YES,VIRG!NIA,
THERE’S STILL
SEX IN CINEMA-
12 PAGES’ WORTH

QUICK, BEFORE
YOU GO BROKE!
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ROBERT SHERRILL
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Pride and integrity.
Touchstones to quality in any automobile.
The very cornerstones of a new automobile.
Cordoba. The new small Chrysler.
Proudly designed in the Chrysler tradition of engineering excellence,
Cordoba is an automobile of remarkable beauty and grace. ..
an automobile of exceptional comfort and luxury.
Look inside. Direct your eyes to the warm wood colors
of a finely detailed instrument panel . . . to the rich earth color of shag carpeting
... to the soft warmth of glowing lamps in five separate locations.
Now touch. Bury your hands in thickly-cushioned, contour seats . . .
available in rare hues of crushed velour, or fine Corinthian leathers.
We cordially invite you to experience Cordoba at your Chrysler-Plymouth dealer’s.
So very luxurious, yet affordable, Cordoba is proudly a Chrysler.
Cordaba. The new small Chrysier.
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f:’-:_’ Warning- The Surgeon General Has Determined ?
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
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PLAYBII. THE DAY BEFORE Richard Nixon 1c.si;_{n('t_l_lhe Presidency, a

European newspaper observed that his political methods “were
not only those of a poker player but of a man who cheats at poker.” We don’t
know if Nixon's played much poker lately, but we do know that he played—and
won—quite a bit when he was in the Navy. We know because a couple ol his victims
have wold us all about it in Full House at the White House, which is but one part
ol I'll Play These, a package ol articles dealing with various aspects of poker, as-
sembled by Senior Editor G. Barry Golson—a persistent player who claims to have
broken even over the years. In addition to Golson’s history of the game, there’s
Jon Carroll's well-tested playing tips; Richard Waren Lewis” account ol a high-
stakes Showdown in Vegas; and Hollywood stars such as Jack Lemmon and Telly
Savalas in Table Talk. We've also dealt you nostalgia by authors’ agent Scott
Meredith—who looks back on the labled poker shoot-outs between the Marx
Brothers and assorted literary lions in The Algonquin Games (it will reappear
in his book George S. Kaufman and His Friends, which Doubleday is about to
publish)—and a memoir by playwright Jack Richardson, who deseribes an en-
counter with a beauteous lady player in Coming Down in Gardena (to be included
in his lorthcoming Simon & Schuster book, Gambling). The aaylic illustration
for Meredith's picce and the oil painting that accompanies Richardson’s are by
a winning pair ol Chicago artists, Anton Jacobs and Gastone Bertilli.

Getting back 1o Nixon, he reappears as one ol the main topics ol conversation
in this monih’s exclusive Playboy Interview with Hunter S. Thompson, the wild
man who covers politics—with abandon but with perspicacity-—lor Rolling Stone,
We got such a puzing picture of all-around Governmental incompetence from
the Watergate revelations that we called Robert Sherrill-—Washington editor ol
The Nation, author ol The Saturday Night Spectal and probably the toughest
journalist in D.C.—and asked him (o get us an answer to the simple question,
Is Anybody Out There Doing His Job? He managed to find some worthies, but
10 wasi b easy,

A more positive note is struck in God’s Big Fix, by Richard Rhodes, who en-
visions what the U. 8. will be like alter current rescarch in thermonuclear lusion
provides us with a literally boundless supply ol energy. Rhodes, a Guggenheim
Fellow for 1971, is writing a novel about the building ol the first atomic bomb.
science has also come up with a new way to watch TV: on a king-size home screen.
Tom Zito, a Washington Post reporter, has the story in The Big Picture.

Speaking ol pictures—dirty ones—check out Jim Siegelman’s Cheesccake Mad-
ness o see how excessive ogling can ruin your lite. Siegeliman, a lormer Hayvard
Lant poon editor, swears that he can’t recall writing the piece. Il cheesecake photos
do drive people crazy, the schizo wards will be full next month, because this issue
contains 12 pages ol pictures to go with Arthur Knight's look at Sex in Cinema—
1974; Spec-tacular, a photographic wibute, by J. Frederick Smith, to gals who
wear glisses: and a long look at Playmate Bebe Buell. There's also a cartoon lea-
twe on The Aggressive Chick, by Alden Erikson, who reports that around San
Francisco, “Women are directing porn movies, painting erotic pictures, publish-
ing nasty underground comics, robbing banks and God knows what else.”

Our Fiction Deparument has come up with a suitably weird- aind funny—
Jead story. 1Us called The Legend of Step-and-a-half, iv's by Paul Reb, it’s about
the farcical adventures of a mythical Indian wribe and it's handsomely illus-
trated by Sharleen Pederson, a Los Angeles artist. Our other fiction comes from
Nicholas Monsarrat, whose Sex and the Single Screw has a maritime setting but
is otherwise quite difierent rom his famous epic, The Cruel Sea; and longtime
contributor Ray Russell, whose lable The Charm won't disappoint his [ans.
Those—plus our regular features and a lew surprises—are what we're holding this
month. It may be bad poker to reveal them, but we think it's an unbeatable hand.

A S F L. )
SMITH SIEGELMAN ERIKSON
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How to get about 20
more drops out of
ohnnie Walker Red.

When your bottle of Johnnie Walker Red appears empty, place it under hot, scalding water, and
more drops of the smooth; satisfying Scotch will appear. You can do the same thing with any empty
bottle of whiskey, but when you do it with Johnnie Walk%r Red, it’s worth the trouble.

Say “Johnnie Walker Red.  Youwon't get it by just saying:

100% Blended Scotch Whiskies. 86.8 Proof. Imported by SOMERSET IMPORTERS, LTD., New York, N.X.

‘Seotch’
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Minoita helps you
go for Ssix.

It’s easier to get a winning shot with a camera that doesn’t hold you back,
a camera fast enough to catch the fleeting moment.

You're comfortable with a Minolta SR-T from the moment you pick it up.
This is the 35mm reflex camera that lets you concentrate on the picture,
because the viewfinder shows all the information needed for correct ex-
posure and focusing. You never have to look away from the finder to adjust
a Minolta SR-T, so you're ready to catch the one photograph that could
never be taken again.

And when subjects call for a different perspective, Minolta SR-T cameras
accept a complete system of interchangeable lenses, from “fisheye’” wide
angle to super-telephoto.

Let a Minolta SR-T help you score. For more information, see your photo
dealer or write Minolta Corporation, 101 Williams Drive, Ramsey, New
Jersey 07446. In Canada: Anglophoto Ltd., P.Q. '

£'2
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Minolta SR-T Cameras

Is your comera o means of sell-expression? Il so, enter the Minolta Creative Photography Contest. Grand
FPrize: two weeks in the South Sea islands for two, $1000 cosh, ond o Minolto SR-T 102. 1428 other valu-
oble prizes will be owarded. Nothing to buy. Minolta equipmenl not required. See your Minolla dealer
for detoils and registrotion. Or write: Minolta Creative Pholography Cenlest, Box 1831, Blair, Neb. 68009,

Use REACTS Card — Page 235.
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Once upon atime,all cars
were more or less the same.
Then along came sports
cars, economy cars,
compact 4
itcars

=
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F
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STOPS STRAIGHT
IN ITS TRACKS.

.. asedan that has sports car
¥y features. But how many of

= (hem redlly are, though?
/ Enter the Fox by Audi:a
real,true sports sedan.

lts front-wheel drive makes
The latest of which it incredibly surefooted.
isthe“sports sedan (It also gives you that fraction

Whichis supposedto be you need to help getyou

SGESTED RETAIL P

TURNS NIMBLY.




through the snow.) ithas anamazingly small ap-
It has the same type of petite:25miles per gallon.
rack-and- pmion =~~~ |Is price is relatively small
e Clso:°3975"
The interior, we might
mention, is relatively large:
- seats five, comfortably. And
&) it has an amount of trunk
‘space almost unbelievable
for a carthis size. lts interior,
by the wayy, is fairly smnart, too,
with things like fully-reclining

G contoured seats and door-
' to-door pile carpeting.
front suspensionthat are If you're in the market for a
found onsome ofthefinest  “sports sedan’ try a true
sports cars. This allows it sports sedan:the Fox by Audi.

to take turns with an agility You'll drive happily ever
remarkable for a sedan. after. y

We dlso put something in
the Fox so advanced, sports
carsdon't even have it yet.
A special front axle design
that helps prevent swerving
when you stop under
certain adverse conditions. ¢
(Speaking of stopping, the ™
Fox’s front disc borakes and
radial-ply tires enable itto
stop practicallyonadime.)

Most extraordinary of all,
despite the fact that this
peppy little creature’s over-
head-cam engine cando
0to50in 8.4 seconds and

hCIS a ’rop speed of 97 mph

£R CEALER DELIVERY CRARGES, IF ANY, ACDITIOMAL

EAT MUCH.

Where-To-RBuy-t? Use REACTS Card — Page 235
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Come Up fo pure menfholi KGDL
~ and enjoy the taste 7.
| .Q,f extra coolness.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined =% =
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. = S Now, lowered tar KGDL Milds

S TS G T T ey % : . :
© BROWN & WILLIAMSON TOBACCO CORPORATION Milds, 13 mg. "tar,” 0 .9 mg. nicoune; Kings, 17 mg. “tar,” 1.3 mg. nicotine;
Longs. 17 mg. "tar,” 1 .2 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report Mar. ‘74
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VIEWING VON DANIKEN
Your August interview with Erich von

Diiniken is a masterpiece of  exposc.
Probing questions by Timothy Ferris
nuiike Von Dimmiken paint himself into a
corner. He comes out as a man intent on
fooling himsell as well as the reading
public. I find it hard wo believe that he
could advance a theory with such flimsy
support and expect anyone to take him
seriously. And even though he refers o
himsell as a scientist and a theologiim. 1
now se¢ him for what he is: a second-rate
Con main.

Morris H. Brown

Winston-Salem, North Carolim

Fads. fallacies and folklore have long
been closely associated with both astron
omy amnd archacology—subjects  with
which most laymen are not well ac-
quainted. Professional scientists would
like nothing better than to find hard evi-
dence of extraterrestrial intelligence; it
would be the most exciting and impor-
tant discovery of our lives. But, unlike
Von Diiniken, we do not perpetwrate a
sham on the public by pretending that
such evidence exists when 1t doces not.
Perhaps this is a time of deceit—Dby high
ofhicials in Government as well as by
sell-proclaimed  experts in science. In
that bight, I think youwr interview with
Von Dimniken is an important public
service.

George O. Abell, Chairman
Department of Astronomy
University of California
Los Angeles, California

I have been reading Von Diniken's
books since they first came out and have
put a lot ol stock in his words. After
reading your interview, however, I have
come 1o the conclusion that Von Diini-
ken is misleading a great many people.
He couldn’t support, to my sauslaction,
one claim Ferris contested.

Steven De Simone
Needham, Massachusetts

Did you dispatch Ferris to interview
or to persecute Von Diniken? If it was
the later, 1 would like 0 congratulate
Ferris for an outstanding job. 1 disagree
with many of Von Diiniken's theorics,
but I get the impression Ferris' intent

wis to prove Von Diiniken a fraud. I I'd
been Von Diiniken, 1 would have told
Ferris to Kiss my ass halfway throngh
that interview.
Gary Lekan
Mansheld, Ohio

Ferris” badgering ol Von  Diiniken
overlooks the [act that the author of
Chartots of the Gods? has stimulated dis-
cussion about the origins of our civiliza-
tion. Even if he is wrong, and he could
well be. Von Diiniken has compelled us
to comtemplate our past. If Ferris can't
sce that, then he might as well stop work
on his book about the search for the
cdge of the universe unul he at least can
hind the edge ol his nose.

Steve Norris
St Charles, Missourt

In the interview, Ferris disputes the
veracity of Von Diniken’s report on a
cave in China by citing an investigation
that supposedly proved Von Diiniken
wrong on the grounds that the investiga-
tor had never heard ol the cave and had
never heard ol Chinese names anything
tike Chi Pu Ter or Tsum Um Nui. Ac
cording to Sheila Ostrander and Lynn
Schroeder's Psychic Discoveries Behind
the Iron Curtain, Sovier archacologists
believe the cave does exist; and the writers
confirm that archacologists have discov-
ered sets of stone disks bearing insarip-
tions of which Von Diiniken speaks. The
disks were grooved like gramophone rec-
ords, with symbols that, when vanslated,
wld ol certures “Linding their cralt”
and meeting the local ribes, just as Von
Diniken says. As for the Chinese names
involved, I can tell you that Chi Pu Tei
sounds Chinese. Tsum Um Nui appears
1o be Vietamese, but it is not impossible
to ind such i name in China.

Agnes K. Oh
Ames, lowa

Even though you may disagree with
Von  Déiniken, it sull does not seem
reasonable to me that ol the ilhions ol
years of our planet's history, only the
past 6000 to 7000 have been reserved [or
imelligent man. It might not be possible
1o prove Von Diiniken’s theories, but it
is almost impossible w0 disprove them as
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well. Who is to say that we who live
today have the most advanced civiliza-
tion earvth has ever known?
Charles H. Underwood
Nashville. Tennessee

Your interview shows that Von Dini-
ken's thearies are very similar to his na-
tive Swiss cheese: Both are lull ol holes.

Andiea Edelson
Honolulu, Hawatii

ROCK-"N-ROLL WOMEN
I'm a rock musician. woman and
mother, i that order, and T was delight-
ed 1o see your picorial Brown Sngar
(rLaveoy, August) on rock singer Clau-
dia  Lennear. I've admired Lennear's
work for muny years. By publishing pho-
s of a woman who's borne a child,
you're helping to quash the myth that
under their clothes, all mothers look like
cows. Claudia sure doesn't.
Sharon Davenport
Estacada, Oregon

CRIME MARCHES ON
Thank you for your hnal installment
ol Playboy's History of Organized Crime
(rraviov, July). The entire series, in fact,
was excellenmtly written and the caption
text was fascinating.
Robert Greenberg
Laverock, Pennsvlvania

The June installment ol Playboy’s
History of Ovganized Crime contains a
statement on union corruption  thae is
misleading.  Author  Riclhird  Hammer
writes that one lormer union  officer’s
“looting of the bhutchers was matched. il
not exceeded, by . . . a string of olhcdials
in . . . the Texule Workers Unian and
others.” Any reading ol the era makes it
plain that the union actually involved
Workers ol

was the United Tlextile
America. not  the  Textile  Workers
Union of America. The record also

shows that at no nme whatsoever has the
Textile Workers Union of Amernica been
imvolved in immoral or uncthical
practices.
Henry C. Woidk, General Counsel
Textile Workers Union ol America
New York, New York

any

THE LAW V5. THE LADIES
James McKinley's veport, Down and
Out and Female (rravsoy, August), de-
tailing mistreatment ol women by our
Liw-enforcement  sysiem, s splendicd.
McKinley's sivle makes his bleak, ugly
but nonetheless lactual  report worth
reading.
Reuben Jones
Favette, lowa

In Down and Out and Female. 1 quote
Ron Robinette, a Kansas City police of-
ficer, as saving. “Crime’s always been
one ol the puberty rites for chicks in
black districts. Now it's  popular all

"

over.” Robinette—whom [ amd his de-
partment know o be an owstanding
prolessional  law-enforcement  olficer—
vigorously denies saving this. He s he
does not at all believe black lemale ado-
lescents are excessively prone 1o aime—
let alone that crime issues them into
adulchood.

James MceKinley

Kansas City, Missouri

HEARTS SPECIALISTS

The Hard Hearts. your August article
on five ol the meanest men in the land.
describes Oukland A's owner Charles O.
Finlev as i lulu. a caumb bum in a
league by himsell . . . ungracious in vic-
tory and a demon in defeat - . . a cad
among sporting gentlemen, a tyrant who
spectalizes in humiliating has men.” Out-
standing  leaders are in a league by
themselves and  Charlie’s leadership is
unquestionable. In moments ol viciory,
he is gracions, rewarding those who
earned the vidory with new contracts,
bonus pavments and other benefis. In
detear. Charlie reflects, veviews and uses
virious methods ol encouragement. Re-
cently, Gene Autry, owner ol the Cali-
fornia  Angels and  an  experienced
businessman, desaribed Charlie O, as “a
man’s man and a great man.” which ap-
parently would nullify the author's label
ol "cad among sporting gentlemen.”
The Charlie O, I know is a thoroughly
hard-working. dedicated, progressive, in-
telligent and dynamic man who is emo-
tonally  imvolved  in promoting  his
business and sporting enterprises. 1 the
author had done his homework on him,
he might have concluded that to many
thousands of liude people, Charlie O. is
one ol the owstmding leaders ol the
Seventies.

Anne T. O Neil
Chicago, Hlinois

For about eight vears. I was associated
in the capacity of peace othcer with thea—
county attorney  Ernest  Guinn,  who
Lier became the UL S, judge ol whom
you wrote in The Hard Hearts. Al-
though Guinn and I were never in the
same camp politically or socially, we
were, 1 believe, pretnty much in agree-
ment that criminals have no constitu-
tional rights. Oh. we  probably  did
violae a few ol the so-called rights of
criminals in performance of our duties.
Jut any such mistikes came from our
oath of ofhice “to prowea the lives and
properties of the citizens of the sue of
Texas,” L lor one, could do with a lot
more Ernest Guinns.

R. C. Lovelace
El Paso, Texas

Your writer accuses Judge Guinn ol
being hardhearted. unfaiv and prone to
favor conviction of defendants in s
court. But nowhere does your writer con-
sider whether or not the defendants he

mentions were guilty, In additon. he
criticizes the judge's praciice of meting
out lighter sentences to those who plead
guilty. But this is an accepted practice ol
our Federal jurisprudence. as has bheen
well known since Watergate.

Patricia Renmick

El Paso. Texas

Judge Ernest Guinn passed away as we

went 1o frress,

I do not care in the least what
PLAYBOY or 1is anonvmous scribe may
think of me as a critic, but one statement
in the arucle The Hard Hearls is a certi-
fiable lie and a slander. Henry Jaglom's
film A Safe Place may. indeed, have
been hissed at the New York Film Fesu-
vial (quite a few flms are), but 1 was
not present gt than showing and did not
bring any hissers with me, nor did I go
up to Jaglom afterward, as your writer
asserts, and brag that 1 would similarly
disrapt all future showings of his film. T
had seen A Safe Place at an earlier pri-
viate sereening and went only for the
svimposium  that followed the [estival
showing of Jaglom's movic. Later on, in
the lobby, I did glimpse Jaglom. but
there were no words hetween us and T
made no such threar as vou basclessly
and slanderously report without verily-
ing your allegations, which could stem
from no one other than Jaglom himself.
Although I believe in strong. undiluted
criticism, I abhor organized disruption
or any other form ol nonliteravy inter-
ference with a hlim. however much that
film may displease me. In the case ol A
Safe Place, my contempr was such thae 1
didn’t even bother o review itz besides.
only a very stupid person would want to
sabotage a movie so bad that it speedily
dug its own grave without need of out-
side help. It opened 1o rotten notices and
total public apathy and disappeared with-
out a wace within a few days.

John Simon
New York. New York

Jaglom replies:

Pc'rlmpx Simon  forgets his offensive
oulbursts and tantrums as fast as he makes
them, they being so numerous that Isup-
pose it would be excessie to expect him
to retain the memory of them once he has
spewed them oul. Perhaps, indeed, he
didn’t see A Safe Place” at the New York
Film Festival showing, as he now claims,
but on seeing me aftevicard, priov 1o the
panel discussion, he insisted that he had
and took proud vesponsibility for the
fiissing. Eoery word in your piece is accu-
rale. Simon did state, loudly and for all
in the lobby of the Lincoln Center to
hear, “Every time this incompehensible
picce of shit is shown, I'll see to it thal it
gets hissed.” What is grim aboul all this
s not that such a man can disrupt a film.
There is no way of controlling that. “A
Safe Place,” a film that deals with a wom-
an’s oppression and her strugele o
consciousness, obviously conflicted with
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Simon’s well-documented hang-ups abonut
women, hang-ups that have forced him in
the past to denigrate actresses whose pow-
er offends him. This would be merely
worthy of our compassion if he weren't
constantly given rvespectable forums by
the sensation-secking media. Finally, 1
can address myself best to his chavacieri-
zation of “A Safe Place” and to why it
triggered such an oulrageous vesponse,
by quoting Anais Nin, in her review:
“All the subtle dreams and  fantasies
which color our experience are captured
here. Heve is a dimenston left out of other
films, a new vision, more encom passing, of
feeling, tendevness and beauty. What
makes for loneliness, ‘4 Safe Place' says,
is our inability to shave our dreams.
Those who fail to understand this film
will dvive themselves and others to the
safe place of nonexistence.”

I agree with your writer's assessment
ol critic John Simon. My only regrer is
that Simon’s pretentious use of polysyl-
labic words wis not singled out for criti-
cism as such. This head honcho of the
queen-bitch school of reviewing actually
usecs excogitations, theremin. lucubrations
and borborygmus in the same onc-page
review of a King Lear revival; and if
that doesn’t take nerve, T don’t know
what does.

Gerald R, Williams
Norman, Oklahoma
BAND MAN

Laurence  Gonzales”  arucle  Band
(rLavsoy, August) is one ol the best
picces I've ever seen in pravsoy. We
who were in the hand knew he was writ-
ing about ws, bur it’s still a shock to see
all that shie in print in a national maga-
zine. He has a real wlent for bringing
people and their stories to life with words.

Wolfinan
Bellaive, Texas

Since I've been exposed more in vour
magazine than any of vouwr ladies, I'm
Laced with doing one ol two things: hid-
ing or writing. Calch-22s ex-Plc. Winter-
green wonld have played absolute hob
with that motherfucker Gonzales. He
would have edited about hall that shit
to Cleveland somewhere. “Too prolix,
too prolix.” And, hesides, Spook gets all
the good lines. Gonzales really did it up,
though. PPeople 1 don’t even know come
up to me with “I her that was vou” or
“"How could vou do that?" Shit, man, 1
cucss [ ought to be glad abour all the
stull Gonzales left out, 1 have done some
shakin' around to see about those guys
in the band sull in own. They've all
quietly dropped out ol sight, with the
exception of €8, who just looks at the
pictures, anyway.

Flash

Houston, Texas



“This is just about the best.
I've had a Pontiac, a VW, a Plymouth, a Jag, an Austin
' Healy Sprite. And now 1 feel I got twice the car for the
money. =2
. .. Ichecked mileage a few times when I first bought it,
= and it always did good. About 32 in the city.
~ _ Butldon't figure it out too much anymore. :
I'm too busy loving the car.; S
Lee Childs, Seattle, Washington' -

g - —
[ G =

Mr. Childs’ Civic has a 4-speed transmission and custom stnping 1874 Amencan Honda Motor Co . Inc. For a free mile: jeage calculator wiite Amencen Honda Motgr Co , Inc., Dept. 11PB, Box 50, Gardena, California 80247

Honda Civic. More miles of smiles than anyhody.



You can gain new skKills as an
electronics troubleshooter in a
fascinating leam-at-home
program from Bell & Howell
Schoals that includes building
and experimenting with a new
generation color TV.




If you're like most men, deep down inside there’s still
a bit of the boy who loved to go exploring ... and who'd love to
go again. Well, now you can.

Only this time you'll explore the expanding world of
electronics . . . a world more fascinating than any you ever
dreamed of as a boy.

Learn by exploring . . . Bell & Howell Schools
offers an exciting way for you to gain new occupational
skills in electronics.

Everybody enjoys learning something new, but
why learn it the old way? Classes to go to. Lectures to sit
through. Teachers looking over your shoulder. And only a
bunch of books to keep you interested.

Bell & Howell Schools’ adventure in learning is a far
cry from all that.

First of all, you'll be able to probe into electronics and
learn exciting new skills right in your own home, in your spare
time. On whatever days and whatever hours you choose. That
means there'll be no conflicts with your other interests and,
more importantly, no need to give up your present job and
paycheck just because you'd like to learn new occupational
skills. Secondly, we believe that when you're exploring a field
as fascinating as electronics, reading about it is just not
enough. That's why throughout this program you'll get lots of
“hands on” experience with some of todays latest electronic
training tools. And we, for one, think the best tools make the
best ‘teachers’.

You'll be stimulated for hours on end as you
build, experiment and learn while using the latest ideas
and techniques in this fascinating field.

As part of the program you'll actually learn to build
and work with your own electronics laboratory. Then you'll use
the lab to put many of today's most dynamic electronic
theories to the test.

You'll delve into the applications of electronic
miniaturization, discovering how the development of tiny
integrated circuits has made possible innovations suchas an
electronic calculator small enough to fit into a shirt pocket! Or
digital display wristwatches where you press a button and the
time flashes on in digits.

You'll investigate the concept of “logic circuits™. An
idea that has been with us for centuries but only in recent years
put to use as the “brain” behind all the new digital consumer
appliances we see today.

But there's one discovery
you'll make that is even more
important than all the others: the new
occupational skills you'll develop all
along the way. Skills in electronics
troubleshooting that could lead you in
exciting new directions:

1. Use your training to seek out a job
in the electronics industry.

2. Use your training to upgrade your
current job.

3. Use your training as a foundation
for advanced programs in
electronics.

4. Use your training in a business of
your own—a few of our graduates
are even doing this now!

You build and perform many exciting
experiments with Bell & Howell’s Electro-Lab“. An
exclusive electronics training system.

Using our successful step-by-step method, you'll

lorir

“Blectro-Lab’™ s a registened trademark
of the Bell £ Howel Cormparry.

This program i approved by the stae
appronal agency for Veterans' Benefits.

g-

build the following:

1. A design console, for setting up and examining circuits.

2. A digital multimeter for measuring voltage, resistance and
current (it displays its findings in big, clear numbers like on
a digital clock).

3. Asolid-state “triggered sweep” oscilloscope—similar in
principle to the kind used in hospital operating rooms to
monitor heartbeats. You'll use it to monitor the “heartbeats™
of tiny integrated circuits. The “triggered sweep” feature
locks in signals for easier observation.

Step-by-step you'll build and work with Bell &
Howell's new generation color TV—investigating digital
features you've probably never seen before!

ere is one of the outstanding contributions of digital
electronics to home entertainment. You'll build, experiment
and learn from it.

This 25" diagonal color TV has digital features that
are likely to appear on all TV's of the future. Features made
possible by recent applications of digital electronics.

You'll probe into the technology behind all-electronic
tuning and into the digital circuitry of channel numbers that
appear big and clear, right on the screen! You'll also build-in a
remarkable on-the-screen digital clock, that will flash the time
in hours, minutes and seconds. Your new skills will also enable
you to program a special automatic channel selector to skip
over “dead” channels and go directly to the channels of
your choice.

You'll also gain a better understanding of the
exceptional color clarity of the Black Matrix picture tube, as well
as a working knowledge of “state of the art” integrated circuitry
and the 100% solid-state chassis.

And having actually built and experimented with this
TV, you'll come away equipped with the kinds of skills that
could put you ahead of the field in electronics know-how.

We try to give more personal attention than
any other learn-at-home program

1. Toll-free phone-in assistance. The program is designed so
that you can proceed through it smoothly, step-by-step.
However, should you ever run into a rough spot, we'll be
there to help. Many schools make you mail in all your
questions. We have a toll-free line you can
call when you have a question that can't
wait.

2. In-person “help sessions™. These are held in

50 major cities at various times throughout

the year where you can talk shop with your

instructors and fellow students.

No electronics

- background needed.

What you really need is the thing
you've never lost. A boy’s love for
exploring. Now you can go again.
only this time learning new
occupational skills all along the way.
Mail the postage-paid card today for
more details, free.

Sirnudated TV picture; test patterm.

An Electronics Home Study School
DeVRY INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY

Lrd O T

B BEL & HOWEL SCHOOLS

4141 Baimont, Chicage, ihinos 60641
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‘ Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined |
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

ail, hail, the gang’s almost here: An
H inmate of the Federal penitentiary
at Allentown, Pennsylvania, went to the
prison library to get a copy of the Bern-
stein-Woodward book on the breaking ol
the Watergate story. “Do you have Al the
President's Men:" he asked. To which
the prison librarian replied, “Not quite.”

One way to keep ‘em down on the
farm: A TV listing in the San Francisco
Lxaminer informed us that an episode
ol Apple’s Way featured “young Steven
Apple [who] learns some hard facts ol
life on a farm when he gets into 4-H club
work and becomes attached o a lamb.™

.

Wouldn't you know il you saw him?
Missing-person ad in a Jamaican news-
paper: “An 85-year-old man and ex—port
worker has been missing since December
23. His color is dark, height about 3787,
having no teeth in his mouth and his hair
very white. He acts strangely ac times. 1E
seen, kindly contact his son.”

L]

The National Observer reports that
the Louisiana house of representatives
piassed a bill with a penalty of one year
in jail and a $1000 h(ne for streakers “in-
tent on arousing sexual desire.” There's
a live-year sentence and
a S2000 fine [or sireakers
“intending to arouse the
desires of minors,” but
for streakers who can
prove they have no “las-
civious intent,” there's
no penalty at all,

Sign on the olhice door
of a vacationing atomic
sCientist: GONE FISSION.

Why Government bu-
reaucrats go nuts: The
Department of Health,
Education and Wellare
publishes an “Interstate
Certified Shellfish Ship-
pers List,” at the bottom
ol which are spelled out
the categories ol laborers
in a particular profes-
sion. A carton of

shellfish to the reader who can recite
the list quickly without swallowing his
“RS-Reshipper—Shippers who
transship shucked stock . . . or shellstock
from certified shellfish shippers. . . . (Re-
shippers are not authorized to shuck or
repack  shellfish))  RP-Repacker—Ship-
pers, other than the original shucker, who
pack shucked shellish. . . . A repacker
may shuck shellfsh or act as a shell-stock

[E)ll_!_’]l!(_':

shipper. . ..
.

Fastest wedding ceremony on record:
A Nashville couple informed Judge
Charles Gralbreath that they'd like to
keep therr marriage ceremony short. The
judgc asked them, “Do you want to get
married=’ When they both nodded, the
Judge declared, “You are.”

Oops! The Chicago Tribune found it
necessary to print this retraction: “'cor-
RECTION: Unfortunately, the illustrations
of edible and poisonous mushrooms were
reversed on page 14 ol our Sunday
edition.”

Jaltimore police, alter more than a
review of alternative methods
ol hanging ])i('[llI‘(_:R and plnqm?s on the

year's
)

desire to
olher

tists 1o

Smoking more now and enjoying sex
less? According to a recent study
with monkeys in England, the
touch
crealures  is
when a subject is holding .
a cigavelle. The ciga-
relles don't even have
to be lit, which led scien-

: to have some-
thing to do with their hands.”

“people like

walls of their new headquarters, decided
to usc nails.

Our Better Mousetrap Award this
month goes to the Ypsilant, Michigan,
department store that ran an ad for
body suits “with snap crotch for easy ins
and outs.”

A report submitted at an American
Psychological Association convention ap-
parenudy made this startling claim:
“"Women who are cooperative and good
sports are likely 1o have large [anulies.”

A Minnesota housewile picked a can
off a shelfl in a grocery store and was
about to put it in her cort when a store
employee approached her, took the can
out of her hand and stamped it with a
price two cents higher.

And the Mazda goes Sproing! Classi-
ficd ad from The Bakersfield Californian:
“Take over payments of 1972 Mazda,
queen-size mattress and springs.”

That's where the rub comes in: Angry
over the oil embargo earlier this year,
Denmark retaliated by reducing exports
of luxury items to the
Arabs. Creating a short-
age where it was most
felt, one Danish firm
ceased exporting vibra-
tors to Arab countries.

and fondle
reduced

We don’t know who
(or what) will Al the
position, but a San Fran-
cisco has advertised
for a “combination wait-
ress and cleanup man.”

conclude  that

z

Police in Seattle said
that prostitution is going
strong again alter heing
virtwlly wiped out sev-
eral years ago. A police
spokesman was hopeful,
however, that the city’s
next lew  conventions
will provide slim pick-
ings for the ladics. The
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Anchorage Daily News veported that the
only “gatherings hooked this month were
the Knights of Columbus, the American
Correctional Association and the World
Evangelical Association.”

Actually. it gets a wifle crowded, chaps:
An ad for mobile homes in Britain’s
Royal Air Force News announces that its
wrailers are “equipped with main services
including flush toilets and the Lrgest can
accommodate up to eight people in ab-
solute comlort.”

Is probably a good thing that insur-
ance companies have started 1o provide

coverage against kidnaping, but we're
not sure about the way Trial magazine
refers to it. The journal calls it “anti-
snatch insurance.”

L]

A Lunge headline in a recent issue
ol The Miami Hervald: “MmiLLiox U.s.
YOTHS ILLITERATE, GOVERNMENT STUDY
DISCOVERS,”

-

In ceaning our some old files, Alis-
souri’s state Records Management Agen-
cy came across some unusual remarks
among records listing causes ol death:
“Went 1o bed [eeling well but woke
up dead” . . . “Died suddenly. Nothing

TAKE ONLY IN CASE OF

the right act and see how you “score.”

- The Rolling Stones
2. Tina Turner

%. Sha Na Na

4. Black Sabbath

5. Elvis Presley

6. James Tavlor

7. Mahavishnu Orvchesua
8. Bob Dylan
9. John Denver

10. Jelferson Airplane
11. Barbra Sureisamd

12, Grand Funk Railroad
13. Donny Osmond

14. Blue Oyster Cule

15. Cheech & Chong

16. Chér

17. Merle Haggard

18. Helen Reddy

11-Q; 15-N; 16-M: 17-F; 18-R.

NEW YORK DOLLS CONCERT

Everybody who goes 1o rock conceris knows that getting your head wisted
hast is easily as important as your platlorms and glitter eye shadow. You simply
can’t get ofl on the music il you are, God forbid, straight; but vou can’t take
just anything. e¢ither. Good sense and propriety have to be observed—you have
to choose the high that’s most appropriate to the group or performer you're
going to see. For instance, shooting smack at a John Denver concert would be
tervibly outré; but overdosing at a New York Dolls concert would show ex-
cellent judgment. Match wits with the experts! Connect the right high with

Answers: 1-G; 2-G; 3-A: 4-L: 5-H: 6-B; 7-1; 8-K: 9-E; 10-D; 11-]; 12-P; 13.0;

Scoring: A perleat score entitles you to inhale that Raid and sit inside
the P AL system at a Black Sabbath concert; 10-17 right, you know your
stull, but avoid the lowr-week rock lestival planned for the Grind Canyon:
five—nine right, don’t risk live acts—have a beer and watch In Concert; under
five right, stay straight and keep building up that Don Ho record collection.

—EUGENIE ROSS-LEMING AND DAVID STANDISIH

A Coca-Cola and aspirin
B. Nviol
C. Cocaine and embalming lluid
D. Dramamine
L. Smoke some dynamire oregano
F. Red Man marinated in white
Lightning
. Two consecutive viewings ol
Deep Throat
H. Three martinis and a lew passes
at the crap able
I. Snort curry powder
. Spend S300 at Bonwit's
K. Smoke a Wall Street Jonrnal
L. Inhale Raid
A
N

Squecze some Charmin
Haundlul ol Quaaludes and
lots ol bourbon

0. kool-Aid laced with Clearasil

. Porwable denuist’s drill

(). Nerve gas and rubber
undergarments

R. Vasectomy

serious” . . . “Blow on the head with an
ax. Contributory cause, another man’s
wife” . . . “Had never been fatally ill
belore.”

Helpful hint for mom, via The Day, of
New London, Connecticut: “Children’s
cocks will wear much longer il they are
darned on the bhias.”

-

And you can quote me on that: After
Searetary  of Health, Education  and
Wellare Caspar Weinberger ruled out
“self-serving promotional material,” the
department’s newsletter mentioned  his
name 22 times. ran three photos of him
and a column signed by the Secretary.,

.

See what happens when you ban
prayer in school? An ad that appeared
in several Texas newspapers announced:
“Dancers Wanted. Exotic, topless or go-
go. Apply at Wild Hare and Tamlo
Clubs. Dallas Independent School  Dis-
wrict. School Positions. Secretaries, Clerks,
Teacher Aides.”

EROTICA

The Pleasure Chest started out as a
rather simple shop in the Village in New
York, selling water beds, mood lighting
and cock rings. But soon the clientele
created such a demand for other things
that the owners had no choice but to
manulacture and sell . . . well, other
things. Now when you walk into the mid-
town Pleasure Chest outlet, you see a wall
covered with other things, a cabinet
flled with other things. shelves crammed
with them and—Dbehind a beaded cur-
taiin—racks of other things. What puts
The Pleasure Chest in a class of its own
is that it is bright, casual, clean. It has
the surface appointments of a boutigue,
unlike most places that sell two-loot
long dildos.

But even indirect lighting and quict
rock music can’t quite cancel a certain
sense of density vou get [rom a place that
wedges vou between a ten-foot-high wall
covered with the technology of torture
and 200 square feet of butylrubber toys
meant for sticking in and rubbing up
against these parts of your body that you
keep hidden all day. The first thing vou
think is: This place must have one hell
of a back room. Like, maybe one of those
Tooming walls slides away, revealing The
Story of O in action.

A typical Pleasure Chest list: "Plain
Cars, Braided Cats, Dog Quirts, 18 Tails,
Shoe Sole, Ping Pong. Crops. Horse Hair,
Five Fingers, Help Us Fight Leuke-
miz. . . .7 And below, a board full of
slots, hall of them occupied by quarters.
IU's a whole new concept in other things.
Bank Americivd, Master Charge and every
kind of dildo your heart could desire.
There's even one that's a little statue of
a nun . .. oris it a bride? At any rate,




“Listen, Paris is only 8 hours away.
- We'll fly there for breakfast”
More good things have been decided over Grand Marnier than any other drink in the world.

For free recipe booklet, write Carillon Importers, Ltd., 745 Fifth Ave., NYC 10022, Product of France, made with fine cognac hrandy. 80 proof.




PLAYRBROY

22

it isn’t one of their best-selling items.
Those are a little harder to describe. The
clitoris aids and stimulators are prety
standard equipment, as is the “solt vagina
with hair.” But then, there are rubber
masks with either open mouth or pro-
truding tongue (listed under “Blow Job
and Tongue Faces” in the catalog). But
if you're walking about really hot, mov-
ing items, they're chain shackles or police
culls or leather executioner's masks (“"The
scisuous sccurity of a close-fitting hood
is without parallel™).

And, of course, the Ben-Was (balls
that women put into their vaginas for
stimulation) sell quite well. A Ben-Wa
shopper speaks: “No, I haven't wied
them, but I've read about them and
heard they were good. I do have a regular
vibrator at home, which I use all the
time. but I want to get one that’s made
especially for that sort of thing. T use 2 vi-
brator because it’s easier than doing it
mamually. Sometimes I vuse a water hose
in the bathwb. It's not that I prefer that
to going to bed with men. It's just a lot
less wouble.” The girl is an 18-year-old
college freshman whose parents have one
home in the East $Us and another in Con-
necticut. She goes to a [ashionable girls'
school that just turned coed and “in the
first month there, I met seven different
guys. They were all fags.”

A couple comes in. past the *“erotic
art” (meun with dongs as long as baseball
bats). The man looks as if he just gradu.
ated from college and went into Dad's
business. He has respectably long hair
and is double clean. The girl has meticu-
lously faded jeans and has just been to
the hair stylist. They are visibly beaming.
They are Buddy and Sis. They could be
at a football game or shopping [or a new
sterco set, but instead they are making a
suaight line for the dildos, enormous
rubber things colored like the underside
of your tongue. The veins on those things
are a junkie’s dream. The whole im-
pression is of a clinical illustration from
a forensic-medicine textbook. Buddy and
Sis are all smiles, examining the rubber
dongs. They move toward the clitoral
stimulators.

“Isn’t this cute?” she says, referring 1o
a device ailled Rectify-Her (“allows for
anal penewration during normal inter-
course™).

“Let’s get this one,” Buddy says, han-
dling the Vibro Penis (“contains mini-
vibrator™).

“No,” she says. considering it, “we've
got enough vibrators.” Her eyes stop on
the Excello Stimulator and she lights up.
Buddy can’t say no. A sale is made.
Buddy is taking Sis home to do strange
and wondrous things to her clitoris with
a rubber thing that looks like a vegetable
brush.

A Jarge gentleman moves around the
store with great familiarity, as il he has
spent much time there. He is impeccably
dressed ina light-gray suit and his hair is

silver. He looks like a foreign diplomat
as he stands ramrod-suaight hefore the
counter and in a booming voice asks,
“Do you have the Seven Gates of Hell?”

Has a cat got an ass, Mr. Diplomar?
He asks for a reccipt. The Seven Gates is
a series of rings held in a row by a riveted
leather strap. The rings get increasingly
smaller [rom onc end to the other. The
limp penis is inserted through the largest
ring and pushed as [ar in as it will go.
When erection occurs, the steel rings pro-
duce a sensation that. in the words ol the
shopkeeper, “is desirable if you like that
sort of thing.” Now, what could the
diplomat want with a receipt for that?

A small nervous man comes in carrying
a briefcase that appears to be giving him
a hernia. He wears glasses and is partly
bald. His ultrastraight suit is dark brown.

“Do you do repairs?”” he asks. The
clerk nods assent. Mr. Peepers swings his
case onto the counter and unlocks it. In-
side are thumb cufls, tit clamps, slave

-

beles, blindlolds, ball gags. leather labia
spreaders, studded bras and a whole shit-
load of whips. He probably came from
a hard day of examining flow charts in
his ofice. Or bidding on grain futures.
Or anyvthing but lugging around an cn-
tire arsenal of S/M paraphernalia.

A young man comes in and the clerk
immediately begins doing a very heavy
gay number. They discuss leather and
the customer asks what is advised for the
novice.

“Well,” the derk says, “you usually
just start by being tied up or tying some-
one up, depending on what gets you off.
You could buy some culfs or & hood. Or
any ol the leather clothes.” The young
nman points out the tit clamps. “No,"” says

the clerk, “I wouldn't advise that for
the novice. Those cause a lot of pain.
You don’t want somebody to accidentally
kill you.”

But he just can’t get it out of his
liead that this all has to be some kind of
joke. These people must be buying
whips for friends—ha-ha—somebody at
the office, right?

Out on the street, he picks up the
Times. The district attorn-v of Alle
gheny County, John T, D'Ai.y, has been
indicted on 85 counts of misdemeanor
relating to seven young women, includ-
ing the daughter-in-law of the mayor ol
Wellsville, New York. D' Arcy is alleged to
have taken girls into his office and tied
them up with ropes, handcufls and gags.
He told them all iv was part of a survey.

BOOKS

How is the catholicity ol your read-
ing—as T. S. Eliot might have put it—
these days? Touching all the bases? Keep-
ing up? All of that jive. Well, here are
some nonfiction titles for you and if you
can find any pattern to them, you should
be working in a library and not fooling
around reading big, expensive, glossy
magazines.

The Curve of Binding Energy (Farrar, Straus
& Giroux), by John McPhee, is a quiet
litle book with what you might call an
explosive message. What McPhee—one
ol the most graceful stylists currently
making a living in the prose game—is
talking about is the bomb. And not
necessarily the kind you find siting on
the business end of a Polaris, cither.
What he has in mind is the bomb that
some ad hoc group ol fanatics can put
together from scratch, then use to hold
the whole world hostage. It is feasible,
possible and damned close to likely. ac-
cording to Theodore B. Taylor, a physi-
cist who is the cenwral figure in Curve.
But actually, Tavlor is not really the
presence in this book, nor is MclPhee's
clegant narrative. What lwrks on every
page is that nasty little device we've been
living with ever since Alamogordo.

Moving right along. Carolyn See is not
half the writer she'd like to be and
she wants to make sure that everybody
knows she's really o together to be in-
terested in pornography in anything hut
a clinical way; but she has managed 1o
put together a fairly spry book on the
subject. Blue Meney (McKay). What she
mostly dwells on is the fact that people
who work in the porn business are in it
for the morey more than anything else.
Well, look. the book is actually beter
than that. She's very good on some people
in the trade and the sermons are kind of
mild and the book is a good enough way
to kill a couple of hours.

But if you don’t wamt to read about
sex, how about war? Purswit (Viking). by
Ludovic Kennedy, is about one of the
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last great slugzing matches between bat-
teships—Dbetter remembered as the sink
ing ol the German behemoth Bismarck.
Bastcally, a very good sea yarn told crisp-
ly. Even though you know those one-ton
projectiles Irom the Bismarck are going
1o blow up the Hood, pride of His Maj-
esty’s navy, you can leel the suspense in
Kennedy's telling of that awlul scene.
Rubin Carter was a preny lair ighter
in his day. -
a  contender
for the middle-
weight  crown.
Now he is doing
life for murder
in New  Jersey.
He claims he
didn’t do 1t in

The Sixteenth Round (Viking). And maybe he
didn’t. But he sure comes across as a man
angry enough o kill—certainly now, il
not belore. And the book is a tough,
graceless. proud epistle to the world
to his jailers. Very hard stull.

Fally, in the “"What's a nice isola-
tionist doing in a one-worlder outhit like
thisz” category. there is William Buckley's
latest: United Netions Journcl: A Delegate’s
Odyssey (Putnam). Buckley was somehow
talked into being a delegate to the UN.
He candidly admits to visions ol lecturing
the Communists on imperialism in his
splendid  fashion, of pointing out the
institutional hypocrisy ol the UN. Ol
course, it didn’t quite happen thar way,
and Buckley tells that part of it with what
can only be called charm. Buckley is a
good man to have around and his books
keep getting better and more intime.
He has a way of being proud without
being arrogant and humble without being
mawkish, and you wish him all the Gov-
ernment assignments President Ford can
come up with and a book from cach and
every one ol them.

Alinsky’s Diemond (Lippincoit) is the
third, and least, of Tom McHale's bois-
terous satires on Catholicism. Principato
and, especially, Farvagan's Retreat were
richly imaginative and comic studies of
seedy  Catholic  emigrants stumbling
through nature o cternity, tickled by
the temptations ol worldliness, s pl'iwd
by the quizzical presence of grace in even
men themselves. McHale's new novel is o
far-out morality play disguised as a bellig-
erent larce. Its ambitions are enormous
and its inventions are no match for them.

The major action is the 14th Crusade to
the Holy Land, announced as a huckster-
ing cleric’s "masterplan for stimulating
Western Christianity” in the 20th Cen-
tury. Its major charicters make up a
ragged host of pilgrim margyrs led by one
Francis Xavier Murphy, who staggers
along bearing their crncifis. “Alinsky’s
Christ” is a transplanted lowan married
into the French nobility; seigneur of an
unmarketable wine crop, dutilully drink-
ing up the mistake. Alcoholic, impotent,
despairing,  Mwrphy is neveritheless a
vessel ol intermitent hopefulness: He
has “done things in his life” and “wasn’t
always this way.”

