TRILLIN TURNER

(DLOS_ SILVERSTEIN WAX
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The Pleasure Principle.

Have a Dickens -/
of a Christmas
with Marley’s ghost,

Bob Cratchit, and Scrooge
—all delightfully depicted
on the very attractive

J&B gift carton—

yours at no extra cost.

86 Proof Blended Scolch Whisky @ 1972 Paddington Corp.. N.Y,
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This is the camera
you've heard so much about.

The Yashica Electro-35. The camera that revolutionized
photography. With automatic computer brain and elec-
tronic shutter. That reacts instantly, no matter what you
shoot, or when you shoot. For beautiful color or black
and white pictures. Day or night. One of your friends or
neighbors probably owns an Electro-35. Isn't it time you
owned one, too? See it today at your local Yashica dealer.

YASHICA

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

Walt Frazier really
knows how to enjoy
a time out.

Up to the final buzzer it's hustle and pressure. For

a complete change of pace Walt relaxes with his hi-fi
system. He's a Pioneer hi-fi fan from start to finish —
AM-FM stereo receiver, turntable, cassette tape deck
and speakers. After all, one great performer appre-
ciates another. For the finest in high fidelity, visit your
Pioneer dealer. U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp.,

178 Commerce Road, Carlstadt, N.J. 07072

OPIONEER’

when you want something better

: 13300 S. Estrella, Los A 4 90248 / Midwest: 1500 Gi
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Did you everseea
tree cry forhelp?

Take alook at this infra-red aerial photograph of elm
trees 1n Denver, Colorado.

The changes of color 1n the trees show the possible
presence of Dutch Elm disease. Before tree experts on the
ground can spot it. And before it’s too late.

The photograph 1s one of 10,000 taken by the Army
Reserve’s 405th Military Intelligence Detachment.

Working with the City of Denver, area universities
and state agencies, the Reserve supplied men, machines
and technical know-how to help stop the threat to
Denver’s 300,000 elm trees.

With the infra-red photographs as guides, infected
limbs were pruned and some trees removed to stop the
spread of the disease.

We have skills of all kinds. And we put them to work
wherever —and whenever —they’re needed.

The Army Reserve.

Army Reserve Opportumities PL1.73
PO Box bRd4
Philadelphia. Pa. 19132

Tell me more about how the Army Reserve pavs.

F———————————
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Canada at its best is a holiday wonderland.
With Christmas trees by the millions. With
reindeer. With enough snow for a hundred
holiday seasons. And with all the good
cheer that comes to you by way of Canadian
Mist. This smooth, mellow, light Canadian

is the perfect gift, to give or to get. Canadian
Mist. Imported from the Northland.

IMPORTED CANADIAN MIST

CANADIAN WHISKY— A BLEND 80-86.8 PROOF, BROWN-FORMAN DISTILLERS IMPORT COMPANY, N.Y., N.Y.© 1971,
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SOUTH Or THE BORDER
The report on Joel Kaplan's dvamatic
Mexican jailbreak  (Breakowl, pravsoy,
Ocrober) was [ar and away the best non-
fiction you've ever published.
Bob Brown
San Dicgo, California

Several months ago, a small news item
announced  that two  inmates, one of
them American. had  esciped from a
Mexican prison by using a helicoprer. 1
never saw a follow-up—until 1 picked
up rravsoy. My thanks to writers Eliot
Asinol, Warren Hinckle and William
Turner lor letting us in on one of the
best stories ol the year.

David R, Dull

Kansas City, Missourt

Breakout was exciting enough, but I
don’t think it dwele sufficiently on a
subject that is essential to Kaplan's im-
prisonment. I refer to his almost un-
deniable guilt. T was living in Mexico
City in 1961, during the tme Kaplan
was being wried for murdering a man
named L. M. Vidal, Jr. Among the Mexi-
can detectives I talked o, and among
newsmen whose storvies I read, there was
never the least doubt of Kaplan's guilt,
Vidal's body was lound in a shallow
grave on the old Cuernavaca highway.
Two Mexicans, one a taxi driver, con-
fessed they were hived by Kaplan to mur-
der Vidal. Thev, 100, were sentenced.
While Kaplan was in prison, the Mexi-
can papers repeatedly reported thar he
had paid ofl judges and other ofhcials to
sccure his release. The authors of Break-
out seemed to find some giant con-
spiracy mounted against Kaplan 1o keep
him i jail. But s there anything so
strange about government ofhcials’ not
wanting to release a convicted murderer?

Eugene Bewley
New Braunfels. Texas

In Brealont, writers Asinol. Hinckle
and Turner focus on the exploits of
supersmuggler Vie Stadter. From  per-
sonal experience, I can awest that Stadeer
s cverything they say he is—and more.
I first met him in August 1961, when,
along with some others, 1 llew to British
Honduras with him to investigate 17,000
acres of land on which he had an option.
Not only is Stadter a smuggler of long

stnding but he even looks the part:
cold, steely gray eyes, a scar on his face
and a cigar constantly in his mouth.

In Edinburgh. Texas, we picked up
two drums of gas. 100 pounds of cotton
sced—and a wrussed-up pig. There were
six of us mn the plane (a twin Beech)
and. with all our luggage, we were prob-
ably 1000 pounds overweight. T flew co-
pilot. because there was no other seat.
On take-ofl, I noticed Vic was using only
80 percenmt power. I shoved the controls
to the fire wall, and even then we just
managed to clear the power lines at the
end of the runway. It took us ten miles
to gain 1000 feet. 1 asked Stadter why
he hadn’t used full power and he said
he was saving the engines.

Only later in the flight did 1 learn
what the gas drums were for. Period-
ically, Stadier dimbed back to the rear,
to siphon gas from the drums into the
plane’s tanks. It turned out there was a
1,000, 000-peso reward on his head in
Mexico, so he was reluctant to land
there. While he was siphoning the gas he
gave me a course heading: 180 degrees
lor seven cigars, then 150 degrees for
five. It takes him ten minutes to smoke
a cigar and five more before he wanits
another. Even with this rudimentary
navigating, we crossed the Gull.

I subsequently heard several interest-
ing stories about Stadter from an TBI
agent who was investigating himn. Once
he was smuggling a DC-6 full of illegal
monkeys into the U.S. He ran into a
storm and they all got airsick and almost
wrecked the plane. He had to climb to
high aluitude 10 gew out of the weather,
and all the monkeys died from the lack
of pressure. Another story, even more
grotesque, concerns a plancload ol what
are called Belize turd-dobbers. These are
a sort ol South American cathsh. Stadeer
wis hoping to cash in on a shortage of
cathsh in New Orleans, but the Customs
people there recognized that the fish
were illegal and impounded his plane.
The ice melted, the fish rotted and
even the airplane was ruined. Being
a smuggler is obviously not casy.

Cedil E. Stanheld
Tulsa, Oklahoma

[ suppose every teller of tall wales has
the right 10 poetic license, and with
twee tellers, you have three times the
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license. But Vic Stadier’s “only serious
encounter with the law” was not, as
your writers state, “'a conspiracy case
involving possession of marijuana.” The
case involved two and one hall kilo-
grams ol pure heroin. As the Treasury
agent who arrested him, I should know.
Our case against Stadter was built by
the extensive undercover work of my
partner and exhaustive surveillance con-
ducted by me and other agenis. Two of
the five defendants in the case became
witnesses for the prosecution and testi-
ficd against Stadwer and his parwners.
During the trial, both of Stadter's co-
defendants met with us and asked for
a deal. They, too, gave us the full story
on Stadter, but they refused to testily
against  him.  The evidence against
Stadrer was overwhelming. He was con-
victed by a jury of his peers. He still
had some luck. however; he had a leni-
ent judge and received only eight years.
For that amount of junk, most judges
then were handing out 15-year sentences.
If that had been the case. Joel Kaplan
might still be languishing in jail. I have
no personal animosity toward Vie. He
did his time and that's that. But, con-
trary to whar vour writers imply, he
wasn’t framed: he was guilty as charged.
William A. Ginrozo
(Address withheld by request)

I just finished reading Brealkout. It
has been a long time since | have read so
MOVING i story.

Dun Fabricant
California State Prison
Soledad, Calilornia

KID STUFF
I very much enjoyed Larry Siegel's
parody The Rover Doys at College
(rLaveoy, October). I imagine you know
that Arthur M. Winficld—the author of
the “Rover Boys”™ series—was only a
pseudonym. The “Rover Boys™ the
“Tom Swift” and “The Hardy Bovs™
stories, the “Bobbsey Twins™ storics and
the “Nancy Drew” mysteries were all
written by one prolific author, the late
Fdward Swratemeyer. A syndicate headed
by his heirs continues the dynasty.
Frank Della
Niles, Illinois

MIXED EMOTIONS
I deplore your pictorial poruayal of
Jim Brown seducing Stella Stevens in
Brown, Black and While (rLavioy, Oc-
tober). T leel it's a sell-serving capitalis-
tic gambit that degrades the quality of
vour publication.
Don H. Till. Jr.
Vacaville, Calilornia

As you may know, Southern white
people don’t mix with colored people—
and they don't like seeing photos show-
ing colored men mingling with white

women. I have been a pLaysoy subscriber
for several years, and I normally enjoy
reading your magazine. Please, no more
race mixing.

Sam A. Choat

Southaven, Mississippi

FABULOUS FORTIES
Your September cover—showing maodel
Sandra Joselski bending over to adjust
a pair of superclunky shoes—is the best
rPLAYBOY cover I've ever seen. It's espe-
cially appealing to me because I'm such
a fan of the Forties look. Can vou tell us
more about Sandra than just her name?
Bill Morris
San Diego, California
Sandy digs the Forties look herself, as
the accompanying picture should make
clear. She's 20, lives with her look-alike

sister and just happens to be a ve-
ceptiontst at our decidedly non-Forties
Chicago editorial offices.

RUNNING COMMENTARY
I enjoyed John Medelman's beautiful
profile of marathoner Ron Daws (The
Purity of the Long-Distance Runner,
rravsoy, October). Although I am not
interested in becoming the jogging mis-
tress Medelman jokingly seeks, T am a
director of the National Jogging Associa-
tion. My own [amily runs 30 miles to-
gether every week and we sce many
others doing the same. When asked
what her mother does, my mine-year-old
daughter replies: “She’s a runner.” Not a
housewife, not a mother, but a runner.
Penny M. Bohannon
Washington, D. C.

Fve just finished reading Medelman’s
excellently written article and now feel
I know Ron Daws. I've only been into
running for about six months, but it
keeps growing on me. I'm up to six
miles in 37 minutes. This time last year
I was depressed, unhappy and weighed
200 pounds. Now, with my running, I'm
down to I61 pounds. I'm stronger men-

tally and physically and my prowess in
other areas has also improved. To Me-
delman and Daws [ can only say: Keep
on truckin’.

Joe Hartley

Philadelphia. Pennsylvania

As Medelman  points out, distance
running—unlike most other forms of
athletic endeavor—is a very personal
experience. Its solitude, harmony and
beauty are unmatched by virtually any
other sport. I just wish that people would
take a diffevent auitude roward long-
distance runners. Baseball, Dbasketball
and foothall players arc thought 1o be
normal; but most people regard distance
runners as freaks. Thanks for setting the
record straighe.

William P. Tavior. |r.
Pittsbuigh, Pennsylvania

To the mass publicc. Ron Daws is
hardly Joe Namath or Jim Ryun. But 1o
the wrack-and-field fraternity, he is a
dedicated distance runner who possesses
a fantasuc tenacity and has shown a great
deal of courage in overcoming his lick
of natural athletic ability. Runners such
as Daws have done much to bring Amer-
ican distance running out of the Dark
Ages. Frank Shorter’s marathon victory
in Munich may signal the beginning ol
a golden c¢ra for Americans in this an-
cient Olympic event.

Buddy Edelen
Alamosa, Colorado

NEVER AGAIN
Your October interview with Meir Ka-
hane, the militant leader of the Jewish
Delense League. is outstanding. 1 think
that everything Kahune savs is correct.
Gilbert Meltzer
West Lafayetie, Indiana

Kahane is right. The problem is that
there aren’t enough Jews in America
willing to stand up and say: “Never
again.”

Zion Ben Greenfield
Houston, Texas

Kahane asserts that Jews should seek
out a reputation lor toughness. Judging
from his eflorts with his organization, he
has succeeded: most people think  the
J- D. L. is 1ough. But I wonder if such a
reputation earvies over into the entire
Jewish communiy. And. il it does, is the
Jewish community proud of the label? 1
doubt it

Bob Cirone
Kansas City, Missouri

It is important lor your readers to
know that the overwhelming majority of
American Jews deplore the Jewish De-
fense League. There is no Jjustification
for terror and violence on the part of
anyone. Rabbi Kahane and his followers
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l E‘ffmv) Never A Dull Moment

. 216820  ROGERWILLIAMS i;
| [®APs] LOVE THEMEFROM
4 “THE GODFATHER" |

Take any 10 records

223412 3k Blood Sweat & Tears
COlLLMITA NEW BLOOD

220723 FOXY LADY

CAT STEVENS j
CATCH BULL AT FOUR §

221952 LYNN ANDERSON
Listen To A Country Song

222679 %
[ATLANTIC|

INSIDE THE MIND
OF BILL COSBY

222125 ROD STEWART

THE PARTRIDGE FAMILY

222000 AT HOME WITH
THEIR GREATEST HITS
220988 CARLOS SANTANA
- & BUDDY MILES f
LIVE | {

223164 %
(Hocary)

TOMT. HALL
GREATEST HITS

A,
223131% TONY BENNETT ’

coiummia]  All-Time Greatest Hits

MOODY BLUES
Days of Future Passed

I
| 223644
| [DERAM]

222117 EMERSON, LAKE & PALMER
(Eomicuion] TRILOGY -

221689

T.REX
THE SLIDER

207662 Everything You Always Wanted
Edimamia) To Hear On The Moog

2210363k HANK WILLIAMS, JR.
[MGM | ELEVEN ROSES

212852
[GoE 70]

CAROLE KING
Music

215459 % THE GRASS ROOTS ‘
[®oc BiimHiiL ) MOVE ALONG

' 214924 3k Loretta Lynn & Canway Twitty
J [oEcea] Lead Me On

3 Selections marked with a star are not available in reel tapes

SANTANA
CARAVANSERAI

223826

222372% GILBERT O‘SULLIW\N
HIMSELF

CARPENTERS
A SONG FOR YOU

222380 %k CHEECH AND CHONG

Big Bambu

222018
(BeLL]

THE 5th DIMENSIDN
Greatest Hits On Earth

I R

215:‘34 TAMMY WYNETTE
...:_) Bedtime Story

222646

ANDY WILLIAMS
ALONE AGAIN
(NATURALLY)

[wuou) ALL THE KING'S HORSES

187112 GERSHWIN'S
[comw~mia]  Greatest Hits

l 223230* BRDVER \’MSHINGTI]N JR.

222919 ENGELBERT HUMPERDINCK
[FARROT] IN TIME

Rhapsody In Blue, etc. {
e e

201129 TCHAIKOVSKY
Eotrmma] 1812 Overture
Philadelphia Orch., Ormandy

2227 2?* ALREADY HERE
{=r1c REDBONE

222356 RAY CONNIFF Anne l
, [Fouminiz) Alone Again (Naturally)

i
221671 SAILCAT j
ecexwi] MOTORCYCLE MAMA

| 196246 g1y & The Family Stone
ey

GREATESTHITS

218446-218447 jANIS JOPLIN

“Eoumiy  IN CONCERT

220418 % LOOKING GLASS
Brandy

SAMMY DAVIS, JR.
NOW

214303  NEIL YOUNG

wewsel HARVEST
| | 211672 SONNY & CHER
_.q (ass) LIVE . |

2231233% LIZA MINNELLI
Lizawitha"Z"

221424 SBC*‘!’ICA(igx s
= tur in ar
(ol State 3 the Union

’ 219477 SIMON & GARFUNKEL'S ]
[Eorcami]  GREATEST H

e S

222653 JOHNNY MATHIS
[commma] SONG SUNG BLUE s

§ 202796  RICHARD STRAUSS
(o) -Also Spmr:}fralhuslr_a

»

216093 SONNY & CHER
(xam=e] AL | EVER NEED IS YOU

GEORGE JONES AND
TAMMY WYNETTE
Me And The First Lady

221 350
&

222190 * O'JAYS
BACK STABBERS

BOBBY VINTON'S
ALLTIME GREATEST HITS

220970%

210161-210162 5oy ) MENSION
LIVE

r g
222406 5% MAC DAVIS l
HOOKED ON ME

| 186809  SIMON & GARFUNKEL
[CoLsiamea]  Bridge Over Troubled Water

221630  DONNY OSMOND
[acw] TOO YOUNG

221176
CLD)

ELTON JOHN
HONKY CHATEAU

220400 RAY PRICE
[Coiimania) The Lonesomest Lonesome

203319 CARPENTERS
I=2 Rainy Days and Mondays

BARBRA JOAN
STREISAND
Whare You Lead — S more

207522
[CotiimMBia

JOHNNY MATHIS il
218354 0 |
s THE FIRST TIME EVER
COLUMERA (1 SAW YOUR FACE)

ROO STEWART

206573
» Every Picture Tells A Story




Q‘: tapes for onI ‘;L":,;’;:f:;szm

223420 BARBRA STREISAND
[COmMEIA]  Live Concert At The Forum

220962 NEIL DIAMOND
| W

MOODS

223651% THE OSMONDS
MGM CRAZY HORSES

192583 ROBERTA FLACK
[ATLanTic) FIRST TAKE

219485 TOM JONES

CLOSE UP

{
214650 Blood, Sweat & Tears
comms]  GREATEST HITS

218297 % BILL WITHERS
! ! STILL BILL

221432  PERCY FAITH
oiwwex)  Day By Day

221184  DONNA FARGO
[ooﬂ THE H&PPIELSTSIFIL

209726 CHICAGO [

[coismial AT CARNEGIE HALL. Vois. 3 & 4

221457 % SONNY JAMES
o WHEN THE SNOW
OUEMA g ON THE ROSES

220095 BOBBY GOLDSBORO
bt Greatest Hits

217356 ¥ SOUNDTRACK
{raramcunt] “THE GODFATHER"”

218180 ¥ GEORGE JONES l
o) We Can Make It

220335% CHUCK BERRY
[cress]  THE LONDON SESSIONS

216655 JOHNNY MATHIS

218701 ALICE COOPER
[EET SCHOOL'S OUT
213728 Enal‘e’eberl Humperdinck

E AT THE RIVIERA,
| el LASVEGAS

ANDY WILLIAMS'
1Rgene GREATEST HITS
[coii=mial  poon River  Born Free

)

211284 % VIKKI CARR
womws  SUPERSTAR

|t you join now and agree lo buy eight seleclions
(al regular Club prices) during the coming two years

ALL SELECTIONS*IARE AVAILABLE ON

12" stereo B-track tape 7” reel-to-reel
records cartridges cassettes tapes

Yes, it's true! — if you join right now, you may
have ANY 10 of these selections for only $1.97.
Just mail the postpaid application card (be sure
to indicate whether you want your 10 selections
on cartridges, cassettes, reel-to-reel tapes or
records). In exchange . . .
You agree lo buy just eight more selections (at
regular Club prices) in the coming two years —
and you may cancel membership any lime after
doing so.
Your own charge account will be opened upon
enrollment . . . and the selections you order as a
member will be mailed and billed at the regular
Club prices: cartridges and casseltes, $6.98; reel
tapes, $7.98; records, $4.98 or $5.98 . . . plus a
processing and postage charge. (Occasional
special selections may be somewhat higher.)
You may accep! or reject selections as follows:
every four weeks you will receive a new copy of
the Club's music magazine, which describes the
regular selection for each musical interest . . .
plus hundreds of alternate selections from every
field of music.
' «..if you do not want any selection in any
month, just mail the response card always
provided by the date specified
... it you want only the regular selection for
| your musical interest, you need do nothing
— it will be shipped to you automatically
... if you want any of the other seleclions of-
fered, just order them on the response card
and mail it by the date specified
...and from time to time we will offer some
special selections, which you may reject by
mailing the special dated form provided
. or accept by simply doing nothing.
You'll be eligible for our bonus plan upon com-
pleting your enrollment agreement — a plan
which enables you to save at least 33% on all
your future purchases! Act now!

Columbia
House

Terme Haute, Inchana 47808

223669 SAMMY DAVIS
[wcm | Portrait of Sammy Dzvls

218669 pROCOL HARUM

B LIVE B 0onen syur. onch.

LOVE STORY
Original Sound Track

199158
[PARANDUNT]

216341 THREE DOG NIGHT
[#Bc/ounmiLL] Seven Separate Fools
i

EVER
I CommEE]  4saW YOUR FACE)

THE BEST OF
Al JUDY COLLINS

[EiEwtra) Colors of the Day

ORIGINAL CAST
GODSPELL

J 220038 3 Ferrante & Teicher
Play The Hit Themes

220061 DON McLEAN
\ American Pie

F107/573

216804 % LORETTALYNN
One’s On The Way

‘“ 216663- 216664  OSMONDS

COUNTS AS TWO

"mGm "l—lVE"

185843 HERB ALPERT & THE
M- TIJUANA BRASS
Y GREATEST HITS |

201780 3 DOG NIGHT |
{secovmni]  Golden Bisquits |

l

203539
[ooE 7q)

CAROLE KING
211540 Tapestry

kape]

CHER
GYPSYS, TRAMPS

216564 BOBBY SHERMAN
{NETRONEDIA) Greatest Hits

187088 BARBRA STREISAND'S
[Cotuming) GREATEST HITS

PAUL SIMON x
213538 pe and Julio Down by B’ 220368 JOoYy
The Schoolyard ‘ [unima’ s oloat Composers

=

210179 ARETHA FRANKLIN'S
lanannc]  GREATEST HITS

&2 EV'RY DAY OF MY LIFE

211565 NEIL DIAMOND
(o) GOLD

19444 CARPENTERS
®  CLOSE TO YOU
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only echo the tactics of the international
outlaws who hijack planes, send bombs
through the mails and murder innocent
athletes. As American Jews. we do not
want to be dragged into the gutter with
the J.D. L.

Amy and Bruce Epstein
Mineral Wells, Texas

As a Zionist. T do not question Ka-
hane’s ideas that the United States is
fundamentally WASP and that Jewish
lile can be experienced more fully in
Isracl. But Kahane has unwittingly be-
come a propagandist for an old and
discredited  anti-Semitic  canard:  thac
Jews are a wealthy minority. He, of all
people. must know that over 800,000
Jews in the meoopolitin arcas of the
United States exist on or below the
poverty line. Most Jews in America are
part of the great moderate center. They
fear the reactionary right and are suspi-
cious ol the antivaditionalist lelt. They
are concerned about Israel’s security and
fear the loss ol Ame support. And
they are part of the new ethnic revo-
lution. which is challenging the old
meliing-pot concept. There is a growing
sense ol Jewish identity abroad in this
land: an ethnic consciousness that has
generated pride in all the good that
America has gained from its Jewish citi-
zens. and that rejoices in the strength
and dignity of Isracl. Kahane is more
correct than he knows. hut even those
of us who are in complete sympathy
with his motives stll sav 1o him: Come
on home, Meir. Forger this new polid-
cil party you are forming in Isracl, stop
this juvenile anti-Arab terrorism, cut
out the snide remarks against non-
Orthodox Jews and join the veal hght:
the hght for Jewish pride and ethnic
awareness in America.

Rabbi Israel B. Koller

Santa Barbara, Calilornia

Reading your interview with Kalune,
I leh @ growing urge o put him down,
But. as I realized Later, he does the job
better himsell. Tt s ronic that the very
people who sultered the most at the
hinds of rampant nationalism are now
treading the same path, toward an in-
creasingly milizent and  jingoistic Israchi
state, and as members of an ever-more-
Euratical Jewish Defense League.
Bill Smee
Elkhart, Indiana

Those who justify violence are, in a
way, worse than those who commit it. By
his words and actions, Kahane has put
himsell and his group in company with
the Palestinian terrovists. Indeed,  Jor-
dan’s King Husscin appears clearly a
more rauonal and—in this instance. at
least—a more moral man than the good
rabbi himself.

Sidney Krome
Baltimore, Maryland

Il 2myone is going 10 fan the flames of
anti-Semitism, it's Kahane. There is ab-
solutely no logic to his thinking that he
can save American Jews only by turni
them into street fighters. Hlogicality. in
fact, seems to be the core of Kahane's
problem. What interests me most is his
claim thae pacifism is not a Jewish wra-
dition. Belore modern Israel. the in-
stances of armed  Jewish resistance 1o
forcign domination could be counted on
one hand. That history covers a span of
over 1000 years.

(Name withheld by request)
Brooklyn, New York

ing

Kahane can deny o his dving day that
the ideology of his group is [ascist.
But any reasoned comparison of your in-
terview and Mein Kampf will present
frightening similarities. Let’s not hypno-
tize oursclves: fascism had its intelleciual
wing, too. which provided well-developed
social and  political  eritiques ol the
existing system. Fascists, too, believed
God was on their side and, like Kahane,
they felt that their constituencies were
in an cconomic and spiritwal crisis. I'm
certain Kahane would not deny that his
primary thrust is to make his people
more militant in the service of nation-
alism. The wagedy is that there is a
compendium ol legitimate Jewish griev-
ances that the American Jewish com-
munity must redress. But nationalism
has been wried belore, and Jews should
know better than others that it just
docsn't work,

Alan Moskowitz
Brooklyn, New York

Rabbi Kahane is right when he says
there is no Jewish [uture in this country.
America’s [uture is white, Aryan and
cventually—according 10 the immutable
laws of historical development—National
Socialist. Nothing can alter this fact.
The rabbi would therelore be well
advised to abandon his paranoid threats
of violence against those Americans of
Aryan background who choose 1o helieve
in National Socialism. He would also be
well advised 0 remember that two can
play the same game—as our Arvab Iriends
proved in Munich. Should the rabbi
persist in his mania for violence, he
might well wigger a response that would
strike at the Lives and fortunes of Ameri-
can Jews everywhere. Hedl Hitler!

Matt Koehl. Commuander

National Socialist White
People’s Parnty

Arlington. Virginia

FOR THE RECORD

Your October review ol The Begoar's
Opera erroneously credits the score o
John Gay (1685-1732). This is a com-
mon mistake. The opera’s music was
adapted. from popular folk songs and
frmous tunes of other composers. by one
Johann Christoph Pepusch, a German

musician who spent most of his creative
years in England. Gay was merely the li-
brettist. Pepusch was a rival of Handel's
and The Beggar's Opera was his reac-
tion 1o the stully and stereotvped opera
seria, ol which Handel was Furope’s
foremaost exponent and which dominared
London’s operatic stages during the first
half of the 18th Century.

Richard A. Shapp

Temple University

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

ELLSBERG AGONISTES
Joe McGinniss” sensitive writing on

The Ordeal of Daniel Elisberg (viavioy,
October) gives us the inside story of a
singular man who can overcome  his
childhood hang-ups and feel compassion
for the people of Vietnam. Ellshery is
far from being a britle and perfea
martyr: his hirst marriage did not work
out and he stll considers himself lib-
erated beciuse no one is making him
practice piano. All the same, he will
undoubtedly go down in history as a
great American—on a par with Spock,
Einstein and Dr. King.

Charles A. McLear

Dayton. Ohio

T am a Vietnam veteran in complete
sympathy with Ellsherg. He served in
responsible positions both here and in
Vietnam and he knows what he's wilking
about. I can assure you that the Viet-
namese would sooner have the Commu-
nists in power: they know they would be
bewer off. I anvone should be wried, ic's
Johmson and Nixon, not Ellsberg.

Sgt. Robert Richardson
Lackland AFB, Texas

McGinniss' moving account of “her-
oism’s darkest hours™ displayed a realis
tic perception ol the condition of the
hero today. Being a hero means taking
risks and accepting their consequences,
And, as McGinmiss shows us, being a
hero is not much fun.

Kevin Colton
Los Angeles, California

I thought McGinniss penned an ex-
cellent and revealing skewch of Ellsberg.
Whether or not onc agrees with  Ells-
berg's antics. one must praise McGinniss®
reportorial objectivity, a virtue fast dis-
appearing from journalism.

Del Schrader
Arcudia, California

I hope. for your sake, that Joe McGin-
niss” The Ovdeal of Daniel Ellshberg has
more truth to it than the fiction he wrote
about the 1968 media campaign.

John N. Michell
Washington. D. C.

Mr. Mitchell is the husband of Mar-
tha Mitchell.
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Weare the Garrard Engin
who made the Zero 100,.
We are the Garrard En

-

who are going to sell it te

We're engineers, not sale

Yet, here we are, looking out at
from the pages of this magazine, selli
you the machine we made. Not beca
have anything against salesmen. But
because we are so involved, over-inv
perhaps, with the Zero 100.

It's understandable. After seven y
computations, of planning, of drawir
redrawing, of failure after failure, w
the automatic turntable people saic
never be made.

A turntable that actually made ;
difference in the sound we heard. OF
zero tracking error. That worked, n

heory, but in hard practical fac
started tradltlonal

the outside

groove tothe final one
To reproduce this sou
perfectly, a turntable
should have a cartridg
head that tracks the
record exactly as it wa
cut, atthesame 90
degree tangency. But
noautomatic . .
turntable could
achieve this.

Our solution? We
created a turntable
like no other turnta
A turntable with twe
arms.

The first... -~
arm of the Zero
100, the more nor
looking arm, is the
with the cartridge h
The auxiliary arm, our &
innovation, is attachedto’
the first arm by a unique
system of ball bearing p
Because of the precisi
built into this auxiliary
arm, the cartridge

so that the stylusis®
always at a 90 degree
to the grooves of the
The result? No dist b
We are not men who are.
comfoﬂable h word
“vision” or"d

Rolling Stone. T

they fill us with p
We stand prou
And offer it to

The Garra
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Think Silva Thins 100’s.They have ;fg@;:;:;
less “tar” than most Kings, 100's, ;.3:;1:1:1:#4*#5
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

"Aecarding to the latest U.S. Government figures. Filter and Menthol: 16 mg. “tar”, 1.1 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report August, 72.
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omen’s lib, take note: An article in
Science magazine tells the provoc-
ative story ol the Australian wrasse, a
finger-length fish more precisely known
as Laboides dimitadus. The male wrasse
normally cruises the Great Barrier Recf

with a harem of three o six females.
When he dies, the most aggressive female
in the harem undergoes behavioral and
physiological changes that result in her
transformation into a male. The zoolo-
pist who studied these fish concuded
that when a lemale wrasse finds herself
not dominated, she takes on a more ag-
gressive behavior pattern within hours.
In less than two weeks, her ovaries have
turned into testicles and—in looks, ac-
tion and bodily equipment—she is in-
distinguishable from a male. Hmm.
L ]

A suggestion for the American Medical
Association: In ancient China, people
paid the doctor to keep them well.
When they got sick, he had to pay them.

Now that the election is over, we can
report this tidbit without giving equal
time: A lurge banner on the side of a
Greyhound bus carrying Gay Liberation
members to the Democratic Convention
proclaimed: TAKE A GAYHOUND BUS AND
LEAVE THE DRIVER FOR US.

.

Incidental Intelligence, Houscbreak-
ing Division: The Wall Street Journal
reports that stores in California have sold
thousands of tiny water beds for pets.

-

We hereby invent—and posthumously
award—the Porno Peace Prize. It goes to
the late Office of Strategic Services, fore-
runner of the CIA, for conceiving an
ingenious scheme to end World War
Two with a giant smut bomb. In his
book on the OS5, R. Harris Smith re-
veals that Hitler was psychoanalyzed in
absentia by some topflight American
shrinks who concluded he was a border-
line psychotic with fierce sexual hang-

AFTER HOURS

ups. This inspired a plan to bomb the
Fiihrer's headquarters  with  tons of
hard-core pornographic pictures in the
hope that Adolf would freak out com-
pletely and have to be sidelined. The
U.S. Army Air Corps, alas, refused o
cooperitte, and the plan was scratched.
-

San  Francisco Chronicle columnist
Herhb Caen reports one ol his readers
spotted a cop with a HAVE A NICE DAY
happy-face sticker—on his revolver.

-

The municipal code of Ashland, Ken-
tucky, contains this solemn ordinance:
“No person shall knowingly keep or har-
bor at his or her house within the cty
any woman of ill repute, lewd character
or a common prostitute—other than
wile, mother or sister.”

.

We can remember when all you could
expect was a [ree bar of soap i your
mailbox. A few months ago, Iree sam-
ples ol pot were delivered 1o [ront
porches in Winona, Minnesota, along
with a card inscribed “Marijuana, com-
pliments ol your local pusher.”

a

According 1o the Alpine, Calilornia,
Sun, a young lady named Pam “has a
gorgeous  four-year-old stud  with two
white cocks.” the inlorms
us, “is geuwing him ready for some
fall shows.”

Pam, Sun

.
This is cleaning up the environment?
The Reel, a porno movichouse in Albu-
querque, has advertised: “It's ecology
time at the Recl. We're recyding our
trash. Three all-time hits return.”
.

Doubtless to protect the public from
the threat of winged ladies, the Rolls-
Royce corporation has taken out a new
British patent, admiringly described by
The New Scientist as “basically a sen-
sible invention which will contribute
toward road safety.” The device is an

automatic retractor that pulls the hood
ornament into the engine cavity in the
event of collision.

The latest breakthrough in the sexual
revolution was chronicled in the cassified
section ol The Berkeley Barb: *]ewish
man, 3, secks girl interested in marriage.”

-

From a U.P.L item datelined San An-
tonio, we learn that one Gem L. Poe
was struck by lightning while sawing a
tree limb. Poe was uninjured, but the
bolt melted his nylon socks and welded
his fly shut.

-

Who says a woman's life is dull? Two
Years in My Afternoon, a novel by Eliza-
beth Ayrton, is advertised thus: “Bizarre
sexual entanglements, a child psychiatrist,
a suicidal poetess, a roving but loving
husband, three marriageable daughters
and a decaying country estate provide
complications that every woman will find
{familiar.”

-

The education reporter for Salem's
Oregon Statesman had trouble explain-
ing why students were transferring from
city to suburban schools. He did note,
however, that in at least one city school,
“a complete senior high cunt was un-
available.”

Our London (‘.m'r::slmndf:lll. has come
across The Natural Method of Healing,
a volume published in 1898 by Dr. F. L.
Bilz, in which there’s a section on “Self-
Abuse.” Dr. Bilz writes, “This belongs 1o
the class of carnal vices and consists in
unnatural sell-satisfaction of the sexual
instinct, causing mental and bodily de-
bility, degencration and complete disin-
tegration. The parents must have a
watchlul eye on the child, must not allow
it to sleep alone in a room. nor must the
trouble of going to the child’s couch dur-
ing the night to see whether the child
sleeps or not be spared. Threatened with
these investigations, the child will hardly
venture to perpetrate the vice; should it
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nevertheless do so, the hands must be
covered with thick gloves with only a
thumb, tying them firmly round the wrist.
Or the child may be pat at night into a
gown, cut so as to completely cover body
and limbs. which cows even the most
hardened little sinner.” Perhaps appro-
priately, the next section ol the book is
titled “Impotence.”

History of a Kind has been made by
Franz Lingmau, a 4d-year-old construc-

tion-company  estimator  [rom  Siera-
to. Several months ago. Lingnau

boarded a Pacihic Southwest flight  for
Burbank. The plane was hijacked over
San Francisco. loreced 1o land ar dhe
distant edge of the airport runway. and
finally reached Burbank alter long howrs

of negotiation  that  colmitned in a
dramatic shoot-out  with  FBI  agents,
Next alternoon,  having  finished  his

business. Lingnau wok his seat on the
PSA return fhight 1o Sacramento and,
ves, he was hijacked again. Thus, he be-
came the brst nan in history o be hi-
jacked twice in less than 24 howrs. We
hope that’'s a record to stand. and we
were interested in what the worlds most
expertenced hijack victim might have o
sav about his advenures. In an age ol
New York o Cleveland via Guatemala,
the public needs to know about these
thigs.

We  alled  Lingnan and.  finding
him sifely on the ground i his Sacra
mento oflice. proceeded o ask him some
questions. He marrated  the events with
great detail and in a cold. dispassionate
Lmguage that brought 1o mind the tough
prose ol Raymond Chandler. We  first
asked Lingnau when he vealized he was
o hijacked on his first wip.

“I gor wind ol it when one ol the
PSA stewardesses came up o a TWA
stewardess. who was on board 1o Gidh
a connecting Hight in San Frandisoo.
and told her to take her pin oll—so
they wouldn’t hold her hostage,”  he
sandl.

“What was vour hrst veaction="

“Hehe hehe hieh.” Lingnau Lrughed.
“IUs sange. You get a sort ol helpless
feeling in vour gut. You're not armed.
You dont know what the hell's gonna
happen. You're stuck. Hung out to dry.
You want o do something. but what
can you do®”

“Did vou talk with the hijackers:”

“No. they alked through the stew-
ardesses. T dido’t even know what de-
mands thev'd made until T read the
papers. 1L you want 1o warch a hijack-
ing. the passenger seaion has the worst
seats in the house.”

bei

“Alter they ok over the  plane,
where did it go?”
“"We Lainded in San Francisco. QOut

there—you probably saw the picture in
the papers—in the middle of nowhere.
We st there . . . well. we sat there lor

damned near four hours. Still didn't
know what was going on. They finally
started letting people go to the head.

.. Had 0.”

“"How did that first episode end:”

“FBI agents came on hoard. As 1 got
it later. the fiust FBI puy was supposed
to be a TWA navigator who could ke
the hijackers ot ol the country. He
came up the front ramp that leads to
the niche where they served coflee and
hooze. One hijacker was in there. With
two pistols. The FBI agent came  up
with his hands behind his head. All of
i sudden. there was a revolver in his
hand. And about this time, another FBI
man came [rom under the plane, where
he'd been hiding, ran round and start
cd firing up the ramp at the hijacker, By
then, the st FBL agent had  come
down the aisle firing au the hijacker in
the reav of the plane. This st FBE guy
showed me some waining. He didnnt
pan his gun back and forth. Passengers
would've been o the line of hre. ln-
stead, he raised i then Liid it back
down the aisle and emptied it ino the
guy at the back. He did a hell of a job.”

“But wasn't a passenger Killed in the
cunhre:”

“Yes, 1 alked with the guy who was
sitting across from him. He wold me tha
the fellow stood up. That's when he
crught the slug e his back. My advice
to hijacked passengers is simple: Duck.”

“What was the general reaction ol the
other passengers during the gunfire:”

“There was no sareaming. Everybody
wias scrambling o hit the deck. Te all
Listed about twenty scconds.”

“You must have been premy unserled.”

“No, not really. Even abterward, 1
was OK. Oh, I had a lew extra bels,
what the hell”

“What about the second hijacking? It
must lave been an inaredible sensiation
w realize it was happening again.”

“Yos, iwas, heh, heh. The fose thougli
that came was qust plain, “Oh, shi” 1
meian, what else can you dunk:”

“How did this one happen:”

“On the second Hlight, we stopped in
Oukland. and that's where we wok on
our Iriend. He didn't seem oo serious
about it. Just wanted the publicity. 1
think. He la the
drinks. so everybody was preuy  calm.
No panic. A lew ol the women oried,
but they Kepe ieosole. T othink the stew-
ardesses helped o low 1 know theyre
trained for this sort ol thing. but. Jesus,
cven so. theyre usually preuy young
broads. They were vemendous,™

“How did the wip end:”

“Well, he wold the caprain 1o Lind in
San Diego. The women and children
had been allowed 10 leave the plane
Oaklind. Then a stewardess sd  the
hijacker had agreed o release evervone
clse il two men would volunteer o stay

stewardesses  serve

with him. We were 10 indicate il we
would volunteer by trning on the stew
ardess call light overhead. 1 think every
one of them was turned on. So he picked
two men, one ol whom was a highway
patrolman who had already  informed
the captain. through the stewardess. thin
he was armed. The hijacker fnallv let
the other guy go. oo, and just kept the
patrolman. The plane finally landed
back at OakLnd and the parolman con-
vinced him that he should suwrrender.”

"It must have been quite a relief 1hat
vou weren't chosen.™

“I'd been unlucky twice. How much
more unlucky could I get> The odds
were with me. I wish I'd had a1 bet on
the chances of gerting hijacked the see
ond time. Espedially in so short a time.
I wouldnt liive 1o be working for a
living anymore.”

“So vour advice for passengers aboard
hijacked planes is to stay low:”

“And be calm. I mean, what else can
you do*”

BOOKS

No need to worry about the size of a
friend’s waist or neck in searching for a
ftting last-minute gife this holiday sea-
son. As long as vou know the dimensions
ol his or her mind. you cin count on
vour lavorite hookstore to supply a work
that will suit your friend to a T. Here-
with. a lew new offerings that strike our
[ancy.

Louis  Aragon’s Matisse (Har-
court Brace Jovimovich) is morve than a
deserved wribute o a modern master. In
these two beautilully designed volumes,
with their hundreds of photographs and
prints. the reader can find rvare insighis
into & major artist’s incentives. methods
and accomplishments, Ar inti-
e ol Matisse’s, writes: “Every cany
every sheet of paper over which his char-
coal. his pendil or his pen wandered s
Matisse’s utteranee about himsell.

IUs through this that T have songht 1o re
veal my protagonist.” He has succeeded
brillianddy.

For that acquamtmce who's  over
whelmed with nostalgia for all thi
past. there is The Police Gazette (Simon
& Schusier), Gene Smith's collection of

Henri

HL%

scandalous  items—enhanced by vepro
ductions ol the original woodans—Irom
the [ading pages of it yellow journal
ol vestervear. featuring such hot items as
URAID IN THE VENDERLOIN: Night Scenes
i the Siuation the  Rad
ol Chok's Notorious New York  Dive,
Where Wine, Women and Song Were in
Full Swav.” On the subjea ol women
and nostalgia, have a look at The Most
of John Held (Stephen Greene), 177 illos-
trations from the pen-and-ink  prodigy
whose magazine drawings ol the sheiks

Following
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Ph:hg Scharf, second violinist

It's hard enough to distinguish Philip
Scharf from his fellow violinists
when yvou hear them in the concert
hall. At home, it's next to impossible.

Ordinary equipment brings vou
the sound of an orchestra, when
what you should be hearing is the
sound of the separate instruments
within the orchestra. You hear music,
but not musical instruments. Which
is unfortunate if you happen to like
second violinists. And catastrophic
if you happen to be one.

That's why Philip Schart owns
aHarman/Kardon 75+.

The 75 + is a new receiver
designed to reproduce even the
shightest differences between
instruments. It can capture the timbre
of an obog, the quiver in a violinist's
bow —all the subtleties that sct one
musician apart from another. “You
can practically hear the rosin falling
from my bow, says Philip Scharf.

{Attention, electronics
enthusiasts: this capability of the
75+ is due to its extremely wide
frequency response and superior
phase linearity. Every nuance is
reproduced in proper phase with
every other one—instead ot
runningalltogetherlikethis, And at
45 RMS watts per channel, it can
handle tone bursts with virtually
no distortion.)

So a 75+ will bring you music
you've never heard before, even
from tapes and records you already
have. But it can also be used in more
ways than you've ever used a
receiver betore.

Besides using it as a stereo
receiver, vou can usc it as fwo stereo
receivers. If vou have an extra set
of speakers, connect them to vour
75+ and create an extra stereo
system. You can listen to Beethoven
in the living room and Bread in the
den, and cach system has its own
tone controls.

You can use it as a four-channel
receiver. Right now. Put all your
speakers in one room and you have
the most advanced music system
available, The 75+ has four
amplitiers to play the records and
tapes you now own through four

speakers. It also has a unique phasing

h:cago Symphony Orchestra.

circuit which takes vour regular
sterco material and reproduces it
as""enhanced stereo!” And it sounds
as beautitul as it does technical.

Of course, as soon as yvou decide
to buv tour-channel records, the
75+ is ready to play them.

If vou love music, the best reason
for owning a 75+ was summed up
bv no less an autharity than Philip
Schart himself:

“It's given me a whole new
appreciation of me!’

NOTE: If your high tidelity store
doesn't have the Harman/Kardon
75+ yet, don't give up the search.
Write us and we'll tell you where
to hear it: Harman/Kardon Inc.,
Music Appreciation Dept., 55 Ames
Court, Plainview, N.Y. 11803.

harman /kardon
the music company

Distributed in Canada by Harman Kardon of Canadla, Lid, Cote de Lwesse R, Montreal 7o0, Quebec,
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For theman ‘L who wants
to experience all the

creative pleasures &~
of photography

r TIME-LIFE BOOKS, DEPT. 3418

— —— — — — — —— — — — —— —— —

above

TIME & LIFE BUILDING, CHICAGO, ILL. 60611

Yes, 1 would like to examine The Camera. Please
send it to me, together with the illustrated Phorog-
rapher's Handbook and Camera Buyer's Guide for
10 days’ free examination and enter my subscrip-
tion to the LIFE Library of Photography. If I de-
cide to keep The Camera, 1 will pay $7.95 plus
shipping and handling. T then will receive future
volumes in the LIFE Library of Photography,
shipped a volume at a time approximately every
other month. Each is $7.95 ($8.95 in Canada) plus
shipping and handling and comes on a 10-day free
examination basis. There is no minimum number
of books that I must buy; if necessary I may can-
cel my subscription at any time simply by notify-
ing you.

If T do not choose 10 keep The Camera, the
Photographer's Handbook and the Camera Buyer's
Guide, T will return the books within 10 days, my
subseription for future volumes will be canceled,
and I will not be under any future obligation.

Name .

{Please Print)

Add

City

The Great Themes reveals the techniques of the masters in
cach of the six major areas of photography represented

Accept this volume

The Camera
for10 days free
- examination

to-date facts and prices on cameras and
B

® This valuable 64-page pocket-size
manual contains hundreds of tips and
ideas for taking and making better pic-
tures. Includes 150 photos and drawings,
dozens of charts and tables,

® In addition, you will receive an informa-
tive Camera Buyer's Guide, containing up-

TODA\' the possibilities of photography
are almost limitless. You can take pic-
tures anywhere—even where there's no
more light than a candle. You can turn the
most commonplace objects into striking
visual designs—with everything from ultra
zoom lenses to fisheyes. You can start with
ordinary negatives and transform them into
startling abstractionsinyourowndarkroom.
And now, this whole marvelous world of
photography has been put into a remark-
able series of books: the Life Library of
Photography.

Here, in magnificently illustrated vol-
umes, you'll receive step-by-step guidance
on shooting all kinds of subjects—studio
shots, portraits, sports, children. nature,
still lifes. You'll learn how to plan each pic-
twre.. . how to compose it...how to make
it “speak” to the viewer. Famous LIFE
photographers such as John Dominis, Carl
Mydans and Alfred Eisenstaedt will offer
you their personal tips and trade secrets.

You'll learn about all the possibilities
open 1o you in the darkroom, too—from

the basics of developing, printing, dodging
and burning-in to special effects such as
solarization, bas relief and combination
printing.

And by examining a magnificent gallery
of some of the greatest photographs of ail
time—and seeing why they succeeded so
brilliantly—you’ll be encouraged to develop
your own sense of what makes an unfor-
gettable picture, Whether you are an ex-
perienced photographer or a beginner, the
Life Library of Photography can't help
but bring you closer to the kinds of photo-
graphs you've always dreamed of creating.

Accept The Camera for 10-days free

Just as a picture is worth a thousand words,
you must really see the Life Library of
Photography yourself—and try some of its
suggestions—to appreciate how much it can
mean to your picture-taking. That's why
we invite you to send for this Volume for
10-days free examination without obliga-
tion. If postpaid card is missing, use the
handy coupon.



Capture the natural wonders of life around
you with the help of Photographing Nuture.

g o g

This portrait by Evelyn Hofer in the From underwater to outer space—extend In The Camera, LIFE's masters of pholography
volume Color 15 one of many examples the range of your picture taking with give you the personal insights you need to

of how to use color to add to a Y Phorography as a Tool. develop your own style of picture taking.
picture's aestheiic appeal. - e - S—

From basic developing and printing

to surrealism, The Print shows how to
use the darkroom creatively

Actual book size:

10%4" x 101",
Hard covers, silver-stam|

black-cloth binding.

Each contains more than 200 pages.