The Crusade with which he covens is
the brain child of mad Meyer Alinsky,
i roughhewn illusionist proudly “stage-
directing  Western  civilization.”  But
Alinsky enters the book too late: He em-
phatically poses questions that confuse,
more than they entice ws. 1s Alinsky’s
Crusade disinterested atonement for man-
kind's sins? Penance for a cloudy murder
he only hints a1z Vengeance:

Who is Alinsky himsell? He was a star
running Lack at (sure enough) lowa. It's
rumorcd that he bought off the Egyptian
Air Force during the Six Day War. But
Alinsky's mother, Rachel, claims  that
he's the Antichrist. And, 10 Murphy's
dishelief, the Pope does know Meyer,
alter all. There are several winy blas-
phemies, but most ol the “big™ scenes
are unconvincingly thin. Several support-
ing characters are hne (Kyle-Boyer, the
stully abortionist and gourmet; retired
whore Marilyn Aldrich. the pilgrim’s
walleyed madonna on muleback; a sharp-
tongued Syrian colonel who swears Israel
doesn’t exist). Once the Alinsky plot is
laid out, and McHale gets to the rid-
dles beyond it, the character of Murphy
begins o grow, tellingly. We can almost
believe he has been touched by some
mysterious  hund,  designated 10 figure
crucially in the orgy of atonement and
rebirth that will come o be, alter Alin-
sky. There isn’t really a whole novel
here, only a scattered wealth of promis-
ing starts and directions. It's a disap-
pointment—but there is so much energy
and talent, so many near misses running
amuck throughout Alinsky's Diamond,
that it’s worth reading anvway.

Just what is the worst thing a writing
giant cm do to his loyal readers? Well,
he can die. There are legions of Ray-
mond Chandler addicts who will never
forgive the guy lor keeling over. Now
they're stuck with having o reread The
Big Sleep for the 11th time—Kknowing
some of the passages in the way Lau-
rence Olivier knows Hamlet's  solilo-
quics—and suffer through the nlerior
works of Chandler’s imiators. DBut at
least Chandler died. He didu’t keep a lot
ol us waiting for 13 vears, then deliver
up some Wordsworthian sonuets or a

cookbook. Which is just about what Jo-
seph Heller has done ta us.

Admiuvedly, Catel-22 is a hard act 10
follow. But that’s no excuse for Some-
thing Hoppened (Knopl). Hardly anyvihing
1s an cexcuse for Something Happened. a
novel in which nothing happens excep
that words accumulate page aler page
alver page alter Page. ad navseam.

The book has something to do with 2
nervous, paranoid (neurotic, maybe. bug
who the hell cres?) lellow who works in
a big ofhice in New York and just can’t
cope, don’t you know., A good enough
thing 1o be writing about il your name is
Roth, perhaps, but not il you are sole
owner amd proprictor ol the imagination
that came up  with  Yossarian, Milo
Minderbinder, Colonel Korn and all those
others. If you are William Faulkner, you
don’t have to write Henry James's books.

Well, enough. AMaybe in another 13
vears Heller will come up with another
work of genius. In the meantime, read
The Big Sleep. Or write a cookbook.

Carrying the Fire (Farrar, Swraus &
Giroux) is the story of Michael Collins,
pilot, the third astronaut aboard Apollo
11 and the one who stayed at the space-
craft controls while Neil Armstrong d
Buzz Aldrin walked the moon surface.
It's a superb book: inlormative, irrev-
crently Tunny, perceptive aned, In parts,
proloundly moving. Noune ol us knows
what these spice travelers know, and
never belore has this dillerence between
us been so dearly defined. “I have dan-
gled from a cord a hundred miles up; I
have seen the earth eclipsed by the moon,
and enjoyed it. I have scen the sun's true
light unfiltered by any planet’s atmos-
phere. I lave secen the ultimate black of
infinity in a stillness undisturbed by any
living thing. . . . I do have this secret, this
precious thing, that I will always carry
with me.” Who said that America didn't
send a poet into space?

Carlos Castancda’s andience s divided
into two distinct wypes ol readers—those
who believe him and those who think ol
him as a charlatan or just someone who's
taken too much peyote and has started
to imagine things. This is addressed o
the l[ormer.

Tales of Power (Simon & Schuster) is
the new book on Don Juan and Don
Genaro, two Yaqui sorcerers. And though
some highs are better than others, all in
all, ir's stll juse the same old smack.
Castaneda makes new advances along the
trail to becoming a warrior—pretty good
stulf, but maybe cut with a litle too much
academic jargon.

The important thing is Castaneda’s
contribution to the science of anthropol-
ogy. He ook a revolutionary step in al-
lowing himsell o be such a fool. He lets
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Don Juan and Genaro waltz him around
the countryside, make him look like an
idiot, scare the shit out of him and ruin
his ordinary life. Most anthropologists
can’t stand to seem foolish. They are
torced 1o regard other cultures as in-
ferior to their own—and slightly silly.
They look down and describe. Castaneda
has plunged himsell full bore into Gonzo
anthropology by participating in Don
Juan's incredible world (@ world that
makes Castaneda’s look preuy piss poor
by comparison) and taking notes on it,

Our apparent assumption ol the wuth
of Castaneda’s stories is based on a sim-
ple deduction. Castaneda can’t possibly

D

be smart enough to have made up the
things Don Juan says. While Castaneda
is babbling about “nonordinary reality
clicited hy the intake of psychotropic
plants,” Don Juan is laughing at him
and saying things like “The best of us
always comes out when we . . . {eel the
sword dangling overhead. Personally, T
wouldn’t have it any other way.” Those
aren't the words of a primitive like
Castaneda. The only other conclusion you
i draw is that Castaneda is in reality a
I5-yearold and Don Juan is a pederast.
-

Papa LaBas, black hoodoo detective
and sell-proclaimed “Spook Chaser” of
Mumbo Jumbo, makes a return in Ish-
nuiel Reed’s The Last Days of Louisiana Red
(Random House), a [ast-paced take-oft on
black stereotypes that hecome archerypes
and then stercotypes again within Reed'’s
[ramework. No, Red ain't
acole grass. none ol that jive shit, my
man—Louisiana Red is the bad vibes
that can spread among the Workers like
cancer and hurt the Business, il you cn
dig it. The Business is run by Blue
Coal, chairman of the board, who has a
7.000.000-year-old  gravelly voice and a
floor-length dong. One of the Business’
ventures is Ed Yellings” Solid Gumbo
Works, a soul-food Iront in Berkeley
for dispensing cures for heroin addic-
tion and certain types ol cancer. When
Yellings loses his wile to the FDA md

his life to Louisiana Red in an apoc-
ryphal  “two-black-men-seen-l caving-the-
scene” murder, LaBas is called in by the
Business. Yellings has left four grown-up

children: Wolf and Sister, who are
“good” (Woll curies on  with the

Gumbo wrade while Sister listens 1o Nina
Simone), and Sweet and Minnie, who
are ethically disadvantaged (Street is
into drugs and arms, Minnic is a stone
bitch). Minnie is Queen ol the Mooch-
ers. a loosely knit national organization
of rip-offs that includes George “King-
fish™ Stevens, Andy Brown and a white
black-studies professor named Maxwell
Kasavubu, Reed manages, not quite con-
vincingly. 1o draw analogies with Greek
and Egyptian mythology, but the charac-
ter through whom he does it—Chorus, a
white-tuxedoed black ex—stand-up com-
ic—is unforgertable. Unforgettable, too,
is the inevitable confrontation berween
LaBas and Minnie: “Your cunt is the
most powerful weapon ol any creature on
this carth, and you know it, and you know
how to usc it. I can’t understand why you
wiant to be liberated.” Antediluvian bull-
shit or right on? The black /white man/
woman power structures in the invisible
empire are formulated more than ex-
plored, and the final icing on the cake is
astrology. It must have been fun 1o write.

MOVIES

Yart of Vienna and the back lot ar
Universal Studios
substitute lor
Moscow

" g
in The Girl from Petrovka, a1 pallid come-
dy that dimly recalls Garbo’s Ninotchka
the way Rock Hudson and Doris Day
might have played it at their peak.
Adrilt in the title role, goggle-cyed Gold-
ic. Hawn establishes beyond a doubt
that she is neither Garbo nor a girl from
Petrovka (though she may, in [ict, be
the new Doris Day). Hal Holbrook at
least manages to act with [acesaving
skill as a roving Americin newspaper
correspondent who finds love and then
loses it—when his wayward Russian bird,
a Iree soul and would-be ballerina, 1s
seimtenced to five years in a penal colony
hecanse the Sovier socialist state consid-
ers her a pavasite. That's preuy heavy

slogging for a romantic comedy, even
though director Robert Ellis Miller and
his scenarists (Allin Scour and  Chris
Bryant, who adapted Don’t Look Now)
obviously imended it 1o be a hean
tugger between yoks. More than 30 years
after Ninotchka, no evidence is pro-
duced that World War Two, the Cold
War or détente have had any effect what-
ever on writers' tapping out the same
frayed, familiar East-meets-West jibes. *]
vill give my hody vunce a veek in ex-
change for the rent, incuding bathroom,”
is a fair example ol the dross handed
to Goldie, who reportedly visited Mos-
cow in preparation for her role (“to
study the mood ol the people,” claims a
sober press release). The mood must
have heen gloomy.

A hard core of admirers committed 10
Sam Peckinpah as the great American di-
rector will have a tough time trying 1o fit
Bring Me the Head of Alfredo Garcia into
the scheme of things. The Wild Bunch,
Straw Dogs and The Ballad of Cable
Hogue are Peckinpah movies worthy of
serious discussion, but Alfredo Garcia
suggests more than ever that Hollywood's
quasilegendary Bad Sam has hegun shoot-
ing from the hip. His famous scenes ol
violence at this point are so mannered
and crazy that they evoke embarrassed
Laughter, and the story he tells is pretty
goddamn silly for a start. As the hero,
wearing shades and dinsmoking like

an uneasy impersonator of Bogart,
ever-competent Warren Oates plays
a Yankee drilter who accepis an
assignment fromn a couple of
hit men (Gig Young and
Robert Wehber) to de
liver the head of an
inconsequential  Lo-
thario—in ritual venge-
ance, because Garcia has
impregnated the teenaged daugh-
ter ol a powerful. ruthless land bar-
on. Oates’s parter in this murky
enterprise is an earthy shue named
Elita (warmly played by Mexico's
reigning sex symbol, Isela Vega, lea-
tured in the July rLavsov), who ap-
pears to De the only compassionate
human being south of the Rio Grande.
Though Elita knows that Garcia is al-
ready dead, death is no deterrent 1o our
hero's head-hunt. Auempted  rape—in
Peckinpah's view, even the best of
women rather dig the idex, especially
when the rapist is played by Kris Kristol-
[erson—and random, senseless murder
are only minor diversions prior o a
Indicrous climax in which Oates jams
around the countryside in a battered car
with Garcia's head in a bag on the sem
heside him,

.

Compulsive gambling is the subject of
two current movies so different in tone
and substince that it's tempting 1o weat
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y Harry Trump was
the most reasonable
of bridge guests,
He demanded
& only two things.
New cards and Emlmizeb.

Enul Frostbutt knew this,

On September 28,1972, the cards in Frostbutts
posh game room were still in the cellophane,

But the bourbon .....
for some never-to-be-
determined reason,
Frostbutt had not
ordered EarlyTimes.

That night, for the
first time in years,

Emil Frostbutt pla yed

bridge without Harry,
No EarlyTimes.
No Trump.

Times. =
To knowusis to love us.

Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whishy » 86 Proof » Early Times Distillery Co., Louisville, Ky ©ETDC 1973

them as tight competitors in @ game of
cineniutic blackjack. In The Gembler, the
more litional of the duo, direclor
harel (Movgan!. Isadova. Saturday Night
aned Sunday Morning) Reist has James
Caan Gisually muscling his wav through
anoriginal sorecuplay by James To-
back—about o voung. overprivileged,
vather unsympathetic prolessor ol Eng-
Lisle from e vich New York Jewish Family,
ap 1o his cars in gambling debts and de-
cepuon. Mavhe heciuse his strong screen
presence registers a certiin Hollywood
cool. Gz is less believable when he's
lecturing on Dostoievsky than when he's
cluding the Malin thugs sent 10 collect
STLOOO he owes (1o Paul Sorvino, as an
amiable monster who hates w have a
lricnd’s Iegs broken) or when he's [lving
ofl to change his Tuck in Vegas with his
Eworite girl. As the gl acressmaodel
Lauren Hutton—a superstar in the Lash-
ion world—racks up some points in a
conventional role that consists mostly ol
asking the hero what he's dofng 10 him
sell, for God's sake. And wly? The Gam-
Bler answers by suggestimg that the wrge
1o gamble is o death wish, @ synonym for
suicide.  Which  certainly explains . why
the Caan chavacter lies to Ins mother,
sloughs oft the woman he loves and fi-
nally agrees 1o corrupt one ol his st
dents—a voung black athlete—Dby selling
him o the Mob., On us own terms. this
is a well-made and well-plaved psvchologi-
cal clifl-hanger, but alse an absolute
downer. without a shred ol humor or the
Kind ol swiking human ansights that
might bring its glib thesis o hie
California  Split, hitung the  lieshpots
and jackpots ol Los Angeles and Reno,
throws away enough high lile, sly humor
amd reckless exuberance 1o Bl several
other mories. Producer-direcaor  Robert
At won the kudos ol oritics when he
proceeded rom MEA78H 10 such van-
icd and  unseuding  experiments with
form as McCabe & Mys. Milley, The
Long Goodbye and Thicves Like Us, all
ol which kept the cule thriving but
didn’t cun what a0 movie exceutive
uswally calls big money. Now, with a lit-
tle bit o' luck—and granted a growing
public that expects him 1o lead them
down untried pathways—Altman may be
ready to veplint his lag at the wp ol the
heap both as a popular entertainer and
as one of the most vigorous, innovative
fillm makers on the Americn scene. Caly-
Jornia Sphit, though virtually plotless, is
lunnier than The Sting and. ac the same
ume, a more sevions and pencirating
study  than The  Gambler—exposing
things in one glince at « poker lace, or
in 2 chance word, that can't be matched
by reams of psychoanalytic blather. Satu-
rited with atmosphere and an air ol
masterful improvisation (the actors ap-
pear to be invemting dialog on their feer,
though author-actor  Joseph  Walsh s



SUNDAY, 11:03 PM. Frank can't sleep. He's thinking about his new Kawasaki,
his first motorcycle. Frank gets out of bed. Elaine wakes up. “What's the matter?”
she says.

“Can't sleep, I think I'm hungry,” he says. “Guess I'll get a glass of milk or
something”. Frank clumps down to the kitchen, opens and closes the refrigerator
door (to make it sound good), tip-toes to the garage, climbs aboard his KZ-400.

“Okay, baby.” he says to his bike, “tomorrow it's another world. Vroooooooo-
ooooom to work...vroom, vrrrrrrrrrrrrrooooom through all that vroom crummy,
crawlin’ traffic.....vrrrrrrrrroooom. .. stoplight comin’ up...disc brake, perfect...
urroom, moom, moom, moom. ..

“Yeah and there’s aguy leanin’ outta his car eyeballin'my bike. ‘What's it got?’
he says. ‘4-stroke, twin cylinder, 398cc. [ say. ‘How's it kick over?” he says. ‘Electric
starter, I say. And the light's green and vrrrrrrroooooom I'm gone. . . zippin’ across
town, easin’ around a corner, shiftin’ down, yeah through all five gears. . Hi toots,
VITTTTO00000000m. . .

CLICK. Frank hears the garage door open. He grabs his
owner's manual. He studies it“intcnt[y._ Kawasaki

“Vrrroooom, vrrroooom, says Elaine. lets the good times roll.
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in the house

Music in a concert hall comes to us mostly off the walls.
Years of acoustical research — studying reverberations
of sound in concert halls — showed Bose that virtually all of
an audience sits where the reverberant field is
dominant. And, although direct sound reaches us first, it is
but a small percentage of what we hear. Milliseconds
later, we are awash with reflections of sound.

These reflections determine the timbre of musical voices
and instruments, that quality which permits us to distinguish
one sound from another of the same pitch and volume, lets
us feel the pluck and throbbing, the harmonic fabric of music.
Without it, music in high frequencies beamed directly at us
would be a piercing attack upon our sensibilities. With it,
we have the third dimension of sound, the feel of sound.

So Bose created a speaker system which simulates clean,
rich, natural sound by reflecting sound waves rearward at angles
off the walls to blend with the direct sound of the
single front driver in each unit. Sixteen of the eighteen
small, full-range speakers in the system provide the
dominant reverberant field right there in your listening room.

The precise sensation of sound spread through your room is
uncanny ... it comes from areas, not points.
Sit anywhere in your room: the sound is = 441 )
“there.” Bose owners know that the -
difference between a fine sound system
and a great one is the speakers.

It all begins with the speakers. ——

For detailed information on Bose 901®
and 501 Direct/Reflecting® speakers,
write us at Dept. BB .

To locate your nearest Bose dealer, call toll
free, 800-447-4700. In lllinois, 800-322-4400.

®

The Mountain, Framingham, Mass. 01701
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credited as scenarist and coproducer)
the movie follows two footloose Califor-
nians on an orgy of winning and losing
that’s the gambling man’s equivalent of
an alcoholic binge. And this binge is a
beaur. Elliott Gould and George Segal
play the gamblers; Gwen Welles and
Ann Prentiss play a pair of happy hook-
ers who provide occasional distraction
from race tracks and crap tables. All are
aces, yet Gould takes over, as the picture
ambles along, in his loosest performance
since M*A*S*H. Playing anchor man in
a believable buddy-buddy male relation-
ship that seems o grow before your very
cyes through a maze of hunches, supersti
tion and mutual trust—placed like a bet
at the two-dollar window—Segal erupts
spontancously at intervals to release the
tension of a guy getting gloriously “hot.”
Meanwhile, Welles quietly sweeps aside
every wlu:rc-witI1—;l-ht;lrl-0[-g()ld cliché as
a wvulnerable litde nobody who wants
her dicnts to love her. In a supporting
cast full of obsessed bit players and
grumpy old ladies with inside straights,
Bert Remsen stands out as one of the
hookers’ least likely Johms, a sometime
drag queen who insists they call him
Helen.

Faces and voices flood over the edges
of California Split, which has an eight-
track sound system so that conversations
cowd one another and overlap in a
manner Altman experimented with in
McCabe. He's got it just right this time
and employs all his technical proficien-
¢y to spell out an exhilarating fable
about two lugs who are born to win and
become crazy rich before they discover
the empty altertaste of victory in the
gambling world. “It don’t mean a fuck-
i’ thing, does it?" asks Gould as Split
builds to a rueful, wllccl-spilming fnish
that may be the definitive statement on
how some people get off by blithely risk-
ing their homes, families, jobs and bank
balances on the turn of a card—in a dis-
play of sheer nerve that other daredevils
probably express by shooting the vapids
or climbing an Alp.

-

Liv Ullmann already qualifies as a
major international star, though he
luck so far has been spotty in English
language movies. Being of Scandinavian
origin helps in The Abdication, [rom a
play by Ruth Wollt about Sweden's
17th Century Queen Christina, who re-
nounced her crown, converted to Cathol-
icism and spent the rest of her life as a
patroness of the arts in Rome. Under di-
vector Anthony Harvey (whose substan-
tal credits include The Lion in Winter
on film), Ullmann is superb as Christina
and earns a salute simply for daring 1o
pick up where Garbo left off in her film
dassic titled Queen Christina. \Where
Garbo's queen was a lovely legend, Ul
mann’s is a clear case of Freudian sexual
repression. Christina appears in Rome



DEWAR’'S PROFILES

(Pronounced Do-ers “White Label”)

GARRICK OHLSSON
HOME: White Plains, New York

AGE: 25

PROFESSION: Concert Pianist

HOBBIES: Swimming, salling, listening to
contemporary music, attending opera.

MOST MEMORABLE BOOK: “Childhood’s End,”
by Arthur Clarke

LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT: Became the

first American to win the Chopin International
Piano Competition in Warsaw.

QUOTE: “I've tried to go slowly. Too many
competition winners have burned themselves out
in a couple of years. To develop more

fully, I'm now exploring unfamiliar repertoire
such as pre-Bach, Scriabin and some
contemporary composers.”

PROIFILE: Self-assured. Authoritative. AuihentrC.There are more than a thousand ways
Combines impeccable technical skills at the piano to blend whiskies in Scotland, but few are authentic enough
with brilliant, poetic interpretation. for Dewar's “White Label." The quality standards we set
. LS down in 1846 have never varied. Into each drop go only

“Tala Ll LY. T PR B 1 7, i a7 =
SCOTCH: Dewar’s “White Label”s the finest whiskies from the Highlands, the Lowlands, the

Hebrides. g »

RRdes Dewar’s never varies.
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A Massage EveryTime:

The complete sto

of the most comp‘igte experience
you ever may have in the shower.

A massage makes you feel good.
A shower makes you feel clean. The
Shower Massage™ does both at once.
And more. That's why we call it Good
Clean Fun.

(GOOD CLEAN FUN)

Use Shower Massage to soothe
away the aches and pains of life. Use it
after jogging. After tennis. After 40.

After anything.
: Use Shower Mas-
sage to get beautiful.
To give yourself a
facial. To wash your
\? hair. (Shower Mas-
. sage may be the
only way to get
long hair really
clean.)
Use Shower
Massage to
wake yourself
up. Or to wind
yourself down.
\ Use it for a
S | gentle, soothing
massage. A brisk all-over going-over.
Or just a shower.

(The Shower Massage is a revolu-
tionary new showerhead. Designed a
revolutionary new way. To deliver up to
9,000 pulsating bursts of water every
minute. Its completely, delightfully
adjustable. Use for shower spray. For
fastorslow massage. Forincredible
combinations.)

(INCREDIBLE
(SHOWER} | (IMASSAGEN cOMBINATION)

The Shower Massage comes intwo
Good Clean Models:

The Wall-Mount Model (SM-2) to
replace your old wall-mount shower-
head and stay there.

TheDeluxe Hand-Held and Sta-
tionary Model (SM-3) to be used onthe
wall or in your hand (as your personal
shower). Comes with extra-long extra-
convenient chrome hose.

To reach any part of
your body.

Either model
replaces your old
showerhead in
minutes. So simple
even an adult can
doit. (lllustrated
instructions
come
with every
package.) e el

The Shower ~7
Massage is
made by the same

the Water Pik®
appliance. And,
like Water Pik, it

For birthdays. For
yourself. For any-
body. (Models are
available for under

$251)

3 Look for The INSTALLING
Shower Massage at SM2)
your favorite drug,

discount, hardware or department
store. Andthentake onehomeforsome
Good Clean Fun.

All you can lose are your aches,
pains and dirt.

THE SHOWER
MASSAGE

by Water Pik "
The greatest improvement
in showers since hot water.

1974 Teledyne Aqua Tec, 1730 E.Prospect St.,
Fort Collins, Colorado 80521,

and sets ol g political erisis in the
Vatican, heigliened when she becomes
cmotionally  entmgled with handsome
Cardinal Azzolino (Peter Finch), who is
sent o test her faith. Though purported
1o lurve a basis in lact, The Abdication is
maostly a foolish Lancy, made to measure
for  Liv- way resembles @
motardh oo repulsive 1o atain the man
(or the woman) she wanted and re
duced 0 the degradation ol watching
both Joved ones copulate from her hid-
ing place in a palace bedchamber. Even
with fine dircction and - performances.
The Abdication fails, hecuse its saipt s
florid pulp fiction dunered with over
blown flashbacks and bits of anachronis
tic didog that occasionally make  the
lormer queen sound like a Lady right out
ol Tennessee Williims—as though she
had picked up her viile cardinal in a
calé on the Via Venero,

The real Liv Ullmann can be seen
at her best. eloguent and seething. in
Scenes from o Marriage—thut is, il vou can
fidd a neighborhood  theater  plucky
cnough to show this nearly thiee-hour
movie version ol an Ingmar Bergman
television series that rin, week by wecek.
six [ull hours in Stockholm. When the
shows were telecast there a year or so
ago, all ol Sweden was so mesmerized by
Bevgman’s bivter. brilliane and  timely
portrait of a modern marriage that rock
concerts had to be cinceled because no
one would leave his TV set 1o watch any
thing clse. The veasons why are slimmed
home by Seenes, which is not properly
amovie at all and would he on wlevision.
where it belongs, if an American network
had dared risk it. The episodic story—
told i endless b indisive walk and tell-
g closc-ups by cinematographer Sveu
Nyvkvist-——concerns an Ideal Couple (Liv
and Erland Josephson. a perfect match
lov her) who are being interviewed for
a magazine artidle just hefore their mari-
tal dresmm ol perlection begins (o arumble.
Alter hand words. infidelity, knockdown
battles. recriminations, scparittions,  re-
untons—plus an angry imprompiu iny
at sex on the eve of thewr diverce—
they end up married o two other people
and discover too Lue that the real ol
stacle 1o therr enduring love lor cach
other has always been ninriage isell.
Olwiously. the reason Scenes is ending
up in theaters s that neither Procrer
& Gamble nor its competitors would
clamor for TV time 1o link the name
ol @ new miracdle shampoo with am
such subversive views ol an institution
olhcially - held Not
home screen. baby. For Beraman him-
sell—disappointed  in marriage  numer-
ous tmes—ondy wuth is manscendent.
He has been quoted as saving., “This
opus 0ok three momhs 10 write b
vather a long part of my lile 10 experi-
ence. I imm nor sure it would have nurned
out berter had it been the other win
round, though it would have seemed

who in no

sacred. on - vou



The president of Diners Cluhoffers
this friendly wager to the presitdent
of American Express:

Tl pay you a dollar for every establishment
that honors American Express...if youll pay me
adollar for every one that honors Diners Club’

("That’s the fastest way | know of to make $75000!")

Actually, the outcome isn’t really in doubit.
The evidence is in the latest Dipers Club
and American Express directories. By direct
comparison, Diners Club gives you credit
at 75,000 more places around the world
than American Express.

That can mean a lot to you when you
travel. In Europe, Diners Club gives you
credit at 30% more places than American
Express. Note: Guide Michelin, world-
renowned restaurant guide, gives its highest
rating—3 stars—to just 16 restaurants in all
of France. Of these, 11 honor Diners Club
(8 exclusively) while only 3 honor American
Express (none exclusively).

In Germany, Diners Club gives you over
50% more establishments than American
Express. In the Caribbean: 50% more
places in Aruba. More than twice as many
in Barbados. More in St. Martin, Curacao,

W IEMIEE To assure yourself of the $15 rate, application must be received on this form by January 15,1975 B EEES W

(3

[y DINERS CLUB

Martinique and Trinidad, among others. In
Asia, Africa and Latin America, you'll find
Diners Club at 3 times as many places.

The first executive card.

Needless to say, Diners Club is honored
throughout the U.S.—where we originated
the executive credit card.

Of course, you can make do with your
American Express card alone. But not hav-
ing Diners Club means having no credit at
all in 75,000 places. It could mean passing
up some very nice restaurants, shops and
places to stay—unless you are prepared to
carry a lot of cash.

That's why, even if you already have
American Express, it would pay you to send
in the application below.
Right now, while it’s still
in your hands.

Dear Friend,

American Express recently
announced an increase in
the annual cost of their card
from $15 to $20—a 334 %
increase.

As President of Diners
Club, | want to assure you
that—should you use this
application to apply for
membership now—upon its
approval, you will receive a
full year's membership at
the same $15 fee we've
maintained for years. (And
you may have additional
cards for members of your
company or family at the
same $7.50.)

Since Diners Club offers
you 75,000 more establish-
ments than American Ex-
press—and now costs you
appreciably less—doesn't it
make good sense to apply
for membership now?

Sincerely,

R. Newell Lusby

DINERS CLUB

Executive service is our business

» h T 20-71-993
0 Columbus Circle, New York, N.Y. 10019
: 3 FOR OFFICE USE ONLY
B U (PLenSE PRINT ANSWERS TO ALL QUESTIONS] CRFRICE IAE A
. 1 [} personal Account—mail bill to residence Personal Account—mail tull to office O Company Account—mail bill to office
2 OMr. [ Miss First Name Middle Last Date of Birth Spouse (first name)
* O Mrs. [ Ms. Month Oay Year
Home Street City State 21P Code
Address
Years at Own Home Telephone (include area code) Number of Social Security
Present Address Rent Dependent Children Number
Previous Street City State 2IF Code Years
Home Address there
3, Firm Name or Empioyer J Nature of Business | Pasition 4, Name of Bank and Branch  City & State Acel: Nober
FCOVESs Streel ity Siate Z1P Code Type of Account:  [JChecking  [JSavings [J Loan
Telephone Years | Annual Earnings  NOTE: f less than $10.000. indicate am't and MName of Bank and Branch City & State Acct. Number
(Inciude Area Code) with source of other income, and name and address
firm 13 of banker, broker or att'y who can confirm this. Type of Account: [ Checking L,_; Savings L. Loan
wunt and Source —

gr&uhnﬂa:gm.‘;ngrce Oepartment Store Accounts Other Credit Accls:
Banker, Broker Firm Address City State ZIP Code 1 ] American Express

or A’y 2 . 7] carte Blanche
1l Company Accounts ] Bank Americard
Previous Emptoyer (f employed by above less than 3 years) Yrs. vath firm or =
or College /University if Recent Graduate yr. graduated 1 P Master Charge
2 Other:
ame and Address of Perscnal Ref ice (not | t )
Name an ress of Pe al Reference (not living with you) Former Diners Ciub member? [ Yes [J No

o

we will bill you later

/4

with primary apphicant of Personal Account.

517 FEE: covers 12 months' memberstup from date card 1s 1ssued at 15
Plus 1 year's subscriptios to Signature, the Qiners Club Magazine, at $2.
Subscnption optional. Indicate choice beiow. 0o NOT encliose check

[0 %17 Fee (Includes Signature Magazine) ] 515 Fee {Membership Only)
credit cards as indicated and renewal and replacement therec!. Appli-

cant agrees that each cardholder assumes joint and several responsi-
bility for aill charges wilh company apphcant, «f Company Account, or

seng me an additional Diners Club Card at $7.50 for 2 member of my firm /family.

First Name Middie Last

Signature of Ado-on apphcant Relationship

Please send me

forms for additional cards for members of my firm /family.

Applicant authorizes exchange of credit information, the issuance of

Signature of Company Officer for Authorization of Company Account

Title

Signature of Individual Applicant

5
& 1 S I N N 3N OB | (H2VE YOU SIGNED THIS APPLICATION?] INEEENEENENENEEENDED

Date

’. A B
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With De Kuyper,
everything goes.

PLAYBOY

De Kuyper
Blackberry Flavored

De Kuyper
Creme de Cacao

\ CREME do cAcA”

4P

LT

>

I

| Add equal parts De Kuyper Blét:kt.:uerry Brandy, De Kuyper Creme de
- Cacao and cream. Shake with ice. Strain into cocktail giass. It goes to-
- gether like moonlight and romance.

)b

For more things that go great with De Kuyper, send for our 128-page Cordial Cookbook. Mail
50¢ (check or money order). your name and address to: De Kuyper Cookbook w, Box 3432.
Grand Central Station. NY., NY. lCDl)).

Blachberry Flavored Brandy, 70 Proo . Creme de Cacao, 54 Prool. Products of US AL John de Kuyper & Son, MY, LY.
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nicer.” The italics are ours. The genius
is Bergman's.
L]

Ever since The Sorrow and the Pity,
Marcel Ophuls’ vivid 1972 documentary
about France under the yoke of Nazi
Occupation, French film makers have
begun to re-examine the consciences of
their countrymen during World War
Two. Writer-director Louis Malle's La-
combe Lucien—already hailed as a master-
ptece at home and a highlight of the
recent New York Film Festival—is the
story of a dumb, brutal, restless Lam boy
who finds casy part-time work as a thug
for the Gestapo in 1944 The job bhe-
comes more difhcult when he mees the
family of a Jewish tailor who has fled
Paris with his aged mother and comely
daughter, knowing that their days are
numbered even in this remote village. A
bizarre, touching boy-meets-girl relation-
ship lies at the heart ol Lacombe
Lucien, which hardly de-
SEIVES to be called a
nusterpiece,

though

AMalle's
direction

is flaw-

restrained
and com-
passionate
but never
sentimen-

talized,
and never vindictive, either, as he fo-
cuses upon many ordinary French vil-
lagers blindly pursuing their intevests
in sex, profit and privilege. It's partly a
casting problem that the dramatic em-
phasis shifts from Lucien himself (Pierre
Blaise) to the courageous tailor (marve-
lously played by Holger Lowenadler) and
his daughter—a siriking movie debut by
former [ashion model Aurore Clément,
whose unadorned performance makes one
believe a young girl's illogical attraction
1o a rude country boy who asks for love
as il he meant to confiscate it in any case.
In the wte role, however, young Blaise is
so convincingly obtuse that Lacombe Lu-
cten has no f[inal wagic impact. Despite
the crimes hie commits, he seems 1oo like a
dull, instinctive beast to be held morally
accountable—which both lessens a view-
er's emotional involvement and reduces
tragedy to the stature of a pathetic case
history.

Director Michel Drach’s les Violons
du Bal 15 a movie within a movie about a
13-year-old director making a ilm abow
his bovhood in wartime France (the
French title literally means “violins at a
ball™ and merely suggests a reminiscent
mood). Drach himsell plays the director
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DYNAMITE OFFER!

Embroidered denim pockets from Camel Filters.
Each for only $1.00 and two Camel Filters labels!

FiLTER c“s‘ﬂﬁ'r‘rg:g

(For really good faste —
add Camel Filters!)

~ Make an exira pockel HIp up a hat

No mere flat printed patches you iron on— but three beautiful embroidered, dimen-
sional-design pockets— with no end of great, practical uses.
Quantity is strictly limited. SO hurry— send in the coupon below now!

r________________

Camel |:i|'|-ers & | | would 1ikec!&rf;following pcaifei(s} (INDICATE u JANTITY).
Denim Pockets. I el ) a0 =() I
Theyre notforeverybody |'"“"—— — —
(but they could be for you). i i e el 4
City 510N 71

| | enclose $1.00 and two Camel Filfers end labels @ |
for each pocket. Mail to: CAMEL FILTERS Denim Pockets, P.O. |

I Box 2206, Reidsville, North Carolina 27322. I

. . Send check o money orcier onby, payalle: A L FITERS Dieinm Pockets Ol

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined I Vallable Only 10 EI50Ns 21Years Of Gge orolder Offer oo US A ol I
tie protbited, heensod ¢ ¥ J 3 |II Qood unil January 31 19

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health. ot T A e i : .I

19 mg. “tar;’ 1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report MAR. 74.
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[Adrertisement]

“I don’t mind being man’s best friend,

but be carries it too damned far.”’

12 Years Old Worldwide « Blended Scotch Whisky « 86 Proof

General Wine & Spirits Co., N.Y.

until a pompous producer tells him, *“No
stars—no [ilm,” at which point he covers
his face with a script and is magically
transformed into Jean-Louis Trintgnant.,
Within this framework, Drach munages
some amusing inside stories recarding
the creation, casting and financing ol
a movie that everyone assures him he
camot sell. His  odd  personal  per-
spective gives Les FPiolons a haphaz
ard air of ego wipping, though fellow
film makers ought to cat it up. The
movie within describes how voung Mi
chel (played by Drach's son David), his
mother and grand-mérve llee rom one rel-
uge o another in France. concealing
their Jewishness undl they manage 1o
escape across the Swiss lrontier. In a cu-
rious touch ol vepotism, Drach’'s mothes
as a young woman is played by his wile,
Marie-Jos¢ Nat—a wise choice, alter all.
since her luminouws and wnder perlorm-
ance won a Best Acwress award ac the
74 Cannes Film Festival, Drach’s view ol
his fellow Frenchmen reveals again that
they were anything but @ naton ol Re-
sistance heroes. Yet there are scenes ol
heroism and terror—including one taut
vignette about a man trapped in the
Paris Mctro—in a unique movie [ull ol
humanity, originality, wry wit, cllortless
nostalgia and a soupcon ol cynicism.
-

The Crazy World of Julivs Vrooder is sct in
a VoAL hospital. 2 junk yard for the
human debris of four wars. Timothy
Bouttoms as  Vrvooder—uraumatized  in
Vienum and determined never again to
be part of the "normal” world respon-
sible for ie—has set up an ingenious
underground hideaway beneath the near-
by San Diego Freeway. When he's not
holed up there, he's all over the hospital,
disrupting “the system” and eventually
winning nurse Bavbara Seagull away lrom
her doctor boviviend. I'rooder, a Playboy
Production  directed by Arthur Hiller
and highlighted by some marvelous sup-
porting pertormances rom Albert Salmi
and George Marshall, is at once poignant
and funny—and that’s no small lear.

-

Greeted by underground critics as a
camp classic, producer-director Mark L.
Lester’s Truck Stop Women ollers loads ol
mindless energy along with a few lauglns.
some of them intentional. Yo call this
comicstrip hokmm art is either inverted
snobbism  or  cultwral  slumming,  or
maybe both. DBuc there are compensa-
tions in watching Licux Dressler and su-
pergirl Claudin Jennings (pLaveoy's 1970
Playmate ol the Year) as a rowdy mother-
and-daughter team ol hijackers, locked
in mortal combat on a swerch ol high-
way that looks like the wrong side ol
Route 6Go.

-

Alvin Purple (played by Graeme Blun-
delly is a horny young man who proves
so irresistible to women ol all ages that
he enjovs Libulous short-term success as



New Latigo boots from Acme.
Step into the natural look
of saddle leathers.

You know that saddle look. Rich and ugged s the right look for you. It goes with every-
and natural. Well Acme’s captured this old, thing. And since Acme is the world's largest
hand-rubbed look of fine-tooled saddle bootmaker, you can be sure our new Latigo
leather in both Acme® Westem boots and boots are everything a boot should be.
Dingo® boots. The look of new Latigo boots  Without saddling you with a high price.

aave - dingo

More boot for less bucks.

We also make Dan Post® and Hawkeye® boots, i i o
For tha store near you, wiite: Acme Boot Co., Inc.. DepiMMCIaMb msm

Use REACTS Card —
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The KENWOOD KR-9940 Receiver

It's the last word and decibel in 4-channel sound. The KR-9940 has such
advanced performance features as built-in CD-4 demodulator, SQ decoder,
direct-coupled amplifiers and 50 RMS watts per channel (20-20k Hz, 8 ohms).
Super quad...super reason to see your KENWOOD dealer or write for details.

e sound approach to quality

@ KENWDDD 15777 South Broadway, Gardena, California 90248

€
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Theresone
forevery body.

Every body’s different. But the
Body Billfold makes sure no body
walks around with lumps and
bumps in its body-tailored clothes.
Because this is one billfold that
practically pours into your pocket,
with real form-fitting flexibility.
Thanks to Amity's Living Leather
process that makes hide flex like
it’s alive. And their nylon stitching
and “'sliding stay” construction
that make for lots of give and take.
-So even though the Body Billfold
only comes in one size, it's got to
be just right for your body.
Because one size fits all.

L _AMITY.

the,
bocdy bilifold

DELUXE IDENTIFIER Body Billfold in Black, Brown Oak, or Red Earth Crunch Cowhide $9.50. A collection of
other fine leathers from $6.00. Other Amity Body Billfolds to $25.00. Amity, West Bend, Wisconsin 53085,

Where-To-Luy-It? Use

REACTS Card
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a salesman—and demonsurator—of water
beds. “There are openings everywhere
for the right man. Find out what you
can do . . . and extend yourself” is his
old dad’'s advice—which Alvin follows
so assiduously that he ends up in court,
as a male prostitute and sort of national
hero, charged with providing sex therapy
lor a quack psychiatrist’s clients. Few full-
frontal sex films can compare with Alvin
for inventiveness and outright impu-
dence. The wonder is that the movie
was made (by producer-director Tim
Burstall, with scenarist Alan Hopgood),
in Melbourne, Australia, of all places,
and scored a huge box-office hit on its
home turf. We didn’t know they dared.
-

Hard-core rides again in Heppy Deys, an
unabashed rip-oll of American Graffits.
A table [ull of partygoers reminisces
about their sexual initiations back in the
Fiftics, with every encounter set to Top
10 tunes introduced by WMCA's “Good
Guy” Joe O’'Brien, in replays ol actual
radio broadcasts. Happy Days is all bobby
socks and "53 Buicks and back-seat repar-
tec about “copping a leel,” worth a snig-
ger or two as a study of sexual artitudes
two decades ago. Once the perlormers—
notably, the ever-popular Georgina Spel-
vin as a lady who balls her prospective
son-in-law—ger  right down to i, of
course, nothing seems to have changed.

RECORDINGS

Step right into our vinyl time ma-
chine, folks. Have we got a [antastic
voyage [or you! More than a quarter
century ago, Anita O'Day turned out the
tracks now reissued as Hi Ho Troilus Boot
Whip (Bob Thiele Music). She has a var-
ied assortment of musicians behind her,
but thevre excellent, for the most part:
there are some class arrangements by
Ralph Burns and Benny Carter and al-
most all the tunes are lirst-rite. However,
what you're paving your moncey for is
O'Day, and that's what you get—and
how! The e wne (@ marvelonsly
Jaunty scat song), How High the Moon,
Malagueita, Sometimes 'm Happy, What
Is This Thing Called Love, Key Largo,
ct al., show why the lady was at the top
ol her prolession in those halcyon post—
World War Two days. We've lost a lot of
things since then, but, thank God, Anita
O'Day is still around and singing up a
storm.

-

OK, so there’s this Hungarian gypsy
cat, Elck Bacsik, and he's really a hell
of a jazz violinist—makes all the right
moves, no snurmy clichds, knows his ax
inside out. And I Love You (Bob Thicle
Music) is a great showcase for him. The
backup musicians are [abulous—on all
of the tracks, he has Hank Jones, Rich-
ard Davis and cither Elvin Jones or
Grady Tate behind him, and you can’t
do much better than that. So the album
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Amour
Amour

JEAN PATOU

PARIS d

amour Amour

TWO PARTS LOVE..
. ONE PART LEGEND

F ity

A CANDIDLY SENSUOUS PERFUME
CREATED BY JEAN PATOU IN 1925
NOW IMPORTED FROM PARIS FOR YOU

Parfum Cologne Spray . . . Parfume . . . Parfum Cologne . . . from $7.50 to $30.00

is well worth getting into. But when it's
put alongside Joe & Zoot (Chiaroscuro),
and you compare Bacsik’s work with that
of the near octogenarian Joe Venuti, the
former comes ofl decidedly second best.
Violinist Venuti, teamed up with prote-
an tenorman Sims, is simply sensational.
With George Duvivier, Clill Leeman
and Dick Wellstood  lor vhvihm, Ve
nuti and Sims pile wondrous solo upon
wondrous solo. Sims’s abilities on tenor
and more recently on sopriano have heen
heralded and acknowledged. but Venuri
has dwelt in relative obscurity all these
years, having 1o content himsell with the
praises hcnpt'd on him by his [ellow
musicrns, Mavbe Joe & Zoot will hrowd-
cn the base of the Venuun Fan Club.
Whether it's some driving uptempo tune
or a wistlul ballad, the Venun vielin
unerringly produces juse the right sound.
-

It's casy to guess why they call them
selves The Meters—music s time, and
Art Neville. George Porter Jr., Leo No-
centelli and Joseph Modeliste measure it
out in diamondback vhvthms that are the
[attest and [unkiest anywhere, Why they
call their new Reprise LI Rejuvenation is
a bit of a puzzle, though, since that im-
plies a yewurn of lost powers, and this

rock-m"soul quartet from New Orleans
has never been anything but great. The
Towr were great when they were cutting
kb hits a lew years back for the now-
defunct Josie label; they were great when
they backed up Dr. John and Allen
Toussaint (who's also their producer) on
their most recenmt LPs: and they were
great on Cabbage Alley. which Reprise
issued a couple of years ago. They daim,
however, that this record is their best yet,
and it’s hard o argue, especially since
we're out of hreath aler spending the last
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Hasselblad.

Where can you go if you want to go
beyond 35 mm photography? Up to
Hasselblad. Our generous 2% ” by
2Va" format is almost 4 times larger
than a 35 mm, so a Hasselblad
makes your framing and focusing
easier, just naturally serves up
sharper prints and enlargements,
and injects much more bang
into your color slides.

And although Hasselblad
gives you this big picture, it
weighs only a few ounces
more than many 35 mm
cameras.

If you're a real devotee, and have
found yourself carrying two 35 mm
cameras, our interchangeable backs
can even reduce your baggage. With
them, you can carry one Hasselblad
and two backs, and switch from
black and white to color film,
or from negative to slide film,
in the middle of a roll, and
waste neither time nor film.

To find out more about what
you're missing in the world
beyond 35 mm, just write for
our 54 page color booklet,
to: Paillard Incorporated,
Dept. P4, 1900 Lower
Road, Linden, N.J.07036.

HASS £1L 81 A D* ltimproves your image.

Why you should select your
turntable more carefully
than any other component.

Whatever amplifiers or
speakers can do (or not do) for
your enjoyment of music, they
cannot harm your records. Not so
the turntable.

A tonearmthat doesn't allow
the stylus to track lightly,
accurately and with perfect
balance can turn the stylus into
a destructive instrument eacsily
capable of lopping off the sharp
contours that carry the high
frequencies.

When the high notes become
fuzzy memories, even the best
equipment cannot restore them,
or clean up the rumble, wow and
flutter introduced by an
imprecise drive system.

All of which is why the
readers of the leading music/
audio magazines choose more
Duals than any other quality

turntable. And why the music

experts—record reviewers, audio

engineers, hi-fi editors—have long

used Dual in their own systems.
Write for our informative

brochures and reprints of test

reports. The more carefully you

read, the more likely you are

to select a Dual.

m ‘United Audio Products

Dept.PN,120 So. Columbus Ave.,
Mt.Vernon, N.Y. 10553

Exclusive Distribution Agency for Duol
Duol 1226, $159.95
Duol 1225 $129.95

Duol 1228 5189.95

Duol 1229Q $259.95

hour boogving to Hey Pocky A-1Way. the
baddest good-time tune you're likely 1o
hear. The Meters” music, as it happens.
is good-timey even when the lyrics are
serious, as on the politically pertinem
People Say, or sad. as on the ronuunic It
Ain’t No Use, which streiches out imo
an - extended  instrumental  jam. Our
Lavorites. though, are Loving You Is on
My Mind, a mostlv instrumental jazs-
rocker in an casv-listening groove. and a
pair ol superrhvithmic enwries. Africa and
Jungle Man, the latter being a represen
tation of pure Homo sapicns—"1'm
Iriends with the monkey. I'm [riends with
the birds"—thar would have pleased Jean
Jacques Rousseau. Or anvbody with a
lunctional eardrum.

The only good thing about Focus™ new
album, Hamburger Concerto (Atco). is Jan
Akkerman's guitar plaving. As usual, his
solos are exciting, powerlul and challeng-
mg, cven il they are—you will pardon
us—sandwiched between the yodeling
and pseudoclassical nonsense. They do
beel up the album, which is otherwise an
exercise in hall-lvied creativity and three-
for-a-quarter waste. By way of example,
severitl ol the cuts bear such tides as Rare,
Mediwm 1 and I and—go ahead. you
guess the next one. That's right, but
the cut isn’t very. Well stick with
McDonald's,

After the musical excesses of the past
lew years. a lot ol people have begun
talking about a return 0 good ole rock
‘" voll. Well. thev'll be glad to know that
the perlect back-to-basics band has finally
arrived: Bad Company is the name. and
rock " roll is their game. There aren’t
any Moog synthesizers or symphony or-
chestras on their first album. Bed Company
(Swan Song). just spare. powerlul rock
that asks no quarter and gives none. Vo-
calist Paul Rodgers and guitarist Mick
Ralphs (lormerly of Free and Mortt the
Hoople, respectively) wrote all the gui-
shot tunes between them, and  there's
enough good stull on the album w bring
tears ol jov to the eye of the most unre-
generate rocker. Bad Company, indeed!

Keith  Jarrert's  threerecord  piano
album  Solo-Concerts (ECN) begins well
cnough. Vagrant inwrospective melodics
in the idiom ol Liszt or of carly Braluns.
But never mind. About a quarter of an
hour imto side one, Jarrett takes Liszt or
Brahms or Gershwin or whomever he's
thinking about and marches him at knile
point down five minutes of one of the
maost dangerous surerches ol boogie-woogic
ever traversed by Homo musicus. So vou
have to hgure that all the while his right
hand was fingering arystal in the drawing
room, his lelt must have been whipping
ass in the sireet. Now, when Jarren bids
that baddest of left hands and that most
precienx of right hands not only 1o
occupy the same keyboard but even 1o



Ballantines Scotch was there.

Harvard-Yale! 1934.

A football Saturday in New Haven,

1934. This was it. The last game

of the season. Harvard-Yale!
Chanting “Boola, Boola!, they

spill out of fraternity houses and

run for the stadium.

-:‘\5‘-

It was at such a moment
that a coach had told his team,
“Gentlemen, you are about to play
football for Yale against Harvard.
Never in your lives will you do
anything so important.’

Now, there is no stopping them.
These are Saturday’s children on
a winning streak. And at university

clubs throughour the world, old
Blues profoundly wish them well.
Ballantine's Scotch was there.
Like those classic days, the classic
scotch. With a taste to be

celebrated again and again.
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Taste is why you buy it

; Blended Scotch Whisky, bortled in Scotland
‘21" 86 proof. Imported by "21” Brands, Inc., N.Y.C.



Harley-Davids
$X-250

Launch the free life. And do it on the all-new
SX-250. The Harley-Davidson breakthrough in
motorcycling. It's built to take you wherever
freedom calls—the boulevards, the bush, the
boonies. Because it boasts of a frame and shocks
to tame the toughest trails. Competition-type
front fork. Dirt-proof labyrinth seal hubs.
Quick-change ISDT rear hub. And solid state CDI
ignition for maximum reliability. Here are more
reasons to celebrate. A chrome bore 2-cycle
aluminum single cylinder power plant. Less wear, g
less heat. 5-speed box. Primary kick start—kick it A
over in any gear. Plus an integral oil reservoir
located within the frame. Tachometer as well as a
true enduro odometer, resettable in either
direction. There it is. SX-250. Join the party and
come on in to your Harley-Davidson dealer —now!

Harley-Davidson

Harley-Davidson believes in safety first. Before you start out—
put on your lights, your helmet—and watch out for the other guy#

Member Motorcycle industry Counc
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California brandy over
ice. If youre arocks
drinker, try California
brandy instead of “the
usual” The light clean
taste makes a refreshing
change of pace. If's
brondy so light you can
dnnk it any fime at all.

Cadliformia brandy man-
hatten. If you like mixed
drinks, try substituting
California brondy inyour
favorite recipe. California
( brandy comes from
Cadlifornio grapes, so it's
especially smoothin
dnnks that use wine or
fruit-based mixers.

Thers are more thon mmamUTwnquumno Caiiomia Brandy Advisory Board, San Francisco, CA 94126
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accommodlate themselves to each other, he
Lays cdaim to being the hest improvisation-
al pianist-composer around. For example,
consider the stately barrel-house  polo-
naise at the beginning of side two. Or the
funky plantation chorale that Kicks ofl
side three. Or the eréme de la eréme ol
modern  psychological  puimo  sivlists—
Don Shirley. Lennic Tristano. Denny
Zeidin—doing a Mexican hat dance ar
Jarrews finger tips near the end of side
three. Or the wistful Bill Evins prelude
to the symphonic rock-n"roll wreatmen
ol a snippet rom You Can’t Always Get
What You Want ac the beginning of side
four. Or the Gershwin concerio on a
phrase [rom As Time Goes By at the end
ol that side. Consider the ragas modulat-
ing into rags. the Anton Webern tone
rows air-himmered into Gospel shoun.
the brilliant unaccompanicd jazz improv-
sations that run like bonehsh with pearly
bait. Consider all those things and then
join the rest of us in puting Jarvett up
on a pedestal.

-

Classical purists can’t stand the Ber-
lioz Symphonie Fantastique, hecause it lhas a
lot of musical bombast and breast-hear-
ing—lor a symphony, anvwav. In the
past, conductors tended o emphasize its
tortured watls and sonic splendors at the
expense ol its lormal, operatic structure.
Things wenr so far that it was billed. a
few years ago, as the psychedelic symplho-
ny, owing to the opium-induced dreams
represented  in the  fourth and  fifth
movements. Well, Colin Davis recently
proved that vou could do it diffevently;
and now London has recorded Siv Georg
Solti and the Chicago Symphouy Orches-
tra in a magnificent, architecturally clear
perlormance. Instead ol swressing e
theawical, autobiographical love  story
that forms the “plot” of the Fantastique,
Solti highlights its musical and  lormal
values, its characier, il you will. The re-
sule is great symphonic music with an ex-
ciung (lair.

-

Hev. vou movie [reaks, this is it. W
ner Bros.—in two big slipcsed albunms—
has wrapped it all up: 50 Years of Film
and 50 Years of Film Music. There's sound-
track music by Dimitri Tiomkin, Erich
Woligang Korngold and Max Steiner and
smging by the likes of Ginger Rogors,
Mary Martin, Ruby Keeler, Dick Powell,
Al Jolson, Doris Day. Frank Sinatra and
Judy Garland. But the real gems are in
the diadog album. Wiarner Bros. was hasi-
cally a drama-and-melodrama studio. so
the album is chock-full ol bnmortal
lines  [rom Humphrey Bogare, DBette
Davis, James Cagney, Edward G, Robin-
son, Sydney Greenstreet. Marlon Brando,
James Dean, Gary Cooper. ad infmitum,
All this and you don’t have to stay up for
the Late Show.

L]

Luropean jazz is so often weated with

condescension by Americans, who see in



HOW TO UPGRADE
A 5250 TAPE DECK
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You paid a lot of your money for that
deck because you wanted high-quality sound...
sound that maybe you haven't been getting.
Don’t blame the deck. Blame yourself and those
discount cassettes you've been using. A tape deck can only
sound as good as the cassette it’s playing.

Try a TDKED cassette next time, and you'll hear the sound you
paid for.

TDK ED costs about a buck more than the tape you're likely using,
but here’s what you can get for your money:
clearer cleaner highs, less hiss, less noise, & I DK

and more of those vibrant details that give Wait till you hear

music its life. , ol
what you've been missing.
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Warehouse Sound Co. and quick

of professional products for musi
ians, or the 1975 edition of the Mus

and specifications for over 40 brand

it’s a good deal. Do it today!
WAREHOUSE SOUND CO.,

BOX S SAN LUIS OBISPO
CA. 93405 (805) 543-2330

Railroad Square, Box S
San Luis Obispo, CA. 93405
(805) 543-2330

A

I, Dick Blake, sent off to the

ly

received a full-color catalog of stereo
components and complete music sys-
tems. 1 testify that they carry every
major brand and offer super dis-
counts! Furthermore, if you'll in-
clude $1 for postage, those great
people will also send either one of the
following: their new 64-page catalog

=
ic

Machine Almanac, which isa 185-page
institutional guide to sterec equip-
ment, complete with photos, prices,

s!

Sells on the newsstands for $1.95 — so

e

address

city/state

zip

Also enclosed is $1.00 for:
(check one)

OProfessional Products Catalog

01975 Music Machine Almanac
10
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i only a pallid imitation of the “real”
made-in-U. S_A. product. that one almost
comes to accept the myth as gospel.
Then along come a couple ol LPs such
s Wirchi-Tai-To and Red lonta (both on
ECM) and you immediately realize the
idiocy ol that notion. Witchi-Tai-To,
teaturing the Jan Garbarek-Bobo Sten-
son Quartet, and Red Lanta, which
teams reedman  Garbarck with  pianist
Art Lande. were recorded in Norway,
not especially noted as a hotbed of jazz.
That may well be, but you wouldn't
know it from these recordings. Garbarek
is an exciting, imaginative musician who
is very much his own man and Lande
and Stenson are first-rate pianists. Of the
two albums, Red Lanta is particularly
impressive, since all of the compositions
are by Lande and are, without excep-
tion, [ascinating. Chauvinists, go home!
-

Martha Reeves's voice packs as much
punch today as it did ten years ago. when
she led the Vandellas through Heat
Wave and Dancing in the Street. But su-
perproducer Richard Perry (Ringo and
Carly Simon’s Hotcakesy blew it on
Martha's first solo album, Martha Reeves
(MCA): Her voice is too often just one
more element in the Perry supersound.
The opening line ol each songs the
hest—AMartha floats over the back beat or
urgently pleads her case. By the third
line, Perry’s caught up with her and
organ, piano, horns, strings and guitars
aplenty are cunering the wrack. Only
Many Rivers to Cross, Jimmy Cliff's
psalmlike ballad, works—because Perry
keeps Martha's singing the focal point
from beginning to end. Martha Reeves
is alive and well, though—that's the good
news.

Country music is threatening to become
the national style. If you're not into Red
Neeks, White Socks and Blue Ribbon
Beer, you ought to be able to get behind
Kris Kristofferson’s latest hymn to the
liangover or the lowrent roadhouse psy-
chedelia of Commander Cody. Beverly
Sills may be the only singer in America
who hasn't set out for Nashville 1 search
ol the down-home sound.

The music has changed in recent years,
but they can’t hide the roots, even on the
shickest stull, and the roots go back to the
music that settlers brought with them
from England, Scotland and Ireland. In
the poverty and the isolation of the
Southern Appalachiaps, the music sur-
vived vigorously. Coal mines and rail-
roads hegan to open up those mountains
around the turn of the century, and with
them came new music—especially black
music. And new instruments—the guitar,
mandolin and autoharp—to join the fid-
dle and banjo. The result was a creative
explosion that is still going on.

During the Twenties, the record indus-
ury figured out that a lot ol people would

She'll understand perfectly. A satin
nightgown thal's gathered enlicingly
at the bust, then falls into lush, flow-
ing folds. Elegant in New Hot Pink or
Black acetate satin. Sizes 6 lo 20.
The Gathered Nightgown $26.50
Scintilla® Inc. Satin Shop

4802 N. Broadway, Depl. P,
Chicago, Ili. 60640

Nobody's been making satin sheets for 21 Em
Except us! The secret? We know what we're doing.
We use only the softest acetate satin, 225 x 78
thread count. (Some people don't!) Our sheets are
completely MACHINE WASHABLE. And we offer 12
colors for regular or round beds! NEW Hot Pink,
Tangerine, Gold, Red, Black, Bronze, Blue, Silver,
Pink, White, Mint or Orchid. Isn't it time you came
of age with satin?

SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases)
Double Set  $23.98 Queen Set H
Twin Set 22.98 King Set 32.50
Round 84” Set 48.50 Round 96" Set 54.95

3 letter monogram on 2 cases—$2.50
For fitted bottom sheet, add $2.00 to double or twin
trice; $2.50 to queen; $3.00 to king price. Nound
ottom sheets are fitted. Odd sizes on request.
Send check or m.o. 50% deposit on C.0.D.'s.

SCINTILLA,® INC. chigs it eneto ™

Free 40-Pege Color Catalog of ail Our
Safin Fashions With Every Order!




The howswhys and wherefores of curing tobacco.
They’re not sick, they’re fermenting.

The word “curing” in tobacco is terribly misleading. Who coined the term and how it came into use is
not known. Curing is the process of using heat to bring the moisture content of the leaves down from
80% to 20%. 1f the farmers didn’t cure their tobaccos you'd run out of matches trying to light vour pipe.

The heat used in curing is also the first step in fermenting. To ferment tobacco is to remove the harsh-
ness and bring out the mildness. It lets all the honest flavor of the leaves come through. If it weren't for
fermenting, even the most expensive pipe tobaccos in the world would taste like vou were smoking cabbage.

There’s no one best way to cure.
There are four.

Fire. Flue. Air. And Sun. The method used depends
upon the weather conditions of the region. And, of
course, the type of tobacco that is grown. All tobaccos
are still mostly green when they are harvested. The
farmer knows that when some vellow first appears it is
time for curing. He removes the leaves from the stalk
and exposes them to high temperatures.

AIR CURING

A tobacco farmer’s S,
barn doesn't hold hay.
It hangs tobacco. s
From the cciling S
almost to the floor. The barn’s
roof and even its sides are {77 N
designed to open wide. Bccau;:: * No J
in air curing, you need all the {_, -

ventilation you can get. == AN

The tobacco leaves hang in there for about three
months until they turn brown. The color tells the farmer
that his leaves now have a naturally rich, semi-sweet taste
and a mild aromatic personality. Air cured tobaccos are
grown all over the world. But some of the best are born

and bred in Kentucky, Tennessee, Malawi, Mexico and
Brazil.
FLUE CURING
q ? The high heat nceded
for flue curing comes from
a central heating system
on the floor of the barn. A
blower fan evenly distri-
butes the hot air through
\ flues. Flue cured tobaccos
stay in the barn about a
i { week until the leaves
: develop a honey yellow
hue. All Virginia-type
tobaccos, whether they're grown in Virginia, the
Carolinas, South America, Africa or Asia are flue cured.
The better pipe tobacco blends use flue cured leaves for
their tangy taste.
FIRE CURING
This process might be
more rightly called smoke
curing. Because it's the
smoke and vapor from
smoldering hard-wood
logs that give fire cured
tobacco such a beautiful
aroma. (They usc a
similar method to smoke :
hams. And vou know what that does for taste and aroma. )
The tobacco leaves stay in the barn for about three
months until they are as brown as dark mahogany. And
have a delicious bouguet and a luscious fragrance. There
are no finer fire cured tobaccos than the ones we buy in
Kentucky and Tennessce.

SUN CURING

Sun curing is virtually
a cottage industry tn parts
of Greece, Turkey, Yugo-
slavia and other Mediter-
rancan countries. During
June, July and August
thousands of families can
be seen stringing leaves of
exotic Oriental tobaccos
onto racks. These racks are kept in the fields and even the
village streets so that the tobaccos may be exposed to the
sun and shade, heat of day, cool of night. There they stay
for about four weeks until they turn golden vellow. These
sun cured tobaccos are prized for their natural aromatic
qualities and wond rous flavor.

Question : W hat would happen if a tobacco that should
have gone through one type of curing was exposed to
another method ? A s an example, if flue cured tobacco
were to be air cured?

duswer: The tobacco would serve no purpose. The
taste would be most unappealing. As a comparison, just
imagine what a T-Bone steak would taste like if it were
boiled instead of grilled.

Putting it
all together

Hand crafted
pipe by Nording
of Denmark

To make an outstanding pipe tobacco the blend
should consist of all four kinds: Fire cured. Air cured.
Flue cured. And Sun cured. Knowing how much of each
tvpe is needed to produce a full, round taste is an art that
comes with experience. Douwe Egberts has been blending
superior tobaccos since 1753, That’s experience.

If you haven't tried Amphora yet, we suggest you pick
up a pouch. You're going to like its superb flavor. And
vour friends will appreciate its delightful aroma.

Start with the best. Stay with the best. Holland’s best.
Amphora.

I e were greatly pleased to receive a stack of inquiries
about pipes and pipe tobacco from our first advertisement.
If you were une of those who did not write, but do have a
question you'd like answered, drop a note to our president
at: Douwe Egberts, Inc. 8943 Fullbright Ave.,
Chatsworth, Calif. 91311.

It’s the kind of mail he likes to answer.
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Box 239C, Lynchburg, Tenn. 37352

Jack Daniel’s

GENTLEMEN'S

Playing Cards.

You've never seen anything so beautiful as the art
work on the aces and lace cards of this unusual poker
deck. That's because it's been reproduced from an
old, old deck used by Jack Damel at the century's
turn. Each card 15 a speck larger than your ofdinary
card—a bat thicker, too—which makes the whole deck
even more umique. | doubt these cards will change
your playing luck too much, but they'll sure be appre
ciated of you hke the look and feel of a truly fine set
of cards. My price 1s $2.00, plus 50¢ for postage

2 2ot }'—aﬂ"’"‘”;:”

Send check, money order, or use American Express.
BankAmericard or Master Charge, including
All numbers and signature.
(TenneSses resictents add 4'% sales tax.)
For a catalog full of cld Tannassea itams,
send 25¢ 1o above address.

N /4

[ .
Because loveis a
very private matfer....

Contraceptives through
the privacy of the mail.

Now you can pider contraceplives privately from the na
lion's oldest and most respecled mad order retailer ol birth
conlrol products. We offer you the largest selechion of men's
conlracephves avalable anywhere i the country. including
all Trojan products. exciling new JADE {avadable only from
PPR). and 21 other brands. Our dlustrated 16- age calalog
explains the real differences belween condom g!ands. con-
tains complete information on all nen- escrniphion conlra
ceplives t0r men and women (even rhythm aids) and offers
a large selechon ol books on sex and birth conlrol
Our tamous condom sampler pachages (33 & 36) let you
Iry the top quality brands and choose for yourseli Here
15 our guarantee: Il you do nol agree that Y;Pﬁ's sampler
pachages, llluslreredys:alalos and overall serwice are the
st ava anywhere, we will refund your money n full
wilh no queshions asked

OVER 50,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS

™ “Population Planming, 105 N. Columbia St.
Dept. PBZ-5, Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514
Gentlemen: Please send mes:

E $3 Sampler (12 assorted condoms)

$6 Deluxe Sampler (22 assorted condoms)
Catalog alone: 25¢

Name
Address
City State Zip

actally pay for records of this down-
home music. The companies had no idea
ol what was good or bad, of what would
sell and what wouldn't. Saambling for
hits, they sent men wandering [rom town
to town throughout the South to record
any local musicians they could drag out
of the hollers. They were in it only for
the money, but by accident they pro-
duced a great collection of American folk
music. Their successors today are enthu
stasts spiwned by the folk revival of the
Sixties who have loaded their tape
recorders and combed the hills looking
for performers of the old music.

A group of folk nuts in Somerville,
Massachusetts, has formed a combination
record  company, collective and  mail-
order house dedicated 1o finding the
music and getting it out to the rest of
us. They call themselves RoundHouse
Records (sce this month’s Playboy Pot-
pourn) and they've got their own label—
Rounder—and a catalog rich in goodies
vou won't hind at Korvettes.

Rounder covers the old times with
records such as Shoking Down the Acorns.
A group of friends and relations in
Greenbrier and Poca-
hontas counties, West
Virginia, get togeth-
er o pick and sing
and swap stories
for their own
amusement.

At the other
end, Norman
Blake on Home
in Sulphur Springs
displays  some
more  modern
licks. Blake is
i prolessional
whose  aredits
include  back-
ing Johnny
Cash and Bob
Dvlan, but his
roots are pretty pliinly down in the
country. He plays some incredible guitar,
including greau slidework on Down Home
Subnimertime Blues, a song uabout his
Georgia bovhood.

Blind Alfred Reed was a Virginia fd-
dler, singer and conservative social com-
mentator (he once wondered musically,
Wiy Do You Bob Your Hair, Girls?y who
matde some notable records lor Vicor in
the Twenties. The Rounder folks have
collected some of his songs on an album
called How Con @ Poor Man Stand Such Times
ond Live? Reed recorded the tide song just
one month after the 1929 crash.

The Southern-mountain  coal
have been a battleground lor nearly a
century, and Avnt Molly Jacksen was in
the thick of the hight tor most of her lile.
Belore she left Kentucky in the early
Thirties, she wrote protest songs—using

us

mines

traditional styles—with a directness and
power that make most such eflorts look
silly and pucerile. And she sings them in

a voice as harsh and clear as a desert sky.
The miners are still strugeling, and on
Come ANl You Coal Miners, Sarah Gun-
ning, Hazel Dickens and ex-miners Nim-
rod Workmim and George Tucker sing
and talk about black lung, strip mining,
union corruption and the dead end fac-
ing the aging miner: “Both lungs is
broke down, you've spent your best d ays/
Go back 1o that coal mine that got you
this way.” For blucgrass freaks, Rounder
ollers Things in Life by Don Stover, an
excellent banjo picker who has been a
fixture around Boston for 15 vems or
more. Wild Rose of the Mountain is a lively,
hyrical introduction 1o traditional fiddling
by a Kentucky mining engineer named
J- P. Fraley.

The RoundHouse record catalog is
also [ull of splendidly obscure labels such
as County, Arhoolie and Blue Goose.
These new releases won't make Bill-
board’s Hot 100. but they do lay down
some great  American  music.  County
specializes in resurrecting  classic blue-
grass perlormances. The Stanley Brothers of
Virginia, Vol. 2 is a collection of good old
songs recorded in the ewrly Sixties by the

most old-timey ol the major bluegrass
bands. The gem of the album is
Ralph Stanley singing Pretty Polly
in a voice like a chain-
smoking choirboy’s.
His hard-edged,
Scruggs-stvle
picking pro-
vides perfect ac-
companiment.

The Arhoo-
lie  label s
the areation of
Chris  Strach-
witz, who has
been scarching
out old masters
ol the blues for
better than a
decade. Among
his latest efforts is Outwest. Strachwitz ook
Clifton  Chenier, an accordionist and
singer who is a master of the style of black
Louisiana, a wondrous stew of Cajun and
blues sounds. amd teamed him with a
band that included vockers Steve Afiller
and Elvin Bishop. The result is high-
spirited sound that will make vou forget
Lady of Spain.

When white kids got hold of blues
vecords, they started to imitate what they
heard. Most of them never got heyond
mimicry, but a few have mastered the tra-
ditional styles. John Miller, First Degree
Blues, is a Pennsylvanian who has made
the jump, -building on the music of blues
greats such as Blind Blake and Bo Carter
to create his own style. Miller's album
was recorded by Nick Perls for Blue
Goose, and it carries a warm endorsement
from guitar wizard John Fahey: “A
thoroughly enjoyable album—that’s quite
a change from AMr. Perls’s usual shit.”



It looks like the car stereo thief
has everything going for him.

Wrong!

It takes the car stereo thief about And with the purchase of extra
a minute to get inside your locked car. brackets, you've got a
That's right. car stereo for your

It takes him about half a second car, your
minute to remove your car stereo. recreational vehicle
That's wrong.

Because it's a Craig.

And you've already
removed it.

Craig has a complete
line of theft resistant
car stereos.
They just slide out and slide

No one can steal
your car stereo out of

Compton, California 90220

CRAIGC CAR STEREO

Use REACTS Card— Page 235.

and even your boat.

your car if itisn'tin it.
That's right.

Craig Corporation, 921 W. Artesia Blvd.,

| . In Canada: Craig Sales Agent—Withers Evans, Ltd.,
back in, connecting automatically. 2736 S.E. Marine Dr.. Vancouver 16, Canada.
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"I'here’s been
a change in Charger.
Its awhole new car.

For vears, Dodge Charger has made  backed up by optional louvered opera

a name for itself as a great personal car. windows.

Now, for 1975, Charger 1s a totally new And instde, this Charger has a lor of
car—the frst luxury Charger, a car that is personal touches. Like crushed velour up-
now borh very personal and very clegant. holstery. Carpetng right up the walls. It

We've named 1t the Charger Speaial even has a digital clock.

Edition, and we've restyled it, front to back. The all-new, Charger Special Edition

We've miven it a classic grille. A sculp- 1975 from Dodge. You'll love the change we

tured rear deck. Deep, stately side windows, made.

Inooducing Dodge Charger Special Edition’75

“You'll love the
change we made! A B
makuametmlnnodﬁ.'\
", 'Dependonit.

& CHRYSLER
MOTORS CORPDRATION

-




THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

Shm'tly after my boyfriend and I started
living together, he bought me one of
those bulletshaped vibrators. He said
that he wanted me to enjoy myself and to
learn more about my responses, Well. 1
really got into it or vice versa. [ hegan to
use the vibrator whenever he wasn't
home. He asked me once which was het-
ter—the vibrator or him—and I told him
the wuth: that 1 preferred him. OK.
But when he discovered that [ sometimes
masturbated while looking at pictures of
nude men, he Ireaked out. He tove up the
pictures and lelt a nasty note on our hed
saying that I really knew how to get 10
him. I don't understand. 1 feel that he in-
woduced me to a very heautilul expen
ence, then pulled the rug out lrom under
me, Can you explain his behaviors—>Niss
O. N.. Virginia Beach. Virginia.

It's a newe twist to the olid double stand-
ard. We'se received a suyprising num-
ber of letters suggesting that vibrators
invoke the old insecurities that lead o
iy of .«Im.»;n'f}'. the quest for the virgin
bride, etc. Your boyfriend’s [eay of com-
parison may be deep-seated and unveason-
able. hut it is nonetheless veal—even
when the object of comparison is a per-
manenily evect penis-shaped prece of plas-
tic or a two-dimensional photograph of
another man. He may be intimidated by
your ability to have multiple orgasms—
“How can you keep them from having
fun, after theywve had ecstasy?” The sit
wation is absurd but nei hopeless. Per-
haps someone will invent a vibvator that
becomes soft and noperable after froe
minutes use. Or mayhe your boyfriend
would agree to pose in the unde, so that
_]'Uh‘l' !””’h-\ Tl'””l‘l’f naot
threaten his ego. Liberation yequires pa-
tience. You might invile him to join you

masturbatory

in a session with the vibrator, so at leasi
he can have a hand in your pleasure. Give
il a vy

I'ul addicted 1o California table wines,
or under-the-table wines, as they're called
in some circles. A boutle doesn’t have to
have a cork in it to contain out-of-sight
vino. Maybe the Frendh will discover the
sarew cap someday and really geviton. To
my taste. nothing beats a gallon of moun-
tain red, pink Chablis or one ol the pop
wines. Still. 1 would like to add some class
to my act. Is it necessary 1o decant these
wines? H so. what are the mechanics of de-
canting?—]. M. R., Riverside, 1linois.
There are lwo reasons (o decant wine:
for appearance and Jor taste. Some peo ple
feel that you should always seroe a
wine in ils original bottle, so thal guesis
can see what they ave drinking. Others
feel that if they can't tell the difference,
then it doesn’t make a diffevence if you

transfer the wine (o a morve allraclive
contamer. Decanting for laste is usually
recommended only after a wine has aged
for ten years ov more. The procedure pre-
venls the sediment that forms during
aging from clouding the wine and the
flavoy. To decant an aged wine: Either let
the bottle stand for 24 howrs or bring it up
horizontally from the cellar. Uncork it
cavefully. Pour the wine slowly into a de-
canter. (A lishted candle placed beneath
the bottle swill allow you to see the sedi
ment.) Decant all but the last half inch or
so of wine, leaving the dregs. Since most
California wines are much younger than
{en years, it is nol necessary o decant
them for taste. If you want to do it for
appearances, ime. Qur ex=biker etiquette
expert, Treefeeling Tank. says that there
is only one way lo properly serve an
under-the-table wine. Grab the botile
firmly by the base and smash the neck
against the nearvest solid surface. Allow
the broken glass to settle, then pour the
wine down your throat. Shout “Yee-hah.”
wipe your mouth on your sleeve, pass the
bottle to a [riend, then pass oul.

A few months ago. you mentioned that
undressing in a sexy manner would really
“knock vour socks ofl.” I've got some
sense ol slang. but 1 had never heard that
phrase. Could vou be more exact about
s meaningz—F. O.. Butte, Montana.
Probably not. but try this on for size:
For reasons thal been ve-
aealed, male actors in early porno moiies

have never
always wore theiy socks while engaging in
sexual acts. A climax that would move
these jaded stars, that could make them
forget that they were in front of a cam-
eva, was said 1o have the poiver to “knock
your socks off > A nice yarn, eh?

E\'cl'}lunly and his brother want o be
singersongwriters—il  you believe the
newspapers, a decent janitor can’t get a
job in Nashville because ol all the hope-
ful musicians there. I'm not Kris Kristoll-
erson, but 1 would like to submit a
demonstration tape ol my songs 10 a
record company. What is the correct
procedurei—]. R. P., Chicago, Ilinois.

Ahmet Extegun, the founder of At
lantic Records, once told David Geffen,
the founder of Asylum Records, that the
way to get vich in the record business
was to “Walk slowly. Walk slowly and
maybe one day youw'll bump into a genius
and a genius will make you rich.” Nowa-
days, they let their cars do the walking:
Record companies such as Asylum and
Warner Bros. veceive hundreds of unsoli-
cited demo tapes each week, and most will
listen to cach one. The atlempls range
from studio-produced masters (o one guy’s

If you've got
sensitive skin,
Nnow you can
shave close.
And feel good

about it.

New Special Edge, with more
protective lubrication than any foam,
lets you press harder, shave close,
and still get a comfortable shave.
And that's something
a sensitive face can smile about.

EDGE is a trademark © 1974
§.C. Johnson & Son, inc., Racine, Wisc., U.S.A,
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puiting songs down on a three-and-a-half-
inch Diclaphone bell. Tape a micvoplone
to that broom you've been pushing, turn
on the old reel-toveel, send the resull lo
the company’s A&R department and
you've gol as much chance as the next
genius to be signed. Bul observe a few
rules and you might help the odds: At this
stage of the process, the companies don’t
care if you've written a hundred songs. All
they want to hear are your four or froe
best shots. They know that it is im prT.vsirh'
to brealk a new performer unless a few
of his tunes can get AM air plav—so
have the demo include your most com-
mercial wmalevial. Save the “art” for your
Rolling Stone interview and try for a
reasonably clean performance. They will
judge the tape for material, vocal and in-
strumental talent and production poten-
tial. (Remember “ American Bandstand™:
“And what would you give this, Avclie?”
“I'd give it away.”) Anything that you
do to make their job easier will be
appreciated. For instance, list the com po-
sitions in ovder on [he container, along
with additional info—ichoe wrote the
song, who the performer is, etc. Sepa-
rate the songs with picces of white 1ape
so they can find something that caught
their attention. Put your name. address
and telephone mwmnber on the reel or
casselte itself, so that, if the accompanying
letter gets lost, they will know who it
helongs to. Finally, it may take from two
to four weeks for a company to process
your tape. Don’t keep your fingers
erossed—yow’ll need those for practicing
licks—but good luck, anyway.

0\-131' the past few years, I've watched
television coverage of several state events.
including the funerals of two Presidents.
The commentators expliained most of the
ceremonies involved, but they failed to
discuss the 21-gun salute. What does the
number of guns signily>—R. D.. Wes
Springficld. Massachusetts.

The rank of the person being honored
determines the number of shots fivred. For
example, a 21-gun salute is fived for
chicfs of state, heads of government,
members of a voyal family and others of
comparable standing; it was once hknown
as a royal salute. Nineteen guns arve
fived  for ambassadors, cabinet mem-
bers, governors and officers above the
rank of admiral or general; salutes of 17,
15, 13, 11. 7 and 5 guns are fired for
persons of lesser rank. (The convention
of firing an odd nwumber is belicoed
to stem from an ancient naval supersii-
tion that an even number of shots is un-
Iucky.) In this country, the national
salute of 21 guns is fired on Lincoln’s
Birthday and Memorial Day. A 50-gun sa-
lute is fired on the Fourth of July. In
South Amevican countvies, the national
salute occurs whenever the military feels
lilke it and is commonly referved to as
a coup d'ctat.

My hushand and T have enjoyed our
king-size water bed for almost five years.
Recently, spurred by an advertisement in
rrLavsoy, we purchased satin sheets. We
love the sensuous feel, but we have en-
countered a problem. The surfaces are
almost  (riction-free; we are lorever
scarching for pillows that slither off the
bed during the night. Any suggestions>—
Mrs. AL ML, Baltimore, Maryland.

One of our editors had the same prob-
lem with satin sheets, only worse. He
claims that he spent half of one night
trying to pin down his date, who kept
slipping out from under him. (As we re-
call, the same thing used to happen when
e used percale sheets.) He subsequently
installed eyebolts in the frame of his
water bed, along with safety straps, and
developed a reputation as a bondage
freak. To take care of the disappearing
pillows, he had snaps sewn onto the bot-
tom sheet and one side of the pillowcases.
Strips of Velero (the zipperless zipper
material) would also work.

| began 1o lose my hair when I was
18—within a year I looked like a man of
15. Sexually, I was quite frustrated. T did
go with one girl for four years, during
which time 1 began to wear a wig. The
hairpiece made me less sclf-conscious
around other people. Now I am in gradu-
ate school. 1 meet literally hundreds of
girls and date frequently. However, when
a girl wants to have sex, I become para-
noid about her knocking off my wig and
I can’t make a move; my dates can’t
understand my sudden shyness. Nothing
ever happens; 1 feel half hum:n at times.
Do you have any advice?—A. A., Cam-
bridge, Massachusetts.

Surve, the same advice we gave in the
above letter. Have snaps or strips of Vel
cro sewn into your scalp and hairpicce.
That should stop the wandering wig. It
seems to us that the wig has made you
anything but less self-conscious. Yonu
wear the thing, date a lol but don’t have
sex. Why not throw it away and go as
yourself? You might date less frequenily,
but at least you would have more sex.
Then you could worry about something
really sevious—like bad breath or wheth-
er your deodorant is still working.

Boys‘ schools and naval bases have al-
wiays been the breeding ground of the
idea that salipeter can lower the male
sex drive. I know that is nonsense. but
several people at work say that there is
now a chemical that diminishes the crav-
ings of the homiest guy. True?—C. K.,
Houston. Texas.

Yes, there are several. Last year, “Forum
Newsfront” reported on a British product
(benperidol) that would undo the trick.
Now the Scheving Corporation of West
Germany (wheve else?) has deocloped a

form of chemical castration. Androcur
(the company’s trade name for cypro-
terone acctate) inhibits the junction of
the male sex hormone testosterone. Tes-
fosterone is a primary source of sexual
desive—it activates the evolic centers in
the brain and is a biological prerequisite
for orgasm (ie., it is vital to sperm
production, erection and  ejaculation).
Sexual altraction can raise the level
of blood tesiosterone.  Anxicly. stress,
defeat, humiliation and depression can
result in low testosterone levels. Androcin
does the same thing as the latier, with
grealer cfficiency. The drug has been
used lo freat compulsive sex criminals
in several European countries—after a
few weeks on the diug, both the spirit
and the flesh are unwilling, uninteresied
and unable. (Potency veturns when the
treatment is stopped.) The Germans be-
lieve that Androcur may be used to treat
couples with unequal sex drives. A spokes-
man for Schering, Dr. A. W. Hircus,
suggested: “There’s no reason why a very
small dosage of the drug could not be
given to a hypersexual husband. It
would reduce him to a ‘once-aweek’ man
if, in fact, that 15 what his wife wanis.”
Of course, if his once-a-week urge doesn’t
concide with her once-a-week willingness.
then there’s trouble. The drug is not
available in the Uniled States—before
it can be sold here, it must pass vather
stringent tests. Since the male sex hor-
mones also influence nonsexual behavior
such as encrgy, appetite and aggressive-
ness, the side effects of Androcur might
not be desivable. Imagine if the drug fell
inio the wrong hands. Radical guerrillas
might dump a large quantity into the
water-supply system of Pasadena and no
one would ever know.

The other morning, I rose before my
hoyfriend and spent several minutes
watching him sleep. I noticed that he de-
veloped an erection just before he woke
up. I remember reading that this is one
of the indications that a person is dream-
mg—rapid cye movements being anoth-
er. Do you think he would mind if 1
performed fellatio on his sleeping organ
some morning>—>Miss C. W.. Kansas City.
Kansas.

Go ahead and blow rveveille—then
youw'll veally see some rapid eye move-
ments.

All veasonable questions—from  fash-
1on, food and drink, steveo and sporis carvs
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette—
will be pevsonally answered if the writer
includes a stamped, self-addressed en-
velope. Send all letiers to The Playboy
Aduisor, Playboy Blrih!ing, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, llinois 60611. The
most provocative, perlinent quervies will
be presented on these pages cach month.
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Spend a .'
with Raleigh.

And discover really satisfying tobacco taste. Introducing
Raleigh Extra Milds

You're ready for action any{imeﬁ\

with this 17 jewel Sea Hunter Mild natural flavor
watch by Bulova. Water and Lowered tar
shock resistant, unbreakable
mainspr‘ng. YOUrS for free B&W BRAOWN & WILLIAMSON TOBACCO CORP.
(c:)ﬁuepvoe?i. ;gi:glfufggfgigg”a Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

' That Cigarette Smaking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
To see over 1000 gifts, write
for your free Gift Catalog: Extra Milds, 13 mg. "tar,” 0 .9 mg. nicotine; Filter Kings,
Box 12, Louisville, Ky. 40201. / 16 mg. “tar,” 1.1mg. nicotine; Longs, 17 mg. “tar.”

1.1 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report Mar. ‘74



All the reasons you had
for not buying 4-channel

Introducing the

It plays everything in
4-channel. Yet it isn't
complicated. Doesn’t
cost abundle. And it
even remembers your
stereo collection.
The Panasonic
RE-8585 lets you hear

4-channel records, tapes ||
and broadcasts. And
because it's a discrete
system, it lets you hear
4-channel the way it /|
should be heard. !
Through four separate
and distinct
channels of sound.
That's why RCA,
Warner, Elektra, Atlantic

why every 4-channel
8-track tape is

just disappeared.

Panasonic RE-8585.

and other recording companies
chose discrete for their
4-channel records. And

recorded in discrete.
To hear all this

4-channel music,
the RE-8585 gives
you all this:

An 11" automatic
record changer with
our built-in CD-4
demodulator and semi-
conductor cartridge for
4-channel records.

An 8-track tape player
for 4-channel cartridges.
An FM/AM/FM stereo
radio that also plays

i 4-channel broadcasts.
And four full-range air-
suspension speakers.

The RE-8585 even
' improves the sound
| of stereo records,

Jf tapes and broadcasts
thanks to our exclusive
Quadruplex IV “circuitry.

The Panasonic RE-8585.
It's one of our Series 44"
systems. But it's also
all the reasons you
need to enjoy
4-channel now.

%

D)

Panas

Discrete 4-Channel

onic.




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

REPEALING SEX LAWS

Sexual intercomrse between unmarried
adults 18 no longer a crime in El Monte,
California. There were three laws on the
books here under the title ol immorality,
one forbidding asking a member ol the
opposite sex 1o have nonmarital inter-
course, one prohibiting going 1o any pri-
vate place Tor such intercourse and one
lorbidding providing a room [or that
purpose. 1 am proud o have been the
councilman who proposed the repeal of
these laws, which was carried unanimous-
ly by the city council. T intend to con-
tinue 1o work [or repeal of laws thar
encroach on  individual  [reedom  and
privacy.

Tom Keiser, Councilman
L1 Monte, Calilornia

CONSIDERATE WOMAN

I'he Calilornia penal code’s definition
of prostitution is “any lewd act bhetween
persons for moncey or other considera-
tion.” And The Real Estate Handbook
states “Comsidermion means  that each
party 1o a contract has received or has
been promised something ol value from
the other party. . . . In most stares, in-
cluding  Calilornia, and  aflection
have value as good consideration.”

Does this mean my girlfriend is a
hooker?

love

William A. Collingwood
Long Beach, Calitornia

BIG AND PROUD

All ol a sudden, 1 have become aware
ol a growing movement 1o make large
penises unfashionable. When I was in
high school the guys in the locker room
were envious ol my nuissive member (ten
inches erect. but they never saw i that
way): the givls in college loved it (they
did see it thar wavy: and my wile (who
sees it thae way a lot of the time) has
never complained  alter nine years ol
murriage and two children.

But now sex rescarchers are playing
down the uselulness of a large penis in
satislactory sexual rvelationships, Articles
on sex repeatedly state that a woman
can'e well the dilterence bhetween a large
and a small penis during  intercourse.
Widely I encounter in print and in con-
versation the myvth thar men with large
penises don’t bother 10 develop love
making skills. which is as false as the leg-
end that beautiful women are lousy in
bed. And I've just vead a leter in the Au-
pust Playboy Advisor from a man with an

I-inch penis who can’t get any ass he-
cause women are scared of his size.

I'm  beginning 10 suspect that  the
media are dominated not by the Eastern
liberal establishment nor by a homosex-
ual conspiracy but by a cabal ol penile
Lilliputians.

(Name withheld by request)
Memphis, Tennessee

EQUAL THINGS
In the July Playboy Forum. a Holly-
wood woman who describes hersell as
experienced raises the question, “Given
equal ability to make love. is the man
with the large penis more pleasings”
This at least moves discussion of the im-
portance of penis size bevond the sterco-
typic view that men with large penises
don’t bother 10 learn lovemaking skills
while men with small penises are fine
artists in bed. But  the  experienced
woman [rom Hollywood still puts the
question in an unrealistic way, heciuse
there's no such thing as two men having
“equal ability to make love” T guess |
could call myself an experienced woman,
100, and what I've lound is that nowhere
does the uniqueness ol each person come
out so fully as in bed. When 1 analyee
what makes a particular sexual encoun-
ter more or less pleasant, [ hind thin
there are literally hundreds ol Tactors in
mysell, in my partner and in the situa-
vion, all of which make a difference. The
time of day. the weather, the color of the
man’s eves, the meal 1 just ate, the man's
over-all imelligence, the wature of o
relavionship. the conversations we have.
the color ol the ceiling in the room
where we make love—any of these could
be more important than the size ol his
penis. The whole business is [ar too won-
derfully and subtly complicied for any
ol us 10 single out one Lictor as the key.
(Name withheld by request)
Minncapolis, Minnesota

SEXUAL CYCLE

The June Playboy Forum included a
letter from an ANONVINots  woman  in
New Jersey who is now enjoving wha
she calls “completely free sex.™ T don't
think she knows what s all about yer. ]
went her route: f[rom men 1 loved 10
men I had strong feelings about, then o
men I Jiked, finally to anvone sexually
attractive—and then [ got bored with
sex. I went back 10 men 1 liked and now
I'm back 10 those T like a log, and T sus-
peat soon I may stick only 1o the ones (or
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even one) 1 love. One I love taught me
the joy of total surrender (which can be
experienced by both men and women)
and I can’t surrender to someone I don't
love. Afer feeling that thrill, anything
else seems hardly worth while. Oh, if T get
really horny, a good screw is pleasant,
but it doesn’t equal making love. And
sometimes waiting lor the real thing
makes it better,

Bersy Bassett

San Francisco, California

SACROSANCT SEX

As rravsoy well knows, the old, rigid
doctrinal rules against nonmarital sex
have no rational basis, and fears of vene-
real disease, pregnancy and social disap-
proval are no longer elfective deterrents.
However, this doesn’t justify your per-
missive approach to sex. Casual sex is
harmlul because something priceless, the
sexual faculty, is used frivolously. Using
a body—one's own or another's—as an
object lor sensual graification is de-
humanizing.

Sex should express and enhance the
total intimacy of 1two people. Complere
intimacy might sometimes be found out-
side of marriage, but it's unlikely—in-
deed, even some marriages don't achieve
i. Without intimacy and permanence,
one’s body can only be of low and wransi-
tory importance to one’s partner, which
makes for a serious loss of sell-esteen.

Sex is not bad: it's good—possessing
the power to express and sirengthen love
and 1o create life. It shouldn’t be used in
ways that demean it

Ernest Bishop
Cincinnau, Ohio

You're not really saying that sex is
good; you're sayimg only one kind of sex
ix good and all the vest ave havmful and
destructive 1o self-esteem. But why must
a casual, mainly physical encounter in-
volve using people as objects? 1f you
meel an alivactive sirangey and she wants
to go to bed with you and you with her,
you've simply empathizing with her and
treating hey as a subject with a will of
her own by doing it. Malloy, in “From
Herve to Eternity,” said, “I've never laid
a woman that I didn’t love.” For people
like lm, sex and one's partner are al-
ways significant.

Sex always offers something valuable
to people, otherwise they wouldn’t do il
50 often. The value in cach case has to be
judged by the people involved, not just
on the basis of whether or not they're
married. The fact that sex is good doesn’l
mean it has to be saved for special occa-
stons, like a Christmas cookic. As some-
one ance satd, cven when sex is bad, it's
still pretty good.

SHAMEFUL SEX

Even though orgasm is supremely pleas-
ant and ity attainment is virtwous for
marricd couples, 1t is o me something
bestial and  shameful. Quite  [rankly,

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

COHABITING COP

CORAL GABLES, FLORIDA—A 25-year-old
policeman, suspended for a month be-
cause he vefused to stop living with his
givifriend, says he will fight the action in
conurt. Three fellow officers and a woman
police clevk stopped living with their re-
spective housemates in com pliance with
an ordey from the police chief, who cited
a 106-year-old state law against cohabita-
tion. The suspended officer vefused on
the grounds that he had made binding fi-
nancial avvangements with his givlfriend
when they jointly purchased a boat and
the trailey in which they live and that the
order violates his civil vights.

THAT OLD-TIME RELIGION

TOWSON, MARYLAND—A county circuit
court judge has decided not 1o jail froe
members of a fundamentalist religious
cult convicted of various sex cvimes, rang-
ing from attempled yape of a 12-year-old
girl to unnatural sex acts. After deciding
that the secl’s “orgies” were noncoercive
and religiously inspived, the judge said,
“All ave eccentric, but I did not jail any

of them, because T felt they were not
criminals in the ovdinary sense and they
posed nao danger to the community.”” He
suspended the sentences and advised one
defendant to seek psychiatric help. He
did not so aduvise the others, he said, be-
cause “if they think they arve hearing the
word of God, they are not going to listen
to any shrink.”

SOVIET SEX

voscow—dA  Soviet Union sex study
maintains that Russian women get salis-
faction ont of sex more often than
do women in Britain and France. The

187-page manual, titled “Female Sexual
Pathology™ and ostensibly published for
doctors, says that only 1S percent of
Souvtet women never experience orgasm
compared with about 10 percent of wom-
en in Britain and France. The manual
Suggests caviar as a treatment for frigidity
and noles that vodka helps overcome in-
hibitions, but it still editorializes against
premarital sex, claiming il “can be a
source of severe psychic distuybances and
can lead 1o social impoverishment of the
personality.”

OUT OF THE CLOSET

BLOOMINGTOX, INDIANA—An extensive
study by two sociologists indicates that
admitied homosexuals enconnter much
less discrimination and yejection from
family, friends and employeys than do
men who try to keep their homosexuality
a secrel. Martin 5. Weinberg and Colin
I. Williams, vesearchers at Indiana Uni-
verstty's Institute for Sex Reseavch, inter-
viewed 2437 homosexuals in the United
States, the Netherlands and Denmark.
Thewr study, published by the Oxford
University Press, also found that:

= Homosexuals and bisexuals appear
to be as psychologically healthy as the
general population.