Among other volumes in the
(1[73 LIBRARY OF PHOTOGRAPHY:

Photography as aTool,
Color, The Print,
Light and Film,
Photojournalism,
The Studio,

The Great Themes,
Photographing Nature.

Special Problems shows you how to take the kinds of pictures that make people
say, I wonder how he ever got a shot like that!™,
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and flappers of the Twenties have come
to characterize that giddy decade.

Five will get you seven that you'll find
everything any reasonable or unreasona-
ble gambler could want to know about
poker, rummy, bridge, pinochle, casino,
hearts, blackjack, craps, roulette, horse
racing, chess, Scrabble, ghost and permu-
tations of same in Playboy‘'s Book of Games
(Plavboy  Press), assembled by Ldwin
Silberstang and designed to be “A Mod-
ern Hoyle for the Sophisticated On-the-
Go Gambler.”

There is no middle ground in boxing
—you cither dig it or you despise it
Eminent sportswriter Rex Lardner ob-
viously is taken with “the manly art.” In
The Legendary Champions (American Heri-
tage Press), he transports us from the
bare-knuckle era through the reign of
Gene Tunney. He evidently believes that
only the heavyweights are due the ac
colade legendary. Ah. well, no matter.
Lardner re-creates the personae of box-
ing’s past in superlative fashion. And the
layout, type and use of photographs make
this a knockout of a book.

By all odds the season’s most elegant
art book is The Visconti Hours (Brazil-
ler), a reproduction of an illuminated
manuscript created by two Italian artists
ol the late IMth and carly 15th centuries.
The combination of childlike pictures
and sumptuous color is evocative of a
religious impulse that has always com-
bined innocence with splendor. A treat
for the senses.

Down Home (McGraw-Hill) is described
modestly as a “social portrait” of Wil-
cox County. in the heart ol black-bele
Alabama. It is that—and more. Veteran
photographer Bob Adelman’s scores ol
black-and-white pictures of blacks and
whites in and around the county seat of
Camden  between 1965 and 1970 are
sharp and revealing of place and charac-
ter. Enriched by the people’s own words,
astutely edited by Susan Hall, these pho-
tographs document the painful eflorts of
a Southern town to come to grips with
drastic changes in its way ol lile.

André Kertész: Sixty Years of Photography
1912-1972  (Grossman) is an  cloquent
statement of the photographer’s achicve-
ments. Over 200 black-and-white pictures,
lovingly reproduced, tellingly  display
how Kertdsz got at the heart of the hu-
man condition all over the world. A
great ariist, Kertész has received not
nearly the popular acclaim he deserves.

Around the turn ol the century, Ed-
ward Sheriff Curtis set forth with his
camerit to capture the spirit of the van-
ishing Indian life in North America.
Alter decades in rare-book collections,
his  monumental  accomplishment  has
been made available to the populace in
the outsized Portraits from North American
Indian Llife (Outerbridge & Lazard), a
generous selection of Curtis” wondrous
photographs.

A melancholy yet beawtiful volume is

Diary of the “Terra Nova"” Expedition to the
Antarctic 1910-1912 (Humanities Press), by
Edward Wilson. The author, who per-
ished on Scott’s ill-lated expedition, pro-
duced a series of water colors and pencil
sketches through most of the ek (whose
hnal destination was the South Pole)
that convey the paradoxical grandeur and
desolation of the polar region. Wilson's
final note to his parents, when he knew
that death was only hours away, shows a
man accepring his face with selfless cour-
age. A moving experience.

For about 30 years, Eddie Condon has
been keeping a scrapbook ol his wravels
about the Jand with banjo. Sensibly
titled The Eddie Condon Scrapbook of Jazz
(5t. Martin's), it is now open to public
perusal. Jazz buffs cannot fail o find
pleasure in these photos of the likes
ol Louis Armswrong, Sidney Bechet, Pee
Wee Russell and many other greats, all
taken in their prime.

The Gentleman's Alphabet Book (Dutton),
with eerie drawings by Harvey Kornberg
and queer limericks by Donald Hall,
admits us o a 19th Century world of
dirty old men ol all ages. To wit: “Undle
Bertram politely stops by / To see Mar-
garet, and Enid, and Vi, / But induced
by some gland,/ Or the Devil, his hand/
Always crawls on o Momague's thigh.”

The Don Juan referred 10 in Asimov’s
Annotated “Don Juan” (Doubleday) is, of

course, lLord Byron's great creation.
The Asimov referred to 1s, ol course,
none other than the tireless Isaac

who, in his role ol prolessional ex-
plainer, lets contemporary readers in on
the allusions thae hll this highly allusive
comic epic. Milton Glaser's  drawings
make it a handsome as well as enter-
taining volume.

For anybody with a trip to London in
his foresecible [uiure, Don Goddard’s
Blimey (Quuadrangle) is just the ticket.
Understatedly subtitled “Another Book
About London,” it contains everything
a sensible visitor wants to know and
a good deal of value that most visitors
don’t know they want to know, all de-
livered in direct, no-nonsense style.

Auto-sport devotees will have a ficld
day with Charles Fox's The Great Racing
Cars and Drivers (Ridge Press), not so much
for the text—although that is interesting
enough in itsell, covering as it does
nearly six decades of auto racing—as
for the absolutely smashing color pho-
tography splashed  generously  through-
out the coffee-tablesized book. J. Barry
O'Rourke’s silonlike shots ol Indy cars
are especially striking,

In the quarter century before his
death last June, Ken W. Purdy had be-
come the nation's pre-cminent writer on
antomobiles and the men who drive
them. His best articles, many of which
ran in this magazine, have been gathered
together in Ken Purdy’s Book of Automobiles
(Playboy Press). Here are his revealing

picces on cars from the Model T Ford
to the Jaguar, on drivers from Tazio
Nuvolari to Jackie Stewart. A fitting
remembrance of a superh craltsman.
Just as Teddy White has become the
nation’s  quasi-oficial  historian  of  the
making ol the President, so Norman
Mailer has become the quadrennial phi-
losopher-poet of our nominating conven-
tions. Four years ago, Mailer preserved
in prose the rivalries of the Republicans
ami and the horrors ol the Demo-
crats at the siege ol Chicago. Now,
in St. George and the Godfather (Sigm:[),
he attempts to repeat the performance
for both Miami-based 1972 conventious.
Posing again as Aquarius, the admittedly
subjective observer and  commentator,
Mailer almost accomplishes the nearly
impossible task of giving those grandiose
occasions  depth, color and  meaning.
There are insightful  delineations ol
character  (Wallace, “dignified ar last™
through pain and meditation; Hum-
phrey, like a man “whose [eatures had
been repaired alter an accident™); fashes
of wit and raucous humor: lashings out
at young Republicans and  liberated
women:; and the apocalyptic questions
(Is dread still loose in America? Are
counterespionage and  Christianity the
true poles of the Republican Parey?).
Though Mailer doggedly lollows the
daily workings of each conveation, tak-
ing us behind the scenes, neither was
really worthy ol him. It's hard o cele-
brate or even analyze boredom—whether
it's the product ol McGovern righteous-
ness or of Nixon calculation,

Can an anthropologist trained for re-
scarch in the jungles ol New Guinea
find romance, adventure and a Ph.D.
thesis in the  subcultural  jungles ol
wrban  Americiz Yes, indeed. il that
anthropologist is young. auractive and
willing 1o sign on as a dancer in a top
less bar. And yes again il she has a hus-
band who will “pimp ofl” her carnings
in that same bar, where he can keep an
eye on her and gather inlormation about
the bar's cliemts, Christina and Richard
Milner did exactly that, made it through
graduate school and now give us the
low-down on the high life in Black Ployers
(Liule, Brown), subtitled “The Secret
World of Black Pimps.” The Dblack
plaver lives in a wonderland where life
15 regarded as a game and socicty’s most
treasured values are honored almost en-
tirely in the breach. Here the good wom-
an is the “ho™ and the good man the
pimp who lives off her. Here status is
assured only by generosity: To become
a "boss player,” you may have o blow
a hundred grand on cocaine for all your
friends. Here control over sexuality is
exerted by men—*"1 don’t give no dick
without money”"—and mother is as much
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an encmy as Whitey. The stress is on
free enterprise, the need for appropriate
clothing, language and male networks to
make it, and on bargaining that raises
deceit to a high art and transforms ordi-
nary discourse into poetry. The irony of
the similarity between pimp and busi-
nessman is never lost on the pimp. The
Milners make no excuses for pimp bru-
tality or lawlessness, and they were as
bemused by the financial, sartorial and
linguistic extravagance of this ghetto
world as their readers will be. But their
ability to accept and abide by the rules
of “the Game.” their obvious liking for
some of the players and prostitutes, and
their respect lor the logic of their world
give this book a gusto rare in most nov-
els. And that ain't “talkin’ trash.”

Speaking ol pimps. Gentl of Lei
(New American Library) gives us “A
Year in the Life of a Pimp,” as cap-
tured by the camera of Bob Adelman
and the tape recorder of Susan Hall, the
team responsible [or Down Home. The
gentleman in question calls himself
Silky: “The term is pimp, but I don't
use it. I'm a professional gentleman of
leisure. I have absolutely nothing to do.
I stay in bed and take showers. I'm just
a connoisseur of resting and a television
freak. I do make more moncy than the
President of the United States. I I were
in another way of life, I'd have to hustle
more. As a black man, I've never had al-
ternatives anyway. I could have played
first base, run the mile or become an
entertainer, but I was a natural pimp,
so I just pursued my talents.”

Into the silent Filtics of Dwight D.
Eisenhower whizzed Jack Kerouac. He
was an automatic writer, autobiographi-
cally spicling about automobile spree-
ing. His ocuvre was recalling the days
when he and his country-crossing friends
stayed up late smoking pot, drinking
wine, listening o jazz—but mostly just
digging one another “beatifically.” After
On the Road, which was a runaway
best seller, The Subterraneans became
Hollywood’s first lling into the subcul-
ture, and Kerouac himsell soon emerged
as a paraliterary hgure, perlorming in
night clubs, reading poctry on campuses,
being profiled in Time and published
even in The Salurday Evening Post.
But then his celebrity waned, critics
dismantled his work (Truman Capote
put down his writing as “automatic
typing™) and the public deserted him;
Kerouac was publishing more and being
noticed less. His was the [ate of any
literary fad, the coming of age of any
enfant terrible. By the time he died in
obscurity in Florida in 1969 at the age
ot 47, the man who had symbolized the
Beat Generation scemed a bloated par-
ody ol his former sell: a beerswilling,
TV-watching, domesticated, churchgoing

communicant. But Visions of Cody (Mc-
Graw-Hill). his posthumously published
novel, reveals that the essential Kerouac
remained unchanged. He was still a very
uneven writer in the great American
tradition of Whitman and Wolle—capa-
ble ol lyric genius, of panoramic passages
of vast sweep, but too often carried away
by a sophomoric overdrive. The charac-
ters in Fisions of Cody are all familiar
members ol the Kerouac road company,
thin fictional disguises of himsell, Allen
Ginsberg. William Burroughs and the
fabled Neal Cassady as Cody. The story
line—or rather route—consists of their
tavels and  wravails, and mostly talk,
through inner space on drugs and across
the national geography in cars. with
every mile, every syllable, every “whore
memory” treated with equal reverence.
And the theme agam is the Kerouac
quest for the mythical long-lost brother.
At times he sounds a bic like T. S. Eliot
(“The poor lonely old ladies of Lowell
who come out ol the hve-and-ten with
their umbrellas open for the rain™). At
other times he ¢ be awkwardly reminis-
cent of Theodore Dreiser (“Tom Warson
on this lovely earth was a crippled boy
who lived in unostentatious pain with
his grandmother in a wo-story house
under great sidestrect trees™). There are
also pastiches reminiscent of Proust and
sentences that seem suraight out of Hem-
ingway ("1 [feel as though everything
used to be alright; and now everything
is automatically bad™). But it's all Ker-
ouac, his own pantheistic sell, celebrating
with saccharine innocence “the unbeat-
able sweetness of man and woman.”
strewing everywhere lond and flowery
farewells (“Adios, you who watched the
sun go down, at the rail, by my side,
smiling—Adios, King”). He deserves
from us at least one wistlul wave, one
last sentimental goodbye ol the road,

=

The coterie of admirers of John Wil
liams™ Stoner and Bulcher’s Crossing is
likely o lose its exclusiveness with the
publication ol Augustus (Viking). Novel
or history, this is an excellent book
in so many ways that Williams is bound,
at last, to hnd a readership somewhat
in keeping with his wlent. Augustus,
of course, deals with the Emperor Gaius
_Julius Cacsar Octavianus, the august,
successor  to  the great Julius, who,
while still practically a boy, faced down
such formidable opponents as Antonius,
Cicero and Brutus to make good his
granduncle’s declaration of succession.
Shuttling between the years 44 s.c. and
14 ap. (the year ol Augustus’ death),
principals and auxiliaries to the drama
of empire pen leters wo friends, collabo-
rators, historians, poets, lovers and be-
trayers concerning events that impinge
on their lives. Thus, one gets 1o know
Augustus by the innate graciousness and

necessary  ruthlessness vefleced in his
style. Even more subtle and eficctive is
the way the author has his strong and
dangerous protagonist addressed by oth-
ers, in a counterpointing of sender and
receiver, commentator amd commented
upon, so that the chiaroscuro of charac-
ter is established and maintained In
the testimony of many diffevent voices.
Sometimes the author allows a particular
character his own voice for a protracted
comment, as in the case ol Augustus in
the closing section of the novel, where
the emperor broods in a letter to a
friend, chillingly and at times heart-
breakingly, on the werrible exigencies of
power. Or [rom the diary ol Augustus’
daughter, Julia, who writes sentiments
of such pathos and power that they
mike the Milletts and Steinems sound
like pale copies of the real thing. Wil-
liams states in a preface that he will be
grateful 1o those readers who take his
book as it is intended—a work of the
imagination. Readers can be grateful 1o
him for having made it a superior work
of the imagination.
-

Noteworthy: Without e Stitch in Time
(Litle, Brown) Dbrings together the
choicest items [rom Peter De Vries's
30 years ol comic writing, than which
there s little more comic in contempo-
rary letters. In quite a different spirit is
The John Collier Reader (Knopl), a collec-
tion of over 46 tales and the complete
novel His Monkey Wife, guaranteed for
many spine-tingling hours in the old
armchair. And Sadness (Farrar, Straus &
Giroux) is the tidle of the inimitable

Donald Barthelme's new collecion ol
short  stories, which linger in the
imagin:ation.
MOVIES
Looking trim and tough, muscles

bulging against his jeans and blue-denim
work shirt, Charles Bronson comes 10
the door with a blonde toddler named
Zuleika wrapped around his left hip,
Typecast, he would be perfectly at home
in a Pennsylvania mining shack, hxing
worried eyes upon a wellare investigator,
though his home for the moment hap-
pens to be a VIP suite in Manhattan's
Hotel Pierre. At the age of 50 or there-
abouts (but who's counting?), he is one
of the highest paid actors in the world
—despite the fact that he's been seen in
this country mostly as a supporting thug
in such epics as The Magnificent Seven,
and in The Great Escape and The Divty
Dozen. Though he starred in—and prol-
ited handsomely from—Chato’s Land,
you may not be aware that last year
he was voted the most popular actor in
the world by Hollywood's foreign press
corps. Thanks to hilms made, and shown,
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almost. entirely in Europe, he receives
ecstatic fan mail from Lebanon and
Yugoslavia; in Japan, he outdraws every
other star, Eastern and occidental.

Bronson has touched down in New
York on behalf of The Valachi Papers
and The Mechanic, two new movies ex-
pected to make his name a houschold
word over here. Speaking of houscholds,
Bronson and his wife, English actress Jill
Ireland, head an entourage of a dozen or
so, counting their own Zuleika and five
children of earlier marriages, plus maids
and tutors, who stay together most of the
time—cither in their California home or
abroad, wherever Bronson is working.
Currently, they're scouting for a country
home in Vermont. “California is all
right, but I never felt part of it,” says
Bronson, whose views of life in the U.S.
are tersely summarized: “I don’t see any
difference between the Mafia and the
political parties running the country
today.” But he doesn’t want anybody to
get him wrong: “I'm so bloody patriotic
it's ridiculous.”

Born in Ehrenfield, Pennsylvania,
to a large Lithuanian-Russian family
named Buchinsky, Bronson took apti-
tude tests under the GI Bill following
Army service and a wayward youth
as coal miner, part-time burglar (he
robbed the company store) and hobo.
“The testers told me T should go into so-
cial service.” More qualified as a recip-
tent of that service, he stayed alive for
a while with jobs as a pitchman. *I
worked a ThrilllO game in Atantic
City, making 575 for a seven-day week. I
also used to stand on street corners ped-
dling Christmas cards. One week I made
three and a half dollars.”

Bronson's lot improved when he de-
cided he couldn’t possibly do worse than
the actors he saw in a touring produc-
tion of Anna Lucasta. Not long after-
ward, he landed a bit part in a Navy
picture starring Gary Cooper and was
on his roundabout way to superstardom
—though practically no one in Cali-
fornia saw it coming.

The European phase of Bronson’s ca-
reer took off i 1968, when he made
a movie in France with Alain Delon
(titled Farewell, Friend, still unreleased
here), having previously refused di-
rector Sergio Leones ofter to do a
spaghetti Western called A Fistful of
Dollars (Leone signed Clint Eastwood
instead, and the rest is history). Charley
subsequently did a horse opera for Leone,
Once Upon a Time in the Wesl, which
ran in one West Berlin theater for four
and a half years. Then came the French
suspense drama Rider on the Rain, gross-
ing $3,000,000 in France alone. Today,
Bronson's name on a marquee means
money in the bank to movie-industry
investors all over the globe, and his
agents are threatening to raise hell with
a theater in Munich that advertises

Bronson above the title of Four for
Texas, a 1963 Dean Martin—Frank
Sinatra Western in which he appears
for five minutes at most.

Where does he go Irom here? Both
Bronson and Jill shrug off the question.
Money is no longer a problem: their
needs, they say, are simple. When there
are no official limousines calling for
them, they preler 1o travel by motorbike,
and Charley gets around the Hollywood
hills in a three-quarter-ton pickup truck.
Hardly a Continental sophisticate, he
insists his French is lousy, though he has
lost the “Scooptown accent” he picked
up from Ehrenfield’s mixture ol Welsh,
Irish, Spanish, Lithuanian and Yugo-
slavian  immigrants. “I have a tongue
like a plank. When I do a language
trick for a film, I learn the French
dialog phonetically.” As to being a
sex symbol from Amsterdam to Kyoto,
Bronson wryly acknowledges his repu-
tation for relusing to do nude, or graph-
ically sexy, scenes in a film. “Violence
is different, it's performed in public,
usually. But sex is very private, and
they do it the same way in every pic
ture, as a treat for voyecurs. Hell, I'm
no prude. The first time I screwed a
girl, I was only five and a half years
old and she was six. I offered her a
bottle of cherry pop. So she lay down
and drank her pop and I cdimbed on
top ol her. Nothing much happened, of
course. But I've screwed girls in wheel-
barrows and sewer pipes. Sex is not
a subject I'm afraid of. Our children
are sexually informed; we deliberately
inform them. Sometimes it’s our chief
topic at the dinner table.”

Bronson claims his dream of the fu-
ture is to be a prospector or to spend
a lot of time beachcombing. But Mrs.
Bronson insists that Charley exaggerates
his professional detachment. While they
were working together in The Valachi
Papers, she reminds him, his concentra-
tion was so intense he couldn’t seem to
shake oft the role at night. "It was
weird. I felt as il I were married to one
of the soldiers in the Matia,” she says,
smiling. “He's really a very serious
actor.”

Bronson good-naturedly nods agree-
ment. “She’s right. I like acting better
than anything else.”

-

Whether or not The Valachi Papers
boosts Charles DBronson to superstar
status in America, his performance as Joe
Valachi—the Maha informer whose testi-
mony in front of a Congressional crime
committee in 1963 ultimately proved
more  beneficial 1o politicians  than
harmful to mafiosi—is honest, affecting
and strangely poignant. The role of
squealer offers little of the machismo
associated  with  Bronson’s  established
image, but the story ol Valachi is none-
theless compelling and carries the sting

of documentary truth. Mob  pressure
reportedly tried to discourage the por-
trayal of such reallife characters as
Lucky Luciano, Albert Anastasia and
Vito Genovese (Don Vito is played to
bristling perfection by France’s Lino
Ventura), whose presence gives Papers
real impact. Based on the book by Peter
Maas, the film unfolds chiefly in flash-
backs outlining Valachi’s early carcer as
a Maha hit man, his wooing of a slain
capo’s daughter (Bronson's wile, Jill Ire-
land) and his subsequent involvement
in many nefarious gangland exploits, in-
cluding a brutal episode in which Vala-
chi witnesses the castration of his best
friend, a mafioso swordsman convicted
of balling Genovese’s broad. The 1957
assassination of Anastasia in a Manhat-
tan hotel barbershop and the infamous
Apalachin meeting of Mob chieltains
are among the incidents that trip one’s
memory like a morning headline. Under
director Terence Young, The Valachi
Papers is a somber, straightlorward
chronide, lacking the razzle-dazzle show-
manship of The Godfather but likewise
lacking a questionable tendency to treat
heels as semiheroes trapped by a feudal
code of honor. Bronson's unsentimental-
ized yer thoroughly human portraval of
a turncoat killer sets the tone for an
atmospheric gangland drama in which
cowardice, treachery and cruelty are
shown to be precisely that—without re-
deeming virtues.
-

One of the biggest and brightest sur-
prises of the movie year is Diana Ross as
the late Billic Holiday in Lady Sings the
Blues. While the former lead singer of
The Supremes brings a hint of Motown
sound to her renditions of such Holiday
standards as Strange Fruit and God Bless
the Child, the musical arrangements are
reasonable facsimiles of the originals
—and sung by Diana with tremors of
joy, sweetness and pain that are more a
tribute to Billie than an imitation of
her, which is all to the good. It is as an
actress, however, that Diana triumphs
over a convenuonally sentimental and
romanticized film biography, produced
by Motown Records man Berry Gordy
and directed by Sidney J. (The Ipcress
Fil¢) Furie with lots of loving care.
There is no need to be snobbish about
the movie’s commercial slickness, though
all the showbiz-saga clichés are preserved
intact—{rom the magical tryout scenc
that enables young Billic to get out
of a brothel (inventing her prolessional
name on the spot, naturally) into her
first job with a band, to the standard
photo-montage sequences using shots of
fast trains, theater marquees and trade-
paper headlines 1o mark the wrail of a
rising star. Some other effects are need-
lessly heavy-handed—the scene, for ex-
ample, in which a hooded Klansman
smashes an American flag through the
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window of her bus while Billie is tour-
ing Dixieland as a band singer and
beginning to find solace in drugs—yet
Lady works beautifully in so many ways
that its Haws become forgivable. The
emotional wallop of the movie rests on
Diana's moving and deltly modulated
performance as a strung-out, hypervul-
nerable neurotic who never quite loses
her zest for life, even when she comes
out of prison scourged by secret pain and
those countless public humiliations she
undergoes just for being black. Whether
playing a hopeless junkie in the latter
stages of collapse or an irrepressible
sprite. given to fis of childish merri-
ment, Diana consistently responds in orig-
inal and unpredictable ways that make
the role completely her own. Director
Furie must share in her accomplishment,
since he achieves comparable results
with Richard Pryor, playing an accom-
panist billed simply as Piano Man, and
Billy Dee Williams as Louis McKay, the
number-one man in Holiday's life, a
dude so steadlast and loval you'd think
he could help any dame keep her act to-
gether. These three performances alone
lift Lady above the common run of
movic musicals. Call it pop tragedy, with
bittersweet words and music—the kind
of thing that happens when somcone
like Lady Day starts singing Good
Morning, Heartache in a smoky bistro
alter hours.
-

The films of French writer-director
Eric Rohmer are an acquired taste; yet
moviegoers who found Aly Night at
Maud’s a talkathon and Claire’s Knee an
outright bore may be pleasantly sur-
prised by Chloé in the Afternoon, the last
in a cycde of romantic comedics that
Rohmer calls Six Moral Tales. Chioé is
the most enchanting and agreeable of
the four that have so [ar crossed the
Atlantic. Like its predecessors, the feath-
erweight tale tells of a man who is in
love with one woman but becomes fleet-
ingly attracted to another—the man in
this instance being a young Parisian ex-
ecutive (Bernard Verley) who has a wile
and a child to whom he is devoted but
nevertheless spends many free afternocons
exploring his responses 1o an impulsive
girl about town named Chloé¢, former
mistress of an old friend. What he
learns—or what we learn about him—is
that the root ol his problem is not Chloé
herself but those “alternoon anxieties”
common to all men as they begin set-
tling down. “I dream of a life made of
first loves, lasting loves,” muses the rest-
less girl watcher. Though the fellow
never actually does anything, Rohmer
areates a mood of impish erotic suspense
about his making it or not making it
with Chloé—played seductively by Zou-
zou, an carthy French dish previously
known to tout Paris as “Zouzou la Twis-
teuse” because she danced on bartops at
the drop of a chapeau. The morality

Rohmer teaches is essentially as petit
bourgeois as Neil Simon's Last of the
Red Hot Lovers but [ar more sophisti-
cated and subtle in every detail. At its
impudent best, Chioé infuses guilty pas-
sion with the rhythm of light verse and
becomes irresistible when Rohmer's hero
lets himself go in a breezy sexual fantasy
about cruising the boulevards of Paris,
where all women (bit roles played by
heroines of carlier Moral Tales) surren-
der without hesitation o the SOS from
a blinker signal he wears on a chain
around his neck.
-

The hero of Two English Girls, another
wistful romantic trifle, is a difhdent
and  fairly philosophical young man
(Jean-Pierre Leaud) who finds life made
up of picces that don’t quite fit. Dur-
ing the innocent years prior to World
War One, he drifts in and ourt of affairs
with two English sisters (Kika Markham
and Stacey Tendeter) while they travel
abroad, languish at home, disappear on
secret escapades, move away or marry
others. Utter simplicity has become
almost a stylistic letish for director
Frangois Truffaut. This wry, triangular
love story—based on a novel by Henri-
Picrre  Roche, author of Truffaut’s
memorable Jules and Jim—is exwemely
old-fashioned in the telling: with slow
fades between scenes and liberal use of
the iris lens, as if Truflaut were bent on
framing his characters in a series of
quaint vintage portraits for a family
album. Because he is a master ol the
medium, he can get away with the semi-
precious gestures that would make most
movie directors seem cloyingly sell-
conscious  or merely naive. Truffaut’s
delicate, spontancous good humor pulls
Two English Girls from the brink of
banality time after time, if only by
a hairbreadih—and once more he shows
the skill ol a hand guided with fine
savoir-faire,

-

While the Civil War rages east of
St. Joseph, Missouri, six striplings head
West to dodge the dralt and find out-
door adventure. Instead, they find Bod
Compeny—murderers, liars, thieves and,
at one point, a simple farmer who's had
a bellyful ol pioneer life and invites the
lads to use his wile in exchange for a
little grub money. “I resolve never o do
a dishonest act,” declares the God-fearing
Ohio boy (movie newcomer Barry
Brown) who joins up with a teenaged
renegade (Jeff Bridges) and ultimately
learns that the fear of God is a thin de-
fense against man’s inhumanity to man.
Both Brown and Bridges invest their
roles with down-home truth as well as
bumptious boyish vitality; and, for an
added plus, cinematographer Gordon
Willis (whose work on The Godfather
was justifiably applauded) filmed the
picture in Kansas in a golden vintage

style that gleams like a ficld of sun-
warmed wheat. A ricky-tick piano charac-
terizes Harvey Schmidt's low-key musical
score and provides a clue to the handi-
work of co-authors David Newman and
Robert Benton, who made their memo-
rable movie debut with Bonnie and
Clyde. The anmatomy of American vio-
lence appears (o be the Newman-Benton
team’s continuing concern, though here
they treat the subject gingerly. even
tenderly—only occasionally lapsing into
dialog that smacks of cityslicker smart-
ness (most pronounced in the case of a
colorful bandit chief whom Benton and
Newman acknowledge as their wry trib-
ute to veteran director Joseph L. Mankie-
wicz—even to the point of letting the
character plagiarize a couple of [amous
Mankiewicz lines). Benton, directing his
first feature, had the good sense to resist
any gratuitous display of virtuosity.
-

The dilemma faced by U.S. draft
dodgers of 1972 vintage is so touchy
a subject that Hollywood's film makers
simply pretend it isn't there. Divector
and co-author Allen Baron, an alumnus
of network television, tries hard with
Outside In, the story of a Ios Angeles
boy (Darrcll Larson) who sneaks home
from a Canadian refuge in time for
his father's funeral, then hangs around
awhile, creating problems of conscience
for family and friends. While director
Baron rates a pat on the back for what
he aimed to do, good intentions are an
unsatisfactory substitute for skill. Out-
stde In is written and acted in a plain
declarative style, featuring a contrived
cross scction of characters—the hero’s
old buddy who served in Nam and came
back to join the establishment on its
own terms, another buddy who served
time for draft evasion and has since
freaked out on drugs. There's also the
Understanding Girl (Heather Menzies)
whom a fella can take to bed or for long,
Iyrical walks along the shore. Corny?
Surc. Nevertheless, the movie treats its
exiled young American with decent re-
spect, as the subject of a complex and
challenging question: “I wonder what
they're going to do with you . . . all of
you?”

-

The self-absorbed heroine of Ploy 1t as
it Loys—producer-director Frank Perry's
film version of the novel by Joan Didion
—sums up her life in Hollywood with
a bleak phrase: “I was holding all the
aces . . . but what was the game?” The
book’s deeply subjective, ultrafeminine
view of existence (adapted by Miss
Didion and hushand John Gregory
Dunne) is retained on film, not really
telling a story but gathering bits and
pieces of a mosaic until, at last, the por-
trait of a woman emerges, a woman
much put upon by men, because it’s still
a man’s world, baby, and boys play
rough. Though hardly a pretty picture,
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All | Ever Need Is
You Kapp

5111 EMERSON, LAKE
& PALMER Trilogy
Cotillion

0863 MOTHERS OF
INVENTION Freak
Out (2 LPs & 2 tapes)
Verve

FOXX & FLIP Just For
Laughs (2 LPs & 2
tapes) Scepter

2796 A TRIBUTE TO
BURT BACHARACH
Scepter

9174 PAUL MAURIAT
Theme From A Summer
Place Verve

7286 RAVEL Bolero
DEBUSSY Afterncon Of 8178 THE WHO
Who's Next Decca

A Faun Yorkshire
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0816 STAN KENTON

7846 S5TH DIMENSION
Individually &
Collectively Bell

1037 STEPPENWOLF
Gold ABC,/ Dunhill

1196 THE GRASS
ROOTS Their 16 Great-
est Hits ABC/Dunhill

9058 2001:
A Space Odyssey
MGM

6164 JOHNNY WINTER
First Winter
Buddah

1053 JAMES GANG
Thirds ABC/Dunhill

Today (2 LPs & 2 tapes)
London

7720 PARTRIDGE

FAMILY At Home With

Thi'ir Greatest Hits
2

5581 TOM JONES
Close Up Parrot

5564 AL GREEN
Let’s Stay Together Hi

1084 THE GRASS
RDOTS More Golden
Grass ABC/Dunhill

5185 GRAHAM NASH/
DAVID CROSBY
Atlantic

7044 BEETHOVEN
Pianc Sonatas
'orkshire

3007 BUFFY SAINTE-
MARIE Used to Wanna
Be A Ballerina

0522 WDODSTOCK TWp Yanguard

(2 LPs & 2 tapes)
Cotillion

1183 THREE DOG
NIGHT Harmony
ABC/Dunhill

7777 GODSPELL
Original Cast Bell

5534 TEN YEARS
AFTER Alvin Lee &
Co. Deram

D324 IAN & SYLVIA
Greatest Hits (2 LPs
& 2 tapes) Vanguard

0398 GREATEST
SONGS OF WDoDY
GUTHRIE {2 LPs & 2
tapes) Vanguard

1459 STEFPENWOLF
Rest In Peace
ABC/Dunhill

Record Club of America—The World’s Largest

and Lowest Priced Record And Tape Club
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9028 THE MIKE CURB 1416 B. B. KING
CONGREGATION A Song  Guess Who ABC
For Young Love MGM

5602 SAVOY BROWN
Lion's Share Parrot

1480 JIM CROCE 2783 B. ). THOMAS
You Don't Mess Around

With Jim ABC/Dunhill

5191 PORTRAIT OF
SAMMY DAVIS JR. MGM Billie Joe Sceptar
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6884 THE LONOON

BA401 NEIL DIAMOND 1433 THE GRASS 5547 THE MOODY

CHUCK BERRY SES-
SIONS Chess

0829 THEM Featuring
Van Morrison (2 LPs
2 tapes) Parrot

3700 JAMES TAYLOR
& The Flying Machine
Euphoria

Moods Uni

0635 ISAAC HAYES/
SHAFT Original ST
(2 LPs & 2 tapes)
Enterprise

5503 ENGELBERT
HUMPERDINCK Live
At The Riviera Parrot

ROOTS Move Along
ABC/Dunhill

5171 YES Fragile
Atlantic

0802 TOM JONES
Live At Caesars
Palace (2 LFs & 2
tapes) Parrot

BLUES In Search Of
The Lost Chord Deram
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Yourself Stax
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Miss Didion’s fhierce intelligence burns
through every inch of it. and Tuesday
Weld's perlormance as the cracked-up
minor actress / former model, Maria
Wryeth, adds star power to material that
otherwise might register as just another
drab study of modern despair. Tuesday,
winner ol a special Best Performance
prize at the 1972 Venice Film Festival,
has traveled a long road from perennial-
starlet status to recognition as a major
talent, and Play It as It Lays provides
the role she always needed—thar ol
a disturbed, complex, self-destructive
beaurty whose hang-ups seem emotion-
ally attuned to her own private and
professional  knocking about in the
Hollywood hills. The movie has all the
makings of a one-woman show, except
that director Perry occasionally sneaks
in a strong close-up of Adam Roarke as
Maria’s husband. the kind of medium-
hip Hollywood film maker who wears
blue jeans and leather to prove that
success can’t spoil him. Some withering
moments of truth also come to Tammy
Grimes, as a bitchy [riend, and to An-
thony Perkius, as the bitch's bored hus-
band in name only, a faggot producer
whose suicide brings an end to the
heroine’s slender grip on sanity. This
first-person fable ol divorce, abortion,
adultery and death is a view [rom the
Calilornia [reeways ol a girl driving
hersell crazy in the land of smog.

A Sense of loss is a documentary built
mainly on interviews with people whose
blood runs hot over the current troubles
in Northern Ireland—politicians, LR.A.
leaders, bereaved families and, of course,
Bernadetwe Devlin. Sense of Loss can stir
an audience with its native cloquence
and volatile temper, yet the movie pre-
sumes considerable foreknowledge of the
religious and economic problems now
tearing Northern Ireland apart. French
director Marcel Ophuls, who used a sim-
ilar technique to re-create the history of
Nuazi-occupied France in his stunning
documentary The Sorrow and the Pity,
here Jubors under the obvious disad-
vantage ol being a visitor from abroad
dealing with an unresolved crisis. As a
questioner, he is npcll-lnim[cd, compits-
sionate and honest enough o let his own
prejudice or impatience with his subjects
holy to the surface here and there, yet he
stands apart from the material, seeming-
ly unsure ol what to do next. Talking to
people in the swreet, talking to women
whose husbands are dead or interned in
the camp for dissidents at Long Nesh,
talking 1o Miss Devlin on a desolate
Irish beach, he collects all sides of nearly
every question without making the es-
sential argument clear, and the result
15 that the viewer becomes disoriented.
Perhaps it's his own uncertainty that
prompts Ophuls to belabor a point from
time to time, milking the irony of

Christmas in Bellast with holiday carols
linked to the movement ol troops in an
armored van, or lading out with his cam-
cra fixed on a pink bedspread in the
empty room of a teenaged girl whose
death (in a wrathc mishap involving a
British military vehicle) is sad, certainly,
but not especially relevant to the issues
in Ireland today.
.

The Discreet Charm of the Bourgeoisie 15
a masterful comedy by a film maker
of unquestioned genius, Luis Buiiuel,
whose carcer has run a dazzling course
from I’Age d’Or—the surrcalist classic
of 1930—t0 Belle de Jour a lew ycars
ago. The dink, lucid intelligence and
comic power of Buiuel, now 72, are
as potent as ever in The Discreet Charm,
a kind of cerebral larce about some very
chic, wvery French, upper-middle-class
people who live a completely insulated
existence—attending teas and luncheons
and dinner parties, wearing the smartest
clothes, casually balling one another’s
wives and occasionally even their own,
and allowing nothing whatever o inter-
lere with their complacent social rou-
tines. If a sit-<down dinner party should
be momentarily disturbed by mortar fire
in the garden and the unexpected ar-
rival ol shock woops smoking pot, the
hostess simply clls for extra plates. It
the ambassador ol a remote, barbarous
republic discovers a buxom terrorist in
his flat, he foils the assassination by at-
tempting to seduce her. If the gentlemen
of the company hind their evening revels
interrupted by police determined o
jml them for tralhcking in narcotics,
they need only tap their hngers until
an influential minister gets on  the
telephone to spring them. They are
addics of privilege, the sort of snobs
who need war orphans in order to justily
charity balls. Reality seldom encroaches
upon this well-ordered litde world ex-
cept in dreams, and everyone dreams a
lot—troublesome dreams ol murder and
death and revolutionary justice—but
they vanish like morning dew when you
have to wake up and dress and decide
what to do about lunch. Even a drawing-
room [arce from Buiuel slips into cool
and cruelly satirical fanwasy, made ir-
resistibly funny by Fernando Rey, Stéph-
ane Audran, Jean-Pierre Cassel, Delphine
Seyrig and Bulle Ogier. In France, that
amounts to an allstar cast. every one ol
them perfectly straight-faced. performing
Buiiuel's small miracles with impeccable
restraint. A jewel of a comedy in the
Tiftany class.

RECORDINGS

Holiday cheer for the cars. Here is
a sackful of multiple-LP albums for
Christmas giving and getting. First for

the “heavy™ stufl. Seraphim has dipped
into the Angel catalog and come up with
The Serophim Guide to the Classics, 2 1en-
LP slipcased set that runs [rom the
Middle Ages through Barok, Bearg and
Boulez. The performances are marked
by the usual high standards ol those ari-
ists recording under the Angel label. A
less ambitious but no less satislying proj-
ect is A Baroque Festival, a twin-LP album
on Llektra’s Nonesuch label, which
contains marvelous performances of the
works of Bach, Schiitz, Buxiehude, Cou-
perin, Scarlatti, Vivaldi, et al, and seems
absolutely perfect for the season. Colum-
bia has put together in threerecord sets
what it issued previously as single LPs—
John Williams: Seven Great Guitar Concertos
and The Art of Igor Kipnis. The latter en-
compasses the harpsichordist’s perform-
ances of music Irom Trance, Italy and
Spain, including the works of Domenico
and Alessandro Scarlatti, Rameau, Cima-
rosa and Soler. The Williams recordings
were done with the Philadelphia Orches-
tra, under Eugene Ormandy, and the
English Chamber Orchestra, conducted
by Charles Groves. Both albums are
technically brilliant and artistically de-
lightful. Opera bufls can least on a
banquet of Beverly Sills; the peerless diva
has five—count ‘em, five—operas avail-
able on the Audio Treasury label. You
pays your money and you takes your
choice. There're Donizetti's Roberto Dever-
eux ind Lvcie di Lammermoor (conducted by
‘Thomas Schippers), plus Meria Stvarda
{which has the added attraction of Eileen
Farrell in the role of Elizabeth) and OI-
lenbach's Tales of Hoffmann. All are three-
LP albums. The ffth album (on four LPs)
is Massenet’s Manon, which hnds Miss
Sills in the splendid company of Nicolai
Gedda and Gerard Souzay. Beverly Sills
is a phenomenon and to have five such
albums available is phenomenal.

Pop, jazz, rock, folk and country dou-
ble-LP reissues play a large part in sup-
plving the aural pleasure for this yule.
From Columbia comes Benny Goodman's
All-Time Greatest Hits, including the King ol
Swing's Sing, Sing, Sing, Let's Dance,
Filying Home and Jersey Bounce. Trio,
quartet, quintet, sextet, septet and big
band—they're all here. Tony Bennetr's Al
Time Greatest Hits, also on Columbia, is
filled with the likes ol—well, you know
—f Left My Heart in San Francisco, The
Shadow of Your Snule, Who Can I Turn
To. Put on a Happy Face, Smile, Lowve
Look Away. ewc. etc. Bennew is beauti-
ful. Years ago, belore Joan Baez became
a political activist and reflected it in her
music, her forte was the swraight folk
ballad. The Joan Boex Ballad Book (\an-
guard) is a marvelous reprise of that era
—Barbara Allen, Go Way from My Win-
dow, Black Is the Color of My True
Love's Hair, Fare Thee Well—all de-
livered in the pure, haunting style that




- .no.mu(-v

% ’;w/a! Condedian //M }

Jw(zafam'/’n/z/d"“’é’ g
i
2% };;“/? 4 o
ik - P
’%/4;, A &/mfﬂ{

2 Ly wrre

* ng

-:.,,m ..u-v-“"'
L:L

cnan 0
THis Wmsm IS 6 mﬁs
868 uS PROOF

oLy R 7
BY APPOINTMENT
' TO HER MAsESTY GUEEN ELIZABETH Il
‘ SUPPLIERS OF "CANADIAN CLUB™ WHIS

HIRAM WALKER & SONS LIMITED
WALKERVILLE CANADA

The world's most popular Christmas Club.

Luxunously quft wrapped atnoextra chdrge



1919

Join the Navy and see the world

HAULUN@ YOU

Join the Navy

’ ’\/d

52’11)109 %Ve/ Trade.

/nsfracﬁan

NAVY PAY RAISED
Bonus lor lormer Navy Men

AprpPLY Navy RecruiTiNG STATION

This Navy poster originally appeared in 1919. For a free full-color
reproduction, stop by your local Navy recruiter's office,
No obligation, of course.




1972

and find your place in the world

The new Navy still offers youa
chance to see the world. But now we
offer young men (and women, too!)
who qualify, much more. Training in
hundreds of jobs in important fields.
From computer technology and
electronics to welding and aviation
mechanics. Jobs that will help you
build a world of your own—inside
the Navy or out.

Start at $288 a month plus
education, food, clothing, housing
and health care. And an automatic
raise comes after the first four
months. If immediate training isn't
your goal, there are other reasons
for joining the new Navy. Travel.
New three-year enlistment with
guaranteed choice of East or West
Coast. The join-now, report-six-
months-later plan.

Looking for a special place in
the world? Send in the attached
coupon to find out what makes the
new Navy new. Or call (toll free)
800-424-8880.

Be someone specialin The New Navy
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FIPE TOBACCO
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FREE SAMPLES OF THE EDGEWORTH FAMILY.
JUSTTO PROVE OUR POINT.
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Some people think great pipe tobacco has to be imported.
Some people think it has to cost a lot. Not so.

The Edgeworth Family made in Richmond, Virginia gives you world
famous quality —duty free. And we'll prove it.

Send your name and address for free samples to: Edgeworth Family,
P. O. Box 3-AC (P), Richmond, Virginia 23217.

Name Address

City State Zip o o
A

Offer void where prohibited America’s Largest Exporters of Smoking Tobaccos St A,
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was, and is, the hallmark of Miss Baez
Chet Atkins has been pickin® and strum-
min’ for RCA for a quarter of a century
now and to celebrate his silver anni-
versary, the company has issued Cher Atkins
Now and . . . Then. From Canned Heat, re-
corded in 1947, to 1972's Knee Action,
the album (lr:lmalic;llly demonstrates
why Chet has stayed at the top ol
his craft for so long. The Best of Otis Redding
(Atco) is just that. Redding has been gone
for more than five years now, but his
sound still echoes in the style of many ol
today’s top rock and soul singers. The
two LPs conclude, fittingly, with (Sitiin’
on) The Dock of the Bay, Otis’ biggest
hit; but there are 24 other tracks that tell
the Otis Redding story in compelling
fashion. Polydor has undoubtedly come
up with the cream of the reissue notions
in packaging four double-Ll" albums
built around the late and stilllamented
Cream and its illustrious alumni. There
are Heavy Cream, Ginger Boker at His Best,
Jack Bruce at His Best and Eric Clopton at His
Best, any onc of which will set you on
vour car, although the Clapton record-
ings (including Layla and Let It Rain)
are clearly the most exciting of the lot.
-

John Prine sings marvelous blue-collar
songs about the disillusioned and the
dispossessed.  He's  olien compared to
Dylan and, on the basis of his Vietnam
ballad, Sam Stone, has been called a pro-
test singer. But Prine is really into a
different cthos and a different groove.
Diemonds in the Rough (Atlantic) is a
sad and moving album, mixing senti-
ment and pathos with a lew lighter
touches. One of these is Fverybody, a
conversation with the savior, part of
which runs: “While out sailing on the
ocean, | While out sailing on the sca, [ 1
bumped into the savior, [ And he said.
‘Pardon me.” [ I said, “Jesus, you look
tired.” / He said, ‘Jesus, so do you. . .." "
Then there are moments of real pain, as
in The Late John Garfield Blues, which
projects surrealistic movie images against
a bleak Chicago backdrop; and Clocks
and Spoons, an ambiguous song of sui-
cide that builds on the T. 8. Eliot idea ol
measuring out a life with coffee spoons.
This isn't to imply that Prine is one of
the artsy-lolksy crowd. Far lrom it: Songs
like Rocky Mountain Time are purc
country, and their images of common-
place life are so personally rendered that
vou can't fail to be wouched.

.

We liked their iniual offering (OJf
the Shelf, May 1972) and the {ollow-up,
Batdorf & Rodney (Asylum), is even better.
B. & R. produce a superior brand of
cdean rock—lighuweight stuff  thar is
humable and well played. Their vocal
harmonies are reminiscent of the Hollies
and, sometimes, of Simon and Gar-
funkel. A few of the tunes here, such as
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Centerfold

It also does something for you

We’ve put a lot of thin in it. So you can
put a lot of other things in it. And

still keep a low profile.

Carries copious numbers of business
and personal cards...and credit cards. .. with
nary a bulge.

Brown and tan. In Shalome cowhide.
Matching go-withs, too. “880" Two-fold billfold.
Key Case. Tri-fold billfold. Pass Case.

Greot Awokenlngs by

TEXZ!NM the fashion revolution
For Your Nearest TexTan Deaier Dial B00/531-5353 Toll Free. In Texas: B00/292-5661
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forthe
action man;

After Shave Calogne, Eou de Calagne,
Spray Colagne in natural cark canisters

New Dry-Spray Deodarant,
Dry-Spray Anti-Perspirant, Tale,
Rape Saap, Bath Soap, Shave Cream,
Hair Cantrol, Stick Deodorant
Sets or singles — great gifting!
At all better stores, or write

© HAWAIIAN SURF IND. INT'L
Deer Park, N.Y, 11729

BUILD THIS UNIQUE
HEATHKIT 6-DIGIT
ELECTRONIC CLOCK
... $54.95

New solid-state silent timepiece with computer-logic
accuracy and high-visibility illuminated electronic
readout tubes tells time to the second. Reads 12 or
24 hour time on 120 or 240 volts, 50 or 60 cycles.
“Beeper” alarm automatically sounds every 24
hours; repeating “snooze” switch gives extra 7 min-
utes sleep. Assembly manual guides you one easy
step at a time to completion in 2 or 3 evenings.
Black Cycolac® case with simulat-
ed walnut inserts. There's nothing
like it at this low kit price.

Kit GC-1005, 4 Ibs......$54.95

Over 350
Easy-To-Build Kits
SEND FOR FREE CATALOG

e [ e
HEATH COMPANY, Dept. 38-1

Benton Harbor, Michigan 49022
Please send FREE Heathkit Catalog.
Enclosed is $ plus shipping
Please send model GC-1005 Clock

Name.

A

City ______ State_  Zip_
Prices & Specifications subject to change
without notice.
*Mail order prices; F.0.B. factory. GX-263R

Between the Ages, are a trifle over-
ambitious. But of the others, All I Need
(dedicated to Dalton Trumbo, of all
people) is a standout. Could B. & R. be
the next S. & G.? Well, no. Listen to
Simon and Garfunkels Greatest Hits (Colum-
bia) and you'll see what an impossible
act that is to follow.