= In highevstatus occupations, homo-
sexuals are more likely to be covert and
to identify with thew social class instead
of with other homaosexuals.

= Older homosexuals have no morve psy-
chological problems than younger ones.

= Americans arve less tolevant of homo-
sexuality than the Dutch or the Danes.

POT-POURRI

WASHINGTON, D.c.—Contrary o (the
populay belief that marijuana-law en-
forcement is slackening, police are mak-
ing more pot busts than ever. According
to FBI figures, 4205700 people weve
arrested on marvijuana chavges in 1973, a
13 percent increase over the previous year,

Other news:

s In Varginia, a stale-wide suwvey indi-
cates that about 500,000 vesidents have
smoked or are smoking marijuana, al-
though ooer-all drug nwse in the stale
is somewhat lower than the national
average.

= A Federal Government report on al-
cohol and health veveals that alcohol
use exceeds marijuana use among tecnag-
ers and that drinking is “now almost uni-
versal” among 18- 10 20-year-olds.

= A two and a half year study funded
by the Department of Health, Education
and Welfare has failed to discover any




cutdence of chromosome damage caused
by marijuana use.

= The woman mayor of Millstone, New
Jersey, and her husband have been
chavged with possessing one marijuana
plant and less than 25 grams of mari-
Juana at their home.

« In Thomaston, Georgia, police
chavged a 20-year-old man with breaking
mto the Upson County jail compound
and {rying to steal the marijuana plant
being grown theve for the purpose of
fanuliarizing police officers with the ap-
pearance of the weed. A givl who was
wailing outside was charged with aiding
and abetting.

R-RATED RAID

crovis, New vexico—Police raided a
local dvive-tn theater and arrested 23
youths between the ages of 12 and 17
who were watching an R-rated mouvie.
The vaid was orderved by distyict aliorney
Fred Hensley as part of a cvackdown on
theaters that were not enforcing age
limits. The fm, “Run, Virgin, Run”
was confiscated, the theater owner was
charged ith  conducting a  public
nuisance and the juveniles were held as
“children in need of supevoision™ until
their pavenis came to get them at the po-
lice stalion.

PORN AND PYROMANIA
LITTLE ROCK, ARKANsas—Police have

fled arson chavges against a 34-year-old
man accused of protesting an adult book-
store and two movie theaters by means
of a homemade flame thrower. Armed

with a pesticide sprayer filled with flam-
mable liquid, the suspect managed 1o
burn $3000 seorth of hooks and magazines
at the stove; then he caused extensive
damage to a drive-in theater and minor
damage 1o a theater showing X-rated filins
before the police caught up with him.

WHAT'S GOOD FTOR THE GANDER
HARRISBURG. PENNSYLVANIA—The  su-
preme conrl of Pennsylvania has vuled
that a wife may vecover damages for loss
of her husband’s sexual functions in acci-
dent cases. Men alveady have the right to
collect for such a loss in theiy wives, and
the court held that the equal-rights
amendmment to the stale constilution

antomatically extends the same right to
women.

SHEARING THE FLOCK

MONTREAL—A  local priest has been
sued for $80,000 by a physician who
claims the clergyman seduced his wife
and broke uf their marriage while acting
as their spivitual advisor. The suit alleges
that the priest’s counseling sessions with
the wife included sexual relations on
out-of-town trips and that the priest ve-
cetved 510,000 that the physician gave
lo his wife—at the priest’s suggestion—
“so she could become financially more
independent.”

Meanwhile, the supreme court of
Texas has vuled that a husband cannot

collect damages from the Dallas Episco-
pal diocese or its bishop just becnuse a
priest in the diocese had a sexuwal aflair
with his wife after the two met in a con-
fessional. The husband’s suit, charging
alienation of affection, contended that
the bishop and the diocese weve finan-
cially liable for the conducl of the priest,
but the court disagreed. It concurred
with an appeals-court yuling that “If the
servant has turned aside from the mas-
ter's business to pursue a mission or frol-
ic of hus own, he is clearly not engaged in
the master’s business so as 1o create
liability upon the master for his wrong.”

THE BUG KILLERS

ortawa—The Canadian Parlinment
has passed stvict laws against intercepling
private conveysations and has prohibited
the purchase, possession or sale of elec-
tronic survcillance devices. Hlegal bug-
ging new carries a penalty of up 1o five
years in prison and a convicted offender
may also be ordered to pay up to $5000
damages to the bugging victim, who can
seek additional damages in civil court.
In the few situations where police can
oblain  court-authorized wire taps, the
subject of the bugging must be nolified
aftevward within 90 days that he had been
under such swrveillance.

I'm happy that, as a Catholic priest,
I'm going to remain celinate lor the rest
of my life on carth. The uncontrolled
panting, Il(f:u'illg. grimacing, grunting,
moaning, dawing, cdutching and shud-
dering that inevitably accompany a real-
ly intense climax strike me as a pitilul
aflront o human  dignity. And since
man, unlike the animals, is a supremely
dignified creature made in the image of
God, T believe that such an affront de-
serves to be called bestial.

The reason sex is shameful lies in orig-
inal sin. As a result of Adam and Eve's
disobedience o God, their sexuality be-
came mysteriously corrupted, so that they
immediately felt ashamed ol it. grabbed
lor the hig leaves and sought privacy for
copulation. The current anthropological
trend is to define man as the wolmaking
animal. I believe it would be much more
accurie o define him as the 1wool-cov
ering animal, since the sense ol shame
about sex seems to beset all human
societies.

The Rev. Brian Harrison
Adelaide, Australia

Now that’s a refreshing letter. Too
many clergymen applaud sex in an cffort
to be worldly, fashionable and relevant,
and then come up with a dozen sophisti-
cated-sounding reasons for not engaging
il Heve's one who's genuinely offended
by the snovting and writhing of the beast
with two backs.

We turned Father Harvvison's fig-leaf
theory over to onr anthropology depari-
ment and got a different interpreiation:
Primitive man sought sexual privacy be-
cause in the throes of interconrse he was
vulnerable to sneak attack; and he cov-
eved his sex organ because it was especial-
ly sensttive to injury and tended to hang
just about at thornbush level. Note the
similarities between the loincloth and the
jockstrap.

GRASS AND SEXUALITY

rraynoy readers will doubtless be in-
werested in the results of the most exten-
sive British study ol Cannabis since the
1894 Indian Hemp Drugs Commission. In
the report, The Cannalis Experience:
An Interpretive Study of the Effecis of
Marijuana and Hashish (Peter Owen,
Lud.. London), Calvin Hernton, a sociol-
ogist, and I, a psychiawrist, present first-
hand statements from more than 500
Cannabis users.

To reach our conclusions, we used new
computer-aided techuiques for analyzing
and comparing our subjects’ reports. The
heart of the study consists ol a thorough
exploration ol the experiences that the
drug can induce. These depend on the
basic variables ol  personality, prior
familiarity, environment, quantity and
quality of the drug and degree of the
high. Physically, Cannabis is a powerful
relaxant and sleep inducer, but it can
also be a stimulant. It is on perception
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that Cannabis has some of its more re-
markable effects. Sight, sound, touch,
taste and smell can all become more in-
tense. In consequence. Cannabis seems o
have significant. aphrodisiac properties.
The vast majority of women and men
made statements similar to these: “Sex is
much nicer when high: it always seems 1o
go on longer; everything about it is im-
proved” and “to turn on and go o bed
with a member of the opposite sex is an
incredible experience. Arcas ol pleasure
on the body are so sensitive and the fecl-
ings of involvement in the situation as a
whole become much more intense.”
Other important indings are that pot
is not addictive, does not in itself lead to
the use of other drugs and is not con-
nected with physical or emotional illness
or antisocial behavior.
Joseph H. Berke, M.D.
London, England

TIME, NEWSWEEK AND NORML

Last spring, the National Organiza-
tion lor the Reform of Marijuana Liws
tricd to buy space in Time and News-
week 1o place an ad favoring marijuana
decriminalization. The ad showed Queen
Victoria in caricature, smoking a joint,
and was headlined “LAST YEAR, 300000
AMERICANS WERE ARRESTED FOR SMOKING

AN HERLB THAT QUEEN VICTORIA USED
REGULARLY FOR MENSTRUAL CRAMPS.”

To our chagrin, neither publication
would sell us space, and neither would
tell us why. We submitted a different ad
reading “ENOUGH PEOFLE WERE ARRESTED
FOR MARIJUANA IN 1973 TO EMPTY THE
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WIHOLE CITY OF ST. PAUL, MINNESOTA, DON'T
YOU THINK IT'S 1IME WE STOPPEDR?” This,
too, wis rejected. Time simply would
not give us its reasons for not iccepting
the ad; we had an indicition rom News-
week that our ad might be acceptable il
nmuarijuana were legal—a perfect exam-
ple of Catch-22.

Of course, a publisher has the right 1o
accept or reject any advertisement and
no one can force lim to give reasons for
his actions, but he then has to take the
responsibility—and  the  criticism. Per
haps Time and Newsweek simply want
ed 1o avoid offending those of then
readers who support a punitive policy
on marijuana. But they have as much as
told the rest of us that they're unwilling
cven to "(‘" SI);IC(‘.‘ Lo I)I'Ol“f)t(.' a r{.‘[(l]'l“
that would keep thousands of Kids out
ol jail.

R. Keith Swoup. Executive Direcior
National Organization [or the

Relorm of Marijuana Laws
Washington, D.C.

Not every medium for advertising is as
uptight about ads supporting mavijuana-
law veform. The Playboy Foundalion
contributes 1o NORML and, of course,
riaysoy and  Oui have  published
NORMUL's ads. New York City's Metro-
politan Transit Authority agreed to sell
NORML space on city buses for posters.

And even that solid citizen of the news-
paper world The Wall Swreet Journal
looked askance at 'Time and Newsweek's
aciion, remarking that “the newsmags
arven’t all that trendy.” The Journal
added, “Newspapers cherish their right
to turn down advertising, but this right
assumes that the people they reject will
still be able to air their views somewhere
clse. So our hat goes off to New York's
M.T.A. for ils service to [ree specch.”

CALIFORNIA POT REFORM

Alter a year of hearings, the Califor
nia state senate Selece Committee on the
Control of Mijuana has issued a final
report calling for the removal of all
criminal penalties for the private use
and  possession of mavijuana. The in
quiry concluded, “Even assuming mari-
juana has some undesirable or harmiul
propertics, attempts  at  prohibition
through utilization of the criminal law is
not a proper approach in conwrolling
these properties and eftecs.”

The committee found that over 400.000
Californians have bheen mrested on mari
juana charges since 1960, and more than
hall of these arrests have been made in
the last three years for which official
statistics are available, 1970, 1971 and
1972, In 1972, for example, marijuana
arvests comprised 22 percent of all adult
felony wrrests in Calilornia.  Approxi-
mately S100,000,000 is spent annually 10
enforce  California’s  marijuana  laws;
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The 3-pipe
collection.

Here are three different ways to enjoy smoking. The result of years
of perfecting three different kinds of pipes. You'll want to have at least
one of each for your collection.

MILDER: KAY WOODIE

Custom-crafted from the world's finest hand-selected

brar. Aged and cured as only Kaywoodie knows how.
Hand-shaped, hand-worked to look as good as they
smoke. Dnnkless fitment condenses moisture,
traps tars. $7.95 to $100.

SWEETER:
YELLO-BOLE

No breaking-in. Real honey-caked bowls
give you mild, flavorful smoke from the first
pipeful. [f you're not uamp]etdy satisfied, retum
pipe with sales slip and we will refund
your purchase price. $2.95 to $7.95.

DRIER: MEDICO

Change the filter and your pipe 1s clean. The
66 balfles in replaceable, absorbent Medico
filters trap juices, tars, nicotine...make smoking
cleaner, cooler. Nylon bits are guaranteed bite-proof.

Pipes: $2.95 to $30.00. Medico Filters: regular,
menthol, charcoal, 10 for 15¢.

KAYWOODIE/ YELLO-BOLE/MEDICO
The Worlds Favorite Pipes

clearly there’s a need to reappraise law-
enforcement priorities.

State senator George Moscone of San
Francisco, chairman of the committee,
plans on imroducing legislation nexe vear
to implement the committee’s major
recommendations. NORML  {ully  sup-
ports this proposed legislation and plans
to make a major eflort o decriminalize
marijuana in California in 1975,

Gordon S. Brownell

West Coast Coordinator

National Organization for the
Reform of Marijuana Laws

San Francisco, California

BY ANY OTHER NAME
The California Department of Cor-
rections has come up with a new cuphe-
mism for prisoners who inform on lellow
inmates. Are vou ready? Constructive
feedback!
Roy L. McCollough
Vacaville, Calilornia

NADER'S PARADOX

Considered in itsell, Ralph Nader's
report “Setting the Faas Free” (The
Playboy Forum, July) states a position
I agree with. When viewed in comrast
to Nader's statements regarding  the
desirability of Governmental regulation
ol goods and services, it's sheer hy
pocrisy. Nader believes the Government
cimnot be wrusted to deade what in-
formation or ideals are good lor the
people. but, when it comes o industrial
prmhlch. Nader has long advocted Gov-
ernment power to control quality and
prices in the name of protecting the con-
sumer. Somehow Nader has concluded
that consumers are not competent to dis-
criminate  among alternative  producas
and the daims of their vendors. and that
businessmen  cannot  be  permiued  to
offer anything they want at whatever
price they wish to set.

Freedom s freedom, damn . 1L it
means being able 1o accept or reject as
well as espouse any ideas through any
medium  of  communication,  then it
should also mean being able 10 accept or
reject as well as o sell any products or
services in free and open markets.

Jerry L. Jordan

St. Louis, Missouri

CRASHING SYMBOLS

Winston Churchill once penned the
motto “In victory, magnanimity.” Such
a  senument, however, rarcly moves
newly liberated people. In Cairo, alter
the overthrow of King Faruk, national-
ist zealots destroyed Shepheard’s Horel,
where  British  colonial  mucky-mucks
used to stay. And in Dublin a few years
back, some long-stewing Irishman blew
up a monument to English naval hero
Lord Horatio Nelson. The breasts ol
liberated women, it would seem. are
stirred by similar urges to expunge even
the svmbols of oppression. Feminists in
New York, who had already invaded and



©1974 Polaroid Corporation. Polaroid® SX-70™ Leather carrying case optional.
*Comparison based on suggested list prices of Model 2 and deluxe model at original price.

Polaroid’s
SX-70 Land camera.
Now there are two
models. (The Model 2
costs $30 less.*)

We had fun inventing it.
Now it's your turn.




PLAYBOY

66

The case of the
disappearing dial.

The super sound sleuth who solved
it is the amazing new Clarion 617.
The in-dash, B-track car stereo
with a radio dial that flips up
to become a cartridge slot.
It's ultra compact, faster
loading.

The Clarion 617 has
everything from improved
AM/FM stereo reception
and RF stability to vertical
head tracking, LED indicator
lights, a power output circuit
that protects against overload
and a special adjustable shaft to
fit the dash of most cars.

Why not investigate the brilliant 6177
Write for complete information . . .
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~ @ Clarion

MODEL 617 Corporation of America

5500 Rosecrans Ave., Lawndale, Ca. 90260
421 N. Midland Ave . Saddle Brook, N_). 07662

For 50°welll tell you
how tomake it from coast
to coast by Canoe.

Canoe Cologne by [)uno.‘mude in France
for the guy who makes it everywhere, tells you where to make it. For our guide to the bars,
the discos, the best places, send 50¢ to Cance. P.O. Box 386. Bellmore, N.Y. N710.

imegrated  thar former male sanciuary,
the Men's Bir of the Biltmore Hotel,
have now obtained a court order dearee-
ing that it can’t even be called the Nen's
Bar anymore.

I wonder what they will end up call
ing itz the Human Barz the People’s
Barz It might be interesting o call it the
Women's Bar and see il sainy men protest.

Irving Grossman
New York, New York
How abowt the Bar None?

THE SCAPEGOAT

Richard Nixon is gone. I've alwavs he-
lieved him 10 be a dangerous man and 1
do not feel sorry for him now, but as |
watched his lellow politicians sell-right-
cously closing in to himish him oft. several
vagrant thoughts sprang o mind. One
was the rival ol the scapegoar. People in
Biblical umes used o symbolically trans-
ler all their sins w a goat (I'm not quite
sure how this was done) and drive 1t out
ol town. Then they would tell themselves
all the evil was gone from their midst.
I'hey were wrong. of course, and the evil
among them probably Hourished all the
more while their guard was down. Also,
in the days when they had public hang-
ings. pickpockets used to have their best
pickings in the aowds ol people who
were watching some  poor guy being
\ll"l.ln:_: \ll).

1 think in the post-Watergate era we'd
better Keep a tight grip on our wallets.

Thomas Daley
Boston, Massachusetts

PILL FEARS
I was interested in vour comments 1o
Miss G. Carter about contraceprives for
males (The Playboy Forum. June). Like
her. T had alwavs suspected that male
doctors had devised birth-control pills
for women because they saw no reason
why the inferior sex shouldn’t bear the
burdens ol contraceptive responsibility
and side effeas. 1 found your description
ol the complexity ol the sperm-producing
svstem and the rechnical difhiculties ol
developing a male pill very enlightening.
I hope researchers develop a chemical
male contraceptive soon. I use a dia-
phragm. though I find it a nuisance and
I worry that it might fail sometime. I
wish I could use oral conmracepuves. b
I've been frightened by all those stories
ol cancer, blood clots and other disorders
being linked with the pill.
{Name withheld by request)
Cincinnati. Ohio
A Brash study, the lavgest ever done
on the effecis of orval contrace piroes,
states. " The estimated visk at the present
time of using the pill is one that a prop-
erly informed woman should be happy
to take.” The Royal College of General
Practitioners, after  obseviung 16,000
women, hall on the pill and half not,
for four years, confirmed that some wom-
en do suffer adverse effects. No new



1 1=

! 1 (T P 1 'l Hin
Ll SRS R U |;IH.H; ‘T'l-"“'

N

PERSUNALITY OF THE YEAH'

ora

YOUR WATCH MAKING YOL
“AMISSING PERSON?

m At first, people just look at their watches and sigh.

NS Then they try to think up good reasons for your
; R N loteness.
e \ \=] (Like maybe your car was stolen.)

\ When you finally show up, what do you tell
them? "It was my watch's fault!
Of course, if you had an Accutrontuning fork
watch, you couldn't say that.
You'd be guaranteed the right time to within one
minute a month* Month after month, without
any winding.
So if you were ever late, you'd have to find
some other patsy.

BULOVA ACCUTRON"

For men and women.

His: 822520 Dote ord doy Heowy irk brocelet $225 Hers. H22906 Matching hnk brocele!. $150. You Il fird many other styles ot hine jewelry ord depor tment
stores. From $95. *Timekeeping wall be adjusted 1o this toleronce, i necessary, if returned 1o Accutron decler from whom purchased vathin one yeor from dote of purchose. © Bulove Watch Co., Inc.
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harmful effects were discovered, thouoh,
and it turned oul that some suspected

N risks weve nonexistent. The report con-
OW firms that blood clots are about six times
more common among pill users. Accord-

(] mg to an earlier British study, for ex

ample, in the 20- to 34-year-old vange, 0.2

rOW l women oul of 10,000 not on the pill

@ died of strokes and clotting  diseases,

whereas there were 1.5 deaths per L0 iy
women among pill users. However, this

The whiskey

hat whi

that whispers.

vrisk, as well as other effects, can be
reduced by the use of the low-estrogen
birth-contvol pills that have been avail
able since 1970. There is no evidence of
any connection belween the pill and can-
cer, though it will take longer observation
lo rule out a link absolutely. It turns out
that therve ave some beneficial side effects,
too, such as the casing of menstrual dis-
orders and reduced mcidence of non-
cancerous breast i ps, ovarian cysts and
acne. Dv. Cliflord Kay, recorder of the
study, cautiously declaved, “We seem 1o
be on to a good thing.”

BIRTH-CONTROL CONTROL

In these days of continuing controver
sy over the legality and morality of abor-
tion, it may SUNprise  PLAYBOY'S readers
to lewrn that more than hall of the
people in the U.S. live in states where
access o comraceptives is stll surialy
limited, which makes it exwremely difh

Crow nght “hlSkey ‘ﬂ—:p cult lor some people to practice birth

LIGHT WHISKEY = EIGHTY PROOF « CROW DISTILLERY COMPANY = LOUISVILLE, KENTUCKY control.

In both New York and Calilornia, lor

What ﬁsl-l.wa lmms example, condoms and nonprescription
foams cannot be sold by anyone other

than a pharmacist, and in New York,

to the Prou [ﬂ'mtograﬂ-len contraceptive  products may not be ad-
vertised or even displayed on a shop

Want to be just as proud of the pictures you counter. An attempt earlier this year to
take as you are of your family? You can if e \ P repeal this law fmled in the New York
you own a Yashica electronic SLR. These asidica : State legislature (Forum Newsfront, Oc-
cameras have amazing features. Like [ g, LS tober). Furthermore. it is illegal [or any-
a transistorized computer brain. So you can § ' one in New York, including physicians
take ‘sharp. clear pictures and slides and pharmacists. 1o sell or provide con-
anywhere. Wllhout any fuss. And never miss traceptives o anvone under the age of
those “once in a lifetime shots™ again. Our 16 P L e e
TL Electro-X and its budget priced brother the k—gvan 1b he- gy e LTiadl Sluce
TL Electro (shown) are waiting for you at lho_us:md.s ol girls become pregnant in
your local Yashica dealer. their early It'l:ll.-u—_-wlth abortion the [re-
: - quent result—this scems a particularly

aruel law.

It is the supposedly conservative South
that is most liberal with respear to con-
traceptives. For example, there are almost
no legal limitations on contraceptive pro-
motion or sale in Alabama, Georgia,
Florida, Novth Carolina, South Carolina,
Texas and Tennessee. States that are
alleged o be more progressive—~Cali
fornia, Michigan, Massachusens, New
Jersey, New York and Pennsylvania—
ironically, all have severe restrictions on
the sale and advertising of contraceptives.

Population  Services International  is
filing suit in the sute of New York con-

%f > YASHICA testing  the  constutionality  of  that

’ EI.}-.TH)NKZ CAMERAS... state’s very oppressive law. In the likely
. 0 its a whole new thing event that this legal contest goes all the
= VABHICA Ing., 30.17, Qugana Boievard, Woadside, New York 11317 way to the U.S. Supreme Court, we
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The best

keeps getting better:

The predecessor to this Pioneer
AM-FM stereo receiver established a
tradition of value in its class. And
we’'ve made the completely new and
more powerful SX-535 even better.

The SX-535 has the quality work-
manship, precision engineering and
design excellence that are so
important to the concept of real high
fidelity. And it comes to you from the
manufacturer of the finest stereo
receivers in the world — Pioneer.

Look at the features. A phase
lock loop stereo multiplex circuit for
improved, stable stereo separation
and lower distortion. Two big, easy-
to-read meters — one for signal
strength and one for center-of-
channel tuning. There's also

selectable FM interstation muting
circuitry and loudness control. Click-
stop bass and treble tone controls.
Stereo/mono switch. The SX-535 also
has provisions for two tape decks and
tape-to-tape duplication, plus front
panel microphone and headphone
jacks. It has connections for two
pairs of speakers, selectable from

the front panel.

Look at the specifications. 20
watts per channel minimum con-
tinuous power, 40Hz — 20kHz, with
maximum total harmonic distortion
0.8% at 8 ohms. That's real power to
give you smooth response and crisp,
clean, perfect sound. The FM
sensitivity is an exceptional 1.9uV.
And the capture ratio is an
extraordinary 1.0dB.

Look at the price. $299.95, includ-
ing.the walnut cabinet. Look again at
the price. Only $299.95. Fantastic!

WPIONEER'

when you want something better

If you want a little more power,
the new Pioneer SX-636 offers 25
watts per channel minimum con-
tinuous power, 20Hz — 20kHz, with
maximum total harmonic distortion
0.5% at 8 ohms. And it's only $349.95,
including the walnut cabinet.

Making the “best"” better is never
easy. But Pioneer believes the extra
time and effort it takes are well worth
it. When you hear the SX-535 you're
bound to agree.

U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp.,
75 Oxford Drive, Moonachie, New
Jersey 07074
West: 13300 S. Estrella, Los Angeles
90248 / Midwest: 1500 Greenleaf,

Elik Grove Village, 1ll. 60007 / Canada:
S.H. Parker Co.
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Some gifts
are for

-Shea.ffer endures.

There are occasions when
only the extraordinary will
do. That is the time to give
a Silver Imperial or
Imperial Sovereign.
Enduring gifts crafted in
precious metals by Sheaffer.
$20.00 to $90.00,

@
SHEAFFER.

SHEAFFER, WORLD-WIDE, & textron company

should soon have a ruling as 1o whether
or not these states may stand between
lawlul contraceptive producis and those
who wish to use them.
Philip D). Harvev, Director
Population Services International
New York, New York

ALICE IN BURGERLAND

The battle against sexy books has
taken many a weird urn since Chief Jus
tice. Warren Burger declaved that litera-
ture may be banned without proof that
it can harm anybody if it is found 1o
be obscene by community  standards
(whatever they may be). Suuggling with
the Burger doctrine of community stand-
ards, Pennsylvania state legislators  de-
fined the county as (he legal conmmunity,
enabling counties to pass their own Liws
embodying such standards. This is a siep
in the right divection. Once we pass
beyond state rights 10 county rights. we
are obviously on our way toward 1own
rights and  neighborhood  rights.  We
might evenwally even amvive at individ-
ual righus.

Alas, the hill was vetwoed by Governor
Milton Shapp because the legislators, in
their zeal 1o be wough on pornography.
hid worded he statute in such a way
that minors could be barred from all
bookstores.

A. Russell
Pittsburgh, Pennsvlvania

OBSCENE: TAKE TWO

Every time the Supreme Court pussy
posse goes to work I am reminded ol the
question Buich Cassidy asked the Sun
dance Kid: “Who are those guys:” Onee
again a majority of the Justices have
joined forces in the relentless pursuit of
the absurd. Last June's Hamling and
Jenkins decisions reveal thatr a majority
of the Court persists in the beliel that
pornography leaves unsightly stxins on
society’s moral [abric. So what happens
when a person receives unsolicited ma-
tertal in the mail (Miller os. California.
Hamling vs. Uniled Stales)> He makes a
complaing, the officials react and some-
one gaes to Jail lor three vears.

I'm not enchanted by the wayv many
cops treat rape victims bur it might be
interesting, inan occasional obscenity
cuise, il the complainint were similarly
mterrogated: “Did you wry 1o resist?
Are you bruised or saamched: Arve vou
sure you didn't invite the attack? Are
there traces ol semen in your undergin-
ments? Did you enjoy itz Why are vou
making this compliaint? Were you a virgin
when it happened? I'm sorry, this Kind of
case happens all the time, but it's impos-
sible o prosecute. Why don’t you go
home and forger about iz Face it like an
adul.”

The Court only adds to the confusion
with each new case they review. Last
year, they tried to abandon the old stand-
up-and-be-counted  test for  obse cnity:

EXCITING
SATIN
SHEETS

OURS ARE MACHINE WASHABLE
NOW 12 LUSCIOUS COLORS
YES, THE SAME 225 THREAD COUNT
The choice is yours in the following
colors: Midnight Black, Scarlet Red,
Honey Gold, Royal Blue, Emerald
Green, Stlvertone White, Lavender
Florida Orange, Deep Purple, Pedal
Pink, Powder Blue & Canary Yellow.

Each Entire Set includes:
1 straight top sheet
1 fitted bottom sheet
2 matching pillow cases
or
2 straight top sheets
2 matching pillow cases
Twin sets $18.00 Queen sets §21.00
Double sets $20.00 King sets $27.00
(For Full Size Beds)
Round 84" sets, fitted, $40.00
Round 96" sets, fiwed, $45.00
No Charge For Postage
Send check or money order
50% deposit on C.0.D.'s
REGAL SATINS, INC.

315 Hwy 35 Dept. P
Eatontown, N.J. 07724

With a little help from a friend
. . . you can host the perfect
party . . . from an intimate get-
together to a large convention.
It's like being a guest at your
own party! Whether business
or pleasure, a little help from
your Playboy Club can help
you make a big impression.
Call the friendly Catering
Manager at any Playboy Club,
Playboy Hotel or Playboy
Club-Hotel today. Or write to
Marilyn Smith, National Sales
Director, Club Division, Dept.
09324, Playboy Building, 919
N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
lllinois 60611.

little help
from a
friend




New from Jean Patou

JOY

Deluxe Purse Perfume Spray

THERE IS ONLY ONE JOY.. . THE COSTLIEST PERFUME IN THE WORLD
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Measuring only 215" x

2% x 2%", CUBO is

America’s newest space-age pmducf small
enough to conveniently fit on your desk or

big enough to get you up in the morning.

An alarm clock with a

Brain

Introducing CUBO-the new solid-state digital
alarm clock. The clock that thinks for itself.

For years, alarm clocks were dull . . . even those
with snooze buttons and fancy dials. Oull until
CUBO, a new solid state digital alarm clock that
not only wakes you up, looks pretty and tells per-
fect time, but has its own brain—just like a pocket
calculator.

THE VIRTUES OF BRAIN POWER
CUBO's brain performs several functions:

1. Accurate time-keeping Just plug your CUBO in-
1o a wall socket and count on the precise ime to
within five seconds per year. The solid-state elec
tronic circuit uses the latest computer technology,
has no moving parts and is totally silent.

2. Precise alarm system You can set CUBO's digital
alarm for a specific time, i1.e., 6:99, 7:03, or 8:31
and then precisely at that time CUBO will wake
you up with a gentle electromc beeping sound.

3. Practical snooze button There's no snooze but-
ton to worry about. Simply reach over and turn
CUBO upside down. The alarm will stop and
resume precisely ten minutes later.

4. Controlled intensity A small integrated light
measuring sensor tells CUBO's brain to lighten or
brighten the light-emitting diode digits on its dis-
play so you can see it comfortably in the dark or in
bright light.

5. Several other features A small red light pulses
every second. A power failure or brownout sets off
special indicators telling you to check your clock's
accuracy. And the tume or alarm setting is quickly
set by pressing just two buttons.

BUILT BY THE EXPERTS

CUBO is manufactured by Corvus, a subsidiary
of Mostek Corporation, one of the nation’s leading
manufacturers of integrated calculator circuits. To
order your CUBO, simply send your check for
$32.45 (529.95 plus $2.50 postage and handling—
Illinois residents add 5% sales tax) to the address
shown to the right. If you wish to charge CUBO to
your Master Charge, Bank Americard, Diners Club
or American Express credit card account, call our
toll-free number and order CUBO at no obligation
today.

Unexpected unique, and rotaﬂy new grear
reasons to give CUBO, But it's also a gift that
will be used everyday—a great way to be re-
membered. Available in white, orange or lime.

52995

2 week trial period/one year warranty
CREDIT CARD BUYERS CALL:

(800) 323-5880

IN ILLINOIS CALL (312) 498-6900

&
NATIONAL SALES GROUP

DEPT. PL-1 4200 DUNDEE ROAD
NORTHBROOK, ILLINOIS 60062

““America’s largest single source
of electronic calculators” © ssaa 1972

NATIONAL
INTROOUCTORY
FPRICE

The word is “GIVE."” Give a !

friend a subscription to OUL. It's
better for him than a puppy—
he won't have to teach it to

sit, and we’ll bet it will keep

him just as warm. It's easy to

do. Simply send us a check for
$10 and we'll send your friend a
year of OUI. Be sure to include
his name and address and send
your check to:

919 N. Michigan Ave.

MAY @
Ol
HAVE A
WORD
WITH
YOU?

Chicago, lllinois 60611

J/

“We can’t define it but we know it when
we react to it.” (Now you know why the
Justices wear robes.)) Actually T hated to
sce the nine old men give up their role as
arbiters: I always figured that as the Jus-
tices grew older their standards would
become—how shall I say n*—more re-
laxed. But, instead of making their per-
sonal tastes the pational standard. they
decided 1o let each community arrive at
its own definition of obscenity. They sug-
gested some guidelines: To be obscene,
(1) a work had to be patently offensive
(patent means obvious; in biology, it
means open or spread: so beaver shots are
patently ollensive). (2) It had to appeal
to the prurient interest of the average
person, applying community standards.
As Lenny Bruce pointed out, prurient
comes [rom the Latin word for itch, thus
anything that yearns to be scratched is
obscene. Like flea bites. (3) The work,
taken as a whole, must lack serious
literary, artistic, political or scientific
value. The problem with this LAPS
value is that it disappears when a person
stands up.

The most interesting facet of the re-
cent decisions is their absurdity. You
can go to jail for publishing or exhibit-
ing obscenity. How do you know what
is obscene? The judge tells you just
belore he sends vou to jail. In Hamling,
the Court upheld the San Diego jury's
guilty verdict, because it supposedly rep-
resented the local community standards.
The Court apparently felt that the San
Dicgans were not influenced by the
local judge’'s repeated instructions to
ignore their own standards. (The judge
referred to “national standards™ 14 times
in four pages of transcript.) Never mind
that the trial judge refused o allow the
defense to introduce a survey conducted
by a sociology student who had shown
the supposedly obscene brochure to 718
people in San Dicgo (a majority found the
brochuwie acceptable). The way things
were going that day, it's lucky he didn’t
issue a bench warrant for the pollister,

So we have a sitwation in which the Su-
preme Court is reluctant to impose na-
tional standards on local communities,
but in which Federal prosccutions, as in
Hamling. can be based on local standards.
Maybe they should hire a representative
community to review obscene material—
like the town ol Badger, Calilornia (the
entire population of which ate at McDon-
ald’s for only SI12.61). At least their ex-
pense accounts would be reasonable.

John Gibson
Adanta, Georgia

“The Playboy Forum” offers the
opportunity for an extended dialog be-
lween readers and editors of this pub-
lication on subjects and issues velated (o
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Addyess all
correspondence to The Playboy Forum,

Playboy Buwuilding, 919 North Michi-
gan  dvenue, Chicago, Ilinois 60611,



Lemon-aid
for menthol.

All menthols promise
a fresh, cool taste.
But there's only one

‘ menthol with a dash of
| lemon freshness. So it
tastes fresher than the
K . others and gives you

o "
Twist||
LEMON | TWIS"'

100°S

Lemon Menthol 100's

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined l
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. '
17 mg. “tar”, 1.3 myg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report March ‘74.
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Even though it's small, the HP 310 is any-
thing but weak.

The reason”?

Simple. It happens to be a Sony.

Blasting every watt of power through an

all silicon, all solid-state amplifier, the HP-310
sounds like an expensive multiple component
stereo system.

True, it does have a sophisticated FM/AM
stereo tuner with FET—to help make weak
stations mto strong stations.

©1974 Sony Corp of Ametica. SONY is a trademark of Sony Corp

A BSR 3-speed automatic changer with
oil-dampened cueing lever.

Quadraphonic inputs and outputs.

And a wide-frequency speaker system
with enough woofers and tweeters to hit those
higher highs.

And those lower lows.

Still, you may want to see for yourself.

Sosit back at your Sony dealer, turn up the
volume, and hang on.

Io your socks.

ITLL BLOW
YOUR SOCKS OFF.

FM Stereo, FM/AM Receiver, 3-Speed Record Changer. Model HP-310
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: HUN TER THOMP SON

a freewheeling conversation with the outlaw journalist and only

man alive to ride with both richard nixon

Hunter Stockton Thompson was born
and grew up in Louisville, Kentucky,
and for the past 15 years he has worked
as a free-lance writer. He began it all in
the Air Force by lying his way inlo a job
as spovts editor of the base newspaper.
He was fired and threatened with duty
in feeland when his superiors discovered
that he was also writing about sports for
a civilian  paper under another name.
After he was discharged, he took wriling
jobs and was fired from them in Penn-
sylvania (for destroying his editor’s car),
m Middletown, New York (where he in-
sulied an advertiser and kicked a candy
machine to death}), at Time magazine
(for his altitude) and in Puerto Rico,
where the bowling magazine he was
working [or Jatled and he decided 1o
give up journalism. He moved to Big
Sur, wherve his wife, Sandy, made motel
beds while he wrote a novel that was
never published.

His first real success as a wriler came
when he moved to South America and
began sending stories on tin miners, jun-
ele bandits and smugglers back 10 The
National Observer, which was printing
them on the front page and payving him
well for them. He continued 1o wrile
for it when he returned to the States bui
quit fimally in a bitter dispule with his

editors over coverage of the Berkeley
Free Speech Movement. After another
try at a novel, this time in San Francisco,
he wrote a story for The Nation on a
gang of motorcycle outlaws that he turned
into his first book, “Hell's Angels: A
Strange and Tervible Saga.” He con-
tinued to write for magazines, develop-
ing lus wide-open, often-criticized style.
Then, in 1971, he turned two abortive
magazine assignments inlo a stunning
romp called “Fear and Loathing in Las
Vegas: A Savage Journey to the Heart
of the Amevican Dream,” which earned
him an almost immediate veputation as
one of the loughest and funniest writers
in America.

Since then, he has written about foot-
ball and power politics for Rolling
Stone and his dispatches written during
the 1972 Presidential campaign became
his third book, “Fear and Loathing: On
the Campaign Trail '72."

Early in the year, rrLavwsoy senl Craig
Vetter to inlerview Thompson. Velter's
report:

“This intervicw was hammeved and
stitched together over seven months, on
the voad, mostly, in Mexico and Wash-
ington, San Clemente and Colorado, and
as I write this, we are in Chicago, where
tornado warnings are oul, and we arve up

and the hell’s angels

against a hell-fire deadline that has me
seeing ghosts and has Dr. Thompson
locked in a penthouse full of mirrors on
the 20th floor of an Astor Street high-rise.
He has the heavy sieel window louvers
cranked shut, there is a lamp behind
him that has had its neck snapped off
and he is bent over a coffee lable cursing.
We are trying to saloage this interview,
making changes, corrections, additions—
all of them unnecessary until nine days
ago, when Richard Nixon quil. Thomp-
son is mumbling that the motor control
in his pen hand s failing and he is not
kidding. You can’t vead his Rs anymore
and all five vowels may become illegible
soon. We might have finished this thing
like  gentlemen, except  for Richard
Nixon, who might as well have sent the
plumbers’ unit to torch the entire second
half, the political half, of the manuscript
we have worked on so long. All of it has
had to be redone in the past [ew sleep-
less days and it has broken the spivit of
nearly everyone even vaguely involved.
“Thompson is no stranger (o this sort
of madness. In fact, he has more than
once turned scenes like this into avi:
Gonzo Journalism, his own wid and
dangerous invention, was born in the
fives of a nearly hopeless deadline evisis
and although no one can storm  his

“In Washington, the truth is never told in
daylight hours or across a desk. If you
catch people when they've very tived or
drunk or weak, you can gel Some answers,
You have to wear the bastavds down.”

“Ive never belicved in that guru frip
about drugs. You know, God, niroana,
that bullshut. I just like to gobble the stuff
vight out in the street and sce what hap-
pens, just stomp on my own accelerator.”

“If Nixon’s resignation proves the system
works, you have to wonder how well it
might have worked if we'd had a really
sophisticaled criminal in  the White
House instead of a used-car salesman.”
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demons and win every time out, the
mad and speedy Doctor does it more
often and with move humor than any
other journalist working today. He's still
talking to himself over theve, chewing on
his cigarette holder, and a few minutes
ago he said, *When this is over, I'm going
back to Colovado and sleep like an ani-
mal, and he wasn't Lidding about thai,
either. Because for the past fwo weeks,
Nixon's last few weeks, Thompson has
suffered and gone sleepless in Wash-
ington with another deadline on an im-
peachment story that was finally burned
to a cinder by the same fire storm that
guited the White House. Finally it has
been too much coen for the man they
call ‘the quintessentinl outlawe jowrnalist.”
We have been forced over the course of
this epic to use cevlain drugs in such
quantity that he has terminated his per-
sonal drug research for good and in the
same desperate fit, he has severed all
connection with national politics and is
returning, for new forms of energy, lo
his voots.

“"We've well into the 30th hour now
and there won't be many more, no mat-
ter what. Thompson is working over his
last few answers, still talking to himself,
and I think I just heavd him say, *The
rest will have to be done by God, which
may mean that he is finished.

“And though this long and killing
Project is ending here in  desperate,
guilty, shovt-tempered ugliness, it began
all those months ago, far from this gar-
den of agony, on a sunshine island in the
Caribbean where Thompson and Sandy
and I had gone to begin taping.

“The fust time I turned on the tape
recorder, we were sitting on a sea wall,
in damp, salty bathing suits, under palm
trees. It was warm, Nixon iwas siill our
President and Thompson was sucking
up bloody marys, vegetables and all, and
he had just paid a young newsboy bandit
almost one dollay Amevican for a paper
that would have cost a straighter, more
sober pevson 24 cents.”

PLAYBOY: You just paid as much for your
morning paper as you might for a good
hit of mescaline. Are you a news junkie,
Loo?

THOMPSON: Ycuh, I must have the news.
One of these mornings, I'm gotna buy a
paper with a big black headline that
5a)S, "RICHARD NINON COMMITIED SUICIDE
LAST XIGHT.” Jesus . . . can you imagine
that rush?

PLAYBOY: Do you get off on politics the
same way you get off on drugs?
THOMPSON: Sometimes. It depends on the
politics, depends on the drugs . . . there
arce different kinds of highs. 1 had this
same discussion in Mexico City one
night with a guy who wanted me 1o do
Zihuatancjo with him and get stoned for
about ten days on the finest flower tops
to be had in all of Mexico. But I told

him I couldn’t do that: I had 1o be back
in Washington.

PLAYBOY: That doesn’t exactly fit vour
mmage as the drug-crazed outlaw journal-
ist. Are vou saying vou'd rather have
been in the capital, covering the Senate
Warergate hearings or the House Judi-
ciary Committee  debate on Nixon's
impeachment. than stoned on the beach
in Mexico with a bunch ol [reaks?
THCMPSON: Well—it depends on the tim-
ing. On Wednesday. | might want 1o go
to Washington: on Thursday, I might
want w go to Zihuatancjo.

PLAYBOY: Today must be Thursday. be-
cause alveady this morning you've had two
bloody marys, three beers and about
four spoons ol some white substance and
you've been up for only an hour. You
don't deny that you're heavily into
drugs, do you?

THOMPSON: No. why should I deny iz 1
like drugs. Somebody gave me this white
powder last night. I suspect itU's cocaine,
but there’s only one way to ind oul—
look at this shit! It's alveady crvstallized
in this goddamn humidity. T can't even
cut it up with the scissors in my Swiss-
army knile. Actually, coke is a worthless
drug. anyway. It has no edge. Dollar for
dollar. it’s probably the most ineflicient
drug on the market. It's not worth the
cffort or the risk or the mouey—u least
not 1o me. It's a social drug: it’s more
important o offer it thau it is 10 vse it
But the world is full of cocamaniacs
these days and they have a endency 1o
pass the stull around. and this morning
I'm a litde tived and I have this suufl,
SO Ak,

PLAYBOY: What do you like besi?
THOMPSON: Probably mescaline and mush-
rooms: That's a genuine high. It's not
just an up—you know, like speed. which
is really just a motor high. When you
get  ino psychedelies  like  mescaline
and mushrooms, it's a very clear kind of
high, an interior high. But really, when
you're dealing with psychedelics, there's
only one king drug, when you get down
to it. and that's acid. About wice a year
you should blow your fucking tubes out
with & tremendous hit of really soad
acid. Take 72 hours and just go com-
pletely amuck. break it all down,
PLAYBOY: When did you take your first
acid wrip?

THOMPSON: Ii was while I was working
on the Hell's Angels book. Ken Kesey
wanted to meet some of the Angels, so 1
introduced him and he invited them all
down 10 his place in La Honda. It was a
horrible. momentous  mecting  and |
thought I'd better be there o see what
happened when all this incredible chem-
istry came together. And, sure as shit, the
Angels rolled in—about 10 or 50 bikes—
and Kesey and the other people were of-
fering them acid. And I thought. “Great
creeping Jesus, what's going to happen
now:"

PLAYBOY: Hud the Angels ever been into
acid before thae?

THOMPSON: No. That was the most
frightening thing about it. Here were all
these vicious bikers full of wine and
bennies, and Kesey's people immediately
started giving them LSD. They didn'y
know what kind of violent crowd they
were dealing with. T was sure it was
going to be a terrible blood, rape and
pillage scene, that the Angels would 1em
the place apart. And 1 stood there.
thinking. “Jesus. I'm responsible [or this,
I'm the one who did i.” I watched
those lunatics gobbling the acid and 1
thought, “Shit, il it's gonna ser this
hieavy I want to be as fucked up as possi-
ble” So T went 1o one ol Kesev's Iriends
and 1 said, “Let me have some of thay
shit: we're heading into a very seriowus
night. Perhaps even ugly.” So I ook
what he said was about 8O0 mucrograms.
which almost blew my head off at the
time . .. but in a very fine way. It was
nice. Surprised me, really. I'd heard all
these stories when I lived in Big Swr i
couple of years belore from this psychia-
wist who'd taken the stuff and wound
up running naked through the strects of
Pulo Alto. screaming that he wanted 1o
be punished for his crimes. He didn't
know what his carimes were and nobaody
clse did, cither, so they took him away
and he spent a long time in a Joony |
somewhere, and I thought, “That's not
what 7 need.” Because if a guy who
scems levelheaded like that is going o
flip out and tear ofl his clothes and heg
the citizens 1o punish him, what the hell
might I do?

PLAYBOY: You didn’t beg 1o be scourged
and whipped?

THOMPSON: No . . . and I didn’t scourge
anybody else, either, and when I was i
ished, 1 thonght, “Jesus, you're not so
cragy, atter all; you're not a basically vio-
lent or vicious person like they said.” Be-
fore that, I had this dack [ear tha il I
lost control, all these horrible psychic
worms and rats would come our. Bur |
went to the bottom of the well and
found out there’s nothing down there 1
have to worry about, no sccret ugly
things waiting for a chance 1o erupt.
PLAYBOY: You drink a little, too, doni
you?

THOMPSON: Yeah . . . obviously, but 1
drink this stull like T smoke cigarettes: |
don’t even notice 1t. You know—a bivd
flies, a hsh swims, | drink. But you ne-
tice I very rarely sit down and say, “Now
I'm going o get wasted.” I never cin o
vemendous amount of any one thing. |
rarely get drunk and I use drugs preuny
much the same way.

PLAYBOY: Do you like marijua
THOMPSON: Not much. It doesn't mix
well with alcohol. T don't like 10 ge
stoned and stupid.

PLAYBOY: What would you estimate you
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spend on drugs in a year?

THOMPSON: Oh, Jesus. . . .