L]

As usual, Boz Scggs proves himself
apable of many styles ol pop soul
music. My Time (Columbia) olters up
Motown sound, a Dr. John bit, a couple
ol big production numbers and more.
While the disc gets off to a slow, old-
Buick kind of suvt with Dinah Flo,
which is commercial and dumb, things
pick up with He's a Fool for You, which
leatures the Boz falsetto and some fine
backup singing. By the time you reach
We're Gonna Roll, ics all wogether with
superior vocitl and horn work, and you
should be rocking.

-

John Fahey savs he plays “American
Primitive Guitar,” by which he appears
to mean a style formed on Ives and carly
blues, ragtime and jazz. country and
Gospel. Of Rivers and Religion (Reprise)
shows, however, just how sophisticated
such a style can prove. This is open and
evocative music, with a stress on phras-
ing and pacing that is hard 1o imagine
this side ol Segovia. On several cuts,
Fahey is joined by classic jazzlolk such
as Nappy La Mare and Joe Darens-
bourgh. The result sounds like some-
thing out of Wooden Joe Nicholas and
his New Orleans Band. Frequently
you'll hear the strings squeak, as Fahey
fingers his swops, or the tempo accelerate,
perhaps inadvertently (as it often did in
old music) and perhaps not. Who cares?
This is the good old stuft, created and
re-created lovingly.

-

Can you dig itz In his notes to The
Rite of Spring (Deutsche Grammophon),
Jonathan Cott describes the ovation i
young audience gave to Michael Tilson
Thomas' performance ol the work. “You
might have thought Janis Joplin had
just  fnished singing  Piece of My
Heart.” Wow, man! Beuer yet, imagine
how Stravinsky and Joplin, both lately
passed, would blow their minds at this
piece ol news. Anyhow, Thomas and
the Boston Symphony dig in and blow
here: Even Igor's own version doesn't
have this kind of drama, Momma. Lay
hands on this disc and find out what
them cats in Boston already know. If
The Rite ain’t vock, it still can shock.

We get few records like it those you
can put on and play again and again
on long Saturday alternoons, so fine you
can’t get enough. The Band's second
album, The Band, was like that, and

now they've given us another: Rock of
Ages (Capitol). It's live and lovely, a
double LP recorded a year ago at the
Academy of Music in New York (where
the ghost of Alan Freed still bops), a
pure up ol a concert, with them mostly
moving through their Greatest Hits—
The Weight, Chest Fever, The Night
They Drove Old Dixie Down, Rag
Mama Rag, Life Is o Carnival-——and
making them greater. Robbie Robert-
son is a bitch of a songwriter. His Iyrics
often  have that Dylan quality—the
stoned country imagist flashing vivid but
olten clusive myths about America—but
Dylan, in spite of his elecric guitars, is
finally a folkie; Robertson writes rock
n’ roll. And Allen Toussaint’s horn sec-
tion makes it even better, hanging right
in there with its main man, Snooky
Young. Toussaint may be the only rock
arranger around who doesn’t use horns
like clubs, or pour them like syrup over
cverything: They fit, beautifully, some-
times filling holes you never noticed
before. Don't Do It, which until now
you could hear only on bad bootlegs, is
a lover's lament (“my biggest mistake
wis lovin® you too much . . . and letun’
you know . . .") that may be the album’s
killer, but it is all special music.

THEATER

Theatrical  recapitulations of  the
works ol popular composers often turn
out to be more of a wavesty than a
tribute. The revivers either spool the
material or turn every tune into an over-
production number. Happily., Roderick
Cook, who conceived and directed Oh
Coward!, and stars in it with Barbara
Cason and Jamie Ross, has taken quite
a different course. He has simply se-
lected some 50 of Noel Coward's best
show tunes, plucked a few words [rom
his plays and his books and put them
onto a tiny stage without pretense or
apology, along with two pianists, a per-
cussionist and a minimum of scenery.
Cook and his partners skip through
Coward’s devious wordplays with agility
and taste. None ol them has a swong
singing voice, but these songs are more
to be talked than sung and all three keep
their syllables crisp and their Coward
dry. As il Sir Noel himself were over-
sceing their manners, they suppress emo-
tion: Cook sings The Party’'s Over Now
as il he were on the verge of expiration.
The material is old but not dated: even
Mad Dogs and Englislimen sounds freshly
printed. Coward’s verse has an insouci
ance and an acerbity that have, unfor-
tunately, all but gone out of fashion in
the theater. At The New, 151 East 54th

Strect.
(¥ |
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THERE'S
ALWAYS TIME
FOR A GIFT
OF PLAYBOY.

It’s the gift that makes last-minute shopping easy.
And when you give PLAYBOY, you’re giving '
a year of the best entertainment a man can
find in a magazine.

Month after month, he’ll enjoy the best works
of the most prestigious writers, artists,
cartoonists and photographers in the business.
The Playboy Advisor. Special features on everything
from fine wines to sound systems. And every
month, another captivating Playmate, like
Carol Imhof, in the centerfold. '

We’ll announce each gift of PLAYBOY with
your choice of two specially designed greeting
cards. And by ordering now, you’ll save money.
A one-year gift of PLAYBOY is just $10, saving
you $3.00 off the $13 single-copy price.
And each additional one-year gift is just $8,
saving you $5.00. '

While there’s still time, give PLAYBOY.

(oo Tt~

$10 for first one-year gift {Save $3.00°)-$8 for each additional one-year gift (Save $5.007)
Please zend my gift to:

Name {please piint) My hama (please print)

Address Address

City State Zip City

D Send unsigned gift card to me.
3 Send my gift card signed

“from

Please complete the foHowing :
[J Enter {or) renew my own subscription,

i B enclosed.
[ Bill me after January 1.
[J Charge to my Playboy Club credit Key no.

B ]
. % - |
E CT LTI RTIC]  cmesea Gift Card B E

Please circle A or
B below to indicate Mail your order to:

Total subscriptions ordered: which card you want PLAYEODY.PI idi
{Enter additional subscriptions on separate sheet.) 10 announce your g‘s“nnh.mi:;?;:“ﬂ:rﬁzs }
*based on current newsstand tingle-copy prices. gift of PLAYBOY Chicago, lllincis 60511

Rates and credit apply to U.S., U.S. Poss., Canada,

APOD-FPO addresses only. A Or B

{cirche gift card prelerence here) 71230 I

—_— —_— —_
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s:-xnully speaking. my wife is rather
inhibited, while I am quite free, which
is proving unsatislactory to hoth ol us. 1
would like her to have sex with other
men (and T with other women); the
idea is exciting to me, though she would
never agree to such activities. Recently,
I had 1o force her 1o have oral sex with
me. I love my wife and want us both 1o
be happy, but her reluctanee to experi-
ment sexually s threatening our rela-
tionship. Any suggestions for resolving
this problemz—L. M., Lincoln, Nebraska.
You seem to have missed the point
about sexual freedom, which certainly
does not include the freedom to force
your partner to do something she
doesn't want 1o do. Inlibitions are usu-
ally based on fear and won’t disappear
wntil that fear has been dissipated. If
you ivish to lessen your wife's sexual
inhibitions, you'll have to proceed slow-
Iy and lovingly and cevtainly with re-
spect for her feelings. To force her into
a sexual activity that cither disgusis or
frightens her will only convince her—
correctly—that she s being used.

L:llcly I've been having “flashbacks”
caused by past use of hallucinogenic
drugs. Is there anything I can do about
them?—H. K., Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

See your doctor, who will probably
prescribe Thorazine or another, related
tranquilizer to lessen or eliminate flash-
backs. You might also visit a drug-treat-
ment clinic at the local health sevvice
or the counseling center of a nearby
univeisily.

S(f\'m:ll vears ago, when I was just out
ol high school, 1T made the mistake of
taking up with a man many years my
senior. He was in the process ol getting a
divorce and led me 1o believe that we
would be married by the nime I'd com-
pleted my education. Alter stringing me
along for a couple ol yews, he wold me
that his wife had hurt him so hadly prior
to their divoree that he could never even
consider marrving again. 1 was so hope-
lessly involved with him by then thar 1
continued o see him anvway, until I
met the nan I Licer married. My prob-
lem is that lor the three years 've been
nuaried. this old boy has continued 1o
hound my lootsteps with an irvitating
ardor, I've wied evervthing I know o
make him stop, [rom reasoning with him
to ignoring him, bhut nothing seems 10
work. He's a senior Navy oflicer and I'm
considering taking the maner up with
his commander. Can vou suggest any
tess  drastic alternatves>—N>Mlrs. N. N,
Norlolk, Virginia.

Youll only tnvolve yowrself deeper by
pursuing the maiter personally. Engage

an attorney lo represent you and instruct
him to outline all the alternatives,
including the drastic one you menlion,
to your old beau.

Wh('n I invite a girl to my apartment
lor dinner, am 1 showing poor manners
il 1 expeca her o provide her own
transportation? 1 would, of course, glad-
ly reimburse her lor her cab fare, but |
would find it dithcult to spend up 1o an
hour and a halt behind the wheel of my
cwr and play Thomas Mario at the sime
ume—L. R., 5t. Louis, Missouri.

If 1's impossible 1o find girls who live
near you, then we suggest that your date
grab a cab to your place and that you
veimburse her, Devote that hour and a
half behind the wheel to driving ler
home the next morning.

| reading the underground press, I've
come across numerous ads lor massage
parlors, most of which hint that they
ofter more than just a simple rubdown.
Are the ads just a come-on:—G. A, San
Francisco, Calilornia.

The ansiweer 1s yes and no. According
to Al Goldstein, executive editor of
Screw magazine, most of the girls in the
massage  parlors would be surprised if
you showed up simply for a massage. If
the gl thinks you're a cop, howcver,
that’s all you'll get. Otherwise, you're
likely to find yourself haggling about the
“extras” that may be available, vanging
from S20 to $50, depending on whether
yow've intevested . manual manipula-
tion, oral sex, genital inlercowrse or
something really exotic. If the masseuse
shows up partly or completely nude, you
may dassume that she is more proficient
at muassaging organs than muscles. Be-
jore gowng Jor a “massage,” you might
check to see 1f the palors in your city
have beeome targets Jor police raids—
you wouldn’t want to be caught with
your panis down.

Il'n the season for the common cold
and 1 am more than usually susceptible
to thent. Has anybody made any progress
in discovering what really causes them
and, il so, what cures them? Is drinking
alcohol or exercising, 1o help sweat them
out, ol any valuer What about the
antilistamines, sometimes advertised lor
the sympromatic reliel ol colds: Vitamin
Cx Aspirinz ;\ll)'llling?——l". C., Cleve-
land, Ohio.

About the only thing authoritics agree
tpon is thal colds ave caused by viruses,
of which there may be up to 200, de-
pending on the expert. Their very num-
bev and variety limits the prospects of
developing an  eflective vaccine. It's

Stereo is like
loving=you give
alotto getalot.

Caring for your stereo has its
own rewards — a lifetime of listening
pleasure.

Care about the music you listen
to — hear it on an Empire Troubador
Turntable, complete with 1000ZE/X
cartridge. Empire gives your records
the loving they deserve.

Troubador Turntables available
at better hi-fi dealers. Write for your
free “'Empire Guide to Sound
Design.”

EMPIRE SCIENTIFIC CORP e
Dept.Y, Garden City, | GMEI
New York 11530 MId.U.S.A.

im) World Famous Turntable Systems
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possible to become relatively immune to
the cold viruses prevalent in your com-
munity, but once you leave it, you're fair
game for those that prevail elsewhere.
(Simply growing older may help, since
one study has shown far more teenagers
than people over 50 coming down with
colds; apparently, age gives you time to
become immune to more of the viruses.)
Cold weather can lower one’s vesistance
to colds and low indoor humidity can
dry out the mucous membranes that
some doclors think may trap the viruses
before they can infect you. Liquor is of
little help; a stable body temperature
helps in curing a cold and liquor lowers
the body temperature while it raises the
surface temperature. Exercising can ac-
tually intensify a cold’s symptoms. Al-
though an antihistamine will reduce
swelling in the nasal passages, it will not
block vivus production. It will help, of
course, if you have an allergy along with
the cold. Nasal sprays can be potentially
dangerous. Dr. Linus Pauling cdaims
vitamin C is the answer, but most medi-
cal doctors maintain it isn’t; some even
claim that high dosages of vitamin C
can be harmful. Best thing to do f[or
colds is to avoid them in the first place
by staying away from people who have
them. You might also restrict traveling
from one part of the country {o another
during the winter months and stay well
fed and rested to build up your resist-
ance. If you do come down with a cold,
do what your mother always advised:
Take aspivin for the head- and muscle
aches, drink lots of fruit juice and get
plenty of sleep. The average cold lasts
from seven to ten days; if it hangs on
longer, see your doctor. Antibiotics, in-
cidentally, arve of little value against
cold viruses. A-choo!

T!:c October Adwvisor noted that an
American could lose his citizenship by
“voting in an election of a foreign state”
and by “staying out of the U.S. during
a war or national emergency to avoid
serving in the military.” I would like to
mention that both of these provisions
and a number of others as well of
Chapter Three. Sections 319 o $52 of
the Immigration and Nationality Act
of Jume 27, 1952, have been declared
unconstitutional in recent court iindings.
—William A. Ramage, Criminal Investi-
gator, Immigration and Naturalization
Service, Newark, New Jersey.

My. Ramage is correct; courl decisions
have had the effect of amending ihe
existing law. Probably the most fool-
proof method of giving up one’s citizen-
ship is to formally venounce it before a
U.S. consul abroad. Our “expert” for
the original answer has been exiled.

Whilc I was away on vacation, my
girlfriend had an affair with another
man. I have stopped seeing her as a
result, but she's always on my mind

nonetheless. I can't decide whether I
should see her again or try to [orget
about her altogether. Other girls don't
interest me. Should I swallow my pride
or continue to suffer withdrawal pains?—
R. B., Knoxville, Tennessee.

Why punish yourself? If other girls
don’t inlterest you and she does, and if
she wants to see you, loo, then it seems
foolish to undergo the sclf-inflicted pain
of staying apart. By all means, date her
and see how things go. A temporary
affair is seldom a good reason for a
permanent breakup—especially if your
relationship still holds meaning for both
of you. Remember, you don’t own her.

ks it wrue that high humidity can be
lirmful to my hi-fi system? And, if so, is
there any commercial product that 1 can
use to prevent deterioration due to
humidity?—C. D., Newark, New Jersey.

IU’s not likely that your system can be
harmed by humidity. However, lo pre-
wvent possible corrosion of antenna lead-
in wives or other exposed wires and
connections, you wmight spray them with
an acrylic such as Krylon,

Rcccmly I purchased a pair of brown-
and-white shoes. Now [riends tell me that
two-toned shoes aren’t suitable for winter
wear. Is this true, or doesn’t it really
matter>—W. C,, Albany, New York.

It depends on where you live, In your
state, and throughout the North, white
or two-loned shoes are usually worn be-
tween Easter and Labor Day only. So
why not pack them in your bag for a
trip to Miami or Los Angeles, where
they wear such things year round?

My boyfriend and I have been dating
each other exclusively for a year and a
half. Just recently, at his request, we be-
gan to date others but promised that
we would have sex only with each other.
We love cach other, but since we have
no idea when we can marry, we feel
there are advintages 1o dating around.
Unfortunately, I am becoming increas-
ingly uptight about the situation. All
around me, 1 sce supposedly nice guys
cheating on their wives and hancées.
I've kept my share of the bargain, but I
can’t help wondering it my boylriend
is keeping his. I have no evidence that
he’s betrayed me, just a vague leeling.
How can 1 overcome this uneasiness?—
Miss C. H., Madison, Wisconsin.

If you're so uptight about mutual fidel-
ity that you feel betrayed on general
principles, sinply because your boyfriend
ts a member of the male sex, then you'd
better have a good, long rap about the
subject before you get married. How
would you feel, once having tied the
knot, if he went out of town on busi-
ness or was otherwise exposed lo lem -
tations that you could not observe or
control? While you're talking lo your

boyfriend, you ought lo see if you can
find out as well if he is simply trving to
case oul of the velationship with you
(while continuing to use you sexually),
which may be one of the causes of your
anxiety. If so, it might be wiser to break
i off cleanly now.

How did the word carat, for measuring
the weight of precious stones. originate?
—R. F,, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.

A caral, equivalent in weight to 200
milligrams, comes from the alchemist's
crrratus, which in turn derives from the
Arabic qirit, or bean; the veason is that
in ancient times, the weights of du-
monds were computed by balancing
them against the beans, or seeds, of the
carob tree, extensively cultivaled on the
shores of the Mediterranean.

0n a number of occasions. I've run
across a reference to a drink called
Pimm’s Cup. Could you tell me how to
make one*—S. ‘I'.. Phoenix, Arizona.

Sorry, bui the ingredients of a Pimm’s
Cup arve a trade secret. To partially ex-
plain the mystery, Pimm's Cup is the
brand name for a group of alcoholic bev-
erages resembling cordials that are bot-
tled in England and that can be used to
make various slings. Supposedly origi-
nated by a bartender at a Pimm’s restau-
rant in London, there are six Cups, each
with a diffevent base: Pimm’s Cup No.
I, gin (for a gin sling); No. 2, Scotch;
No. 3, brandy; No. 4, rum and brandy;
No. 5, rye; and No. 6, vodka. The fa-
vored method of serving is to mix wilh
soda or frutt juice and serve in tall
glasses with a garnish of lemon and cu-
cumber rind.

Wiihoue going into the details of my
situation. I would like to ask a question.
If two people (married, but not to each
other) engage in oral sex without coitus,
are they commituing adultery?—D. B,
Baltimore, Maryland.

Legally, most states vequire genital
intercourse to fulfill a definition of adul-
tery, leaving oral sex to such vague and
all-inclusive categories as “unnatural
acls.” So the answer must be: What goes
on i your head depends entively on
what you have in mind. As a woman in
“The Ginger Man” rvemarked, in a
slightly different connection, “Oh, My.
Dangerfield, it’s so much less of a sin.
And fun too.”

Al veasonable  questions—from  fash-
ton, food and drink, steveo and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiguette
—will be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addrvessed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gun Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611. The
maost provocative, pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages cach month.
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Make your car
a GO Car.

The amazing GO* battery from
Exide and Willard gives you guaranteed
power for the life of your car. That’s right!
As long as you own your car and use it
in non-commercial use, the GO* battery is
guaranteed to outlast your car no matter : 2
how long you keep it —or you get a new o N —
battery completely free. -

If your battery is over 24 months old, it may be time to make
your car a GO* car. Check the Yellow Pages, or call 800-243-6000
toll free, for your nearest Exide or Willard dealer. (In Connecticut
call 1-800-882-6500.) Get a free battery check-up now.

L imE T IATE

Exide  Exide Willard Willard
!

'-"'d__ ——
e o

*Read this remarkable free replacement
guarantee.

Nontransferable lifetime
guarantee to original -
gurchaser: If the GO* lifetime 7~ A

attery ever fails to hold a D s
charge while you own the I\
non-commercial passenger NS
car in which it is first M TN
installed, this battery will be R
replaced free at any of our o
dealers, provided you present the 3
registration card when you apply
for the replacement. Abuse, neglect
and breakage are not covered.

ESB Brands, Inc., subsidiary of
ESB Incorporated, P.O. Box 6949,
Cleveland, Ohio 44101.

(s | Exide [Willard

World leader in packaged power.




FOR INSTANT

ROOM RESERVATIONS—
WE'VE GOT YOUR
NUMBER.

(800)
. 621-1116

..YOUR TOLL-FREE NUMBER FOR
ROOM RESERVATIONS ONLY AT ALL
PLAYBOY CLUB-HOTELS AND HOTELS.
IN ILLINOIS, 312-943-2000.

'\

PLAYBOY CLUB-HOTEL
Ocho Rios, Jamaica

PLAYBOY PLAZA
Miami Beach, Florida
PLAYBOY CLUB-HOTEL
at Great Gorge, McAfee, New Jersey
.5‘“ PLAYBOY TOWERS

/ Chicago, llinois
v PLAYBOY CLUB-HOTEL
LN Lake Geneva, Wisconsin
)
Outside of the United States,
“'.a call your local Travel Agent.

k y The Playboy Club, Bunny, Bunny Costume and Rabbit Head symbol
.‘ are marks of Playboy, Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. © 1972 PLAYBOY



For people who think great stereos
only

These are the pieces.

A solid-state FM{ AM tuner that
can pick up the weakest FM signals
without noise, and the strongest ones
with virtually no distortion. Thanks to
a Field Effect Transistor.

Solid-state IF filters work with AM
and FM to eliminate interference. And
a unique interstation muting circuit
takes care of those funny sound
shadows between stations.

Then there's the amplifier.

This one has all-silicon transistors
and a 66 watt output (E.I.A. standard).

Mozart and Moby Grape never had
it so good.

For your records,the Sony HP-610A

come in pieces.

has a Dual professional 4-speed
automatic changer, and a Pickering
micro-magnetic stereo cartridge. The
kind your cousin, the stereo nut,
might buy.

The speakers. Well, they're
completely airtight, with 8” woofers,
4” mid-range and 2” tweeters. They
speak. They don't yell.

Now. You can buy components
like these one step at a time.

And that's okay. If you're handy
with a screwdriver.

Or you can get all of them under
one dust cover.

In case you're just handy with
your ears.

The SONY. HP-610A stereo system

€ 1972 Sony Corp. of America. Visit our 5 m. 714 Fifth Ave., New York, MY,




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

MASTURBATION MYTHOLOGY
Judging by the excerpts quoted in an
October 1972 Playboy Forum lewer, The
Missing Dimension in Sex. by Herbert
W. Armstrong and accomplices, must be
one of the literary curiosities of the 20th
Cenuny. e s dithcult 1o understand
how amyone who admits that masturba-
tion doesn’t Gruse pimples, sterility and
the like can yet maintain not only that
it s a simoand a perversion but that it
cGruses  temporary  absent-mindedness, 1
note that Armstrong and assoaiates seenm
to have forgotten to tell us what evi-
dence they have for this astonishing
claim. Could it be firsthand experience?
Dana L. Turner
The Dalles, Oregon

NUDE BATHERS' ARREST

Four ol us were swimming in the nude
in Culifornia’s Trinity River in a se
duded spot. when we were arvested by a
sherill's deputy. We were told that sever-
al vesidents of the area had made com-
plainis about us 10 the county sherill’s
department: however, they could have
seen us only il they had lelt their own
property  and  walked  downriver  or
through the woods o find us, since
there is vo path 1o the place and the
river is not navigable.

Alter our arrest, the depury did not
allow us to pick up our dothes. He hand-
culled us together, male o female rather
than maile 1o male and lemale 1o temale,
He did not provide us with covering
at the scene ol the arrest but drove us
itto wwn and exposed us 1o the citizens
of Weaverville. Blinkets were brought
to us .t the courthouse. If the purpose of
the law s 10 protect citizens [rom the
sight ol nude bodies, this is odd behavior.

We spent adav and a0 nighe in jail
and are now out on hail awaiting trial.

Mary Miller
James Dunaway
Robert Froost
Eurcka, California

MORE CAMPUS NUDITY

As reported in rLAYBOY'S September
1972 article Student Bodies, nude public
appearances are becoming commonplace
today’s  university  ser. Skinny-
dipping is quite prevalent at Empire
Lake in Upstate New York., which was
purchased a5 a  [aculty-student  play-
wound by the Stune University of New
York at Binghannon. Last fall, a lecal

< ¥
.Illll)ll:_,

paper reported that one tourist came
upon Empire Lake unexpectedly and was
“shocked 1o the skin of his teeth.” The
story stated:

The unidentificd male 1ourist com-
pliined to Sergeant William Stan-
ton of 1the Tioga County Sherifl's
Depariment that there was a “sink
of sin” at the lake owned by the
Ste University of New York.

The man was showing his parents
“heauriful Upstate  New
York when he was shocked o fimd
what he first thought 1o be a nudist
camp.” Stanton said.

“He lound 10 his great embarriss-
ment that he was in a sink of sin,
a Sodom and Gomorrah all over
again.

“Everywhere he turned his gaze,
he could see nothing but raw stark-
naked men and women.”

around

Sergeant Stanton kept his cool in reac
tion 1o the 1ourist’s harrowing expe
ricnce, the paper reported:

“1 advised him that I was not up
to dite on the subject.” Stanton ex-
plained, “bur that I did have a few
old copics of Captain Billy's Whiz
Bang magazine, a 1935 issue of Fy-
quire and an April 1971 pravioy.

“1oassured him that when 1 went
home | would research the problem.”
the sergeant said.

Bruce Coville
Binghamton. New York

THE NUDE DUDE

An article m The Denver Post stated
that a school-hallway art show incuded
a piaure ol a naked man and hat this
brought a torrent ol protest down on
local school othcials, A letter lrom one
irate parent straightlorwardly rermed the
picture repulsive. Another asked, rhe-
torically, “To the bulging eyeballs and
awious minds of our I3vewr-old swu-
dents, is 1t arez” The sell-supplied answer
was "I doubt i The radher imagina-
tive mother who wrote that letter also
t'\l:['ﬁ\{'ll distmay at the [nms‘iiiilil)’ that
the school might become known there-
alter as the one with the piciure of “the
nude dude.” And so on.

Oh, ves: the picture. Ii's a reproduc

tion  of  Michelngelo's  Creation  of

RENT A WINNEBAGOD
MOTOR HOME

New season. Same problem.
Everybody knows where the skiing's
great, but finding a place to stay is
next to impossible.

That’s where Winnebago's new
Rent-A-Way program can help. A
motor home to give you transporta-
tion and living accommodations all
in one package. Flying cross-conti-
nent for a ski vacation? Reserve in
advance through our coast-to-coast
rental network.

All you need is a road map to
take you into the high snow country.
And, after the last run of the day
you'll have yourown chaletonwheels.
Perfect for after ski entertaining. Or,
a cozy hideaway far from the crowd.

Rent-A-Way Winnebago! (Your
own ski lodge wherever you go.)

For more information on Ski
Winnebago, call this toll-free reser-
vations number B00-247-2121. (In
lowa, call 800-362-1666.)

RENT-A-WAY

WinnEBAGO.
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Adam, which can be found on the ceil-
ing of the Vatican's Sistine Chapel
(whose reputation, incidentally, hasn’t
been sullied by the presence of Adam,
“the nude dude™).
Joe Cordova
Denver, Colorado

CDL UNDER INVESTIGATION
I've been following with interest the
letters in The Playboy Forum about
Charles H. Keating, Jr’s fund-raising
drive for Citizens for Decent Literature.
Newsletter  on Intellectual  Freedom,
published by the American Library Asso-
ciation, reports that CDL is being in-
vestigated by the Minnesota attorney
general's office to see if it complies with
state statutes concerning  charities  and
consumer frauds. The newsletter states
that an assistant attorney general told
the Si. Paul Dispaich and Pioneer Press
that CDL apparently is spending the
bulk of the money it receives for fund-
raising and very litde for its avowed
purpose of fighting pornography.
Frank J. Howell
San Francisco, Calilornia

MORE SHAME FOR SHEBOYGAN

The storm stimed up by Richard
Rhodes’s article Sex and Sin in Sheboy-
gan (PLAYBOY, August 1972) is still raging.
A downtown Sheboygan tavern called
The Jail has been selling bumper stickers
that read, SIN CITY—SHEBOYGAN, WISCON-
siv, a sardonic comment on the PLAYBOY
article. Oakley Frank—the Sheboygan
chict ol police who brought charges
against the late Jim Decko—wrote a let-
ter to the common council's license
committee urging it 1o put pressure on
The Jail to stop distributing the stickers.
Members of the committee, which has
[IIC l)O\\'(.‘r [£3) gl’lllll ill](l Lo I'C\'okc tavern
licenses, issued a warning to the owners
of The Jail

The issue was thoroughly publicized
in The Sheboygan Press, and well over a
thousand of the bumper stickers have
now been sold. Interviewed by the Press,
Chiel Frank was asked whether punting
pressure on the tavern to suppress the
distribution  of the  bumper  stickers
wasn’t leaving the city open to further
aiticism by rraysoy. Frank replied as
{ollows:

“I think it’s a sorry day when we
have to jump through the hoops and
be careful where we step so we don’t
oftend rravsoy.

“1 think i's a sad commentary
that people who have nothing but
filth and smut to peddle have wo set
the level of the morals of our city.”

Chicl Frank’s attitude toward prAYBOY
is typical of what the people of this com
munity are up against. Is it any wonder
that most ol Sheboygan's good, walented
young people leave, even run from, this
town? There are some positive notes.

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

BON VOYAGE

HARTLEPOOL, ENGLAND—A warmheart-
ed 48-year-old British housewife who op-
erates a lonelyhearts club says she could
line up a large number of girls willing
to go to bed with British soldiers on the
night before they are shipped off for
duty in strife-torn Novthern Ireland.
She announced, “If the arvmy chicfs
wounld let me wse their bavracks, I could
lay on plenty of girls who would be only
too glad to give al least one night of love
to Lhese youngsters. rmf)' wani lo see
our soldiers have a little pleasure before
facing danger and the threat of losing
their lives.” Her offer has been  poorly
received by townspeople, who have
writlen dozens of indignant letters to
the local newspaper protesting her pa-
Iriotic gesture.

CURING THE COPROLALIAC

NEW YORk arv—>Medical science may
have discovered a treatment for one of
mankind's more exotic afflictions—one
in which the victim compulsively and
conlinually uses obscene language. The
disorder is called the Gilles de la Tour-
cite syndrome after the 19th Century
French physician who first described 11,
and it is charactervized by coprolalia (un-
controllable swearing), echolalia (com-
pulsive vepeating of what another person
says) and facial or other muscular tics.
The condition was genevally considered
untreatable until neurologists al various
medical  facilities  expevimented  wilh
treatments of haloperidol, a tranquilizer.
Reports from a New York physician
indicate thal the drug has proved about
80 pereent effective with all paiients and
nearly 100 pereent effective with some.

CLAP TRAP

An apparent incrvease in symptomless
gonorvhea in men has been veporied by
physicians working in V. D. control. Tra-
ditionally, it has been women who un-
suspectingly contract, carry and spread
the disease, because noticeable symptoms
are absent in approximately 80 percent
of female cases, while men are usually
alerted by a burning discharge. Now,
large-scale sereening of Servicemen re-
turning from Southeast Asia indicates
that gonorrhea is asymptomatic in 20 pey
cent or more of men who are infected.
Experts are uncerlain whether this ve-
flects any rveal change in the characteris-
lics of gonorvhea or mervely belter
delection programs.

A new and simple blood test for gon-
orthea is now undergoing field ivials
by the New York State Health Depart-
ment, which hopes it will provide an

effective detection method for use in masy
screening. The lest doesn’t determine
whether the discase is active but only
whether the person has cver had it. A
person showing “ posttive” would then be
tested by older, more elaborate methods.

PORNOGRAPHY AND OTHER PERILS

In a speech advocating chastity and
denouncing pornography, Pope Paul 1l
warned that “behind the initiation to
sensual pleasure, there loom naycotics.”
He did not explain the link between sex
and drugs, but said that “we live in a
time when the animal side of human
nature is degenerating into limitless
corruption.”

In Salt Lalke City, the Mormon Clurch
wsued a statement calling on its members
to oppose “smul in any of ils many in-
sidious forms™ because “history is replete
with examples of nations that have fallen
in a lavge measure through licentious-
ness.” No exam ples were offeved, hoiwever.

The former executive divector of the
U.S. Commission on Obscenity and
Pornography told a group of doctors
in Atlanta that people who enjoy por-
nography tend to be well educated, well
read and socially and politically active.
Dr. W. Cody Wilson, speaking before
the Medical Association of Atlanta, said
the largest consumers of pornography ave
young nonreligious marvied men, and
he veiterated the commission’s finding
that sex criminals most often ave people
who were varely or never exposed to por-
nography during childhood and youtl:.

WAGLES OF SIN

Local courls are selting new records in
penalizing pornographers. In Oakland,
California, @ municipal judge levied fines
tolaling S270,000 and jail teyms of up to
18 months against a theater owner, a
manager and a ticket takev concted of
showing obscene mouvies. In Cincinnati,
Ohio, the manager of an adult boolkstore
was convicted tn a common-pleas court
of selling obscene material, sentenced to
a year less one day in jail and fined
520.,500. The company was fined 5205 000
and police seized an estimaled $1,000.000
worth of films, books, records and maga
zines from its warehouse.

THE WALLS HAVE VOICES

SAN  piEGo—dAn  attorney  walking
through San Diego's Federal courthouse
saw a woman, ﬂp[mn’urly a secretary,
speak to a blank wall. She said, “Hello,
wall,” and the wall said “Hello” back.
The lawyer immediately sought a ve-
straining order barving use of the Jid
den  swrvedlance equipment, chavging




that it allowed the Government Lo eaves-
drop on conversations belween allorneys
and clients. A judge denied the vestrain-
ing order after a U.S. Marshal insisted
that the microphones and speakers in
the walls weve merely part of the court-
house security system.

KLEANING OF THE KLAN
cinanNATI—The Ku Klux Klan is
trying to cleanse its rvanks of Govern-
ment agents and mformers by requiring
members (o take lie-deteclor lesis. The
Ohio Grand Dragon of the Uniled
Klans of America said that Klan organi-
zalions in 22 states already have poly-
graph machines and that the Klan has
set up a polygraph operators’ school.

IF YOU CANT LICK EM . ..

NEW DELHI, INDIA—The municipal
council may be asked to authorize a
cerlain amount of grafl among pub-
lic officials as a means of controlling it.
A member of the council has preparved
a resolution that rveads, “This house is
of the opinion that the existing legal as
well as administrative measures have
miserably failed 1o curb corruption.
This house, therejore, demands that cor-
ruption and bribery be legalized and
switable Limits be fixed for diffevent lev-
els and for different kinds of work”

BOOZLE AND THE BADGE

SAN FRANCISCO—A 22-year wvelevan of
the San Francisco police force has been
granted $1161-pev-month disability pay
for a year, having successfully argued
that his alcoholism was brought on by
his job. A psychiatyist told the city's
vetivement board that public hostdity
toward police was the major cause of the
emotional stvesses that the officer at-
tempted to relicve by excessive drinking.

FIGHTING THE KILLER WLED

ocaLa, Froriva—ZLocal !lwh'cc hawve
launched a campaign against the illegal
use and possession of the killer weed
—tobacco. A city ovdinance prohibits
the smoking of tobacco by anyone under
18, and police began enforcing the law
on instructions from the caty council. In
the first month of the crackdown, six
teenagers were arrested and faced with
maxtimum fines of $300 or up to 60 days
in jail. The local school board has also
passed o stiff nosmoking  vegulation.
Since the vule went into effect, several
students have been suspended and some
of them turned over to police.

HIGH-PRICED HOT LINE
WASHINGTON, D. C—The nationwide
“heroin hot line” has proved to be a
costly failure, according to a New York
Congressman, but Fedeval drug officials
appear intent on continuing it. The ioll-
free telephone number was set up by

the Nixon Administralion lo encourage
anonymous lips on drug pushers, but in
its first four months of operation, it has
cost tax payers about $250,000, while net-
ting only 14 arrests and lwo grams of
heroin—iwhich  works out to about
$3,500,000 an ounce. U.S. Representa-
tive Lester Lo Wolff cited a General Ac-
counting Office veport in calling for an
end to the hotline program as “ineffec-
tive”; but a drug-conlvol official in the
Justice Department said, “1We're not gia-
ing any thought at all to closing it down.
To the contrary . .. we're going lo beef
it up.” The G.A.O. reporl covered a
three-month period and stated that of
28,341 calls rveceived, 23978 were un-
usable—mostly from cranks, hecklers and
people wondeving if the hot line really
works.

CANNABIS CONTROVERSY

Continuing  research on  marijuana
and hashish has produced more coniya-
dictory announcements:

= Two Philadelphia psychiatrists claim
that hash and pot contributed to the
emolional problems of 13 patients who
used one or both drugs for up to six
years. Dys. Harold Kolansky and Vil
liam T. Moore of the University of
Pennsylvania  contend that their sub-
jeets” problems developed when  they
started using the drugs and diminished
or disappeared within 3 to 24 monihs
after the drug use stopped. An earlier
study by the same psychiatyists, also link-
ing marijuana with mental dlness, found
little acceptance in scientific cireles.

« A marijuana vesecarch team at the
University of Texas medical branch in
Galveston has reported sleep disturb-
ances and lethargy among 14 volunteers
who smoked marijuana regularly  for
ten days.

s In Greece, vesearchers connecled
with the University of Athens conducted
a 20-year study of 30 hash smokers with-
oul finding any evidence of harmful ef-
feets. A psychology  professor at New
York Medical College told a meeling of
the American  Electroence phalographic
Saciety that the study found “no sign of
chronic brain damage” and that “the ex-
tent and number of brain abnormalities
did not exceed what you would expect
with any group of the same age”

GRASS STAMPEDE

saLtivorE—The Maryland Psychiatyic
Research  Center was having  trouble
finding volunteers for a marijuana-smok-
ing experiment until its need was re-
ported in the local morning paper. By
nine A, the cenler’s switchboard was
swamped by morve than 400 calls from
cager applicants and had to close down,
and employees ayriving for work at the
center had to push through crowds of
would-be volunteers waiting at the door.

however. When 1 checked last, the tav-
ern owners, despite the threats, still
planned to sell the stickers. And one
bar is now selling a drink called the
Sin City Special.
J. R. Grollmus
Sheboygan, Wisconsin

MARITAL MORALITY

According to many articles I've read
recently, extramarital relations increas-
ingly are considered acceptable. In every
lorm., exwtramarital sex is now being
practiced more widely than ever, [rom
ordinary adultery without the mae’s
knowledge through consensual adultery
and spouse swapping to group sex and
group marriage. All this makes me un-
casy. Sexual freedom and experimenta-
tion before settling down are one thing,
but I think sex in viclation of the mar-
riage vows breaks one of man’s oldest
moral laws and could have disastrouns
consequences lor a couple, as well as for
society. You can only change human na-
ture so much, and it’s not natural to agree
cheerfully 1o ler one’s lifetime mate go to
bed with someone else. T think the rising
national divorce rate is the result of this
eroding of the marital bond. Does The
Playboy Forum take any position on the
cthics of extramarital sex?

Charles Porter
Baltimore, Maryland

Our basic ethical precepl is that people
should feel free lo follow whatever
moral code they prefer, as long as they
don’t harm others and don’t try lo force
their views on the unwilling. Conven-
tionally, marriage is an agreement be-
tween two people and, despite the vitual
reciled, we don’t think the conditions of
the agreement need be inflexible. The
essential ingredient in a good contyact is
that the terms be freely accepted by both
parties. This means the couple might
agree lo participate in swapping; they
might decide lo go their separale ways,
cach with full knowledge and consent of
the other, and find their own extra-
marital pariners; they could do the same
and agree not to inform cach other; or
they could agree to adhere to the tra-
ditional standard of monogamy. Many
people, we belicve, are nol tempera-
mentally suited to handle swinging or
other open forms of marriage. Therefore,
if their marriages arve walwable to
them, they will forgo extramarital sex—
or, if one or both must have it, they
will tacitly agree not to talk about it.

As for divoree, many marriages survive
in spite of extramarital sex and many
others break up for other reasons. Even
where adultery precedes divoree, it is not
necessarily the cause of it. According lo
the two Kinsey reports, half of all hus-
bands and over a quarter of all wives
have had extvamarital velations by the
age of 40; however, Kinsey found that
the effect of these activities on marviage
could not be predicied. “There are
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For those who
want the best no
matter how little
it costs.

For the man
who likes to go
thru the gears.

PETRI FTEE
FULLY AUTOMATIC

Single lens reflex (SLR)
with through-the-lens
fully automatic CdS expo-
sure conirol. Set shutter
speed and an electric eye
sets aperture automati-
cally. Interchangeable
55mm f/1.8 lens with
fast-change breech lock
mount, focal plane shut-
ter, Microprism focusing,
hot shoe flash connector,
self timer. List price $239
including case.

Giving a camera? Give a Petri.

Petri Internaticnal Corp. 432 Park Ave. Scuth, New York, N.Y_10016 = U.S. Distributer : R-H, Interphoto Corp. In Canada: Interphoto of Canada, Toronto

PETRIFTII

An SLR with through-the-
lens metering and
match-needle operation.
Stopped down readings
for depth-of-field preview.
Shutter speed range
1-1/1000 sec. Inter-
changeable S55mm /1.8
lens with fast-change
breech lock mount, focal-
plane shuiler, Microprism
focusing, hot shoe flash
connector, self timer.

List price $200 including
case.

It’s a mini,
but it’s a lot
of camera.

N
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PETRI COLOR 35E
FULLY AUTOMATIC

The smallest automatic
full-frame 35mm. Easiest
1o operate of the exciting
new breed of tuck away
compacts. Just 4" x2¥2" x
13%". Automatic exposure
with natural light or flash.
Retractable 40mm f/2.8
lens, red warning expo-
sure signals, easy zone
focusing and more.

List price $89.50
including case.

From its Sequential Cam System that antiquates
= the conventional noisy cam gear and swinging
=, plate to its Synchronous Power Unit, the BSR
. McDonald 810 is designed to match or
B, exceed the performance of any
automatic turntable currently
available @ Some other

exclusive
friction Cue

"7 Clutch to keep
F thetone arm cued
' over the exact

’ groove4An automatic

¥ eliminate accidental
damage to the stylus or
¥, record® A Concentric

" Gimbal Arm Mount and

Intrnduci" thE - 3y feall'!erweight_push-bulton
operation feat the widest
BSR McDonald BI0 SN seiecton croperaing modese

- selection of operating modes e
Your BSR McDonald dealer will be

Transcription Series e prce T nslanieertamer
= o0e BSR
Autumatlu Tum[ahle. world's larg?s?manu%ctu?erﬁﬁm
of automatic turntables
BSR (USA) Ltd.

Blauvelt, N.Y. 10913
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McDONALD

many factors that may affect the ouicome
of the extvamarital activities, and the
record Is much more diverse than has
generally been believed,” he wrote in
“Sexual Behavior in the Human Male”
His studies indicated that where the
partners accepled extramarital relations,
thought them unimportant or simply did
not let cach other know about them,
the stability of the marviage was less
likely to be threalened. Extramarital
relations appavently suit some  people
well; i's a question, nol of human na
ture, but of individual attitude.

NAVAL MANEUVER
Niaval officers tike an oath to uphold
the Constitution: some seem Lo interpret
that to mean they should hold up its
application. The October 1972 Forum
Newsfront veports that, based on a U.S.
court of appeals ruling. U.S. Scrvice
academies may no longer require mid-
shipmen and cadets o attend Sunday
church services. While this 1s true as far
as it goes, our superiors here ac the UL S.
Naval Academy are still determined to
ram religion. or a reasonable Facsimile ol
it, down our throats, Every Sunday
morning. there is a mandatory forma-
tion and muster for church  parties.
Those who plan to attend services do so:
the rest must attend a class in morals
and cthics. We must be present at one or
the other, or face conduct and aptitude
reports that could result in dismissal.
(Name withheld by request)
U. S, Naval Academy
Amnapolis. Maryland

THE CAMEL'S NOSE
In  protesting compulsory medical
insurance.  Jo Friedlund makes  physi-
cians sound like embantled practitioners
of free enterprise threatened by social-
ist hordes that want (0 put them
“under the state’s iron thumb” (The
Playbov Forum, Ocober 1972). Poppy-
cock. One reason medical  peamment
costs so much is that doctors are scarce,
and they are scarce because anvone not
accredited by the medical establishment
who ttempis 1o praciice medicine is
likely 1o be stopped by the police. Thus,
medicine 1s a luarative monopoly pro-
tected by the government. H. however,
doctors let the government  determine
who shall practice medicine. let them
not holler when the government says
who shall be wreated and how much
it shall cost. Bringing government a hiule
way into your business is like inviting a
cimel o siick his nose into your tent.
Prety soon the whole camel is in your
tent and is sitting on you.
Joseph Kelly
Boston, Massachusetts

CHILD BEATING
The Oaober 1972 Forum Newsfront
carries an item [rom Delaware stating
that corporal punishment lor carime is
(continucd on page 58)



Annual Report

THE PLAYBOY FOUNDATION

During the past few vears. the Playvboy Foundation has
grown rapidly and has extended its activities into many new
areas of social and legal relorm. It is now a fully stafted oper-
ation dirccted by Burton Joseph. an eminent civilliberties
attorney. Because of the Foundation’s past accomplishments
and its ambitions for the future, we believe it appropriate
to issue an annual report on Foundation activities for
rraveoy readers,

The Playboy Foundation was established in 1965, and its
st success was gaining the release from prison of a West
Virginia man convicted of having oral-genital relations with
a consenting wonman. Subsequently. llu’ Foundation’s activi-
tes were highligheed by the Irecing of an Indiana man serv-
mg a M-year prison term {or Im\lng had anal interconrse
with his wile. the exoneration of a young unmarried linois
couple charged with fornication, and its participation in a
U. 5 Supreme Court case that reversed the conviction ol a
birth-control  advocate and  overturned  the  Massachusetts
contraceprive law,

The Foundation's scope has expanded each vear, until to-
day it advances the entive range of ideals and reforms put
forth by Hugh Heluwer in The Playboy Philosophy and dis-
cussed in The Playboy Forum. These fall into three broad
caregories: the protection and extension of civil rights and
liberties: the modernization of laws pertaining o sex, drugs.
contraception, abortion and censorship: and the support of
research in dhe hields of human sexuality and population con-
trol. Major projeas ol the Playboy Foundation during the
past vear have included the [ollowing:

Rights of Prisoners:
Civil Liberties Union.

In cooperation with the American
the Foundation has supported  the
Prison Rights Project, which deals with virtually all pris-
oners’ problems, amd has protected the publics right to
know ubowt prison conditions through litigation to guarantee
miedia access 1o inmates, The Foundation also helped defend
a4 woman lawyer who, because ol her pli.s;r.m-l‘l.'lm m clforts,
was accused ol attemipting o incite rebellion in Texas penal
institutions.

Capital Punisliment: In cooperation with interested groups
such as the NAACP Legal Delense and Educational Fund,
the Foundation has engaged in lobbying and litigation 1o
end the death penaley.

Military  Justice: With the ACLU. the Foundation
supports the Lawyers Military  Defense Committee, which
provides legal counsel and representation for U, S, mili-
rary personnel.

Rights of Mental Patients: The Foundation has contrib-
uted 1o the National Coundil for the Rights ol the Mentally
[mpaired in cases conesting  involuntary  confinement  in
mental institutions.

Rights of Juvendes: The Foundation has aided the Na-
tional Wellare Rights Ovgamization, the Legal Aid Bureau
ol Chicigo and other organizations in protecting the legal
rights of minors and in supporting cllorts 1o provide young
offenders with psychotherapy and rehabilitation programs as
alternatives to reform school or imprisonment.

Rights of Homosexuals: In several imporunt legal actions,
the Foundation has aided mdividuals and their atorneys in
challenging laws and policies that discriminate against people
solely on the basis ol their sexual orientation—particularly in
nutters of securny cleamance. Civil Service employment, mili-
tary discharge and police harassment.

Freedom of the Press: The TFoundation participated  in
several cases involving the rights of the press, among them a

successful Tegal challenge to the anthority of lmllu_ to raid
the offices of a Calilornia college newspaper in search ol
photographs of student demonstrators.

Youth Counseling: A 24-hour emergency information and
assistance center for Chicago's voung people has been estab-
lished with the help of the Foundation.

Abortion: The Foundation supports the work of various
abortion-law-reform and abortionreferral groups: it assists in
legal actions aimed at repealing restrictive abortion laws and
it has aided individuals threatened with prosecution under
state abortion statutes. Learning of the unprecedented man-
shinghter conviction of a Florida woman for obtaining an
abortion. the Foundation provided her with the legal counsel
ol a constitutional Iawyer and other support.

Political Rejorm: The Foundation has aided various cliorts
to reform election laws and broaden voter participation. It is
presently assisting the lather of a student Killed it Kent State
University in his suit to establish the legal vesponsibility of
the National Guard and the State of Ohio for actions ol
Guandsmen during campus disorders.

Marvijuana-Law Reform: As well as participating in selecred
test cases challenging existing marijuana laws and unusually
severe marijuana penalties, the Foundation is a substan-
tial supporter ol the National Organization for the Relorm
ol Marijuana Laws (NORML), which has undertaken both
legal and educational projecs aimed at revising pot Luws and
coordinating similar efforts by independent relorm groups
on the sue level.

Sex-Law Reform: The TFoundation is backing two major
legal-vesearch programs intended o provide attorneys with in
formation needed 10 challenge the constitutionaliny of Laws
governing consensuil sexual conduct between adults,

Sex Research: Various clinies, researchers and educational
groups arc aided by Foundation grams. These organizations
imclude the Reproductive Biology Rescarch Foundation di-
rected by Masters and Jolmson. the Sex Information and Ldu-
cition Coundit of the United States (SIECUS), the Midwest
Population Center vasectomy clinic and the Midwest Associa
tion lor the Study ol Human Sexuality, the University ol
Minnesota School of Medicine sex-education program and
research groups working on morning-abter pills and once-
a-month birth-control pills.

Rights of Women: Bestdes supporting reform of ahortion
laws, the Foundation has joined the A.C.LU. in cises to
establish equal legal rights for women.

Censovship: Illt Foundation has provided assistance in
cases challenging the constitutionality ol state and Federal
censorship laws, with particular emphasis on proteciing the
individual’s right of privacy and establishing clear and uni-
lorm legal standards for published sexual material.

The successes ol the Playboy Foundation have indicated
the value ol such eflors. the need o continue them and the
amount ol work that remains 1o be done. In 1973 this
work not only will be continued hut will be expanded. Some
of the new areas heing explored include test cases 1o estab-
lish equal emplovment opportunities regardless of sex or race:
examination ol the grand-jury system and s potential for
political abuse; research projeas in penology with a view 1o
improving or implementing rehabilitation programs: and fur-
ther support ol imaginative reseirch projeas on human
sexuality, sexual adjustment and population conwrol. In ad-
dition 10 our annual report, which will appear cach January,
we will continue to publish news of the Litest Foundation
activities in The Playboy Forum.
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PLAYBOY... BOUND
TO BE CLASSIC

Introducing our new binder. Preserves
and protects six issues of PLAYBOY,
the classic. PLAYBOY and our

Rabbit Head symbol in black on rich
brown, soft-touch vinyl cover.

Single binder, $7.00; Set of two $12.50.

Playboy Products, Playboy Building
Dept. MB0101, 919 N. Michigan Ave
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now a thing ol the past in the U.S. Un
fortunately, this means (hat we  wreat
criminals better than we do  children.
Delaware, for example, which is now rid
ol its whipping post, passed a Lw three
years ago allowing educators o paddle
school children. Apparently, what isn't
appropriate as oriminal punishment is
uselul in education. Ironically, many
legislatures throughout the conntry have
passed laws permitting corporal punish-
ment lor school children at the same
time that they were enacting laws 1o
prevent parents from beating their ofl
spring (the battered-child syndrome).

I was a delegate 1o the First Annual
Conlerence on  Corporal  Punishment.
held in New York City in May 1972, a
conference that was called because there
is a national trend toward resumption ol
hickory-stick techniques in public schools.
While many such Iaws are recent, Texas'
dates back to the early 19th Century.
Perhaps the impression that Texans have
a propensity towiard violence s more
understandable in the light of the fact
that generations of Texas Kids have heen
hit with 22-inch paddles made from
baseball bats splic in half. During the
1971-1972 school term. the Dallas Inde-
pendent School District reported  that
20.351 paddlings were meted out for
such offenses as forgewing gym shoes
and failing 1o say “Sir”

Our culture must always have its
whipping boys. As soon as it is forced 10
stop beating and  dehumanizing  prison
inmates. society turns its crueliv on
school dhldren.

Carole Duncan, State Coordinator
Citizens Against Physical Punishment
Dallas, Texas

FORGOTTEN AMERICANS

There are au present 926 Americans in
Toreign prisons on drug charges. Though
the State Department has refused 1o re-
lease the information, we helieve the ma-
jority are marijuana oftenders. NORMIL
15 indignant at our Government’s {ailure
to even {ry to help these people. Due
process, as we know it, is nonexistent in
nany countries, The systems ol arrest.
wial and  conviction are  often  total
shams: the prison sentences handed down
for drug offenses are often extremely long:
and the prison conditions are unbearably
poor. Hundreds ol American dtizens are
locked up in miserable cages lor conduct
that may not have even been a basis (o
criminal  prosccution under our  legal
svstem. Yet the Government  [ails 1o
intervene. It applies pressure lor scores
of other reasons—ito protect American
investments abroad. increase made, stop
the importation of marijunana—Dbut it
refuses o help win [reedom for these
people. 1 suppose this is typical of the
order ol priorities that we find in this
country—money over people.

The Stare Department has refused



10 zive us a list ol the names of these pris
oners or the cha ainst them. Ie
said this was confidential and, in Catch-

ion, told ws that we would need
written  permission from each prisoner
hefore we could get this information. No

one can help these |)('()pl(‘ unless we put
pressure on the Sta l)('p:ll'[llll'nl 10
change its policy. Concerned  citizens
should write to their Congressmen and
to the State Department urging that the
Government do everything in its power
$ Prisoncrs.
cxecutive Director
National Orgamization [or the
Reform of Marijuana Laws
Washington, D. C.

JOURNALISTIC IMMUNITY

I'm a litde swrprised to find the
October 1972 Forum Newsfronl appar-
ently supporting the idea that news-
men should be granted immunity [rom
normal legal questioning as wilnesses.
What is 1o prevent every scoundrel in
the country [rom instmtly becoming a
newsman? Certainly it would pay the
leaders ol organized crime to sct up a
newsletter here and there, and so em-
ploy their button men. Ca't you just
sce the newest magazine on the ma
The Mafia AMonthly, with the 1
stafl of “journalists™ in the countrys:

. . Feldzamen
Chi . Hlinois

Journalistic immunity doesn't allow
a newsman to side s“h"-p normal  legal
questioning as a cviminal witness; il
only permits him to protect the identity
of an informant who supplics informa-
tion that some public official or criminal
wanls to conceal. Your hypothetical
scoundrel would cite the Fifth Amend-
ment, not journalistic innunily, lo
avoid self-tncvimination.  Indeed,  he
could not claim 1o be a newsman unless
he first publicized Iis tlegal activities.
Foen if he werve that foolish, he still
could not claim inonunity, becawse he
wounld be  protecting himself, not an
informant. Sccvel sowrces are often the
only means by which newsmen sain ac-
cess Lo information that the anthovities
cannot obtain or politicians do nol want
revealed. At the same time thal a news-
man legitimately protects the identities
of s sowvces, he protects the public's
rieht to know. This s essential to in-
vestigative reporting, which ice consider
to e one of the most impoviant public
services that journalists perform.

“The Playboy Forum™  offers  the
opportunity for an extended dialog be-
tween veaders and editoys of this pub-
lication on subjects and tssues rvelated to
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
corvespondence to The Playboy Forum,
Playboy DBuilding, 919 Novth Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, IHlinois 60611.

The blessingisnot
in living,
but in living well.

Seneca 8 B.C.-65 A.D.

METAXA is extravagant. At about $9_live a little.

Metaxa 92 Proof Greek Spaciilty Liqueur. The distilled spirits in Metaxa
are grape brandy. Imported to the U.S. solely by Austin, Nichols & Co., Inc.
New York, N.Y. When in Athens, visit the Metaxa Caves.



Once it was just beautiful engineering,l"

Now, it's beautiful cars, too.

Once people bought a Subaru for its
engineering. Now, there's an additional
reason. The beautiful new look that began
with our new Suboru GL Coupe, the look that
inspired a whole new line.

Yes. Subaru is changed.

: zpf’ & .I et _ i ,':"
SUBARU. Cars for people who know all a

i t '1

Our wheel-base is longer and our stance
wider. We have a new McPherson Strut front
suspension for smoother going than ever
before. New orthopedically sculptured,
reclining, high-back bucket seats to support
you beautifully on long trips. An improved,
windows-up ventilation system makes for
quieter cruising.

Subaru. More beautiful, it's true. But some
things were too good to improve. For
instance, we still get up to 30 miles per
gallon on regular gos, with plenty of power
for high-speed cruising and plenty of reserve
punch for passing. Rack and pinion steering.

Ty gl AT a L
M

a3 . '.

bout imports. Cars for people who never considered one.

A slick-shifting, all-synchronized, four speed
transmission. And, of course, cur Subaru
Front Wheel Drive system that gives
phenomenal traction and superb handling.
We've got looks now, but we're still very
much an engineer's idea of a great car.

Motor Trend Magozine
recently said, **Subaru
delivers more practicality
per dollar than any car
we know."'

And that's some-
thing else we didn't
change.

R, w0

"FROM 32196, FULLY EQUIPPED INCLUDING PUSH-BUTTON RADIO. Plus Freight, Dealer prep, ond stote or locol toxes, f ony. Suboru Automobiles Deswgned ond buih by Fupr Heovy Industries, Tokyo, Jopa
Exclusive importer: Suboru of Amenco, Inc, Pennsauken, M.} Subory Automobdes mclude: AM Rodio, reclimng high-back bucket seats, woll-ta-wall corpehing, all-vinyl upholstery, custom wheel covers, parcel shell
wood growned dosh, whitewall tres [rodiols and front disc brokes on the GL Coupe). Far your neorest Subaru dealer coll BOD-631-1972. In N.J. BOD-82 2803,



PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: CARROLL O’CON N OR

a candid conversation with archbigot archie bunker’s better half

As a television series, the idea was
improbable. Impossible, some said. A
similar program had been a hit in Eng-
land, but who in America would want
to watch a weekly situation comedy star-
ring a middle-aged, Dlue-collar bigot
who not only called a spade a spade but
indiscriminately maligned members  of
other minority groups as “spicks”
“Hebes,”  “dumb  Polacks,” “Chinks”
and “tamale eaters,” liberal politicians
as “pinkos,” welfare vecipients as “bums
on vrelief” and anyone whose sexual
mores differed from his own as a “pre-
verl”? His dutiful wife, the outline con-
tinued, would be a well-meaning but
simple-minded and slightly addled home-
maker whose ministrations to her pothel-
lied spouse would evoke both sympathy
and—fram militant feminists—rage. Also
occupying their lower-middle-class sub-
urban home would be a buxom blonde
daughter who didn’t belicve in God and
her Polish-American husband—a college
student droopy mustache and
shaggy hair clashed almost audibly with
his father-in-law's reactionary life style.
The Dlack family living across the street
would provide a handy targel for the
bigot's rantings, and wvarious episodes
would tackle such topics as menopause,
tmpolence and homosexuality.

“Ozzie and Harvviet” it wasn’t. And in
the domain of American (elevision com-

whaose

edy, where witless  programs  slarring
talking cars, pampered chimpanzees and
nouveaun riche hilbillies have prospered
in prime time, “All in the Family"—as
the project was christened—seemed the
remotest  of prospects. Actually, four
years elapsed from the time producers
Norman Lear and Bud Yorkin hit upon
the idea of adapting the BBC series
“Til Death Us Do Part” uniid the mo-
ment its American version found a spot
on the CBS network schedule, as a Janu-
ary 1971 midscason rf'pfarmncul. By
year's end, solidly entrenched atop the
Nielsen rvatings, it was the most talked-
about television show of the new decade.

This month marks the second anni-
versary of “All in the Family's” television
debut, and the phenomenon it sparked
is, if anything, gathering steam. The
show has inspired one divect spin-off—
“Maunde,” featuring chavaclers first in-
troduced on “A. 1. T. F."—and a second
British-American  transplant,  “Sanford
and Son,” and is cvedited with hamng
paved the way for such shows as
“M*A*S*H” and "Bridget Loves Ber-
nie,” the themes and language of which
once would have been considered too
daring for the tube.

“All in the Family” also launched
a late-rising  star: 48-year-old Carvoll
O'Connor, whose deft impersonation of
the malaproping Arvchic Bunker has

made him white America’s  favorile
workingman—and earned him an Emmy
award. For O'Connor, becoming the
breadwinner of T17s furst family was as
unexpected as the success of the show
itself. One of three sons born to an
American lawyer and an Ivish school-
teacher, he had grown up in New York
City and served with the merchant ma-
rine in the Norvth Atlantic during World
War Two. At the National University
in Dublin, he established a substantial
reputation in classical drama  at  the
esteemed Gate Theater. After successes
in Shakespeare at the Edinburgh Festi-
val and in live conlemporary leleplays
on the BBC, he decided in 1954 to return
{o New York City and try his luck on the
Broadway stage—bul Ins luek was all
bad. When nobody would hire him, he
gave up on (the theater and became a
substitute high school leacher. It wasn’l
until three years later that he resumed
acting, in summer slock. Subsequent
parts in seveval TV dramas, a couple of
flop plays and a well-veviewed perform-
ance in a Broadway vevival of Clifford
Odets’ “The Big Knife” led to his 1961
moltion-picture debut as a political op-
portunist in “A Fever in the Blood.”
Before long, he seilled into a remu-
nevalive, i"j lmspc('fm'ufm', career as a
supporting player in 26 films, among

“I've heard some of the most privileged
people saying the same dumb things
aboul race and religion that Avchie says
all the time. The only diffevence is that
they don’t mispronounce the words.”

“The world is rushing past dArchic into
a fulure that he can’t even see, and
as it yushes by, it ignores him. That
drives him wild. There are millions of
Americans like him.”

“Balling is one of the best things we
do in life, but TV is sull tied to a moral
taboo about it. We've afraid the public
will object; and most of the time they
don’t object at all.”
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them “Kelly's Heroes” “Waterhole #3,”
“Doctors’ Wives” and “What Did You
Do in the War, Daddy?’—in which his
blowhard performance as an outrageous
general inspived Lear and Yorkin to cast
him as Avchie Bunker. The impact of
his association with “All in the Family”
was made abundantly clear not long ago
in theaters exlibiting vevivals of “Cleo-
patra,” the epic 1965 film starving the
Burtons, When O’Connor first appeared
onscreen as Casca, concealing a dagger
beneath his toga, audiences laughed and
shouted, “Hey, there's Avchie!™

Despite many other voles since Casca
(most recently as the Presidential candi-
date tn “Of Thee I Sing,” CBS’ rousing
revival of the 1931 stage lampoon of
national politics), the Avchie image may
well dog O Connor through the ve-
mainder of his career—a fact that he
tacitly acknowledges in  his recently
launched night-club act by wondering
aloud whether O'Connor is Archie’s
masier or vice versa. To ascertain the
similavities and diffevences between the
aclor and the character he so credibly
Pplays, Contributing Editor Richard War-
ren Lewis visited O’Connor at his home
in Brentwood, California. Lewis wriles:

“O'Connor’s house, an 1l-room lHal
ian Mediterranean mansion, is worlds
removed from the taitily frurnished bun-
galow of the Bunkers. Everything, from
I18th Centwry French tables to hand-
painted Dutch screens, a sofa uphol-
sleved in handwoven Indian raw silk,
a modern glass-and-chrome coflee table
and the Orviental carpeling, testifies to
the elegant and ecleclic tasie of O'Con-
nor and Nancy, his wife of 21 years.
AMys. O'Connor, an accomplished por-
trait artist who stands six [eet tall,
look me on a tour of the premises,
which have been lawded in several archi-
tectuval periodicals.

“On a table in the living voom weve vol-
umes of biography, art and short stories,
beside a copy of “The Great Robinson,
a film script (’Connor has wrilten about
an upper-middle-class black lawyer who
s extled by his own people—a prop-
erty scheduled to go before the cam-
eras this year, starving Sammry Davis Jr.
O'Connor, who was on the far side of
the voom tinkering with a four-speaker
andio system, waved a cigar and mo-
tioned me toward an illuminated ar-
motre well stocked with ex pensively filled
Waterford crystal decanters. He wore a
shortslecved sport shivt flapping outside
his wash-andavear trousers—a camouflage
that barely concealed his ample waisi—
and a parr of fashionable suede Gucct
loafers. When he spoke, his A’s were the
broad tones of a classically trained actor;
they sounded incongruous coming from
the jowly face of Archic Bunker.

“Scotch in hand, he led the way
through double French doors lo a
poolside  tevrace and sat down in a

canvas-backed divector’s chair with his
eight-year-old boxer, Fred, nestled at his
Jeel. Sitting in the shadows of olive and
cypress trees, we could hear the murmur
of traffic on a nearby freeway, the calls
of blue jays and the shricks from a soft-
ball game in the street, in which
O’Connor’s ten-year-old adopted son,
Hugh, was playing center ficld. After the
standard pleasantrics, we got down (o
serions conversafion.”

pLAYBOY: Why do you think so muany
Americans have responded 1o Archie
Bunker and what he stands for?
O’CONNOR: Because he's recognizably real.
LEverybody can relate to him in some
way because they know him. Blacks have
cncountered him. So have whites. He's
been their neighbor. He's been in their
families. Most of the fathers you've ever
seen in television comedies are emascu-
lated comicstrip characters that nobody
has ever really touched or talked to.
Theyre larger or smaller than life; it
they're Hawed, theyre sweetly Hawed.
But Archie is different. His llaws—racism
and  bigotry—involve him in the real
world, not the make-belicve. This is a
monumental character in American liter-
ature, not just a stick figure on welevision.
He's got more balls than anyone who pre-
ceded him on the tube, and so does the
idea of the show itscll.

PLAYBOY: Archie has been called a work-
ing-class hero. Do you think that's wue?
O'CONNOR: No, I don’'t. By dehnition,
a hero is a champion of the underdog, a
defender of principles, a man ol nobili-
ty. Archic embraces none of these vir-
tues. In [act, some critics have charged
that we're presenting the wrong kind of
example to the working class. An edito-
rial in the Teamsters Union publication
condemned us lor caricaturing the work
ingman as a potbellied, simple-minded,
beer-swilling racist and bigot.

PLAYBOY: Is Archie an antihero, then:
O’CONNOR: Archie is ncither hero nor
antihero. He's a reactor—one ol that big
group in the middle upon which both
heroes and antiheroes feed. Not that he
represents any particular class. This is
once of the reasons lor his popularity.
There's something ol Archie in all
people and on all levels. 1 know some
very rich people who have never been
Mue collar in their whole lives who are
more like Archie than any workingman
I've ever known.

PLAYBOY: You say he's no hero. Is he at
least basically moral?

O'CONNOR: He thinks he s, But his
morality is mainly centered on sexual
mattcrs.

PLAYBOY: How?

O'CONNOR:  Anything that embarrasses
Archie is immoral. That's why sexual
discussions in the home are forbidden.
And subjects like menopause, impotence,
miscarriage and homosexuality, all of

which we've done shows abour. Archic’s
daughter said to him onc night. "You
can’t even bear the mention of the word
sex,” and Archie replied, “I don't allow
no four-letter words in this house.”
PLAYBOY: What about outside the house:
would he go to an Xerated movic?
O’CONNOR: He did go one night. The
kids dragged him off o see one and he
was very upsct by it. But il he were
down at Kelsey's bar and the boys sug-
gested going to a great stag movie, he'd
go—and cnjoy himself. In one episode,
he told Mike that when he was in the
Army Air Corps in Italy, the boys went
off to a whorchouse and he accompanied
them. He was a single guy indulging
himsell. If he had been married at the
time, he probably still would have done
it. But he nceded the impetus of the
boys" saying “Let’s all go out and get
Laid” before he could go along with it
PLAYBOY: Was he just having some fun
or do you think he was wrying to prove
his manhood with the rest of the guys?
O'CONNOR: A lot of sex is undertaken
to prove something to others or to your-
selt. I suppose some ol it is undertaken
out of purely sexual desire. But 1 sus
pect that some of it—at least among
those of Archie's generation and back-
ground—is undertaken out of guilt.,
PLAYBOY: Iecling as uptight as he does
about it, how is Archie's sex lile with
Edith?

O‘CONNOR: Lxcept for 2 menopausal
interlude she underwent on one of last
year's shows, LEdith seems 10 me rather
content. I suppose if she were sexually
deprived, it would show up in some way
contrary to the happy appearance she
gives. I think they have a fairly active
sexual life, limited only by the diminish-
ing interest and abilitics ol advancing
age. The writers suggest that there's
something wrong with Archic in a sex-
ual way. what with the little jokes they
give to Edith that have reference to his
sexual inertia. But I don't believe that
and I've complained about it. The fun-
ny line has to take precedence, though,
and I cm’t get much suppart to change
these things.

PLAYBOY: Is Archie [aithlul o Edith?
O'CONNOR: If cheating was ever on his
mind, he's lorgotten about it, because the
opportunities just aren’t there for Archie.
He seems to beat a path between work
and home, and his recreation is mostly
in the neighborhood saloons where he
wouldn’t be likely 1o run into ladies who
can be picked up. But even if he did run
into a lady on the make, I don’t think
he'd know what to do with it anymore.
PLAYBOY: Do you [eel that his sexual at-
titudes influence any of his other vicws?
O'CONNOR: Well, Archic regards his son-
in-law—who has no hang-ups about sex.
or not as many as Archie—as a semi-
pervert, and he demonstrates it in every
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wav. Il Mike brought up the subject
of contraceptives or birth control, he'd
be told to get his mind out ol the gurter.
PLAYBOY: Since Archie and Edith have
only one child—probably for economic
reasons—isn't it likely that they practice
birth control themselves?

O'CONNOR: Sure, but birth control also
gives [reedom to ladies to enjoy them-
selves sexually without fear of conse-
quences, so in that sense he feels it's a
bad thing. In the sensc that it prevents
more blacks and Puerto Ricans and in-
digents from being born, birth control is
i good thing, because all those welfare
children will cost him money.

PLAYBOY: What does Archic have against
nonwhites?

O'CONNOR: The [fact that they've differ-
ent from lum, and therelore unequal.
The most admirable black guy in the
world is still just a black guy 1o Archic.
He can never get over that 1o make
genuine contact with the black man or
let the black man make contact with
him. He may have civil conversations
with Lionel Jefterson, his black neigh-
bor's Kid. but they always stop at the
barrier he has within him, implanted
by his parents at a very carly age. It's

not really all his faule. They told him
when he was six or seven that it was

bad business to play with black kids. and
he was told 10 be wary of the Jews and
he was probably told that no Catholics
were to be trusted, cither. Unless expe-
rience teaches him otherwise. he will
carry these misconceptions with him all
his life.

PLAYBOY: Have Archic's racial auitudes
changed in any way since the show
beganz

O'CONNOR: It would take a miracle for
Archie to change his attitudes. Christ
would have to come down personally
and speak to him.

PLAYBOY: Is he religious?

O'CONNOR: Not very. He goes 1o church
only unwillingly. Maybe once year, with
Edith, he goes 10 one of the Prowestant
scrvices, around Easter time or maybe
at Christmas. He fecls very strongly that
God is there, but orgimized religion, de-
riving from a system of belief and wor-
ship. is not only beyond him but very
annoying to him. Ministers are selling a
kind of morality that he doesn’t accept.
They're telling him what he should do
lov his fellow man, and his concept is
that he should do nething for his fellow
man, because there’s no man that's do-
ing anything for him. I he's geuing
along under his own steam., then every-
body else should do the same. He thinks
ministers who preach thae dogma are
raving socialists, as contemptible a lot as
the raving sodialists who make up that
Communist {ront organization known as
the Democratic Pary.

PLAYBOY: How docs Archie feel about
the Republicans?

O'CONNOR: As a conscrvative, he finds

the Republican Party more appealing.
more truly American. He somchow has
the notion that the G. O. P. stands for
direct no-nonsense action, especially
when it comes to forcign affairs. If a
country is at odds with the United
States, he thinks we ought to tell thar
nation how it should behave and to
warn them that they'd better start shap-
ing up or suffer the consequences. For
those reasons. Barry Goldwater is the
kind of Republican Archie likes.
PLAYBOY: How docs he leel about Rich-
ard Nixon?

O'CONNOR: I don’t think he likes Nix-
on all that well, other than because he's
the Conmmnder in Chief. We've had
Archie criticize Nixon on the show once
or twice, implicitly il not directly. He
didu’t approve of the Nixon trip  to
China. for example. And the President’s
53500 floor under incomes was a move
that no New Dealer ever seemed to have
contemplated. and T don’t think Archie
liked that. He docsn’t approve of giving
:lll)' lllUll(‘)’ il\\‘:ly Lo ;ll])"b()lly,

If he were unemploved. of course,
he'd be the hrst to pick up his unem-
ployment chedk. And he's looking for-
ward to his Social Sccurity. But he
thinks that wellare programs are squeez-
ing his bucks. He's wrong: the war is
squeezing  his bucks. but he  doesn’t
know how to -:lisupprm'c of the war.
Archie goes along with the Government
Iine that we must interlere abroad for
our own security. He doesn’t trouble to
analyze it but then how many people
do? We accept what the President tells
country. We're contemptuous
nations that go along with
their dictators: yer in this country, we
go along unquestioningly. The President
sends troops into Cambodia and you
take a poll the next day and find that 70
percent or 80 percent think he did the
right thing.

I feel that the paramount issue in the
world today is the American President’s
|jill\'l:l' to SLart wars. HC Can I)r(‘[‘il)il;llc
a war more quickly than the presidium
i Moscow. 1 don't know anybody in
history—except for Hitler—who could
start a war as easily or unilaterally as an
American President. Except in a war ol
seif-defense, as in World War Two.
where an immediate response  is  re-
quired  without asking anybody any
questions, one man has no right 1o make
that decision for us. War is a matter for
the conscience and the moral judgment
ol the people in the democracy.
PLAYBOY: How would Archie feel about
the view that war is a mater for indi-
atdual conscience and moral judgment?
Specifically, what would he think about
proposals of amnesty for dralt dodgers,
who claim that our Vietnam involve-
ment is immoral?

O'CONNOR: As [ar as Arvchie's concerned.
amnesty would be tantamount o letting

traitors off the hook. All those kids who
ran away are traitors of the worst kind,
Archie wouldn’t let them back in, excepi
to jail them,

PLAYBOY: What

about another vouth-

oricnted  proposal—that  of reducing
penalties for those convicted ol using
lll;ll'l]llq'l“-'l.‘

O'CONNOR: Archiec has heard that the

Kids like marijuana, so it must be bad.
And he's heard that it leads to things like
communal living and sexual hreedom
and abandonment of responsibility and,
hnally, w aime, so it's a national men-
ace, and the Communists may well be
pushing it

PLAYBOY: How do you [eel abour mari-
juana?

O’CONNOR: My experience with it is
slight. T first smoked marijuana 30 years
ago aboard ship when I was in the
merchant marine. One cigarette gave me
the same [ecling that several generous
drinks would give me. In later vears. |
smoked it at a friend’s apartment and
felt the same as I'd [elt before, hut |1
noticed when I was driving home that
my depth perception had been allected
i a starthing way. Objeas that were
close 10 me scemed o be far away.
Needless 1o say, that’s not very helpful
lor driving. It scared me. So 1 don't
think I'd ever uwse it except maybe at
home. with the knowledge that I wasn't
gomg anywhere for the rest ol the eve-
ning. And as soon as it hecomes legal,
I'll keep it in the house for (riends who
might want it, just as I Keep ligquor in
the crbiner.

PLAYBOY: Do you [avor legalizing mari-
juana, then?

O°CONNOR: Oh, yes. I think it ought 1o
be voted on. We have lree use ol alco
hol: marijuana o me should be the
samic. They say it leads o this. it leads
to that. But the illegality of the drug is
probably what makes it lead o a lot of
things. In any event. heavy punishment
[or mere possession should be eliminat
ed immediately.
PLAYBOY: \Vhat are
capital punishmene?
O'CONNOR: Hc's 100 percent in favor
of it, because he thinks it's a deterrem
to crime. Speaking for mysell. 'm con-
vinced that ics no deterrent whansoever
and never has been, In lact, recent Psy-
chological studies indicae that it might
cven be a sumulus: Certain people want
to be punished. so they commit capital
crimes in order 1o get the ulumate
punishment.

PLAYBOY: How does Archice feel abowt the
upsurge ol violent crime in the nation?
O'CONNOR: I don't think he under-
stands  the nature ol arime—whin
drives people 10 arime and what makes
people into criminals. Crime comes [rom
the terrible [rustration ol those at the bot-
tom of society who feel that they're never
going to make it any other way. They

Archic’s views on
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might be caught, shot, thrown into the
pen, but what the hell, the pen’s not
a lot worse than where they've been
living. Archie’s solution to crime would
be more powerful suppression: tougher
cops, tougher prisons, tougher laws.
That'll eliminate the crime, all of which
he says is coming from blacks and
Puerto Ricans.
PLAYBOY: Is he equally righteous about
white-collar crime—such as income-tax
cheating?
O'CONNOR: Archie thinks that certain
Kinds of corruption and thievery aren’t
really wrong. In one show, he upbraided
Edith for leaving her name and address
on an automobile that she damaged.
That kind of dishonesty isn’t corruption
in Archie's book, because he thinks
everybody does it, so by consensus it's
OK. He would expect politicians to steal
a little if they could.
PLAYBOY: In another episode. Archie
found himsell the victim ol Government
surveillance. How does his view ol priva-
¢y invasion compare with vours?
O'CONNOR: At no time did Archie ob-
ject to Government surveillance. He just
doesn’t want it to be direaed against
him. When it was, he chastised his
[riends rather than the Government for
bringing it upon him. As far as Archie’s
concerned. the Government ¢an do no
wrong. As far as I'm concerned, searches
and  scizures are outlawed under the
Counstitution, and the Government is no
more privileged than any citizen.
Speaking pragmatically, | know very
well that our Government and every
government is going to do it, no matter
what restrictions we place upon them. If
information gathered i an illegal way
can't be introduced in court. that's the
best we can do. A lot depends on who
the Attorney General is. The guy who's
the head of the Federal police will have
his own policies and he’ll bend the
regulations to suit himsell while he's in
control. Ramsey Clark went one way:
John Mitchell went another.
PLAYBOY: What did you think of Mitch-
ell's record as Attorney General?
O'CONNOR: The greatest crvor  that
marred his ume in othce was the Gov-
crnment’s prosecution of the Chicago
Seven. 1 understand that many lawyers
in the Department ol Justice strongly
advised  against prosecuting that  case,
indicating that it would never hold up.
But the Federal attorney in Chicago
went ahead, anvhow, 1 think there were
two reasons the Government won the
case and got convictions against those
kids. One was Judge Hollman, who from
all reports shouldn't be sitting on the
beneh: the other was William Kunstler,
who from all reports shouldn't be prac-
ticing law. Between those two, the case
became a shambles and the Government
won.
PLAYBOY: There are those who contend
that the Government was equally unwise

in deciding to prosecute Angela Davis.
Do you agree?

O’CONNOR: Therc again, 1 thought from
the very beginning that they had abso-
lutely no case and that a serious judge
and jury would release that girl. It was
ridiculous to charge her with conspiracy,
and even more ridiculous that she was
jailed without bond for over a year. The
Government should pass legislation to
compensate not only Angela Davis for
the time and anguish she has endured
behind bars but also the thousands ol
others who are held and then found
mnnocent.

PLAYBOY: How would Archic feel about
that?

O'CONNOR: Hc'd probably think the jury
was rigged and ought to have joined
Angela in her cell.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any problem play-
ing a character whose views are so an-
tithetical to your own?

O'CONNOR: I don’t have to share the
leelings of my characters to play them. I
don’t have to have known anguish in
order to play a death scene on the stage.
1 wouldn’t have 1o delve into mysell o
play Macdulf’s grief at the news of the
murder of his children. I'm a kind ol
reporter of Archie’'s emotions. And I do
a damn good job of reporting,

PLAYBOY: DBut you seem to have a great
deal of aflection for him.

O’CONNOR: 1 have a great deal ol sym-
pathy for him. As James Baldwin wrote,
the white man here is trapped by his
own history, a history that he himself
cannot comprehend, and therelore what
can I do but love him? As I said belore,
Archie is not altogether to blame for his
weaknesses.

PLAYBOY: Wouldnt you say that one of
those weaknesses is the lack ol a sense of
humor about himsell?

O'CONNOR: Yes, I certainly would, Come
to think of it, I don’t believe we've done
i show in which Archie has a real laugh
about anything. least of all himsclf. He
sneers. He harrumphs. But he has never
crupted in honest gales of laughter.
PLAYBOY: \Why not?

O’CONNOR: Because he's rendered him-
self incapable of . Things just ain’t
funny to people like him. And that's sad.
He's unhappy because he feels threat-
ened and thwarted. The world is rush-
ing past him into a future than he am't
even see. and as it rushes by, it ignores
him. That drives him wild. There are
millions like him. He's a working suft
who doesn’t make much money and hinds
himself terribly pinched. The world not
only reluses to act as Archice wishes it to;
it seems to be jeering at him.

PLAYBOY: Archic may leel he's too much
ol a little guy to be heard. But you're a
celebrity and what you say makes news.
Why is it that you haven’t spoken out
against what you think is wrong with
society?

O'CONNOR: 1 haven’t spoken out, or

joined organizations concerned  with
things like eliminating pollution or
cleaning up the ghettos, simply because
I haven't got the time. Sure, I think
helping save the nation from pollution
is a hell of a lot more important than
appearing on a night-club stage or mak-
ing record albums. But sometimes you
must do things that don’t appear to be
of much value to anybody else. I have to
do whatever jobs I've contracted to do
as a performer.

PLAYBOY: Sdill, don’t you feel guilty
about not finding time for some kind of
publicservice work?

O'CONNOR: Sure. I feel guilty. 1T worry
about it. But, like most guilts, it's pal-
liated by pleasures. Let me give you an
example. During my most recent appear-
ance in Las Vegas, while shooting craps,
I lost a couple of Gs. When my wife saw
the markers 1 had signed on our hotel
bill, she said to me in a very patronizing
manner: “Think of the unfortunate
children you could have put through
school with that money.” And she was
right. I felt guilty. Going to church the
next day, 1 gave an extra-large donation.
PLAYBOY: If you have time to gamble,
why can’t you find the time for more
constructive activities?

O'CONNOR: Christ, don’t you think I'm
entitled to a little entertainment—even
if it costs me a couple of grand: You
have no idea how ['ve overcommited
myself professionally in the past year, I
guess that's my big cgo trip—urying 10
cover all of this new territory, doing
night clubs, recordings. television spe-
cials, my own show, promoting written
material of mine that’s been  lying
around for years and that people are
suddenly showing an interest in. Instead
of going at these opportunitics conscrva-
tively, I've rushed at them like a duld
who's always had things doled out to
him in small amounts and suddenly
finds the gate open and a pile ol goodies
in front of him. I should be mature
enough at the age of 48 to know that |
can’t encompass it all. That kind of
avaricious attitude is more appropriate to
the character of Archie than o my own.
PLAYBOY: On whom have vou based las
character, if not on yourself?

O’CONNOR: I'm using as my model it com-
posite of people like Archie that I've
known or met. I've taken his physical
movements from a couple ol acquaint
ances—his cocky swagger amound the
house, the way he smokes and handles a
cigar. If I'm imitating anybody’s speech
pattern, it's that of a New York Suae
supreme-court judge who once said in
my hearing that he used 10 enjoy a
certain restaurant out in Queens  but
that he hadn’t gone there in recent years
because it had become “a regulah rende-
vooze fa bums.” He talked exactly like
Archie. His accent was puwe Canarsic.
And this was a man who had been o
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law school. Il you were to put that
judge in Archic’s job and put Archie on
the judge's bench, you wouldn't be
aware of the switch.

So in the speech and in certain physi-
cal chavacteristics. I haven't called upon
the workingman at all. Archie’s bigotry
also cuts across all classes. I've heard
some of the most privileged people say-
ing the same dumb things about race
and religion and philosophy that Archie
says all the time. The only difference is
that they don’t mispronounce the words.
PLAYBOY: How do blacks in the audience
react to Archie’s racism?

O’CONNOR: Usually in a positive man-
ner. One black letter writer told me the
reason he liked the show was that for
the first time he felt that the racist was
being portrayed plainly for everyone to
see. He said he could sit back and look
at this racist and say, what the hell have
I got to be afraid of? This guy is more
Irightened, more threatened than I am.
PLAYBOY: The June 1972 issuc of Ebony
contended that such an attitude is lull-
ing blacks into a lalse sense of security.
Do you think that may be true?
O’‘CONNOR: 'Thewr rument  is highly
theoretical. They don’t bring forth any
blacks whe give evidence of being lulled
into a [alse sense of security, If they
could somchow show me and Norman
Lear that blacks are being misled by our
program, that they're lying down and
beginning to accept stereotyping all over
again, we'd quit.

PLAYBOY: You once said vou'd never met
a black person who didn't like the show.
Would you still say that?

O'CONNOR: No, 1 wouldn't. I've since
learned that Bill Cosby doesn’t like our
show, from what I hear of statements
he's made on various talk shows, And
I've found out that Whitney Young 100k
a dim view of it. Maybe there are more
black people than 1 think who don't
like the show. But any black who's ever
come to me in person, and there have
heen scores of them, has always had only
the best to say.

PLAYBOY: Again according to Ebony, the
show’s use of racial epithets such as
“coon” and “jungle bunny” has caused
several ugly incidents and a great deal
of tension at a once-placid integrated
New York high school. Does that con-
cern you?

OCONNOR: Well. some people see ten-
sion where others don’t. I remember I
wias having dinner in Rome and I ran
into the American writer Max Lerner. It
was at a time when an Ialian llier who
was flving & merey cargo into the Congo
had been butchered. Lerner said to me
that he felt wension all over Rome that
night. I felt nothing. 1 said, “Where do
you find it?" He siid, “I [eel it in the
prople. everywhere I go.” To me, Rome
scemed to be Rome as always. At various
times during 1955, 1956 and 1957, 1

taught in public schools in New York.
According to the papers, the school in
which I taught was a hotbed of juvenile
crime; the tension was at a high pitch
day in and day out. I didn’t feel that.
We had juvenile problems, bur every
school has them. I guess the answer to
this is il you're looking for tension,
vou're sure to hind it.

PLAYBOY: Dr. Alvin F. Poussaint. a black
psvchiatrist at Harvard, feels that Al in
the Family is deplorable “not only in
terms ol low it might be influencing
white attitudes but also because it does
have many blacks laughing at the kind
of bigotry and racism Archie expresses.”
How would you answer thar?

O°CONNOR: Well, he must feel personally
in danger. Evidently, the black people
who have come to me don't feel the sine
danger as Dr. Poussaing.

PLAYBOY: Just what is the extent ol vour
contact with blacks?

O'CONNOR: | meet them in stores. on
the street. One time, a black guy rigging
a telephone line called to me from 30
feet in the air. He said, “Hey, Archie,
right on, baby.” That's kinda going out
ol your way, isn't it? The working people
I run across endorse the show. So do
a number of blacks in the medical, den-
tal and legal professions that 've known
lor 20 10 25 vears on a very close basis.
Maybe they're kidding me. their old pal,
but I don’t think they would. One of
them has been my attornev for a long
time. and I don’t think he'd lie. He's a
aiminal lawyer who comes across people
on every level. and he twells me all the
blacks he knows love the show.

PLAYBOY: Why?

O'CONNOR: Because the olay is being
portrayed vuthlully lor the fust time on
any screen, large or small, and  blacks
react Lavorubly to the muth of the por-
trayal. They are also seeing this man in
his true condition, which is the condi-
tion ol a loser. Archic’s a loser because
of his basic ervors in judgment—his rac-
ism and his bigotry. These things are
poisoning his lile. He is in his own wayv
oppressing the black man, but the black
man sees in Archie the gradual loss of
power of the man who has oppressed
him: Archie is almost in the last stage of
powerlessness. That [act emerged very
clearly during the show in which his
insurance is canceled. He's living in a
high-risk area, on the fringe of a black
neighborhood, and he can’t do a damn
thing about it.

In the same show, we showed Archie
trying to deal with the problem of which
ol three subordinates to five. There are
too many black guys and oo many
white guys working at his factory, and
only one Puerto Rican. So he fires the
Puerto Rican and  there's no  static.
Ironically, he did this at the same time
his insurance was being canceled; so
he was discriminating unlairly at the
same time he was being discriminited

against unfairly. His powerlessness is
shown in the circumstances that forced
him to make the decision he made. On
the job. white power and black power
dictated that the Puerto Rican be the
victim. Archie couldn't make an inde-
pendent decision. even though the white
worker he spared was useless to him.
Someone who can’t make an independ-
ent decision is a powerless guy.

PLAYBOY: According 1o a New York
Times article by Lawa Z. Fobson—the
author of Genlleman’s Agreement, a
novel dealing with prejudice—Archic’s
far from powerless. In fact, she thinks his
power to make people look at bigotry
lightheartedly is insidious in that it triv-
ializes racism, making it seem less dan-
eerous and detestable than it actually is.
O'CONNOR: 1 thought her article was
nonsensical. The pivotal point of her
argument was  that we ought to use
worse cpithets than we do on the show
and thus prevent the character of Archie
from being in any way lovable. What
we've done, and what 've done, 1s make
Archie not the head of a lynch mob but
a human being who is also a bigor. He
has love in his heart for his wile, for his
daughter, even for the son-in-law he’s
fighting with all the time. He has human
concerns, [ears, weaknesses, moments ol
affection that make him a total person.
Laura Hobson didn’t want us to do that.
She wanted us to make him a one-
dimensional lower-class monster,
PLAYBOY: How do you account lor the
fact that the Times readership support-
ed her view by nearly four to one?
O'CONNOR:  Well, let's say the letter
writers supported her four to one. 1
think there were a lot of people who
didn’t write. Negative letters are always
more numerous than  positive  letters,
And, in this case, a lot of them were
written by Jews ol the old school, the
kind who [feel that the only way 1o
ameliorate anti-Semitism or any other
kind ol racism is to smother it in silence.
PLAYBOY: Do you receive a lot of hate
mail?

O'CONNOR: Probably ne more than any-
body clse. The really obnoxious hate
mail is exemplified by lewers that Sally
Siruthers, who plays my daughter, re-
ceived aflter a show in which she’d
thrown her arms around the black kid,
Mike Evans—who plays Lioncl—in a
burst of enthusiasm. One guy wrote in
and said. “It was nice 10 see you two
niggers hugging on television.” Another
guy wrote, “"Don’t think you're pulling
any wool over anybody’s eyes. We know
All in the Family is a very insidious,
pro-Communist show.”

But most of the mail T get is reason-
ably literate. And 95 percent of it is
from people who [eel the show has done
something 10 or for them. One 17-year-
old kid wrote and said our show had
kept his lamily Irom permanently break-
ing apart. He hadn't alked to his lather
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in a year, except when his mother forced
him to say good morning and good
evening. One night he was coming
through the living room while his Tather
was watching the show and his [ather
said. “Hey, sit down and watch this.”
Suddenly they were both laughing to-
gether and when the show was over, they
began 1o discuss it. The kid said, “Hey,
we're talking again.” A woman wrote in
to say that her husband was getting off
some bursts of racism at the table one
night and  her ll-year-old  daughier,
when he paused in the one-way conver-
sation, interjected: “Have you finished,
Archiez” A lot of people write that we're
mitking them understand their own fecl-
ings and their own prejudices.

PLAYBOY: Do vou [eel that's what vou're
accomplishing?

O'CONNOR: Absolutely. If there were
any doubt in my mind, I wouldnt do
the show. If T felt for one moment that
this show was doing any harm, I'd drop
it like a hot coal. I can make a goddamn
zood living without Al in the Family.
PLAYBOY: Did you anticipate the amoum
ol controversy the show would generate
when you agreed 1o do it?

OCONNOR: To a certain extent, I did.
I was living in Rome at the time; 1 had
an apartment there, which I kept at a
high rent lor lour months alter 1 re-
turned o the United States, so sure was
I that the American public would ex-
plode in indignation about this show
and force CBS 10 take it off the air. In
my contvact, I insisted on round-trip air
transportation from Rome for mysell and
my family. I just didn’'t think the Ameri-
can people could stand to listen to a
chiracier who talked about coons and
Hebes and spicks, even though the pub-
lic knows dimn well that most people
utlk this way in their homes. 1 thought
they wouldn't want to be reminded of
it, or that the guilt feelings they would
teel from this would surface and inspire
a protest. I would have bet you any
money. I was so sure that we were going
te fail. Furthermore, the show was al-
ready a twotime loser, ABC had paid
for two previous pilots and buried both
of them. Then—wham—we went to
number one on CBS and we've been
there almost ever since.

PLAYBOY: And with that success, you've
spawned a number of spin-offs—nota-
bly Sanford and Son and Maude. also
produced by Lear and Yorkin, plus a
hall-dozen  other, newly controversial
shows. What do you think of them?
OCONNOR: First of all, I haven't seen
any of them. I'm familiar with Maude,
ol course, because that setup got its start
from one of our episodes. But in general,
I'm contempuuous of the phenomenon.
Hollywood's contingent of plagiarists has
dipped into our store of goods to pluck
out a litde bit here and there. I'd be
surpriscd il they hadn’t. This “creative”

town was started by buttonhole makers,
penny-arcade owners and thieves of zip-
per patents. That mentality still exists.
I react to those who lift ideas from our
show the same way I react to the dis-
honesty of humankind that has always
existed. It pisses me off, but there’s
nothing I can do about it.

PLAYBOY: Isn't it really a case of imita-
tion's being the sincerest form ol flattery
—a kind ol backhanded rribute 1o your
success?

O'CONNOR: Well. | suppose so—but it still
pisses me oll.

PLAYBOY: Were you surprised, afier a
dozen years as a character actor in the
movies, to ind yoursell a star?
O'CONNOR: Fuankly, yes. It was just a
thing that scemed unattainable. 1 was
Guite content being one ol the highest-
paid supporting actors in the business
and  being well respected in it Of
course, I had other aspirations. I wanted
to write plays, movies, perhaps a novel,
and poetry or song lyrics. I always [elt
that as a successful supporting actor, 1
could make a very good living and find
the time somehow to do these other
things. I wasn’t looking for stardom at all.
PLAYBOY: Are you glad you lound it—or
do vou Ifeel overextended or disoriented?
O'CONNOR: I feel just fine about it. In
recent years, I've had billing equal to the
star ol any picture I made: but producers
could have made those pictures without
me. Now there are people who, if I'll
do the picture, can raise the money to
finance it on my name alone. Now they
want me not just for work but because 1
can create other work. What a wemen-
dous thing lor the ego. The greatest sais-
[action to an actor is to be needed. If
you're a vacuum-cleaner salesman, vou
don’t have to become too personally
involved with the product you repre-
sent. Il people aren’t buying it, you start
scelling another one, But an actor isn’t
selling somebody else’s product; he's sell-
ing himscll. When you're not geuing
work, it’s a serious personal reproach.
But theve's nothing like the satislaction
you feel when they're buying wha
you've got to sell—and paying a great
deal for it. To be offered a quarter of a
million dollars up front 1o do a picture,
with a Lwge percentage of the world
gross. is incredible to me.