PLAYBOY: What the average American
family spends on an automobile. say?
THOMPSON: Yeah, at least that much. T
don’t know what the total is: I don't
even want to know. It's frightening, but
I'll tell you that on a story I just did,
one of the sections took me 17 days of re-
search and 31400 worth of cocaine. And
that's just what I spent. On one section
ol one story.

pLAYBOY: Whit do you think the drugs
are doing to your body?

THOMPSON: Well. I just had a physical,
the first one in my life. People got wor-
ried about my health, so T went to a very
serious doctor and told him I wanted
every fucking test known to man: EEG,
heart, evervihing. And he asked me
questions for three hours to start with,
and T thought, “What the hell, tell the
truth, that's why you're here.” So 1 told
him exactly what I'd been doing for the
past ten years. He couldn’t believe it. He
said, “Jesus, Hunter, you're a goddamn
mess”—that’s an exact quote. Then he
ran all the tests and lound I was in
perfect health. He called it a “genetic
miracle.”

PLAYBOY: What about your mind?
THOMPSON: 1 think it’s pretey healthy. 1
think I'm looser than I was before I
started to take drugs. I'm more comforta-
ble with mysell. Does it look like it's
fucked me up? I'm sitting here on a
beautiful beach in Mexico: I've written
three books: I've got a fine 100-acre for-
tress in Colorado. On that evidence, I'd
have to advise the vuse ol drugs. . . . But
ol course I wouldn't, never in hell—or at
least not all drugs for all people. There
are some people who should never be al-
lowed to take acid, lor instance. You can
spot them after about ten minutes:
people with all kinds of bad psvchic
bagpage. stull they haven’t cleaned ow
yet. weird hostilities. repressed shit—the
same kind of people who turn into mean
drunks.

PLAYBOY: Do you believe religious things
about drugs?

THOMPSON: No, I never have. That's my
main argument with the drug culture.
I've never believed in that guru trip:
you know, God. nirvana, that kind of
oppressive, hipper-than-thou bullshit. 1
like to just gobble the stufl right out in
the street and see what happens, take
my chances, just stomp on my own ac-
celerator. It's like getting on a racing
bike and all of a sudden you're doing
120 miles per hour into a curve that has
sand all over it and vou think, “Holy
Jesus, here we go,” and you lay it over
till the pegs hit the street and metal
starts to spark. If you're good enough,
you can pull it out, but sometimes you
end up in the emergency room with

some bastard in a white suit sewing your
scalp back on.

PLAYBOY: [s that what you call “edge
work™?

THOMPSON: Well. that's one aspect of ir,
I guess—in that you have to be good
when vou take nasty risks. or you'll lose
it, and then you're in serious trouble.
PLAYBOY: Why are you smiling?
THOMPSON: Am I smiling” Yeah, I guess [
am . . . well, it's fun to lose it sometimes.
PLAYBOY: What kind of flack do you get
for heing so honest about the drugs you
use?

THOMPSON: I'm not too careful about
what I say. But I'm carelul in other
ways. I never sell any drugs, for instance;
I never get involved in the watlic or the
marketing end of the drug business. ]
make a point of not even knowing about
it. I'm very sensitive about maintaining
my deniability, you know—Ilike Nixon.
I never deal. Simple use is one thing—
like booze in the Twenties—hut selling
is something else: They come alter you
for that. 1 wouldn't sell drugs 1o my
mother. lor any reason . .. no, the only
person I'd sell drugs to would be Rich-
ard Nixon. I'd sell him whatever the
fucker wanted . . . but he'd pay heavy for
it and damn well remember the day he
tried it.

PLAYBOY: Are you the only jourmalist in
America who's ridden with both Richard
Nixon and the Hell's Angels?

THOMPSON: | must be. Who ¢lse would
claim a thing like that? Hell, who else
would admit itz

PLAYBOY: Which was more Irightening?
THOMPSON: The Angels. Nobody cn
throw a gutlevel, king-hell scare into
you like a Hell's Angel with a pair of
pliers hanging from his belt that he uses
to pull out people’s teeth in midnight
diners. Some ol them wear the teeth on
their belts, too.

PLAYBOY: Why did you decide to do a
book on the Hell's Angels?

THOMPSON: Moncy. I'd just quit and
been fired almost at the same tme by
The National Obscrver. They wouldn't
let me cover the Free Speech thing
Berkeley and I sensed it was one ol the
biggest stories I'd ever stumbled onto. So
1 decided, “Fuck journalism,” and [
went back o writing novels. 1 uied driv-
mg a cab in San Francisco, 1 vied every
kind ol thing. I used o go down at hve
o’clock every morning and line up with
the winos on Mission Street, looking for
work handing out grocery-store circulars
and shit like that. I was the youngest and
healthiest person down there, but nobody
would ever sclect me. I tried to get weird
and rouen-looking: you know—an old
Army field jacket. seraggly beard, tried
1o look like a bad wino. But even then,
I never got picked out of the line-up.
PLAYBOY: You couldn’t even get wino's
work?

THOMPSON: No. and at that point I was
stone-broke, writing fiction, living in
really fine little apartment in San Fran-
cisco—looking down on Golden Gate
Park, just above Haight Street. The remt
was only S100 a month—this was 1965,
about a year before the Haight-Ashbury
madness started—and I got a letter from
Carey McWilliams, the editor of The
Natron, and it said, “Can you do an arti-
cle on the Hell's Angels for us for
S100” That was the rent, and 1 was
about ready to get back into journalism.
so I said, “Of course. I'll do anything lor
S100.”

PLAYBOY: How long did the article take?
THOMPSON: | worked about & month on
it, put about S3000 worth of effort into
it, got no expenses—and about six weeks
alter the fucker came out, my mailbox
piled up with book offers. My phone
had been cut off by then. I couldn't be-
lieve it: editors, publishers, people I'd
never heard of. One of them offered me
S1500 just to sign a thing saying that if 1
decided to write the book, I'd do it for
them. Shit, at that point I would have
written the definitive text on hammer-
head sharks for the moncy—and spent a
year in the water with them.

PLAYBOY: How did you first meet the
Angels?

THOMPSON: I just went out there and
siid, “Look, you gnys don’t know me, |
don’t know you, I heard some bad things
about you, are they true?” I was wearing
a fucking madras coat and wing tips,
that kind of thing, but I think they
sensed 1 was a litde strange——if only be-
cause I was the fust writer who'd ever
come out to sce them and talk to them
on their own wurl. Uniil then, all the
Hell's Angels stories had come [rom the
cops. They seemed a linde stunned at
the idea thar some swraight-looking writer
for a New York literary magazine would
actually track them down to some ob-
scure  transmission shop in the indus-
trial slums of south San Francisco. They
were a bit off balance at first, but alter
about 50 or 60 beers, we found a
common ground, as it were. . . . Crazies
always recognize each other. I think Mel-
ville said i, in a slightly different con-
text: “Genius all over the world stands
hand in hand, and one shock ol recogni-
tion runs the whole circe round.” Of
course, we're not talking about genius
here, we're talking about crazies—but
it's essentially the same thing. They
knew me, they saw right through all my
clothes and there was that instant karmic
lash. They seemed 10 sense what they
had on their hands.

PLAYBOY: Hud you been into motorcycles
belore thar?

THOMPSON: A little bit, not much. But
when I gor the advance on the hook, I
went out and bought the [astest bike
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ever tested by Hol Rod magazine: a BSA
650 Lightning. I thought, “If I'm gonna
ride with these fuckers, 1 want the fast-
est bike known to man.”

PLAYBOY: They all rode Harley-Davidsons,
righe?

THOMPSON: Yeah, and they didn't like it
that I was riding a BSA. They kept offer-
ing 1o get me hot bikes. You know—a
brand-new Harley Sportster for $100,
stull like that. No papers, of course, no
engine numbers—so 1 said no. I had
enough trouble as it was. I was always
gettmg pulled over. Jesus, they canceled
my car insurance because of that god-
damn bike. They almost took my driver’s
license away. 1 never had any wouble
with my car. I drove it full bore all over
San Francisco all the time, just wide
open. It was a good car, too, a liule
English Ford. When it finally developed
a crack in one of the four cylinders, I
took it down to a cliff in Big Sur and
soaked the whole interior with ten gal-
lons of gasoline, then executed the fuck-
er with six shots [rom a 44 magnum in
the engine block at point-blank range.
Alter that, we rolled it off the clif—the
radio going, lights on, everything going—
and at the last minute, we threw a
burning towel in. The explosion was un-
godly: it almost blew us into the ocean.
I hiad no idea what wen gallons of gas in
an English Ford could do. The car was
a mass of twisted, flaming metal. It
bounced about six times on the way
down—pure movie-stunt shit, you know.
A sight Tike thar was worth the s it
was beautiful.

PLAYBOY: It seems pretty clear you had
something in common with the Angels.
How long did you ride with them?
THOMPSON: About a year.

PLAYBOY: Did they ever ask you to join?
THOMPSON: Some ol them did. but there
was a very fine line I had 1o maintain
there. Like when I went on runs with
them. I didn't go dressed as an Angel.
I'd wear Levis and boots but always a lit-
tle different [rom theirs: a tan leather
Jacket instead ol a black one, linle
things like that. 1 wold them right away |
wias a writer, 1 was doing a book and
that was it. I I'd joined, I wouldn't
have been able to write about them
honestly, because they have this “broth-
ers' thing. . ..

PLAYBOY: Were there momems in that
year when you wondered how you ever
came to be riding with the meanest mo-
torcycle outlaws in the world?

THOMPSON: Well, I heured it was a hard
dollar—maybe the hardest—but actual-
ly, when I got into it, 1 started o like it.
My wife, Sandy, was horrvilied at first.
Fhere were five or six from the Oakland
and Frisco chapters that I got to know
pretty well, and it got to the point that
Ihu}'(] JUust come over to my apartment
anmy time ol the day or nigli—bring

their friends, three cases ol stolen beer,
a bunch of downers, some bennies. But
I got to like it; it was my life, it wasn't
just working.

PLAYBOY: Was that a problem when you
actually started to write?

THOMPSON: Not really. When you write
for a living and you can‘t do anything
else, you know that sooner or later that
the deadline is going to come scream-
ing down on you like a goddamn ban-
shee. There's no avoiding it—not even
when you have a fine full-bore story like
the Angels that's still running . . . so
enc day you just don't appear at the El
Adobe bar anymorye: vou shut the door.
paint the windows black, rent an elecric
typewriter and become the monster you
always  were—the  writer. I'd wirned
them about that. I'd said, “It's going to
come, I'm not here for the fun of it it's
gonna happen.” And when the time
came. I just did it. Every now and then,
somebody like Frenchy or Terry would
drop by at night with some girls or some
ol the others, but even when I'd let them
read a few pages of what I'd written.
they didn’t really believe I was actually
writing a book.

PLAYBOY: How long did it take?
THOMPSON: About six months. Actually it
took six months o write the first half ol
the book and then four days to write the
seccond hall. T got rerrified about the
deadline: I actually thought they were
going o amcel the contract if 1 didnt
finish the book exactly on time. 1 was in
despair over the thing, so 1 wok the elec
tric typewriter and about four quarts ol
Wild Turkey and just drove north on
101 unnl 1 lound a motel that looked
peacelul, checked in and staved there for
lour days. Didn't sleep, ate a lot ol
speed, went out every morning and got
a hamburger at McDonald's and just
wrate straighe through for four days—
and that tarned om0 be the best pari
of the book.

PLAYBOY: In one of the last chapters, you
described the scene where the Angels
finally stomped you, bhut you described it
rather quickly. How did it happen?
THOMPSON: Preuy quickly. . . . I'd been
away from theiwr action for about six
months. I'd hinished most ol the writing
and the publisher sent me a copy of the
proposed book cover and I said, “'Ihis
sucks. Its the worst fucking cover I've
scen on any book”—so 1 told them
I'd shoot another cover il they'd just pay
the expenses. So I called Sonny Barger,
who was the head Angel, and said, “1
want o go on the Labor Day run with
you guys: I've finished the book, but now
I want to shoot a book cover.” 1 got some
bad vibes over the phone from him. 1
knew something was not right, but by tlis
time I was getting careless,

PLAYBOY: Was the Labor Day run a big
onc?

THOMPSON: Shit, yes. This was onc ol
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PLAYBOY

these horrible things that scare the piss
out ol cverybody—200 bikes. A mass
Hell's Angels run is one of the most ter-
rifving things you'll ever hope to sce.
When those bastards come by you on the
road, that’s heavy. And being a part of
it, you get this tremendous leeling of
humor and madness. You see the terror
and shock and fear all around you and
you're laughing all the time. It's like
being in some kind of horror movie
where you know that sooner or later
the actors are going to leap out ol the
screen and burn the theater down.
PLAYBOY: Did the Angels have a sense ol
humor about it?

THOMPSON: Somie of them did. They were
running a trip on cverybody. I mean,
you don’t carry pliers and pull people’s
teeth out and then wear them on your
belt without knowing youre running i
trip on somchody. But on that Labor
Day, we went up to some beach near
Mendocino and I violated all my rules:
First, never get stoned with them. Second,
never get really drunk with them. Third,
never argue with them when you're
stoned and drunk. And fourth, when
they start beating on cach other, leave.
I'd followed those rules lor a year. But
they started to pound on each other
and T was just standing there talking to
somebody and I said my bike was [aster
than his, which it was—another bad
mistake—and all of a sudden, I got 1t
right in the face, a terrific whack; I didn't
even sce where it came from, had no idea.
When I grabbed the guy, he was small
enough so that T could turn him around.
pin his arms and just hold him. And I
turned to the guy I'd been talking to and
said something like. “Jesus Christ, look
at this nut, he just hit me in the lucking
face, get him away from here,” and the
guy I was holding began to scream in
this high wild voice because 1 had him
helpless, and instead of telling him to
calm down, the other guy cracked me in
the side of the head—and then I knew 1
was in trouble. That's the Angels” motto:
One on all, all on one.

PLAYBOY: Were there police around or
other help?

THOMPSON: No, 1 was the only nonbiker
there. The cops had said, “All right, at
midnight we seal this place off and any-
body who's not a part of this crowd get
the hell out or God’s mercy on him." So
here 1 was, suddenly rolling around on
the rocks of that Godforsaken beach in a
swarm of stoned, crazy-drunk bikers. ]
had this guy who'd hit me in a death
grip by now, and there were people kick-
ing me in the chest and one of the bas-
tards was trying 1o bash my head in with
a tremendous rock . . . but I had this
screaming  Angel’s head right next two
mine, and so he had to be a litde care-

ful. I don’t know how long it went on,
but just about the time 1 knew 1 was
going to die, Tiny suddenly showed up
and said, “That’s it, stop it,” and they
stopped as [ast as they started, for no
reason.

PLAYBOY: Who was Tiny?

THOMPSON: He was the sergeant at arms
and he was also one of the guys who I
knew pretty well. I didn’t know the bas-
tards I was fighting with. All the Angels
I might have counted on for help—ihe
ones I'd come 1o think of as [riends by
that time—had long since retired to the
bushes with their old ladies.

PLAYBOY: How badly were you hurt?
THOMPSON: "T'hey did a pretty good job
on my face. I went to the police station
and they said, “Get the fuck out of here—
you're bleeding in the bathroom.” I was
wasted, pouring blood, and I had w0
drive 60 miles like that to Santa Rosa,
where 1 knew a doctor. 1 called him, but
he was in Arizona and his partner an-
swered the phone and said something
like, “Spit on it and run a lap”; you
know, that old football-coach thing. T'll
never forgive him for that. So then 1
went to the emergency room at the Santa
Rosa hospital and it was one of the
worst [ucking scenes I'd ever scen in my
life. A bike gang called the Gypsy Jokers
had been going north on Labor Day and
had intersected with this horrible train
ol Angels somewhere around Santa Rosa
and these fuckers were all over the
emergency room. People screaming and
moaning, picking up picces of jawbones,
trying to fit them back in, blood every-
where, girls yelling, “He's dying, please
help us! Doctor, doctor! I can't stop
the bleeding!” It was like a bomb had
just hit.

PLAYBOY: Did you get treatment?
THOMPSON: No, I felt guilty even being
there. I had only been siomped. These
other bastards had been cranked ow
with pipes, run over, pinned against
walls with  bikes—muangled, just man-
gled. So I lelt, wied to drive in that
condition, but finally I just pulled over
1o the side of the road and thought, “I°d
better set this Tucking nose, because to-
morrow it's going to be hard.” It felt like
a beanbag. 1 could hear the bone chips
grinding. So I sat there and drank a beer
and did my own surgery, using the dome
light and the rearview mirror, trying to
remember what my nose had looked like.
I couldn’t breathe for about a year, and
people thought T was a coke freak before
I actually was, but I think I did a prewy
good job.

PLAYBOY: Who are the Hell's Angels, what
kind of people?

THOMPSON: They're rejects, losers—but
losers who turned mean and vengelul in-
stead ol just giving up, and there are
more Hell's Angels than anybody can

count. But most of them don’t wear any
colors. They're people who got moved
out—you know, musical chairs—and
they lost. Some people just lie down
when they lose; these fuckers come back
and tear up the whole game. I was a
Hell’s Angel in my head for a long time.
I was a failed writer for ten years and 1
was always in fights. I'd do things like go
into a bar with a 50-pound sack of lime,
turn the whole place white and then just
take on anyone who came at me. 1
always got stomped, never won a fight.
But I'm not into that anymore. I lost a
lot of my physical aggressivencss when 1
started to sell what 1 wrote. I didn't need
that trip anymore.

PLAYBOY: Some people would say vou
didn’t lose all your aggressiveness, that
you come on like journalisin’s own Hell's
Angel. :

THOMPSON: Well, I don't see mysell as
particularly aggressive or dangerous. |1
tend 1o act weird now and then, which
makes people nervous if they don't know
me—but I think that's sort of a stylistic
hangover from the old days . . . and 1
suppose T get a private smile or two ow
of making people’s eyes bulge once in a
while. You might call that a Hell's An-
gels rait—but otherwise, the comparison
is ugly and ominous. I reject it—al-
though I definitely [eel myself somewhat
apart. Not an outlaw, but more like a
matural freak . . . which doesn’t bother
me at all. When I mn for sherit ol
Aspen on the Freak Power ticket, that
was the point. In the rotten [ascist con-
text of what was happening 1o America
in 1969, being a freak was an honorable
“’ﬂ)’ to gﬂ.

PLAYBOY: Why did you run for sheriff?
THOMPSON: I'd just come back from the
Democratic Convention in Chicago and
been beaten by vicious cops for no rea-
son at all. I'd had a billy club rammed
into my stomach and I'd seen innocent
people beaten senseless and it really
Jerked me around. There was a mayoral
race a few months later in Aspen and
there was a lawyer in town who'd done
some good things in local civil rights
cases. His name is Joe Edwards and 1
called him up one midnight and said,
“You don't know me and 1 don’t know
you, but you've got to run for mayor. The
whole goddamn system is getting out of
control. If it keeps going this way, theyll
have us all in pens. We have 1o get into
politics—if only in self-defense.” Now,
this guy was a bike rider, a head and a
freak in the same sense 1 am. He said,
“"We'll meet tomorrow and talk about
it.” The next day, we went to sce The
Battle of Algiers and when we came out.
he said, “I'll do it; we're going to bust
these bastards.”

PLAYBOY: How close did vou come?
THOMPSON: Edwards lost by six votes, And
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remember, we're talking about an apolit-
ical town and the hardest thing was to
get our people to register. So one ol
the gigs I used 10 get people into it
was to say. “Look, if you register and
voie for Edwards, I'll run lor sheriif
next year, if he wins” Well, he didn’t
win, but when the next county elections
came up, 1 found myself running for
sheriff anyway. I didn't take it seriously
at fivst, but when it began to look like 1
might win, everybody took it seriously.
PLAYBOY: As a matter of lact, you an-
nounced vou were going to eat drugs in
the sherifl's office if vou won, didn’t vou?
THOMPSON: Yeah and that scured a lot
of people. But I'd seen the ignorant
hate vote that the Edwards campaign
brought out the year belore. You know,
when the Ireaks get organized, the other
side gets scared and they bring out people
on suetchers who are hall dead, haven't
voted for 25 vears. And I thought,
“Well, if they want somcebody to hate,
I'll give them one they can really hate.”
And meanwhile, on the same vicker, 1
figured we could run a serious candidate
for a county commissioner, which is the
ollice we really wanted. Hell, T didn't
wint to be sherifl, T wanted to scare the
piss out of the yahoos and the greed-
heads and make our county-commissioner
andidate look like a conservative by
contrast. That's what we did, but then
this horrible press coverage from all over
the goddamn world poured in and we
finally couldn’t separate the two races.
PLAYBOY: There was a whole Freak Power
slate, wasn't there?

THOMPSON: Yeal, a Iriend of mine, who
lived next door at the time, ran lor coro-
ner, because we found out the coroner
was the only olhcial who could fire the
sherill. And we decided we needad a
county dak, so we had somebody run-
ning for that. But finally, my lightning-
rod, hate-candidate strategy  backlashed
on them, wo. It got a liule heavy, 1
announced thar the new sheriff’s posse
wounld start tearing up the streets the day
alter the clection—every street in Aspen,
rip ‘em up with jackhammers and re-
place the asphalt with sod. I said we
were going 1o uwse the sherift’s  olhce
nuinly 1w harass real-estate developers.
PLAYBOY: Sounds like that could heat up
a political comest.

THOMPSON: Indecd. The greedheads were
tervified. We had a series ol public de-
got pretty bratal. The hrst

bates that
one was in a movie theater, because that
was the only place in town that could
hold the cowd. Even then, 1 arrived a
hall hour early and T couldn’t get in.
The aisles were janmmed, T had o walk
over people to get to the stage. 1 was
wearing  shorts, with my head  shaved

completely bald. The yahoos couldn’t
handle it. They were convinced the Anti-
christ had finally appeared—right there
in Aspen. There’s something ominous
about a totally shaved head. We took
questions from the cowd and sort of
laid out our platforms. I was not entirely
comfortable, sitting up there with the
incumbent sherifl and saying, “When |
drive this corrupt thug out of office, I'm
going to go in there and maybe cat a bit
of mescaline on slow nighes. . . " I fig-
ured [rom then on [ had to win, because
il T lost, it was going o be the hammer
for me. You just don’t admit that kind
of thing oncamera, in front of a huge
crowd. There was a reporter from The
New York Times m the [ront row, NBC,
an eight-man team from the BBC film-
ing the whole thing. the Los Angeles
Times, The Washington Posi—incredible.
PLAYBOY: You changed the pitch toward
the end, oned it down, didn’t you?
THOMPSON: Yeah, I became a creature of
my own campaigt. I was really surprised
it the energy we could whip up for thin
kind of thing, latent political encray just
sitting around.

PLAYBOY: What did vour platlorm finally
evolve into?

THOMPSON: | said I was going to [unction
HERMT] ()Illl]ll(lﬁlll&lll, create a new Olli(;l.‘-—
unsalaried—hen turn my sheriff’s salary
over to a good experienced lawman and
lIet him do the job. 1 figured once you
got control of the sherifl’s office, vou
could let somebody else cury the badge
and gun—under vour control, of course.
It almost worked.

PLAYBOY: What was the hinal vore?
THOMPSON: WWell, there were six precdinets
that mattered and I won the three in
town, broke even in number four and
then got stomped brutally in the 1wo
precincts where most of the real-estate
developers and subdividers live.

PLAYBOY: Are you sory you lost?
THOMPSON: Well. T felt sorry for the
people who worked so hard on the cam-
paign. But I don’t miss the job. For a
while, T thought T was going to win, and
it scared me.

PLAYBOY: There's heen walk of vour rin-
ning for the Senate rom Colorado. Is
thart a joke?

THOMPSON: No. | considered it for a
while, but this past year has killed my
appetite for politics. T might veconsider
after T get away from it for a while.
Somebody has o change politics in this
Cl)lllllr}"

PLAYBOY: Would you run for the Senate
the same way you ran lor sherifiz
THOMPSON: \Well, T might have o drop
the mescaline issue, 1 don’t think there'd
be any need for that—promising o cat
mescaline on the Senate {loor. 1 lound
out List time you can push people too
Lar. "Fhe bhacklash is hratal.

PLAYBOY: What il the unthinkable hap-
pened and Humer Thompson went 1o
Washington as a Senator from Colorado?
Do you think you could do any good?
THOMPSON: Not much, but vou always do
some good by setting an example—youn
Know, just by proving it can be done,
PLAYBOY: Don’t you think there would be
a strong reaction in Washington to some
of the things vou've written abow the
politicians there?

THOMPSON: OI course. Thev'd come after
me like wolverinegs. I'd have no choice
but to haul out my secret files—all thae
raw swill Ed Hoover gave me just before
he died. We were good [riends. I used 10
go to the track with him a lot.

PLAYBOY: You're Liughing again, but that
raises a legitimate question:  Are you
trving to say vou know things about
Washington  people that you haven’t
written?

THOMPSON: Yeah, to some extent. When
I went to Washington to write Fear and
Loathing: On the Campaign Trail '72,
I went with the same auitude I ake
anywhere as a journalist: hammer and
tongs—and God’s mercy on anvbody who
zets in the way. Nothing is off the record.
that kind of thing. But T finally realized
that some things have to be off the rec-
ord. I don’t know where the line is, even
now. But il vou're an indiscreet blabber-
mouth and a fool, nobody is going to talk
to you—not even your {riends.

PLAYBOY: What was it like when vou first
rode into Washington in 19713
THOMPSON: Well. nobody had ever heard
ol Rolling Stone, lor one thing. “Rolling
what> . . . Stones? T heard them once:
noisy bastards, aren’t thev:” It was a
nightmare at first, nobody would return
my calls. Washington is a horrible town,
a cross between Rome, Georgia, and To-
ledo, Ohio—that kind of mentality. It's
basically a town [ull of vicious, powerlul
rubes.

PLAYBOY: Did they start veturning vour
calls when you began writing things like
“Hubert Humphrey should be castrated™
so his genes won't he passed on?
THOMPSON: Well, that was a bit heavy, I
think—for reasons I don’t want to ga
into now. Anyway, it didn't take me
long to learn that the only time o cll
politicians is very lae av night. Fery
Laite. In Washington, the wruth is never
told in daylight howrs or acvoss a desk. 11
vou catch people when thev're very tired
or drunk or weak, you cm usually ger
some answers. So I'd sleep davs. wait il
these people got their lies and weachery
out of the way, lev them rvelax, then
come on [ull speed on the phone at two
or three in the morning. You have to
wear the bastirds down belore  they'll
tell you anything,

PLAYBOY: Your journalistic style has been
attacked by some critics—most notably,
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the Columbia Journalism Review—as
partly commentary, partly fantasy and
partly the ravings of someone o long
into drugs.

THOMPSON: Well. fuck the Columbin
Journalism Review. They don't pay my
rent. That kind of senile gibberish re-
minds me of all those people back in the
early Sixties who were saying. “This guy
Dylan is giving Tin-Pan Alley a bad
name—hell, he's no musician. He can't
even cury a wne.” Actually, it's kind ol
a compliment when people like that de-
vote so much energy to attacking you.
PLAYBOY: Well, you certainly say some out-
rageous things in your book on the 1972
Presidential campaign; for instance, that
Edmund Muskie was taking 1bogaine, an
exotic form of South American speed or
psychedelic, or both. That wasn't true,
was it?

THOMPSON: Not that I know of, but if
you read what T wrote carefully, I didn’t
say he was taking it. I said there was a
rumor around his headquarters in Mil-
wiaukee that a lamous Brazilian doctor
had flown in with an emergency packet
of Ibogaine for him. Who would believe
that shie?

PLAYBOY: A lot of people did believe it.
THOMPSON: Obviously, but I didn’t real-
ize that until about halfway through the
campaign—and it horriied me. Fven
some of the reporters who'd been cov-
ering Muskie for three or four months
ok it seriously. That's because they
don’t know anything about drugs. Jesus,
nobody running for President would
dare touch a thing like Ibogaine. Mayhe
I would, but no normal politician. It
would turn his brains to jelly. He'd have
to be locked up.

PLAYBOY: You also said that John Chan-
cellor took heavy hits of black acid.
THOMPSON: Hell, that was such an ob-
vious heavy-handed joke that 1 still can't
understand how anybody in his right
mind could have waken it seriously. I'd
infilirated 2 Nixon youth rally at the
Republican Convention and 1 thought
I'd have a liude fun with them by telling
all the grisly details of the time that John
Chancellor wried to kill me by putting
acid in my drink. I also wrote that if 1'd
hiad more time, I would have told these
poor yo-yos the story about Walter Cron-
kite and his white-slavery racket with Viet-
namese  orphan  girls—importing  them
through a ranch in Quebec and then sell-
ing them into brothels up and down the
East Coast . . . which is true, of course:
Collier’s magazine has a big story on it
this month. with plenty of photos to prove
it. . . . What? You don’t belicve that?
Why not? All those other waterheads did.
Clwist, writing about politics would par-
alyze my brain if I couldn’t have a slash
of weird humor now and then. And,
actually, I'm pretty carelul about that

sort of thing. I T weren't, I would have
been sued long ago. It's one of the hazards
of Gonzo Journalism.

PLAYBOY: What is Gonzo Journalism?
THOMPSON: It's something that grew out
ol a story on the Kentucky Derby for
Scanlan’s magazine. It was one of those
horrible deadline scrambles and I ran
out of ume. I was desperate. Ralph
Steadman had done the illustrations, the
cover was printed and there was this hor-
rible hole in the magazine. 1 was con-
vinced I was finished, I'd blown my
mind, couldn't work. So finally T just
started jerking pages out of my notebook
and numbering them and sending them
to the printer. 1 was sure it was the last
artide T was ever going to do for any-
body. Then when it came out, there
were massive numbers of letters, phone
clls, congratulations, people calling it a
“great breakthrough in journalism.” And
I thought, “Holy shit, il I can write like
this and get away with it, why should 1
keep wying o write like The New York
Trmes?” Tt was like falling down an ele-
vator shaft and landing in a pool (ull of
mermaids.

PLAYBOY: Is there a difference between
Gonzo and the new journalism?
THOMPSON: Yeah, I think so. Unlike
Tom Wolle or Gay Talese, lor instance,
I almost never try to reconstruct a story.
They're both much beter reporters than
I am, but then I don't really think of
mysell as a reporter. Gonzo is just a
word 1 picked up because I liked the
sound ol it—which is not to say there
isn't a basic dilference between the kind
ol writing I do and the Wolle/Talese
style. They tend to go back and re-create
stories that  have already happened,
while I like to get right in the middle of
whatever I'm writing about—as person-
ally involved as possible. There's a lot
more to it than that, but if we have to
make a distinction, I suppose that's a
pretty sale way to start.

PLAYBOY: Arc the famasies and wild tan-
gents a necessary part of your writing?
THOMPSON:  Absolutely.  Just let yown
mind wander. let it go where it wants to.
Like with that Muskie thing: I'd just
been reading a drug rveport from some
lab in Calilornia on the symptoms of
Ibogaine poisoning and 1 thought, “T've
seen that sivle belfore, and not in West
Alrica or the Amazon: I've seen those
symptoms very recently.” And then I
thought, “Of course: rages, stupors,
being able to sit for days without mov-
ing—that's Ed Muskie.”

PLAYBOY: Docsn't that swll get in the
way of your scrious political reporting?
THOMPSON: Probably—but it also keeps
me sane. I guess the main problem is
that people will believe almost any twist-
ed Kind of story about politicians or

Washington. But I can’t help that. Some
of the wruth that doesn’t get written
is a lot more wwisted than any of my
Fantasics.

PLAYBOY: You were the first journalist on
the campaign to see that McGovern was
poing to win the nomination. What
tipped you off?

THOMPSON: It was the energy; I could
feel it. Muskic, Humphrey, Jackson,
Lindsay—all the others were dying on
the vine, lalling apart. But il you were
dose enough to the machinery in McGov
ern’s campaign, you could almost see
the energy level rising from one week to
the next. It was like watching pro-foot-
ball teams toward the end of a scason.
Some ol them are coming apart and oth-
ers are picking up stcam: their timing is
gewting sharper, their third-down plays
are working. "They're just starting to peak.
PLAYBOY: The football analogy was pret-
ty popular in Washington, wasn't it?
THOMPSON: Yes, because Nixon was into
lootball very seriously. He used the lan-
guage constantly: he talked about poli-
tics and diplomacy in terms of power
slants, end  sweeps. mouserap  blocks.
Thinking in football terms may be the
best way to understand what finally hap-
pened with the whole Watergate thing:
Coach Nixon's team is fourth and 32 on
their own ten, and he finds out that his
punter is a junkie. A sick junkie. He
looks down the bench: “OK, big fella—
we need you now!™ And this guy is stark
white and vomiting, can’t even stand up,
much less kick. When the gaime ends in
disaster for the home team, then the fans
rush onto the field and beat the players
to death with rocks, beer boules, picces
of wooden seats. The coach makes a des-
perate dash for the safety ol the locker
room, but three hit men hired by heavy
gamblers nail him belore he gets there.
PLAYBOY: You talked foothall with Nixon
once. didn’t you. in the back seat of his
limousine?

THOMPSON: Yeah, that was in 1968 in
New Hampshire; he was just starting his
comeback then and I didn’t take him
scriously. He seemed like a Republican
echo of Hubert Humphrey: just another
sad old geck limping back into politics
lor another beating. It never occurred to
me that he would ever be President.
Johnson hadn’t quit at that point, but |
sort ol sensed he was going to and |
higured Bobby Kennedy would run—so
that even if Nixon got the Republican
nomination, he'd just take another
stomping by another Kennedy. So 1
thought it would be nice 10 go 10 New
Hampshire, spend a couple of weeks fol-
lowing Nixon around and then write his
political obituary.

PLAYBOY: You couldn’t have been too
popular with the Nixon party.
THOMPSON: 1 didn’t care what they



Gl:e at new ta_ste

Waming. The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette ang Is Dangerous to Your Health.

mbibngs- tﬂ‘ing 'wwwmg flcotine:av, "mtta by FIC mtbﬂ* o !‘; ¢
if"‘ {,I‘

f

" “” \\. !i ,'_-‘
2 v




PLAYBOY

S0

thought of me. I put weird things in the
pressroom  at  night.  strange  ayptic
threatening notes that they would find
in the morning. I had wastebaskets full
of cold beer in my room in the Manches
ter Holiday Inn. Oddly enough, 1 got
along preuy well with some of the
Nixon people—Ray Price. Pat Bucha-
nan, Nick Ruwe—Dbut I [elt a lot more
comlortable at Gene McCarthy's head-
quarters in the Waylarer, on the other
side of town. So T spent most of my spare
time over there.

PLAYBOY: Then why did Nixan let you
ride alone with him?

THOMPSON: Well, 1t was the night belore
the vote amd Romney had dropped out.
Rockeleller wasn't coming in, so all ol a
sudden the pressure was off and Nixon
wis going to win casily. We were at this
American Legion hall somewhere pretty
close o Boston. Nixon had just finished
a speech there and we were about an
hour and a half lrom Manchester, where
he had his Learjet waiting, and Price sud-
denly came up to me and said, “You've
been wanting o talk 1o the boss? OK,
come on.” And [ said. “What? What:”
By this time I'd given up: I knew he was
leaving for Key Biscayne that night and
I was wild-eyed drunk. On the way 1o
the car, Price said, " The boss wants to
relax and wlk football; you're the only
person here who claims to be an expert
on that subject. so vou've it. But il you
mention anything else—out. You'll be
hitchhiking back to Manchester. No talk
about Vietnam. campus riots—unothing
political; the boss wants 1o talk foothall,
period.”

PLAYBOY: Were there awkward moments?
THOMPSON: No, he seemed very relaxed.
I've never seen him like that belore or
since. We had a good, loose walk. That
was the only time in 20 vears of listening
to the treacherous bastard that I knew
he wasn't lying.

PLAYBOY: Did you fcel any sympathy as
you watched Nixon go down, finally?
THOMPSON: Sympathy? No. You have to
remember that for my entire adult life,
Richard xon has been the national
hoogeyman. 1 cam’t remember a time
when he wasn't around-—always evil, al-
ways ugly. 15 or 20 years ol Tucking
people awround. The whole Watergate
chianere was a monument to everything
he stood for: This was a cheap thug. a
congenital liar. .. What the Angels used
o call a gunsel, a punk who can’t even
pull off a liquorstore robbery without
somebody or geuing shot, or

shooting
husted.
PLAYBOY: Do you think a smarter politi-
cian could have found a man to cover it
up alter the original break-in? Could
Lyndon Johnson have handled it, say?
THOMPSON: Lyndon Johnson would have

burned the tapes. He would have burned
everything. There would have been this
huge wreck out on his ranch somewhere—
killing, oddly enough. all his wape tech-
nicians, the only two Secret Servicemen
who knew about it, his executive Munky
and the Presidential apemeisters. He
would have had a van go over a cliff at
high speed, burst into (lames and they'd
find all these bodies, this weird collection
ol people who'd never had any real rea-
son to be together, lying in a heap ol
meled celluloid at the bottom ol the
cliffi. Then Johuson would have wept—
all of s wosted assistmes—"Goddamn
it. how could they have been in the same
van at the same wmer 1 warned them
abour that.”

PLAYBOY: Do you think it’s finally, once
and for all, true that we won't have Rich-
ard Nixon to kick around anymore?
THOMPSON: Well, 1t looks like it. but he
satd an incredible thing when he arrived
in Calilon aler thae last ride on Air
Force One. He gor off the plane and
saidd 1o his aowd that was obviously
rounded up lor the Guneras—you know:
winos, children, Marine sergeans ..
they must have had a hell ol a time lash-
ing that crowd together. No douln Zieg-
ler promised 1o pay well, and  then
welshed, but they had a crowd of 2000 or
3000 and Nixon said: “Ie is perhaps ap-
propriate lor me 1o say very stmply this.
having completed one sk does not mean
that we will just sit and enjoy this marvel-
ous Calilornia climate and do nothing.”
Jesus Christ! Here's a man who just got
run out ol the White House, flecing
Washington in the wake ol the most
complete and hideous disgrace in the his-
tory ol American [mli[il'e‘., who gocs out
to Calilornia and relers 1o “having com-
pleted one ask.” It makes me think
there must have been another main lac
tor in the story of his dowalall, in addi-
tion to greed and stupidity: T think in
the past [ew months he was 1eetering on
the brink ol insanity. There were hints
of this in some ol the “inside reports”
about the last days: Nixon didn't want
to resign and he didn’t understand why
he had w; the family never undersiood.
He probably still thinks he did nothing
wrong, that he was somchow victimized,
ambushed in the nighe by his old and
relemtless enemies. I'm sure he sees it
as just another lost campaign, another
cruel scthack on the road to greatness; so
now it’s back to the bunker for a while—
lick the wounds and then come out
fighting again. He may need one more
whack. I think we should chisel his
tombstone now and send it to him with
an epitaph. in big letters, that savs, NERe
LIES RICHARD NIXON: HE WAS A QUITTER.
PLAYBOY: Do you think that his resigna-
tion proves that the system works?
THOMPSON: Well. that depends on what
you mean by “works.” We can take some

comlort, T guess, in knowing the system
was so incly conceived originally—almost
200 years ago—that it can still work
when it's absolutely forced to. In Nix-
on’s case, it wasn't the system  tha
tripped him up and hnally destroved his
Presidency: it was Nixon himsell, along
with a handlul of people who actually
took it upon themselves o act on their
own—a hit outside the system, in [fact;
mayhe even a bit above and beyond it
There were a lot of “highly respeaed”
Lawyers, for instance—some of them al-
leged experts in their ficlds—who ar.
gued admost all the wav o the end
that Judge Sirica exceeded his judicial
authority when he acted on his own in-
stinet and put the most extreme kind of
pressure on the original Winergate bur-
glis 1o keep the aise lrom going into
the books as the cheap-Jack “third-rate
burglary™  that Nixon. Haldeman and
Ehrlichiman told Zicgler 10 call it when
the news st broke, Il Sivica had gone
along with the system. like the original
Justice  Department  prosecutors  did,
McCord would never have cracked and
written that lener that opened the gates
to the White House. Sirica was the fly-
wheel in that thing, from stare o finish.
when he puac the final nail in ihe collin
by forcing James St Clair, Nixon's law-
ver of last resort. o listen to  those
doomsday tapes that he had done every-
thing possible to keep from hearing. Bt
when he heard the voices, that pulled
the rip cord on Nixon. once St. Clair
went on record as having listened o the
tapes—which  proved his client guilty
bevond amy  doubi—he had only two
choices: 1o abandon Nixon at the ¢lev-
enth hour or sty on and possibly get
dragged down in the quicksand himsell.
Sirica wasn’t the only key figure in Nix-
on’s demise who could have plaved i
safe by leting the system take its tradi-
tional  cowrse.  The Washington  Post
cditors who kept Woodward and Bern-
stein. on the story could have stayed
comfortably within the sysiem without
putting their backs to the wall in a show-
down  with the whole White House
power structure and a vengeful bastard
ol a President like Nixon. Leon Ja-
worski, the special prosecutor. couldn’t
even find a precedent in the system for
challenging  the  President’s  claim ol
“Exccutive privilege” in the U.S. Su-
preme Court.

Hell, the list goes on and on . . . but in
the end, the Nixon Watergate saga was
written by mavericks who worked the
loneliest owside edges of the system, not
by the kind ol people who played it sale
and followed the letter of the Law. If the
system worked in this case, it was almost
in spite ol itsell. Jesus, what clse conld
the Congress have done—faced with the

(continued on page 245)
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fiction By PAUL REB

THE,
LEGEND
OF

STEP-
AND-~
A-HALF

hewastop dog of the tribe
in those days, and
they say his spirit still
is seen on moonlit nights

NIGGERNEADS, those peculiar colum-
nar, closcly spaced, grassy-topped
swamp humps 1o he lound here and
there in the Norithland, especially
when you are not looking for them
and are on foot and are in a hurry
to gei somewhere. besides being
the worthy subject of more than
one impeccably written scientific
paper. are. bevond any doubt, the
meancst, rottenest, sneakiest, most
miserable.  deplorable.  reprehen-
sible things o be found in all Alas-
ka. (The Canadians cmn do their
own complaining.) Il you ever run
out ol lourletter words, take a
lesson Irom  the old Niggerhead
Indians. somciimes disrespectfully
called the Nastymouths: Go walk
on niggerheads. You'll soon come
up with some more—mavhe even
a best oseller. Whew! T hate o
think of ir.

The wouble with niggerheads s
you can never make up vour mind
as to the best way of walking on
them. If you step on top of the
hump—your first  inclination, it
looking so stable—the hump, like
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a soup-spined, jelly-bellied mushroom,
usually just bends right over, dumping
you, wogether with the load on your back,
if you're carrying one, headlong, maybe
breaking your neck. If you get led up
with broken necks and resolve simply to
stay on the bottom, walking bewween the
humps, you'll likely as not slip and break
both legs. the bottom seldom consisting
of anything but glare ice, turned greasy
in summer by a little surface water,
should the summer be a hot one.

Niggerheads* sound like nothing 1o
you? It might surprise you to know that
no more was needed than these ansed
unique litde swamp humps, which, like
cases ol the plague, seldom come singly,
to cause the longtime division of one ol
the oldest, most noble wribes in the
North. It is a melancholy story, but mak-
ing it saddest of all is that “the great
schiism,” as the tribal split was called, re-
sulted, and not wo indircul)'. either, in
the disappearance of a man clled Step-
and-a-hall, said 1o be the only person in
the history of the world ever 1o have
mastered niggerhead travel.

This fellow Step, who was. curiously
enough, a cripple, had the reputation of
being (he fastest man alive on nigger-
heads—at any distance. No oue could
touch him. The untimely loss of this
greathearted champion, this valiane livde
Achilles of the swamp, a man of so much
tnspiration to the world, for those with
a brown eye and a blue, surely must be
counted as one of at least [arnorthern
mankind’s most lamentable.

Bringing on the strile within the ranks
of the Niggerheads was the death of
their beloved old chief, Omuiwalker TV.
From all accounts, Omniwalker, however
inscrutable, was as good and kindly a
man, as wise and tolerant a leader as vou
could find anywhere. While he lived,
things went well enough for his people—
as well as they can ever go for a people
living round mniggerheads whose leader,
for reasons known only to heaven and
himsell, refuses to lead them out of the
swamps to, il not greener, at least flatter
pa stures.

His apparent aversion to daydreaming
notwithstanding, Chiel Omniwalker 1V
was not blind. He was as aware as any-
body what an inelegant sight his people
presented trooping across their blessed
clumpy heritage, walking every which
way, cven as he walked, some on top of
the humps, some on the bottom, all slip-
ping, sliding. [alling, cursing, getting up,
praying, weeping, shaking their fists at
the heavens, some going dumb with rage
and just standing there grinding their
teeth: but he, good man, believed in his

*The word niggerhead used here has
no racial or derogalory meaning. It has
been used for 115 years as defined in
Bartlett’s “Dictionary of Americanisms”:
“The tussocks or knotted masses of the
rools of sedges and ferns projecting above
the wet surface of a swamp.”

heart, just as all his royal fathers had be-
fore him, that every man had the in-
alienable right to get across his allotted
vale of tewrs and curse as best he could,
doing things in his own way, provided
only that he didn't do it upon the backs
ol his brothers—unless, ol course, he was

old and maybe had rheumatism. Except

for murder and cursing in a lorcign
tongue, their definition of treason, about
the worst offense known to the Nigger-
heads, av least as long as old Chiel Omni-
walker was alive, was this riding, using
the spur of “morality.” How they pun-
ished the offender won't be gone into
here. It is enough to say that it was from
the old Niggerheads that the phrase
came down 1o us: “Now the spur's on the
other foot.”

But once old Chiel Omniwalker passed
on. things lost no time in deteriorating.

Left 10 vie for the throne were Omni-
walker’s two sons—twins! Since  birth.
these two fops—neither of whom could
walk 1000 niggerheads without his tongue
hanging out and his swarting to yelp
about all the rare special ailments that
overbred aristocrats were sapposed 1o be
heir to—had done nothing but bicker,
tattle and try to outdo each other con-
stantly. Now one of them was going to
have to be chief, and each was deter-
mined that it was not going to he the
other.

The one brother liked to walk, or
strue, rather, on 1op of the niggerheads,
way up high where every single inch of
him could be scen and admired. Often
he would stop, rock himsell back on one
foot, smite his chest and palm his mouth
in an Alley Oop yell. On the basis of
what tned out to be insufhicient evi-
dence, he was convinced that the great
mujority ol Niggerhead people preferred
walking his way, and it was lor this reason
that hardly belore his old father was cold
in the grave, he let it be known that
he was now Prince Topwalker L.

Niggerhead royalty could take new
names like this, though few ever did.
“Better a new IV than the saume old 1 all
over again,” as old Omniwalker had said,
a lot ol people claiming to have seen what
lie meant. “Progress without ambition or
latred™ was a favorite motto of theirs, it
hanging in necdlepoint on many a wall.