PLAYBOY: It has become [ishiomnable
among the wealthy—even in Hollywood
—not to flaunt their aflluence quite as
conspicuously as they used 1o, or at least
to feel guilty about it. How do you feel
about having all that money?
O‘CONNOR: Many years ago. I told Fa-
ther Powers, who is a friend of mine in
Rome, “Father, I've fought the fight
against materialism for years, but I'm
afraid T've lost it.” There's no sense in
pretending that I don’t enjoy the Juxu-
ries. Thoreau said, “Simplicity, simplicity,
simplicity!” He was talking about getting

away [rom the acquisition and owner-
ship of things that clutter up your life,
Iest your soul be no longer open to the
spiritual things the world has to offer.
But I find no difliculty at all in experi-
encing soul stimulation and at the same
time owning a Maserati, which 1 did
until a few months ago.
PLAYBOY: What docs owning a Maserati
do for the soul?
O'CONNOR: There’s something uplilting
about owning the bestlooking, best-
perlorming car of its type in the world,
about the way it runs cflortlessly up
through the gears to 140 miles an hour,
PLAYEOY: Did you olten drive it that [ast?
OCONNOR: 1 never had the guts 1o
take it any faster than 120, but I drove
it over 100 as olten as 1 could. 1 had
to test whether this high-priced, high-
powered machine was all men said it was.
And it always was. I got the same exhila-
ration owt of renewing that knowledge
every time I did it
PLAYBOY: Apart from acquiring a Mlase-
rati, has stardom brought any changes in
your life style?
O'CONNOR: Well, it's cost me a lot—
and not just in money. The highest
price you have to pay for becoming a
celebrny is that you become a [ugitive.
Because every place I go I'm recognized,
I now consciously find mysell avoiding
looking av people, which is a loss. I can’y
move without being stopped by people
lor autographs or conversation. Even at
the bewer restaurants, people come up
to my table and just stare at me while
I'm eating my scaloppine. And I can't
go to a ball game, or any other kind ol
sporung event, or I'll be forced o sign
autographs lor everybody in my section
ol the sands. I ceven ger stopped at
supermarket check-out counters. People
tuke snapshots of me in the suect. One
guy lollowed me down Westwood Boule-
vard the other night, taking pictures with
a movie camera. And sunglasses don't
help: they recognize me in the biggest
pair of shades you ever saw. At the be-
ginning, that kind ol adulation was a
novelty. It's still enjoyable, but it can ger
to be a pain in the ass. Being the ob-
saved all the time is unseuling. 1 can
almost leel eyes on the back ol my neck.
PLAYBOY: Do those who approach you in
public greet you as Carroll O'Counor or
as Arclue Bunker?
O'CONNOR: More than hall the utme,
they call me Archie—kind of in fun, you
know—but an awlul lot of strangers call
me Mr. O'Comnor. I don't think most
people mix me up with the character. A
couple of actors did, though. They never
knew me belore, and they thought 1 had
aictly like Archie. I look differ-
ent olfcamera, and I certainly sound
different offcamera, but it was inconceiv-
able 10 them that I was just playing a
role. I had 1o be that guy. The public
never had any problem with it
PLAYEOY: You don’t think there’s any




danger that you'll be stereotyped and
stuck with Archie the way Sean Connery
has been with James Bond?

O'CONNOR: | don’t think so. I've had a
number of movie scripts submited o
me that have nothing o do with Archie.
I've completed a TV musical special
that has nothing 10 do with Archic.
There's also a  dramatic  special T'm
going to do Liter in the vear, entatively
titled 1ty o Man's llm!n\' - Is 1?2, in
which I'll do three one-act pldy.-.. one of
them my own, that have nothing 10 do
with the Archie character,

PLAYBOY: Do you and Archie have any-
thing in common as lar as lifc styles are
concerned?

O'CONNOR: Not much. Archie and I
both like bheer, bhut he has his own
concept ol the finer things. Occsionally,
he'll have a sulf shor of rye or bourbon,
but he has no waste for other hooze, let
alone the kind of wines I drink. For rec-
reation, 1 like 1o read and wavel: Archie’s
idea of a pafea evening wou'd be 1o
take in a night game at Shea Stadium—
or just sit at home watching pro football
on television.

pLaYBoY: Would he watch All in the
Family?

O'CONNOR: 1 think so. Miybe he'd get
some laughs out of it. But he might
recognize himself on the screen and re-
sent the reflection.

PLAYBOY: What are his tastes in food?
O'CONNOR: Archic is a lover of good,
solid, well-cooked Americn dishes: steak,
chops. stews. Il you took him into a
Freneh restanrant, though. and surprised
him with some of the French veal dishes
or the marvelous way they do potatoes
and other vegetables, 1 think he'd love it
But he's never been exposed 1o it He
has to ger by with the Twinkies Edith
puts in his lunch box. IT it were possible
—and we'll have o fantasize about this
for a moment—I'd like 1o take Archie to
an osteria up in the lalian Apennines,
a country inn sinuted in a litle town
north of Parma where | once spent some
time, where everything the owners served
was atbsolutely fresh, where they hand-cut
the pasta and pressed their own red wine,
hung their own sausage in a subterrancan
room, and the herbs w avor the ragout
were all available in the garden.

We would start the meal with an anti-
pasto ol sakami, iresh olives Irom the
countryside, [resh onions cawen raw, with
white wine to wash it all down. Then
we would have a dish of spaghetti alla
carbonara—that’s with e¢gg and Dbacon
and cheese mixed up in the pasta. An
unmentionable number ol calories.
Next there would be veal chops. Now,
thit sounds like very plain cooking, but
as the Ialians do it in the country with
those ancient recipes, veal chops can be
unbelievably beautiful. The vegetables
would be [resh zucchini or melanzane,
which we call eggplant. cooked alla sicil-
tna, with cheese and tomato. Also a
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serving of fagiolini—large cold string
beans in a vinegar-and-oil dressing. All
this would be served with homemade
chianti. At the end, there would be some
pungent cheese and then pears stewed in
sugary syrup with a mixwure of other
fruit and doused with maraschino bran-
dy. We'd also have zuppa inglese, an
Italian variety of English trifle—a soft,
creamy sort of thing. And, hnally, all
the espresso and brandy we could drink.
A meal of this kind once took my wife
and me [rom one o'clock umil after five
1o consume. And then we went to a
[armhouse belonging to my host and
napped until nine o'clock that night.
Non credo que cabbiamo mangiato
tutla la questa cosa! "1 can’t believe 1
ate the whole thing!” You'll have to
forgive me lor all thar; I got carried
away. It must be getting close to dinner-
time. Anyhow, I think Archie would
love that kind of meal—although he
might leave Edith alter eating it
PLAYBOY: You and your wile have stayed
together for 21 yems. Why has your
manriage worked while so many other
show-business unions fail?
O'CONNOR: We need each other. When
people who are married stop needing
cach other, they begin to discover mu-
tual lanlts and then find reasons they
shouldn’t be living together.
PLAYBOY: What do you nced from each
other?
O'‘CONNOR: What I need lrom my wife,
and 1 suppose the same goes lor her, is
human closeness and warmth, her coun-
sel. her criticism. her spiritual support
for what I do artistically. She’s the check
and balance on me that every human
being needs. She provides the physical
love and spiritual love that we all need.
I hope she derives the same from me.
PLAYBOY: Why do you think the divorce
rate—in and out of Hollywood—is so
high?
O‘CONNOR: 1 don't know. I can only
think of friends that have been marvied
for a number of years and then split up.
The fella usually says, “What do I need
this broad for anymore? She's nothing
but headaches.” Maybe she's giving him
physical love, but he isn’t geiting any
spiritual satislaction. Or vice versia. So
he begins to balance the debits against
the credits and says, "What do I need
her for?” And she does the same. My
wife and 1 olten find each other want-
ing. but you see, the need is always
there between the two of us. 1 guess
we were just a lucky combination. We
shared the same interests, the same
lriends [rom the beginning. We were
both very much interested in not only
the theater but the whole prolession of
entertainment. And we always had a lot
to talk about. These are very important
things—a similarity of interests, a simi-
larity of artistic and professional drives,
a sharing of [riendships The whole so-

cial and professional enclave was the
same for her as it was [or me.

PLAYBOY: In the course of your relation-
ship, have you developed any rules of
behavior for yourself o keep things run-
ning smoothly?

O'CONNOR: Only one: 1 try to control
my temper. I succeed now more than I
did years ago. My advice to anybody is
to try to get control early on. It's like a
hole in a dike, that temper thing. Il you
don’t patch it up when it happens, it
gets bigger and bigger and all kinds ol
other troubles come flooding in. So you
have to sufle yourself.

PLAYBOY: Can you recall an occasion
when you couldn’t control your temper?
O'CONNOR: Yes, I can. But it didn't
have anything to do with my wife. It
wits prompted by the way my Gueer was
going back in 1954 and 1955, alier we
returned from Ireland, when I couldn’c
understand why people wouldn't give
me any work. | would tell producers
what I had done; they knew the men
I'd worked lor. They knew all the people
~—like James Mason and Geraldine Fiz-
gerald—who had come from the Gate
Theater in Dublin. It was a good creden-
tial 1o have. But in spite ol that, I wasn't
getting any work. 1 couldn’t even get
arrested, I wasn’t depressed, though; 1
was sore as hell. I felt that everybody
I met was stupid, a bunch of ignoramuses.
How dare they not hire me!

While I was looking lor work, we
were existing only on what Nancy made
as a teacher; her take-home pay was
about 5325 a momh. So with me at
the rather advanced age ol 30 and mai-
ried threc years, my wile and I were
obliged 10 live with my mother m Forest
Hills—in the house where I grew up.
That didn't do much lor my cgo. 1
couldn’t even support the two ol us.
Besides that, my mother had one kind of
lile and we had another. We wanted
priviacy and our own place. In order to
do that, I huad o do something to bring
in some extra loot. Finally, I went over
to the board ol education in Brooklyn
and ook the first exam that came up—
which was for an English 1eacher,
though history had been my major in
college. 1 passed the English exam and
got a substituwte-teacher’s license  and
then I started to make about 5325 a
month, too. So alter a while, we had
plenty of money and we got our own
apartment, in Rockaway, Queens—not
far [rom the neighborhood where the
Bunkers live. We had a new car and
nice furnishings. We lived very well.
PLAYBOY: Did you like teaching?
O'CONNOR: Well, it was a challenge. I
taught first at a junior high school on
the West Side of Manhattan, then at
Textile High on 17th Street, and hinally
at the High School ol Performing Arts,
all as a substitute teacher. Textile was
kind of a tough school, though I never

ran into a Blackboard Jungle situation,
I had a class of 45 boys from the ages of
14 10 19 who were the most troublesome
in all the other dasses at the school.
The administration’s remedy was to take
these misfis out of the other classes and
put them all into one hellhole of a class.
And to whom did they give that assign-
ment? To the most inexperienced weacher
in the whole goddamn school—Carroll
O'Connor, who had been kidded about
his girl's name since he was ten.

My task was mainly o keep them in
line, bearuse they'd been given up on as
far as learning was concerned. At first,
the kids all thought I was a cop who
had been planted in the school to inves-
tigate drug pushing. They questioned
me about it all the time, but T would
never admit that I was or T wasn't. 1
must tell you frankly, I comrolled my
class by intimidating them and getting
physical in one or two instances. The
very first day, I found one of the boys,
who was a senior, sitting in my chair
with his [eet on the desk. I later learned
that this class had, in the previous rerm.
set a whole row ol desks on fire and
cjected the weacher, keeping the doors
locked against the prindpal and the
assistant principal, who were trying to
get in to put om the fire. This boy,
who was now sitting at my desk, had
finally let everybody in to put the fire
out with extinguishers. He was an Ital-
ian kid. There was some competition
between him and a black kid as o who
was the real boss of the class.

Anyway, when 1 came into the room,
the classroom was utter pandemonium.
A game of tag was going on—using only
the 1ops of the desks, not the floor—and
the object was to avoid being tagged.
There was another game going on that
involved throwing blackboard erasers at
one another: il vou were hit, you were
out. Chalk was being fired around.
Cards were being played. The most re-
spectable students were playing  black-
jack: they were the quict ones. And the
Ialian kid was in my chair with his feet
up on my desk. I got auwention by
slaimming the door behind me  with
such force that 1 was alraid P'd break all
the glass in it. I didn’t say anything,
because I just had a feeling that words
wouldn’t do at the moment.

They all stopped and everyihing got
quict as they looked me over. My first
move wis to walk over to the desk, half
kick and half push the boss kid out of
the chair. I got him in the ass. The
chair went over and he went over, land-
ing on the lloor. As he started to get up.
mad, I grabbed hold of him and told
him I was going to punch his teeth
down his throat. He said, “Don’t!”
“OK,” I said, "then get into this seat
here,” He sat down. I looked up and
told the rest ol them, with a balelul
glare that Archie would have been
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proud of, “All a yah, siddown!” And
it worked. I've kept a variation of that
look in my repertoire, playing it for hu-
mor rather than for menace. I use it, in
fact, in the night-club act I do four weeks
of the year in Reno and Vegas.

PLAYBOY: What kind ol act do you do?
O'CONNOR: Well. I start with a mono-
log as Archie. and then [ sing some songs
of the Thirties from my hArst album,
Remembering You. That's ity no frills
like tap dancing or chorus girvls. It's sort
ol a cross between live theater and alter-
dinner speaking.

PLAYBOY: What are some ol the high-
lights of your Archie segment?
O'CONNOR: | do about 25 minutes com-
plaining about the state of the world,
using my [amiliar Archie dialect. For my
night-club debut in Tahoe, I did some
stuft that was topical then. Like: “George
Wallace is a man to be reckoned wit'. Did
you hear he come out de udda day for
busin® da black peopler Il the Federal
Government buys the buses and builds a
bridge [rom Alabama to West Alrica.”
I also talked abowt Nixon in China:
“One a da reasons Nixon wanted diplo-
muatic relations ovah dere was so he could
send ovah a lowa people that would do
da country a lotta good Lar away.” I also
had jokes about Howard Hughes, Sam
Yorty, Hubert Humphrey and the pill:
“I don’t mean no headache pills. The
kinda headiche you take this pill for,
vou get in a motel.”

PLAYBOY: Wit was the criticil reaction
to your night-club debut?

O'CONNOR: With 2 [ew excepuons, it
was a smash. And according to the pit
bosses. the high rollers came in 10 see
my show; the waiters got much bigger
tips than usual. A couple of reviewers,
however, did have the effrontery 1o say
that my singing was “slightly ofl-key” or
that I sounded like [ was singing in the
shower.

PLAYBOY: Have vou used mostly ethnic
jokes in your ace?

O'CONNOR: No, and calcultedly so. We
have Archie making cthmc slurs on
the television show, but the barbs are
always answered by members of the fam-
ily, usually by the son-in-law. In my
night-club act, there’s nobody there o
retaliate, so I don't do that. Most of the
humor ol Al in the Family hinges on
Archie geuing a lot ol static. Sometimes
when the writers give him racial remarks
to say, they haven't given somebody else
an answer, so we ad-lib one. Once or
twice it's happened that there was just
no way to get an answer into the seript,
so we've eliminated the barb.

PLAYBOY: That's a form of sell-censorship.
Have you had any censorship imposed
on you by the network or the sponsors:
O'CONNOR: It's a curious thing. When
it comes 1o our show, CBS really lays ofl.
[ think it's beciuse Norman Lear has
been very foreceful in his arguments. On
the opening show, he wisely ook a

strong stand. He told the CBS Dbrass,
“On this Orst show, we're saving the
worst we probably will ever say. If we
get it over with now, we'll have a much
casier time.” There were several con-
tested lines, bur they let us use just
about any racial epithet you can think
of. I referred to coons, Hebes, spicks,
Polacks. We even had micks in there
someplace. We somehow got it all said.
We also got some sexy stull over.
PLAYBOY: What was the contested mate-
rialz

O’CONNOR: One of the things CBS ques-
tioned was when LEdith and I came
home I[rom church and we obviously
interrupted the kids balling  upstairs.
There was some kind of suggestion that
we modily that business and Norman
siid, “No, that’s what they were doing
and it’s oo vital a part of the plot, and
furthermore, we're going o be geuing
into a lot of this stull as the series goes
on, and we might as well get the audi-
ence used 1o it CRBS backed down.
PLAYBOY: Didu't it scem absurd to you
that the newwork would question the
mere implication that a young married
couple was making love off camera?
O'CONNOR: Indeed it did. Balling is one
ol the best things we do in lile, but
—let’s tace it—1V is sull nied 1o a moral
taboo about it. 1 really dhink all of us
in the industry lag behind the public.
We're afrvaid the public will object; and
most ol the time they don't object at all.
They keep fooling us.

PLAYBOY: Have there been any conllicts
among those involved in the show about
what sort of material should be used:
O'CONNOR: Yes, we've had aeative dil-
ferences that have been hard o resolve
and we've had friction on the show over
my rejection ol a lot ol material. Good
writing is very hard to come by, especial-
ly for television. The medium uses writ-
ing voraciously, like a Dblast [urnace
would burn up sawdust. Nobody cn
keep up with its demands. The most
ordinary kind ol mindless situation com-
edy finds itsell short of acceptable ma-
terial, so imagine the situation with the
kind of show we became, lilted as we are
into the realm of satire—a commodiry
virtually unknown in the American thea-
ter and utterly unknown on American
elevision.

Now, there are many actors who re-
gard the written word with a great deal
ol reverence simply because it's part of a
script by the time they see it. Theyre
more than willing o do whatever is
given to them. I guess I'm perverse. 1
regard everything written that's handed
to me with the wmost suspicion. The
Lirst thing I see is a script's [aults: the
last thing I'm ready to see is its merits.

Well, certain ol our story lines I've
felt weren't real, and I've said so. As
everybody connected  with  the  show
knows, a week never passes that I don't

change all sorts of things—and occasion-
ally that causes problems. And one day
we had a disagreement that suddenly
#ot way out ol proportion. This was a
show in which the black kid, Lionel, his
mother and his uncle came to our house
on Christmas Day to pass the usual
pleasantries.  Lionel noticed  that  his
mother was standing under the mistletoe
and said 1o her. “"Look out. Momma, Mr.
Bunker is a devil with anybody standing
under that mistletoe.” She was then sup-
poscd to look at me and smile expea-
antly. I was o look at her in mixed
bewilderment and  horror, and walk
away.

I didin't think this business rang true,
Lionel is a very hip, smart kid who
knows Archie very well. He would never
put his mother in a position where
Archie might insult her. So we began ar-
guing that thing back and forth and
agreed that we'd think about it again. 1
called Norman on a Sunday and went
over to his home and wold him I [el
very strongly about this, that I'd been
thinking about it for two days and con-
cluded that 1 was absolutely righe. I said
we ought to change it or cut it. Norman
asked lor suggestions. Perhaps il Mirs.
Jetterson herself would instigate a joke
that might wn against her, I said, it
might somehow take the curse off. So we
made the change. Monday morning we
cume in for rehearsal and I fele a resist-
ance in everybody 1o go along with the
change. I began geuing so many argu-
ments that T finally said. *This must be
cut or | guess we won't have a show.” It
was cut. but that wasn't the end. That
night. when we were having a note ses-
sion, Norman brought the whole thing up
again. suggesting that we ought 1o con
sider going back 1o the original.

I don’t think he realized how seriously
I was taking the whole thing. At hrse |
wits  objecting  to something T just
thought was wrong. 1 had objeaed to
many things like this before and we'd
made some adjustment. Sometimes the
divector,  John Rich, would argue me
out ol it; other times we would reach a
compromise; other times a thing I didn’t
like was cut. But here was a sincuion
that for some surange reason was getting
beyond my objecting to a minor bit ol
business. My e¢go had become involved.

Suddenly, my resentment  exploded.
and 1 thought: “I'm the star ol the
number-one show on TV. I carry 75
percent of every episode. IF I were some-
body like Jackie Gleason, they'd all be
ordered out on the street.” | couldn’t
imagine how anybody would set up this
kind ol argument with a big star like
Jackie or Lucy. Why were they persist
ing in this thing when they knew Can-
roll O'Connor didn't want it? I called
my agent that night and said, “Be pre-
pared to get me out ol this show at the

(concluded on page 205)
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Part one of a new crime novel

By George V. Higgins
THERE WERE THREE KEYS on the trans-
nission hump of the XK-E. The driver
touched the one necarest the gearshift.
The fat man, cramped in the passenger
bucket, squinted at it in the moonlight.

the driver said. “Three
steps, aluminum railing, no outer door.

“Back door.”

N um. You got a problem of being

see There's a whole mess of apart-
ments back up on the place, and they

got mostly kids in them and them

fucking bastards never go to bed, it
scems like. What can I rell you, excepl
be careful.”

“Look,” the fat said, “I'm
gonna act like I was minding my own
This is what you say it is,

man

bustness.




omorrow morning nobody's even gonna
know I was there. Nobodyll remem-
Rl
ber anything.
“Uh-huh,” the driver said, “but that’s
tomorrow. First you got to get through

tonight. It's tonight I'd be worried

about. I was you.”

“I'll decide what I'm gonna worry
about,” the lat man said.

“You got gloves?” the driver asked.

“lI don't like gloves,” the fat man
said. “In this weather especially, T don't

a boston mick like the digger
can be rough, but a juice man

might be rougher—especially
over a matter of eighteen thou

like gloves. What the hell, somebody
spots me, the heat comes, I'm dead any-
w Gloves ain’t gonna help me. You
wait like you say you're gonna, nobody’s
even gonna know I was in there un-
til everybody's been around handling
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things. and so forth.”

“That’s what T thought,” the driver
said, “no gloves. I heard that about you.
The Digger goes in bare-ass.” The driver
pulled a pair of black-vinyl gloves out
of the map pocket on his door. “Wear
these.”

The Digger took the gloves in his
Ieft hand. “Whatever you say, my [riend.
It's your job.” He put the gloves in
his lap.

“No,” the driver said, “I really mean
it, Dig. You want to go in bare-ass, you
go in bare-ass. That's all right with me.
But you get to that paper, the actual
paper, you put them gloves on first, and
you keep them on, OK?”

“T wouldn't think 1’d help them,” the
Digger said. “So many people handling
the stuff and ail. T wouldn’t think ’d
mike much difference, time they found
out.”

“Well, take my word for it,” the driver
said, "it does. It really does. Now, I
really mean it, you know? This is for
my protection. Gloves on as soon as you
get to the paper.”

“Gloves on.” the Digger said.

“You get inside,” the driver said, “you
go left down the corridor and it's the
fourth door. The fourth door. There's
about six doors in there and they all got
the company name on them, but this is
for the fourth door.” He touched the
second key. “It says ‘General Manager’
down at the bottom. there, so in case
vou get screwed up, that's the one you're
looking for.”

“Can I use a light?” the Digger asked.

“Not unless you really have to,” the
driver said. “Near as T can make out,
there's no windows anybody can look in
and sec you moving around, but you
never know what'll refleat off something.
I was you, unless I absolutely had to, I
wouldn't.”

“OK.” the Digger said, “no light.”

“I don’t think vou're gonna need one
anyway,” the driver said. “We got a
pretty good moon here and all. You
should be able o ger along all right.”

“Fourth door,” the Digger said. “Must
be some kind of suspicious outfit, got a
different key for every door and all
They must be alaid somebody’s gonna
come in after hours or something and
steal something.”

“Well,” the driver said, “I don’t know
that for sure. It could be, this'll open
any door, once you get inside. But
the offices're separate, you know. They
haven't got any doors between them. So
it's not gonna do you any good, you get
into the third door or something, be-
ciuse what we want isn’t in there. I'm
just trying to save time is all.”

The driver touched the third key. It
was smaller than the first two. “ADT.”
he said. “Metal box right behind the
door, just about eye level. The lock’s on
the bottom on the right. It's got the

yellow monitor light, so you won't have
no trouble finding it. anyway., Twenty-
second delay before it rings. Plenty of
time. Oh, sometimes they forget 1o set it
when they lock up. If the yellow light's
off, don’t touch it. You do and you'l
turn it on and then you're gonuna have
all kinds of company. I'm pretty sure it's
on. So you turn it off. T told him. I said:
‘Make sure that alarm’s on. I don't want
nobody coming in Monday and seeing
the alarm's off and looking around.” He
said he would. But just to be on the safe
side, don’t touch it if the light isn't on.”

“Do I still go in if it’s ofl?” the Digger
asked.

“Sure.,” the driver said. “The impor-
tant thing is, get the paper. I'm just
saying, it'd be better if the alarm was
on when you go in. And you shut it off
and get what we want and then turn it
on again and get out. You got another
twenty seconds when you tum it on. Oh,
and it's a cheapic. No puncher for when
iUs on and off, no signal anvwhere it got
turned ofl. Single stage. it all works off
the key. If it’s on, and you don’t turn it
off, it rings. But that's all 1t does.”

“Chickenshit outfit,” the Digger said.

“"Well.,” the driver said, “it’s really
just for the typewriters and, you know,
in case the junkies come in and start
tearing the place apart. They don't keep
any real dough there. It's just for in-
truders is all.”

“Trespassers,” the Digger said.

“Yeah,” the driver said, “trespassers.
Speaking of which, I assume vou're not
a shitter or anything.”

“No.” the Digger said.

“You know you're not a shitler, too,
don’t you?" the driver asked.

“Well, I'm pretty sure.” the Digger
sutd. "I never done much ol this,
but when I been in someplace, 1 never
did, no.”

“Well, in case you get the urge,” the
driver said, “wait till you get home or
something. 1 had a real good guy that I
always used to use, and he was all right.
He could get in anyplace. You could
send him down the cathedral and he'd
steal the cups at High Mass. But Jesus, I
used him probably six or seven years
and 1 never have the slightest problem
with him, and the next thing T know,
he’s into some museum or somcthing
they got out there to Salem, and he’s
after silver, you know? And he shits, he
turned into a shiuer, Left himself a big
fuckin® pile of shit right on the god-
damned Oriental rug. Well, he wasn’t
working for me or anything, and hell,
everybody in the world was gonna know
the next day he was in there, because
the silver was gone. But that was the
end of him as lar as I was concerned, [
didn’t have no more use for him. The
thing is you don’t want nobody 1o know
you been in there until you're ready,
OK? So no shit on the desks or any-
thing, Keep your pants on,

“The stuff we want,” the driver said,
“you go over to the file cabinets and
they keep them in the third one from
the window. The middle drawer, OK?
In the back, behind the ledgers. They
keep the ledgers up to the front, and
then there’s the divider there, and the
booksre behind the divider. There's
three of them. The one they're aciually
using’s on top and then there’s two
more, the reserve ones.”

“You got a key for the cabinet?” the
Digger asked.

“Usually not locked,” the driver said.
“Il it’s locked, the key's on the frame of
the door you just came through. Up on
the wood there, over the door. But it's
probably not gonna be locked. If it's
locked, unlock it and then when you're
through, lock it again and put the kev
back. If it’s not locked, just open it
and take the stull and then close it up
again. OK?"

“OK.” the Digger said. “You want
some canceled checks, 1 assume.”

“Don't need them,” the driver said.
“Somebody might go looking for some-
thing and then they notice they're gone.
I got a way, T got something I can copy
all ready.”

“They don't use a check signer or
anytling?” the Digger asked.

“Sometimes they do,” the driver said,
“sometimes they don't. It's got a meter
on it and they're pretty careful about
that, anyway. It's only when the guy’s
away they use that, and I guess they
must've had some trouble or something,
because they keep that locked up prety
good and it's in another onc of them
offices, in a sale. So I'm not gonna
bother with trying to get that.”

“OK,” the Digger said.

“Tuake from the first book,” the driver
said. “They're all numbered in sequence
and theyre about, they just started us-
ing the book theyre using now. So
theyre probably gonna, by the end
of the month they'll be geuting down
to where they'd be using it up. It’s a
six-across book. Take the last five pages,
OK?”

“OK.” the Digger said.

“Don’t take no more'n that,” the driv-
er said. “You do and theyre Hable to
spot it the next time they use the book.”
From the floor under the driver’s scat he
produced a razor knife. *Take them out
right along the binder. Don’t leave no
shreds. Shreds can [all out and get some-
body looking. Nice clean cuts. One page
at a time. Don't use where it's perlorat-
ed. Cut them out right along the binder.
OR?

“"Don’t take nothing from the other
books,” the driver said. “The petty cash
box, iU's probably got about eighty dol-
lars in it. Leave it be. No stamps, no
currency il there's any, no nothing. Five
pages of checks and that’s all. You give

(continued on page 122



“When I said help yourself to the goodies, Baron, what I had
in mind was the strudel and rum cakes.”
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article B GEIIMI-IINE GREER

the internationally known feminist argues that—even without violence—sexual explottation is rape

NCE IN A HOT COURTROOM In New Zealand, T had occa-
sion to ask a lady who was giving evidence against me for

SEDUGCTION
saying fuck in a public meeting whether she was as dis-
gusted and offended by hearing the word rape used in a similar L)
context. She wasn’t. I asked her why. She thought for 2 moment and Is n Fn“n‘
said happily, “Because for rape the woman doesn’t give her consent.” @

My litde linguistic inquiry opened a sudden o ]
peephole on the Labyrinth of crazy sexual attitudes I hn wnnn
that we have inherited from our polyglot traditions :

(although it did not prevent my being sentenced to three weeks in jail). The craziness extends into our (mis)under-
standing ol the nature of sexual communication and thereby finds its way back to behavior. Our muddled responses
to the word rape have their source in the sexual psychosis that afflicts us all, especially the policemen and judges
who are most vindictive in their attitudes toward those few sexual criminals who have sufficient bad luck or bad
judgment 1o fall foul of the law.

Otherwise quite humane people entertain the notion that women subconsciously or even consciously desire o
be raped, that rape liberates their basic animality, that, like she-cats, they want to be bloodily subdued and sav-
agely lucked, regardless of their desperate struggles and cries. Women are thought to provoke the sexual rage of men
who in turn may need to add blood lust to their sexual desire in order to achieve full potency. Darwin is sometimes
quoted as the ideological ally of the rapist and forcible impregnator—how else but by his marauding activities could
the survival of the fittest be assured? _

Yet many women are afraid of rape as of nothing else. Women who have been raped may, as a consequence, be
too terrified o leave their house by day or night or so distressed by male nearness that they cannot take a job or gel
outo a crowded wain. There may be some truth in the notion that the lonely spinster who is terrified of intruders is
actually longing 1o be violated, but her subconscious wish is of the same order as the wish of a mother to destroy her
children, which is chiefly expressed in her fantasies that they may have come to violent harm. The lury that a lather
[eels against the man who rapes his daughter might as profitably be construed as jealousy. For all practical purposes
what the spinster experiences is a fascinating terror that may become an obsession. The man who actualizes her
[antasy is in no way gratlying her or henefiting her, except in his own overweening estimation. The extent 10
which all men participate in this fantasy of violent largess can be dimly detected in their willingness 1o laugh at
Lenny Bruces description of his aunt going into Central Park each day lor her appointment with the flashers o
in the sneering assumption that older women and unattractive women are disappointed it intruders or invading
soldiers don’t rape them.

Many (men) believe that rape is impossible. The more simple-minded imagine that the vagina cannot be pene-
trated unless the woman consciously or subconsciously accepts the penctration. and so the necessary condition of rape
canmot be fulfilled. The difhculty of getting a [ully erect penis into the vagina is in direct proportion to the difficulvy
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of overcoming the woman, cither by
physical force or by threat or by drug-
ging her or by uiking her by surprise.
The wdea that rape is impossible may
be an iuvalid extension ol the view that
all women subconsciously desire or pro-
voke rape. It s certainly true  thin
women do not delend themselves against
rapists with any great efliciency. Even
though they know that a sharp blow to
the groin will incipacitate & man. or
that a high heel smashed into the emple
will have a certain effect. they seldom
take advimtage ol what forms of self-
defense may be accessible to them. The
fault lics not in their suppressed lechery
or promiscuity but in the induced passiv-
ity that is characteristic of womesn us we
have conditioned them., Feminist  en-
counter groups have developed rowtines
in which a woman is encouraged 1o light
off a would-he rapist. Even strong heavy
women have had o strugele o overcome
the passivity that impeded the rélease of
energy in sell-defense:  passionate urg-

ing from the other members ol the
group was needed before they could

tuke advintage ol their own strength and
determination.

Without special help. most women
have no idea hoy to delend themselves
and no concept (‘:‘i themselves as people
with a right to vesist physical misuse
with violence. They are like children
being beaten by their parents wnd their
teachers, or shves being brutalized on
the plntation. Their physical strength
remains  unexploited  becase ol the
pathology of oppression. Women are
poorly motivited o be as aggressive with
their assailanis as their  assai’ants e
with them. and so rape is cas’er than it
should be. But this cannot be held wo
justify the contemptuous attitude ol the
rapist.  Women's  helplessness is  iself
part ol the psvchosis that makes rape a
national pastime. And even encoumer
groups have not ver developed the kind
ol psychic energy that ¢ defear o gun
or i knile or the frenzy ol drugs.

The fear of sexwal assaul is o special
fear: Tts intensity in women can best be
likened to the male fear ol castration. As
a tny child T was utterly unafraid of the
develict old men who drooped their pal-
lid tools at my mother and me when we
sun-hathed in the beach park. but I re-
member an occasion when much less sin-
ister behavior provoked wild terror. A
young man simply came up 1o me and
offered me a sweet: his kind smile was
the most hideous thing 1 had ever seen.
Usually I invoked my parents’ rage be
cause I consorted so readily with siran.
gers, but this time 1 recoiled Irom the
bribe, speechless with Tright. Then | was
running and runping until my  lungs
were screaming, and 1 ofell down and
cowered in the grass. desperate not o
look up for fear I would see that inde-
scribable smile. Whenever I saw that man

hanging ow in the Line below our apart-
ment. tooking up my six-inch skirts as 1
went up or down the stairs, 1 was terri-
ficd. When I oried 10 explain 1o the
grownups why I loathed that man, I
had no words lor it. but I knew it was
the greatest fear of all. worse than spi-
ders or octopuses or falling off the roof.
Devoted sadists might argue that my ter-
ror was simply the tervor of mv own in-
nate femaleness. but it would be bad
Freud, because T was presumably in my
phallic phase and unaware of mv vagina;
and if such a view is not 1o be justified
by the great apologist of female mas-
ochism. it is not to be justified at all.
What T was alraid of was rape as Ll
dridge  Cleaver describad it “bloody,
hatelul, bitter and malignant.” even
though I had no dear idea ol what it
entailed.

Sexual intercourse hetween  srown
men and Jicde  girls is  automatically
termed vape under most codes of law. Tt
docs not matter whether the child invites
it or even whether she seduces the adul;
he and he only is guilty of a felony,
From the child’s point of view and from
the common-sense point of view. there is
an enormous diflerence between  inter-
course with a willing lictle girl and the
forcible penetration of the small vagina
ol a werrified child, One woman [ know
enjoved sex with an unde all through
her childhood, and never realized that
anvthing unusual was toward unti! she
went away to school. What disturbed her
then was not what her unele had done
but the attitude of her teachers :wnd the
school psvchiatrist. They assumed  that
she must have been wranmatized and dis-
gusted and therelore in nezd of very spe-
cial help. In order to capitulate 1o their
expectations, she began to fuke symp-
toms that she did not feel, wuntil at
length she began to leel wuly guilty
about not having been guiliy. She ended
up judging hersell very harshly for this
innate lechery.

The cracial element in establishing
whether or not vaginal penetration is
rape is whether or not the penetration
wits consented 1o, Consent is itsell an in-
tungible mental act: the law cinnot be
blamed for insisting that evidence ol ab-
sence of content be virtually conclusive,
so that a woman who has not heen sav-
agely beaten or threatened with imme-
diate harm or rendered unconscious has
little chance of legally proving that she
has been raped. Consent is not a simple
procedure: it may be heavily conditional
or thoroughly muddled, and the law can-
not allow itsell 1o be drawn mto ethical
conundrums. Most of us do not live ac-
cording 1o the bare leuer of the law hut
according 1o moral criteria of much
greater complexity. Morally, those of us
who have a high opinion of sex cannot
accept the idea that absence ol vesistance
sanctions all Kinds of carnal communica-

tion: rither than rely on such a negative
criterion. we must insist that only evi-
dence ol positive desire dignifies sexual
intercourse and makes it joyful, From a
proud and passionate woman's point ol
view, anything less is rape,

The law of rape was not made with a
woman’s pride or passion in mind. The
wonrn is no more stnd probably even
less the Tocus ol the rape statutes than
the murder victim is the raison d’étrve of
the homicide statutes. The crime of rape
15 rather considered an  offense  not
against the woman hersell but against
the men who made the law, fathers, hus
bands and kin. It is a crime against
Iegitimacy of issue and the correct trans-
mission of patrimony. The illegitimate
sexual intercourse constitutes the offense:
what the woman who complains must do
is primarily o dissociate hersell from
any suspicion of complicity in the out-
rage against her menfolk. This she must
do by making a complaint immediately.
She is regarded as the prosecutrix ol the
rapist and he has all the recourse agai
her accusation that any defendant has
against the state prosccutor, and then
some. Only a girl child escapes the
ordeal,  becruse  she  is  automatically
deemed incapable of consent. An adult
woman is actwally called upon to prove
her own innocence in the course of a
rape prosecution, as well as managing to
establish that the circumstances of the
man’s behavior are as she alleges.

A nun has o be very unlucky to be
convicted ol the crime of rape. He has to
be stupid enough, or drugeed or drunk
cnough, to leave a mile-wide trail of
blood, bruises, threats, semen, screaming
and what have vou, and he has to have
chosen the kind of woman about whom
the neighbors have nothing but good to
say. who has enough chutzpalt 10 get
down to the police station at once and
file her complaint, and, if it results in 2
wial. 1o face down public humiliation,
for hearsay evidence about her morals
and demeanor is admissible. The most
the court will do for her is 1o rule that
evidence emanating from a district other
than the one she actnally lives in s
inadmissible. Then the jury must feel
conhdent that no clement of consent
entered imo the woman’s behavior.

Nevertheless, men do go 1o jail for
rape. mostly black men, nearly all of
them poor, and neither the judges nor
the prosecuting attorneys are hampered
in their dealings by the awareness that
they are rapists, too, only they have
more sophisticated methods of compul
sion. A deprived man forces his way into
a woman’s body by pressing the point of
a knife against her throat: a man who
owns an automobile may stop on a lone-
ly road and tell his passenger to come
across or get out and walk, 'The hostiliny
ol the rapist and the humiliation of
the victim are not necessarily different.

(conlinued on page [61)
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Siction BY TAUL THEROUX
they called her jampot, and a session with her could be very sweet—if you lived through it

“WHY THE BLACK suUIT?” Gunstone asked.

“My others are at the cleaner’s,” I said, even as 1 was rolling “I've just come from a funeral”
around on my tongue. But that would have made him ask who had died. 1 had the fluent liar’s
sense of foresight. Gunstone was calmed.

Lunch was the Tanglin Club’s Friday special, my favorite, seafood buftet. 1 followed Gun-
stone’s lead, taking the same things he did, but I soon found that my plate was overloaded with
oysters and prawns rather than the crab and lobster, which Gunstone had taken in two small
helpings. I put some oysters back and got a frown from the Malay chef.

Gunstone was one of my first clients, 2 man in his 70s who had come to Singapore when it
was no more than a rubber estate with a few rows of shophouses and godowns. During the war,
he had been captured by the Japanese and put to work on the Siamese Death Railway. He
had told me a story about burying his best friend near the Burmese border and had made it sound
like a testimonial to loyalty. It was my abiding fear that Gunstone’s (continued on page 90)
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PETE TURNERS TURN-ONS

sensuous, bizarre, wry, provocative—the erotic visions of a premier lensman

AS A RULE, Pete Turner is very much into reality, photographing products and people for advertisements about
zippers, suits, cameras, airlines, detergents, shampoos, cars and motorcycles. Though a good deal of creative
thinking goes into those ad shootings, they don't allow much room for the exploration of one's personal erotic
fantasies. So when we asked this award-winning New York lensman to capture his private daydreams on film, he
enthusiastically accepted the challenge. “'The assignment was a great change of pace for me, but don’t get the
idea it was all fun and no work,” says Turner, tongue wedged only partially in cheek. "I had my problems—
building a special platiorm for a model's breasts to hang over, designing a leather garter belt, finding 14 vibra-
tors. But the toughest job was lighting a water bed from below so that, in case the bed broke, no one would be
electrocuted.” We don't find any of Tumner's finished products shocking, but they struck us as definite turn-ons.

Says Turner: “This picture speaks for itself . . .

P'm a staunch backside man.”’

“Cycles . . . shock absorbers . . . saddles . . . and
a garter-belted lady—tough and provocative.”



“What thuis really does
15 give a tantalizing
preview of balling on
Sfur . . . my idea of

something to do.”

“A sensuous,
sophasticated woman
lolls invitingly on the
back seat of a dynamte
car . . . a favorite
Jantasy.”




““The water bed is a
sex symbol in itself

. . . getting one thal’s
stlvery and self-
reflecting makes 1l
that much kinkier.”




88

““The notion of greal-looking legs in sexy
spike-heeled shoes forming a vagina . . . I love il.”

““ Even one vibrator provides an

erolic sttmulus .

. . 14 are out of sight.”
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LESSERT AT THE EXTVIDLRE

engine would stop one day in some hotel
room reserved in my name. And then
I'd have explaining to do.

When we'd got to our table, 1 said, “I
hope 1 haven’t boobed, Mr. Gunstone,
but I've fixed you up at the Belvedere
this afternoon.”

He stabbed a prawn, peeled off its
shell and dunked the naked finger of
pink meat into a saucer of chili paste.
“Don’t believe we've ever been to the
Belvedere before, have we, Jack?”

“The other places were full,” I said.

“Quite all right,” he said. “But I ate
at the Belvedere last week. It wasn't
much good, you know.”

“I know what you mean, Mr. Gun-
stone. That food is perfectly hideous.”

“Exactly,” he said. “How’s your sal-
mon?”

1 took a forkful, smeared it with
mayonnaise and ate it. “Delicious,” 1
said.

“Mine’s awful,” he said and pushed
the salmon to the side of his plate.

“*Now that you mention it,” I said, “it
does taste rather——""

“Desiccated,” said Gunstone.

“Exactly,” I said. I pushed my salmon
over to the side and covered it with a
lettuce leaf. 1 was sorry; I liked salmon
the way it tasted out of a can.

“Lobster’s pretty dreadful, too,” said
Gunstone a moment later.

I was just emptying a large claw. It
was excellent, and I ate the whole claw
before saying, “Right again, Mr. Gun-
stone. Tastes like they fished it out of
the Muar River.”

“We'll shunt that over, shall we?” said
Gunstone. He moved a lobster tail next
to the discarded salmon.

I did the same, then, as quickly as 1
could, ate all my crab salad belore he
could say it was bad. 1 gnawed a hard
roll and started on the oysters.

“The prawns are a success,” he said.

*“The oysters are”—I didn't want 1o
finish the sentence, but Gunstone was
no help—"sort of limp.”

“They're cockles, actually,” said Gun-
stone. “And theyre a damned insult.
Steward!” A Malay waiter came over.
“Take this away.”

Demanding that food be sent back to
the kitchen is a special skill. It is done
with panache by people who use that
word. 1 admired people who did it but
could not imitate them.

“Yours, tuan?”’ asked the waiter.

“Yes, take it away,” I said sadly.

“Do you want more, tuan?” the waiter
asked Gunstone.

“If 1 wanted more, would I be asking
you to remove that plate?” Gunstone
asked.

The waiter slid my lunch away. 1 but-
tered a hard roll and ate it, making

(continued from page 83)

crumbs shower down the front of my
suit.

“That steward,” said Gunstone, shak-
ing his head. “The most intelligent
thing I ever heard him say was, ‘If you
move your lump of ice cream a bit to the
right, tuan, you will find a strawberry.’
God help us.”

I laughed and brushed my jacket.
“8till,” 1 said, “1 wouldn’t mind joining
this club.”

“You don’t want to join this club,”
said Gunstone.

“I do,” I said, and saw mysell lying in
the sun, by the pool, and one of those
tanned long-legged women whispering
urgently, Jack, where have you been?
I've been looking everywhere for you.
It's all set.

“Why, whatever for?”

“A place to go, I suppose,” I said. The
Bandung, where I spent my spare time,
had nothing to boast of except the senti-
ment printed on its matchboxes: THERE's
ALWAYS SOMEONE YOU KNOW AT THE
BANDUNG!

Gunstone chuckled. “If they can pro-
noungce your name, you can join.”

“Flowers is pretty easy.”

*“I should say sol”

But Fiori isn’t, 1 thought. And Fiori
was my name, Flowers an approximation
and a mask.

“Now,” said Gunstone, looking at his
watch, “how about dessert?”

Gunstone’s joke: It was time to fetch
Djamila.

The old-timers, 1 found, tended to
prefer Malays, while the newcomers
went for the Chinese, and the Malays
preferred each other. The Chinese
clients, of whom I had several, liked the
big-boned Australian girls; Germans
were fond of Tamils; and the English
fellers liked anything young but pre-
ferred their girls boyish and their
women mannish. British sailors from
H. M.S. Terror enjoyed fighting each
other in the presence of transvestites.
Americans liked clean sporty ones, to
whom they would give nicknames, like
“Skeezix” and "Pussycat” (the English
made an effort to learn the girl's real
name), and would spend a whole after-
noon trying to teach one of my girls how
to swim in a hotel pool, although it was
costing them $15 an hour to do it. Amer-
icans also went in for a lot of hugging in
the taxi, smooching and kidding around
and sort of stumbling down the side-
walk, gripping the girl hard and saying,
“Aw, honey, whoddle Ah do?" Later
they wrote them letters and the girls
pestered me to help them reply.

Djamila—"Jampot,” an American fel-
ler used to call her, and it suited her
—was very reliable and easy to contact.
She was waiting by the Hong Kong and
Shanghai Bank with my trusty suitcase

as we pulled up in the taxi. I hopped
out and opened the door for her, then
got into the front seat and put the suit-
case between my knees. Djamila climbed
in with Gunstone and sat smiling, rock-
ing her handbag in her lap.

Smiling is something girls with buck
teeth seldom do with any pleasure;
Djamila showed hers happily, charming
things, very white in her broad mouth.
She had small ears, a narrow moonlit
face, large darting eyes and heavy eye-
brows. A slight girl, even skinny, but
having said that, one would have to add
that her breasts were large and full, her
bum high and handsome as a pumpkin,
Her breasts were her virtue, the virtue of
most of my Malay girls; they appeared
to be worn or carried, and, unlike the
Chinese bulbs that disappeared in a
frock fold, these were a pair of substan-
tial jugs, something extra that moved
and made a rolling wobble of a Malay
girl's walk. That was the measure of ac-
ceptable size, that bobbing, one a second
later than the other, each responding to
the step of Djamila’s small feet. Her bot-
tom moved on the same prompting, but
in a different rhythm, a wonderful agita-
tion in the willowy body, a glorious
heaving to and fro, the breasts nodding
in the black lace of the tight-waisted
blouse, the packed-in bum lifting, one
buttock pumping against the other, creep-
ing around her sarong as she shufiled,
showing her big teeth.

“Jack, you looking very smart,” said
Djamila. “New suit and what not. But
why you wear that?”

“I put it on for you, sweetheart,” 1
said. *This here’s Mr. Gunstone, an old
pal of mine.”

Djamila shook his hand and said,
“Jack got nice friends.”

“Where's that little car of yours,
Jack?” Gunstone asked.

“It packed up,” I said. “Being fixed.”

“What's the trouble this time?”

“Suspension, 1 think. Front end sort
of shimmies, like Djamila but not as
pretty.”

“It's always the way with those little
French cars. Problems. It's the workman-
ship.”

The taxi pulled in front of the Bel
vedere. The doorman in a top hat and
tails snatched the door open and let
Gunstone out. 1 handed over the suit-
case; it was a good solid Antler, a sober
pebbly gray, filled with copies of the
Straits Times and an R. A. F. first-aid kit,
a useful item—once we had to use the
tourniquet on a Russian seaman, and
the little plasters were always handy for
scratches.

“You should get yoursell a Morris,”
said Gunstone at the reception desk.

I could not answer right away, because
I was signing my name on the register
and the clerk was welcoming me with a

(continued on page 206)



“On the eleventh day of Christmas, my Godfather sent to
me—eleven paparazzi ashooting, ten Congressmen aleaping,
nine chorus girls adancing, eight governors amilking, seven
Castellammarese aswimming, six actresses alaying, five gold
records, four turkey birds, three French chicks, two orders
Scungilli and a capo di tutti capi in a pear tree.”
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CANDY-COATED
NIGHTMARES
1IN QIRLANA
BY THE BAY

THE STORY IS TOLD that a Mill Valley
video-freak commune decided to make
the bread for some new equipment with
a little advanced, underground, commer-
cial, sellout short subject. So they dressed
a girl in a nun's habit and installed her
at San Francisco International Airport,
where she was greeted at the gate for the
hip midnight ten-dollar PSA flight from
L.A. by a rabbi who began by chastely
kissing her. The hidden video crew filmed
audience response as the rabbi embraced
her sweetly. He put his hand under her
habit. They began to struggle. She was
gasping. Her cowl was knocked awry. Also




article B) HERBERT COLD muggings may not be any
more fun in san francisco—but it’s still a nice
place to idle away the rest of the century
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his tie. They were both panting and bit-
ing, and his tongue was in her mouth,
darting in and out, as she bent backward
and eventually tumbled to the vinyl-
marble Hoor, and they rolled around in
an ecstasy ol Welcome to San Francisco
(Joseph L. Alioto, Mayor) while the cam-
eras rolled. Tongues, zippers, cowl, pink
folds and crevices undulating.

Well, the people streamed by without
noticing.

Finally, one very straight citizen, may-
be an insurance executive just in from a
bit of desert sun, bent over the ecumeni-
cal thumping [orms where they lay,
tapped the pseudo nun on the shoulder,
and asked, “IDid you come?”

Despite encroachments of smog from
Oakland and high-rises from Manhattan,
San Francisco remains a name and place
apart from other American places and
names. Narcissistic, yes; but sexually
narcissistic. Another big American me-
tropolis, drilling subways, crowding
highways, yes; but with a certain juice
and languor to its making out and mak-
ing do. The time of the flower children
is over—partly because everyone now
believes in being turned on. The police
joke with the whores, they tease the
transvestites, they laugh along with the
tourists at the parade ol Cockettes near
the Palace Theater in North Beach at
midnight on weekends; they don’t beat
them up as much as they do in my
ancestral Cleveland. Hip Sheriff Hon-
gisto introduced a gay minister to serve
the gay community in the county jail. Po-
lice, real-estate promoters and big-city
thugs are never quite Gilbert and Sulli-
van characters, or even lovable rogues
from Guys and Dolls, but Veblenian
marginal differentiation shows its power
in San Francisco. So it’s a big American
city, true—but not just another big
American city. Many visitors and trans
plants grind their teeth and hate it. It
doesn't solve a [ellow’s problems. The
Chamber of Commerce Tourist Bureau's
gulls, cable cars, Golden Gate Bridge
and romantic fog tend to zap hometown
kids straight in the liver, providing in-
stant hepatitis, or at least a jaundiced
gaze. The town is being strip-mined for
movie-of-the-week atmosphere. Disney
discovers crookedest street in the world.
Ford Times borrows picturesque Tele-
graph Hill The Gray Line ships in
busloads of chiropractors with aching
backs for a dose¢ of female impersonation
(Finocchio’s) or here’s-where-the-stars-got-
their-start (Purple Onion).

San Francisco is not Positano or Aca-
pulco. They are tired, too. But despite
the media overload, despite its being
fed into the great international media
meat grinder and coming out Hilton
Hamburger and Fisherman's Wharf link
sausage, San Francico remains some-
thing of what people have always

thought about it. The Southern Pacific
Station still looks like a Western depot.
While New York and Paris seem to be
yearning to become larger versions of
Cleveland, and Cleveland is becoming
Detroit, San Francisco remains myste-
riously itself. This may last for our
lifetime.

What is this mysterious “itself” which
Friscoville might remain? It is Halloween
Time Forever. It is International Bo-
hemia Village. It is the American city
to which the freaks can flee without
thinking themselves freaky, and where
the straights can taste of strange without
shivering. Like fine domestic wine, do-
mestic California Strange is a comfort at
San Francisco's open-air table. Much of
the revolution of style originated here,
and is domesticated here, and is civilized
in this permissive, Italianate, salt-fog
port, this white and sparkly city whose
areas of creeping tract and virulent
high-rise only show how much there
remains to lose.

One day an old friend came to town
for the first time. It happened to be the
season of the Chinese New Year, and
the streets were filled with costumes,
dragons, papier-miché, firecrackers and
clanking bands dancing like segmented
metal caterpillars. The day had been
sunny and dry; the parks were flled.
This is a city for strolling. and we
strolled. The Mime Troupe performed
its guerrilla theater, with a medieval
Pope portrayed by beautiful Sandra
Archer. Bobby Shields, the genial white-
face, did his [antastic energy-raising ac-
robatics in Union Square. A time-lag
rock band set up in the Panhandle for
an audience of speed freaks who thought
it was 1967 again.

It happened that night that my friend
had a meal in the New Pisa, one of the
Italian family-style restaurants on upper
Grant, along with a Japanese opera
troupe, which rose alter the spumone to
sing Oh! Susanna in Japanese, in order
to show its appreciation for the meal.
Then my friend [lell into conversation
with a pretty girl, who described herself
as an actress and sex researcher. They
discussed the theater. They discussed sci-
ence. She said goodbye to the group
she had come with and they went to
La Tosca for a cappuccino, continuing
their getting-to-know-you duet. Two cap-
puccinos on the leather banks of La
Tosca. Little flutterings in the heart and
elsewhere. She took him home with her
that night.

The next day my [riend asked me
with a certain incredulity, “Is it always
like this here?”

“Not every day,” 1 was forced to ad-
mit. “On Tuesday, for example, I drive
my daughter to nursery school. And
Chinese New Year is over soon. Next
month, I think."”

But for some who come to San Fran-

cisco, Chinese New Year never ends,
despite the alcoholism and breakdown
rates, the busing and ghetto issues, the
complacent hustle of city hall. It's possi-
ble to treat San Francisco as a continu-
ous costume party, Halloween by the Bay,
and, amazingly enough—ithe flower-child
spasm was partly about this—some man-
age to make of Halloween a way of life,

Here is a birthday party at Sally
Stanford’s humorously posh New Or-
leans-brothel restaurant on the Bay in
Sausalito.. The fest cost thousands. A 21-
yearold ex—car parker—call him Lenny
—was honoring his dope lawyer, who
was just turning 30. Oysters flown West.
steaks, girls in various stages of stoned
and groovy silence, pink and chartreuse
sweet liquids; and pilots, lawyers, group-
ies, coaches, rugby buddies and even
a few proud parents of the business-
men. Lenny's mom and dad, glad that
their son the accused dealer could
afford to spend a couple, three thousand
on a little birthday party, walked about
in their Macy's groove clothes and said,
“Yes, Lenny has a good head for busi-
ness. Yes, Lenny bought us a little house
in El Cerrito, plus some income proper-
ty in Oakland. Yes, we're Lenny’s mom
and pop, man. Right on.”

Lenny was wearing hotpants, full
Pan Cake make-up, dark-red Cockeute
lipstick and, resting on his skinny arms,
the two girls he was planning to ball
later. Sally Stanford hersell, the ancient
madam now playing at crone’s career,
beamed over the money she was making
and poured champagne. A sarisfying fs-
cal popping filled the air under the
chandeliers.

I don’t want you 1o think this chic
orgy, with all the good lood and drink
and beautiful girls and men grown rich
and dramatic in the dope trade, was
actually very rowdy and joyous. Every-
body was too stoned 1o do much in the
social line. But I enjoyed the fish and
meat proteins and a cholesterol dessert.
In the john two chauffeurs were discuss-
ing the virtues of Cessnas and Beech-
cralts of various models in making the
run up the coast from Baja. The Staff
Headquarters of the Dope Air Force, a
combination mercy and Mafia and gen-
eral teenage rip-off operation, is in Sau-
salito. More planes than most nations
with seats at the UN; the largest private
air force on a war looting since Mike
Nichols gathered his flcet for Catch-22.
The unzipped pilots, relieving them-
selves of early champagne ballast, didn't
stop their professional murmuring just
because I happened to be standing there
alongside. “What if 1 were a nar¢:” 1
asked the crewcut one.

He looked at me and said to the
other, “I think the Nixon radar screen
just made it easier. They're overconfi-
dent.” And he shook himself dry and

(continued on page 112)



owI’ @ seven super punches to put you on the scoreboard

COMING UP, the season of the Super Bowl, when virtually every eye will be glued
to the tube. (We can’t all be as lucky as PLAYBOY artist LeRoy Neiman, an on-the-
spot Super Bowl spectator whose rendering of the color and action begins on page
187.) You'll find the viewing more exciting, and more convivial, if you ask other
football fans to join you. Of course, game watching is serious business. You wouldn’t
want to be off somewhere mixing a drink just when a punt return goes 45 yards.
Nor would you want to neglect your guests. A flowing punch bowl, combining
hospitality, style and convenience, handles everything neatly. The brew can be pre-
pared ahead of time, and, once set up, it’s just about self-sustaining.

Punch has an undeserved bad name these days, owing to the pallid concoctions
profiered at charity and alumni functions and at those pay-back parties thrown by
young career girls for everyone they've met in the past year. Old-time bowls were
unabashed rousers. One Royal Navy favorite called for 80 casks brandy, 1 cask
wine, 9 casks water, 1/10th cask lime juice, 24 ton sugar—a blast to curl the hair
on a bosun’s chest. Either extreme is to be shunned. Think of your punch as a
number of drinks made up in a bowl. Each serving should approximate the potency
and proportions of an individual cocktail. Sweet and (continued on page 210)

drink by emanuel greenberg

SCULPTURE BY ROBERT VONNEUMANN
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ILLUSTRATION BY ALEX GNIDZIEJKO

a'rticle By WIlllm Fo B"CK'.“, lno WHEN RICHARD NIXON suddenly

grabbed the television mike to announce not only that we were ending qur ostracism of Red China but
that he would himself visit China sometime before the following spring, the shock waves were everywhere
palpable; but Mr. Nixon knew enough about his constituencies, voluntary and co-opted, to know that he
might safely proceed from the television studio to a fancy restaurant in Los Angeles, there to cele-
brate his diplomatic triumph in a highly publicized private dinner at which the champagne corks popped
in complacent harmony with the impending public elation. A few precautions were taken, as if by
a master electrician runming his eyes over the fuses. I sat viewing Mr. Nixon’s television performance
in the relaxedly hushed living room of Governor Ronald Reagan in Sacramento, with my brother Jim.
We were together not only because of ideological consanguinity, or because we are friends, or because we
thought foresightedly to man the same fortress at a moment when President Nixon would say something
we were alerted to believe would be more than his routine denunciation of wage-and-price controls—we
happened to be at Sacramento because earlier that afternoon two of my television sessions had been
taped, one each with the governor and the Senator, wherein we probed the differences between their
views and mine, when we could discover them. But the coincidence was happy—we could reflect now
together on the meaning of Mr. Nixon’s démarche, without pressure.

The governor turned off the television after the network commentators began transcribing the de-
lighted stupefaction of the international diplomatic community. There had been no comment in the room,
save one or two of those wolfish whistles one hears when someone on one’s side in politics says something
daringly risqué; kinky, even, gauged by the standards of Nixon-straight. The television off, there was
silence in the room for a second, not more—the telephone’s ring reached us. The butler appeared. “Dr.
Kissinger,” he said to the governor, who got up from the floor and went to the sequestered alcove where
the telephone lay. He wasn't gone for very long, but even by the ume he returned, somehow we knew
that the question Did Richard Nixon say something he shouldn't have said? Did he undertake a course of
action he should not have undertaken? was somehow not up for generic review. Nixon had pierced the
veil, and the defloration was final. Henry Kissinger had, within five minutes of the public announcement,
reached and reassured the most conspicuously conservative governor in the Union that the strategic inten-
tions of the President were in total harmony with the concerns of the conservative community. We sensed,
all of us, the albescent tribute to Mr. Nixon's solid good sense.

The balance of the evening was given over only glancingly to the great catharsis, which not many
months later, by compound interest, would emerge as a Long March jointly undertaken by the United
States of America and the People’s Republic of China. The dissenters were much more than helpless;
they were paralyzed. In a matter of hours the political emotions of the country were permanently re-
arranged. Nixon had done it. Surely Nixon is our bargaining agent, the old anti-Communist community
reasoned. I thought of the mine workers, who on one occasion were surprised when John L. Lewis an-
nounced the agreement he had reached with the operators. The terms appeared dismaying. But it is
casier on such occasions to reason a priori, from faith in the leader. John L. Lewis will not make settle-
ments strategically disadvantageous to his constituency. No more Richard Nixon to his. To be sure,
we lisped out our reservations. Senator Buckley issued his cautionary notes. 1 broke wind with heavy
philosophical reservations. A fortnight later a few of us met in Manhattan and decided, as a matter of
historical punctilio, to suspend our formal support for President
Richard Nixon. The press, though visibly amused—as if grandfather
Bonaparte had come in from the village to disown the young em-

peror—gave the story attention, faithful to the spastic journalistic im-
perative that anything that might conceivably embarrass Richard
Nixon is newsworthy. But that was about it. There was the formal
gesture by Congressman John Ashbrook, who ran primary campaigns
against the President in New Hampshire, Florida and California. WITH
But it was much too late. The Zeitgeist was so far ahead of us it had

time 1o stop and laugh as we pulled our way pot-valiantly up the
steepening mountain. And soon the great day came when, glass raised
high in Peking, the President of the United States toasted the Chairman

...1is there a road back?
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of the People’s Republic of China; after
which we disappeared from sight.

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY, March 10,
1972. One important effect of Presi-
dent Nixon’s trip to China [the
Gallup Poll reported todayl—and
the period leading up to this his-
toric event—is the far more favor-
able image the U.S. public has of
the Communist Chinese today than
they did in the mid-Sixties. Respond-
ents [to the poll] were asked to se-
lect from a list of 23 favorable and
unfavorable adjectives those which
they feel best describe the Commu-
nist Chinese. The terms “ignorant,”
“warltke,” “sly” and “treacherous”
were named most often in 1966, the
last time the measurement was
taken. Today, however, “hard-work-
ing,” “intelligent,” “artistic,” “pro-
gressive” and “practical” outweigh
any negative term used to describe
the Chinese.

It was mid-January in New York and
1 was lunching with friends, among
them Theodore White, already em-
barked on his industrious monitorship
of a Presidential year. Someone asked
White whether he would succeed in get-
ting a ticket on the coveted Hight to
Peking accompanying Nixon. You might
as well have asked the queen whether
she would get a ticket to the coronation.
“If 1 don't get one,” he said excitedly,
“I might as well give up writing my
book! How can one write a history of
the making of the American President in
1972 and not travel 1o Peking with Nix-
on?” He elaborated, most discreetly, on
the measures he had taken—the strings
he had pulled, the people he was pre-
pared to exalt, or to strangle, according
as they proved helpful, or obstructive—
in wransacting his application. His eyes lit
on me suddenly, and the pointed mirth
that makes him such good company fas-
tened on the subtle reticulations of my
own position. You son of a bitch, he said,
if you're on that plane and I'm not, I'll
never speak to you againl That afternoon
I wrote and applied perfunctorily for a
seat. Five weeks later, White and I were
facing each other across the aisle of the
Pan American press jet, en route to
Hawaii, first leg on what we were repeat-
edly reminded was a historical voyage,
a presumption none of us doubted. T had
had a call, in Swiizerland, from the White
House—did 1 7eally want 1o go? . . .
Yes, I said, over the transatlantic phone,
1 was most anxious to go. Forty-eight
hours later Ron Ziegler reached me to
say that I was among the chosen. Forty-
eight hours and 20 minutes later, Herbert
Klein called me to say the same thing.

The mood aboard the press plane was
mostly muted, inquisitive in an unobtru-
sive way; languid like the professional

athlete on the eve of protracted exer-
tion. The build-up was subtle, but palpa-
ble. Mr. Nixon paces himself carefully,
with an eye on the relevant coordinates:
his health, and television prime time. He
does not believe in arriving anywhere
unrested, uncomposed. or unobserved.
Though he is capable of staying awake
all night, he does not chart his trips so
as to make this likely. It was only on the
fifth night that, experiencing impasse
with Chou En-lai, he stayed up until
dawn, pressing his position—presumably
on how to phrase the vexed question
of Taiwan (he might as well have stayed
in bed). Accordingly, we spent a day
and a half in Hawaii, which we left
at dawn, destination Peking. The Presi-
dent left with us, but to go only as
far as Guam, there 1o “overnight,” as
they put it.

Safely on board, Teddy White was
Buddha-happy, sitting with a pile of
news clips on his tray whence from time
to time he would pluck out an anti-Red
Chinese tidbit and offer it to me play-
fully in return for anything favorable to
the Red Chinese 1 might supply him
from my own pile, gemleman’s agree-
ment. Now he beamed. “1 have a clip
here that says the Red Chinese have
killed thirty-four million people since
they took over China. What will you
offer me for that?” I foraged among my
material and triumphantly came up with
a clip that said the Red Chinese have re-
duced illiteracy from 80 percent 1o 20
percent, but White scoffed me down,
like a professional pawnshop broker.
“Hell,” he said, “I have that one al-
ready. Everybody has that one.” 1
scrounge about for more pro—Chinese
Communist data, and finally tell him,
disconsolate, that I can’t find one more
item to barter for his plum; he smiles
contentedly at his tactical victory, and
I wonder if he hasn't, however, lost
the war.

We merely refueled at Guam and went
on ploddingly to Shanghai. Guam-
Shanghai is only four hours, Guam-
Peking six. But all along we had been
directed to stop over there, before flying
into Peking, giving 85 out of 85 report-
ers the opportunity to wire back the
knowing historical observation that the
purpose of the stopover was indisputa-
bly o wrest from us a jet-age [acsimile
of the traditional obeisance of the visit-
ing dignitary who, on his way to an au-
dience with the Emperor in the Middle
Kingdom, was made to pause at the
hem of the imperial gardens to beg
leave to proceed. But it is also a Chinese
tradition that official guests are not made
to stop merely in order to water their
horses. So therefore there was a grandish
meal at the airport, prefiguring the rou-
tine that lay before us—one official
Chinese seated next to every American
around the round tables; like the other
Chinese we would meet, functional in

English, but not very much more than
that. White, who had left Harvard 35
years earlier to devote himself to Sinol-
ogy, could not suppress his curiosity
about the great city of Shanghai, which
he had not seen since before “Libera-
tion” (October 10, 1949), went on with
his questions. *What has become of the
old race track?” he asked. “li—is—a—
people’s—park,” said his host measured-
ly. “A people’s horses’ park?” another
reporter asked solemnly, confident that
the satirical turn the questioning had
taken would go unnoticed (it did). “No,”
said our host, not quite getting it. but
sensing the danger, "a people’s park.”
Walter Cronkite turned o White and
explained matter-of-factly: “They race
people there.” That too passed without
difficulty. But White was not to be de-
terred. He gave up finally only when,
on asking “What will we see in Shang
hai?” he got back the answer, "A city
of ten million people.” Cronkite, re-
sponding to the many toasts that had
been offered to us at four- or five-minute
intervals during the long lunch. rose
gravely, glass in hand. to toast a “most
auspicious beginning.”

Back on the plane, the final leg of the
trip, to Peking. We are boarded onto
buses, making our very long way to the
Nationalities Hotel, beyond the Great
Square of the People. There is no other
traffic, only bicycles, and the drivers use
their horns as routinely as safari drivers
plying their mosquito swatters, to keep
the road clear of the blue-suited bicy-
clists, half of them wearing white gauze
masks over their mouths, a native pre-
caution against the spreading of germs.
Why doesn't the cold kill the germs? |
wondered. Or why don’t the germs kill
the cold. . . . I was slipping into fanta-
sy, under the torture of fatigue alter 17
hours’ journey. In the hotel lobby full of
bags and people and confusion we
found we were expected to cat yet
again. I went to the dining room with
Bob Considine, who asked, in the best
manner of W. C. Fields, "Do you have
a bar?” The comrade in charge of the
dining room answered, “Yes. You wam
olange juice?” “No,” said Considine,
“whiskey . . . wheeskee . . . glub glub
glub,” he motioned with his hand on an
imaginary highball glass. “Ah,” 1the
functionary smiled, “beeh?” "“Take me,”
Considine turned austerely toward me,
“to the nearest war lord.” We stumbled
off to our rooms. Large. utilitarian,
mid-Victorian, comfortable, dimly lit,
plenty of hot water, chocolates and hard
candy and fruit on the table, instant serv-
ice at the press ol a button. I do not
know whether Considine rang for a war
lord. I was within seconds sound asleep,
snug in bed in the capital of Red China.
When you are very tired, and your
bed is warm and your room is silent,

(continued on page 104)



TRIAD

fiction By JOHN CHEEVER

wherein the metaphysics of revenge, flirtation and obesity are ironically delineated

MMI.GE LITTLETON would, in the
long-gone days of Freudian jar-
gon, have been thought maternal, al-
though she was no more maternal
than you or you. What would have
been meant was a charming softness
in her voice and her manner and
she smelled like a summer’s day, or
perhaps it is a summer’s day that
smells like such a woman. She was a
regular churchgoer and I always felt
that her devotions were more pro-
found than most, although it is im-
possible to speculate on anything so
intimate. She was on the liturgical
side, hewing to the Book of Common
Prayer and avoiding sermons when-
ever possible. She was not a native,
of course—the last native, along with
the last cow, died 20 years ago—
and I don't remember where she or
her husband came from. He was
bald. They had three children and
lived a scrupulously unexceptional
life until one morning in the fall.

It was after Labor Day, a little windy. Leaves could be seen
falling outside the windows. The family had breakfast in the
kitchen. Marge had baked johnnycake. “Good morning, Mrs.
Littleton,” her husband said, kissing her on the brow and
patting her backside. His voice, his gesture seemed to have
the perfect equilibrium of love. I don’t know what virulent
critics of the family would say about the scene. Were the
Littletons making for themselves, by contorting their passions
into an acceptable social image, a sort of prison, or did they
chance to be a man and a woman whose pleasure in each
other was tender, robust and invincible? From what I know,
it was an exceptional marriage. Never having been married
myself, I may be unduly susceptible to the element of buffoon-
ery in holy matrimony, but isn't it true that when some couples
celebrate their 10th or 15th anniversary, they seem far from
triumphant? In fact, they seem duped, while dirty Uncle Har-
ry, the rake, seems to wear the laurels. But with the Littletons,
one felt that they might live together with intelligence and
ardor—giving and taking until death did them part.

On that particular Saturday morning, Marge’s husband
planned to go shopping. After breakfast, he made a list of
what they needed from the hardware store. A gallon of white
acrylic paint, a four-inch brush, picture hooks, a spading fork,
oil for the Jawn mower. The children went along with him.
They went, not to the village, which, like so many others, lay
dying, but to a crowded and fairly festive shopping center on
Route 64. He gave the children money for Cokes. When they
returned, the southbound traffic was heavy. It was, as I say,
after Labor Day and many of the cars were towing portable
houses, campers, sailboats, motorboats and trailers. This long
procession of vehicles and domestic portables seemed not the
spectacte of a people returning from their vacations but
rather like a tragic evacuation of some great city or state. A
car carrier, trying to pass an exceptionally bulky mobile home,
crashed into the Littletons and killed them all. I didn't go to
the funeral, but one of our neighbors described it to me. *There
she stood at the edge of the grave. She didn't cry. She looked
very beautiful and serene. She had to waich four coffins, one
after the other, lowered into the ground. Four.”

THE WIDOW

She didn’t go away. People asked
her to dinner, of course, but in such
an intensely domesticated community,
the single are inevitably neglected.
A month or so after the accident, the
local paper announced that the State
Highway Commission would widen
Route 64 from a fourlane to an
eight-lane highway. We organized a
committee for the preservation of the
community and raised $10,000 for
legal fees. Marge Littleton was very
active. We had meetings nearly every
week. We met in parish houses, court-
rooms, high schools and houses. In the
beginning, these meetings were very
emotional. Mrs. Pinkham once cried.
She wept. “I've worked sixteen years
on my pink room and now theyre
going to tear it down.” She was led out
of the meeting, a truly bereaved wo-
man. We chartered a bus and went to
the state capital. We marched down 64
one rainy Sunday with a motorcycle
escort. 1 don’t suppose we were
more than 30 and we straggled. We carried picket signs. I re-
member Marge. Some people seem born with a gift for
protest and a talent for carrying picket signs, but this was not
Marge. She carried a large sign that said STOP GASOLINE
ALLEY. She seemed very embarrassed. When the march dis
banded, I said goodbye to her on a knoll above the highway. I
remember the level gaze she gave to the lines of traffic—rather,
1 guess, as the widows of Nantucket must have regarded the sea.

When we had spent our $10,000 without any results, our
meetings were less and less frequent and very poorly attend-
ed. Only three people, including the speaker, showed up for
the last. The highway was widened, demolishing six houses
and making two uninhabitable, although the owners got no
compensation. Several wells were destroyed by the blasting.
After our committee was disbanded, I saw very little of
Marge. Someone told me she had gone abroad. When she
returned, she was followed by a charming young Roman
named Pietro Montani. They were married.

Marge displayed her gifts for married happiness with
Pictro, although he was very unlike her first husband. He was
handsome, witty and substantial—he represented a firm that
manufactured innersoles—but he spoke the worst English I
have ever heard. You could talk with him and drink with
him and laugh with him, but other than this, it was almost
impossible to communicate with him. It didn’t really matter.
Marge seemed very happy and theirs was a pleasant house
to visit. They had been married no more than two months
when Pietro, driving a convertible down 64, was decapitated
by a crane.

She buried Pietro with the others, but she stayed on in the
house on Twin Rock Road, where one could hear the
battlefield noises of industrial traffic. I think she got a job.
One saw her on the trains. Three weeks after Pietro's death, an
18-wheel, 36-ton truck northbound on Route 64 for reasons
that were never ascertained veered into the southbound lanes,
demolishing two cars and killing their four passengers. The
truck then rammed into a granite abutment there, fell on its
side and caught fire. The police and the fire department were
there at once, but the freight was combustible and the fire
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was not extinguished until three in the morning. All traffic
on Route 64 was rerouted. The women’s auxiliary of the fire
department served coffee.

Two weeks later, at eight .M., another 18-wheel truck, with
a load of cement block, went out of control at the same place,
crossed the southbound lanes and felled four full-grown
trees before it collided with the abutment. The impact of the
collision was so violent that two feet of granite was sheared
off the wall. There was no fire, but the two drivers were
so badly crushed by the collision that they had to be identified
by their dentalwork.

On November third, at 8:30 p.m., Lieutenant Dominic De-
Sisto reported that a man in working clothes ran into the front
office. He seemed hysterical, drugged or drunk and claimed to
have been shot. He was, according to Lieutenant DeSisto, so
incoherent that it was some time before he could explain what
had happened. Driving north on 64 at about the same place
where the other trucks had gone out of control, a rifle bullet
smashed the left window of his cab, missed the driver and
smashed the right window. The intended victim was Joe Lang-
ston of Baldwin, South Carolina. The lieutenant examined
the truck and verified the broken windows. He and Langston
drove in a squad car back to where the shot had been fired.
On the right side of the road, there was a little hill of granite
with some soil covering. When the highway had been widened,
the hill had been blasted in two and the knoll on the right
corresponded to the abutment that had killed the other driv-
ers. DeSisto examined the hill. The grass on the knoll was
trampled and there were two cigarette butts on the ground.
Langston was taken to the hospital, suffering from shock. The
hill was put under surveillance for the next month, but the
police force was understaffed and it was a boring beat to sit
alone on the hill from dusk until midnight. As soon as sur-
veillance was stopped, a fourth oversized truck went out of
control. This time, the truck veered to the right, took down a
dozen trees and drove into a narrow but precipitous valley. The
driver, when the police got to him, was dead. He had been shot.

In December, Marge married a rich widower and moved to
North Salem, where there is only one twolane highway and
where the sound of traffic is as faint as the roaring of a shell.




E TOOK HIS AISLE SEAT—22C—in

the 707 for Rome. The plane was
not quite full and there was an empty
seat between him and the occupant of
the port seat. This was taken, he was
pleased to see, by an exceptionally
good-looking woman—not young, but
neither was he. She was wearing per-
fume, a dark dress and jewelry and
she seemed to belong to that part of
the world in which he moved most
easily. “Good evening,” he said, set-
ding himself. She didn't reply. She
made a discouraging humming noise
and raised a paperback book to the
front of her face. He looked for the
title, but this she concealed with her
hands. He had met shy women on
planes before—infrequently, but he
had met them. He supposed they were
understandably wary of lushes, mash-
ers and bores. He shook out a copy of
The Manchester Guardian. He had
noticed that conservative newspapers
sometimes inspired confidence in the
shy. If one read the editorials, the
sports page and especially the finan-
cial section, shy strangers would some-
times be ready for a conversation. The
plane took off, the No sMoKING sign
went dark and he took out a gold
cigarette case and a gold lighter. They
were not flashy, but they were gold.
*“Do you mind if I smoke?” he asked.

“Why should I?” she asked. She did
not look in his direction.

“Some people do,” he said, lighting
his cigarette. She was nearly as beau-
tiful as she was unfriendly, but why
should she be so cold? They would be
side by side for nine hours and it was
only sensible to coumnt on at least a
little conversation. Did he remind her of someone she disliked,
someone who had wounded her? He was bathed, shaved, cor-
rectly dressed and accustomed to making friends. Perhaps she
was an unhappy woman who disliked the world; but when the
stewardess came by to take their drink orders, the smile she
gave the young stranger was dazzling and open. This so cheered
him that he smiled himself; but when he saw that he was tres-
passing on a communication that was aimed at someone else,
she turned on him, scowled and went back to her book. The
stewardess brought him a double martini and his companion a
sherry. He supposed that his strong drink might increase her
uncasiness, but he had to take that chance. She went on read-
ing. If he could only find the title of the book, he thought, he
would have a foot in the door. Hargld Robbins, Dostoievsky,
Philip Roth, Emily Dickinson—anything would help. “May I
ask what you're reading?” he said politely.

“No,” she said.

When the stewardess brought their dinners, he passed her
tray across the empty seat. She did not thank him. He settled

THE PASSENGER

down to eat, to feed, to enjoy this
simple habit. The meal was unusually
bad and he said so. “One can't be too
particular, under the circumstances,”
she said. He thought he heard a trace
of warmth in her voice. “Salt might
help,” she said, “but they neglected to
give me any salt. Could I trouble you
for yours?”

“Oh, certainly,” he said. Things
were definitely looking up. He opened
his salt container and in passing it to
her, a little salt spilled on the rug.

“I'm afraid the bad luck will be
yours,” she said. This was not said at
all lightly. She salted her cutlet and
ate everything on her tray. Then she
went on reading the book with the
concealed title. She would sooner or
later have to use the toilet, he knew,
and then he could read the title of
the book; but when she did go to the
stern of the plane, she carried the
book with her.

The screen for the film was low-
ered. Unless a picture was exception-
ally interesting, he never rented sound
equipment. He had found that lip
reading and guesswork gave the pic-
ture an added dimension and, any-
how, the dialog was usually offensively
banal. His neighbor rented equip-
ment and seemed to enjoy herself
heartily. She had a lovely musical
laugh and communicated with the ac-
tors on the screen as she had com-
municated with the stewardess and as
she had refused to communicate with
her neighbor. The characters on the
screen relentlessly pursued their
script. There was a parade, a chase,
a reconciliation, an ending. His com-
panion, still carrying her mysterious book, retired to the stern
again and returned, wearing a sort of mobcap, her face heavily
covered with some white unguent. She adjusted her pillow and
blanket and arranged herself for sleep. “Sweet dreams,” he
said, daringly. She sighed.

He never slept on planes. He went back to the galley and
had a whiskey. The stewardess was pretty and talkative
and she told him about her origins, her schedule, her fiancé
and her problems with passengers who suffered from flight fear.

The sun rose as they approached the Alps. Here and there,
the brightness of a spring morning could be seen through
the cracks in the drawn shades; but while they sailed over
Mont Blanc and the Mauerhorn, his companion continued to
sleep peacefully.

Beyond the Alps, they began to lose altitude and he saw the
Mediterranean breaking against the shore line and had an-
other whiskey. He saw Elba, Giglio and the yachts in the
harbor at Port’Ercole, where he could see the villas of his
friends. He could remember coming (concluded on page 210)




HE SUBJECT TopAY will be the
Tmetaphysics of obesity and I am
the belly of a man named Lawrence
Farnsworth. I am the body cavity be-
tween his diaphragm and his pelvic
floor and I possess his viscera. I know
you won't believe me, but if you'll
buy a cri de coeur, why not a cri de
ventre? 1 play as large a part in his
affairs as any other lights and vitals;
and while I can't act independently,
he too is at the mercy of such dis-
parate forces in his environment as
money and starlight. We were born in
the Midwest and he was educated in
Chicago. He was on the track team
(pole vault) and later on the diving
team, two sports that made my exist-
ence dangerous and obscure. I did not
discover myself until he was in his 40s,
when I was recognized by his doctor
and his tailor, He stubbornly refused
to grant me my rights and continued
for almost a year to wear clothes
that confined me harshly and caused
me much soreness and pain. My
one compensation was that I could
unzip his fly at will.

I've often heard him say that, hav-
ing spent the first half of his life
running around behind an unruly
bowsprit, he scemed damned to
spend the rest of his life going
around behind a belly that was as
independent and capricious as his
genitals. I have been, of course, in a
position to observe his carnal sport,
but I think I won’t describe the thou-
sands—or millions—of performances
in which I have participated. I am,
in spite of my reputation for gross-
ness, truly visionary, and I would like
to look past his gymnastics to their
consequences, which, from what I
hear, are often ecstatic. He seems to
feel that his erotic life is an entry
permit into what is truly beautiful in
the world. Balling in a thunderstorm
—any rain will do—is his idea of a
total relationship. There have been
complaints. I once heard a woman
ask: “Will you never understand that
there is more to life than sex and
nature worship?” Once, when he ex-
claimed over the beauty of the stars,
his belle amie giggled. My open
knowledge of the world is confined to
the limited incidence of nakedness:
bedrooms, showers, beaches, swim-
ming pools, trysts and sun-bathing in
the Antilles. The rest of my life is
spent in a sort of purdah between
his trousers and his shirts.

Having refused to admit my exist-
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THE BELLY

ence for a year or more, he finally
had his trousers enlarged from 30 to
34. When I had reached 34 inches
and was striving for 36, his feelings
about my existence became obsessive.
The clash between what he had been
and wanted to be and what he had
become was serious. When people
poked me with their fingers and
made jokes about his bay window, his
forced laughter could not conceal
his rage. He ceased to judge his
friends on their wit and intelligence
and began to judge them on their
waistbands. Why was X so flat and
why was Z, with a paunch of at least
40 inches, contented with this state
of affairss When his friends stood,
his eyes dropped swiftly from their
smiles to their middles. We went one
night to Yankee Stadium to see a ball
game. He had begun to enjoy himself
when he noticed that the right fielder
had a good 36 inches. The other
fielders and the basemen passed, but
the pitcher—an older man—had a
definite bulge and two of the um-
pires—when they took off their
guards—were disgusting. So was the
catcher. When he realized that he
was not watching the ball game—that
because of my influence he was un-
able to watch the ball game—we left.
This was at the top of the fourth.
A day or two later, he began what
was to be a year or a year and a
half of hell.

We started with a diet that empha-
sized water and hard-boiled eggs. He
lost ten pounds in a week, but he lost
it all in the wrong places and,
though my existence was imperiled,
I survived. The diet set up some
metabolic disturbance and he gave
it up at his doctor’s suggestion and
joined a health club. Three times a
week I was tormented on an electric
bicycle and a rowing machine and
then a masseur would knead me and
strike me loudly and cruelly with the
flat of his hand. Farnsworth then
bought a variety of elastic underpants
or girdles that meant to disguise or
dismiss me and, while they gave me
great pain, they only challenged my
invincibility. When they were re-
moved in the evening, I reinstated
myself amply in the world I so much
love. Soon after this, he bought a
contraption that was guaranteed to
destroy me. This was a pair of gold-
colored plastic shorts that could be
inflated by a hand pump. The acid-
ity of the (concluded on page 212)
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PLAYBOY

TO CHINA WITH NIXON

nothing else matters. Nixon had a point,
though, staying over in Guam. Nixon
always has a point.

They ask you, What did you find in
China that surprised you? Or—more
often—What did you find in China that
surprised you most? But one is better off
asking such a question of someone who
has just returned from terra altogether
incognita; from those parts of the Up-
per Amazon (I take it there are still
some) about which we have all learned
from National Geographic that no hu-
man being from the civilized world has
ever traveled there (interesting ques-
tion: What is the “civilized” world?
What does the word nowadays mean?).
Mysterious China, during the period
since Liberation, has not been mys-
terious in the National Geographic sense.
‘There have been travelers to China all
along, even during the convulsions.
Much was seen in China even during the
Cultural Revolution that was not laid
on for foreign visitors to see. The con-
trol of visitors’ movements, during the
Cultural Revolution, was less thorough
by far than the control after the Cul-
tural Revolution; than the control today,
when by contrast with pre-ping-pong
China, it is considered a country rela-
tively open to discreet inspection by for-
eign journalists. But even during the 20
years largely closed to Americans, there
were others who went there, others who
reported on China in our own language,
among them some who measured China
by Western values. Clement Attlee led a
delegation of Englishmen there 18 years
ago, one of whom wrote a mordant little
book called No Flies in China, urbanely
mocking the only absolutely verifiable
revolutionary achievement in the city of
Shanghai—in fact, the reporter hadn’t
seen a single fly. But then possibly he
wouldn’t have noticed the absence of flies
if their absence hadn’t been remarked
to him, and if he hadn’t read somewhere
that Shanghai used to be full of flies.

What would have surprised usP—trav-
eling to China a few months after Ross
Terrill of Harvard did, and James Res-
ton of The New York Times, and Wil-
liam Attwood of Newsday, and dozens of
Canadians and Australians and, for that
matter, French and West Germans,
whose reports we had read. “Have you
noticed about the dogs?” one journalist
asked me, four days into the trip. No, I
said, scratching my head. Were the dogs
class-consciousless, I wondered? What
had I missed? . . . “There are no dogs,”
he said. 1 hadn’t noticed, but it was true,
True, more exactly, that we hadn't seen
any dogs. Not true, necessarily, that
there weren’t any, someplace—it would
not have done for President Nixon to
have presented the Peking zoo with two

104 dogs. Another journalist, after three days

(continued from page 98)

in Peking: “Have you noticed about the
grass?” Same thing. There was no grass.
I mean, there was no grass. The explana-
tion may be simple. Maybe grass is ex-
tremely hard to grow in the cdimate
around Peking. On the other hand, grass
grows all right in Maine and in the
Laurentians, where it is also very cold.
No doubt there is another explanation,
on the order of having to use all the
available earth for food, or perhaps there
is a positive cultural antipathy toward
grass as conspicuous horticultural con-
sumption. But I hadn’t in fact noticed it.

What the questioner is really asking,
after a trip of this nature, is: “What sur-
prised you that didn't surprise the news-
men who have previously reported on
their travels throughout China?” But
even that question generates an answer
only on the assumption of the incompe-
tence or venality of your predecessors.
This cannot safely be assumed, mostly
because in conspicuous cases the people
who had been to China were neither in-
competent nor, all of them, beholden to
the Communist myth. Of the ideological
sycophants there were of course a num-
ber, but their writings, though distract-
ing, are disregarded by the practiced
reader as automatically as the lesser stars
by the navigator. One does not examine
the reports on China of a Felix Greene,
except as one is interested in ideological
pathology. It was a problem for years
where Russia was concerned, and al-
though it’s true that there are people
around who are willing to say gaspingly
about China the same kind of thing the
boys used 1o say about Stalin’s Russia, in
China, on the whole, observers have
been at once more cynical and more
wise. The more cynical—the Willred
Burcheus, the Felix Greenes—presuma-
bly know what they are doing but are
willing to do it anyway. Joseph Stalin
had his apologists even alter the Moscow
Trials were exposed. The typical jour-
nalist visiting China is as I say at once
wiser and more jaded, so that on the one
hand he does not automatically accept on
their terms the representations of his
hosts, but on the other hand is world-
weary about applying only standards of
conduct that would have satisfied Wood-
row Wilson, or the Committee for Cul-
tural Freedom.

What would have surprised us? Well,
we'd have been surprised if, say, a politi-
cal prisoner had been tied to a stake
outside our hotel and shot for breakfast.
We'd have written home about that.
We'd have been surprised if, turning a
corner during an unaccompanied walk
through the streets of Shanghai, we had
bumped into a corpse in the middle of
the street, dead of undernourishment, or
boredom. We'd have been surprised if the

secret police (they call them the Social Af-
fairs Department—the Maoists are really
wonderful on terminology, though after
a certain amount it cloys, like Franglais)
had come in one night to the hotel and
dragged Barbara Walters off in hand
cuffs—you could have counted on us 10
cause a hell of a good row.

Burt that kind of thing didn’t happen.
So what was it that did surprise us?

Leaving out the nonexistence of dogs
and grass, and the trivial anomalies that
strike each observer differently—what was
it that surprised all, or nearly all of us?

If you winnowed down the list ruth-
lessly, I think you would have something
very nearly like general agreement on
the following.

It surprised us that the airport greet-
ing given to President Nixon was so
scandalously spare. There were present
at the airport (1) an honor guard of a
couple of hundred soldiers; (2) a diplo-
matic retinue ol several dozen Chinese,
led by Chou En-lai; and (3) us. One jour-
nalist, struggling to assimilate the impli-
cations of it, ventured the ingenious
explanation that perhaps the Cultural
Revolution had been so successful, this
was in fact all the Chinese that were left.
Americans are good at absorbing social
shock. Richard Nixon proved superb at it.

Ten hours after he landed he went to
the microphone to return the toast of
Chou En-lai, and oh, what a crafty toast
it had been. It drew its strength from
the implicit friendship between the
American and the Chinese people. Alas,
“Owing to reasons known lo all, con-
tacts belween the two peoples were sus-
pended for over 20 years.” Chou En-lai
went on to say, in the principal banquet
hall of a capital city in which the Chi-
nese people did not at that moment
know even that the President of the
United States was physically present
in their city (they would learn it the next
morning, when Nixon's picture appeared
in the papers, visiting with Maoc Tse-
tung), in a country in which the people
haven't the liherty: to choose what they
want to read, or to write what they want
to write, or to express themselves in be
half of the kind of society they want to
live in, or to take the job they wanmt or
leave a job they don’t want, or to prac
tice the religion they want to practice or
to leave the city for the country or the
country for the city, or to travel o anoth-
er part of China, or out of China . . . said
Chou in his toast, “The people, and the
people alone, are the motive force in the
making of world history.” And he toasted
the health of the President.

The surprise came when Richard
Nixon did what he did. He could have
got up, a genial, wizened smile on his
face, to thank Chou for whatever efforts
he was prepared to make to further the
people’s interests, the world over; to
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encourage him to join the United States
in a joimt search for peace; to toast
the health of all leaders of the People’s
Republic of China, and of the people of
the People’s Republic of China . . . and
have sat down, smiling. Perfectly proper.
Impeccable.

We could not believe it, what he did.
1 mean, there was no one there who was
unsurprised—except, maybe, those who
had projected rigorously how Richard
Nixon characteristically does things: the
imperative fusion of Quaker rectitude,
and political exigency. . . . He began,
under the shadow of that reception at
the airport, by thanking Chou for his
“incomparable hospitality.” If Milton
Berle had used those words, under simi-
lar circumstances, the general response
would have been: “Good old Uncle Mil-
tie. That's the way to treat those snotty
bastards who sent a corporal’s guard out
to meet the President of the United
States.” Then Mr. Nixon talked about
bridging the differences between the two
countries. Then, in a breath-taking ges-
ture of historical ecumenism, Mr. Nixon
talked about undertaking a “long march
together.” The Long March being Red
China’'s Bastille, Winter Palace, and
Reichstag fire, the invocation of it by
Richard Nixon as historically inspiring
could have been matched only by Mao
Tse-tung's bursting into the hall and
saying that he wanted to be there pass-
ing the ammunition to Richard Nixon
next time America faced the rockets’ red
glare. Then Nixon quoted Mao himself,
in tones appropriate to Scripture. ‘Then
he toasted not the health of Mao and
Chou but, directly, Mao and Chou.

Nor was that by any means all. Presi-
dent Nixon did not return to his table to
sit down. He returned only to pick up
his small glass of liqueur, armed with
which he strode to the adjoining table,
crowded with Chinese ofhcials, and
paused, effulgently, to toast each one of
them individually, his cheeks flushed
(with grand purpose—Nixon is to all in-
tents and purposes a teetotaler), and on
to yet another table of Chinese digni-
taries, to do the same. I commented in a
dispatch cabled that evening that 1
would not have been surprised if Mr.
Nixon had lurched into a toast to Alger
Hiss. My comment was taken amiss here
and there. When 1 wrote it, I had no
reason to know that the next morning
U.P. 1. would report that the widow
Snow had just released the text of a let-
ter received from Richard Nixon during
Edgar’s last hours on earth, expressing
hope for his recovery and saying, “It will
strengthen you to know that your dis-
tinguished career is so widely respected
and appreciated.” Edgar Snow had been
a fullscale Communist apologist, writing
from China, during the Forties and
Filties, as only a Communist sympathizer

106 could. But there could not have been

any observer of that extraordinary scene
in the Great Hall of the People who
understood the raised Presidential glass
as motivated other than by a pure
transideological desire to touch the soul
ol Chinese Muoists, in a way poor Nixon
has never succeeded in touching Ameri-
can Democrats. It was an astounding ges-
ture, freighted with innocence. But he
would have had a hell of a time explain-
ing it to the Committee on Un-American
Acuivities.

Anyway, that surprised us.

We were surprised the next day when
they took us off to see the ballet, the
Red Detachment of Women. It was a
small hall, and we had our only glimpse
of Chiang Ching, Madame Mao Tse-
tung, whose displeasure over a hallet in
1965 that showed insufficient servility
to the thought of Mao Tse-tung had
triggered the Cultural Revolution.
There was no chance that the Red
Detachment of Women would trigger
anything among American viewers sur-
rounding the President of the United
States other than contempt, tempered
by pity. It was as il the President had
called together the chiefs of the black
republics of Alfrica to a ballet in the
White House on the theme of Little
Black Sambo. What surprised us was not
so much the hard-drug ideology—we are
a country that absorbs Jane Fonda—as
the curious social effrontery. The Chi-
nese had nothing at all to gain, but un-
mistakably something to lose, from a
concentrated display of agitprop as art
to a conscripted audience of Americans
who sensed the restraints imposed upon
the President by the diplomatic situation;
and worried both that he might visibly
fret under the strain; and that he
wouldn’t. (Oh, how much R.N. might
have accomplished, the following night,
in his next public toast, by an urbane
refecrence to the Red Detachment of
Women. How easy, how effective, how
inspiriting, how justl) There could not
have been anyone in the audience who
didn’t think: Orwell. Rose Macaulay, on
reading 1984, commented late in her life
that she really didn't understand how
George could have written such a book,
because such a society as he described
was simply unthinkable. 1 thought of
Rose Macaulay. There was no need for
our hosts to make us think of Rose Ma-
caulay. After all, they had taken the
trouble not to shoot dissidents outside
our hotel room. Why should they do it
10 art, a few feet away from us?

And—remember, the list is as com-
pressed as I can make it—there was
surprise over the affair at Peking Uni-
versity. Every morning we had a choice
of five or six tours to take—typically, a
visit 10 an army unit, or a cooperative,
or a hospital, or a museum, that kind of
thing. It happened that on this morning,
the day after the ballet, the majority of

us signed up for a tour of Peking Uni-
versity, the center of learning in pre-
Liberated China, where at about the time
of the Versailles Conference a young
assistant librarian, Mao Tse-tung, is said
to have steeped himself in learning, the
better to compose his visions of a
New China.

So there we were, 30 or 40 of us, on
that hallowed ground, in the cold, cold
rector’s office, wearing our overcoats,
and seated in a great semicircle. A trans
lator was giving us in English the rec
tor’s dreary account of the noble aims of
Peking University under the patronage
of Chairman Mao. The whole mechani-
cal business was exasperatingly slow, in
sodden harmony with the text, which
was boiler-plate Mao, as revised by the
Cultural Revolution. The reporter next
to me leaned over and whispered. “That
guy’—pointing to the rector—"speaks
perfect English. He sat next to me at the
banquet last night. Hell, he got his
Ph.D. at the University of Chicago in
the Twenties.”” It was so, and in quick
order all of us knew it, and it became
evident that he was not speaking in Eng-
lish only because of the Red Guards,
who, it transpired, were still in control
of the university, and who didn’t under-
stand English. Two of them, chunky,
unsmiling 20-year-olds, flanked their 76-
year-old rector, ears cocked for ideologi-
cal error. He committed none.

Does anybody get dismissed
PKU? was one question.

No, nobody gets dismissed.

Do you ever decide that a student
should return to farm, or work?

We have no such cases.

Do students pick their own specialties?

Their choices are combined with the
needs of the state.

What was it that was wrong with PKU
before the Cultural Revolution?

We were imitating the elitist practices
of Russia.

What did you do to remedy that
situation?

A Mao Thought Propaganda Team
came n the fall of 1968, stayed a full
year, and then left a revolutionary coun-
cil to run PKU.

What is it that PKU now has that it
didn’t have before?