Prince Topwalker’s brother natrally
had to prefer just the opposite—walking
down low, between the humps, where. if
not every single inch of him could be
sile, at least that part of him he was able
to conceal in this way would be. He, 100,
thought his roval body was something
pretty special, but he was going to save
his. if he could. Believing, on the basis
of the same sterling conceit-furnished
evidence that had been so boldly acted
on by his brother, that most ol the
Niggerheads preferred walking s way,
he—vou guessed it—llew toward the
title Prince Bottomwalker 1.

Shortly ater this  shameless

name

scramble took place, the two brothers,
having found no way of killing ecach
other and getting by with it. got wogether
on something, probably lor the first time
in their lives. They agreed to go belore
the tribal clders and subject themselves
to a vote, each secretly believing that he,
being walking arbiter already. would just
automatically be declared chiel and his
superfluous brother be run oll—or worse.

So the wribal elders were called to-
gether. Right away, Prince Topwalker
got the jump on his brother. Leaping o
his feet, he aried out in a loud ringing
voice the line that was soon to become
Lamous in the Niggerhead wibe, even
liule children going yound repeating it
as they romped on their careworn [a-
thers” abomination—the niggerheads:

"Give me, ere 1 receive two broken
legs. a broken neck, oh. I pray!”

This was a preuy hard act for Prince
Bottomwalker 1o follow. Nevertheless,
he now girded up his tongue and played
it through.

“Not me. oh, not me,” he rose and
aied back. “I'll take legs any day!”

Tumultuous shouts of “Stay on the
top, then,” or “Stay on the bottom, for
heaven's sake, who's stopping  you?”
filled the council chamber.

Besides the chiel, his sons and the
ribal elders. the only other people
ever allowed in the council chamber
during & meeting were the messengers,
and the messengers’ gallery was jam
packed this night. Step-and-a-half. being
messenger ne plus shookwm, was right
there in his seat ol honor. Step just
laughed and laughed at all this top-
bottom stwulf.  The other messengers
looked daggers at him. “Yeah, he can
afford 1o laugh. he gets all the business,”
they grumbled among themselves.

Next to being chiel or prince or clder,
being a messenger was about the best
deal in the whole Niggerhead tribe. As
far back as anyone could remember, it
had been this waty, and this was why mes-
sengers were not only allowed at the
council mectings but were looked upon
there as being honored guests. Every-
body blew them Kisses. A lot of the
Niggerheads thought the wibe was over-
doing this messenger bit; that they were
being entirely oo permissive with the
lads involved and such, but you never
saw anybody actually wry 10 do anything
about it, Just complain, that's all. Oh,
it's true enough that some of the messen-
gers were a hitde on the rowdy side, rac
ing round the village at night, making a
lot of noise and turning things over, but
Step never did anything like this, which
only proved that a man didn't have o
be that way just because he was a pam-
pered messenger. Step himself, when he
wasn't working, remained pretty much
a loner. doing litde but study up on
his messengering, polish his numcrous
medals, count his money, practice his




“For me it would be a very educational film.”




PLAYBOY

96

tip-receiving suavity—things like that.
You could see right away how - serious
he was.

As for the reform-minded, meaning
those wet blankets who wanted to find a
new place for the messengers and see
them put in it, about all that can be
said is this: The people they were oppos-
ing, champions of the past to a man, and
believers in its being left strictly alone,
rarely had to wait for more than a cou-
ple of weeks before being presented the
golden opportunity of breaking out
with a few of the old I-old-you-sos. The
Niggerheads living all over the swamps,
not just in the village, the sending of
messages was a big thing with them. For
instance, when it looked like a man
wasn’t going to be able 1o get out of vis-
iting his relatives much longer, he would
start dreading the trip days in advance.
On the fateful morning, he would drink
coffee for hours, thinking about all those
hateful niggerheads to be crossed, his
face getting longer all the time. Finally,
right at the last moment, he would
usually say, “1 think I'll just send a mes-
sage.” This would be acceptable enough;
his relatives were probably pulling the
same thing on him. So a messenger would
be summoned—Step, if he could be got-
ten—and the message dispatched. But if
Step himsell didn’t bring the message,
look out. This was always a bad sign.
After the substitute messenger had come
and gone, the relatives would just stand
there with a hurt knowing look on their
faces, saying, “He doesn’t care for us any-
more. You notice how he didn’t send
Step?”

While Step continued 10 rock with
laughter at all the heated top-bottom ad-
monitions being thrown around, Prince
Topwalker rose 10 express a grave con-
cern he felt for the welfare of his
people—"his” already. He had had a
dream. But first he looked over at Step,
genuine fondness showing in his face,
and uttered the following endearment:
“Little laughing Step.” (See what 1
mean?)

After smiling at Step and making
from the distance like he was patting
him on the head, Prince Topwalker
turned back to addressing the elders.

“Gentlemen, as we know, the world is
rapidly filling up. Everybody says that.
Soon there won't be enough niggerheads
to go around. My greatest fear is that
one day soon some niggerhead-bereft
stranger is going to happen by, take one
look at our people crossing our blessed
clumpy curse like a bunch of amateur
anarchists, every man doing his thing,
and say to himself that a people so with-
out unity, without discipline, form,
image, dignity, integrity, style are just
a—can I bring myself to say itP—yes,
are just a . .. a pushover!

“And having said that, do you know
what he would do then? Why, it can be
no secret. In a sweet voice, he would say,

‘Peace, brothers, peace, brothers,” then go
away and come back in the night—with
reinforcements. Gentlemen, this cannot,
this must not be allowed to happen. 1
propose that we, this very night, set once
and for all an official niggerhead-walk-
ing policy, and enforce it to the fullest
extent of the law; and if we haven't got
a law covering that, then, by heavens,
let us make one—now!”

This brought every topwalker in the
house to his feet, crying, “Hey, hey! Hear,
hear!”

As though some doubt had been left in
the matter, Prince Bottomwalker imme-
diately jumped up to get things straight
in his mind. But before seeking darifica-
tion, he, sucking the hind tit once again,
looked over at Step, who was still
laughing, and alter loading twice as
much fondness into his face, said, “Dear
little laughing Step.” Then he winked at
him with both eyes.

Step, without checking his laughter,
nodded his head gravely in acknowledg-
ment. In spite of his humble birth, Step
was every inch a gentleman; you had to
say that for him.

Looking directly at his brother, Prince
Bottomwalker now fumed, “And just
where, pray, would the people walk, in
accordance with this precious formal
niggerhead-walking policy of yours,
Prince Topwalker?”

Now it was all the bottomwalkers’
turn to leap to their feet. “Yes, yes, tell
us, where, where?” they all clamored to
know.

When things had quieted down
enough, Prince Bottomwalker lost no
time in owning to the very same night-
mare allegedly being suffered by his
brother, except that his own was far
scarier. What made his own so bad was
that if Prince Topwalker was able to ram
through this sly unspoken motion of his,
the Niggerheads were going to be no bet-
ter off than a bunch of giddy quail.
With them strutting round on top of the
humps that way, like so many nose-
thumbing, stiff-fingered targets, what was
going to prevent the enemy's pick-
ing them all right off? Here Prince
Bottomwalker shook himself violently,
to throw off the specter of so horrible
an eventuality.

Prince Topwalker shouted his brother
down, making light of his silly womanish
fear, his bottom-hugging cowardice, his
microcosm-loving soul, calling him a
niggerhead worm, not a man, only to be
shouted down in twrn. On and on it
went, for more than an hour, and Nigger-
head hours were twice as long as any-
body else’s, as some people still know.
Insults started flying back and forth all
over the chamber, even among the mes-
sengers, for each of them had his walk-
ing preference, or prejudice, too. Fists
were shaken under noses, men spat on
the floor in front of one another and
a lot of niggerhead-walking language

was used, sometimes whole streams of it
without a single pause. Ooh-hoo! The
Niggerheads hadn’t been nicknamed the
Nastymouths for nothing.

Step-and-a-half, safe in the arms of his
infirmity, just kept rocking back and
forth on his sea, moaning, “Oh, my
sides, my sides.”

At last a vote was called for—on every-
thing. One vote, a single little vote, and
they could all go home. Next day they
would have an official way of walking
and, at the same time, a new chief—even
a new way of picking their noses, if that
was what everybody wanted. Just get it
over with.

The vote taken ended in a tie. The
princes’ chins dropped, then, for the first
time, real apprehension set into both
their breasts.

Another vote was called for. It, too,
ended in a ue. Vote, tie, vote, tie, they
voting faster and faster—this was how it
went, far into the night. The Nigger-
heads were split right down the middle
and it looked like nobody was going to
budge. Everybody was getting hotter and
hotter and crosser and crosser, and aw-
fully vired.

The oldest of the elders, a white-
haired old gentleman who had survived
more broken legs and snapped necks in
the swamps than everybody else com-
bined, and who had loved old Chief Om-
niwalker very much, got up in disgust,
saying, “This is about the twiniest tribe
I ever sawl” and went out to take a leak
and have a smoke.

When Old Prewzel, as the aged swamp
veteran was affectionately called, came
back, another vote was taken. It was the
same old story.

Finally, Old Pretzel stood up to offer
a solution to what had begun to look
like a hopeless situation. Tempers were
growing dangerously short, and some-
thing was going to have to be done.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “this [bad word)]
can’t go on forever. We're gerting no-
where fast, and we're going to get there
even faster unless you listen to me. Now
hear a tired old man’s idea.

“In the next valley are plenty of good
niggerheads—good as any we've got
around here—and, best of all, that valley
is still unoccupied. Gentlemen, I ask you,
in all due respect, why, in the name of
[three bad words], can’t we be a bitribe?
We seem to be two-minded about every-
thing else these days—and nights.”

Here the bent old man, whose arthn-
tis was acting up something [earful,
sighed hoarsely and threw the two princes
a peculiar glance, but it wasn’t anything
you could really put your finger on. Wise
old men know how to glance at princes
like that.

“Let the Princes Topwalker and Bot
tomwalker draw straws.” he went on,
“the loser to take his fellow walkers over
to that next valley and there build a

(continued on page 102)



if men don’t make passes at these girls who wear glasses, they should have their eyes examined

Throughout most of recorded history, it's been a pretty dismal scene for those poor young things who were cursed with some
sort of myopia or other. Glasses! Better leprosy. All the bespectacled girls we knew seemed to kind of give up in about
fourth grade, studied their brains out and probably eventually married some adoring optician. If one wanted to socialize
at all, it was a good idea to leave the horn-rims at home and bump into chairs all night. But not too long ago, all that
changed. Glasses became glamorous and fun. Gloria Steinem showed up on talk shows wearing aviators’ and looked terrific.
And now? Well, gentlemen, feast your eyes on all that surrounds you here and realize how shortsighted you've been.

-IACUIAR






Left: “Dahling! I've just discovered the most divine new place to wear some of my smaller jewels! No, no, on my glasses,
you silly duck, on my glasses.” Above: These little flowers can't tell the daisies from the daffodils without some mag-
nified help from their outasight lenses. For beauty’s sake, we hope they won't touch anything that could cause a rash.
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As the plot thickens, this bookish lass finds her lenses a bit steamed up and decides to mark her place. Below: “I'Ii keep
my glasses an, if you don’t mind. All the better to see you with, my dear.” And then there's the romantic miss {opposite)

who sees the world through heart-shaped rose-colored glasses and provides us with the lovely end to our story.
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new village and carry on with—whatever
it is we do in the middle of these [six
bad words and an understatement], recu-
perate, eat, sleep, make love, get drunk
and cuss, cuss, cuss. We'd still be one in
language, in heritage and in spirit, sworn
to eternal friendship and all that, and
with our marvelously fleet Step-and-a-
half up there as official messenger, why,
it would hardly be like we were sepa-
rated at all. Should one of the camps be
molested from outside, in a wwinkling
Step would be right there to inform the
other, and in no time help would be
on the way. Caich the enemy up the
backside, if youll forgive my flowery
language. Getting old.

“This separation agreed on, gentle-
men, amity might prevail between the
opposed princes, each having become
chief of his own subtribe, and, best of
all, we could all go home.”

Old Pretzel's proposal caused a storm
ol excitement. It was talked over for a
long time, a number of the fine points
being discussed—those litde technicali-
ties that always have to be worked out
when tribes are in the process of break-
ing up.

The princes at last agreeing to the
plan, straws were brought in and drawn.
Prince Topwalker lost.

No one present had the strength left
to shout for joy, or even rub it in. Step
was helped home, not just because he
was so weak from laughing, which, in-
deed, he was, but because, as was said be-
lore, he was a cripple, and even with the
help ol his crutch, he couldn't walk so
well on flat ground, especially in the
dark.

Step's left leg had been chewed off by
a bear when he was a boy, and it was this
resultant condition of his that gave him
his terific speed on niggerheads. Having
no longer any choice in the matter and,
consequently, never wasting any time
wondering which was the best way, he
walked on both the top and the bottom.
He fairly got with it. His maimed condi-
tion was also what made him so accept-
able to both the topwalkers and the
bottomwalkers, he being considered kind
of neutral in the matter. Both sides trust-
ed Step.

From that day forward, Step’s star was
in the ascendant. Having been appoint-
ed official messenger, by both sides and
for life, he was now busier than he had
ever been, and not with carrying just lit-
tle “Hi, folks” messages, either, but with
important stuff. His litle moosehide
diplomatic pouch veritably bulged with
state secrets and he had to waich out all
the time.

“Here he comes, there he goes,” people
in both camps soon never tired of saying
of Step in amazed delight, as he went
back and forth, forth and back, and

102 mothers of daughters of marriageable or

near-marriageable age began regarding
him with a [resh-lead eye. “Hmm, now
that Step, you know,” they started saying
at the right times, in all the right places,
when Step had shot up there far enough;
to which the girls would reply, “Oh,
Momma,” then, in a small voice, “You
think so?”

Probably it never has been easy for a
superior man in this world. Let a superi-
or man appear on the scene and be hon-
ored, and right away there are a lot of
other men around who want to be supe-
rior men, too. But if they can’t beat the
superior man at his game, they know
that they can always camp on his tail and
snipe away at him, both act- and slan-
derwise, trying in this way to bring him
down so they can get his place, or at
least fight over it, and it is this they very
often do, as messenger nulli secundus
Step-and-a-half, as he was now officially
called, to his grief presently began to
find out.

Poor Step. The other messengers al-
ways had been jealous of him, never los-
ing an opportunity of doing him dirt,
but by virtue of much sell-discipline and
sacrifice, he had managed to come to
terms with the tainted gift of his own
superiority—a thing he hadn’t exacly
prayed for, you know. Don't forget that.
He bhad learned the wisdom ol staying
out of sight as much as possible, thus
robbing his enemies of their target—
leaving them with the itch but with
nothing to scratch, as it were. This had
vexed them no end. “If only he would
come out like a man and fight,” they
had said plaintively.

All that, however, had been in the old
days. It was difterent now. Now, with
his new exalted rank and all, carrying
with it so many wonderfully impressive
material perquisites, strewn all over the
place, things only a blind envious man
could resist staring longingly at, the
other messengers’ animosity toward him
knew no bounds. Not one of them was
ever brave enough to call him Nelly to
his face, he having so many friends in
high places, but that is what they all
called him behind his back. Nulli secun-
dus? Humph! “Nelly baboonpuss!”

“Nelly broke his own record today,”
one of the messengers would come run-
ning up to tell the rest, another explod-
ing, “Again?” They would then all take
deep anguished drags on their butts,
grind them out underfoot and go off in
different directions, their hands rammed
deep into their pockets and with dark-
ness in their hearts. That stinking liule
Nelly Step!

Their malevolence sometimes assumed
peculiar forms. Just to give you an
idea of how passing strange resentful
men can be sometimes, the other mes-
sengers, with two whole, healthy limbs
each. would go around abusing their

right or left legs, knocking them against
sharp objects, viciously punching them
with a fist from out of the blue, with
not a one of them having the frank
courage to go looking for the bear that
had fixed Step up in the first place.
Some ol them in this way were able to
temporarily lame themselves, or at least
come up with a passable limp, but that
didn’t help much. It only made it worse,
in fact—and Step would get the blame
for this, too. On their days off, some of
the silly fellows, joined by messengers
Step with his blazing speed had put out
ol work, thought that by going round
with signs on their shoulders reading
HIRE THE HANDICAPPED, they were sham-
ing Step, cutting him to the quick, but
Step wasn't that easily cut. He just
laughed. “Ha-hal” he said.

But frankly—and it isn't a pleasam
statement to have to make—Step
changed a litde. In spite of all his mar-
velous, godlike speed on niggerheads,
he was still only human.

After the wribe separated and the joint
kingdoms had been set up, Step began
losing some of the old humility that had
so become him. He had a little golden
crutch now to replace the homely spruce
root he had always depended on, when
walking off the niggerheads, and he
wielded it with a flourish. On state occa-
sions, he rode in one of the two sedan
chairs that had been placed at his dispos-
al by the tribes, each thinking that it
had outdone the other. He would wave
at the people as he went by. He was
never seen in his old dothes anymore
but always had on his official uniform
with the little folding wings in back. He
even slept in it, so as to be ready at a
moment’s notice—though this isn't what
the other messengers said. People started
shaking their heads over Step. afraid
that success might be getting to him.

Well, if it was, it certainly wasn't slow-
ing him down any. He got even faster.
He'd booze it up all night, then be right
out there in the morning, making him-
sell of yesterday look sick. Step had a
powerful constitution.

A lot of explanations were oftered for
the changes taking place in Step, things
having to do with his mother and his
father, way back in the beginning, and
though such speculations are always
worth listening to, and do make a kind
of sense in a way, probably closer to the
truth would be that all this sudden noto-
riety and affluence was simply too much
for him. He had a fine home in each
capital now, gifts of the respective trihes,
and both were furnished in the very lat-
est style. Lying about, and not in the clos-
et, either, were little signs of elegance
and luxury unheard of—$20 ashtrays,
imported crisscross throw rugs, flavored
toothpicks. 1 don’t know what clse. He
had servants galore, and everywhere he
went were people bowing and scraping

{continued on page 201)



it’s like making your living by spitting into the wind, but
some public servants in washington actually serve the public

article By ROBERT SHERRILL
AH, 50 YOU ARE beginning to wonder what
all those 2,851,576 civilians on the Fed:
eral payroll are doing to help you. When
your mail is ten davs late, vou wonder.
When they decide to build a Federal
highwa\' through your house, you won-
der. You mav also wonder when you hear
that our benign burcaucrats are shipping
tobacco labeled FooD 1o Asian peasants.

Moreover, it probablv gripes hell out

of vou to know that, while your effective
income shrinks, the people living off vour
Federal taxes are doing pretty well—half
a million of them are knocking down
salaries of $14.600 or better, and that's
just the white<ollar crowd; it doesn't
count the top-bracket salaries in the
postal and so-called blue-collar divisions
ol the Federal work force. Thanks 1o vour
generosity, a Federal emplovee can retire
on $2808 a (rontinued on page 216}

IS ANYBODY
OVT THERE
DOING HIS

JOB?
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PLUG an Advent VideoBeam in
and it throws a dramatic four-by-
six-foot television image onto a
special screen placed eight feet in
front of it. The color picture is
bright and clear, free of the ob-
vious scanning lines one expects
on so large a display. Instead, Ar-
chie and Edith loom brilliant
and literally larger than life, TV
close-ups become surrealistic and
linebacker Chris Hanburger’s fly-
ing tackles leave the viewer’s body
jolted.

“Once people see the Video-
Beam,” says Henry Kloss, Ad-
vent’s founder and president,
“they're not going to settle for
any other kind of television.”

He already has good evidence
to support that statement. After
spending six years and $2,000,000
developing his projection-tele-
vision system, Kloss sold 100 of
the $2500 devices [rom a tiny
showroom in the back of his
Cambridge, Massachusetts, ware-
house without advertising and
before officially introducing them
to the national market last sum-
mer at Chicago’s Consumer Elec-
tronics Show. There were lines of
interested audio dealers who were
so enthusiastic that in three days,
Advent had orders for its entire
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PICIUME

henry Kloss has put together a tv machine that
will turn your home into a movie theater.
1t 1t perfect, but neither was the model t

modern living

By IOM 2TTO

Above, you see the business end of Advent's Videobeom
projection color-TV unit-—an eye-popping electronic goody
that brings big-screen thrills right into your living room. The
freestanding curved screen (opposite) onto which sight and
sound are beamed is positioned eight feet from the projec-
tion tubes and has an area of 24 square feet. Price: $2495.

FHOTOGRAFHY BY DON AZUMA

projected 1974 output of 2500
units from hi-fi stores around the
country. By early 1975, the com-
pany plans to accelerate produc-
tion to a capacity of at least
10,000 a year and, should demand
dictate, to 20.000. using a 24-hour
work force.

VideoBeam is Henry Kloss's
piéce de résistance, a video coup
for an audio pioneer who's spent
most of his adult life dreaming
up ways to wrn technological
advances into playthings for
grownups.

In the carly Fifties, Kloss was
a cofounder of Acoustic Research
and introduced the AR speaker
system, a remarkable bit of elec
tronic  wizardry that  brought
high-fidelity speakers down to the
price and size range the average
listener could afford. After he
left Acoustic and became the K
of KLH, he developed the KLH
Model 11, a quality music system
that sold for less than S200. He
also put together 1the KLH
Model 8, an FM radio with
such clear and brilliant sound
that it's now a collector’s item
among audiophiles. In 1967,
Kloss moved once more. He start-
ed the Advent Corporation and
soon began marketing the first
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cassette deck to use a Dolby noisereduc-
tion system in conjunction with chromi-
um-dioxide tape; this combination raised
cassette sound to a quality virtvally as
high as that of records and reel-toreel
tapes.

Although audio products played a
functional role in Advent’s founding,
Kloss says, “I started this company with
one major goal in mind: the develop-
ment of a projection TV system.”

He is sitting in his comfortably crowd-
ed office chanting out ideas in thought
mantras, Allen Ginsherg style, paying
little attention to normal sentence con-
struction, straining to make his con-
cepts perfectly clear, shifting his eyes,
gazing up at the ceiling as he speaks.
Kloss, at ease behind his desk, is the ar-
chetypal combination of mad scientist
and absent-minded professor. His gray
hair hangs well over the open collar of
the grape-jelly-stained shirt he insists is
from Brooks Brothers (“a concession to
the corporate-executive image”). He
wears baggy khakis, dirty white bucks,
no tie. He keeps his wrist watch running
25 minutes fast and drives an old gray
Checker station wagon equipped with
two large wooden speaker boxes wired
into a Sony cassette deck mounted under
the dash.

Walking into the company's blue-and-
green lunchroom, Kloss pops a sandwich
into a microwave oven and quips, “I've
never understood these electronic gadg-
ets.” When someone at the table reads
out loud from the newspaper that Sara
Lee baked goods are mixed by computer,
he comments tersely, “Sort of believable.
They should be eaten the same way.”

For dinner he’ll put on a tie and jack-
et to dine with astronomer friends from
Harvard at a cozy French restaurant,
where he orders vintage California caber-
net sauvignon.

His office is in truth more than clut-
tered; it is a holy mess: tables covered
with the spent guts of old TVs and
radios, blown speakers, tubes, calipers,
capacitors, resistors, vials of chemicals,
tape cassettes, charts, schematics, cans of
paint. The phone on his desk is buried
under piles of papers and technical re-
ports; a stack of Wall Street Journals
occupies one corner of the desk; the other
end is a waterfall of paper.

Kloss is asked his age. He scratches his
head and says with an air of surprise,
“Gee, 1 guess it's 45 now.” Ask him why
he putters around with gadgets and he re-
plies, “I started doing it when I was very
young. There was nothing else 1o do
growing up in Tyrone, Pennsylvania.”

Just outside his office, a 15-person re-
search-and-development team works with
a sense of loose, effective teamwork. It
looks like a band of freaks charting an
obstacle course for a Star Trek adven-
ture. Most of them are dressed in blue
jeans and a few of the men have their
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son, unbeknown to Kloss, is searching
for a photo of The Leader to have silk-
screened onto Tshirts for everyone to
wear. Rock music blasts from a speaker
at one end of the room. Down the hall,
a fellow is hunched over a VideoBeam
chassis branded in felt marker “Saint
George the TV.” (“I spend so much
time kneeling over this thing, somebody
decided it seemed like a sacred object,”
he explains)) At various spots in the
room there are oscilloscopes fluttering.
Someone is laboring over an eight-foot
schematic of a change in the TV's cir-
cuitry. On the refrigerator is a posted
declaration that all food will be removed
on Friday afternoons.

Kloss’s atmosphere may be low-keyed,
but his business sense is not. He started
AR in 1954 with an initial investment of
$5000. Kloss owns two thirds of Advent,
which last year grossed 11.8 “megabucks,”
as he puts it. It currently turns out one
system—perhaps the best-selling audio
unit of all time—every 20 seconds. Yet
Kloss's prices have stayed low over the
years and he prides himself on keeping
the profit level below five percent.

"I have stands on values and we alien-
ate a lot of dealers because I won't make
a more expensive speaker,” he says. “1
believe this is the best speaker we can
make without getting ridiculous. Who
needs $400 speakers? I'd never make
anything that I didn’t have to. If elec-
tronic manufacturers—the people who
make television and stereo consoles—
were doing as good a job as they could,
there’d be no need for the hi-fi industry.”

Just as shortcomings of consumer
audio equipment goaded him into the
hi-fi business, Kloss says he began 10
think about developing the VideoBeam
because he was so dissatisfied with the
existing state of television.

“When 1 started thinking about it in
1966, color television had just reached its
prime. All the tubes were quite similar.
There's always a lowest common denom-
inator at work in things like this that in-
dicates minimum standards. Once the
minimums are accepted, no one does
much to go beyond them. The tubes
were all basically the same and it seemed
to me that none of them was really good.
There was such potential in the televi-
sion area. It just had to be put in the
right format. Toward the end of my days
with KLH, I noticed that you can get a
large and bright picture through projec-
tion without the expenditure of much
energy—much less, say, than you need for
a conventional TV set of standard size.

“We didn’t make any major technolog-
ical advances producing the Video-
Beam. In fact, the particular form of
tube we use dates back to World War
Two. The problem was creating the pro-
totype and then demonstrating that the
system is practical.

“There was no interest in the device
before this because there was never any

way to demonstrate interest. The only
way one can usually express interest is to
buy the product. If no one knows such a
product exists, there an’t be any de-
mand. I knew I wanted to build this
thing, but how could you find out how
many people wanted it? The cheapest
and most popular existing commercial
color projection system comes from G.E.
and costs $44,000.

“Even after we had worked out the
problems and offered the idea to major
corporations, we had no takers. The proj-
ect seemed too impossible. It was anoth-
er Edsel story: In surveys, people tend
to tell you what they think their neigh-
bors would like, not what they'd like. So
the manufacturers who saw this thought
no one else would like it, even though
I think they found it very appealing
personally.”

So Kloss found himsell faced with the
prospect of producing the tubes on his
own, even though he'd never done any
tube fabricating. Furthermore, he'd have
to do it without the help of corporations
devoted solely to that end. But thinking
optimistically, Kloss knew that once the
tube could be perfected, his problem
would be basically solved. Rather than a
conventional television that projects a
stream of electrons at a phosphor screen,
Kloss wanted—and developed—a tiny
phosphor screen that would be reflect-
ed back and projected onto a reflective
surface.

“Really, it's all done with mirrors,”
he says half in jest.

Finally, in 1969, Kloss managed to
project an image onto a screen. What
happened when you first saw the image?
he’s asked. "I remember Dean Martin
and the red handkerchief he had in his
pocket,” he recalls. And that was pretty
much the nature of his celebration. Just
calm observation: no cries of eureka.

"1 was working alone that night and 1
don’t talk 10 myself,” he says dryly. “And
besides, there was never a moment of
great discovery. It was totally predictable
eight years ago. There was nothing tech-
nically lacking for the production of the
system. This was simply a decision to de-
velop a way to put a tube together that
would hold a stable image even when
the heat inside went up to 900 degrees.”

In contrast with Cambridge's Edwin
Land, the Polaroid inventor who dreams
things up and then figures out ways to
manufacture them. Kloss's genius is pre-
cisely reciprocal: Given a technological
artifact—like the World War Two radar
tube he transformed into the Video-
Beam—he dreams of things to do with
it. He also, and this is probably his most
unique gift, finds ways to get his dream
produced.

“"Henry's brilliance lies in seeing po-
tential where no one else can,” says
Edgar Villchur, Kloss’s old associate at

(continued on page 210)



on this sca voyage, there was no mutiny, only bounty

Sfictu
BY NICHOLAS MONSARRAT

THE CHARTER BUSINEsS was very slack that summer and by mid-July,
the topsail schooner Calypso owed money all round Nelson's Dockyard,
and all over Antigua as well; otherwise, 1 don’t think the skipper
would have taken on the job. Usually, having six comfortable berths
to fll besides our own quarters, we tried to get three married couples,
or a mixture of the sexes, anyway, and it helped if one or two of
the men knew their way about a sailing boat and could stand their
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trick at the wheel.

When the prospect turned out to be
five girls, and young at that, even George
Harkness, who was an enthusiast in this
area, must have thought twice abour it
But he knew, better than I did, the mor-
bid state of our finances. He knew that
the Calypso, launched into the tourist
charter trade with such high hopes,
wasn't making any money at all. All 1
knew myself was that, as the engineer,
deck hand, cook and scrubber, I hadn’t
been paid for six weeks and that we had
both been living on the world’s most mo-
notonous diet, fying fish and chips, since
the butcher cut off the credit and the lig-
uor store cut off the wap.

That had been two months earlier.
Now even the harbor dues were begin-
ning to look like telephone numbers.

George Harkness was young and good-
looking; I was neither. But that was
about the only difference between us.
We were both in the same boat, literally,
figuratively and fatally. We had to have
some cash to stay alive. So when the offer
came along, it was almost impossible to
Tesist.

The first I heard of it was on a bright
July morning, when we were both busy
about our chores. George, having loosely
furled the big foresail now dried out
after a heavy dawn dew, was on deck,
wire-splicing a spare halyard that should
really have been thrown away. I was in
the galley, up in the forepeak, gutting a
litle bonito before frying up the same
old lunch.

Through the open hatch there was a
glimpse of a harbor that I always found
sentimentally overwhelming. Its molder-
ing buildings had been storchouses when
Nelson was on station here in the frigate
Boreas: the ancient embedded anchors
had served him as bollards when ca-
reening ship; the whitewashed caich-
ment had watered the British fleet since
1700; the worn stone of the quays had
been trodden by the young post captain
who was to die a vice-admiral of the
White at Trafalgar.

It was an honor for the schooner
Calypso to be berthed in this hallowed
spot. . .. Then the view was invaded by
something rather less hallowed, though
not less inspiring: a ravishing pair of
female legs, tanned to a golden aisp,
topped by lemon-yellow shorts of a shape
guaranteed to make old sailors feel
young again and young sailors ready for
extremely active service.

As I ducked down to take in the rest of
this vision, it moved on alft and a girl's
voice said:

“Hi, Captain! Are you for hire?”

Though captain was acceptable, and
even flattering, hire was not the sort of
word that people in the charter business
reacted to very favorably: It had under-
tones of a sail round the bay at Clacton,
one pound an hour, pills included. But
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own undertones as well, with a bit of
melting honey thrown in, and George,
though as class-conscious as any of us,
must have decided to forgive hire and go
for the basic question.

He said, “Yes—come on board,” and
the next thing I knew, the girl was down
in the main cabin and I had a first-class
eavesdropper’s line onto the transaction.

“I'm Mary-Lou Hanson,” she said, still
in the same slightly breathless murmur.
“I've got some [riends—there's five of us
all together. We wanted to go for a sail—
I mean a cruise.”

“How far do you want to go?” George's
voice sounded detached, but I was ready
to bet that his eyes were busy enough.

“As far as you like,” said Mary-Lou
Hanson.

George coughed. 1 judged that he had
been at the receiving end of a fiery look,
as well as the unmistakable innuendo
that went with the answer. But he still
sounded businesslike.

“When do you want to start?”

“Now, if you like.”

I felt that very soon it would be my
turn to cough. The Calypso, though solid-
ly built, wasn’t all that soundproof when
she was moored alongside in still water,
and George, I knew already, was not the
sort of young fellow who could remain
businesslike forever. I wasnt criticizing;
my cough would only have meant,
“George, it's the money we need.” But,
Iuckily, he still seemed to have the same
idea.

“I don’t see why not,” he said. He
began to talk about terms for a week or
ten days: the cost of victualing, the ar-
rangements about drinks. Then he said,
“What about the rest of the party? How
many men?”

“None.” Mary-Lou Hanson answered.
“We're all girls.”

“Whar? Five girls?”

“Yﬁ_"

“But how much experience have you
had?” George must have exchanged an-
other of those potent looks, for he added,
“In sailing, I mean.”

“Not much. Well, none. We just want
a little holiday, that's all. Fun and stuff.
Haven't you got an engine?”

“Yes. But we wsually sail if we can. It's
only a single screw.”

“Oh, my!” The next sound was of con-
federate laughter, which I could well un-
derstand, and then Mary-Lou said, *I
expect we can work something out. . . .
Don’t you have someone to help you?™

“Just the man who sails with me.”

“How old is he?” The question was
really rather odd.

“About fifty,” George answered.

“Oh, well.”

It wasn’t much of an epitaph.

They talked some more and had a cou
ple of drinks—already we were losing
money on this deal—and then George
said he would telephone in about an
hour and the girl took offl down the

quay. Though I craned my neck until it
creaked, I stull couldn’t see her face. But
I saw most of the top half, which went
admirably with the legs and the voice.
Progress, of a sort.

Presently, George came through into
the galley, munching a biscuit, with a
predictably silly expression on his face.
“I suppose you heard all that,” he said.

“Enough.”

“What do you think?”

“It’s crazy. Five girls. . . . How will we
sail? What will we do all dayz™

George grinned. “Mary-Lou, as far
as I'm concerned. And if they're all like
her. i

“Oh, come on, George. We're char
tering a boat.”

“Fully equipped.”

But though 1 didn't like the idea, we
both knew that the trip was on. It was
the best chance in months. There had
been nothing from our Miami agem
since the beginning of the year, and the
tourists sent down by the local hotels al-
ways went for the three big Chris-Crafts
that were the pride of the bay and the
curse of honest sailors. Calvpso could
never match such elegant runabowus. She
looked only what she was: a tough, salty
schooner. converted from a Grand Banks
fisherman; roomy and comfortable, with
polished mahogany instead of plastic
rubbish but without the [rills and the
chrome that caught the customer’s eye.

We couldn’t compete, and we had to.
For us, from the very first week, it had al-
ways been chicken one day, feathers the
next; and we had been at the feathers for
an awful long time. Five girls? We had
reached the stage where we would have
taken on five performing poodles and
clipped them real good.

“All right,” I said finally. “Give the
girl a ring. But we need fuel and we can’t
stock up on anything unless you get
something in advance.”

“1 said that would be the deal. Didn't
you hear?”

“No. That must have been when you
were murmuring. . . . Is she pretty?”

“Gorgeous. Like a——"

"OK, OK. . . " I was still rather
grumpy. "By the way, I'm lorty-eight.”

"Well, good for you!” George grinned
again. He was 24 and looked it. “Perhaps
she’ll bring her old mum.”

There were no old mums in the party
that trooped aboard at sunset. Though
I'm bound to say that I never really got
those girls sorted out properly, item by
item, with their labels attached, one
thing I could swear to: They were the
best-looking bunch ever assembled within
the timbers of one 65-foot hull.

Apart from Mary-Lou Hanson, a glow-
ing brunetie who was probably the pick
of the crop, there was a tall blonde like
an inverted Eiffel Tower and a smaller
blonde straight off a Pirelli calendar; a

(continued on page 134)







110 dealing calls in history but about 100 years earlier,

a factual and
historical account
of poker and

how it grew, with
only a few whoppers
thrown in

WHOIDEALT;
IBHISIMES S

article By @. BARRY GOLSON

WHITHER POKER?

Glad you put it that
way. Poker needs a little
classing up from time to
time. Roulette can sum-
mon an image of exiled
duchesses laying slender
stacks of chips on rouge
as the wheel spins; bac
carat may make you think
of pale heirs in white
tie murmuring “Banco.”
With poker, thanks most-
ly to Westerns, you tend
to think of a saloon table
encircled by liceridden,
scruffy-looking men. most
of whom accompany cat-
tle for a living.

For the record, how-
ever, poker turns out to
have as fine a pedigree as
you could wish for. It's
not exactly classy, but it's
certainly classless. John
Scarne, who never intro-
/ \ duces  himself withom
! adding “world’s foremost

t ' == -— _ gambling authority,” says
that nearly 50,000,000 Americans play the game either regularly or occasion-
ally; and it is rare to find a guy who hasn't drawn to a four flush at least once
in his life. Guys, hell. Scarne claims that nearly half the country's players
today are women. More on that later.

What it gets down to is that poker is as American as tacoburgers. “Civilized
bushwhacking,” Maverick’s pappy called it, and he may have had his doubts
about the word civilized. The game is as perfect a microcosm as we have of
the way a free-enterprise capitalist system is supposed to work, except that
the rich don’t necessarily get richer. Brass balls will do. In a limit game (no-
limit games, where a ridiculously huge bet simply buys a pot, are rare today),
a grocery clerk can humiliate an oil tycoon through sheer bravado—the
object being, without exception, to bankrupt the bastard across the table.

It all started one stormy night in Persia, about 400 years ago. A group of
fellows with a little time on their hands dreamed up a game they called As
Nas, which came to be played with 20 cards (the suits were lions, kings,
ladics, soldiers and dancing girls), five cards to a Persian. The players would
take a look at their hands and immediately commence lying. They could
claim to be holding one or two pair, three of a kind, a full house or four of
a kind—then back up the claim by betting the family goat. No straights or
flushes, no draw.

Late in the 18th Century, French sailors who'd been sent to Persia to win
the hearts and minds of the people there eventually ended up in Louisiana
with a similar mission and took the game of As Nas with them. It appealed
to the French because of another game that had been popular with aristo-
crats, called Poque, which also relied on bluffing. In time, the French kept
the basic structure of As Nas, discarded some of the sillier rules of Poque and
ended up with something they called Poque-As. The Deep South’s penchant
for lousy diction and slurring took it from there—pokah. There’s some evi-
dence that the old English game of brag and the German game of Pochen
may have influenced poker, but the Persian-French link seems the most likely.

New Orleans and poker deserved each other. Not only did Jefterson acquire
Louisiana by outplaying Napoleon in one of the most profitable wheeling-
(continued on page 224)

POKER'S GREATEST HITS

When his bride, Flower Belle (Mae West), leaves a
goot in his bed, Cuthbert J. Twillie (W. C. Fields)
in “My Little Chickadee” plays some paker. Asked
if it's o gaome of chance, Twillie replies, “Not
the way | play it, it's nat,” and is nearly shot.

“The Cincinnati Kid” (Steve McQueen) is stunned
that Lancey Howard (Edward G. Robinsan) stayed
in ta pull a straight flush against him. Says Lan-
cey, "It gets dawn to what it's all abaut, doesn’t
it? Making the wrang move ot the right time.”

"A Big Hond for the Little Lady,” with Henry Fonda,
Jaanne Woodward and Jason Robards, features
ane of the great poker hustles of all time—far too
complex ta summarize but with no fewer than three
surprise twists bosed on a single hand of draw.
£ o o

In “The Odd Couple,” much of the dialog takes
place around a paker table. When Oscar (Walter
Matthau) brings out some sandwiches with some-
thing green inside them, he assures the players,
“It's either very new cheese or very old meat.”

"The Sting” reunites Hollywood’s romantic couple,
popular Paul Newman and lovely Rabert Redfard,
in a practice session for an ingenious poker scam.
The poker game is part of @ plan ta set up the
archvillain far on epic bookmaking hoax later on.
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MILTON BERLE: Do you remember how Ernie
Kovacs used to carry a deck of cards
around with him? Always wanted to
play table-stakes poker. He was hooked
on the game. It must have been 18 years
ago that we were all at Dino's house—
Tony Curtis, Dean Martin, the regular
group. I wasn't playing; I was just kib-
itzing. The game began about eight
p.M. and continued all through the
night. The curtains were blacked out so
there would be no distractions. Must
have been 7:30 the next morning—they
were still playing table stakes—when the
phone rang. Before picking it up, Ernie
said that great line: I wonder who the
hell could be calling me at this hour of
the morning.” Ernie didn't play very
well. He lost a lot of money.

JACK LEMMON: I hung around games like
that for a while before I realized I was in
over my head. My speed is more like
what happened on the set of The Front
Page, which Walter and I made last sum-

mer. Just out of camera range, there was :‘c;}

a poker table that was filled between
takes with pgaffers, sound men, stage-
hands and especially actors. Billy Wil-
der, the director, realized that he’d be
getting a bunch of actors who didn't
know one another, so he set up a game
to loosen things up. Walter and I would

v DATHUE TR

we tnveterate bluffers show their hands

pull up a chair now and then if they
didn’t have enough players. The game
was draw, stud or high-low. And the
stakes weren't peanuts, either. It was
one-dollar, two-dollar, three-dollar. You
could win $300 or $400 a hand.

WALTER MATTHAU: You call that poker?
That wasn't a real game. That was killing
time waiting for the director to say,
“OK, we're ready for a take.” It was 100
automatic. Put the money in, the best
hand takes the money out. Throw it in,
take it out, throw it in.

LEMMON: So what's real poker?

MATTHAU: Any game where the loss of
money can hurt you. Real poker is being
able to bet a certain amount of money
that would make most people leave the

game unless they had a very strong hand.
You can’t deceive anybody with a dollar
bet. It really has to hurt your wallet for
the game to matter. The game has got to
have financial meaning, or else it’s not
poker.

ELLIOTT GOULD: I used to play table stakes
regularly at Harry Belafonte’s house in
New York. Pot limit. You could win a
couple of grand on a good evening. It
wasn't my idea, but we played a lot of
oftbeat games, like bascball. . . .

LEMMON: That reminds me of my cock-
amamie partner, the guy who produced
Save the Tiger. He enjoys playing poker
with his odometer, il you can believe
that. Even if he’s alone in his car, he's
looking at his dashboard and doing
mind bets on combinations of numbers.
I think the kid's gone bananas. I'll tell
you one thing: I ain't gonna be in the

car in front of him while he’s watching
that last number change, going for an
inside straight.

Gouib: Anyhow, we were playing base-
ball and a lot of wild games a1 the Bela-
fontes’. Harry and his wife, Julie,
usually didn’t do too well. It scemed like
they were always both losing in the big
pots. Sidney Poitier frequently played in
that game. He’s cute. He does a lot of
jiving at the table, a lot of obvious read-
ing ol his opponents. He takes a lot of
time to get a “tell.” My friend Joey
Walsh—he's the guy who wrote my last
picture, California Split, and a terrific
poker player—is very much into tells.
He says you should pay special attention
to the table talk between hands and file
what you hear for later reference. And
look out for idiosyncratic gestures, which
can tell you a lot about an opponent.
Not only must you know how to play the
cards but you've gotta know how to play
people.

TELLY SAVALAS: | know what you mean.
That’s what I call the vig. or the edge.
My vig is the ability to read people. Poker
is one of the few games where I've
managed to sublimate my own person-
ality., because 1 know it could be a
tip-off on the (continued on page 203)
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article By JON CARROLL

memorize these simple rules, because
there’ll be a quiz after class, kids

MOST OF THE POKER GAMES in this country, like
most of the murders, happen at home, among
people who know one another. Very rarely,
except in cardrooms, do seven strangers sit
down to play poker together. These private
games are often ancient, shaped by several
generations of poker players, laden with ec-
centric traditions and arcane conventions.
To you, a stranger, it's a poker game: to
them, it's The Thursday Night Game or The
Game That Used To Be In Benny's Base-
ment. If you are a newcomer to an old game,
you are an ambulatory vessel of ignorance.
Nothing is standardized in poker except the
hierarchy of hands. Unwritten house rules
are immutable, appeal to rule books useless.
You need all the information you can get. So
before the first hand is dealt, ask:

Table stakes or himit? Poker Playing in
America Charley, my neighborhood codger
with the callus on his index finger [rom deal-
ing seconds, will tell you that table stakes—
the game in which the size of your bet is lim-
ited only by the amount of money you have
m front of you—is the only true poker. But
Charley is wrong. In table stakes, you can
lose everything on a fluke hand after seven
hours of winning poker playing. In limit
poker—which generally operates with a max-
imum and a minimum on the amount of
any single bet—the man with the keenest
concentration and the clearest head wins. In
table stakes, any idiot with a big wad can
ruin an evening. In limit poker, idiots lapse
into stunned silence and leave early. Table
stakes is a hustler's game; limit poker is a
player's game. The author is biased in favor
of players.

Chips or voice? There are several methods
for declaring your intentions at the end of
high-low games. Some do 1t consecutively,
with the person being called (or the per-
son to the left of the dealer or the person to
the left of the last bettor or raiser) announc-
ing high or low first, and so on around the
table. This leads to a lot of jockeying during
the betting that doesn’t seem 1o have a great
deal to do with poker. Another method is
simultaneous chip declaration, in which all
active players conceal a certain number of
chips (usually one for low, two for high and
three for both ways) in their hands, then
reveal them simulianeously. Again, it makes
a diflerence in (continued on page 232)

FULL HOUSE
AT THE
WHITE HOUSE

AMERICAN PRESIDENTS generally like 1o be deale
. Ulysses Grant was probably the first 1o play
poker while in the White House; he had a
reputation as a pretty savage penny-ante play
er during the sober stretches of his Adminis-
tration. Other Chiel Executives through
history have admitted 1o raking in occasional
pots, although Franklin Roosevelt is supposed
to have lost more often than not. His Vice-
President, “Cactus Jack™ Garner, used 1o beat
him consistently, a problem F.D.R. solved
rather neatly by dropping him from the ticket
as soon as he could. Harry Truman played
regularly—although not as avidly as some
stories have it—and sometimes won, despite a
Missouri-born tendency to stay in every hand
ever dealt to him. He found poker a useful
political tool: When he was considering a man

“UH, MR. PRESIDENT,
AREN’T YOU SUPPOSED
70 DEAL FROM THE
TOP OF THE DECK?”

for an important Government post, he'd have
him over for a few hands with the boys: if the
man held up under poker pressure, he usually
got the appointment.

Qur last elected President—to use the term
loosely—was reputedly partial 1o draw poker.
Out of curiosity, ace reporter Barbara Nellis
tracked down a couple of Richard Nixon's
old card buddies, fellow officers during World
War Two in the Pacific. One of them, James
Stewart, now 61 and an insurance broker in
New York, old Nelhs that it was he who
taught a quiet, dark-jowled lieutenant J-g. how
to play the game.