Sufficient class consciousness, and a
proletarian spirit,

The rector, tall, thin, gray, wore his au-
thority as naturally as Robert Hutchins,
spoke a little anxiously, and after a
while, sensing that we all knew that he
knew English, began discreetly helping
his translator. Hearing him, a doctor of
science from Chicago, say what he said,
was a deeply saddening expericnce. It
would have helped if he looked like Car-
mine De Sapio. but he looked like H. B.
Warner. A litle like Pasternak, who
died more or less trying. The rector at

(continued on page 150}
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humor By CRAIG VETTER | cuess everybody can

get off on a litle guilt now and then. It even feels good some-
times to stay up all night, smoking cigarettes and fretting
about sin. But there is a limit, and somewhere back in the
sincere years of protest and marching, some chemical-eyed
radical raised the guilty ante by shouting out that if you're
not part of the solution, you're part of the problem. It had
a Ben Franklin ring to it, all right, and from that point on I
was, they told me, guilty for almost everything, which is a
lot, and for a while I believed them.

I marched, I sang nasty little songs about the President, I
demonstrated, I got billy-club status bumps on my head in
Century City and Berkeley, I even wrote to the balding fool
who sits in the Senate for me. But every time I made a good
Christian move on one of my sins, they brought me another:
The air is poison, they said, oil is spilling into the ocean, we've
turned outer space into a garbage truck, Lake Erie is dead, the
blue whale is close to gone (and here my notes begin to fuzz
over with fatigue), our rivers bubble with cyclamates and our
soft drinks are full of phosphates, they raise our cattle on X
rays, corn flakes won't protect you in even a five-mile-an-

hour head-on collision, color-TV radiates deadly hor-

mones and not one American car meets the minimum
daily requirements for vitamins and minerals. I was

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DON AZUMA

appalled, I am appalled, and when I asked who was respon-
sible, they told me to look (if I ever got my hair cut again)
at the infinite series of faces in the barbershop mirror that
was me me me, sitting there, taking a trim while the planet
went to hell.

Finally it was too much, and not long ago, in a moment of
herd-guilt overload and moral breakdown, I decided to stop
feeling guilty for the things I could not change (by either
prayer or street fighting), and almost immediately the stoop
went out of my walk. Of the 13 or 14 things I was guilty of
last year, all were highly personal and private. 1 swear I was
in a quiet dope stupor with friends, giggling over trifles, when
Lake Erie got it. And that's not all I'm innocent of. What
follows is a list of things I did absolutely nothing about last
year and over which I feel no guilt. :

Boycotts: I bought lettuce, I bought grapes, I probably even
bought goods from South Africa. Every time I shop I exploit
someone. It used to be called bargain-hunting.

Nonbiodegradable, fancy-colored toilet paper: 1 use it on the
theory that it adds a dash of color to the industrial waste.

Bangla Desh: Didn't even buy the album (the song had a
good beat but lousy words).

Vietnam war: I've asked the President to stop it in many
ways over the years and every (concluded on page 236)

tired of carrying the weight of the world around?

_yow’ve got company

CONFESSIONS
OF A LETTUCE EATER
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WHICH IS SILVERSTEIN'S

playboy’s ubiquitous shel—now a numero uno in the music biz—whips up
a whole new batch of ballads definitely not _for the bubble-gum set

OUR PEERLESS COMPOSER-CARTOONIST Shel Silverstein tells us he’s exhausted these days, and we can understand why:
He’s been writing a book on erotic comic strips, working on two animated films and completing a book of children’s
poems (due from Harper & Row soon)—and turning out songs. Herewith we present Shel’s latest lyrics, most
of which appear on his just-released Columbia album, Freakin® at the Freakers Ball, featuring Dr. Hook and the Medicine
Show and employing almost everyone who was in the vicinity of Sausalito at the time. Says Shel: “We had a gas re-
cording, like when this girl violinist auditioned naked, and we managed to get some music out as well. It’s a good
album and I want everybody who reads this to go out and buy three copies, because I need an expensive vacation.”

FREAKIN' AT THE FREAKERS BALL

Come on, baby, grease your lips,

Put on your hat and shake your hips,

And don't forget to bring your ships.

We're goin’ to the Freakers Ball.

Shake your mojo, bang your gong,

Roll up something to take along.

Feels so good that it must be wrong.

Freakin’ at the Freakers Ball.
All the fags and the dykes, they boogie’n’ together.
Leather freaks all dressed in leather.
The greatest of the sadists and the masochists, too,
Screamin’ “You hit me’ and “I’ll hit you.”
FBI dancin’ with the junkies.
All the straights swingin’ with the funkies.

Cross the floor and up the wall. '
Freakin’ at the Freakers Ball.
Hard-hats and long-hairs lovin' each other.

Brother with sister, son with mother.

STACY BROWN GOT TWO

Smear my body up with butter.
Take me to the Freakers Ball.

So pass that roach, pour the wine.
I'll kiss yours if you'll kiss mine.
I'm gonna boogie till 1 go blind.
Freakin® at the Freakers Ball.

Have you heard about Stacy Brown?
He got every chick in town.
He got looks and he got class.
Do anything to get a little lass.
And everybody shouts at him as he walks his girlies past:
Everybody got one.
Everybody got one.
Everybody got one,
But Stacy Brown got two.
Do you know the reason for his success?
They say that he is double blessed.
They say that Stacy Brown was born
Just a little bit deformed,
But still his girlfriends wake up smilin’ every morn.
Everybody got one.
Everybody got one.
Everybody got one,
But Stacy Brown got two.
Why they climbin’ up the wall?
Young ones run and old ones crawl.
He got two and that's a fact,
But no one knows where the other one's at—
On his elbow? On his knee? Or underneath his hat?
Everybody got one.
Everybody got one.
Everybody got one,
But Stacy Brown got two.



LIBERATED LADY 1999

She’s a liberated lady and she's lookin’ out for herself,
And she don't need your protection and she does not want your help,
And if you're lookin’ for some pretty flower, you better go look somewhere else,
'Cause | warn you she’s a liberated lady.
She got oft work at the foundry; she was feelin’ kind of beat.
On the bus she had to stand and let some fella have her seat.
And she pinched the ass of a guy who passed her walkin' down the street.
When he called a cop she didn't quite understand,
So she stopped off on the corner for her usual shot of rye.
When some guy lit her cigarette, she punched him in the eye.
Then he kicked her in the balls, it was enough to make her cry,
But she stood there and she took it like a man.
She’s a liberated lady and she smokes them big cigars.
You're gonna find her drinkin” boilermakers at the corner bar.
And in 30 seconds flat she'll change a flat tire on your car.
Look out—she's a liberated lady.
She come home to find her darlin’ husband cryin’ in distress.
She said, “Why ain't supper ready and why is this house a mess?”’
He said, “The kids have diove me crazy and | need a brand-new dress,
And how come you don't ever take me dancin'?”
She sat down to smoke her pipe and she thought back to the time
When she was satin, silk and lace, with nothing on her mind.
But now she’s gotta mow the lawn and pay the bifls on time,
And pray to Mrs. God she don’t get drafted.
They got into bed that evenin’ and she strapped her dildo on.
She climbed on top of him and said, “OK, let's get it on.”
He said, "“You know I've got my period and my headache isn't gone.”
And he fell asleep—the chauvinistic bastard.
But she's a liberated lady and she smokes them big cigars.
You're gonna find her drinkin’ boilermakers at the corner bar.
And in 30 seconds flat she’ll change a flat tire on your car.
Look out—she’s a liberated lady.

MASOCHISTIC BABY

Oh, ever since my masochistic baby went and left me,
I got nothin’ to hit but the wall.

She loved me when [ beat her,

But | started actin’ sweeter,

And that was no way to treat her at all.

Yes, she is the one that I'm dreamin’ of,

And you always hurt the one you love,

And ever since my masochistic baby went and left me,
I got nothin’ to hit but the wall—oh, no—

Nothin' to beat but the eggs;

Nothin’ to belt but my pants;

Nothin' to whip but the cream;

Nothin’ to punch but the clock;

Nothin' to strike but a2 match.
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THE MAN WHO GOT NO SIGN

There was Gemini Jim and Scorpio Sal,

They was livin' by the Golden Gate,

Freezin® their nose and wearin’ leather clothes

And dealin’ every way but straight.

They had a Leo dog and a Capricorn cat

And everything was goin’ fine,

Till into their life on a starless night

Come the man who got no sign.
Look out, Momma, he’s headin’ this way,
One eye yella and the other one gray,
Lookin" for a soul, but he won't get mine.
He's the man who got no sign.

Well, he walked right in, sat right down,

And rolled himself a righteous smoke.

He lit his roach with a lightnin’ bolt,

And he took a toke and spoke.

Said he was born in an astrological warp,

When the moon refused to shine,

On the cusp of nowhere and nevermore.

He's the man who got no sign.

Then he told the story of an endless search

To find his missing part.

And Sal, she sits and smiles at him

And tries to do his chart.

Till Pisces Ben, who was Jim's best friend,

Said, “Man, you must be blind.

Your chick is lost "cause her star is crossed

With the man who got no sign.”

Then late that night two shots rang out

From Jim's old .32.

He caught the stranger and Scorpio Sal

Doin" what they shouldn’t do.

When we got to the shed, there was Jim by the bed,

Where Scorpio Sal lay dyin’.

But a blood-red stain is all that remained

Of the man who got no sign.

The arrest was made by Sheriff Slade,

An Aguarius through and through.

And the jailer was a Sagittarius,

So he beat Jim black and blue.

They dragged him up the courthouse steps.

They said, "Jim, how do you plea?”

He said, “Man, the moon’s in Virgo,

So the blame don't fall on me.”

The jury all was Libras,

So you know they was more than fair.

But his lawyer was an Aries,

And an Aries just don't care.

The judge, he was a Cancer,

And Cancers have no friends.

But the hangman was a Taurus,

And that’s where Jim's story ends.

But late at night, when the stars are right

And the moon is gray and dim,

Two ghostly figures roll around

On the grave of Gemini Jim.

One is the ghost of Scorpio Sal

As she moans and shrieks and grinds,

In the endless come that she's gettin’ from

110 The man who got no sign.

DON'T GIVE A DOSE TO THE ONE YOU LOVE MOST

Don’t give a dose to the one you love most.
Give her some marmalade; give her some toast.
You can give her the willies or give her the blues,
But the dose that you give her will get back to youse.
I once had a lady as sweet as a song.
She was my darlin’ and she was my dear.
But she had a dose and she passed it along.
Now she's gone, but the dose is still here.
So don’t give a dose to the one you love most.
Give her some marmalade ; give her some toast,
You can give her a partridge up in a pear tree,
But the dose that you give her might get back to me.
So if you've got an itchin'—if you've got a drip,
Don't sit there wishin’ for it to go 'way.
If there's a thing on the tip of your thing or your lip,
Run down to the clinic today—and say:
Don't give a dose to the one you love most. 4
Give her some marmalade ; give her some toast.
You can give her the willies or give her the blues,
But the dose that you give her will get back to youse.
(Seriously—the thing has reached epidemic proportions, so if you have
any questions about it, get a checkup or phone 800-523-1885—they’ll be cool about it))

THUMB-SUCKER SONG

| met her on a corner in Duluth (that's the truth).
She was tryin’ to fix her shoe in a telephone booth (her name was Ruth).
She said she was just waiting for a bus,
But | hid my thumb, "cause | knew just what she was.
And | ain’t gonna let no thumb-sucker suck my thumb.
It'll drive you crazy and leave you deaf and dumb.
It'll make you crawl and climb the wall.
Leave you without no thumb at all.
So | ain’t gonna let no thumb-sucker suck my thumb.
I'll tell you what them thumb-suckers like to do:
They suck your thumb till it's wrinkled like a prune.
They'll say you've got the sweetest thumb of all,
But then they suck the thumb of the guy livin' down the hall.
That's why | ain't gonna let no thumb-sucker suck my thumb.
It'll drive you crazy and leave you deaf and dumb.
It'll make you crawl and climb the wall.
Leave you without no thumb at ail.
So | ain't gonna let no thumb-sucker suck my thumb.



THE PERFECT WAVE

Dave McGunn was a surfin’ bum, half-crazed by the blazin' sun. j
From Waikiki to the Bering Sea, he rode "em one by one. :
Now he hung offshore "bout a mile or more, out where the dolphins played,
And his wild eyes gleamed as he schemed and dreamed
To ride the perfect wave.

Oh, ride the perfect wave, Dave, ride the perfect wave.

If you wait it out and you don’t sell out, you may ride

The perfect wave.
He crouched in the spray and he waited all day till the sun gave way to the moon,
And his legs grew cold and he grew old and wrinkled like a prune.
And the years rolled by and the surf broke high and the 40-foot breakers sprayed.
But he sneered at 'em all, sayin’, “Too damn small; I’'m waitin’
For the perfect wave.”

He was sleepin’ on his board when he woke to a roar as thunder shook the sea.
"Twas the dreaded California quake of 1973,

And he stared at the reef in disbelief, then paddled with tremblin' hands
As a monstrous crashin’ tidal wave came roarin’ "cross the land.

It was 12 miles high and it filled the sky, the color of boilin’ blood.
And cities fell beneath its swell and mountains turned to mud.

Its deadly surf engulfed the earth and left not a thing alive,

And high on the tip with a smile on his lip was Davey hangin’ five.
He hit the top of the Golden Gate at a thousand miles an hour,
Over the top of the Empire State and the tip of the Eiffel Tower,
And as he wiped out, you could hear him shout, as he plunged to a watery grave,
“Hey hi dee hi, I'm glad to die—I've rode

The perfect wave.”

I GOT STONED AND | MISSED IT

| was settin’ in my basement; I'd just rolled myself a taste of
Somethin’ green and gold and glorious to get me through the day, ’
When my friend yells through my transom, “Grab your coat and get your hat, son.
There's a nut down on the corner givin® dollar bills away."”
But | sat around a bit, and then | had another hit,
And then | rolled myself 2 bomber and I thought about my momma.
Then | sat around, fooled around, played around awhile and then
| got stoned and | missed it, | got stoned and | missed it,
| got stoned—and it rolled right by.
| got stoned and | missed it, | got stoned and | missed it,
| got stoned, oh me, oh my.
It took seven months of urgin’ just to get that local virgin,
With the sweet face, up to my place—to fool around a bit.
And next day she woke up rosy—and she cuddled up so cozy,
But when she asked me how I'd liked it, it hurt me to admit
| was stoned and | missed it, | was stoned and | missed it,
| was stoned—and it rolled right by.
| was stoned and | missed it, | was stoned and | missed it,
| was stoned, oh me, oh my.
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I ain't makin no excuses for the many things | uses
Just to brighten my relationships and sweeten up my day.
And when my earthly race is over, and they lay me "neath the clover,
And they ask me how my life has been—I guess I'll have to say
' | was stoned and | missed it, | was stoned and | missed it,
| was stoned—and it rolled right by.
Y CERCERT “MASOCHISTIC BABY-" (B SHEL. SIVER: | was stoned and | missed it, | was stoned and | missed it,
RUSIC, NG NEW YORK. Ny USED ' BY PEAMISSION: I was stoned, oh me, oh my.
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PLAYBOY

ﬂ'ﬁmnﬂ e" "'I[ BR‘J (continued from page 94)

free, 24, a veteran of Vietnam, cool as
Kool-Aid.

On the way out, a desperate group of
tourists from a nearby table clutched my
arm. They were ready to weep with
frustration and desire. They watched
100 freaks gobbling up caviar, French
wines, steaks, oysters, cool, so cool, and
these Latter-day Saint tourists from Salt
Lake City felt that 1, perhaps the eldest
member of that crowd, was their last
hope for salvation short of the return of
bearded Joseph Smith. “Who are those
people?” one hissed, his fundamentalist
talons scrabbling against my corduroy
Jacket.

“The strike committee from Pacific
Telephone,” 1 said, and they nodded.
They, too, always knew San Francisco
would be like this.

No picturesque weirdness means that
San Francisco escapes being an Ameri-
can city, with all the problems of an
American city, while it also has some of
the provincial, exempted charm of other
hilly and provincial port cities, such as
Leningrad, Marseilles, Naples and Haifa,
which live freed from the responsibil-
ities of capitals—Moscow, Paris, Rome,
Jerusalem—and therefore preserve some-
thing traditional, highly colored by the
sea and less hectic. Once, thanks to the
gold rush, San Francisco had an intense
hour in the sun. This year, Mainland
China Trade Stores opened with soft
commercial smiles in the wake of the
President Nixon China spectacular, and
perhaps San Francisco could have an-
other gold rush if shipping and trade
really begin to shuttle between the old
opium states and the West Coast.
Whether or not the town becomes Ven-
ice again, a window to elsewhere, 1t still
shares certain household frets with all
other American centers—race, poverty,
welfare, slums, freeways, school systems,
smog, the resentments of middle Amer-
ica, the rage of deprived America, the
flight of money from the central city. It
1s not exempt from the Seventies.

The problems that San Francisco
shares with almost any other great
American city can be summarized, alas,
in its dogged, traditional city-hall poli-
tics and its burden of mayor. Mayor
Joseph L. Alioto is an old-fashioned
Jersey City-siyle chieltain, formerly an
able, overhungry lawyer. now coyly giv-
ing out to hagiolaters that he reads
Dante every night, and also plays the
violin, before wucking himself into bed.
Despite the squall and screech of Tar-
tini, however, it's Abandon Hope. All Ye
Who Enter Here for those who seek his
aid for a limitation on high-rise massifi-
cation and destruction of the city. He
continually talks about “striking a bal-

112 ance between economics and aesthetics.”

Economics means the real-estate powers
behind him; with the word aesthetics, he
means to tar all those who long for
clean air, viable streets and ecological
balance, neighborhood feeling, realistic
tax rolls, in addition 1o the precarious
human balance and elegance of San
Francisco, with a brush that somehow
means to say they are mincing nonfidu-
ciary faggots. At one time he had ambi-
tions to rise to mational eminence—
Vice-President? even President?—but a
series of sourings, including civil and
Federal suits for fraud involving his
several-million-dollar fee in a complicat-
ed utility case, now have confined him
to such provincial politicking as intro-
ducing Humbert H. Humphrey to his
favored real-estate fat cats. He visibly
chafes under tasks too small for him—
Dante, the violin and San Francisco—
and is doing his best to remold the city
into Manhattan, that eerie, luminous suc-
cess that seems 10 be his archaic ideal.
He'll go for governor of California
when his legal troubles subside.

But Mayor Alioto, Jersey Cityman,
Homunculus Tammany, somehow fits
the old boss tradition without really
representing what San Francisco has be-
come. The traditional formulation of a
man, a real man, a bounding savage
armed with the leg bone of an antelope,
doesn’t seem to fit the local model. Here
he is armed with pen, brush, guitar, or
merely his pink and busy tongue. De-
spite all the money, power, shipping,
unions, major corporations, despite the
fact that it really is Mayor Alioto's
American dream, it's still a consumer’s
easy garden city, a terrarium in Amer-
ica. But gardens, as everyone knows, are
filled with worms and other beasties.
The green hides violence, red in tooth
and claw.

The barker at The Condor in North
Beach looks like the star of a TV pilot
called The Young Dentists—on speed.
He's skinny, sharp-featured and very
fast, and he suggests slurping eroticism
while doing busywork with his teeth. He
paces back and forth with methamphet-
amine rancor, chanting, “Come on in,
organic sex! Sex is the best aphrodisiac!
Come on in, all topless and bottomless
college coeds!” He doesn’t specify the
school.

The Jesus people on the sidewalk
outside The Condor are no longer
shooting, sniffing or smoking; they've
found Jesus, or at least Pat Boone. They
have long hair. Their complexions look
up at their scalps reproachfully, saying,
Shampoo a little. One of them is selling
Jesus Now. with a headline: "mMosne
FINDS CHRIST, LEARNS LOVE.” “It's free, it's
true,” whispers a girl in a granny dress.
She is thrusting the paper into hands
that promptly litter.

A long-haired young man with square
wire glasses, like a lobotomized Harvard
kid, 1s crying out with fixed Teutonic
smile:  “Abstain  from Alth!"  Mean
while, he 100 is handing out leaflets that
fall to the street from the nerveless
fingers of tourists.

“Aw, knock it off,” says the pacing
Young Dentist. “I'm working this door-
way, not you kids.”

“"Knock off this abomination!” cries
the ambassador from Jesusin-San-Rafael.
“Here, read the truth as we learned ic!”

The battle between the drag-em-off-
thestreet barker at the topless bar and
the Jesus freaks. “Be saved by Jee-zuz!”

“Get some sex! It's organic!”

"Christ will save you!™

“For Christ’s sake, get the fuck out of
here.”

“We'll do what we can for you. Jesus
loves you!™

“Tell you what you can do for me,
go across the swreet and let Jesus love
Coke’s Bar.”

It was a countdown between the
short-haired businessman selling sex and
the long-haired freaky Christians selling
salvation. Some leather-jacketed allies of
The Condor gathered about the barker
0 consider extreme unction; that is,
kicks in rear, shoves over curb. But in
the typical distortion brought about by
the media, the fact of my standing there,
gaping like a journalist, changed history.
They said, “Aw, fuck,” and went inside
to drink and enjoy bottomless dancing,
not living up to their promise. The
Jesus freaks eventually climbed into a
blue VW bus and drove back 1o their
commune in the Haight, where they get
high on Christ and brown rice. They
mix the traditions.

A few wecks later they were busted
for housing runaways.

Heroin is still sold in all the adjacent
doorways.

When 1 packed my wagon and hit the
trail from New York in 1960, 1 had
plans to spend a year in Friscoville,
where there had been happy times on a
visit in 1957—Allen Ginsberg, the Co-
Existence Bagel Shop, Mad Alex the
Talker, Bob Kaufman the poet (Notes
Found at the Tomb of the Unknown
Draft Dodger), my brother beatniks get-
ting beaten about the head by Ofhcer
Bigarani on upper Grant. By the time I
came 1o stay, the beat movement was
frazzled away by a combination of media
overload, changing times and natural
wear. Guitars were being traded in for
washer-dryers, wine for grass, and the
long somnolence that would suddenly
crupt in  1966-1967 (flower children,
Haight-Ashbury, “We are the children
of the Beats”) needed a certain incuba
tion period. Stll, doorways and chess
bars were filled with patient dissemblers,

(continued on page 154)



article By TOM FITZPATRICK

AND SO IT GOES

northern ireland’s six counties—a land of
internment, rubber bullets, fire bombs, gun fights
and murder—more than one reporter could bear

THE TAXI is on ity way. In a few hours the Aer Lingus
flight will be taking off from Belfast, heading for Shannon
and then Chicago. This is the fourth time in less than a
year I'll be saying goodbye to Northern Ireland. Only this
time it's different. This time I'm determined not to come
back. I like too many people here. I don't want to see
them get hurt. I've written enough obituaries already.

The sitnation continues to grow more absurd, more
brutal, more hopeless. I keep thinking of a line from the
movie Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid. Katharine
Ross had dodged around Bolivia on horseback with Paul
Newman and Robert Redford, helping them stick up
banks, watching people get shot down. Earlier, she had
warned Newman and Redford that she would leave be-
fore the end. “T don't want to watch them kill you,” she
said and they understood. Once you heard Katharine
Ross say she was going home, you knew that the movie
was over except [or the final shoot-out.

™~

Well, that's the way I feel now as I sit here in the
Europa hotel, waiting for Leslie Dunne, the hall porer,
to call and tell me the cab has arrived. It’s all over but
the final shoot-out. I don't want to see the blood bath.

It's strange. Now that I'in leaving, it isn’t the big crowd
scenes I'll carry with me. I found them difficult to visual-
ize even hours after they'd occurred. There are shouts,
curses and screams. There are dull explosions of the
Webley & Scott pistols that fire bone-breaking rubber
bullets at 110 miles an hour; popping sounds from CS-
gas-canister launchers: the dull thud of exploding nail
bombs. The images blur. Of all the crowd scenes, I recall
two almost trivial incidents:

A riot in the Creggan district of Londonderry that
lasted seven hours. 1 am standing against the wall of
St. Mary’s Church, watching the British soldiers who are
pinned down behind their plastic riot shields by a bar-
rage of rocks hurled by a mob of hundreds. A boy, no
more than 12, scurries past me, bent over to keep out
of the line of vision of the soldiers, who are separated
from us by a low brick wall. He carries a milk bottle with
a long wick in his left hand. It is half filled with gasoline.
He hurls it at the soldiers, using both hands with the
sweeping motion of a hammer thrower. The fire bomb
explodes in the midst of the soldiers, setting two of them

afire momentarily. The crowd  (continued on page 116) 113
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t was Gorgeous George who almost
singlehandedly transformed pro-
fessional wrestling from a sport
to a spectacle; who ushered
television out of the electronics
laboratory and into the living

room. . . . No one who has grown up in

the unremitting hothouse glare of the

commercial tube will ever be able to im-

agine how brilliantly those first feeble

sparks of video-at-home illuminated the
spirit of postwar America. Yet even then,
when a simple test pattern was miracle
enough to command our rapt allention,
Gorgeous George was Special: A pio-
neer in scarlet tights and golden ring-
lets, he pranced and preened his way
across the barren plains of the American
consciousness, breaking the hard ground
from which has since sprouted such
unlikely and exotic fruit as Liberace,
Little Richard, Muhammad Ali and

Monti Rock III.
—FROM THE PUBLISHER’S FPREFACE TO
CGORGEOUS GEORGE'S AUTOBIOGRAFPHY

The television camera’s red eye winks
on. A wheezy Wurlitzer belches the open-
ing bars of Pomp and Circumstance into
the freshly perfumed air, and Gorgeous
George, splendidly arrayed in a robe of
rich orchid brocade, dark-puce tights and
fawn buskins, begins his triumphal
mince down the aisle.

Ignoring the thunderous tide of boos
and catcalls crashing around him (“Hey,
faggot, where's yer pockabook?’; “Thay,
thweetheart!”), the flaming Fauntleroy
of the grappling game swishes toward
the ring, the rippling muscles of his
stout, beer-hall Adonis physique radiat-
ing that disquieting amalgam of brute
strength and finicky prissiness that has
earned him the nickname “The Iron
Doily.” Once again, the fabled halo of
marcelled ringlets shimmers golden in
the spotlight. Once again, the nation's
boldest experiment in psychotherapy is
about to unfold.

The story of George Raymond Wag-
ner, M. D.,, is one of the most unusual
—and ultimately tragic—in the history
of psychiatry. Just how did this highly
sophisticated New York psychoanalyst
transform himself into that outrageous
killer/fruitcake Gorgeous George? What
qualities of intellect could have led
George Wagner, M.D. to trade his
clinician’s gown for an embroidered
wrestler's cape?

Unlike most doctors, Wagner had
come to the practice of psychiatry by way
of dry cleaning. His internship behind
him, the fledgling physician decided to
try the family's failing dry-cleaning firm
before electing a medical specialty.

“I loved the smell of the fluid and the
entire dry-cleaning ethos,” he wrote lat-
er, “particularly the opportunity to pro-
vide courteous, same-day service. The
only real problem was in withstanding
the emotional pressure. A customer
would bring in a lovely Parisian gown

with a huge champagne stain across the
bodice and I'd go completely to pieces.
As it turned out, I was overidentifying
with the garments, a common dry-
cleaner’s syndrome.” He decided to spe-
cialize in psychiatry.

At Bellevue, where he went for train-
ing, the young Dr. Wagner became
known for his extraordinary zeal. Dr.
Reece Tatum, a fellow resident at Belle-
vue, has written that Wagner “seemed to
have dificulty moderating his abundant
enthusiasm for work. It took us months
to accustom ourselves to the idea that
the bloodcurdling screams that so often
emanated from his service were not the
nightmare terrors of the psychotic pa-
tients but merely Dr. Wagner expressing
his glee over some bit of insight that
either he or one of them had just
achieved.”

Clearly, Wagner was already beginning
to work on the frontiers—some said the
lunatic fringe—of conventional psychi-
atry. If so, he was not alone; for the late
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O tumer By RICHARD SAOTTH

some little-known facts about a man of many talents—
noted psychiatrist, champion wrestler and certified fruitcake

Forties and early Fifties were years of
enormous ferment in the mental-health
arena. The spirit of the time is best
illustrated by this passage, astonishingly
close to coherence, from a popular con-
temporary work, Dr. Frank Slaughter’s
Medicine for Moderns (1947):

The domain of psychotherapy
outside of classical psycheoanalysis is
very broad; so broad, in fact, that
we are only beginning to realize its
possibilities through various forms
of emotional catharsis.

And what, Dr. Wagner postulated, if
the ancient chariot of dramatic cathar-
sis could be (continued on page 252)

PAINTING BY ED PASCHKE
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ALVD So IT GOES (continued from page 113)

stops throwing rocks to roar its approval
and to taunt the two now-terrified
soldiers.

Another riot at the Unity Flats, a
Catholic enclave on the edge of the Prot-
estant Shankill Road area in Belfast. It
is a Saturday afternoon and the Protes
tants are marching past the flats on their
way home from a foothall match. The
shouting and the rock throwing go on
until dark. This happens every Saturday
in Belfast and the television crews are al-
ways there, waiting for what might turn
out to be the climactic riot of the season.
This time, a middle-aged woman with a
florid, hate-filled [ace stands on the
street corner in the midst of the mob,
shouting at the residents of the Unity
Flats. She is screeching at the top of
her lungs:

“Oh, we’ll fuck the Fenian bastards.
We'll fuck the Fenian bastards. . . .”

A major ol the British grenadiers,
dressed in battle jacket and plaid dress
pants, walks through the crowd and
stops in front of the woman. He places
his walking stick right on her shoulder
to assure he will get her full attention.
“See here, madam,” the major says, “this
is all going to be very low key here
today. All very low key. Do you
understand?”

No crowd scenes. But I do remember
the faces. So many of them. Now every
time a name pops into my mind, a face
comes with it, as though it were a pass
port photo sitting in front of me.

I still see Jim McCrea's weather-
beaten face looking out at me from under
his tweed cap. He is about 50 years old
and his rall, spare figure is topped by a
full head of gray hair that sprouts {rom
under his cap. McCrea makes his living
digging graves in the Milltown Cemetery,
Belfast's burial ground for the L. R.A.
He is Catholic, but he expresses no great
partisanship about the troubles. He
prides himself on being good at his job.

We were standing near an open grave
McCrea had just finished digging for
Tony Henderson, a 20-year-old I R. A.
man who had been killed a few days pre-
viously by a gun blast in the head.
“What do you think of it all?” I asked.

McCrea acted as though he didn't un-
derstand the question. But he answered
another that he apparently wanted me
to ask. “When we cover him over,"”
McCrea said, "his body will be about
five feet down. That's pretty good, when
you consider there are three 1. R. A. men
already down there under him.

“Twenty-one years, I've been working
here. It's not so bad. There’s no great su-
pervision. I make cighteen pounds a

116 week and the ground's good. There’s

places you could work where the
ground’s like heavy clay. Sticks to your
shovel. This is almost like sand. But
maybe that’s because we open it up
so much.”

1 lost sight of McCrea during the fu-
neral. There were more than 1000
1. R. A. supporters gathered around the
grave and the final words were said by a
fat man in a black-leather coat named
Malachy McNally. He looked and sound-
ed amazingly like Jackie Gleason would
if Gleason had a Northern Irish accent.
“We do not grudge, O Lord, that the
flower of our youth has been placed here
in the last eighteen months,” McNally
intoned. “The tragedy is that a man
must be prepared in this day and age to
lay down his life in the cause of Irish
freedom. As the great Terence Mac
Swiney said: ‘It is not those who can
inflict the most but those who can en-
dure the most who will win.””

There were a few seconds of silence as
McCrea and three assistants moved for-
ward and began shoveling dirt over
the coffin. Then McNally concluded the
service: “Farewell, comrade,” he said, the
tears streaming down his cheeks. “Angels
guard thee.”

That was the last time I saw Malachy
McNally. He was one of the first people
lifted by the Briush when internment
was declared on August 9, 1971. He has
been held in a cage at the Long Kesh
prison outside Bellast ever since. McCrea
still digs graves at Milltown. I have seen
him at many funerals since that day. He
always gives me a formal nod when he
sees me, as il the two of us share a
deep secret.

I remember asking McCrea on the day
of the Henderson funeral just how long
it would take to chisel Henderson's
name into the I. R. A. monument above
the graves. “Little more than two
hours,” he said. The other day, I noticed
that the man who engraves the names
was 25 behind.

- - -

I'll remember Jim McCann and his
brother Brendan, wo. The morning
after the police captured Jim trying to
fire:bomb Queen’s University in Belfast,
Brendan came to tell me about it. "We'll
need about fifty pounds,” he said, “for
little odds and ends to take to James
up in the Crumlin Road Jail and for
money to hire a lawyer.” He seuled for
ten pounds. Four hours later, he was
on the phone. He was in a pub around
the corner and he was in deep trouble,
he said.

When 1 arrived, Brendan was sitting
at a table. He was leaning forward, with
his head cupped in his two puffy hands.
“I'm such a lonely man,” he said.
“There's my old brother James. He's the

tower of strength, and he's sittin® up in
the Crumlin Road Jail. And what am
I doin? All I'm doin’ for him is sittin’
here nursing this awful head of mine. It's
the drink, you know. It’s the drink that’s
got me feeling this way. If only my head
would stop pounding.”

A dark-haired young woman came
through the door of the pub, headed
toward Brendan with a determined step.
Attached 1o each ol her hands was a
small child, a boy on one hand and a
girl on the other. “Brendan,” she said
coldly, “Brendan, youre litle better
than a criminal. What did you do with
the moneys"”

Brendan looked up. He gave the girl
a helpless look, spreading his hands
in front of him. "Deirdre,” he began,
“as God is my judge, 1 didn't take
any money that wasn’t mine. And all ]
did with it, anyway, was buy fruit and
newspapers to take 1o James and your
brother Peter up in the Crumlin.”

“Brendan, you're twenty-nine yecars
old. You're a married man with four
children and vou haven't been home to
your wife in two days. You haven’t been
home since you came o my house and
talked my mother into giving you thai
ten pounds you promised you'd take up
1o the jail to give to the boys lor fags
and things they need.”

“Deirdre, love, let's not go on like this
about things you don’t understand. 1
went up to the jail and 1 took with
me all the newspapers and magazines a
man could find. I took fruit and I even
ook three bottles of lime juice laced
with vodka.”

Brendan shrugged his thick shoulders
and threw up his hands. “Wouldn't you
know those guards would suspect some-
thing from the likes of a McCann? They
wouldn’t let me leave the lime juice. So
what could 1 do but drink it myself?
Deirdre, you understand these things.
don’t you, love?”

Deirdre sat there across from Bren-
dan, glaring. The waitress came to
the table. Brendan's face brightened.
“There's a good girl,” he said to the
waitress. “Bring Deirdre a vodka and
peppermint. I'll have another Guinness,
too. I do believe my head is beginning
to feel a lintle berter.”

Brendan finally went to the jail the
next day and got straightened out with
his brother Jim. I went along with
him. Jim McCann's face appeared des
perate. “They'll have to kill me to hold
me in this place,” he said. “1 promise
you now. I'm getting out.”

Two months later, he did escape from
the Crumlin. Someone smuggled a file o
him and he was able 1o open the bars on
the window of his cell. He made his way
to the outer wall, dimbed it and came
face to face with a British sentry. Incredi-
bly, the sentry thought Jim was part of

(continued on page 194)
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from playboy’s exclusive
international collection:
creattve menswear by the
world’s top designers

NOT LONG AGO, the Grand Ballroom
of New York's Plaza Hotel was once
again center stage for the opening night
of Playboy's annual Creative Menswear
International Designer Collection—a
gala fashion show that was to go on
tour of the States and Europe—opresided
over by our own Fashion Director,
Robert L. Green. Although the evening
has traditionally been a black-tie affair,
this year's invitations read “Dress Beau
tiful,” and  (text concluded on page 206}

ABOVE: The Gatsbyesque combination of a
wool check jacket, cashmere V-neck, buttan-
down shirt, polka-dat pocket square and check
tie worn with flannel slacks, wing tips and a
straw hat is a look that could only have been
put together by the great Bill Blass.

PRODUCED BY WALTER HOLMES [ PHOTOGRAPHED BY ALBERTD RIZZO
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LEFT: The hell-bent-for-leather needs
of the serious motorcyclist inspired
Hermés of Paris to create this super-
soft ductone calfskin jump suit thot
features industrial zip closures ot
front and cuffs, worn with matching
gauntlets, fiberglass helmet with visor
and a pair of thick-soled lace-up boots.
RIGHT: Rome’s Bruno Piattelli takes his
fashion cue from that most traditional
of fobrics—tweed—and comes up
with a tweed-trimmed knit cardigan,
worn with matching tweed slacks

and a wool turtleneck.




RIGHT: A rising young Manhattan designer,
Tom Fallon, demonstrates a flair far

the dramatic with this black-satin trench
coat lined in red corduroy and worn over
a cashmere pullover, polka-dot

scarf and pleated satin slacks.

OPPOSITE PAGE: Another

New Yorker, John Puntar,

who's affiliated with Ben Kahn furs,

has applied his talent to the classic
toggle coat and offered us a dyed
Toscana Spanish lambskin model

that features a self-fur lining,

worn atap a black-woal turtle-

neck and a pair of jeans.
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digger’s QXN (continued from page 78)

them all to me. I want thirty checks and
I don't want no more'n thirty checks
taken. OK?"”

“OK,” the Digger smd.

“The guy 1 got,” the driver said, “it’s
gonna be important for him the checks
went out sometime this month, because
he's on vacation and he'll be able to
prove where he was all the time. We get
checks from one of the other books, they
start coming in, he’s not gonna be pro-
tected. OK?”

“OK.” the Digger said. “How'd you
meet him, anyway?"”

“It was a business thing,” the driver
said. “He needed some money and this
friend of his sent him around to see me.”

“Jesus,” the Digger said, “I don't
know where the hell you'd be without
us guys pressed for dough. You'd proba-
bly have to go out and work for a
living.”

“"Some guys.” the driver said, starting
the Jaguar, “some guys need more'n
they have, some guys have more'n they
need. It's just a matter of getting us
together, Dig, that's all it is.”

“I'm thinking of changing sides,” the
Digger said. “If I get through this with-
out doing time, I'm definitely gonna
change sides.”

“l1 recommend it,” the driver said,
“it's lots more comfortable. Sdill, it
shouldn’t take you more’n an hour, and
vou're hiteen hundred bucks ahead of
where you were when you closed up
tonight.”

“Yeah,” the Digger said, "one and a
hall down, sixteen and a hall to go.
Someday, my friend, I'm gonna get
smart, and when I do, well, 1 Just hope
vou can hnd another guy is all.”

“Digger,” the driver said as the fat
man began to get out, “as long as they
keep making women and horses. there’ll
always be a guy to fAnd. I'll see you in
the morning.™

- - -

“You look tired, Dig.” Harrington
said. “You look like you been up all
night or something.” Harrington was a
foreman at Boston Edison. He worked
on Saturdays as a supervisor. He took
the Dort Ave. bus home every night; he
got off a block away from the intersec-
tion of Gallivan Boulevard. The Bright
Red was on that corner and he stopped
in for a couple of cold ones. Week
nights he drank his beer and read the
Record. Saturdays were quiet and he read
the Record at work, his feet on the desk
and a cardboard container of colfee
growing cold beside the portable radio.
Saturday nights he talked.

“I was,” the Digger said. “You'd think
a guy as old as I am’'d learn sometime,
you can’t stay up all night "thout feeling
like hell the next day. Not me, I never
learn.”

“You out drinking or something?”
Harrington asked.

“Nah,” the Digger said, “I was down
to the Market, I see this guy. 1 had
something to do. [ just didn't get
around to going home is all. I guess I
roll in about four. What the fuck, it’s
Saturday. It's not like it's the middle of
the week, you hadda come in here and
bust your ass, everybody gets out of
work the same time. I can handle it.”

“See, I was wondering,” Harrington
said. “You look like that, I sce you
looking like that, I was wondering, may-
be you got that problem again.”

“Marunis,” the Digger said. “No, I
didn’t have that. That's a [unny thing,
you know? I think, I haven't had that
kind of problem since the first time I
was talking to you. Which was a pretty
long ume, 1 think. No, that much I
learn, I don’t drink no more of that
stuff, that fuckin' gin. That swff’ll kill
you, 1 know that much. No, it was
something else.”

“Broads,” Harrington said. “You're a
stupid shit, Dig, I always told you that.
You're a swupid shit, fool around with
the broads. That's dumb. I maybe grew
up in Saint Columbkille’s, 1 maybe
don’t know my ass from third base, I'm
out here, the chocolate factory, 1 still
know enough, 1 don't fool around with
no broads. I know that much, at least.
You're a dumb shit, staying out all
night, fool around with broads. It don't
change, Dig, you got to know that. The
monkey is the monkey, a cunt is a cant.
Why you wasting your time? Oughta go
home and sleep.”

“I don’t fool around,” the Digger
said.

“OK.,” Harrington said. "you're an ass-
hole. You stayed up till four in the
morning because you wanted to. You're
a fuckin’ asshole. I thought you had
more sense. You're too old for staying
out like that. No wonder you look like
death warmed over. You stayed out be-
cause you wanted to. You're an asshole.”

"I had a reason,” the Digger said.

“Sure you did,” Harrington said. “You
wanted to get laid was your reason.
You didn’t get laid, You're an asshole.”

“Look,” the Digger said. "I went to
Vegas the other week.”

“So 1 hear,” Harringion said. “All the
high rollers going out to Vegas. 'Look,
vou dumb shit,” they say to me, ‘you
can’t lose. Up front you pay a grand
and they give you eight-twenty back in
the chips and the plane ride and the
hotel and everything. Broads. You never
sce the broads like you see the broads in
Vegas. Got to fight them off.” So I say:
‘OK. T believe you. How come 1 gotta
tell them the name every bank 1 cver
had an account, huh? It's probably, they
want to make sure, I'm a nice fellow,

don’t want to give the money away,
somebody doesn’t need it or something.
That's probably it." Oh, no, that's not it.
It's just to be sure, you know? They
don't want no deadbeats. OK, that's
what I'm saying. I'm gonna win, what
difference does it make, I'm a deadbeat
or not? No difference at all. So all right,
I'm not going. They ask me that. the
bank accounts, 1 think they think I'm
not gonna win. They think I'm gonna
lose is what they think. Now, they been
at it a lot longer'n 1 have. 1 think 1 bet
with the smart money this time. 1 think
I'm gonna lose, too, and 1 can't afford to
lose. So I'm not going.

“"Well,” Harrington said, "1 dunno if
you was around or not, but I take many
kinds of shit. The wife won't let me; 1
don’t have no balls; when am I gonna
get smart?: all the rest of it. Then every-
body goes, and it gets quiet. Beautiful. 1
actually enjoy coming in here, three or
four days, although 1 think, them mil-
lionaires get back from Vegas, I'm gon-
na have to go down the parish hall,
drink tea with the guild, I expect any
peace and quiet.

“Then everybody comes back,” Har
rington said. “Funny thing, 1 don’t hear
nothing. Nothing about broads, 1 don't
see anybody with the big roll, nothing,
I start to wonder, whar is 1?2 Girls
wouldn’t do it? Nah, can’t be that. All
you guys talk nice, use the deodorant
there. Steaks tough? Frank Sinatra goes
there and the steaksre tough? Can't be
that. Everybody got airsicky Nah, all
you guys're over the Bulge, some of you
were in Korea, every single one of you
wins the Medal of Honor, at least in
here. Beats me. 1 just can't understand
it. See, 1 know you guys didn’t lose no
money. You're all too smart for that.
You all told me so, a lot. So 1 hAnally
decide, you're being nice o me. I'm
Mickey the Dunce and you're all being
nice. Out pricing the Cads with all the
dough you won, you're just not telling
me because you don’t want me to feel
bad. You guys, you're saints, you know
that, Dig? Saints. 1 said that 1o my
wife.”

“You know,” the Digger said. “your
principal trouble is, you got a big
mouth.”

"My wife claims that,” Harrington
said. “She also says 1 hang around the
wrong type of guys and it gets me in
trouble, it won't be her fault. She says a
lot of things. But then I say: ‘Look. did
I go to Vegas and win a million dollars?
Not me. I'm too smart for that. Nobody
fakes old Harrington into winning no
million, no sir.” That shuts her up.”

“She thinks I'm one of the bad guys,”
the Digger said.

“She does,” Harrington said, “she has
said that. But she don’t say it no more. 1
said: ‘Look, you like the sterco all right.
You give me a lot of stuff and all, but

(continued on page 116)



tongue-in-cheek remembrances of sundry newsmakers who—zn word or deed—made the headlines in 72

THAT WAS THE YEAR THAT WAS

humor By JUDITH WAX

The Nielsen charts were dimming
Cute Dickie Cavelt’s siar,

But then the network brass stepped in
And brought him up to Paar.

Our Henry's a hit in Peking or Paree;
He'stopsin D. C.oor L. A.

T he nation’s awaiting his how-to-do book:

“The Sensuous Statesman,” by K.

Father Phil was brought to trial,
Then back in stir they clamped him.
It seemed severe for smuggled mail.
(Perhaps he hadn’t stamped "em.)

When Winnipeg signed Bobby,

The Black Hawks lost their king.
They moaned, “Quick! Alka-Seltzer!
We hate the Hull-l-l thing!”

“Dyunk driver Tom,” wrote Anderson.
The proof? Well, there was none.

The gutlty guy, it seems, was Jack,

Of reckless hit and run.

Can a pol turn TV star?

So they asked of Cleveland's Stokes.
New York newsman Carl says, “Suve!
Diff'rent Stokes for diff'rent folks.”

T hose guys who needled Martha’s rump

Were terribly unkind.
T he rules say Martha gies, not gets,
A pain in the behind.

Willie Mays became a Met;

New Yorkers, they yelled, “Say hey!”
San Francisco wanted him

But not his Giant pay-hey.

Dick threw Liz a bivthday blast;

Her new rock weighs a ton.

It proves the women’s mags are right:
Forty can be fun!

While George and Richard did their best,

It wasn’t quite enough.
Burt Reynolds got the ladies’ vote
For posing in the buf].

ILLUSTRATION BY WILLIAM UTTERBACK

Feisty Miss Fonda went over to 'Nam,
W here critical things she did say.
Capitol Hill then bravely resolved

To take Janie’s Oscar away.

Egypt’s Sadat had the Russians get out.

His language was measured and stalely,
Saying, to wit, Oh you once gave a dam,
But what have you done for us lately?

Bill Proxmire got himself a “lift”
And grafted falling hairs in place.
We hope in time he won’t be just
Another pretly Senale face.

Ms. Clusholm sought high office,

The Presidential prize.

They turned her off when Shirley said,
“I don’t wash windows, guys.”

A greal new act was born last year,
And no doubt William Morris

Will sign those stars of Chess-capades:
Bobby-boy and Bors.

Some call Alice Cooper strange;
We cannot think what for.
Alice is as average as

The boy-girl-it next door.

“The Godfather”—who'd get the role?
We never doubted whom they'd choose.
“Don” Brando obuvtously made

An offer they could not refuse.

Tiny’s missus wished to work;
1t sorely strained the match.
Tim believes a woman’s place
Isin the tulip patch.

Miss Hollander wrote, “Happiness?
A hooker can achieve it!”

Poor thing——she loved America

So much they made her leave il

When Clifford Irving pitched his book,
He hadn’t meant to brag.

He simply thought that Van Pallandt
Was Howard Hughes in drag.
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miss january teaches modeling, lobbies,
wrttes insurance, maintains a growing
menagerie—and turns down beauty titles

MIKI GARCIA isn't the kind of girl you meet every day.
Oh, she's the usual melting-pot mixture (English,
Irish, French and Spanish, in her case) and she likes
the usual things (popcorn, Tom Jones, All in the
Family). But how many women—or men—you know
could sustain Miki’s frenetic pace? Besides working
at two jobs—as a Sacramento model and an insurance
underwriter—25-year-old Miki is an amateur lobbyist
for homeless animals, civic fund raiser, volunteer
instructor for a class of Mexican-American teenaged
girls who want to break into the modeling field, assist-
ant director of an annual beauty pageant and owner
of three hens, three cats, four pigeons, a rooster and a
pair of rabbits. Miki is so busy, in fact, that after win-
ning a dozen contest titles, she turned down the 13th
and biggest, that of Miss California World—not
because she's superstitious but because it would have
conflicted with other commitments, foremost of which
was her date to be a Playmate. Miki grew up as an




GATEFOLD PHDTOGRAPHY BY MARID CASILLI



Keeping up with Miki is a full-time job. She moy be appeal-
ing to the Rotary Club for beauty<contest sponsors (above),
enrolling students in her modeling class for Mexican-

Americon teenagers at the Sacromento Concilio center (top
right) or maintaining the outstanding Garcia swimming form.




At near right, Miki buttonholes a legisla-
tar friend, state assemblyman Walter
Karabian, to enlist his support for Pets
& Pals, Inc., a local humane society; at
far right, time out far a fast hot dog.

Air Force brat, living in ten cities in
[our countries before setding in the
Sacramento area in 1968. Her Spanish
surname, 1n a locale of lingering anti-
chicano bias, caused her some minor
problems at first. “Now that I'm bet-
ter known in town, I do what I can to
combat prejudice,” she says. “Belore
the Miss California-Bikini contest, of
which I'm assistant direcior, I combed
the countryside making spceches at
mntertribal council and civic meetings,
signing up Induam, Mexican and black
contestants. I was sick of allwhite
beauty contests.” This month, Miki
and pageant director Jane Pope, a
local PR consultant, plan to nter
nationalize their bikini competition
with a contest in Hong Kong. An-
other new side line is the Mikint
swimsuit, designed by Miki and cro-
cheted as a fund-raising project by
women from a predominantly black
Bapust dhurch. What makes Miki
runz “I'm not really an activist,” she
says. "l just wamt to help people.
But this pace 15 beginning o get 1o
me. Like last night: One of my hens
refused o sit, and 1 was up ull all
hours hatching eges under an electric
blanket, then fecding chicks with an
eye dropper. I'm a wreck.” We disagree.




PLAYBOY’S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH




Getting ready for the Miss Colifornia-Bikini pageant, which was a highlight of the California Exposition and State Fair in September,
mistress of ceremonies Miki dresses (above left] and coaches a Mexican-American contestant, Yolanda Weeks [above right). Below,
back at the suburban home she shares with her pets, Miki relaxes at last—and catches up on family news with her brother, Kent.
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

The husband was perusing a detailed sex man-
ual and his wife asked why. He replied that he
was tired of being in the same old rut. “But I
don’t understand,” she protested.

“Well,” said the husband, “let me put it to
you another way. . . ."

We understand that the ecumenical movement
has reached a milestone with agreement on
the text of the first Jewish-Catholic prayer—
one that begins, “Oy vay, Maria.”

Im writing a letter home,” explained the GI
to the chaplain, “and I'm stuck on somcthing.
Sir, is there a hyphen in hard on?"

“Son.” gasped the clergyman, “whatever are
vou telling your [olks in that letter?”

“Tust this, sir,” answered the soldier. “I'm
telling Mom and Dad we're finally able to
attend services in your field chapel-—-the one
we all worked so hard on.”

We've been told that acupuncture fees in
China are so modest that they're referred to as
pin money.

The pro quarterback was petitioning the court
to have his recent marriage annulled. “On
what grounds?”’ questioned the judge.

“Nonvirginity,” replied the quarterback.
“When I married her, I thought I was getting
a tight end, but instead I found I've gotten a
wide receiver.”

My timing is terrible,” commented one park-
bencher to another.

“What do you mean, George?”

“Now that the sexual revolution has arrived,
I seem to have run out of ammunition.”

Our Unabashed Dict ionary defines Chinese
Casanova as a Don Whong.

Three girls had been arrested for streetwalking
and arraigned in night court. When the judge
demanded an explanation from the first, she
said that she was a night-club hat-check girl
who had simply been walking home. When he
questioned the second young thing, she gave
him the same answer. Turning to the third,
he said, “And T suppose you're a hat-check
girl, too.”

“No, your Honor,” she confessed. “I'm a
prostitute.”

Amused by her frankness, the judge said.
“Really? How's business these nighese”

“Lousy,” the pro retorted, “with all these
hat-cheek girls around.”

The Scottish sergeant major walked into a
Glasgow drugstore and took a beat-up condom
out of his kilt. “"How much, mon,” he asked
the proprietor, “would it cost to fix this?”

“Let's see,” murmured the druggist. I could
launder and disinfect it. heat-weld the holes
and tears and insert a new clastic in the top.
That would cost you two shillings, the same as
the price of a new one.” The sergeant major
said that he would think it over.

He returned the next day.

“Ye've convinced us, mon,” he announced.
“T'he rrregiment has decided 10 rrreplace.”

A frank female rebel named Glutz
Disdained any ifs, ands or buts;

When they asked what she'd need

To be totally freed
Of her hang-up, her answer was “Nuts!”

Howls from the men's room caused the bar-
tender and several patrons to race in. “Every
time I flush this thing.” insisted the querulous
drunk, “it bites me!”

“Of course it does,” the bartender laughed.
“You're sitting on the mop bucket.”

Our Unabashed Dict ionary defines nipple as a
titular head.

At e

My blind date last night turned out to be
your ex-hoyfriend,” groaned the secretary to
her roommate, “and, believe me, now I know
why you referred to him as the wild Texas
longhorn.”

The Talian immigrant waveling from New
York City to Charleston, South Carolina, by
traimn arrived at his destination in bad humor.
“What happened, Carlo?” asked the cousin who
met him at the station.

“Goddamn conductor tella me no do too
many things,” fumed the paisano. I take outa
my sandawich and he say, ‘"No—inna dining
car.” I starta drinka some vino and he say, ‘No—
inna clubba car.” So I go inna clubba car, meeta
girl and she go inna empty compartament with
me and then goddamn conductor comes alonga
velling, ‘No'foka Virginia. no’foka Virginia!® ™

Heard a funny one lately? Send il on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, rLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
1. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.




“As a maltler of fact, it did come with some
interesting interchangeable accessories.”
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BY SEAN OFAOLAIN

framed in the window she was—
a pearly promuse of connubial bliss

Bray at a quarter to five o'dock,

lighting-up time at 5:15, November
first, All Souls’ Eve, dedicated to the suf-
fering souls in purgatory, Bertie Bolger,
bachelor, aged 41 or so, tubby, ruddy,
graying, well known as a dealer in an-
tiques, less well known as a conflator there-
of. walking briskly along the sea front,
head up to the damp breezes, singing in a
soldierly basso, “My breast expanding to
the ball,” turns smartly into the lounge of
the Imperial Hotel for a hot toddy.

The room, lofty, widespread, Victorian,
gilded, overfurnished, as empty as the
ocean, and not warm. The single fire small
and smoldering. Bertie presses the bell
for service, divests himsell of his bowler,
his vicuna overcoat, his lengthy scarf
striped in black, red, green and white,
the colors of Trinity College, Dublin
(which he has never attended), sits in
a chintzy armchair before the fire, pokes
it into a blaze, leans back and is at once
invaded by a clear-cut knowledge of what
month it is and an uneasy feeling about
its date. He might earlier have adverted 1o
both if he had not, during his perambula-
tion, been preoccupied with the problem
of how to transform a 20th Century buhl
cabinet, now in his possession, into an
18th Centwury ditto that might plausibly
be auributed to the original M. Boulle.
This preoccupation had permitted him to
glance at but not to observe either the red
gasometer by the harbor inflated to its
winter zenith or the hay barn beside the
dairy beyond the gasometer packed with
cubes of hay, or the fuel yard, facing the
hay barn beside the dairy beyond the gas
ometer, heavily stocked with mountain.
ettes of coal, or the many vacancy signs in
the lodginghouses along the sea front, or
the hoardings on the pagoda below the
promenade where his mother, God rest
her, had once told him he had been
wheeled as a coifed baby in a white pram
to hear Mike Nono singing “l do liuke 10

134 be besiude the seasiude, I do liuke to be

.0 THEN, a dusky Sunday afternoon in
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besiude the sea,” or, most affectingly of
all, if he only heeded them, the exquisite,
dying leaves of the hydrangeas in the
public gardens, pale green, pale yellow,
frost white, spiking the air above once-
purple petals that now clink softly in the
breeze like uiny sea shells.

He suddenly jerks his head upright,
sniffing desolation, looks slowly about the
lounge, locates in a corner of it some hy-
drangeas left standing too long in a brass
pot of unchanged water, catapults him-
self from the chair with a “Jaysus! Five
years to the bloody day!,” dons his coat,
his comforter and his bowler hat and
exits rapidly to make inland toward the
R.C. church. For days after she died, the
house had retained that rank funereal
smell. Tomorrow morning a Mass must
be said for the repose of his mother’s
soul, still, maybe—who knows? Only God
knowsl—suffering in the flames of
purgatory.

It is the perfect and pitiless testing
date, day and hour for any seaside town
in these northern islands. A week or two
earlier and there might still have been a
few lingering visitors, a ghost of summer’s
lukewarmth, a calmer sea, its waves un-
heard and, the hands of the summer time
clocks not yet put backward, another
hour of daylight. This expiring Sunday,
the light is dim, the silence heavy, the
town turned in on itself. As he walks
through the side avenues between the sea
and the main street, past rows of squat
bungalows, every garden drooping, past
grenadiers of red brick, lace curtained,
past ancient cement-faced cottages with
sagging rools, he is informed by every
fanlight, oblong or half-moon, blank as
night or distantly lit from the recesses
behind each front door, that there is
some kind of life asleep or snoozing be-
hind number 51, SAINT ANTHONY'S, LIL-
JOE's, FATIMA, 59 (0odd numbers on this
side), THE BILLOWS, SWAN LAKE, 67,
SLIEVEMISH, SEA VIEwW, names in white
paint, numbers in adhesive celluloid.
Every one of them gives a chuck to the
noose of loneliness about his neck. I live
in Dublin. I am a guest in a guesthouse.
I am Mr. B. I lunch on weekdays at the
United Services Club. 1 dine at the
Yacht Club. Good for biz. Bad for Sun-
days, restaurants shut, homeless. Pray
for the soul of Mrs. Mary Bolger, of
Tureenlahan, County Tipperary, de-
parted this life five years ago. Into thy
hands, O Lord.

On these side avenues, only an odd
front window is lit. Their lights flow sear-
ingly across little patches of grass called
front gardens, privet hedged, Lonicera
hedged, mass concrete hedged. PRIVATE.
KEEP OFF. As he passed one such light, in
what a real-estate agent would have called
a picture window, he was so shaken by
what he saw inside that after he had
passed he halted, looked cautiously about

136 him, turned and walked slowly back to

peep in again. What had gripped his at-
tention through the unsuspecting window
had been a standing lamp in brass with
a large pink shade, and beneath its red
glow, seated in an armchair with her
knees crossed, a bare-armed woman read-
ing a folded magazine, onc hand blindly
lifting a teacup from a Moorish side
table, holding the cup immobile while
she concentrated on something that had
detained her interest. By the time he had
returned, she was sipping from the cup.
He watched her lay it down, throw the
magazine aside and loop forward on two
broad knees to poke the fire. Her arms
looked strong. She was full-breasted. She
had dark hair. In that instant, B. B. be-
came a voyeur.

The long avenue suddenly sprang its
public lights. Startled, he looked up and
down the empty perspective. It was too
cold for evening strollers. He was aware
that he was trembling with fear. He did
not know what else he was feeling ex-
cept that there was nothing sexy to it.
To calm himself, he drew back behind
the pillar of her garden gate whose
name plate caught his eye. LorELEL He
again peeped around the side of the pil-
lar. She was dusting her lap with her two
palms. She was very dark, a western type,
a Spanish-Galway type, a bit heavy. He
could not discern the details of the room
beyond the circle of light from the pink
lamp, and was he glad of this! It made
everything more mysterious, removed,
suggestive, as if he were watching a scene
on a stage. His loneliness left him,
his desolation, his longing. He wanted
only to be inside there, sale, secure and
satisfied.

“Ah, good evening, Bertiel” she
cried to the handsome man who entered
her room with the calm smile of com-
plete sang-frotd. 1 am so glad, Bertie,
you dropped in on me. Do tell me your
news, darling. How is the antique busi-
ness? Come and warm your poor, dear
hands. It is going to be a shivering
night. Won't you take off your coar?
Tea? No? What about a drink? I know
exactly what you want, my pet. I will fix
it for you. I have been waiting and wait-
ing for you to come all the livelong day,
melting with longing and love.”

As he gently closed the door of the
cozy little room, she proftered her hand
in a queenly manner, whercupon our
hero, as was fitting, leaned over it—be-
cause you never really do kiss a lady’s
hand, you merely breathe over it-—and
watched her eyes asking him to sit
opposite her.

The woman rose, took her tea tray
and the room was suddenly empty. Her
toe hooked the door all but a few inches
short of shut. He was just as pleased
whether she was in the room or out of it.
All he wanted was to be inside her room.
As he stared, her naked arm came slowly
back into the room between the door

and the jamb, groping for the light
switch. A plain gold bangle hung from
the wrist. The jamb dragged back the
shoulder of her blouse so that he saw the
dark hair of her armpit. The window
went black.

He let out a long, whistling breath
like a safety valve and resumed his long
perambulation until he saw a similar
light streaming from the window of an
identical bungalow well ahead of him
on the opposite side of the roadway. He
padded rapidly toward it. As he reached
its identical square cement gate piliars,
he halted, looked backward and forward
and then guardedly advanced a toroise
nose beyond the edge of the pillar to
peep into the rcom. A pale, dawnlike ra-
diance, softly tasseled, hinted at com-
fortable shapes, a sofa, small occasional
chairs, a poul, a bookcase, heavy gleams
of what could be silver or could be
EPNS. Here, too, a few tongues of fire.
In the center of the room, a tall, thin,
elderly man in a yellow cardigan, but not
wearing a jacket or tie, stood so close
beside a young girl with a blonde water-
fall of hair as to form with her a single
unanalyzable shape. He seemed to be
speaking. He stroked her smooth poll.
They were like a still image out of a si-
lent film. They were presumably doing
something simple, natural and intimate.
But what? They drew apart abruptly
and the girl, while stooping to pick up
some shining object from a low table,
looked in the same movement straight
out through the window. B. B. was so
taken by surprise that he could not stir,
even when she came close to the win-
dow, looked up at the sky, right and left,
as if to see if it were raining, turned
back, laughed inaudibly, waved the small
silver scissors in her hand.

In that instant, ac that gesture, some-
time after 5:15 on the afternoon of No-
vember first, the town darkening, the
sky lowering, his life passing, a vast illu-
mination broke like a sunrise upon his
soul. At the shut time of the year, all
small towns become smaller and smaller,
dwindle from out of doors to in of
doors; from long beaches, black roads,
green fields, wide sun, to kitchens, living
rooms, bedrooms, locked doors, drawn
blinds, whispers, prayers, mufiling blan-
kets, nose-hollowed pillows; from mak-
ing to mending; to littler and liutler
things, like this blonde Rapunzel with a
scissors and a needle; all ending in day-
dreaming, and night dreaming, and
dreamless sleeping. How pleasant life
could be in that declension to a white
arm creeping between a door and a
jamb, bare but for a circle of gold about
a wrist and a worn wedding ring on one
heavy finger. But I am owside. When
the town is asleep in one another’s arms,
I will sleep under the walls. No wife. No
child. Mr. B.

The head lamps of a motorcar sent

(continued on page 142)



humor By RALPH KEYES JESSE GOLDSTEIN looked
up at the faces hovering over him that spring evening in
1971. A little representative of the South Vietnamese gov-
ernment would be speaking soon and the waiting University
of Connecticut students were growing restless. Lined up
single file in front of the auditorium, the mob cracked and
undulated like a snake about to strike. A single undersized
cop tried to keep order.

Suddenly, a cry rang out: “Let’s get that shrimp copl”

Click! A lifeume of simmering fury raced through Gold-
stein’s 5°4” frame. The years of taunts, of jeers, of people
telling him to stand up when he was already on tiptoe,
came bubbling to the surface. Goldstein’s fist shot low into
the air and from his mouth came a shout soon to be heard
round the world:

“Short power!”

A few months later, disc jockey Mike Miller sat in his
Wichita home watching television. The Jolly Green Giant
was casting peas from on high and Miller shifted his 531/,
body uncomfortably. Then credits appeared on the screen
for The Longest Day.

Click! Miller shot bolt upright, his body laced with
agony. “Why not The Shortest Day for once?” The pain in-
tensified. “And how come there isn’t a Jolly Green Midget?”
Miller’s teeth gnashed with anguished insight. The next
day, a grimly determined gremlin launched Mike Miller’s
Miniclub on his radio show, banning listeners over 54”.

In another part of the country, at the same time of
year, Wendell Wagner was perusing the bulletin board of
New College in Sarasota, Florida, straining his toes and

up against the wall, six-foot oppressors!
uh, not that far up, please

PHOTOGRAFPHY BY KEN FRANTZ
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occasionally hopping off the ground to
read the higher notices. There were de-
mands posted on behalf of women,
(60 L

Click! Click! The sophomore lowered
his heels and pulled his frame up to its
full 4107 height. The next day, a list
of Short People’s Demands was posted a
few inches below the bulletin board.
Among Wagner's proposals were a low
student center, bodyguards to prevent
short students from getting stepped on
and mandatory courses on all aspects of
tall oppression and the history of short
people.

Unknown to one another, Goldstein,
Miller and Wagner were firing the open-
ing salvos in a movement aimed at the
very ankles of American society: the
struggle against heightism.

Evidence of heightism in American
society is overwhelming. Surveys consist-
ently show that tall people are hired
sooner, paid more and promoted faster
than those of shorter stature. The Little
Lie prevails in sports, corporate life,
schools, the media and the very fabric of
the English language, as Americans are
led to believe that tall is terrific, short,
silly. Examples ol this discrimination
abound.

Sold on height: A survey of 140 sales
recruiters found that 72 percent chose a
hypothetical 617 applicant over an
equally qualified 557 candidate. Another
study, conducted by a University of
Piusburgh administrator, found that a
sample of their graduates six feet and
over averaged significantly higher start-
ing salaries than those shorter. Bonuses
paid by companies ran 12.4 percent for
candidates 62”, compared with 4.2 per-
cent for candidates graduated cum laude.

Police and fire departments are the
biggest bigots, rarely accepting anyone
under 577 or 58”. Detroit’s Sanshiro
Miyamoto, though only 557, wants to be
a cop so badly he’s been sleeping in trac-
tion trying to reach the Detroit Police
Department’s heightist limit two inches
above him. Weights on his legs got him
only an inch and a hall, so Miyamoto
has been having his wife pound him
over the head with a board, uying to
raise the other hall inch. He failed.

Pituitary politics: Every American
President elected in this century save
Calvin Coolidge was the taller candi-
date. (Results of the 1972 elections were
unavailable at presstime) Over a cen-
tury ago, one study of the U.S. Senate
revealed that the average Senator was
51014” tall, a height several inches
above the national average at that time.

This study, completed in 1866, came
shortly after the Altamont of heightist
politics, when big Abe Lincoln brutally
oppressed “The Little Giant” Stephen
Douglas by winning more votes and
getting clected President.

Little Edgar Hoover's long reign as

FBI director provided small consolation
to short people. He claimed to be 597,
instead of his actual 5777, and kept his
office chair screwed up high, the better
to hover over visitors sitting before him
in a low-slung couch.

Even when someone small such as
Henry Kissinger “rises to the occasion,”
detractors tower above them, like Robert
McNamara, who is alleged to have said
of Kissinger, “Henry is, above all, a
short man, and that complicates him—
intellectually, physically, sexually, and
so forth.”

Sporis shorts: Sports are a nighumare
for the small, basketball being only the
most obvious example. Even stars such
as Houston Rocket guard Calvin Mur-
phy (59”) and New England Patriot
end Randy Vataha (510”) were drafted
late, then had to “prove themselves.”
Alter being cut by the Rams, Vataha got
picked up by the Patriots only at big
Jim Plunkett's behest. Some sports, of
course, favor little people, but who ever
hears of them? Quick—name the winner
of last year's Kentucky Derby. Riva
Ridge, right. Now name the jockey. Or
how about Enrique Pinder? He's the
world bantamweight boxing champ.

Even when a small athlete does make
it big, the sneering press goes berserk:

When Miami's 577 Garo Yepremian
kicked a field goal to beat Kansas City
in the 1971 A.F.C. play-offs, reporters
crawled all over themselves in search
of demeaning descriptives. “Somehow,”
wrote Sports Hlustrated, “'it would—must,
surely, on Christmas Day—come to this.
That the longest game in the history
of American professional football would
be decided by the smallest player on
the field.”

Media microshots: This nation’s media
are the worst perpetnators of heightist
stereotypes. “Feisty,” usually followed by
“little,” is the newspapers' [avorite de-
scription of any untall person who
doesn’t shuffle and grin like Mickey
Rooney (as in “Alabama’s feisty little
Governor George Wallace™).

Jay Rockefeller is “tall, tanned and
toothy” to the press, and Miami Beach
Police Chief Rocky Pomerance is “a big,
bright, benign bruiser.” Roman Polanski,
on the other hand, is described by a
“friend” as “the original five-foot Pole
you wouldn’t touch anyone with.” Fa-
vorite press epithets for small winners
include diminutive, bantam, pint-sized,
sawed-off, gnomish, mousy and molelike.

Language atrocities: The English lan-
guage is based on an implicit heightist
bias. Compare “look up to,” for exam-
ple, with “look down upon.” Or “get-
ting high” with “fecling low.”" Why are
customers never long-changed? How
come a person who gets shafted isn't

ever given “tall shrift”r Must our lan-
guage stoop so high?

Short rage: When George Wallace
was shot by Arthur Bremer, the press
completely overlooked the heightist issue
involved. The contretemps was dealt
with purely in terms of its effect on the
clections and as a manifestation of U.S.
violence. But what of the implications
of a man 56" firing at one 577? Might
not Bremer have been filled with short
rage and been identifying with the op
pressor in a symbolic act of self-hatred?
Wallace was the symbol of diminutive
uppitiness, “the fighting little judge,” a
man of whom his six-foot mother-in-law
could say: “Why, George is hardly tiuy-
high, but he’s a giant.”

Such comments might be a red cape
for small assassins, filled with shor
shame. In fact, most Presidential assassins
in this country have been small—or, as a
pseudoliberal report to the violence
commission put it, “not tall.”

Giuseppe Zangara, five feet tall, even
had to stand on a chair to get a shot at
Franklin Roosevelt in 1933, He missed.

Revedle for runts: When Jesse Gold-
stein’s fist slashed the air, he stood small
and solitary. Goldstein called a few ral-
lies but each time found himself alone,
arms crisscrossed over his chest, singing
We Shall Undercome. A petite university
secretary did volunteer her Saimt Ber-
nard to pull carts filled with movement
people.

By the time Wendell Wagner tacked
down his list of demands just months
later, consciousness was changing. Sev-
eral newspapers reported his efforts and
he received nine sympathetic letters.
Six small students at the University of
California at Davis wrote: “Hurrah for
genetically superior shorts (excluding
Bermudas)!™

Mike Miller, for his part, received
nearly 300 letters from pint-sized and
proud listeners who wanted to join his
Miniclub. All signed cards reading, “I.
___feet, __ inches, am proud to be small,
and do hereby swear to look down on big
people.” Members agreed to boycott
heightist establishments, such as restau-
rants that purposely install their count-
ers above eye level.

A movement was toutering to its feet.
Confused, disorganized, hard to spot—
but a movement.

Power to the pips! Support began
cropping up in unlikely places. Assistant
Secretary of the Treasury Edwin Cohen,
5%”, suggested in a speech that Ameri
cans under 567 should pay only hall
the taxes of taller people o compensate
“for the inequities thrust upon the short
people of the world.” Merle Haggard
recorded Billy Overcame His Size, which
described well the agony of growing up
small. (An unfortunate cop-out ending

(continued on puge 236)
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king, queen and knavery—artist frangois colos’
kinky twists to an old fortunetelling shiick

As the Brahma once said: “Walking is not the

\only way to the Shrine of the Ancient Ones.” j

Though you are different from those about you, be undaunted, for their attention
1s actually motivated by admiration and may ultimately be turned to your advantage.
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Fulfillment will soon be yours if you exercise restraint.

i

Beware of flashy dudes




tne of similar interests is waiting to take you in hay

who whistle dirty songs.

=

e

Suppress your need to dominate and allow another to guide you.

J
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him scurrying down an unlighted lane
that may once have led to the mews of
tall houses long since leveled to make
room for these hundreds of litde bunga-
lows. In this abandoned lane, the only
window light was one tiny, lolty aper-
ture in the inverted V of a gable rising
like a castle out of tall trees. Below it, at
eye level, the lane was becoming pitch-
dark. Above it, a sift of tattered light
between mourning clouds. Hissing dark-
ness. A sheaving wind. The elms were
spiky, as if the earth’s hair were standing
on end. He stiffened. A bird’s croak? A
sleepless nest? A far-off bark? He stared
up at the tiny box of light whose inac-
cessibility was so much part of its incite-
ment that when it went black like a
fallen candle, he uttered a “Hal™ of de-
light. He would never know who had
put a finger on the switch of that float-
ing room. A maidservant about to emerge
into the town? To go where? To meet
whom? A boy's den? An old woman
lumbering down the long stairs?

That Monday morning, B.B. was
laughing happily at himself. Bertie Bol-
ger, the well-.known dealerl The Peep-
ing Tom from Tipperary! That was a
queer bloody fit 1 took! And Jaysus, I
forgot all about the mother again: Well,
she will have to wait until next year
now, though surely to God they’ll let her
out before then? Anyway, what harm
did she ever do bar that snibby way she
treated every girl 1 ever met? If it
weren’t for her, 1 might have been mar-
ried 20 years ago to that Raven girl I
met in 1950 in Arklow. And a hot piece
she was, too. . . .

The next Sunday evening, he was pad-
ding softly around the back roads of
Bray. He could not locate the old-man-
blonde-girl bungalow. He winked up at
the little cube of light. But Lorelei was
dark. The next two Sundays it was rain-
ing too heavily for prowling. On the
fourth Sunday, the window of Lorelei
was brilliantly lighted and there she was,
plying a large dressmaker's scissors on
some colored stulf laid across a gate-
legged table under the bare electric bulb
whose brightness diminished the ideality
of the room, increased the attractions of
the dressmaker. Broad cheekbones, like
a red Indian; raven hair; the jerky head
of a blackbird alert at a drinking pool.
He longed to touch one of those fingers,
broad at the tip like a litle spade.
Twice the lights of oncoming cars made
him walk swiftly away, bowler hat down
on nose, collar up. A third time he fled
from light pouring out of the door of
the adjacent bungalow and a woman
hurrying down its path with her over-
coat over her head and shoulders. Lop-
ing away last, he wurned in fright wo the

142 running feet behind him and saw her

(continued from page 136)

coat ends vanish under the suddenly
lighted door lamp of Lorelei. Damn! A
visitor. Spoiling it all. Yet he came back
to his watching post, as mesmerized as a
man in a picture gallery who returns
again and again to Portrait of Unknown
Woman from scores of portraits of iden-
tiied women in other rooms, unable to
tell why this one face made him so
happy. The intruder, he found, made
no difference to his pleasure.

“Jenny! Isn't that a ring at the door?
Who the divil can that be?”

“I bet that will be Mrs. Ennis from
next door, she promised to give me a
hand with these curtains, you don't
mind, darling, do you?”

“Mind! I'm glad you have friends,
Molly.”

“Ho-ho! I've lots of friends.”

“Boyfriends, Katy?”

“Go 'long with you, you ruffian, don't
you ever think of anything but the
one thing?”

“Can you blame me, with a lovely
creature like you to be there teasin’ me
all day long, don't stir, I'll let her in.”

In? To what? There might be a hus
band and a pack of kids, and at once he
had to sell his Portrait of Unknown
Woman for the known model, not being
the sort of artist who sees a model's face
below his window, runs out, drags her in
and spends weeks, maybe months, look-
ing for her reality on his canvas.

Every Sunday he kept coming back
and back to that appealing, roseate win-
dow, until one afternoon, when he saw
her again at her tea, watched her for a
while, then boldly clanged her black
gate wide open, boldly strode up her
path, leaped up three steps to the door,
rang the bell. A soft rain had begun to
sink over the town. The day was gone. A
far grumble of waves from the shingle.
She opened the door. So close, so solid,
so near, so real he could barely recognize
her. His silence made her lift her head
sideways in three interrogatory jerks.
She had a slight squint, which he would
later consider one of her most enchant-
ing accomplishments—she might have
been looking at another man behind his
shoulder. He felt the excitement of the
hunter at her vulnerable nearness. He
suddenly smelled her. Somcbody had
told him you can always tell a woman's
age by her scent. Chanel—and Weil’s
Antelope—over 60. Tweed—always a
mature woman. Madame Rochas—the
10s. The 30s smell of aftershave lotion:
Eau Sauvage, Mustache, Wisps of man
scent. The 20s—nothing. She had a
heavy smell. Tartly she demanded,
“Yes?” Unable to speak, he produced
his business card, handed it to her
spade fingers. HERBERT BOLGER [ ANTIQUES |
2 HUME STREET, DUBLIN. She laughed
at him.

“Mr. Bolger, if you are trying to buy

something, I have nothing for you; if
you are trying to sell me something, 1
have even less.”

He was on home ground now; they all
said that, he expected it, he relied on
them to say it. His whole technique of
buying depended on his knowing that
while it is true that the so-called Big
Houses of Ireland have been gleaned by
the antique dealers, a lot of Big House
people have come down to small dis-
couraged houses like this one, bringing
with them, like wartime refugees, their
few remaining heirlooms. Her accent,
however, was not a Big House accent. It
was the accent of a workaday country-
woman. She would have nothing to sell.

“Come, now, Mrs. Eh? Benson? Well,
now, Mrs. Benson, you say you have
nothing to sell, but in my experience, a
lot of people don’t know what they have.
Only last week, I paid a lady thirty
pounds for a silver Georgian saltcellar
that she never knew she possessed. You
might have much more than you
realize.”

He must get her alone, inside. He had
had no chance to see her figure. Her
hair shone like jet beads. Her skin was
not a flat white. It was a lovely, rich,
ivory skin, as fine as lawn or silk. He felt
the rain on the back of his neck and
turned up his coat collar. He felt so
keyed up by her that if she touched him,
his string would break. She was frowning
at him incredulously. There was one
thing she possessed that she did not
know about. Herself.

“Well, it is true that my late husband
used to attend auctions. But——"

“Mrs. Benson, may I have just one
quick glance at your living room?” She
wavered. They always did. He smiled
reassuringly. “Just one quick glance. It
will take me two minutes.”

She looked up at the rain about her
door lamp.

“Well? All right, then. But you are
wasting your time. I assure you. And I
am very busy.”

Walking behind her in the narrow
hallway, he wok her in from calves to
head. She was two women, heavy above,
lighter below. He liked her long strong
legs, the wide shoulders, the action of
her lean haunches and the way her head
rose above her broad shoulders. Inside,
the room was rain dim and hour dim,
until she switched on a central 150-watt
bulb that drowned the soft pink of the
standing lamp, showed the furniture in
all its nakedness, exposed all the random
marks and signs of a room that had
been long lived in. At once he regretted
that he had come. He walked 1o the win
dow and looked out through its small
bay up and down the avenue. How ap-
pealing it was out there! All those cory
little, dozing little, rosy little bungalows
up and down the avenue, and those dark
trees comforting the gabled house with

(continued on page 181)
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“COME ON, JACK, whatsa matter
—vya ‘Traid ¢ play me?” Asch is
talking to Colavita.

“You been playin® all day
and I baven't even warmed up,”
Colavita says.

Asch  finishes his game of
straight pool as the exchange
continues,  Colavita  shuffles
across the plush carpeting of
the Crystal Room in the Sher-
aton-Chicago Hotel, the prac
tice room for contestants in the
world’s  biggest pool tourna-
ment, the U. S. Open, sponsored
by the Billiard Congress of
America. Colavita “warms up”
by running out 15 balls.

Just as he’s getting set to beat
Asch a second time, an official-
looking man walks up. “Let’s
go. boys, this table’s for display.
I you keep coming over here,
I'm going to have to ask your
fathers not to bring you next
year.”

Twelve-year-old Colavita, un-
defeated at that particular ille-
gal table, just mumbles, “Yes,
sir,” as he’s been taught. His
father, he knows, is in the
next room playing his most
important game of the year.
The word is: Have a good time, son, but don’t make waves.

Across from the forbidden table are three other tables for
contestants to practice on. At one of them a pudgy blond
man casually knocks balls around. He is only in his 20s, but
his hairline is already inching backward. He moves around
the table with a slow disjunct gait. as if his spine were a
Slinky. You stand and watch 100, mavbe 200 balls go down
without a hitch. You begin to wonder what's going on. He
doesn’t seem  particularly concerned where the balls go.
doesn’t scem 1o take much time or effort putting them there.
But they all go in. The other players. who work so hard at i
don’t get nearly as many.

As it happens, the man at the table is Steve Mizerak, the

best straight-pool player in the world. Like Willie Hoppe or
Irving Crane—and like young [Jack Colavita—DMizerak was
taught the game as soon as he was tall enough to reach the
table. Unlike your normal prodigies, Mizerak more or less
ignores the game, playing only a few times a month except just
before this tournament. From qualifying matches all around
the country have come 32 men who will play in the Seventh
Annual U.S. Open. Thirty-one of them have skill. Mizerak
has only his gift.
I'here are also 16 contestants who have qualified for the
women's-division matches, which are held just belore the
men’s each day. While the men must have 150 points 1o win
a game, the women need only 75. First prize for the male
winner is 55000; the female champion gets only $1500. But
the apparent discrimination s justified: In 1971, the high
run for the ladies was 19. For the men. it was 108, Safeues
(defensive maneuvers intended to leave the opponent without
a reasonable shot) make up a great deal of a women’s game and
play is always excruciatingly slow, never daring. The plain lact
is that the women contestants just don’t have the egocentric
flair that makes so many of the men mteresting to watch.

Donna Ries, a student of clinical psychology from Kansas
City, Missouri, and a promising player in this vear's women's

article By LAURENCE GONZALES

when 1t comes to playing pool, steve mizerak
25 extraordinary—which means he’s more ordinary

than most folks—and that’s what keeps him winning

division, thinks that the men
outshine the women because
men bet more heavily and are
generally more competitive. As
far as DMizerak is concerned,
women will never be excellemt
pool players, because they lick

what he calls the “inner
strength”  necessary to  with-
stand the high pressures in-

volved in serious pool playing.
Aside from that, he really
doesn’t have an explanation.

Dorothy Wise, a handsome
gray-haired lady from San Fran-
cisco, was champion from 1967,
when the B.C.A. first sponsored
a4 women's tournament, until
1972, when she was defeated
first by Geraldine Titcomb, a
1971 runner-up, and then by
Madelyn Whitlow, wife of Al
ton Whitlow, a contestant in
the men’s competition. All the
players were upset, however, by
Jean ("The Kid”) Balukas, a
shy—nearly comatose is closer
to the truth; she spoke hardly a
word during the entire tourna-
ment, her father doing most of
the walking for her—I3-vear-old.
Ms.  Balukas started playing
when she was four years old
(that seems to be the age when you can see over the edge
of the rail) and won two games in the U.S. Open when she
was nine. She is o young at this point for anyone to know
what will develop. but there are some interesting implications
for her future: Oddly enough, her favorite game is baseball
and it’s rumored that she plays pool only to please her father.
Is it possible that she will move on to revolutionize women's
pool? She doesn’t think so. As far as she’s concerned, the
reason women don’t play well is their inability to play
position properly. Perhaps she’s right: In studies done in
1958 and 1965, evidence strongly suggested that females
perform more poorly than males on spatial tasks and are
less likely to analyze geometric designs in terms of their
cmnponenl p:lr[s.

- - -

The official competition takes place in the Grand Ball-
room, a mock-elegant place with 0o many hundreds of
pounds of gaudy chandeliers and the wrong style of pillars.
The fresh green felt on the tables glares under the cold blue
light from the fluorescent tubing hung for the tournament.
The carpeting on the dance floor is done in broad earth
colors vaguely suggesting something Oriental. As il this
weren't enough, three sides of the room are hung from floor
to ceiling with blood-red. velvery curtains.

But some coherence in decor 1s created by the players and
spectators, whose dress leans toward whie wing-lip shoes and
Argyle socks, matching purple tic-and-shirt combinations,
ruffled cuifs, simulated-diamond slickpins. ivory buttons and
pomaded ducktail hairdos. Most of the time it’s difficult to tell
il they are trying to appear well dressed or have simply been
out of touch since the mid-Fifties. While some look like small-
time gangsters, others just seem to be color-blind.

Of course, in addition to these representatives of the
underbelly of the pool world, there are the regular hard-hats
in plaid shirts and khaki pants, out to see how the legendary
players work, and 10 take back something to talk about over

ILLUSTRATION BY WARREN LINN
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the quarter-a-rack bar table. And the
blacks turn out in an array of leather
hats and studded wristbands, rainbow-
suede vests and high-heeled shoes, not
to mention pink- and puce- and avocado-
tinted sunglasses. . . . Then come the
promoters and officials, carefully sewn
and zippered into Robert Hall, bargain-
hasement and neo-bland suits spanning
the specrum from light gray to dark
gray. It's more like a recreation room in
the local asylum than the site of a world-
championship pool tournament.

Four tables making an open square in
the center of the room are in use simul-
taneously during the eliminations. Asso-
ciated with each pair of subjects are two
chairs and a card table supporting ash-
trays and water pitchers, blue chalk and
talcum powder. Behind each card table a
staff of judges observes the contestants in
silence, displaying with an overhead pro-
jector a record ol the results. Beyond the
playing area, spectators shift and fdget
on the worn wooden bleachers.

At each table are two kinds of pa-
tients. One is an acute depressive, sit-
ting down, sipping water, trying not to
look too hard at the score and wonder-
ing when his opponent—the manic—is
going to stop making those damned
shots. The manics move around, pocket-
ing balls with malicious glee, between
ripples of applause from the audience.
One such case, a man named Hopkins,
defeats his alter ego 150 to 1, on the
strength of an opening run of 141 balls,

Many micaocosmic dramas of victory
and defeat are witnessed in this tourna-
ment. Luther (“Wimpy") Lassiter, winner
of the 1969 tournament, and legend-
ary player in his own right, is defeated
twice (disqualifying him) in his frst
four games. His eyes have gotten so bad
lately that he has had to paint the end
of his cue red. Lou (“Machine Gun™)
Butera—nicknamed for his rapid-fire
style of play—misses one shot that is so
casy and obvious that he throws his cue
onto the floor. He is out of the running
alter three games. Younger contestants
such as Steve Cook and Andrew Ten-
nent, Jr., are especially hard hit when
confronted with the seasoned players
more in control of their nerves.

Game after game, and almost point
after point, what takes place is not so
much the victory of one man in a game
as the spectacle of one man seeking out
and destroying another's ego, finding his
little weaknesses and jumping in to take
advantage of them. And beyond a cer-
tain level of technical accomplishment,
the game comes closer and closer to
being one man’'s character against anoth-
er's: Psychological inadequacies lose the
matches more often than motor-skill de-
ficiencies. To most of these men, pool is
war, and defeat means more casualties.

In competition as fierce as this, the

players are cautious, hypertense and
cagey. Their movements around the
tables are quick and abrupt, but their
shots are carefully planned and executed
with grave concern. Only rarely will you
see a player attempt a difficult shot, even
a bank or cushion shot that he’s made
many times in more casual play. The
pressure is simply too great. If the ball
doesn’t drop, it could mean the end of
the game.

The exception is Mizerak. We see him
at one point faced with a shot that, for
all practical purposes, is impossible.
Nevertheless (before a crowd ol over
100 people, clamped to their seats, reni-
tent with nervous tension), he flips his
wrist, shrugs his shoulders and watches
the object ball deflect off three others,
making no fewer than three right-angle
turns before it dribbles toward the ap-
pointed pocket, almost pausing for a
moment—and then drops. There is a
second of breathless quiet while people
double take to make sure it has really
happened. Then the audience explodes.
Behind the table a judge’s spectacles
tumble into his water glass as he stares
in disbelief, not so much that Mizerak
made the shot but that he had the nerve
to try it. And that's the point.

When you think of the best in the
world, you might picture a dapper man
in his 40s, like Willie Mosconi, totally
dedicated to improving the game of
pocket billiards. Or perhaps a cigar-
smoking hustler who vaguely resembles
a new species of rodent. But not Steve
Mizerak, who can be found most of the
year casting pearls belore seventh grad-
ers at the Samuel E. Shull School in
Perth Amboy, New Jersey. And not a
man who, most days, goes out after
school to shoot a dedicated but mediocre
game of golf. And most certainly not a
man who plays pool only when he has
to. You'll never find him in Johnston
City hustling the hustlers, and you prob-
ably won't see him in other wournaments.
Yet he's the first man under 30 ever to
win the U.S. Open.

A candid, humorless 27-year-old,
Mizerak grew up the middle<lass son of
a professional baseball manager and play-
er who later turned to running a pool
hall to support his family. Steve drives a
new Ford and drinks an old fashioned
occasionally, for social reasons. He lives
in Woodbridge, New Jersey, with his
wife, Linda, and their infant son. He
likes to bet on his golf game but always
loses. Twice a year he goes to the wrack
—more cash down the tubes. Occasional-
ly, he makes promotional tours for
Brunswick—but, he emphasizes, only for
the money. For fun? “I do very litile
for fun,” he says with a dry chuckle,
“except play golf.”

About his growing fame all he has to
say is: “Well, somebody’s liable to read

an article and want me to come over to
his house for exhibitions or lessons.” He
has two students right now who pay $20
to $25 an hour for help with their
games, which Steve describes as “not too
good—one guy can run maybe forty or
fifty balls. The other guy can run twenty
or twenty-five. You can’t really teach a
man too much.” Everything he says
comes out with a shrug.

This is what makes the critical differ-
ence. The man is extraordinary, which
means he’s more ordinary than most
people. And this makes him so strange
that he really doesn’t care: The amazing
shots he makes, the high runs, the title
he takes home year after year are nor a
matter of nerve and courage. Because he
is relaxed, apprehension cannot betray
him. With no concern, there is no fear:
with no fear, no tension; and without
tension, there is no fickering of an eye
or random twitch of a muscle to keep
any ol the balls from falling into the
intended pocket. In almost any game,
practice is the deciding factor. Pool is no
exception, but Mizerak is. He's the living
embodiment of the textbook natural.

Consequently, when the final match
approaches, it is likely not Mizerak who
is thinking about that monumental car-
om shot he just made but his opponent,
“Dapper” Dan DiLiberto, defeated only
by Mizerak in the final game of the
eliminations.

DiLiberto has been wearing the same
blue double-breasted suit coat all week.
It's still clean. He's a tall, trim 33-year
old from Miami who was once a profes-
sional boxer and bowler. Now he plays
pool for money and paints for relaxa-
tion. His striking blue-black mustache
and full head ol hair, combined with his
muscular build and decisive movements,
make Mizerak look like a cartoon figure
by comparison.

For this final confrontation, a single
table remains in the center of the room.
Everything seems a little brighter, a
little ceaner, and the audience looks
somehow different. The people have all
changed their clothes. Tonight the dia-
monds and pearls are real, and real
money in 100s and 50s is changing
hands. The nervous chatter has given
way to intense silence—until the official
introduces DiLiberto without realizing
that the contestants haven’t shown up
yet. Someone in the audience punctures
the dead quiet with, "Hey, Danny, this
isn't a chess match!” Finally DiLiberto
appears, grinning sheepishly.

The first game goes very quickly, end-
ing in not much more than an hour. To
everyone’'s amazement. DiLiberto wins it,
and he's greeted with nearly five min-
utes of standing hysteria. Mizerak just
sits there, sipping his water, calm and
unruffled. You can see his thoughts in

(concluded on page 238)
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d.iggel' S game (continued from page 122)

the Digger gets that Zenith for a
hundred and Lechmere’s knocking them
down for three-filty, I don’t hear no
complaints from you. See, 1 stand up
for you, Digger.”

“You interested in a portable radio?”
the Digger asked.

“No,” Harrington said.

“How about a nice color TV?" the
Digger asked. “RCA, AccuColor, the
whole bit.”

“No,” Harrington said. “I wouch the
stereo the other night by mistake and
I burned myself. I'm gonna be sitting
there some fine night. watching the ball
game, and some cop’s gonna come in.
Besides, 1 can’t buy nothing right now, 1
don’t care if you're giving it away. The
wife wants a boat. I'm supposed 1o be
saving up for a boar.”

“Look.” the Digger said, I need some
dough.”

“Jesus,” Harrington said, “I could use
some dough mysell. You get ahold the
guy that’s passing out the dough, give
him my name. I could use about thirty:
five big ones, right this minute. 1 got to
buy a boat. Get that? I had a boat. I
had four rooms over to Saint Columb-
kille’s, I had a nice boat. She don't like
that. We got to have a house. ‘1 can't
afford no house,” I said, ‘I haven’t got
the down payment, for God's sake." She
says: ‘Sell the boat.” I didn’t want 1o sell
my boat. 1 didn’t want to buy the house.
I sell the boat. I buy the house. Nine
years we had the house, eight of them
she's been complaining, we should get
another boat. 1 give up.”

“I'm serious,” the Digger said.

“You're serious, is it?” Harrington
asked. “You think I'm just horsing
around?”

“You're not serious the way I'm seri-
ous,” the Digger said. “I need eighteen
thousand dollars and 1 need it right
away. Yesterday would've been good.”

“Oh-oh,” Harrington said, “you guys
did take a bath out there, didn’t you?”

The Digger nodded. “The rest of the
guys, not as bad as me. But I went in
right over my head.”

“Jesus,” Harrington said, “that why
you're out all night?”

“Yup.” the Digger said, “1 take all
kinds of chances and you know what?
I'm not even close to even.” From the
end of the bar a customer demanded
service. “"Shut your fuckin® mouth, I give
you a bat in the head” the Digger
shouted. “I'll get to you when I'm
damned good and fuckin' ready. Right
now I'm talking to a guy.” The custom-
er said he thought he could get a drink
in the place. “You can get a drink when
I feel like gettin® you a fuckin' drink,”
the Digger said. "Right now 1 don't feel
like it. Paul, 'stead of sittin® down there
like a danmned dog. come around and

146 give the loudmouth bastard what he

wants. Pour it down his fuckin® pants,
all I care.” At the end of the bar, a small
man with gray hair got off his stool and
came around to the spigots. He started
to draw beer. “I got to get even.,” the
Digger said 1o Harringron. 1 got to find
a way to get even and that's all there
is to it.”

“You're not gonna do it pushing
radios,” Harrington said. “You're not
gonna do it that way, 1 can tell you
right now. You, I think you're gonna
have to hnd something a lot bigger'n
radios to sell, you expect to make that
kind of dough.”

“Well, OK,” the Digger said, “that's
what I was thinking."”

“Sure,” Harringron said, “you're gon-
na have to sell the place, here.”

“No,” the Digger said.

“Whaddaya mean, ‘No’?” Harrington
asked. "You haven't got anything else
you can sell. You don’t dress that good,
you can't sell suits. You got a car there,
isn't bad, but you got 1o get around and
you couldn’t get more'n a grand for it if
you sold it, anyway. What the hell else
can you do, sell your house? Can’t do
that. Some guy make you a price on the
wife and kids?"”

“Well,” the Digger said, “I mean,
there's other ways of raising money.”

“Not without taking chances,” Har-
rington said. “That kind of money, you
either got in the bank and you go in
and you take it out, or else you got it in
something else and you go the bank and
you practically hand it over to them, or
else you go the bank with a gun and
you say: ‘Gimme everybody else’s mon-
ey.! There's no other way, and thac last
one. that’s risky.”

“There's other ways,” the Digger said.
“Look, this place. You know what I
hadda do, get this place? I hadda get
up off the floor is what I hadda do.
Johnny Malloy, I get out of the slammer
and Johnny Malloy gives me a job and
no shit. Me, I figured it's temporary, 1
got to have something to do. I never
had any idea of running a barroom all
my life.”

“What's the mauer with running a
bar?” Harrington asked. “Nothing the
matter with that. 1 wished 1 had a
good bar o run.”

“Sure,” the Digger said, “but that's ir.
Takes money, get a bar. 1 didn’t have
money. All 1 had was a goddamned
record. Was all 1 could do, keep the
probation looking the other way while |
was working here. So, Malloy gets the
cancer. He knew he had it. He says.
there wasn't anybody else had the mon-
ey, wanted to buy it. They're all laying
off. He told me that. "Wait it out and