“We were living ashore on Green Island in
the spriug of 1944, Stewart recalled, “and
Nixon spent most of his time inside the tent,
reading his Bible. He was quite a Quaker
then. Me, I'd found a good game and kept
disappearing every night after dinner. Nixon
got curious, came along with me one evening
and asked me to teach himn how to play. 1
taught him some pretty standard stufl—never
call unless you have beuter than a pair of
jacks going into the draw, that kind of thing—
and he must have (concluded on page 1584)



no such thing as a poker face at this round table—not with alexander woollcott,
george s. kaufman, ring lardner and chico and harpo marx as players

SATURDAYS WERE SPECIAL at the / rrl_m(]um
Hotel's Round Table, the favorite lunch-
con spot of New York's literary and artistic
set in the Twenties and Thirties. Unlike
the lunches on other days of the week,
which were g(nerill’, leisurely and ende d
with the participants’ going their separate
ways, the male lunchers at the Saturday
sessions hurried through their meals, got
rid ol their (continued on page 238)
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the lady played the oldest card trick in the book—on him

CONMINGDOWNIN
GARDENA

memoz'r BYJAGK mcHABDSON IT WAS THE DIAMOND | saw frst, a throb

of white light that flashed by my eye like a comet. I had been playing poker for
nearly three days, excluding eight-hour respites for sleep, and when not in a hand,
I had learned to rest my eyes by letting them gaze down on the green felt of the
table and look for patterns in the stains and cigarette burns that earlier players
had left behind. I would raise my head only when an odd vibration in the rhythm
of play called for scrutiny of the faces of those hunched about the table, faces that,
like the blots and smudges on the table covering, often transpired hidden designs
to an mmaginative eye.

The diamond, however, startled me into alertness. 1 watched the small, pale
hand that wore it work with its companion in a deft shuffle of the cards, a smooth,
rapid mixing that made the large jewel’s brightness trace shimmering lines in the
air, as if the hands meant to bind the deck they held in (continued on page 158)

SHOWDOWN
IN VEGAS

article
By RICHARD WARREN LEWIS

2l call, pardner—
_for $760,000

ALL THE BIG GUNS were there—
“Jolly Roger Funsmith,” Doyle
“Texas Dolly” Brunmson, Jimmy
“Fury” Cassella, Jack “The Tall
Man"” Strauss, Bobby “The Wiz-
ard” HoH, Aubrey ™All Day”
Day, “Iron Man Smith” and
Thomas Austin “Amarillo Slim™
Preston, Jr. Months of ballyhoo
promoting the world’s richest
poker tournament had attracted
16 contestants to a claustropho-
bic alcove at Binion's Horseshoe
Casino in downtown Las Vegas,
most of them professional gam-
blers with Runyonesque pedi-
grees. Each was risking a $10,000
stake for the $5160,000 prize
waiting at the conclusion of the
fifth annual winner-take-all mara-
thon. They were playing a vari-
ation of seven-card stud called
hold ‘em, in which each player
receives two down cards—on
which he may bet or check—then
three common cards dealt face
up in the center of the table that
provoke a second betting inter-
val, followed by a fourth card
face up and more betting and, f-
nally, a hfth card face up and
one more opportunity to bet.
Winning hands were determined
by combining any three of the
five exposed cards with the two
cards in the hole. It was a no-limit
game that encouraged healthy
wagers, while relying upon total
concentration, sufficient stamina
to endure grueling seven-p.M.-to-
three-a. M. sessions and—most im-
portantly—the critical ability to
know how and when to bluif.

By the third night of last
spring’s competition, only five of
the original field remained at the
oval table situated beneath twin
ornate chandcliers. Every scrauwch,
squirm, twitch and move they
made was dissected by the sort
of absorbed audience one would
expect to find watching a dem-
onstration at a medicalschool
amphitheater. On one side, im
pulsive side bets and intricate
analyses of each hand buzzed
through three rows of bleachers
occupied by some of the good
ole boys (continued on page 116}



NEVER,
NEVER FOLD

«. . and other helpful hints
Jor the last hand of the game

humor By JIM MURRAY

L HATE TO BRAG, but back in my single
days, I was one of the most feared men
with a deck of cards in the country.
“Jacks-or-Better” Jim I was known as,
the scourge of every nickel-quarter
game in the Connecticut Valley, the
undisputed king of dormitory lowball
and the man who, singlch;mdully,
broke the bank of my sister, Betty, in
the Sunday-night tablestakes games
where as many as 100 pennies would
change hands on a single deal. Here,
then, are the ten secrets of my success:

1. If the other guy has three of a
kind showing and you have a straight
with the middle card missing, tell the
dealer to hit you. Don’t believe that
silly rumor about an inside straight.
It can be flled. 1 filled one in 1938,

2. Never fold a hand for any reason
whatsoever. This is cardinal. You can
not win if you don’t stay. If you're the
kind of guy who lets himself be run
out of a hand just because the other
guy’s got four aces showing, go back
to playing hearts with Grandma.

3. Don’t run out if the other guy
pushes all his blue chips into the pot.
Remember, he might be bluffing. Be-
sides, you might catch an ace on the
last card. Always call.

4. Never play cards without a fresh
drink of bourbon every other hand or
50. A carton of cigarettes is also help-
ful. You will want to feel like you've
been in a card game the next morning.
And you'll be amazed how much sharp-
er a few drinks will make you play.

5. Never memorize your hole card.
It can be discouraging. Let it be as big
a surprise (o you as it is to the others.

6. Don’t be swayed if you need an
ace to win and they've all been dealt.
Take the optimistic view: The deck
might be crooked.

7. Always get in a game on a train
with strangers who have their own
deck. Remember this: Your friends
know your playing style; strangers
don’t.

8. Never raise a guy who says, “Let’s

see, does three of a kind beat wwo

D A pair—or is it the other way around?”
? 9. Always bet into a pat hand. Look

at it this way: His hand isn't going to

Above, top to bottom: Model F-103 metal fixture makes an ideal card-table light, by Robert improve, is it?

Sonneman, $130. Solid-elm pedestal poker table, by Lewittes, $200. Stackable chrome-and- 10. If you sit down to play with
plastic chairs, by American Seating, $49.50 each. On chairs, a dealer’s green eyeshade, by guys who admit theyre related,
Crisloid, $1. Inlaid-woad poker-chip case with four removable racks, by Crisloid, $100. stick around. It doesn't necessarily
Leatherette carrying case for chips and cards, by Langworthy, $35. Battery-powered card mean they’ll cheat. They might

shuffler, by Bowman, $7. All Bicycle and Bee cards courtesy U. S. Playing Card Company. not like each other. u 115
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sumo“ lN WGAS (continued from page 114)

vanquished earlier. Dominating this
group was Amarillo Slim, the publicity-
conscious winner of $60.000 in the 1972
tournament. His velver-lapeled, Western-
cut wuxedo, ruffled-front shirt, Hashing
sapphire pinkie ring, patent-leather cow-
boy boots and pearl-gray Stetson tilted
back on his high forehead were, shall we
say, hard to miss. One of the pros was
taunting him about being eliminated,
two davs earlier, in the first round.

“Jimmy the Greek says you ain’t no
better than  diddly-squat as a poker
player,” he said, referring to the Vegas-
based odds maker who with Jack Binion
devised the rules for the game in progress.

A crooked grin creased Shim's weath-
ered face. “You tell Jimmy the Creek
this,” he replied, measuring his words
for maximum impact. “If he keeps talk-
in’ about me like that, I'm gonna put
some arsenic in his old lady’s douche bag
and kill "im colder 'n a mackerel.”

Consigned to raised bleachers directly
across the room, a bevy ol lipsticked,
rouged, lacquered, wigged, big-cleavaged
poker grouptes gamely tried to follow
the tide of chips flowing across green
felt. But much of the time, like indolent
Sweet Charity hookers, they were primp-
ing with tortoisesshell compact mirrors or
scanning newspaper headlines reading:
“S.L.A. MASSACRED BY COPS IN SHOOT-OUT.”
To their immediate right, partially hid-
den by a row of casino officials, fistfuls
of $100 bills were changing hands in
games of razz—a version of seven-card
lowball. The gamblers involved at these
heretic tables apparently couldn’t care
less about the main event a lew [eet away.

To the groupies’ left stood a gallery
numbering several hundred. Among this
rapt cross section of humanity, segregat-
ed four deep behind velvetrope barriers,
were geriatric couples who conceivably
could have modeled for Grant Wood
and farm-fresh gamins with saucer eyes
straight our of Keane canvases, along
with toothpick-chewing, tatooed cow-
boys in Levis and armpit-damp T-shirts.
And gawking ourists in aloha shirts
whose jaws dropped in anticipation rose
for a better view whenever one of the
five survivors steered substanual stacks
of chips into the pot. Il Las Vegas had
a subway systemn, these would be the
passengers.

From among them bolted what ap-
peared 1o be a wizened prospector, mak-
ing a vain attempt to muscle past one
of the armed guards stationed at the
plaving-area entrance. “1've been comin’
here for 40 goddamned years, you son of
a bitch.” he bellowed through yellow
teeth, while being hustled away.

If any of the players heard this com-
motion, they never acknowledged it
Their eyes. as they had been [or hours.

115 were riveted on the table. Texas Johnny

Moss, a 67-year-old grandfather who takes
on all comers at the nearby Aladdin Hotel
and was the winner of two previous cham-
pionships, wiped his moist hands with a
towel while waiting out a hand. Baggy-
eved Sid Wyman, who was associated with
Strip hotels when Vegas was in its in-
fancy, kept fingering the corners of his
hole cards before dropping out. Bryan
“Sailor” Roberts, barely visible behind
towers of chips representing 575,000,
nervously rubbed his shmoo-shaped belly
against the table while contemplating a
S5000 call. Well-traveled Jesse Alto, born
in Mexico ol Lebanese parents and raised
in Israel. somberly drank black coffee
hrom a glass wrapped with a paper nap-
kin. And then there was Crandell Ad-
dington, a 36-year-old Texas commodity
speculator and real-estate developer, pulff
ing on a seven-inch-long, hand-rolled
Brazilian panatela as he awaited Sailor’s
decision. His searching cyes were barely
visible beneath the brim of his $100 plan-
tation owner's Stetson.

Sailor chose not to call Addingron’s
S5000 bet and the gallery reacted with a
muted bray of boos.

“You got no guts, Sailor,” heckled one
of them, watching him toss in his cards
and grasp 8300 worth of chips for the
next ante. Just to rub it in, Addington
flicked over uscless hole cards—proving
that he was bluffing.

For those intently following the early
hours of combat, there persisted a blur
of fingers tapping on felt, packs of cards
being torn up and replaced with [resh
decks. the inexorable exchange of neatly
stacked chips, diamond rings flashing
like prisms and a polluted haze of cigar
smoke that called for periodic applica-
tions of Murine.

As counterpoint to the repetitive shul-
fling, dealing, beting, staring, folding
and stacking, interlopers trying to share
some ol the big-event limelight provided
incongruouns  distractions.  First it was
Bobby Riggs bounding into the card
room. trailed by several ol his retinue.
In case you shouldn't recognize him,
Riges was wearing white shorts, sweat
socks, sneakers, sun visor and a blue
sweater advertising the Tropicana Hotel,
where he is employed as resident pro. It
was strange attire for ten in the evening,
even in Las Vegas. Within minutes, Riggs
was whispering in the ear of a kibitzing
gambler, hustling a backgammon game
that would involve a well-heeled pigeon
the following afternoon. Nobody at the
table turned to acknowledge his presence.

Two hours later, preceded by a surreal
glow of hot color-television lights and ac-
companied by his own legions of camera-
men. sound technicians, cable carriers
and boom operators, cleflt-chinned To-
morrow host Tom Snyder staked out a
position no more than six feet from the

table. Using the players as background,
waving a microphone back and forth
like a wand, he exchanged small talk
with various Vegas panjandrums. Sny-
der's presence was also largely ignored
by the players.

By midnight, Alto and Wyman had
tapped out—each leaving the premises
shaking his head and flashing a rical
grin to perfunciory applause. Their de-
parture left Sailor comfortably ahead.
entrenched  behind  $100,000 worth  of
chips deployed like the Maginot line.

“Sailor is bound to win,” predicted
Larry Perkins, a lowball expert. “He has
better judgment and he's extremely ag-
pressive. Besides, he's too far ahead.”

At frequent intervals during the next
several hours, Addington bulldozed all
of his diminishing chips toward the cen-
ter of the table, gutsy moves invariably
accompanied by expressions of astonish-
ment from the onlookers.

“He’s all inl” they would murmur,
edging forward for a better view of his
potential demise.

Yer, somehow, he always managed 1o
wriggle free. Superior poker players win
more pots with bluffs than with solid
hands—and that’s exactly what Adding:
ton was doing.

When the third day of play ended at
three a.m., Sailor counted up $89,900
worth of chips. Moss checked in with
$49.900, virtually the same sum he was
holding eight hours earlier. Addington
trailed with $20,200.

“Well, I made it through the night.”
he sighed, rising from the table and
yawning widely.

Sailor Roberts, astonishingly, failed 1o
make it through the first 80 minutes of
the following day. Shortly after the frst
hand was dealt at 11 a.a, Addington
pushed in the remainder of his $20,200
stake on the last card—and Sailor, after
anguishing minutes of soulsearching,
failed to call. The same pattern occurred
repeatedly, until Sailor's stack had dimin-
ished by one half. When he finally felq
confident enough 1o call Addington’s
most formidable bet—a $50,000 gamble
his aces and fours lost to a straight, and
Sailor was busted.

That left Addington and Moss 1o
square off head to head. Their styles of
play were as different as their person-
alities. Moss was all business, a shrewd,
seasoned professional gambler for 50
years. He played more conservatively,
preferring 1o snare smaller but surer
pots—rather than opting for riskier big-
bet temptations. As one expert observer
put it, "He'll call you out of your mind,
especially at the beginning, just to see
what you're doing.” His spectacles and
receded gray hairline were reminiscent of
a more lamous Texan, Lyndon Johnson.
I there was one idiosynaasy that dis.
tinguished Moss from his colleagues. it
was the busy handkerchief constantly

(concluded on page 231)



“I am afraid you're sitting on the bell, darling.”
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‘our november playmate may be the

gurlfriend of rock star todd rundgren,

but she’s very much her own woman

BEBE BUELL had jus{ come to New York from the
South and had met a young man who owned a re-
cording studio. “He must have thought I was great,”

she recalls. “"He hung photographs of me all over his
studio.” And everyone who passed through the
studio—recording engineers, prmluu-rs, MUSICIANSsS—
saw the pictures. One day, a musician friend of the
studio owner met the girl in the phutog‘mphs His
name was Todd Rundgren. “At the time,” Bebe re-
members, “Todd had just released his second album.
But I had no idea who he was. Anyway, we talked,
went out a couple of times and soon we were living
together.” That was nearly three years ago, and
though the photographs are gone from the walls of
the recording studio, some of New York's finest fash-
ion photographers are taking new ones of Bebe all
the time. 1 model,” she explains, “because I like
to accomplish things. It would be easy for me to just
hang around with Todd and do nothing but blab on
the phone all day while shining the furniture and
his four gold records lying around our house. But 1
like to be independent. I want to have my own
career, my own identity.” While Bebe has busied

“From being around Todd,” says Bebe, ““I've leorned that
modeling ond music hove things in common. Both depend
on improvisotion and on the expression of true feelings.”




“Sometimes,” says Bebe, ’being the girlfriend of o very visible rock figure can be bothersome. One night, some guy with a pLaYBOY in his hand
came running up to Todd and me, pointing to a picture, screaming, ‘Is this you, Bebe? Is this you?' *’ It was. This is Bebe’s third appearance
in our pages. Last February, she was one of The Girls of Skiing and in May was featured in Sheer Delights, our pictorial an lingerie.
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“Some models | know,” Bebe soys, “hove a prejudice agoinst
doing nudes. Thot's nonsense. A model should be versatile
ond nudity gives me o chance to try something different.”

herself with that, Rundgren has gone on to become one
of the most accomplished writers and producers of rock
(his last single, Hello, It's Me, was nearly a 1,000,000
seller). Bebe still travels with him, though, when he and
his band, Utopia, go on tour. But because her talents are
in great demand by photographers, agencies and fashion
magazines (on a typical nonshooting day, she averages
enough appointments to keep her busy well into the
evening), the tours and parties with good friends on the
road come much less frequently. “That's kind of sad,”
Bebe admits, ““but I don’t go to as many parties as I used
1o, anyway, and 1 got tired of spending my nights being
seen at high-class New York bars. I'm trying to live a
healthier life. I do yoga, I've quit smoking and 1 haven't

en any meat for the past year.” Still, Bebe wonders on
occasion whether it's all a dream. “Sometimes, when 1 see
my picture in a magazine or watch Todd play at a con-
cert for thousands of people, 1 almost have to pinch my-
self when I realize that less than three years ago, I was
just a nobody from Virginia Beach who didn't even know
that there was a Todd Rundgren or such a thing as rock
culture and the lifestyle that goes along with it. One
week.not too long ago, for instance, Eric Clapton was in
town for a concert. Todd and 1 were invited backstage,
at which point Eric asked him to sit in. Then Mick
Jagger walked into the dressing room, and later, when
Todd was onstage, Mick and I talked and he said, "Why
don’t you and Todd come over 1o my place tomorrow?'
His place turned out to be Andy Warhol's summer cot-
tage out on Montauk Point. And since then, he’s phoned
several times from London just to find out how we are.”
Bebe rarely lets all that glitter turn her around, though.
“I'm too busy for that,” she says. “I've got too much
growing and learning to do, and I'm determined to be
proud of myself.” No reason you can’t start now, Bebe.

PHOTOGRAFHY BY RICHARD FEGLEY




While the band tunes up before Todd’s concert at Pitisburgh’s
Three Rivers Stadium (left), he and Bebe take a few moments
together and chat with a fan (above). The next day, Bebe
stops to pick up a magazine (belaw) featuring a phata af her.
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Back in New York—and to work—Bebe poses (above) for top photogropher Pete Turner. “For some models,” says Bebe, “shooting ses-
sions are nothing but a lot of hard work. Not for me; | like the idea of putting myself into any mood or any pose my photographer thinks
is beautiful.” Returning to Turner's studio several days later (below), Bebe gets a chance to look at the tronsparencies of the shooting.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

A neighborhood busybody was so shocked by
what she saw through a young couple’s win-
dow that she marched right up, yanked it open
and told them so. The occupants heatedly
maintained that what they did in the privacy
of their bedroom was their own business—
and the other couples who were with them
emphatically agreec{.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines rhythm
method as off-season planting.

s e v

Explaining her new mink coat to her girlfriend,
the petite redhead said, *This impressive execu-
tive type picked me up very smoothly in a cock-
tail lounge, ok me to dinner and a show, and
then we went to his apartment, and after we'd
had some cognac, he opened the door of a huge
closet. and there were a number of full-length
minks, and he said. 'Pick one out.”

“And you didn’t have to do anything#" asked
the girlfriend.

“Well,” rejoined the redhead. “naturally, 1
had to take it up about six inches.”

We've heard that a new airline linking Geneva
with Milan, Rome and Naples is to be called
Genitalia.

An equestrian starlet named Barr

Saird, “My act's made me, sexwise, bizarre!
Since my two bareback steeds
Move at different speeds,

I've been stretching a good thing too far!”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines adolescent
tnlercourse as a teensters’ union.

A doctor and a lawyer in separate vehicles
collided on U.S. 95 one foggy night. The fault
was questionable, but both were shaken up,
and the lawyer offered the doctor a drink from
a pocket flask. The doctor took the flask with
a shaking hand and belted back several long
swallows. As the lawyer then started to cap the
flask, the doctor asked, “Aren’t you going to
have one, oo, for your nerves?”*

“Of course 1 am,” replied the lawyer, “after
the Highway Patrol gets here.”

Sure, you were once my knight in shining
armor,” cackled the old woman at her spouse,
“but that was before you reached the age of
shrivelry!”

Say, ol' buddy, guess what?" chortled the
drinker to his companion. “While you were in
the john, a guy down the bar sold me a cut-rate
membership in this prostitution club!” And he
held out a document for inspection.

“Wait a minute!” exclaimed his fellow
drinker some seconds later. “This isn't for a
prostitute club. It's for a parachute club!”

“Oh, my God! And I signed up for a hun-
dred jumps!”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines impotent
flasher as a public futility.

And then there was the Bibl ical straight arrow
who lived life as if there were no Gomorrah.

| locked my husband out of the house last week
for playing around with a number of other
women,” said the attractive young housewife,
"and now he wants me to take him back. What
should I do, Reverend:”

“It's your Christian duty to take him back,”
intoned the minister. pattung her hand. “But,”
he added, as his grip tightened, “how would
you like to get even with the bastard?”

The druggist 1alked the customer into buying
higher-priced condoms with the argument that
they were washable. The following week, the
man was back with fire in his cye. "Maybe those
rubbers you sold me are washable,” he stormed
at the druggist, “but you should see the letter
I've just received from the laundry!”
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And do you perform fellatio?” asked the in-
trusive sex pollster.

“It all depends,” replied the girl, “on the
fella.”

Mumm)' told me she has a baby growing inside
her out of Daddy's seed,” confided eight-year-old
Sally, "but I don’t know how Daddy put the
seed inside her.”

“That's simple, silly,” said nine-year-old Tom-
my. “He screwed your mommy’s head off!”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, pLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
Ill. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“We're not smoking, damn it, and our seat belts are fastened.”
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check the handwritin
on the wall—black is
a bright new fashion idea

Far left: Striped acrylic/wool blend
cardigan with contrasting waistband,
$45, worn with matching turtleneck,

$42.50, and wool straight-legged

slacks, $40, all by Cardin.

Left: Wool six-button single-breasted
jacket, about $80, shown with checke:r-
board-patterned woal /acrylic pull-
over, $30, and wool fiannel slacks, $40,

all by Larry Kane for Raffies Wear.

Right: Calfskin short jacket with zip
front and strap-buckle waistband,
$200, plus Jacquard sleeveless pullover,
$25, polyester shirt, $40, and waol gab-

ardine slacks, $70, all by Giavannelli.

Far right: 8rushed catton snap-front
shirt with knit collar and cuffs, by
Michael Milea/Peter Sinclair, $12;

nylon knit shirt, by Nik Nik, $30;
and sateen slacks, by A. Smile, $17.

attire

BY ROBERT L. GREEN

THE GOOD
GUYS WEAR
BLACK
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Right: Wool/nylon tweed jacket worn with
houndstooth vest and wool herringbone
slacks, all by Sal Cesarani for Country
Britches, $175; plus a herringbone shirt, $20,
and knit tie, $7.50, both by Bert Pulitzer.

Center: Cotton velvet suit with notched

lapels and paich packets, by Jupiter of Paris,
$95; textured cotton/ polyester shirt, from
Lanvin Deux by Hathaway, $25; and a silk
twill tie, by Yapré Cravats, $20.

Far right: Acrylic/Lurex knit sweater, about
$42, worn with madras shirt, about $24,
sitk scarf, about $30, and polyester/Trevira
slacks, about $52—plus a whip-snake walk-
ing cane, $75, all by Peter Barton's Closet.

ILLUSTRATIONS BY ERALDO CARUGATI
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SEX AND THE SINGLE SCREW

Titian type with marvelous green eyes
and another fiery redhead with the most
remarkable self-sustaining frontage since
the figurchead of the Cutty Sark.

They were called Samantha, Ellen,
Judy and Raquel—not necessarily in
that order—and they brought to our
staid male-fibered schooner a delicious
aura of good looks, sex, soft femininity
and lively humor. It was like some dusty
Vatican seminary suddenly going coed.

They stowed away their gear—though
there seemed very little of this—and then
rum punches began to set the tone of the
evening. One would be a [ool not to
drink rum in the Caribbean, whatever
one's previous tastes. Rum was cheap,
smooth, put-warming and insidious; it
broke down and then it built up again,
in a different pattern altogether. We
had an hour of this delicious nectar in
the main cabin, all bright eyes and laugh-
ter and honeymoonish jokes; and then
we set sail.

We didn’t get very far that night: not
in sca miles, anyway. We ghosted down
the coast from Nelson's Dockyard and
into Willoughby Bay next door; and
there we anchored, after an hour's lazy
sail under a marvelous yellow moon that
gleamed on everything—the rippling
water, the silver shore line, the palm
trees at its edge—as if the pointing finger
of the night sky wanted 10 show us the
best that heaven could do.

I cooked dinner—the smell of char-
coaled steak again, after all that bloody
fish, made me feel quite faint—and then
we setled down to the most cheerful
meal the Calypso had scen since we
brought her south from Nova Scotia.
The girls had “changed,” in the sense
that bare shoulders had become a very
loose phrase, indeed; and as I came in
from the galley with the heaped platter
of meat and vegetables and surveyed
those five paragons ranged ready under
the lamplight, T thought that no man
could ever have counted up to ten so
casily.

They talked, and laughed, and
squirmed a good deal, and ate like liule
horses, and seemed so delighted with
their surroundings, and indeed with the
whole world, that I could not quite be-
lieve it. It was like a rum-scented, sen-
sual, come-hither paradise, and there was
no such place. . . . George was the center
of attraction, just as he should have
been; he was in his element, sharp as a
row of spikes, and he was being paid for
it; the only trouble was plurality.

I thought, sarcastically, “If you just
play your cards right, my boy. . . " My-
self, 1 was just the spare hand, and al-
ready bashed about by a whole arsenal of

134 the weaponry of life, and 48.

(continued from page 108)

But I still couldn’t make the girls out.
Mary-Lou Hanson seemed to be the lead-
er, but the leader of what? They certain-
ly weren't a family. A club? Some kind of
staff party? A piece of a charter flight?
They didn't seem at all interested in tell-
ing us. At onc point, Mary-Lou had said,
“Oh, we're just friends,” and that was all.

When I asked one of the girls—I think
it was Raquel, but it might have been
Judy—what she did, she said, “I'm a sort
of teacher.”

"What do you teach?”

She looked at me with fathomless eyes.
“Physical education.”

That, at least, I could believe.

But it was not for me. George Hark-
ness was the star: Let him shine all
over. . . . A couple of hours and many
cups of coffec and rum chasers later, I
took a load of dishes into the galley.
Through the hatch I heard Mary-Lou,
following up one of the evening’s favor-
ite jokes, say, “I do like your ship, George.
Though it's a darned shame about that
single screw”; and then, in a much more
decisive tone, “Well—who's first?”

Here we go again, 1 thought re-
signedly; but I could not be surprised. I
had become used to the idea that ships
and boats did funny things to people,
men and women alike; it was a [act of life,
like litmus paper turning red. People
always behaved on boats as they would
never dream of behaving anywhere clse
in the world; and they did it quicker.

Perhaps it was the glamor, or the briny
air, or the blessed isolation, or the free-
dom that this cutoff life inspired. Maybe
onc sort of movement led to another.
Whatever it was, the potent magic worked
as soon as the passengers came on board.

We had once had an English couple:
youngish, probably not married, but of
the most reputable background-—1 think
they were both schoolteachers. But they
did not stay schoolteachers for very long.
They were drunk as coots from begin-
ning to end; they sang the most hair-rais-
ing songs at the first plonk of a guitar;
and they were both as randy as a goat
farm in spring. Even on the first night,
they started one hell of an uproar on
deck, about midnight. Keeping prudent-
ly out of sight, we could only hear the
squeals of laughter, the sound of thud-
ding feet, and then the voices:

“Come on, Arthur! Chase me!"

“I'm tired. Get down off there. Why
don’t you come back to bed?”

“I've told you. I want to do it up the
mast!”

After that, I never even blinked.

There was a lot of activity that night;
George must have been as busy as a one-
armed paper hanger, though the simile

was not particularly appropriate. At this
point, it might be worth detailing the Ca-
lypso’s sleeping arrangements, since they
were obviously going to be important.
George had his own cabin, amidships. [
had a much more humble slit of a berth,
opposite the galley, with my [eet in the
chain locker. The girls were spread
around in pairs in the big two-berth
cabins.

Three cabins and five girls left one
spare bed—or, to put it another way, it
left one girl on her own. Obviously, it
was going to be put this other way, if the
traffic was anything 1o judge by,

Isolated in my narrow lair, I dozed off
to sleep, to the music of ripples running
against the hull that could not entirely
mask all the other jazz. Once again, this
caper was not for me. George was the
star. Let him earn the money.

He looked pretty terrible the next
morning when he tiptoed into the gal-
ley: pale, with circles under his eyes you
could have used for saucers and yawning
like the lower end of the Grand Canyon.
He drank quarts of black coffee, some
raw eggs in Worcestershire sauce and
then a mixture of rum, Fernet Branca
and iced lime juice. Then he said, “I
think I'll go back to sleep. Give me a
shake at twelve.”

It was not o he. The pattern—and the
battle order that presently emerged—was
quite different. George was to he on duty
day and night. It was Judy—or Saman-
tha—who gave him his shake: not at
noon but at 8:30 A

By day three, still at anchor in Wil-
loughby Bay, we worked out a routine
that would at least look better in the his-
tory books. One girl stayed on board with
George while I rowed the four others
ashore and we had a picnic, above the
tidemark among the palm trees and the
dappled sunlight.

It was beautiful beyond compare—and
so were the girls, who by now were top-
less' and unashamed, and emerged from
their swim like streaming goldfish, and
flopped down like gamboling puppies.
They were very good company. We ate
golden slices of papaya, and drank pale
Barbados rum by the fiveliter keg, and
dozed a lot.

They seemed to have worked out their
own routine, very happily, without quar
rels. There was the Dish of the Day, who
stayed on hoard with George; and after
that the Late Night Snack, who was not
my worry, either. I had my own small
paradise at last, and it suited me wonder-
fully, from the top of the sunny sky down
to the soft warm ground.

In fact, I was doing much better than
the toprated gladiator. Somcone once
said that variety was the best aphrodisiac,
and at the beginning, George probably
found that this was truc. But by day five,

(continuecd on page 214 )






the u.s. needs energy the way a junkie
needs skag—and someday fairly soon

controlled thermonuclear fusion will

gve us the inexhaustible connection

arlicle

By RICHARD RHODES




PAINTING BY ROGER BROWN

AS FAR AS THE UNIVERSE 158 concerned, the
energy crisis 1s a fraud. There 1s no ener-
gy Crisis now, there never has been, and
there never will be. Dislocations, yes:
massive and destructive in the past, pos-
sibly more so in the future. But there

never was any shortage of energy in the
untverse. We knew that all along, watch-

ing the sun rise and burn and set
through all the millennia of the race's
evolution and never once falter, never
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once go out. Was there anything earlier
that we wanted? Excepting only our-
selves, was there anything earlier that
we knew?

The sun will save us?

No.

Yet it obsesses.

That huge, unquenchable source.

Then it will save us.

From ourselves?

e s .

Controlled thermonuclear fusion, the
ultimate source of inexhaustible energy,
in the long run almost entirely pollu-
tion-free, toward which physicists have
been talking and working since before
the end of World War Two, is nearer
this year to being realized in the labora-
tory than it has ever been. Last year,
1973, was a turning point, the year the
leading physicists in the field decided
that fusion was in fact possible and
would eventually be practical. They told
Congress s50; they told journalists so; one
of them, Dr. Harold P. Furth, of the
Princeton Plasma Physics Laboratory,
might as well speak here for them all:
“There's really no doubt any longer
about the fact that a fusion reactor is
possible. One could even describe such a
reactor, and one might be off a little bit
on the size and cost, which are of course
rather important, but one could describe
a reactor with near-absolute certainty
that some such thing in some size will in
fact work.”

How scientists reached this point, how
their experiments have gone and how a
reactor would work, and where that
work may lead us, are facts worth know-
ing, because controlled thermonuclear
fusion will change American life and the
life of the world at least as much as its
diabolic  bastard kin, the hydrogen
bomb, already has. Nothing afterward
will ever again be quite the same. If that
sounds ambiguous and even ominous, it
1s meant to. If power corrupts, it remains
to be seen whether or not absolute
power will corrupt absolutely.

From the beginning, then, heavy gold:
The sun, the stars, the clouds between
the stars, the northern lights, the glow
inside a neon tube, the fireball of a hy-
drogen bomb, all are made of plasma,
the fourth state of matter. Solid, liquid,
gas, plasma. To make a plasma from hy-
drogen gas, you inject the gas into a vac-
uum chamber and heat it above 10,000
degrees centigrade. The electrons then
separate from the nuclei, negative elec-
trons from positive ions, and the gas be-
comes ionized: Plasma is ionized gas. Like
ordinary gas, it can be heated by com-
pression and cooled by expansion; like
ordinary gas, it jostles about with no
particular form and expands outward

138 equally in all directions; but unlike

ordinary gas. it conduas electricity and
can be shaped and directed by magnetic
fields.

Making a plasma is easy; you do so
whenever you wrn on a fluorescent
light. Making a plasma do what the sun
does—do beuer than the sun does, be-
cause the sun isn't very efficient—is
hard. lons, the nuclei of atoms stripped
of their electrons and thus positively
charged, repel one another with great
force. To bring them together, that force
must be overcome. For the heavy isotopes
of hydrogen—deuterium and tritium—
the temperature required 1o overcome the
natural repellence of their ions is around
50,000,000 degrees centigrade. Above that
temperature, deuterium and  tritium
atoms not only collide but sometimes
fuse together and become helium ions.
In the process of fusing, a little of their
mass is converted into energy. The
amount of energy released is enormous.
E = mc?, that great tonic chord of physi-
cal reality that Einstein struck so long
ago, looks the soul of innocence until you
spell out the numbers: Energy in ergs
equals mass in grams multiplied by the
square of the speed of light in centime-
ters per second. Buu the square of the
speed of light in centimeters per second
is 900,000,000,000,000,000,000. One gram
of matter converted entirely into ener-
gy becomes 900 billion billion ergs. An
erg isn't much; 9 x 1020 ergs is one hell
of a lot.

Nuclear fusion on a modest scale was
first accomplished on earth in 1952,
when the United States set off a 2l-ton
monstrosity called Mike I on Elugelab,
Eniwetok, in the South Pacific. The re-
sulting explosion vaporized all 21 tons of
Mike I and replaced Elugelab, a little
strip of coral, with a hole a mile wide
and 175 feet deep. Even belore the Unit-
ed States developed the bomb that was
called the Super in those early days and
is called the hydrogen bomb today, some
of the leading scientists at Los Alamos—
men such as Enrico Fermi, Edward Tel-
ler, James Tuck—were tossing around
ideas for a controlled-fusion machinc.
(Tuck, an Englishman, midnightrequi-
sitioned some funds for the work from a
program at MIT that was housed in the
Hood Building: Tuck’s boss suggested
that Tuck was robbing Hood; the secret
program to solve the world’s energy
needs forever was therefore named Proj-
ect Sherwood. Physicists are celebrated
for their wit, not their sense of humor.)

Controlled {usion never looked easy,
but in those early days it at least looked
straightforward. Mike I, like all hydro-
gen bombs so far, needed an atomic
bomb to sct it off. That's how its inven-
tors got the millions of degrees they
needed for fusion. Controlled fusion has
to work without an atomic trigger. It has
to work within some kind of container,

but the plasma in which the fusion reac-
tions take place cannot touch the walls
of the container. Science writers like 1o
say that the plasma can't ouch the walls
of the container because it would melt
them. That isn't true. To be confinable
at all, the plasmas used in controlled fu-
sion must be kept at very low density—
100,000 times lower than the density of
the air we breathe. One one-hundred-
thousandth atmospheric pressure is con-
sidered a pretty good vacuum in other
lines of work.

So the plasma is the merest puff of
gas, and at such low density it imme-
diately cools off when it touches some-
thing solid. Fifty million degrees sounds
like the ultimate conflagration, but you
could stick your gold-plated Cross pen
into a thermonuclear plasma and very
little would happen to it. It might pit
a little and it would radiate soft X rays
like crazy, but the main thing it would
do is make a cold hole in the plasma. A
thermonuclear plasma gives off heat not
in the usual sense we think of heat, heat
we can feel, heat that burns us, but
rather heat as energetic particles and fast
neutrons, and those in turn can be used
to make “real” heat that can turn wr-
bines and gencrate electricity.

It seemed to those early explorers—
and they had their brilliant counterparts
in the Soviet Union, though neither side
knew about the other yet, because the
whole subject was top secret—that they
had only to figure out a way to confine
a plasma without allowing it 10 touch
anything solid, and then to heat it up to
thermonudear temperatures, and then
to keep it there long enough for the fu-
sion reactions to build up to the point
where they became self-sustaining, and
that would be it. They thought they'd
have a working reactor on the near side
of 20 years. I don’t mean 10 suggest that
they were naive, though on the face of it,
it appears that they were, but only to
suggest what was in fact true, that no
one knew much about plasma physics
in those days—despite the fact that the
universe is almost all plasma. (Solids,
liquids and gases are nearly as rare with-
in its vast confines as human beings,
who are composed of all three and no
plasma at all, except briefly, when hit by
lightning.)

Confinement was the most difficult of
all the problems, and still is, though
physicists now think they've nearly got it
licked. Plasma, since it conducts ¢lectric-
ity, is affected by magnetic fields just as
metals are. It seemed reasonable, then,
that a plasma could be confined within
a magnetic field. The first experimental
devices were simply tubes wrapped
with coils of wire. When elecricity
was sent through the coils, it produced

(continued on page i42)



coMe cLose. Closer. Lean over me, Put your ear to my
mouth. I'm not strong; I think I'm dying; I can barely

speak. Listen carefully. At the end of this street, at the

corner, on the east side, there’s a small white house with

a green roof. A brick path leads to the door. Snapdragons

are planted along the path. You can’t miss it. There’s a

wreath on the door—it’s old and blackened and looks

like an emblem of death, but don’t be put off by that,

it’s just an old Christmas wreath, hung there many

T —— years ago and never taken down. No meaning to that,
just laziness, apathy, inertia. The door is unlocked.
e \ Go in. The house is unoccupied. Nobody home. You'll
BiL O\ see a stairway leading to (concluded on page 249)

e

lisman before it’s too late &1
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all mouth-watering! all satisfying! all filling! soup as a meal!

food By GEORGE BRADSHAW

THE SPECTACULAR, full-bodied, this-is-all-you're-going-to-get,
meal-in-itself soup—seems to have fallen on meager times. It appears
to have been taken over by those gray-humored souls who make hand-
woven neckties and plant beans by astrology. The rest of us are lucky
to get something out of a can—Havored with the carcass of an alien
tomato and redolent with the savors cooked up in a test tube. It is
as 1f the right people had said nuts to soup. A grave mistake.
Consider: There are really very few things to eat. The meats
we commonly use can be counted on one hand, the fowl on another.
And there aren’t many vegetables (peas  (continued on page 208)
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magnetic-field lines running the length
of the tube. The electrons and ions of the
plasma inside then aligned themselves
along the field lines. Both electrons and
ions move freely along magnetic lines of
force. Left alone, the particles would
have spun along the lines of force until
they bumped into the ends of the tube
and quenched out; but to forestall that
result, the experimenters had added a
few more turns of wire at the ends.
Thus, the particles, as they approached
the ends, faced a more powerful magnet-
ic field than the field in the middle, and
it turned most of them around. This
kind of confinement device, which is
called a magnetic mirror system, is still
being studied at the Atomic Energy
Commission’s laboratory in Livermore,
California, and it still shows promise of
eventually producing a practical fusion
reactor, though probably in the longer
run rather than the shorter.

The mirror system didn’t work as well
as its inventors expected. As the plasma
heated up, it wouldn't hold still. It
kinked, it buckled, it bent, it shaped it-
self into fluted columns, and inevitably
it broke loose, hit the walls of the tube
and quenched out. But the major prob-
lem of mirror systems was leakage out
the ends. Physicists hoped that such in-
stabilities were unique to the mirror
system, and some of them turned to
other approaches. The lab at Princeton
University, for example, designed a ma-
chine that had no ends, a hollow figure
eight that was grandly named the stel-
larator, the star generator. But in 1954,
at one of the frequent meetings of the
Sherwood scientists, Teller, the iras-
cible Hungarian who is aedited with
having invented the hydrogen bomb, ar-
gued chillingly that all the devices then
being experimented with would also
develop instabilities of onc kind or
another, and the physicists gloomily left
the meeting more than a little sure that
Teller was right; and alter rechecking
their previous results and running more
experiments, they saw that he was. The
Fifties weren't the best years for fusion
research, nor the early Sixties, either.
Graduate students began looking the
other way. Only lately have they begun
turning to plasma physics again.

But at least one crucial step was taken,
in 1958, without which the program
might be foundering still. Sherwood had
been classified top sccret because it was
obvious that a fusion rcactor would pro-
duce vast numbers of neutrons, neutrons
that could be used, for example, to make
plutonium for atomic bombs. In the Iate
Forties, when the classification was ap-
there weren't many nuclear

reactors around and neutrons were hard
to get. So rather than show other
countries how they might make neutrons
through controlled fusion—we were op-
timistic in those days, remember, that fu-
sion was just around the corner—we
kept our work secret. By the mid-Filties,
after the Soviets got the H-bomb, it
wis obvious that there were neutrons
aplenty, and fusion research was stalled,
and physicists from other countries, most
particularly from the Soviet Union, were
beginning to talk about fusion at inter-
national meetings, and the secret was
cffectively out. So in May 1958, after
considerable prodding from Congress,
the AEC declassiied Sherwood, and
Russians and Americans, among others,
began talking to one another.

By that time, American physicists had
devised a remarkable collection of ingen-
ious devices designed to confine and
heat plasmas by squeezing them, pinch-
ing them, wrapping them in clouds of
high-energy  electrons, shooting  them
from ion guns, you name it. The results
were uniformly abysmal, though the in-
formation was often useful and the ex-
perimental and theoretical knowledge of
plasma physics that had been so lacking
before was beginning to accumulate.
The original breezy optimism, however,
was gone. The men in the field today,
wiser with the passage of years, describe
controlled thermonuclear fusion as the
most difficult problem of general scien-
tific interest in the history of physics.
They're not exaggerating.

While United States scientists worked
with their many devices, scientists in the
Soviet Union were concentrating most
of their attention on one particular kind
of machine. lts conception and creation
are credited to two brilliant Russian
physicists, Andrei Sakharov and Lev
Artsimovich. The Russian  machine,
which  Artsimovich announced to the
world in 1965, was called the Tokamak.
The word is generic now: Machines of the
Russian type are called tokamaks, accent
on the tok. Like the Princeton machine,
the tokamak solves the problem of end
loss by having no ends. It is shaped like a
large hollow doughnut, a geometric form
called a torus. In a tokamak, the magnetic
lines ol force spiral around the toroidal
chamber in helical paths like the siripes
on a barber pole and the particles ride
along, finding no ends from which to
escape.

An important feature of the tokamak
is its technique for heating the plasma.
Rather than hecating by squeezing, or
heating by the injection of hotter par-
ticles, as some of the American machines
were attempting, the Russians decided
tw let the plasma heat itself. Since plasma

conducts eleatricity, they induced a cur-
rent into the doughnutshaped ring of
plasma and the current, encountering
resistance just as current in the wires of
4 toaster encounters resistance, generated
heat. The Russian tokamak made the
first major breakthrough in confinement
time—in holding the plasma steady for
longer than the briefest fraction of a frac-
tion of a second—and it heated the
plasma to better than 10,000,000 degrees,
far hotter than anyone had achieved up
to that time, though not nearly hot
enough for fusion.

Despite the joy radiating from the So-
viet Union, not many physicists belicved
the Russian results. The logic of the
skepricism, says one American physicist
who remembers it well, was, “Hell, our
toroids don’t work, why the hell should
theirs?” Many American scientists were
skeptical of the quality of the Russian
measurements, particularly their measure-
ments of the plasma temperatures they
claimed to have achieved.

Since any but the most minute solid
probes stuck into a plasma disturb it, it
can’t be measured directly. Measure-
ments have to be made by capturing
what comes out of the plasma or by
shooting various kinds of radiation in.
Today, as in 1965, experimenters meas-
ure the neutrons coming out of the plas-
ma, the X rays, the light, the magnetic
field, the microwaves. The most accurate
method of measuring the temperature
happens to be by bouncing laser light
off the plasma and seeing how it scatters.
And in 1965, the Russians weren't up on
lasers.

Princeton therefore proceeded to tink-
er with its stellarator, Oak Ridge and
Livermore with their mirrors, Los Ala-
mos with its pinches. Then, in 1968, a
team of British physicists went 1o the So-
viet Union for six months to settle the
issue once and for all, taking along their
own lasers and thousands of pounds of
gear, since the Soviets are not famous for
their ability to deliver spare parts on

short notice. The British report cime

through: The Russians were right. Oak
Ridge converted from mirrors to toka-
maks. Princeton dismantled its stellara-
tor and in nine months rebuilt it as a
tokamak. From 1969 on, the tokamak
has been the leading contender to be-
come the first practical, working fusion
reactor. “The Russians,” says Dr. Mi-
chael Roberts of Oak Ridge, who went
over to sce the Russian machine in 1968,
“were very pleasant, helpful, tolerant,
because people from all over the world
asked the same questions over and over.
They wouldn’t read the scientific papers,
they had o ask the source—tell me, tell
me, tell me, too! We were like flies
around those guys all day long. They
were very tolerant.”

(continued on page 177)
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matter from the devil’s bookshe/! /sone

moment of lust worth a lifetime of doldrums? wake up, america!

humor By Jim Siegelman

Do You conboNE moral depravity? Does
your child frequent cheesecake dens? Is
your fly openz Obscenity is everyone's
problem. . . .

“It was the cheesecake made me do it,”
writes a low-grade civil servant. “I looked
at them pictures and rubbed up against
them and then I just went crazy and
put chewing gum in my hair. Cancel
my subscription.”

“No doubt about it.” says a guil
ridden businessman. “If T hadn’t read
that dirty novel, 1 never would have
boiled the canary.”

How many times have you heard a
close friend or relative make a similar ad-
mission? Yet, until recently, confessions
like these were greeted with skepticism

by respected members of the scientific
community. Now new studies confirm
the hypothesis that the mental fiber of
the country is being undermined by a
deluge of vile and filthy books, pictures
and other pornographic materials. Dur-
ing the past year, countless cases of psy-
chotic and irrational behavior have heen
dircctly linked to cheesecake abuse.

» In Tennessee, a 15-year-old pornog-
raphy addict was sentenced to five years
in prison for eating part of the Memphis
City Hall.

* In Denver, two dozen members of a
local cheesecake sect have vowed to walk
backward until the year 2000.

+ In Spokane, a prominent young at-
torney has filed an obscenity suit against
a fish.

A raging river of lust and perversion

ILLUSTRATION BY BASIL WOLVERTON

has flooded the country and now threat-
ens to drown our national psyche. The
Supreme Court has made a weak atlempt
to assuage the wrath of the vast majority
of decent Americans who have been
offended by the present torrent of cheese-
cake, but it is unlikely that the right-
thinking public will tolerate this spiritual
poisoning much longer,

Did you know:

That in America today there is a
serious shortage of topless electroshock
therapists?

Or that Los Angcles hosts a chain of
fast-food V. D. clinics?

Or that at once-staid New England ski
resorts, Saint Bernards take Spanish fly
to avalanche victims and accept Bank-
Americard?

Or that a

(continued on page 228) 143
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like america itself, erotica onscreen seems to be weathering a period of cover-up and recession

article By ARTHUR KNIGHT 1r tHAT o1D saw about actions speaking louder than words has any merit, the Mrs.
Grundys of America—the pressure groups, legislators, judges and district attorneys who have been busily trying to
enforce what they thought were 'ocal standards of taste in films—were sadly out of touch with their constituents in
1974. A sort of double standard seems to permeate our society—perhaps emanating from the top, where a President
mouthed sanctimonious platitudes in public and conducted expletiveridden vendettas in private. Never before had an
American President concerned himself so directly—and vocally—with morality in the media, primarily as represented
by hlms, television and the press, while practicing a personal morality very much his own. Nixon's “stop-the-smut” lead
was assiduously followed up by the Congress, the Supreme Court, the FBI, the Postal Service, various state govern-
ments and, on the local level, by ex[r;mrdinarily repressive police actions. In the wake of the June 1973 Supreme Court
decisions advocating illy defined “community standards” as the basis for prosecution of obscene or pornographic mov-
ies, no fewer than 37 states, in 250 separate bills, undertook to establish just what those standards might be. Without
even waiting for such clarification, police crackdowns escalated dramatically. In Fort Worth, Texas, a zealous district
attorney, contending that theater seats were accessories to a crime if people sat in them to watch an X-rated movie,
ordered that the seats—along with the projectors and the film—be ripped out and held as evidence. The film, of
course, was Deep Throal.

And thereby hangs the paradox. The best test for determining whether the citizens of a community deem any
acceptable or unacceptable is whether or not they're willing to
lay out their cash for it. According to Variety's annual listing of American movie grosses, Decp Throat’s estimated
take from the ticket-buying public in something over one year was in excess of $4,000,000. That's an educated guess—
probably on the low side, since, as Fariety notes, “Porno distribs are plain nervous about providing an exact account-
ing in the wake of the Deep Throat conviction in New York, where the fine imposed was based on a multiple of the
estimated proﬁls." Somcbody, somewhere, nhvinusl}' wanted to see Deep Th romﬂ'nough somebodies, in fact, to make

product—Dbe it soap flakes, breakfast cereal or cinema

144 it one of the most profitable releases in recent years, considering its low production  (text continued on page 166)



NAMES IN THE NUDE: Despite vigilante censors, famous flesh is still visible at the movies. Sean Connery communes with
seeress Sally Ann Newton in “Zardoz” (oppesite); Clint Eastwood has problems with pickup June Fairchild in “Thunderbolt
and Lightfoot” (top left); Linda Lovelace is menaced—at her most vulnerable spol—by Russian spy Cris Jordan in “Deep
Throat 11" (top right); Roger Moore and Susannah York, in “Gold” (center left), and Al Pacino and Cornelia Sharpe of
“Serpico” (center right) share toasts—and tubs; Ursula Andress falls for robber Fabio Testi in “Last Chance for a Born Loser”
(above left); and Patti D' Arbanville and Jeff Bridges make themselves al home on the range in “Rancho Deluxe” (above right).
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SHOCK TREATMENT : Women screamed, strong men fainted and at least one couple checked into a psycho ward after seeing
Linda Blair's performance as a demoniacally possessed 12-year-old in “The Exorcist”—but with each new horror story, box-
office lines grew longer. Despite such graphic scenes as the one above, “Exorcist” got an R rating. Three-dimensional gore in

the X-raled “A ndy Warhol’s Frankenstein” (below) prompted one critic to suggest issuing barf bags at the door along with
the 3-D glasses. Frankenstein (Udo Kier), helped by assistant Otto (Arno Juerging), creates two monsters {Dalila Di Lazzaro and
Srdjan Zelenovic); but before he can bring them to life, he's overcome by an urge to ball the {emale—in the gall bladder.




SHE LOVES ME, SHE LOVES ME NOT: The distinction between willing and unwilling sex was perhaps nowhere better ex-
emplified than in these lwo sequences, from “Don’t Look Now” {below left) and “Bring Me the Head of Alfredo Garcia” (be-
low right). The former, in a lense psychological thriller starring Julie Christie and Donald Sutherland as a husband and wife
beset by past tragedy and present forebodings, is overwhelmingly sensual and erotic in its participants’ deeply felt enjoyment
of the sex act. The latter, with Kris Kristofferson as a motorcycle tough assaulting at knife point a down-on-her-luck whore
(played by top Mexican aclress Isela Vega, featured in the July pLAYBOY), is standard Sam Peckinpah rough’em-up stuff.
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KINKSM ANSHIP: Offbeat hybrids—the Italo-American film “The Night Porter”
with Charlotte Rampling (lop left) and two French-Italian releases, “Toute une Vie”

(left) and “The Godson” (above)—serve up a heady brew of sadism and horsing
around. Charlotte is forced Lo dance i a Nazt concentration camp; the feathered
friends in “Une Vie” ride herd on storm troopers in a porno film within a film;
and the sexpots of “Godson” entice British politicos into a Profumo-type scandal.

ODD BALLING: Getting by with a little help from their props are
Ninetto Davoli, in “The Arabian Nights,” aiming a phallic arrow at
Luigina Rocchi (above); masked rapist Peter Brown going after Lisa
Moore with a pair of scissors in “Act of Vengeance” (lop right); and
a courtesan in “La Bonzesse” (bottom right) who obuviously never
learned that song about never smiling at a crocodile, even a client.




DOWN, BOYS! Ladies on
the offensive: In “Moon-
shine Girls” (right), Pat
Waid as a coproprie-
tress of Elbow Bend, Ken-
tucky’s, chief indusiry—a
still—takesrevenooer John
Bates’s mind off his job.
“The Sex Thiefs” insur-
ance investigator, Diane
Keen, gives cat-and-pussy
burglar David Warbeck a
taste of his own medicine.
And Adriana Asti shows
Giancarlo Giannini, the tai-
ular “Hot-Blooded Paul,”
how she trampled Il Duce.

TOPPLED TABOOS: A publicity release for Dusan Makave-
jev’s “Sweet Movie” ironically describes the scene in which
Anna Prucnal plays with little boys (below) as “stronger than
‘Snow White."” “Diary of a Cloistered Nun” (below right), with
Giuliana Colandra, Eleanora Giorgi and Suzy Kendall, 15 just as
far a cry from Audrey Hepburn's antiseptic “The Nun's Story.”




MIXED MENAGES: “The African Deal” offers a screenful of intervacial groping
between Calvin Lockhart and Janti Somer (left) to complicate a plot about
corrupt businessmen’s efforts to manipulate the national resources of an emerg-
tng nation that bears a distinct resemblance to Ghana. Moving north, we find
three's no crowd in “1001 Danish Delights” (above), wherein students at a school
for layward girls get ready lo relieve a wealthy young man of his virginity.

TRES GAY: Homosexual relationships are handled lyrically
in 4 Very Natural Thing” (above), with Robert Joel, left, as
an ex-monk who moves in with Curt Gareth; and morbidly
in Alain Robbe-Grillet’s “Glissements Progressifs du Plaisir,”
which is chock-full of blood and fetishism. At right, lawyer
Olga Georges-Picot handles her pretty client, Anicee Alvina.




PHOTO PLAYS: That old saw about one picture’s being worth a thousand words returns in new guise in “Turkish Delight”
(below left) and “How to Seduce a Woman” (below right). Ruiger Hauer, the horny hero of “Delight”—a ribald Dutch version
of “Love Story’—is temporarily abandoned by his wife (Monique Van de Ven) and reduced to giving himself a hand, with
the aid of her photographic likeness on the wall. Posing as a cameraman is but one of the imaginative techniques devised
by Angus Duncan to lure five attractive females (among them Alexandra Hay, who was the subject of a February PLAYBOY
pictorial, here portraying the sexy proprietress of an arl museum) into chasing him to the couch of his bachelor apartment.

NAVAL ENGAGEMENTS: Two poignant stories about sailors ashore, each based on a novel by Darryl Ponicsan, scored power-
fully in their screen adaptations. “The Last Detail” (below left) won Oscar nominations for both Randy Quaid, playing a
luckless gob en route to the Portsmouth, New Hampshire, naval prison—here getting his very first lay, from a sympathetic
hooker (Carol Kane)—and for one of his Shore Patrol keepers, Jack Nicholson. “Cinderella Liberty” (below right) made
Marsha Mason an Academy Award nominee for her performance as a neurolically self-destructive Seattle B-girl who is bedded,
then wed by yet another goodhearted bluejacket, James Caan—only to desert both him and her illegitimate mulatto son.







COMIC RELIEF: There's time out for laughter even in such
serious fare as “Mahler” (left, with Georgina Hale in a
black-humor nightmare); “Newman’s Law” (above left, with
cop George Peppard questioning nude model Pat Ander-
son); or “The Gambler” {above center), in which Lauren
Hutton helps James Caan forget his iroubles with juice-loan
racketeers. Funny throughout were (clockwise from top
right) Mel Brooks’s “Blazing Saddles,” with the director as
Governor Lepetomane addressing an aside 1o secretary Robyn
Hilton's commodious cleavage while ignoring the machi-
nations of his unscrupulous aide Hedley Lamarr (Harvey
Korman); “Alfredo, Alfredo,” whevein Dustin Hoffman is
mortified by wife Stefania Sandrelli’s shrieks at the moment
of climax; Woody Allen’s “Sleeper,” set in a 22nd Century
society that mechanizes sexual release (via an Orgasmatron,
from which a shaken Woody, who tried to use it as a hide-
oul, is rousted by guards); another fuluristic fantasy, “2076
Olympiad,” featuring TV commentators Jeff Muldew and
Sheila Kern giving a foreplay-by-play account of Kama Sutra
events; and “The Three Musketeers,” with Stmon Ward
as England’s Duke of Buckingham undoing-—and being
undone by—a perfidious Milady de Winter (Faye Dunaway).

o




BOTTOMS UP: Proving his initial impact in “The Last Picture Show"
was no fluke, Timothy Bottoms now ranks among the hottest young male
stars. With Lindsay Wagner in “The Paper Chase” (left), he struggles to
make it within the system at Harvard Law School. As a shellshocked Viet-
nam vet wooing Barbara Seagull in “The Crazy World of Julius Vrooder”
(above), he’s opted out of society altogether, going—literally—underground.

THOSE WERE THE DAYS: Nostalgia reigns
supreme: Jan-Michael Vincent and Joan Good-
fellow in “Buster and Billie” (below) swing into
the ole swimmin® hole. Robert Redford and Bar-
bra Streisand suffer through three decades in
“The Way We Were”; if you wonder how any
girl could be bored in the situation at right, it’s
because Bob’s half asleep. In “The Great Gatsby,”
Redford (below right) lusts for Mia Farrow.




ORGY, ANYONE? Due for
December release—and a
probable R rating—is “The
Wild Pariy,” a Holly-
wood period piece billed
as a “musicalized comedy-
drama.” James Coco stars
as Jolly Grimm, a silent-
movie actor not unlike
Fatty Arbuckle, and a
blonde Raquel Welch (look-
ing like Mary Pickford, of
all people) plays his mis-
tress, Queenie, an ex—vaude-
ville hoofer. (She sings. She
dances.) The story ends in

tragedy when Jolly, sensing
that his career is slipping,
invites half the producers,
actors and extras in the
film colony to a shindig at
which he plans to preview
his new film, and things—

as can be seen here—
get decidedly out of hand.
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ONCE THERE WAS a sultan who was exceed-
ingly fond of his jester and wished to re-
ward him in some pleasant way for all his
good japes and sayings. So one day the
sultan said. “Coelebs. 1 shall find a pretty
girl, a jolly girl, and marry her to thee.”

“Mv lord.” said Coclebs. “it is my role
to jest, not yours! A pretty wile is like an
orchird without a wall, a jewel box with-
out a lock, a lornicatress when you hap
pen to step out and an adultress when
you happen to doze.”

The sultan secretly enjoyed this horror
on the part of his clown, and so he said,
“No. no. it is time thou Iearned the true
jovs of marriage. 1 swear that thou shalt
have an honest wile. And if she be not so
for some reason, I shall decree a terrible
punishment.”

“It is well. then. O greatest king of the
age.” said the jester.

The sultan’s vizier, as all at court
agreed. produced a young woman of ex-
ceptional beauty. She was as sweet as a
melon and as sinuous as a vine. Coclebs
mroancd when he first gazed on her sup-
ple lorm. But alter the wedding, all wene
well for a few weeks.

Now. it so happened that there were
four men i the town—stout. loud. bois-
terous [ellows all of them—wheo had been
close companions and hot suitors after
this girl in the past. None had been able
to possess her, simply because the others
kept such o shrewd warch.

It was the duty ol the jester to attend
the sultan daily at dawn prayers and it
was not long belore cach of the would-be
lovers lemmned of this and decided. inde-
pendently, o profit by it.

As soon as the jester had gone forth
one morning, there came a knock at the
door and the frst suitor. a picman,
stepped  in. The wile embraced him
warmly for old times’ sake. He said in a
arcat, jolly voice. I was working in the
market this morning early and 1 discov-
cred thae [ had a great surplus of mince-
meat, very spicy, very tasty. And so 1
said 1o mysell, “Where shall T find a deli-
cite pic 1o stall with this fine mince-
meat”—iand that is when I was reminded
ol you, my love.”

The wile nearly swooned at this gal-
laniry, but. hefore she could demonstrate
her [eclings. there came another sharp
rapping on the door. “Quickly,” she said,
“go into that narrow little storcroom
there and sit on the bench until T call
vou,”

And who came parading his belly into
the house then bur the Ear herb dealer.
the second suitor. carrving a great bunch
ol sweetsmelling herbs. "By Allah.™ he
declared. I was nightgathering in my
warden and it came to me—"Where is a
fine hie of flesh to earnish with these wen-
der, sweerscented herbs?” And so 1 sud-
denly had you in mind and

Ihere come the sound of a hicavy fist on

from The Arabian Nights

the door and the wile said hurriedly. “Go
into yonder room and sit upon the bench
and be quict.”

The herh dealer went in to hide and
found the pieman there belore him.
“Well, look who's here,” said the herb
dealer as he sat himsell gloomily down.

Then, when the woman opened the
house door, over the threshold came a
bold butcher, crying. I arose belore first
light and slaughtered a stout ram; then,
as I butchered i, T had a notion. 1
thought ol puiting a fine piece of mut-
ton in my love's mouth and. ol course, 1
came to you at once.”

“Quick, quick,” said the wile as an-
other knock sounded on the door.

When the buicher came upon his two
friends in the hiding place, he made a
srudging salaam and asked. “What are
you fools doing here:”

“Just what you are doing,” they re-
plicd.

I'he woman threw open the door once
agam and found her fourth friend. the
chicef ol the sultan’s pipers, a barvel-chest-
ed man with a deep voice. He strode in.
explaining that he had been  geuing
ready lor bund pracuice when he had a vi-
sion of a more delicite instorument—and
some of the tunes he might play on it
‘There was another knock at the door.

“Ah" sighed the woman, “there is no-
body left but my husband.” And so it
wus. As he explained his carly retarn, the
three suitors squeezed together on the lit-
tle bench o make room lor the fourth.

When it finally became too stilling
and uncomlortable in the storeroom. the
picman said, 1 can endure this no long-
cr. I am going to wry a device 1o escape.”
I'hereat, he arose and began sticking
pieces of mincemeat all over his skin
until he looked like a leper covered with
S0TCS.

Then he opened the door with a great
thud and, veading solemnly, announced,
“Behold the prophet Job. the ulcered!
Show me the way out ol this place!” As-
tounded, the jester bowed and opened the
outer door.

Next emerged the herh dealer. all gar-
nished with greens until he looked like
a walking salad. “The peace be upon
you!" he aied. “Hath Job, the ulcered,
passed this way? I am Al Khiar, the green
propher.” And so saving, he departed.

Then came the butcher. quite camou-
flaged by the ramskin and horns and
caawling on all fours as he hellowed, “1
am Iskander, lord of the two horns, and
[ scek Job, the ulcered, and Al-Khizr. the
green prophee.”

“Peace be upon thee,” said the bewil-
dered jester. “They went that way.”

Following the ram appeared one pro-
claiming himsell Tsrafil. the archangel
whose ofhice it was to blow the last trump
for Judgment Day. “The time has come!
The time has come!™ he roared.
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Whereupon, the jester fell upon Israfil
with great fierceness and, alter a terrible
struggle, succeeded in binding his hands

andd bringmg him belore the sultan. 1
have caprured the angel Israfil.”” panted
the clown. “And in the nick of time, too,
my lord. He was just about to blow his
trumpet and finish vus all off.”

“"How sof Tell me more.” demiinded
the sulum.

“Well, that wile vou hunished me
with,” said the jester. T returned to
my house and caught her enjoying her-
self with three prophets—and then came
this archangel with his wild notion.”

“Thou art jinn-mad,” said the sultan.
“This man is the chiel of my pipers and
no one, not even his mother, has ever re-
warded him as an angel. Piper, come, do
you want vour head cut olf or do you
want a grant of clemency lor describing
the whole aflair without lying?”

On the Hoor, his face in the dust, the
piper begged to relate all withour lying,.

When he had done so. the sultan sent
some ol his chamberlains o feich the
herhy dealer, the pieman and the butcher.
Lo the jester. the sultan said, “Allah
curse all womankind! Thou wert in the
right when thou named them aduhresses
and fornicimesses.”

The four culprits now having been
hauled before him. the sultn passed sen-
tence: Except for the piper. all should he
cstrated. To the jester he granted a
specdy divorce.

—Retold by Jonah Craig
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ribbons of light. Without waiting for the
cards to be dealt. T leaned back in my
chair and observed the dealer.

She was as pale as the precious stone
she wore, yet it was a paleness that be-
trayed no fragilitv. As it matched the
diamond’s hue, so it seemed also to share
its hardness, its mineral durability, and
the leatures ol her face were perlectly cut
lacets, exquisite shadings that betrayved no
Mlaws or leclings beneath their glowing
whiteness. In this sculptured light there
was, as in the stonce itsell. a delicne blue
diffusion, and the eyes that caused this
subtle coloration were exquisitely empty.
their beiuty that ol immuculate design
il pure Tunction. Her hair was flaxen.
short. brushed hack like a bov's, as il to
keep its softess from Hourishing. She sat
erect and perfealy contained in her chair,
a concentration of cold purity upon a
throne, an Avernal queen.

Gardena, the own sprinkled about a
webh of Calilornia highways, may not he
the lower realm, but it comes as close 1o
a repository for exhausted lives as any
community I've lived in or wandered
through. By day. one might pass by all ol
its Landmiarks—gas stations, motels. su-
permarkets. churches, schools—and not
realize that anvthing so communal as a
rown existed within Gardena’s city lim-
is. All the old white [rame houses, all
the gaudy stucco of [resh suburban archi-
tecture would seem, at noon, at a speed
of 55 miles an hour, no more than a
momentary roadside diversion, a blur
that becomes lost in a traveler's mem-
ory among billboards. drive-ins, diners,
markets, car lots and other weather
worn bits of commerce that depend on
the monotony of highway driving lor
recognition.

Gardena at night is an even move dil-
ficult memory to sustain. for it is no
more, really, than a chaotic neon deco-
vation about the beads of light tha
mournfully mark the roads and through-
ways. making both darkness and distance
more lorbidding than they would other-
wise be were there no tiny white points
by which o measure  their  vasiness.
Moving onward, from dot to dot, one
speeds by or through Gavdena with only
bits of blinking orange, rved or green,
smatches here and there of commercial
colors, as enticements to leave the lour-
Line paths that a mind in flight could
believe run on [orever.

Although Gardena is a town [amous
for gambling, the gambling is not that of
great sums and pure chance. The ouly
game oflicially allowed within its city
limits (except for a rummylike game
aalled  panguingue, or  pan, recently
legalized) is poker, and then only those
Torms that can be considered variants of
draw. Years ago, when morality ciught
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up with Western expansion. a group of
Calilornia legislators made playing poker
in public illegal. However, through hon-
est oversight, omission or simple igno-
rance. only the term stud poker was
incorporated into the statute, a loop-
hole that the councilmen of Gardena
ok advantage of to create a local indus-
iry. And so, gradually, Gardena became
the host to those in search of evervthing
from a night’s diversion to a way of life,
F'o accommodate these desives, the town
sanctioned the construction of several
farge cud  cmporiums,  poker  palaces
that, with their restaweants and TV
lounges. are the true buildings of the
community. The plaving areas are
marked oft by brass rails or wood parti-
tions, against which lean the recently im-
poverished. the casual spectator and the
player waiting for a place to be open at
the table and game ol his choice. In
contrast to a casino, there is hardly any
sound, considering the number of people
present. a disconcerting stillness. Occir-
sionally a ory ol outrage or a moan ol
disappointment  becomes  distinet, hut
this goes unnoticed and soon dies away.
consumed by the soft, steady drone of
ritualized cardplaying,

And the plaving is. indeed, almost all
exactly established ritual. To keep per-
sonal wragedy ar a minimum. or at least
1o difluse its impact and publicity, rules
amd wagering limits have been devised
by the overseers ol Gardena poker so
that it is nearly impossible [or one hand
to be Hambovantly deasive in a custom-
ar's life. There is a maximum amount
that can be bet belore the draw and a
stinilar limit, generally twice that of the
first. than can be made afrerward. To he
sure. there are no restrictions on the
number of raises two or more plavers
may engage i, but only drunkards or
those with royal flushes make honest use
ol this option,

The motel I chose gave me a room
precisely decorated to conform to the de-
tails that my mind created whenever it
wished to furnish a sctting for loneliness.
A chair, a chest of drawers. in end table.
all flaked and peeling, utilivarian items
that were meant to serve unnoticed bu
that had been varnished o provide a bit
ol gentility for their transitory owners.
On one wall a mirror, the paint rom its
Irame spotting the reflection it cast:
against another wall, a large print. a
scascape, gray, with forlorn waves, s
sense of space as closed and confini
the room it was in. On the floor. like a
squashed poodle, a scatter rug relieved
the linoleum monotony that surrounded
it a brown-canvas screen disereetly hid
a stove. refrigerator and cupboard from
immediate view, as though to remind the
guest that there were domestic customs
to be kept up even in this dwelling. A
television set, a double bed that vibrated

‘\'h(‘" i (]llal’u.'r wis plll il'll.ll il a‘ll)l){ll’ﬂ-
tus attached to the wall behind it, a sin-
gle window with plain cotton curtains
wranslucent enough to let the lights from
passing cars soltly illumine the room
when one was lving in the dark—these
completed the [urnishings.

Often I had told mysell that I could
live alone in such & place, that shabbi-
ness and absolute anonymity formed a
fate preferable to the comlorts and com
pany that a cautious lile might provide.
Il one purposcly heightened his  life
through gambling, then such a mournful
room was always a possible result. not
only as an interval but also as a terminus
lor a life that came 10 nothing. Still,
whenever 1 imagined mysell in such a
room, I shored up my spirit in the same
way I did against all ideas of a grim eter-
nity. My mind would sustain me, and
memory and irony would transform
poorly furnished solitude, as they would
vacuous acons, into habitable space.

The reality, however, had  proved
more formidable than I'd imagined. 1
had been in the room just long enough
to unpack, deposit the required quarter
and streech out on the quivering bed
when 1 was seized by a fit of darity tha
precisely presented o me what such soli-
tude and disconnection would be like
were there no possibiliny ol overcoming
them. The hum [rom the bed and the
passing cars. the raule hrom the bath
room plumbing had grown louder and
louder. announcing themselves as the ac
companiment to the few sounds my life
would make at nigln in such a room,
and as their volume increased, the image
that came to me in the darkness revealed
the tervors of human limitation, of life
lived without ornament or diversion. ol
existence reduced 1o hopeless desire and
conscious ol nothing but its own ending.
By the time the bed had hinished rocking
me. I knew that I'd been a braggart in
the past whenever I'd told mysell that
anvihing was supportable il it were the
resule of my having giimbled on a sensa
tiomal lile. In less than hall an hour of
Gardena motel time, T had deeply feh
how much I would miss the gossip and
diversions of the world. and so I wok
out a pack of cavds ind hegan dealing
mysell hands of poker, preparing for the
games I would have 1o play in order 10
carn first-class passage back 1o lile.

-

- - -

“Parmi les morts, i faut de la pa
fience,” a Haitian poker player named
Beausourire had once told me. He had
been speaking ol Gardena's steady clien-
tele, the men and women who every day
take the same seas and play the same
game, hollow spirits who knit or munch
sandwiches while folding hand  after
hand, waiting for someone rash enough
o bet on two small pair or to think tha
a flush will stand up to the demands ol
three raises. Beausourire was one of the

(continued on page 156)
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APLAYBOY PAD:
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THIS 15 NOT your basic New York
City one-bedroom high-rise apart-
ment. Oh, it started that way—

as a small. boxlike. generally
uninspired structure (barracks is the
word most [requently used to de-
scribe this type of accommodation)
in one of those Upper East Side
buildings with unilormed doormen
and closed-circuit TV in the lobby.
But Tony Fisher—a 30ish real-estate
exec who is into art, sports cars and
maotoreveles (not necessarily in

that orde r]—]l 1 other ideas. And
le lound an interior designer—
John Saladino—with whom he
could communicate. The result is a
beautifully organic pad thar appears

much roomier than its true dimensions.

They did it partly by removing

2,
-3
el

‘.

The exterior of Tony Fisher’s building (above) sug-
gests a multiplicity of identical apartments. His,
though, is different. Each area flows into the next
at an angle, and it oll seems more spacious than it
really is. But when it comes to luxury—check the
living room (below)—what you see is what you get.

modern living

a new york bachelor loosens
up his cramped box-type
pad by tearing down
intertor walls, tiering

the living room and
stocking the glassed-in
terrace with greenery

a few walls aind adding a new one
that runs diagonally rom the

entry to the bedroom (see floor plan
on page 161). The diagonal
clement is reinlorced structurally by
the tervaced living room and visually
by dark-colored areas on the walls,
ceiling and Hoor. Additional interior
space was gained by enclosing the
outer terrace s turning it into a
greenhouse. Each area ol the
apartment now flows into the next:
and its organic quality is emphasized
by a number of built-in attractions,
including the bed and the wble
behind it (a sliding door closes ofl the
bedroom when privacy is needed):
the desk, which is part and parcel of
the bedroomn wall: and the double
terrace in the living room, where the
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Above: The entry from beyond the galleylike kitchen; to the right is the desk counter, resting
against a niche in the bedroom’s angled wall. Below: The end table is covered with beige wool-
and-mohair carpeting. An Albers pointing hongs over the lacquered cabinet, which houses
Fisher's well-stocked bar. The pedestal 1o the right of the paointing is actually o stereo speaker.

floor actually rises 1o forma table and
seating arca. All this “explodes the

hox,™ as one guest succinaly put it. Two
other lactors that make Fisher's apart
ment a one-ol-a-kind pad are the
controlled highing—spotlights and
louvers, which can create moods on
demand—and the artwork. which 1s first-
raee and m evidence evervwhere: the
floor Lamp by Noguchi: the Albers and
Fontana paintings: the Edger prings: the
Nevelson sculpture et al. And the
handsome materials used throughour—
such as the antique rosewood table

and the mohair carpeting i the living
room—don’t hurt, cither. Which proves
that you can have a one-bedroom crib
rightin Manlhaean and tarm icinto
something really nice o come home to.
All it takes is time, money—and 1aste.




LIVING
ROOM

. -
ENTRY

The floor plan shows the diagonal reorientation of the typical high-
rise design, dane partly with structural changes (the broken lines
shaw walls that were removed) and partly with color (the shaded
areas indicate eggplant-colored wedges on Fisher's walls and floor).

Above: The bed is placed diagonally against the wall; o table at the
back of the headbaard and the cabinet under the Léger prints are
built in. Below: Natural light is controlled by louvers, track spotlights
by dimmers that can be used to create just the right nocturnal moods.




it’s getting so a
gentleman is hard pressed to
hang on to his virtue

By o fithser
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“You man. Big . . . stvong . . . handsome!
162 Me woman. Little . . . soft . . . smell nice!” us next month, when our efficiency drive is over.”

“Sorry we couldn’t find a position for you, but try



“Someday I'm going to venounce all this militant
stuff and go back to being a plain, old-fashioned
“Then I'm gonna pull down your pants and rip off American prick teaser.”

your shorts with my teeth! Then I'm gonna bite
your—Hello? Hello? Operator, I've been cut off!”

“I suppose to you I'm
just another stage-struck kid
from Passaic, New [ersey.”
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“Blue Cross will hear of this, Ms. Bascomb!”’
“Young lady, is this a proposition?”

“Shall I take it off right now or would you like to
undress me with your eyes a little first?”

“We don’t suggest you'll scove by the time the boat
leaves Los Angeles; we guaraniee it!”



“Isn’t thal cute—little Felicia Farwell is
“Look, being a long-distance runner doesn’t starting to notice boys.”
necessarily indicate that I'm lonely.”

“Before I met you, Jocelyn,
sex seemed so academic.”
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cost of 525,000. Despite this evidence ol
acceptance. no movie has ever before
been subject to so many prosecutions.
Which is why its long-delayed sequel,
Deep Throat H, was brought out this year
as a solt-core [eature with, believe it or
not, an R rating: lots ol suggestion, no
action. Deep Throat 11 died at the box
ofthce, Linda Lovelace nowwithstanding.
The public knew what it wanted, and it
was Lovelace as a [lellawrice, not as a
dramatic actress.

A grassroots example of the cultural
chasm between what the more puritani-
cal of American society says the public
wants and what that same public actually
supports with its pocketbook is provided
by the case ol Al Woodraska. Back in
June ol 1973, Woodraska twook over a
bankrupt theater in the small own of
Harlan, lowa. Woodraska wanted to run
family-type pictures—the kind that his
audiences  prolessed to  prefer—in  his
theater. In his first nine months of opera-
tion, Woodraska booked but one NX-rated
movie, Last Tango in Paris. It was his
only money-maker. Rather than make a
switch to swouger lare, Woodraska ap-
pealed to the area’s churchmen for help.
and they cooperated with pulpit endorse-
ments. Woodraska booked such hlms as
The New Land and Gospel Road. only
1o have attendiance waver between sparse
and nonexistent. Gospel Road. Woodras-
ka reported, attracted a total audience ol
three ministers and their [amilies, one
priest and two nuns. And so, albeit reluc-
tantly, Woodraska last April inauguriued
a policy ol running one Xerated movie a
month. “I'm not about 1o lose my shirt,”
he explained. And. at last report, he
hasn’t: the Nerated [are is putting his op-
cration comfortably into the black, with
receipts running about double those for
features rated G or R.

For the derest indication of the gap
between public preachmentss and prac-
tice, though, one need look no [urther
than the year's number-one box-office
smash, The Exorcist. Released in the last
days ol 1973, it has been playing o
5.R.0O. houses ever since, and has prob-
ably been the wpic of more talk shows,
magitzine think picces and cockeail con-
sations than any other film in the past
decade. Opinions are vastly divided. Some
wonder why its rating was R rather than
N. Miany have found it pornographic,
even declaring it would hasten the de-
cline of the West. Or. as Beverly Hills
psychiatrist Ralph R. Greenson put it
“The Exorcist pours acid on our already
corroded values and ideals. In the days
when we all had more trust in our Gov-
crnment, our friends and owrsclves, The
Exorast would have been a bad joke.
Today it is a danger.”

But even though the “danger™ has been
carcfully pointed out—even though au-

166 dicnces know they will hear foul lan-

guage, that they will see blood and vomit
and witness a young child masturbating
with a crucifix, cven though they know
that the picture has made some people ill
and caused others to faint—still the
crowds continue to come. Why? No
small part of it, we suspect, has to do
with curiosity—the same curiosity that
brought them out for Deep Throat and
for last year's Kung Fu epics. They won-
der how much of what they've heard is
true, how [ar the movies can go, how
much they themselves can take.

That's not to say The Exorcist hasn't a
lot more going lor it than curiosity value,
The film has a quality ol involvement all
wo rarely lound in contemporary cin-
ema. There are the superlative technical
effectis—the rotating head, the rocking
bed. the icy breath. Even more important
are its puzzles—ihe relationship ol the
opening sequences at the archacological
digs in Iraq to what happens soon after
m Georgetown: whether what we are
witnessing is a true possession or a kind
of group hysteria; and why the Devil
should have singled out the guililess
daughter ol a divorced movie actress for
his foul visitation. In her rages. the child
spews streams of green vomit imo the
face of an aged priest (Max von Sydow)
and, in what is surely the Glm's most
shocking moment. smers her mother’s
lace with blood from her torn vagimi.
Obviously, it's not a hlm [or the {aint of
heart, and writer-producer William Peter
Blatty has been roundly coriticized {or
exploiting the public’s morbid fascina-
tion with horror.

What seems more pertinent, however,
is the Fact that both his book and his film
seem to have latched on to the public's
mounting interest in the black arts. The
people who continue to flock to The
Exorcist are enthralled by the Glm's pos-
tulate of an absolute evil, mindless and
irresistible. Subsequent variations on the
theme—and rest assured there will be
many, beginning with Bluck Exorcst,
Help Me . . . I'm Possessed, the La
made Antichrist and a German quickie,
Magdalena—by the Deoll Possessed’—
will soon indicate whether the phe-
nomenal popularvity of The Exorcist was
a onetime happening, based on  the
strength of William Friedkin's meticu-
lous dircection, or whether Blauy had
stumbled upon something that echoes
strongly the malaise pervading our entire
social order.

Meanwhile, before the year is out, au-
diences will have ample opportunity to
centrast the effects of demonism with
those of ctastrophe. Triggered by the
suceess of Airport and The Poscidon Ad-
weninre, the studios have rushed imo
production  such  multimillion-dollar,
multistarred  ventures as Airport 1975,
Earthquake, The Hindenburg and The
Towening Inferno, all designed 1o place

mortal men—and women—at the mercy
of forces over which they have no con-
trol. Inevitably, this rash of disasters re-
calls such late-Thirties fare as Hurvicane,
San Francisco (about an earthquake).
In Old Clucago (the 1871 five), The Good
Earth (a locust plague) and Boom Town
{oil-well explosions).

In another parvallel with the Thirties,
the movie heroines of 1974 are portray-
ing characters that resemble to a great
degree those played by the Rosalind
Russells, Claudette Colberts and  Jean
Arthurs of that decade. They were
working  girls, those  Depression-era
women—newspaper reporters more of-
ten than not—and even in those pre-
feminise days, they used their brains
more than their sex appeal to advance
the careers of their mates, or mates 1o be.
Today's women's lib ladies may depre-
cite those performances as lemale Undle
Tomism—especially since the reward for
their efforts was usually a wedding ring
and retirement—but for the better part
ol a decade, the movies did provide
heroines who were bright, auractive, age-
gressive and able. And they scem 10 be
on the way back. Peter Bogdanovich's
wacky 1972 comedy What's Up, Doc?
probably paved the way for their return,
It was a fast-paced, Ireewhecling adapta-
tion ol one of the best of the Thirties
screwball comedies. Bringing Up Baby.
which had co-starred Cary Grame and
Katharine Hepburn. In Bogdanovidh's
version, Barbra Streisand  played  the
Hepburn role, opposite Ryan O'Neal—
and apparently liked it, since her more
recent choices of seript have rellected a
growing interest in the liberated woman.
Up the Sandbox, another comedy, w:
specifically—perhaps oo specifically—
liberationist. with Streisand as a larassed
housewile who daydreams fantastic os-
capes (incuding a wild confrontation
with a hermaphroditic  Fidel  Castro)
from her deadening daily chores. In The
Way We Were, her shrill, inflexibly
tdealistic Katie  Morosky provides ihe
film's driving force. contrasting sharply
with the smooth but ultimately spineless
Hubbell Gardiner of Robert Redlord. In
her most recent picture. For Pete's Sake,
Streisand turned even more firmly o the
zany lormat ol the Thirties. As a Brook-
lyn housewile married 1o cabby Michael
Sarrazin, she sets out to promote 53000
for him so that he can make a Killing in
pork-belly Tutures. This leads o a te-
dious series of encounters with a loan
shark, the madam ol a brothel, Mafia
Killers and cattle rustlers: but the point
is that while the comedy may be inept,
Streisand is not. Like the stars of 40 years
ago, she is the one who brings off what
her husband is unable o accomplish.
Barbra may lack the style, the charm. the
class. the sophistication—and the looks—
of Hepburn or Carole Lombard, but she
lacks none of their cool self-sufliciency
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or their aggressive self-confidence.

A similarly strong [emale character ap-
pears in one of the year's [ew nonexploi-
tational black films, Claudine, with
Diahann Carroll in the title role original-
ly written for the late Diana Sands. Clau-
dine, the housemaid [or a white family, is
wooed by Roop (James Earl Jones), the
virile neighborhood garbage collector.
Their romance is complicated by the fact
that she has six children (but no hus-
band) and lives under the suspicious eye
of the wellare burcaucracy, and that
Roop is already supporting three oft-
spring from previous liaisons. It's a tale
that, clearly, could have happened with
minor variations in any low-income [amn-
ily, regardless of color. In a Whitey
version, the courtship might have been
more suave—with fewer buckets ol [ried
chicken followed by quick scrambles into
the hay, less vocal appreciation of the
girlfriend’s cute ass. Still, it’s reminiscent
of such earlier white family pictures as
With Six You Get Eggroll; in fact, it
might well be titled With Six You Get
Youl Food. But the point is that Clau-
dinc represents. without being at all mili-
tant about it, the essence of today's
liberated woman. She wants sex, but she
wants it on her own terms. Above all, she
knows her own mind and her own worth
awd reluses to sewle for less. Claudine—
one of the box-office hits of the past sum-
mer—demonstrated 1o wide audiences,
many of them perhaps for the first time,
that a truly liberated woman is still one
hell of a dame.

R

By one of those curious quirks of sched-
uling that sometimes make it seem as if
all the major companies had been work-
ing simultancously on the same picture,
1971 has also produced a spate ol boy-and-
girl-on-the-lam movies—Badlands, Dirty
Mary Crazy Larry, Sugavland Express,
Thieves like Us and Two, just for open-
ers. All had echoes of Bonnie and Clyde,
with heists and shoot-outs, but several—
notably, Sugarland  Express—{eatured
girls who were more determined, more
dynamic than their young men. It is a
L‘lulllillg, wiilful Goldie Hawn in Sugar-
land Express who springs her rather dim-
witted hushand [rom jail, then maneuvers
the capture of a young cop and his prowl
car. With the cop as hostage, they set off
o kidnap Goldie’s baby from a foster
home. Within minutes, they have hall the
prowl cars in Texas—and wwo from
Louisiana—on their il in a chase thae
can end only in violence. Sugarland Ex-
press is based on an mcident that ook
place in Texas in 1969, although the
reallile mother actually got her baby
back through the courts. Another ex-
ample of headlines turned to sereenplay
is Terrence Malick's Badlands, a hction-
alization of the Fifues exploits of teen-
age mass nurderer Charlie Starkweather
and his girl. The sole redeeming {eature
ol the hero, played by Martin Sheen, is a
carefully nurtured resemblance to the
late James Dean. Sheen plays a small-
town garbage man (refuse collection must
be where it's at this year) who callously
slaughters anyone who stands in his path,

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Ogden. but
Myr. Ogden’s will is quite clear. If you want your

share of the gravy. . ..

»”

beginning by shooting and incinerating
the father of the 13-year-old girl (Sissy
Spacek) he has decided he wants for him-
sell. The girl, it soon develops, has as
little compunction about taking human
life as he. and willingly joins him on a
murder spree that curies them [rom
Texas (again) to Montana, via the Bad-
lands of South Dakota.

Even more popular than the hetero
sexual runaway thriller, however, is the
type of feature that began with Easy
Rider and Midnight Cowboy—Ifilms in
which what we used 1o call love interest
has been almost entirely eliminated and
all the awention locuses upon the rela-
tionship between two men. In films such
as Scarecrow, Papillon, Thunderbolt and
Lightfoot and the Oscarsweeping The
Sting, the buddy sysiem reigns supreme.
Papillon permits Steve McQueen 1o es-
cape  from Devil's Islind  just  long
enough to take up with one native giil
(Ramma Assan, inwoduced 1o rravsoy
readers in a February 1974 pictorial); his
partner, Dustin Hollman, never makes it
at all. Except for a cameo appearance by
sexy singer Claudia Lennear (also scen
1 rLavsoy, this past August) as a fanny-
swinging payroll derk, Thunderbolt has
scareely a woman in the credits (al-
though Jeff' Bridges does pick up a cou-
ple ol one-nighr-stand cuties lor himsell
and partmer Cline Eastwood, and the
film provides one startling glimpse of an
anonymous, totally nude lady standing
in a picure window and diverting Jelt
from his landscaping labors). Many crit-
ics, in [act, saw the Lastwood-Bridges
relationship as one with homosexual
overtones; these writers made much of
the fact that in one lengthy sequence,
Bridges climbs into drag to further a
sifecracking operation. The Sting, lor 21l
its phenomenal popularity, had little to
olfer the practicing heterosexual—Eilecn
Brennan, looking particularly slovenly as
Paul Newman's live-mn, brothel-keeping
landlady: Dimitra Arliss, cven less appe-
tizing as Robert Redford's onetime bed
partner (and would-be assassin): and Sally
Kirkland as a sexy stripper who, unfor-
tunately, flounces out in the carly recls.

To these might well be added such spe-
cifically “men’s pictures” as The Last De-
tail, Busting, $*P*Y*S and The Super
Cops. In The Super Cops, for example,
virtually the only female in an extraordi-
narily large cast is Sheila Frazier, scen
briefly as a black prostitute who helps
Ron Leibman and David Selby break up
the drug traffic in Brooklyn. Zouzou, the
bomb-throwing anarchist in S*P*Y*S§,
generously permits CIA agems  Elliote
Gould and Donald Sutherland to share
her flat one night when they are in need
of a hide-out. When Sutherland tries to
move on into her bedroom, however, he
finds that she's already sharing it with
two other male comrades. Prankishly, he
suggests that Gould take the bedroom
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“The Electra complex is always a
toughie, and on top of that, you were born under A quarius.
Lel’s see what the ‘I Ching’ says.”

while he sleeps on the couch—fully ex-
pecting that his pal will be promptly
expelled. He isn’t—in fact, he does not
emerge until morning. having obviously
spent an active night. Whereupon Suther-
Land grabs a quickie with Zouzou on the
Kirchen table belore sauntering forth with
Gould to resume their bumbling espio-
nage efforts. In Busting, which pairs
Gould and Robert Blake as vicesquad
detectives, the women represented are a
high-class callgirl (Cornelia Sharpe) and
a junkie in a massage parlor (Erin
O’'Reilly)—hardly tvpes one would take
home to mother.

Best of the year's male movies, at least
for our money, was the warmhearted and
perceptive The Last Detail, with Jack
Nicholson and Ous Young on shore
patrol duty, assigned to escort prisoner
Randy Quaid—whose only crime was an
unsuccessful attempt at dipping into the
donations box meant for the C.O.'s wile's
lavorite charity—{rom Norlolk. Virginia,
to the nmaval brig at Portsmouth, New
Hampshire. A great camaraderie springs
up between the men, especially when they
decide to force-feed the hapless Quaid
with a taste of the life he will be miss-
ing for the next eight years—including, of
course, women. At least in this flm,
scriptwriter Robert Towne gave the girls,
even though their roles are minuscule, a
bit of a break. One (Luana Anders) is
an intellectual kook and the other (Car-
ol Kane) a two-bit whore, but Towne
has drawn them with sympathy and af-
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deal to give to the unfortunate Quaid,
but they give what they have without
stint or reservation. The scenc in the
prostitute’s room, with Quaid crushed
because he has come too quickly. is per-
haps the most affecting in the entire pic-
ture. It's made so by the solicitous way in
which the slender, pathetic girl secks to
reassure him that ivs all right, it can
happen to anybody. it'll he better next
time. And the shy, prideful smile on
Quaid's face when he rejoins his pals
tells us that indeed it was.

Nicholson, who deservedly won an
Academy nomination for his work as the
rindy, pugnacious Buddusky in this film,
returned in even better form a few
months later as a Raymond Chandler-
esque private eye in Roman Polanski’s
Chinatown, again with a script by Rob-
ert. Towne. The plot of this thriller,
set in 1937, is every bit as complex as
that of a good mystery, involving the
land grabs that rocked Los Angeles when
new dams and reservoirs were being pro-
posed and greedy local politicos were
buving up vast tracts in anticipation of
windfall profits. But while the premise
and the stunning period settings have
the smell of reality, it's the performances
that give this film its punch. Faye Duna-
way, who carlicr had smudged her face
and straggled her hair for Stanley Kra-
mer's Oklahoma Crude, appears here
radiant, svelte and slighily sinister as the
wife of a murdered water commissioner
who might have been responsible for her
husband's demise, and may have similar

plans for Nicholson. John Huston, as her
father, is marvelously craggy and crotch-
ety, and is responsible for the film’s most
bizarre plot twist: He turns out to be the
sirc of Faye's teenaged child. Ultimately,
though. it's Nicholson who carries the
film. Even though he goes through most
of it with a bandage over his nose. after
one of Huston's bully boys (Polanski
himsell. in a bit part) has slit it as a
warning, he still transmits the kind ol
voltage that crackled in such Bogart clas-
sics as The Maltese Falcon and The Big
Sleep. At one point, in fact, it looked as
though half the movies of 1974 would
feature private eyes or cops. past and
present. Following rapidly upon one an-
other were such pictures as Serpico, Mag-
num Force, The Laughing Policeman,
Walking Tall, McQ. The Midnight Man,
a successfully promoted rerclease of Rob-
crt Altman’s The Long Goodbye, which
had been rapidly yanked out of circula-
tion when its initial 1973 ad campaign
hombed. and the soon forthcoming Free-
bie and the Bean.

Breaking away [rom that well-worn
cops-and-robbers theme was the year's
most highly touted—though not its most
successful—picture, The Great Gatsby. It
went into production solely because Rob-
ert Redford agreed to play the title role:
that of a parvenu to Long Island society.
of humble origins and suspect back-
ground, longing for the love of the
beautilul but married Daisy Buchanan
(Mia Farrow). Although the romantical-
Iy handsome Redlord would have seemed
better suited to the Bruce Dern part as
Daisy’s busband (and vice versa), put-
ting the Redford name above the title
scemed a  better financial  bet—cven
though it did send the picture a liule off
kilter. There are more sexual sparks in
the relationship between the wealthy
Dern and the working-class Karen Black
than between Redford and Farrow, de-
spite a protracted {lashback to their first
meeting during World War One. In both
Lliaisons. however, passion is discreetly
suggested rather than overtly shown, as if
this were sull, in fact, 1923

Warren Beatty, who, like Redford. had
been conspicuous by his absence hrom
hlms during most of 197%—and who,
again like Redford, owns an enviable
reputation as a sure-fire box-ofhice draw—
returned to the screen as an investiga-
tive reporter in Alan J. Pakula's produc-
tion of The Parvallax View (and may be
seen again belore the end ol the vear in
his own production of Shampoo, in
which he plays a fashionable hairdresser
and shares billing with his longtime wav-
eling companion, Julie Christie). Paral-
lax, like Chinatown, is a murder mystery
with clues leading o high places. Unlike
Chinatown, however, it [ils to unravel
its plot strings to their ultimate end—
and, indeed, it isn't until the death of
TV reporter Paula  Premiiss, shortly
alter the film’s sole bed scene, that Beaty
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